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Chapter 1

“I bet you the Seahawks lose,” I said.

My wife, Ivy, recoiled in mock horror.

“No way,” she said. “We’re playing the Forty-Niners. We hate those guys.”

“Bet me.”

“What are we betting?”

“Thirty-minute blowjob.”

My wife sighed.

“Always with the blowjob,” she said. “What do I get?”

“Any pair of shoes you want.”

Her eyebrows shot up.

“Even Jimmy Choo?”

“Any pair means any pair. Even Jimmy.”

“Deal,” she said, extending her hand.

We shook on it.

We sat in the sports book area of the reservation casino, eating nachos and drinking cold beer and watching the start of the game. I saw a tipsy patron staggering towards the men’s room and nudged Ivy’s elbow to get her attention.

“Bet you twenty he doesn’t make it.”

She studied the man a moment.

“Deal,” she said.

We shook on that bet too and watched the man as he stumbled and fumbled towards the bathroom. He caught himself against a wall and slid along until successfully vanishing through the door. I pulled a twenty-dollar bill from my pocket and gave it to my wife.

“How’d you know?” I asked.

“I watched his drink,” she said. “He may have had trouble walking but he made sure his drink was never in danger. He kept that glass level. I figured if he was able to do that, he wasn’t all that drunk.”

“Good eye.”

We turned our attention to the game again. Three and a half hours, and a dozen side bets later, Ivy hung her head. She leaned forward, placing her forehead on the table.

“Thirty minutes,” she mumbled. “That’s too long. My jaw will hurt.”

“A deal’s a deal,” I insisted. “We always pay. Don’t back out now and ruin your perfect record. Let’s grab a hotel room here at the casino so we don’t drive home intoxicated. That way you can get to work on my dick right away.”

She playfully punched my shoulder.

“Fine,” she said. “My team may have lost but they almost won.”

“Not really.”

“Thirteen to seventeen is a tight game.”

“Nope. A three-point difference or less in the score means a tight game. Your Seahawks lost by four.”

I was annoying. I saw it on her face.

“Whatever,” she scoffed. “I bet they beat the Rams week eleven. The only team we hate more than the Forty-Niners is the Rams.”

Now I got annoyed. The Rams are my team. She knows this.

“Wanna bet?” I asked. “Your team just lost their season opener. At home. No way the Seahawks turn things around enough in eleven weeks. The Rams are a far better team. Seahawks didn’t even make the playoffs last season.”

She wanted to take that bet. She truly did. But she was still stung from this loss and what she had to pay.

“What’s at stake?” she asked.

“Week eleven will be a big deal. Week eleven usually determines playoffs or not. Our bet should be equally big. I love the Rams. You love the Seahawks. I think we should bet that for an entire day, the loser must do whatever the winner says they must do.”

“Great. Another blowjob. How creative.”

“No,” I corrected. “Anything.”

“I’m picturing you deep cleaning the master bathroom,” she teased. “I’m picturing you scrubbing the house from top to bottom, while wearing a little black and white French maid outfit.”

I laughed.

“Now you’re talking,” I said. “I picture you in a super slutty short skirt and tiny top. Hair done. Makeup done. You’re playing pool with me at Right On Cue downtown. Every guy there stares at you but knows you’re with me. I look like a pimp. Then, we race home and get to the blowjob portion of the program.”

She laughed too.

“To say the loser must do anything is a bold statement,” she cautioned. “You sure you want to give me that much power? Remember Halloween last year? I still have that red Baywatch bathing suit. It will look so good on you.”

“You chickening out?”

“Hell no. I just want you to remember this was your idea, Rocky. You will regret making this bet with me.”

I shook my head and tried to catch the waiter’s attention.

“Time to go,” I said. “Loosen up those jaw muscles. My dick needs your undivided attention.”

She had a look in her eyes that said sucking cock was not such a terrible loss. I paid our tab and we headed to the registration desk.


Chapter 2

The rooms were decorated in a wild west frontier town motif, log cabin walls and heavy carved wood furniture. I turned on the television while Ivy took a shower. The stall was too small for me to join her so I would shower after. I flipped through channels and landed on a group of sports reporters talking about the Seahawks disappointing loss. I noticed there was an older model DVD player attached to the set with a tiny red light glowing and blinking. I checked the remote in my hand to see if it also handled the DVD player and was pleased to see it did. I pressed the play button.

The screen changed from a group of reporters talking about the game to a pretty, blonde, white woman slow-sucking a thick black cock. She wore a nice big wedding ring. The black man sat on the corner of a bed while she knelt between his dark knees.

“What the fuck?” I laughed. “Honey! You’ve got to check this out.”

“What?” she yelled back.

Then I noticed the background on screen was this very room. The filming was amateurish, with stark shadows and too much camera movement. The photographer passed in front of the wall mirror, and I saw a white man about the same age as the woman. He moved slowly, trying hard to keep what I could only conclude was his wife in the frame. He was recording his lovely bride as she orally worshiped a big black cock.

I admit I became captivated. The scene was intense. I moved from wishing I was the black guy to wondering what it was like for the wife to behave like this in front of her man to empathizing with the husband, trying to imagine what he was feeling in these moments. All three clearly loved what they did.

“That is kind of hot,” Ivy said, standing slightly behind me.

I jumped.

“How long have you been standing behind me?” I asked.

“A while. What is this? Did you pay for porn? No, wait. Holy shit, look at the background. This happened inside this room.” She turned to look at the corner of the bed. “He was sitting right there.” She looked at the screen again. “That’s a really big dick.”

Indeed, it was. The black man looked happy, but the wife looked enthralled.

“I bet they fuck,” Ivy said. “No way she limits herself to just sucking that beast. I bet she climbs on.”

“I’m not taking that bet.”

We watched in silence for a long time.

“Go take your shower,” she mumbled.

I pulled myself away. I showered quickly and returned to the main room. Ivy was in bed with the covers pulled up under her arms and the pillows stacked behind her, watching the screen. White wife was on all fours and a big black dick sawed in and out from behind.

“Did you watch the whole time I was gone?”

“Yeah,” she admitted. “This shit is hot. Like, they aren’t the most gorgeous people alive but they’re real. Their reactions are real. This is so much hotter than regular porn.”

I opened my bathrobe and approached the bed. Her eyes darted from the screen to my dick to the screen, back and forth

“Sorry it’s not big and black,” I said.

“It will do just fine,” she said, reaching for me.

Soon the low, rhythmic hum of the DVD player was the only sound in the room besides the wet, soft sounds Ivy was making between my legs. I was propped up against her mountain of pillows on the king-sized bed, the sheets now a tangled mess around my ankles. My hand was buried in her dark, silky hair. I didn’t guide her, I just rested it there, feeling the gentle movement of her head as she worked. On screen, the white woman, her blonde hair fanned out across this same bed, now rode the black man whose form seemed sculpted from onyx. His lean, muscular body flexed beneath her as he used his strength to keep her seated as she wildly fucked herself on his thick dark cock. The camera was unflinching, capturing the slick column of veined black flesh plunging and reappearing. It blew my mind that her husband could watch and record all this. I bet they were savagely disappointed when they got home, wherever that was, and realized they’d left the DVD back in the hotel room.

Ivy was mesmerized by their powerful rhythmic coupling. It was raw, unscripted, and there was an undeniable heat to it. She sucked my cock well past the thirty-minute requirement, always keeping her eyes on the televised action, which turned me on even more. We hadn’t watched porn together since our early dating days.

My gaze flickered from the television down to the woman between my legs. Her full lips, the same lips I kiss good morning every day, were stretched around me, her mouth hot and impossibly soft. Her long lashes fluttered as she sucked me off while watching people fuck. Her attention was split, but that was okay with me. She watched things the woman on screen did and then used those tricks on me.

A soft moan from the television drew her eye. My wife watched the woman's back arch as she orgasmed on this stranger’s thick cock. I felt a subtle shift in her rhythm, the way her tongue swirled around me as if inspired by what she saw. It was a strangely intoxicating feeling. I was the focus of her pleasure, but she found inspiration for it elsewhere. I wasn't jealous. How could I be? I felt something more complicated. I felt a kind of voyeuristic complicity we had with the couple on screen. We would never know them, but I felt we knew this intimate part of them, and I would thank them if I could.

Ivy moved her hand to cup my balls, while her other hand braced against my inner thigh. The pace of her mouth quickened slightly, head bobbing more insistently. On screen, the man had shifted, toppling the woman so her back was against the mattress. This mattress. The one we were on right now. His hands roamed her body, one cupping a pale breast while the other moved lower. The camera zoomed in on his dark cock poised between her legs, aimed, ready. The husband moved closer, close enough we saw that fat black dick throbbing with need, straining to reach the shaved white slit. Ivy let out a low moan of appreciation, the vibration traveling straight through me, making my hips jerk involuntarily.

"You like that, Baby?" I whispered, my voice hoarse.

She didn't answer, not with words. Instead, she took me deeper, her nose pressing against my pubic hair. The pleasure was intense. I felt pressure building in my balls.

The sounds from the television grew more frantic. I turned my attention that way and saw the black man had begun to penetrate again. The woman's cries of pleasure sent shivers through Ivy. How could the filming husband stand it? Ivy bobbed faster, empathizing with the woman. My wife knew what that wife experienced at that moment. Ivy sucked harder. Her grip on my thigh tightened, her nails dug into my skin enough to send a sharp mix of pleasure and pain through me. I lifted my head to watch her face and the concentration etched there. The couple on the screen were strangers, but through Ivy's focus, I felt like they were in the room with us. Their lust was her lust. Their desires were her desires. Did she wish she could trade places with that woman? Maybe.

The pressure in my balls was becoming unbearable. I felt the familiar tingle at the root of my cock. This was supposed to be payment for a bet lost but I had a growing desire to fuck my wife. I wouldn’t, because that would violate the spirit of our original bet, but my wife’s sexy efforts combined with the visual treat of that sex tape sure had me thinking about it.

Her big dark eyes opened and she found mine. They were filled with a fierce, knowing light. I knew the sex on the screen turned her on fiercely, and she knew I knew it. It was just her and me in this bed, except it wasn’t, and that made this sex session different from all the others we’d shared. This time, there were others in bed with us. She held my gaze as she bobbed up and down the entire length of me, pressing her nose against my stomach and then sucking hard on the way back up. It was too much to take. My world shattered. I orgasmed with a strangled cry, my body arching off the bed, my hand tightening in her hair. She stayed with me, milking every last spasm, her mouth a steady, anchoring presence as the waves of pleasure crashed over me. When it was over, I collapsed against the pillows, spent and trembling.

She released me slowly, gently, allowing my deflating penis to slither out of her mouth. She crawled up my body to lie beside me, resting her head on my chest. Her long hair tickled my skin. On the television, the scene continued, a close-up view of a thick and heavily veined cock pumping a tight pink pussy. They’d been fucking for over an hour with no indication they’d stop soon.

“Lucky girl,” Ivy murmured, although I don’t know if she meant the woman on screen or if she referred to herself.

I wrapped my arm around her, cupping her full breast, pulling her closer. She kissed my chest, a soft, lingering press of her lips. A glance down showed me her gaze had lifted to the big screen again. I turned to watch too. Her hand slid down my body to find my limp penis, just so she’d have something to hold while she watched. The black man lifted the woman’s legs and spread them, allowing the husband to get even closer with his camera. The screen was filled top to bottom with hard black cock thrusting into stretched pink pussy.

“Where you want my cum?” a deep and masculine voice rumbled.

“Yeah, Honey,” the husband asked. “Where would you like Everett to cum? On your face? On your tits? In your pussy?”

“In me,” she gasped. “In my pussy.”

Ivy pulled my dick. The woman reached her dainty fingers down to rub her clit, wedding ring sparkling, touching herself at the thought of this black stud cumming inside her. I felt the bed moving slightly and realized Ivy was touching herself too, captivated by what we watched.

“Can you imagine?” my wife muttered. “The husband is recording everything. He’s watching his wife get thoroughly fucked. Can you imagine watching another man cum inside me? Jesus.”

I rolled my wife sideways, catching her by surprise. I figured she should have an orgasm too, so I turned her to face the screen and moved my face between her legs. She spread herself open, settling in. I began to lick. She was already soaked. I took my time, listening to the action on screen, and timed my assault so Ivy was able to join the black man, cumming right about the same time he did. It was glorious. Ivy writhed against my probing tongue as that big black cock spit semen like a fire hose, filling that pretty blonde wife with steaming semen. The husband recorded every injected drop.

We took the DVD with us when we checked out the next day.


Chapter 3

Eleven weeks later, the Seahawks lost to the Rams, nineteen to twenty-one. Ivy was devastated. I was thoughtful and understanding, waiting exactly a thousandth of a second before pointing at her face and laughing gleefully, reminding her she now had to do anything I said.

“Anything,” I reiterated.

She smacked my taunting hand away.

“Damn it,” she whined. “I swear they’re going to the Superbowl. I feel it.”

“Yeah, right. Seven and three is a decent record, so maybe, but probably not. In the meantime, I need to take you shopping for a miniskirt. There’s a new shop at the mall. Maybe you heard of it? It’s called Hookers. Or maybe it was Whores-are-us? I’m not sure.”

“Shut your mouth, Rocky. Goddamn it. I hate losing.”

“That was a tight game.”

“I hate you.”

“I know, Baby.”

“I really do.”

“I know, Baby.”

“Please don’t make me wear a short dress. It’s humiliating.”

“I won’t.”

Her face softened.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Thank you, Honey.”

“It will be a skirt. A dress won’t let me embarrass you by showing off your sexy midriff. This is going to be awesome.”

“You’re a terrible husband.”

“Come on. Remember when you made me wear your wedding gown at Craig’s birthday party? Or how about that time I lost a bet and had to wear your old cheerleader outfit from high school?”

She laughed.

“That was fun,” I said, sarcasm dripping. “The guys at Right On Cue really enjoyed my legs that night.”

“All right, all right. You win. I guess I have done my share of humiliating you. Damn it. Those guys at the hall will never let me live this down.”

“That’s the whole point, Darling,” I said.

Three days later on a lovely Saturday afternoon we browsed a little boutique shop downtown. I made her try on a hundred different skirts, finally settling on something that pretty much looked like just an extra wide black belt. She was mortified. To that I added a skimpy top that tied in front. Her full tits would be threatening to spill out all night.

After shopping we had dinner and then home to shower and get ready.


Chapter 4

The air in Right On Cue was thick with the ghosts of a thousand stale cigarettes and spilt beer, the low, steady hum of multiple conversations punctuated by the sharp, and the satisfying crack of billiard balls striking their targets. It was the kind of place Ivy and I loved, but maybe I loved it more than her tonight. We were friends with a few regulars but the appeal of this hole in the wall was universal. There were always far more people we did not recognize than there were people we did.

I nursed my beer, the bottle slick with condensation, my eyes fixed on her ass as she leaned over the table. The bet was sacred between us: a happily married couple’s bond. We’d pulled off some outrageous antics over our years together. I felt like tonight might make that hallowed list. Eyes followed her everywhere she went, and she knew it. Sadly, there was no hole for her to crawl into and hide.

The outfit was a masterpiece of calculated provocation. Slutty, but classy slutty. The top was a scrap of white cotton, barely more than a bralette, tied in a flimsy knot between her bulging breasts, leaving her smooth, pale skin exposed all the way down to the dangerously low waistband of her skirt. The skirt was absurd. More costume than real garment. It was a black denim micro-mini, so short that the light crescents of her ass cheeks peeked out from beneath the hem with every little bend and shift. On her feet were a pair of strappy heels that made her legs look a mile long and forced her to arch her back in a way that was pure sin. She was a vision, a sex bomb, and she was playing pool tonight like she’d never seen a cue stick before in her life. Every shot was a disaster. She chalked the tip with an almost delicate, feminine gesture, her tongue poking out between her lips in concentration. She bent over the table, a move that caused a collective, almost imperceptible shift in the posture of every man within a twenty-foot radius. The denim of her skirt tightened, and I saw the guy at the next table, a burly biker type, actually stop mid-sentence to stare.

“Want to bet you miss the shot?” I asked.

“I am finished betting for a while,” she snapped.

She lined up, wiggled her hips for balance, and then jabbed the cue forward. The tip scraped the cue ball with a sound that made me wince. The white orb spun lazily in a half-circle, stopping well short of any target.

“Everyone needs to mind their own business,” she playfully shouted. “I can’t concentrate!”

“Well, fuck,” someone from the crowd shouted back. “Neither can we.”

Almost everyone laughed. A wave of crimson flowed up her neck and into her cheeks. She pushed a long strand of dark hair behind her ear. A small, embarrassed smile played across her lips. Some part of her enjoyed the disruption she caused.

“More beer,” I concluded. “That will help your game.”

It did not. The thrill of the spotlight, the heat of all those eyes on her: she may have hated that she felt so exposed, so humiliated, but she loved that they were all watching her. I loved it too. I partially loved it because my revenge was complete, but I loved it for other reasons too. I felt it in my ego. My wife turned heads. All those men raised their opinion of me. Every hungry look, every lingering gaze, was a testament to what was mine. These men could look, they could fantasize, but she was going home with me. She was my wife. My lucky charm. The thought sent a thrill through me.

She took another shot, this one slightly better. The cue ball sent a striped ball careening toward the pocket, only to kiss the edge and spin away. A chorus of good-natured groans and chuckles rippled through the nearby onlookers. One of them, a ruggedly handsome blond guy in a slightly too tight cap-sleeve T-shirt with a scooped neck, called out encouragement. Ivy shot him a look over her shoulder, ready to share some slashing sarcasm, but then my wife hesitated. I almost laughed. She clearly found him attractive.

“Thank you,” was all she managed.

She was playing the part of the sexy, slightly inept bimbo, and she was playing it to perfection. But it wasn't entirely an act. I knew my wife. I knew the subtle tells. The way she couldn't quite meet my eyes for more than a second. The way she kept fidgeting with the hem of her skirt, a nervous habit that only drew more attention to how short it was. She loved the attention and hated herself for it, caught in a delicious feedback loop of exhibitionism and mortification.

Then Cap Sleeve T left his chair and approached.

He'd been watching for a while. He was tall, with frumpy blond hair.  Handsome in a rugged, classic way, with a strong jaw, a hint of stubble, and laughing eyes. His hair was just a little too long for his age: a former magazine model maybe, who thought he still had it. He looked like he could have stepped off the cover of Grunge Weekly. He moved toward our pool table, and the crowd seemed to part for him. He didn't speak to me. His eyes were all for Ivy.

"The trouble is with your follow-through," he told her.

His voice was low and smooth. It wasn't condescending. It was a simple, confident observation.

Ivy straightened, turning to face him. The blush on her cheeks deepened, but this time it was different. It was the flush of a woman being appraised by a man she found charming and desirable.

"Is that what it is?" she asked, her voice a little breathless.

"You're tensing your shoulder," he said, stepping closer. He gestured at her arm. "You're using too much elbow, not enough wrist. Hold the back end of the cue with your fingertips. Loosely. Here, let me show you."

He moved behind her, his chest just inches from her back. He reached around, his hand closing over hers on the cue stick. His other hand came to rest on her hip, steadying her.

"Relax," he murmured, his voice close to her ear. "Breathe. Wait to feel the shot. Don't force it."

I watched, frozen, as my wife melted against him for just a fraction of a second. It was involuntary, a physical response to the warmth of his body, the masculine strength in his voice. He guided her through the motion, a slow, deliberate practice swing. His hand was large, engulfing hers. His thumb brushed against the bare skin of her back, just above her skirt.

My heart hammered against my ribs, frantic, chaotic. Almost every instinct screamed at me to get up, pull her away, and put this stranger in his place. But I stayed rooted to my chair, transfixed by the scene. A dark, twisted fascination had me in its grip. I wasn't just watching my wife being touched by another man. I was watching her be desired by him, and I was watching her to see how she would respond. She looked flustered. She looked radiant. This sudden attention, personal and intimate, was far different than the gawking eyes of strangers watching her every move. The embarrassment was still there, a faint pink on her cheeks, but it was overshadowed by a new more powerful force. He wanted her, but more importantly, she wanted him to want her. She was the center of his world at that moment, and the hungry look in his eyes as he stared down at her warmed her from the inside out.

Ivy took her shot and sank the ball.

"See?" he said, his voice low. "Just like that. Smooth."

He released her and stepped back, but his eyes lingered. Ivy took a quick breath, squared her shoulders, and bent over the table for her next shot. She mimicked the motion he'd shown her. This time the sound was clean and sharp. Another striped ball dropped neatly into the corner pocket.

A genuine, delighted laugh escaped her lips. She turned around, her face alight with triumph, and looked first at him, then at me. Her eyes found mine across the table, and in them, I saw conflicting emotions. There was the apology for letting him touch her, the thrill of her victory, the lingering heat of his attention, and a question. A silent, desperate question: Is this okay?

The bet was still on. She had to do anything I said. Her attraction to the man was obvious. Did I dare play with that? Fertile ground if I choose to. I raised my beer bottle to her in a slow, deliberate toast. A small smile touched my lips. I gave her a single, almost imperceptible nod.

Relief washed over her features, followed by a bold, beautiful fire. She was my wife. She was my lucky charm. Tonight, in this dirty pool hall, in her slutty little outfit, playing the game for an audience of hungry men, she was magnificent. Her outfit might have been a costume, concealing her true identity. I watched her accept the handsome stranger's congratulations, watched her laugh at something he said, and I knew, with a certainty that shook me to my core, that my wife would fuck this man if the circumstances were different. She’d never, ever act on that want, but she did want him, and while she would never act on her desire, tonight, she had to do anything I said, and I was thinking maybe I could have some fun with that.


Chapter 5

I stuck out my hand.

“Rocky,” I said. “This is my wife, Ivy.”

He looked her up and down. He tried not to, and his eyes only traveled for a split second, but there was no way for him to avoid checking her out.

“Zeke,” he said.

We all shook hands. I asked how he knew pool so well and he explained how he’d traveled around the world, hitchhiking or jumping trains or walking. He made money winning games or working in the fields.

“Never enough though,” he laughed. “Always hungry by day’s end. I’ve seen a lot of the world but I’m always hungry.” He laughed again.

“You hungry now, Zeke?” I asked. “Ivy and I were going to grab some late dinner. Come along. We’ll feed you.”

Ivy flashed me a look that asked what the fuck I was doing.

“I couldn’t put you out like that,” he said. “I’ve got a little money in my pocket. I’ll be all right.”

“Nonsense,” I said, waving him off. “I would like to contribute to your travels. I’m a romantic, I guess. Do we mind, Ivy?”

“No,” she smirked. “Not at all. I’m hungry too.”

My wife was not looking forward to further public displays of her scandalous outfit, but I certainly was. I told Zeke to meet us out front and then steered Ivy towards the back exit and our car. As soon as we were out of ear shot, she turned to me.

“What are you doing, Rocky?”

I chuckled.

“The bet was you had to do anything I said. The night is not over.”

“We don’t even know this guy. Why are you inviting him to dinner with us? Do you trust him? He seems flighty.”

“He does seem flighty but harmless, and he’s got a huge crush on you.”

She groaned.

“Is that what this is? Prolong my agony? Torture me up until eleven-fifty-nine? God, I can’t wait until I win the next bet. You will pay.”

“I know I will,” I said. “That’s why I’m cashing in now. I noticed that you think he’s attractive. That adds to my fun.”

“Do not humiliate me. Do not embarrass me more than you already have.”

I leaned in and kissed her forehead.

“Too late, my Love.”

I opened our trunk and moved my golf clubs to the back seat. Ivy watched, confused. She made a face.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“No room,” I said. “I guess he’ll just have to share the front seat with you. That’s okay. You can sit on his lap.”

“You’re a monster.”

I opened her door and she got in. I came around and started the car, driving around the building and pulling in front of the pool hall. Zeke waited, looking unsure of himself. Ivy opened her door.

“Are you sure this is all right?” he asked. “I feel like I’m imposing.”

“Not at all,” Ivy explained, rising up to play her part and hopefully steal some of my fun from me. “Back seat’s full. I’ll sit on your lap. It’s a short drive.”

He hesitated but then gave a friendly nod. Ivy stood and he sat, and then Ivy glared at me over his head and sat on his lap. I held back a chuckle. I was having so much fun. I put the car in drive, and we drove through the bumpy parking lot. They shifted their seating a few times, trying to get more comfortable, and I noticed Ivy’s skirt rode up some. My angle showed me a perfect little triangle of white panties. I was sly about it, so Ivy did not catch me, but I watched Zeke, waiting for him to notice. He did, because every straight guy would, and then I got to watch him try to be sly about it too. Fun. Moments later she slipped an arm behind his neck. I noticed her breast was smushed against his chest. I almost laughed out loud at how awkward they seemed.

Then, his expression turned from gawky to intense. I was driving so it was hard for me to see what he saw, but I soon realized from his angle Ivy’s top, tied in front, had billowed a little, pulling away from her chest. He was gazing directly down at her curvaceous breast, including her pert nipple.

Nipple hunting is a game every man plays. We love breasts but until the nipple makes an appearance, there is still more to see. Zeke glanced down more frequently, absorbing every soft, smooth curve.

The restaurant appeared on the horizon. I parked close so the lights would illuminate Ivy getting out of the car. Heads turned. She helped Zeke stand and we filed through the front doors. We were seated, we ordered, we ate and we talked. Ivy and I ate sparingly but Zeke was famished. It felt good to help the man. We followed our meals with a few rounds of drinks and then I announced we’d rent a motel room rather than drive all the way home in our slightly inebriated state. Ivy flashed me a look that bordered on panic. When Zeke stepped away to use the restroom, Ivy turned to me.

“All three of us?” she asked. “In the same room?”

I chuckled.

“Of course not, Baby. I’ll spring for Zeke’s room. The man will enjoy a hot shower and a good night’s sleep.”

That helped her relax some. Zeke returned, drying his hands, and I informed him of the new plan.

“That’s incredibly generous,” he said, touched. “Normally I’d try to talk you out of it, but I really want a comfortable bed and a hot shower.”

We talked more and drank a lot more and enjoyed each other’s company. Ivy, I noticed, drank more than me or Zeke. When it was time to leave, we discovered the restaurant had a small nightclub attached at the back. To call it a night club is too generous. Really it was nothing more than a small poorly lit bar, but we heard live music, so we headed that way. Zeke looked at Ivy often now and there was a new softness in his gaze. When he went to the bar to order a round of drinks for us, I asked Ivy if she’d noticed how his view of her had changed. She had no idea what I was talking about.

“Zeke,” I said. “He’s got a mad crush on you.”

“You’re delusional. Can I change out of this ridiculous skirt now?”

“No.”

“Why not? It’s been hours.”

“Remember how you dyed my hair pink for your sister’s wedding?”

“Oh. Yeah.”

“Yeah. I still get teased about that. It’s been seven years.”

She chuckled.

“The ridiculous skirt stays,” I said. “In fact, I want you to show off a little more than you have been. No more hiding in the shadows.”

“What do you mean?”

“I order you to strike poses. Flirt. Grandstand a little.”

“You’re a bastard.”

“Zeke will love it.”

“You know I’ll get you back for all this.”

“Save your vows of retribution, Princess. This is how the game is played.”

She fumed. I was so pleased with myself.

“Go help Zeke with our drinks.”

“You go help him,” she said.

“Do I need to remind you again? Anything I say. ANYTHING.”

She left her purse in the booth with me and strutted across the floor. The club was small, intimate, with maybe fifteen customers or so listening to the acoustic folk guitar player. Every man and several women followed her with their eyes. She really did look sexy. Zeke watched her approach and was suddenly deaf to the bartender trying to talk to him. Ivy got to the bar and leaned both elbows on it, causing her skirt to ride up in the back. Delicious. A few women looked disgusted by the display, but the men sat enthralled.

Ivy returned carrying three shots and so did Zeke. He raised a toast to his new friends, and we toasted along with him. We weren’t drunk, but we were feeling really good. Every time Ivy rested an elbow on the table, the front of her top opened, giving either me or Zeke a nice clear view of her tits. She’d notice sooner or later, and I looked forward to her mortification.

“Show more,” I demanded, leaning close and whispering in her ear.

She stiffened. She knew exactly what I was saying. She knew I was trying to get her to refuse, which meant she surrendered, and that was something she simply refused to do. No way would she let me win. I watched her hand slowly creep to the knot holding her top closed and I saw her carefully work the fabric, loosening the twists, exposing more skin.

“I’d love another shot,” I said, hoping to force her to march across the bar with this new risqué look, but sweet Zeke perked right up.

“I’ll get it,” he said.

Ivy was delighted that my ploy was foiled.

“It’s Ivy’s turn,” I said. “You got the last three rounds.”

She stood abruptly and left us.

“She is something else,” he said, watching her walk away.

“She is that.”

“I mean, like a goddess. She might be the prettiest woman I’ve ever seen. She easily has the best body. I mean, what I can see of it.”

“No argument from me. I have seen it and I can tell you that you’re right.”

We spent an hour or two listening to great music, drinking, chatting, gawking at Ivy and watching others do the same, and generally having a good time. At last, it was time to leave, and I drove us to the closest motel, a rundown place by the railyard.


Chapter 6

I rented two rooms for the night, next to each other, both with King beds. Zeke tried to say goodnight, but I invited him over to our room for a bit before we all crashed. Ivy rolled her eyes at me as if to say: You’re going to milk this thing for every drop, aren’t you? I was. I pulled two chairs around, and Ivy sat on the corner of the bed. Maybe it was all the booze, but she looked especially hot and sexy.

“You look incredible,” I told her.

“Thank you. I feel silly dressed like this.”

“Why?” Zeke asked.

“It’s so skimpy. I feel underdressed. I feel exposed.”

I was about to respond but Zeke beat me to it.

“Ivy, you could walk around naked. You are so pretty and you have an amazing body. If anyone should feel awkward, it’s all the other women who don’t look anywhere near as good as you.”

Ivy and I stared at him.

“Sorry,” he said, suddenly aware of his outburst. “It’s just that all night I’ve been watching others watch you and I realized you have no idea how good you look. It’s a shame. I wondered if that’s why your hubby dressed you like this. So you could see for yourself the way others see you.”

“Something like that,” I said, taking undeserved credit.

“That’s very sweet, Zeke,” she said.

“Honestly,” he added. “I would put you in a long, flowing evening gown or something. Something fit for a princess.”

I noticed a little pink had infused her cheeks. Zeke’s praise and fawning attention got to her.

“That’s a great idea,” I blurted. “You have a gown like that in your overnight bag, right? Why don’t you change into that and show us how it looks?”

She hated being told what to do, but she was thrilled to get out of that skirt and top.

“All right,” she quickly agreed. “I put my bag in the bathroom. Give me a minute or two and I’ll be right back.”

She left the bed and we watched her walk away. Zeke let himself stare.

“Unbelievable,” he muttered. “I’m with you,” he said, after the bathroom door closed. “If she was mine, I’d show her off too. What a gem.”

I thought about explaining our predilection for placing bets with each other but why pop his bubble? In a way he was right. I was indeed showing off my wife to the world. The bathroom door opened. Ivy wore her flowing night gown, but underneath she’d added a fresh pair of panties and a bra, visible through the gauzy, slightly sheer fabric. The effect was ruined. She came forward and Zeke looked mesmerized, but I soured. The appeal of the gown, the sexiness of it, was disrupted, like visible panty lines on an otherwise perfect ass. Ivy smiled at Zeke but then saw my expression.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“The bra and panties,” I said. “Totally throws the whole look off.”

“The nightshirt is sheer,” she explained.

“I can see that.”

We locked eyes. An unspoken challenge flashed between us.

“It’s just me and Zeke now,” I said. “Your husband and our new friend.”

We locked eyes again.

“Fine,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

“Do it here,” I said. “So we can see the difference as it happens.”

We locked eyes a third time. The challenge was obvious: she had to do anything I said and failure to do so resulted in a victory for me and even deeper shame and humiliation for her. Compared to walking around in public wearing that ridiculous skirt and top, exposing herself to Zeke, the only man in the room that hadn’t already seen her fully naked, was no big deal, and if it was no big deal, how could she stand to let me win?

“Fine,” she said again.

Zeke raised his hand as if to protest on her behalf, but I stopped him.

“No worries, my friend,” I said. “Ivy doesn’t mind.”

“Is that true?” he asked.

“Not one bit,” she defiantly replied.

Her hand snaked up behind her and the clasp slipped. Her bra jumped forward an inch, and she reached in front and pulled it down and off, sliding the contraption out of the sleeve hole. She dropped it at my feet. She straightened her shoulders.

Lord have mercy. Her full tits strained at the thin fabric and looked amazing. Her nipples were pressed tight and really showed through, far more than I thought they would. Zeke’s eyes narrowed. His brow furrowed. He shifted uncomfortably in his motel chair. Ivy studied our faces, ready to be angry, but must have liked what she saw. She stood there.

“Go on,” I said. “Go all the way.”

Uncertainty clouded her face. She was conflicted. Her eyes asked me if she really had to go through with this, but my eyes only said do as you’re told. She sighed and reached under her nightshirt.

I was enjoying my control over her but something else had entered the picture. I took a while to recognize this new emotion but once I did, I realized I enjoyed knowing that Zeke loved what he saw. I have shared links to hot porn with my online friends, and we’ve raved about them afterwards. This was something like that. I wanted him to like what I showed him. He squirmed in his chair, adjusting his jeans. Ivy slipped her panties down and off, stepping out and discarding them at my feet as well. She clasped her hands in front of her and stood tall and I gave her a look to stop acting like she’s sixteen.

She moved her hands around in back.

Zeke and I gawked. I’ve seen her nude a million times, but this was far more than nude. His presence in the room amplified everything, yes, but so did the see-through material she wore. We saw enough to know what we looked at but the delicate, diaphanous fabric accentuated her femininity, launching her womanliness, if there is such a word, into the stratosphere.

I gasped. Zeke did too.

“You—” he stammered. “You look breathtaking, Ivy.”

Her gaze jumped to me. I nodded thoughtfully, shocked by what my manipulations had wrought.

“It’s true, Baby,” I admitted. “You’ve never looked sexier.”

She melted a little but remained awkwardly stiff. Zeke shifted in his chair again, clearly uncomfortable.

“I’m sorry, guys,” he said. “But I either need to go to my room or do something to make myself more comfortable. I’m dying here.”

I gestured at him, a wave of my hand that said by all means, make yourself comfortable.

“We’re all adults,” I said.

I expected him to take off his heavy jeans and sit in his underwear. I swear I did. Ivy, I think, expected the same. Zeke stood and kicked his shoes off and then shoved his pants down, kicking them off too. He sat again, nude from the waist down, sporting a large partial erection. He looked almost as big around as one of the bottles of beer I drank tonight. Ivy gasped, moving her hands in front again, covering herself. What does a man say to another man in a moment like this? Congratulations? He sat, but his eyes never left my wife.

“Much better,” he mumbled. “That was killing me. Thank you.”

Understandable. A beast like that trapped behind stiff denim would pinch and crinkle. I returned my attention to my flustered wife. Her expression told me she’d had enough of this game.

I hadn’t, so I pressed my advantage.

“Now, let’s lose the nightshirt,” I told her, casually.

She looked gob smacked.

“Oh,” Zeke exhaled. “That’s a grand good idea.”

I smiled at my wife. Was I crossing a line here? Maybe. Probably. But it was mine to cross. I realized I may have resented wearing that cheerleader outfit more than I previously admitted. Ivy stared into my eyes but there was no backing down in them. She’s as stubborn as me. She reached for her garment, preparing to pull it off over her head, but I stopped her.

“Wait,” I said, exercising my supreme power. “Let Zeke do that.”

“What?” she asked, shocked.

“I don’t want you to strain yourself. Have a seat on the corner of the bed again. Zeke? Do you mind?”

He was on his feet instantly.

“Not at all,” he said.

He pulled his cap-sleeved T-shirt off and just like that, he was nude. Ivy sat and I guess I didn’t think things all the way through because her sitting and him standing brought his curved cock level with her face. My wife turned away, looking at me like she planned my murder. Before I could change my mind Zeke stepped closer and pinched her nightshirt on two sides. He lifted. Ivy raised her arms to help, and the flimsy sleepwear floated over her head and off. Taking her lead, he dropped the garment at my feet too.

I was the only one still dressed, and I liked it. I felt like the director on a movie set. Somehow, I had gained power over both these people. Zeke ran his wide-open eyes over every square inch of Ivy. Ivy refused to turn her head and even look at him.


Chapter 7

His cock rose higher. I was delighted by what the sight of my wife did to him. His eyes danced wildly, roaming all over her. She sat hunched and withdrawn, and I decided to do something about it.

“Baby?” I said. “Why don’t you stretch out on that bed behind you? Let’s give Zeke a really good look.”

The expression, if looks could kill, comes from moments like this. The glare Ivy aimed at me was murderous. I knew there would be payback in my future, and it would be brutal, but I’ll deal with that when it arrives. Ivy, as stiff and awkward as a plank of oak, leaned backward, arms at her sides.  With her face and body revealed, she stole our breath.

“Sweet Jesus,” Zeke muttered, gazing with disbelief.

I had to admit he was right.

Ivy’s dark hair fanned out across the bedspread. Her firm, full breasts pointed at the ceiling, begging, I believed, to be caressed. The corner of the bed was between her knees, so she was unable to close her legs completely. Zeke and I followed her body down from the twin mounds of her tits, across her flat, pale stomach, over the mons pubis and the small patch of neatly trimmed hair she kept there, down to her bare pussy lips, inner folds slightly protruding.

Breathtaking.

“What are you doing, Rocky?” she murmured.

I couldn’t answer. The moment Zeke and I shared was too intense. We ran our eyes up to her pretty face and then back down again and then we went in different directions. I gawked at her naked tits, and he focused on her bald slit. His cock was fully engorged and pointing at the ceiling fan.

“Time for a back rub,” I announced. “Turn over, Baby. I’ll grab the lotion from the bathroom.”

I bounced up, not looking back. I heard the bed creaking. When I returned, Ivy was face down but Zeke had returned to his chair. I stopped by her feet and held out the bottle of lotion.

“Not me,” I said. “You. I don’t want to get lotion on my clothes.”

Zeke was out of his chair like lightning. Ivy lifted her head and turned her face towards me, but Zeke squirted lotion on his palm and started with her feet. Her jaw snapped shut. Women love their feet rubbed. He massaged every inch deep and strong. His erection had faded some when I left to get the lotion, but it came back full force now. Ivy covered her face with a pillow, rather than let me see how much she enjoyed what he was doing.

I decided to sit back and watch. This was way more fun than I ever imagined, but some of my joy may have been all that booze we consumed talking. To be honest, I imagined none of this in advance and was making it up as I went along. Still, I was having a blast.

He gradually moved up her legs. I know he was staring at her pussy, and I was well aware each time he moved her leg it was to spread them a little more and give himself an even better view. Fine by me. He got to her hamstrings and did one and then walked all the way around the bed to do the other. I made a face like I shared his annoyance at the delay and waved dismissively at the bed. He climbed on and straddled one of her legs, rubbing higher as he at last reached her butt. He walked his knees up the bed and kneaded both ass cheeks. His fingers dipped into her crack, and she couldn’t stop her hips from rising. She forced her legs closed so he straddled both, finishing her ass and starting to work on the small of her back. He worked higher from there.

He was almost to her shoulders when I finally noticed that stretched out like that, his body followed the contours of hers. More importantly, stretched out like that he had inadvertently brought his stiff cock to rest on the back of her thighs. He was aiming directly at her slit. She had to feel him back there and I was right because she moved the pillow covering her face and spoke.

“Rocky? Honey? What are you doing?”

Good question.

I didn’t answer it though.

The tip of his hard dick was nudging and bumping her slit from behind. Each time he reached a little higher on her, his penis poked her pussy. Forget about what I should or shouldn’t do. I was wondering what she would do.

“Rocky? Honey?” she murmured again. “Baby? He’s— Oh!”

She was cut off by her own gasp. Zeke had reached higher, rubbing her trapezius muscles, and now the tip of his cock pressed firmly and continuously against her delicate inner lips. My wife groaned softly, but maybe that was from the massage. I again ignored her questions, taking in every nuance of the scene unfolding before me. I watched carefully and so I saw when she raised her pelvis just a little. She couldn’t stop herself. His ass flexed a bit as her hips tilted.

“Rocky?” she whimpered.

He spread out from working her traps, rubbing lotion into her deltoids and out to her arms. She desperately needed a word from me. Something. Anything. But I sat there and watched my wife and every move she made. When he stretched to reach her forearms, she lifted her hips and pushed back at him. Her gasp echoed all the way around the world. The tip of his cock parted her outer and inner lips and eased half an inch into her. My wife moaned from deep in her chest. He held himself there, displaying epic self-control, and my sweet wife raised her hips higher off the bed and pushed her pussy backward, trying to capture more of him. She succeeded, shoving her wet cunt back far enough that she enveloped half his cock head. She pushed again and her inner folds slithered around his cock head, which vanished inside. She groaned and rocked her hips a little, feeling the penetration, savoring the sensation of a plump head resting just inside, pushing her open in every direction.

“Rocky,” she panted. “Please. Baby, please. What are we doing?”

Zeke turned to look at me. I’m sure he wondered what he could get away with, and I’m sure he wanted more. I wondered why I had allowed it to go so far, but every move Ivy made to capture his big cock turned me on. I know Zeke wanted me to give him a green light to do whatever he wished, but something held me back. I wanted it to come from Ivy. I loved seeing her crave his thick cock. I was conflicted.

Ivy broke the logjam.

She waited for my response that never came and then her own lust took over. She planted her hands into the mattress and shoved her body backward, impaling herself on half his fat dick. My wife moaned intensely, feeling the man move deeper inside her. She lowered her hips and then raised them again, slow fucking herself on his hard cock. I saw how she fought herself, how she struggled to regain control. I saw how she battled her own desire to be speared. His girth had to be driving her insane.

Zeke placed his feet inside her ankles and pushed outward, spreading her legs wide right at me. Now I saw clearly how his thick cock opened her and stretched her tight hole wide. He angled his hips down and lowered his body, driving deep, sheathing his cock inside my wife. Ivy groaned and buried her face.

Zeke began to fuck her.

A sudden memory hit me: Ivy and I were in the hotel room made to look like a log cabin, watching the DVD the husband made of his wife getting fucked. Now here I am doing the same. Had the seed been planted in my mind all the way back then? Did that thought lay dormant inside my mind all this time? I couldn’t tell. Instead, I took that memory to mean something else and plucked my phone from the desk nearby. I opened the camera and began to record, walking back and forth like that husband had, recording every gasp and groan and sweaty moan. I zoomed in on the astonishing view of his fat cock sliding in and out. Ivy was far more than merely wet. Ivy was soaked. His cock practically dripped from her pussy juices each time he pulled back. The scene was so intensely erotic my breathing was little more than shallow gulps of air. I watched for ten minutes before I even realized my dick was rock hard inside my pants.


Chapter 8

When Ivy orgasmed, I was not ready for it. Good God in Heaven above. My mind turned inside out. She came so hard she almost wept. She clawed at the bed, dragging the pillow under her body and pushing it all the way down to her hips. Zeke stroked his cock smoothly in and out, allowing my wife to writhe in ecstasy beneath him. Ivy howled and cried out and eventually collapsed, and that’s when Zeke turned his attention on himself. His hips began to thrust faster and faster and then, before I was ready for his orgasm, he shortened his strokes, leaving most of his cock buried. Then he shortened them again and then he pushed all the way in and moaned, loudly, with his balls rising and falling, his asshole clenching and relaxing. He was pumping sperm into her and I was recording it.

When he collapsed on top of her, I dropped into the motel chair.

Ivy pulled the corner of the blanket over her face.

I sat for only a minute, studying the scene before me. Nothing prepares a man for a moment like this. A million half-formed thoughts raced through my head, but then one rose above the rest. I stood and shed my clothes and pushed Zeke aside. His fat dick left her pussy gaping, and I aimed my erection at it. I sank into my wife and passed through his semen, and I felt my body tense. This was discovering a new kind of sex. Everything was different. Ivy wasn’t even the same woman to me, now that he’d had her. I leaned over her body, my chest against her back, and brushed her hair away from her ear.

What do I say to her?

I searched my heart and spoke the words I found written there.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Her entire body melted, relaxing under me. Her head snapped to the side so she could look at me in my eyes.

“Do you mean it?’ she rasped.

I kissed her cheek and pushed my cock all the way in. She gasped at the intrusion, lifting her hips like she had for him but not with the same force.

“Yes,” I exhaled. “God, yes.”

“Kiss me.”

I did. She dug her arm out to hold my face and kissed me hard.

“I was sure you’d hate me,” she blurted. “I was sure our marriage was over, that I’d lost you.”

“I’m as guilty as you are,” I said. “I’ve never felt so in love with you.”

We kissed again and I lifted my body away a little to better thrust my hips. I fucked her sweet and gentle at first but soon I was pounding my wild wife into the bed. She was crying out with more emotion than from physical stimulation. Zeke had left her flooded and slippery. I stroked my cock fast.

The bed moved and creaked and then from the side Zeke stepped close and offered his plump dick head to her mouth. She felt him brush her lips and then looked up, surprised to see him there. Her gaze dropped to his cock and she parted her lips, allowing him to push his deflated penis onto her tongue. She sucked gently, nursing on him as I fucked her, and the sight got me there fast. I exploded, pumping out my jizz to join his inside her. I expected that would put an end to things, but he placed one knee on the bed to give her better access to his dick. I leaned away as Ivy leaned forward, sucking him now with enthusiasm.

I rolled to my side and took her with me and now he could easily reach her mouth. He rose higher, fucking his mostly soft cock downward and into her. I kissed the nape of her neck while she gobbled his cock. He pulled the shaft out and lowered his balls in there and she eagerly sucked on those too. I was glad my cock still possessed her pussy. He placed a hand on her head and began to fuck her mouth in earnest. He had only grown a little firmer, but enough to glide in and out. I watched closely as his inches slipped back and forth. She played with his big hanging balls and then he added his hand to the shaft. Now I realized his intent was to ejaculate in her mouth. She realized it too and sucked harder, licking faster, milking his penis for the load she wanted. 

I was inches away when he began to cum again. He was jerking himself off into her vacuuming mouth, and I saw his cock pulsating as his semen flowed. Her lips were sealed tightly around his shaft. Ivy swallowed, hungry, as turned on as we were. He groaned and pumped out his big load, and my wife gulped him down. When he finished, she kept him in her mouth, nursing on him like a baby. I released her and rolled onto my back, stunned by all I’d seen, staring at the ceiling fan and wondering when this night switched from tormenting my wife with the bet she’d lost to something far more salacious. I closed my eyes, pondering, and all that booze, all that tension, and all that relaxation from a massive orgasm caught up to me at the same time.

I fell asleep.


Chapter 9

I awoke in an empty bed, covered only by a sheet. I rose to one elbow, looking around for Ivy and Zeke, but I was alone in that big bed. I heard soft voices from the bathroom and when I turned that way, I saw the door was wedged open about an inch or two by the corner of the green and yellow bedspread. They’d taken it with them. I was curious about the need for secrecy and instantly curious about their clandestine meeting. I eased from the bed and crawled silently across the carpeted floor.

“Let me fuck you again,” Zeke whispered.

“No,” Ivy replied, her voice low. “We shouldn’t even be in here. Let’s go back to the bed.”

“I’ll wake him up by fucking you. Let him sleep.”

“I already have both of you in me. We can’t do it again.”

“Why not?”

She scoffed.

“Because I’m married,” she whispered.

“He let you do it once already. He wants you fucked again.”

“You think so?”

“I do. Look how he dressed you tonight.”

“He was humiliating me. I lost a bet to him.”

“No, making you wash the car or mow the lawn is the penalty for losing a bet. No man dresses his woman like that and then takes her out around guys unless he’s trying to find a man to fuck her. I promise.”

Ivy was silent for a moment.

“Do you really think so?” she asked.

“Trust me. He wants you fucked again.”

“I don’t know.”

“Think about this,” Zeke muttered. “Why did he fuck you right after I did? Because it turned him on. He likes it. He wants you fucked again. Look, I’m already hard and ready.”

I heard fabric rustling and the corner of the bedspread moved a little. Zeke made a strong case for himself. Ivy softly chuckled.

“It’s so big,” she said, breathless admiration in her voice.

“That’s why you came on it.”

“I feel bad about that. He saw me. My husband saw me orgasm with you.”

“He loved it.”

“I don’t see how that could be possible. I think I hurt him. God, I hope not. I’d hate myself if I hurt him.”

“Here,” Zeke said, ignoring her. “Put your hand on it.”

More fabric rustled.

“It’s hot,” Ivy said, surprised.

“Hot, hard, and ready. I’ll do all the work. You just roll onto your back.”

“I don’t know about this.”

“You keep looking at it.”

There was a long period of silence, and I inched closer to the door. I saw their toes first. Their feet were towards me; their heads close to the shower stall. Ivy was on her back, her legs spread, and then her knees bent and her legs folded and pulled up near her chest. Zeke was between them, his body hovering over her. His muscles were clenched as he held himself over her. Ivy's hands were on his shoulders, her fingers digging into his skin. Her dark hair fanned out across the bedspread. She stared into his eyes, but he was staring at her tits, exposed to his gaze. He shuffled his knees closer, turning his hips, and I saw his hard cock appear, aimed at her puffy slit. A knot formed in my belly. She looked so vulnerable with her knees pushed back like that, his dangerous cock poised, ready to advance. My mouth went dry. My throat felt tight.

“Wait,” she murmured. “Maybe we shouldn’t.”

“It’s up to you,” he said. “If you want to, reach down and put me in.”

He leaned closer and the head of his cock landed between her swollen labia, smashing them. He let the weight of his hips hold him there. Ivy bit her bottom lip, struggling with right and wrong. She closed her eyes as her hand crept down and found him, pulling him forward. She rubbed the tip up and down her slit, parting her inner lips.

Her mouth opened in a silent gasp as he pushed in.

I almost gasped when I realized my cum from earlier would lubricate his penetration now. Zeke began to move. His hips rolled forward, a slow, deliberate thrust that made Ivy's body tense. My mind shrieked at me: Ivy was taking another man’s cock! His fat dick, even in the low light, looked solid and long as he smoothly disappeared into her. He stopped after a few inches and pulled out, slick and glistening with her arousal and the mix of our semen. He did it again, a little deeper this time. Ivy's back slowly lifted off the bedspread. Her hands slid down to grip his ass, pulling him even deeper. A small, choked sound escaped her lips, and she immediately rolled her lips over her teeth and bit down.

Zeke paused. He whispered something, his mouth close to her ear. She shook her head. He smiled and then started to move again. He was quiet, his movements controlled, but each thrust was deep and probing. The muscles in his thighs and butt flexed with every push. Ivy's fingers dug into his ass. Her eyes squeezed shut, her brows furrowed in concentration. He hooked his arms under her legs and lifted them, spreading my wife wide. The new angle benefited me, allowing me to see everything. Ivy's breathing was simple ragged panting. Her breasts shook gently with each thrust, nipples tracing tiny circles. The look of exquisite pleasure on her face tortured me.

Zeke's pace quickened. The wet, rhythmic sounds of their bodies coming together twisted my guts into knots. It wasn't loud, but in the dead silence of the motel room, it was torture. He was so much bigger than me. I might as well admit that to myself. He was longer but especially he was thicker and Ivy responded to him much stronger than me. She really felt that difference. He stretched her, he filled her with every stroke. Her hips began to move, to rise and meet his thrusts. She would grind against him, slow and intimate and careful not to make any noise. My wife fucked her lover in secret. Maybe she thought she was being kind, allowing me to sleep. Maybe she reasoned Zeke was right: she already fucked him once. What was the harm in a second time?

He leaned down and buried his face in her neck. His hips never stopped, maintaining a strong, smooth, relentless rhythm. Her whole body trembled. She whispered something urgent and he covered her mouth with his hand. I was confused, but then I saw her grimace. I saw her body clench. I saw every muscle turn rigid and I realized I was witnessing my wife climax around his invading cock again. How easy it was for him to get her there! She whimpered endlessly. Despite how slick she was, her stuffed pussy held him like a vise.

He continued his conquest and dread filled my chest. He was moving towards his own climax now. Soon Zeke's ass tightened, his thrusts becoming short, sharp, and deep. He pushed into her one last time, holding himself there, his body rigid, and a shudder ran through him. He was cumming again, adding more sperm to his sperm she already carried. He silently pumped out buckets of semen, injecting my wife with seed.

When he finished, they stayed like that a long time. I saw his cock, still semi-hard, finally slip out of her when he shifted. A white trickle of semen followed, leaking onto the bedspread.

I silently backed away from the door. I crawled back to bed, pulling the sheet over me and pretending to sleep. I couldn't erase the image burned into my brain of Zeke's thick cock buried balls deep and Ivy's face twisted in ecstasy. I couldn’t escape the undeniable draw of their mating. I listened for some clue as to what would come next and heard furtive whispering, and then the bathroom door opened and they quietly crept back in. Ivy eased into bed and Zeke lowered the bedspread over us. He left to go sleep in his own room. Ivy spooned me from behind, gently kissing my back. She slipped her arm over my waist and spread her fingers across my chest, loving gestures, and they went a long way to easing my worries.

“Are you awake?” she whispered.

What do I say? My mind raced. Fake waking up? Tell her I saw what she did? Should I be hurt? Should I be angry? He fucked her and then I fucked her and then he fucked her mouth. Do I really need to be upset that he fucked her one more time? Maybe I was more upset about the secrecy than about the act. Maybe the fact she could sneak around behind my back frightened me, made me doubt us. But what if she wasn’t hiding what she did but thoughtfully allowing me to sleep?

Too many moving parts.

“Yes,” I croaked. “I’m awake.”

She softly kissed my back again.

“I let him fuck me one more time,” she confessed. “I hope that was okay.”

Her trembling voice held so much concern I melted. How could I be angry at her? I rolled over to face her. She looked frightened.

“Why?” I asked.

She was not expecting that. She chewed her bottom lip and turned her gaze inward. I gave her time.

“That’s a great question, Baby,” she said. “I could say why not? We’d already done it once. Why not twice? I could say because he wanted me so badly and I loved being desired. Both those things are true, but I feel they miss the heart of your question, and you deserve the truth.” She pondered again. “Okay. The real reason, or at least the main reason, was I liked it. I liked being fucked by him. No, I loved it. He turns me on, and the sex felt fantastic.”

“He’s big.”

“He sure is. His dick turns me on too.”

“I bet you want to fuck him again.”

“I’m not taking that bet. Of course I do. I’m hoping you say I can.”

I pulled her close, hugging her head to my chest.

“Let me think about it,” I said. “It’s late. we’re a little drunk. Everything is crazy right now. Let’s go to sleep and we’ll talk more in the morning.”

She squeezed me hard, hoping I would feel how much she loves me in that hug. I did. I kissed her head and fell asleep.


Chapter 10

When we woke up the next morning, Zeke was already gone. He’d written a note on the motel notepad, thanking us for our friendship, the hot shower, the good food, the time spent in our company. He especially mentioned his time with Ivy and the strong feelings he had for her. My wife was keenly disappointed to discover he was gone. I never agreed she could fuck him again, but I never said no either, and that, to most wives, counts as an unspoken yes.

“I guess we should talk about what happened,” Ivy said on the drive home.

“I think so.”

“You don’t seem mad about what I did.”

“You seem to think all the blame lands on you.”

“Doesn’t it?” she asked. “I was the one who moved my ass back until his cock pushed in. He was in me because of me. How is that not my fault?”

“There’s more to it than that. He was behind you because I put him there. He was in our motel room because I dragged him along from the pool hall. More importantly, we only captured his attention because I made you dress like a cheap whore and then I paraded you around in front of a room full of drunk and horny men trying to get a reaction. Well, I did.”

“That’s how you see what happened?”

“I do.”

“So how is it your fault I fucked him again while you were asleep?”

I chuckled. She thought she’d just dropped a bomb on me.

“Baby, I wasn’t asleep,” I admitted. “I was at the door, watching everything that you guys did. I could have stopped you at any time, but I didn’t and you want to know why I think I didn’t?”

“Yes. Of course.”

“Because while I was down there on the floor with you, I suddenly remembered that DVD we found in the fake log cabin room. We watched that wife get fucked by that black guy and all I could think about was the husband holding the camera. I think I may have set up what happened last night. I think that DVD planted the idea deep in my mind and then I took all the steps needed to make last night happen. I dressed you scandalously, I took you to a place packed with men, and then I let one of them come back to our motel room with you. I think I’m the one who deserves all the blame, not you. Maybe it was all subconsciously, but it’s still my fault. I put you in that situation.”

“I’m no puppet, Baby,” she said. “I was the one that crossed the line.”

I held her hand. We drove for a while, lost in our own thoughts.

“I know it all just sort of happened spontaneously,” she said. “But can you see us ever doing it again, intentionally?”

“I think Zeke is gone, Baby. He has a wandering foot.”

“Not Zeke. Somebody else.”

Woah.

“Wow. Stranger? Or are you thinking of someone?”

“Stranger.” She perked up, sitting straight in her passenger seat. “Unless you’re saying you’d be okay with someone I knew. Are you? Because I already know who I’d pick.”

“I’m not thinking of anyone we know. Who are you thinking of?”

She skipped right over my question.

“You’re right,” she said. “Strangers are better. No complications. No strings. No repercussions or consequences.”

“Hold on,” I said, frustrated. “Nobody has agreed to anything.”

She laughed, amused with herself.

“I know, Love. I’m fucking with you. It is exciting to think about though, isn’t it? We’ve done it already. Twice. The world didn’t end. I’m not saying we do it all the time but imagine how exciting our nights out will be now. Who knows how they will end? We have so many new things to bet on. So many new punishments when we lose.”

Her phone rang and she answered it.

“Hello?”

I couldn’t hear their side of the conversation.

“Yes,” she said. “My husband and I.” She listened intently for several minutes, surprise growing on her face. “We have it!” She said at last. “I apologize but yes, we took it and we watched it over and over. It is so sexy. Of course we’ll return it. I’m sorry we took it. I will text you to set up a time and place. Okay. Bye.” She ended the call. “That was Mister Campbell, the husband with the camera in the DVD we found. They went back to the casino when they realized they had left the video behind. They pleaded with hotel management to get our number. He is so happy we still have their DVD. They want it back and I said we’d return it.”

“You told them we watched it?”

“Yes, over and over. He was happy that we did. He was thrilled we liked it.”

“Can we just mail it to them?”

She scoffed.

“No way,” she said. “I want to meet them. Tony and Delta. They’re a wild couple. I want to talk to them and see what they’re like. We don’t know anybody like them. They seem like maybe they are swingers, and we don’t know any couples that swing. I don’t want to do that, I just want to know people that do. This is uncharted territory for us, Honey.  We might benefit from their experience.  Maybe get some tips before we get too deep and hopefully avoid any pitfalls that they can share.  Plus, they could be fun to chat with.”

Her logic was solid and the more she spoke about them, the more curious I became.  What else could they teach us about ourselves that we don’t yet know?  What fun things could they share that we couldn’t even dream of?

“I’ll text Mister Campbell to meet us for a drink next weekend,” she concluded. “Is that okay with you?”

I nodded. She started typing on her phone. I was a little hesitant to meet them, worried they might try to put a move on us.

I watched my wife focus on her task. Ivy landed squarely on her feet after Zeke. Me, not so much. I had reservations. I felt a new sense of possessiveness regarding my pretty wife. What happened with Zeke was unplanned. To meet the Campbells felt deliberate.


Chapter 11

We met them at a western themed bar on the edge of town, in the shadow of the big Mormon church. The bar had five lanes for bowling and a dart room.

Delta Campbell was maybe forty-five years old, pretty, blonde, and far better looking in real life than she was on film, and she was gorgeous on film. The woman radiated sexy. She glowed. She was in great shape, with nice tits and rounded ass, and she clung to Mister Campbell, Tony, like she wanted to drag him off to bed every minute. Maybe she did. They were as close and loving as any couple I’d ever met.

He was about the same age, in shape, with black hair and a bright smile. They were happy and healthy and in love with life and each other. They acted like newlywed teens, so I was shocked to learn they’d been married to each other for twenty-six years. We ordered beers and nachos and grabbed a booth where we could watch the bowlers knock over pins. Ivy had a nervous energy about her that was soaking into me as well. I don’t know why. It’s not like we planned on sex with these people. Conversation roamed all over the place, typical for just meeting someone, until Ivy narrowed the talk with an awkward question. She looked embarrassed as soon as she said it.

“How many years were you married before you started, you know, making videos?” Ivy asked.

Tony leaned forward.

“We started right away,” he said. “We moved in together and she found my porn stash on the computer we shared. Hot wife stuff. She was fascinated, asking all kinds of questions. I’d done a few minor things with girlfriends and Delta wanted to know every detail. When I asked if that was something she’d be interested in doing, she said she’d give it a try.”

“I said any guy I picked had to have a big dick,” she interjected. “I’d never had a lover with a big dick and since that was part of his fantasy, I insisted.”

“Music to my ears,” Tony said.

“I mean, if you’re going to do this sexual fantasy thing, why settle for average? I wanted a hot guy with a big cock.”

“Makes sense,” Ivy agreed.

“What about you guys?” Tony asked me. “How did you get into the lifestyle?”

“We aren’t,” Ivy said.

“Oh,” Tony said. “My mistake. I thought we had discovered kindred souls. When you said you enjoyed our tape I naturally assumed.”

“Your tape was hot,” Ivy said. “So hot. Really, really hot. We watched it a million times. But our only extramarital sexual experience was last weekend. One time, and we think maybe it was your DVD that planted the idea in our heads.”

“I hope so,” Delta said. “I love the idea that we inspired you.” She turned to me. “Was it you and Ivy or just Ivy? Do you get any?”

“Just Ivy,” I said.

“You watched her?”

“Yes.”

“Was he a big boy?”

“Yes.”

Delta shivered, a little thrill running through her.

“I hope it’s okay I ask questions,” she said.

“So far.”

I glanced at Ivy. Tony had distracted her with questions of his own.

“If I get too personal,” Delta murmured. “You just let me know. I’ve been known to pry. I don’t mean to be rude.”

I nodded.

“Did he cum in her pussy?”

Wow. Big bomb right out of the gate. I cleared my throat.

“Yes.”

“Lord have mercy. Your first time and her lover claims her pussy with seed? That must have been excruciating.”

“My guts were on fire.”

“I’m sure of it. Did he take her ass or mouth too?”

“Her mouth. After resting a little he came in her mouth. Then, later, after I fell asleep, he claimed her pussy again.”

“Three times? I must meet this man.”

“He’s a drifter. Plays pool to make cash and then moves on. We have no contact information about him. I figured he would be our one and only adventure but then the next morning Ivy hinted she might want more.”

“Absolutely. Trust me, it’s the best. People fear it will drive them apart, but Tony and I can tell you the opposite happens. We are closer than ever.”

“Seems counter-intuitive.”

“It does, but it encourages a deeper level of intimacy. It demands trust and vulnerability.”

“That sounds brave.”

“It requires bravery. Life requires bravery. Did you and Ivy make love while our DVD played?”

I chuckled.

“Many, many times.”

“I will share that with Everett.”

“Who’s Everett?”

“The handsome black man in the video. We see him from time to time. He’ll be so pleased another white couple got off on him. He loves fucking married white women.”

“Don’t we all?”

She studied my face. I don’t know what she searched for with her wealth of experiences, but she saw something she liked. She leaned over the table, lowering her voice so Tony and Ivy wouldn’t hear.

“Everett challenges husbands like no one else,” she said. “Wives respond to him on deeper levels than other men. Partly it’s the race thing, the taboo of interracial sex, but mostly it’s the masculinity thing. His big cock drives it home, so to speak. I’ve seen women melt under him. I’ve melted under him. You saw our video. You saw what he did to me. I’ve seen women weep while making love with him. He’s so manly. Females have no defense. Ivy will lose herself under him. Should I make a call?”

I couldn’t swallow. She was moving fast. Listening to her describe Everett’s effect on women had me wondering, but more than that, it had me hoping. I was terrified of seeing Ivy lose herself but at the same time I craved it. Ivy, utterly submissive to another man, a handsome, strong, well-hung black man. My palms were suddenly sweaty, my breathing shallow. I couldn’t answer. Delta understood.

“Let’s surprise her,” Delta said. “We’ll arrange a meeting with him but not tell her. Don’t worry. I’ll handle everything.”

I was afraid to ask for details.


Chapter 12

Week sixteen. My team, the Rams, are coming to town with everything on the line. Ivy is a nervous wreck but so am I. This game will be close, but I am confident the Rams will win it. We beat the Seahawks last time. Why not again?

I’m nervous for another reason too.

I rigged our television to display nothing but snow. Ivy checked it and wailed, and I pretended to call a technician to the house to fix whatever needed fixing. What Ivy doesn’t know is I actually called Delta. Everett and Tony are standing by. Everett will show up and act like the cable guy and then seduce Ivy right there in our own home. Delta explained the plan to him, and he was thrilled to add another hot white wife to his harem.

I promised I would make myself invisible.

Delta and Tony will join me once Everett and Ivy are involved, and Tony will record the action, so we have a DVD of our own.

I jumped, startled, at the knock on our front door. I opened it to a large black man wearing overalls and carrying a toolbox. Our eyes met and an understanding passed between us. I turned and yelled over my shoulder.

“Cable guy is here!”

“Thank God!” came her shouted reply.

She was soaking in the bath, getting ready for the game. We were hours away from kickoff, but she needed to relax. I explained to him where my wife was and what she was doing and then I left, joining Delta and Tony hiding in our garage. The last thing I saw as I closed the door was Everett placing his toolbox on the carpet in front of the television set.

“Now we wait five minutes,” Delta murmured.

“Only five?” I asked.

Delta and Tony looked at me like I was a naïve schoolboy.

“Only five,” Delta said. “That’s all Everett will need to seduce her. Trust me. She’ll be startled at first but he’s suave.”

Tony rested a comforting hand on my shoulder. I noticed he carried the camcorder in his other hand, ready to go.

Five minutes proved to be an eternity.

“Go ahead,” Delta said. “We’ll follow.”

I took a deep breath and entered my own home. I cut through the kitchen and headed down the hallway to our bedroom. My stomach churned. I told myself to stay calm, we might find Everett and Ivy doing nothing more than chatting. My wife might see through my plan and laugh it off. She might not be in the mood. Anything was possible.

With all the blinds closed, the hallway was darker than I expected. My heart was already a frantic drum beating against my ribs. I told myself if anything went sideways, if Ivy seemed uncomfortable in any way, I’d call it off. That was the deal I made with myself. I’d left my wife out of my plans at Delta’s suggestion, but I was ready to pull the plug if it turned out to be a bad idea. I thought she might still be in our claw-foot tub, but I heard murmured voices as I drew near.

Ivy was seated cross-legged in the middle of the bed, wrapped in a towel, damp hair piled high. Her nervous eyes were bright with anticipation. Everett sat on the edge of the bed, turned towards her.

He was broad and muscular with a calm, easy confidence that seemed to fill the entire room. He talked to her in a low, soothing, sexy voice. I couldn't make out what he said but Ivy looked charmed. I didn't need to hear his words to see their effect. Ivy’s posture slowly softened as she laughed at something he said. He smiled and picked a bit of fluff off the duvet. My stomach clenched. I saw what was happening right before me.

He reached out, his large dark hand gently brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. His thumb stroked her skin. Ivy leaned into his touch. I watched, my heart in my throat, as he leaned in and kissed her. I saw her lips part and her body melt into his. Then I heard a sound, a soft, needy moan, escape her.

That moan crushed me. That moan was her surrender.

Waves of hot and cold washed over me. I gasped. I felt fear, sharp and acidic. The sight of her so quickly lost to him, her response so immediate and total, was a dagger straight to the gut. But mixed in with my fear was something else, something darker and more potent: a profound, and rising arousal.

“That’s how he does it,” a womanly voice whispered in my ear. “Look how he moves. The sight of him fills us with desire. The sound of his voice makes us ache. His physical presence wakes our libido and turns us wet. You know your wife is already drenched, right? Everett seduces us before he ever takes off his pants. Once he does that, we’re committed forever.”

Everett’s hands began to roam, tracing the line of the towel. His dark fingers, long and thick, traced the swell of her breasts. He took his time. He savored her, explored her body with a reverence that was intimate. I watched as he lavished attention on her, his fingertips brushing along her curves, admiring every inch of her. My wife studied his face and saw his adoration. She naturally wished to show him more. Her breathing grew shallow. Her hips moved in a subtle back and forth, her pussy subconsciously seeking contact with the mattress.

“I can see on your face this will be hard on you,” Delta murmured. “We may have moved too quickly. You might not be ready to see what Everett will do to your wife. Or, worse, how Ivy will utterly surrender to him. Perhaps her first time should have been away from home.”

He eased his fingers onto the sides of her towel and gently tugged it away from her body. She lifted her hips to help. He carried the towel away and dropped it on the floor, but his eyes never left her. She was naked and vulnerable before him, but she did not shy away. His fierce gaze thrilled her.

He stood and my eyes were drawn, as if by some irresistible magnetic force, to the bulge straining against the fabric of his overalls. I wasn’t alone. Ivy stared too. He was intimidating to me, but that seemed to ignite a fire in her. A jolt of fear and lust rushed through me.

He undressed slowly, slipping the shoulder straps off, opening the buttons down the side. His eyes were glued to Ivy’s. Her eyes were glued to his crotch. He stepped out of his overalls, standing now in boxers and a T-shirt. He was more muscular than I expected.

“He used to dance at a strip club,” Delta said, reading my mind. “That’s where I met him. Me and Tony.”

Everett peeled his shirt off and hooked his thumbs under the elastic waistband of his underwear. He finally began to push his boxers down, and I couldn't suppress a sharp intake of breath. His soft cock came into view: a dark, heavy tube of hanging meat capped by a large, tapered head. I wondered what thoughts were going through Ivy’s mind.

“Those big black balls carry a lot of semen,” Delta whispered. “They are filled with black magic. He must carry a special gene especially for mating because the guy just doesn’t miss.”

I was barely able to hear Delta over the pounding of my heart and the rushing blood in my ears.  This was suddenly so much more real.

“Trust me,” she added, twisting the knife in my guts. “I know all about the size of his loads. He got me pregnant once. Is Ivy on birth control?”

Heat exploded inside my chest. How could we be so careless? I looked at Delta and then back to Everett. That big dangling black cock was now a hundred times more dangerous. I thought about interrupting but stayed put. Delta leaned her warm body against mine, taking my inaction as a sign of what I wanted.

“That’s so hot,” she purred, rubbing against me.

Everett eased my wife onto her back and circled our bed, drinking in the glorious sight that is a naked Ivy. She watched him nervously, her eyes following his cock as it swung. Finally, he climbed on the bed at the foot. My wife spread her legs at him. For a moment, he simply looked at her. His gaze was hungry, appreciative, and full of raw desire. Then he shuffled his knees closer and lowered his head. I knew he was going to taste her. I was shocked at the speed they were moving. No foreplay. No flirtation. He wanted her and she wanted him and let’s dispense with everything else. My wife stared at his cock like she could not wait to get it inside her. I groaned and Delta touched the front of my pants, seeking my penis. She found me already erect.

“Poor boy,” she said. Her hand glided up and down my length. “This is going to destroy you. Good thing I’m here.”

She unzipped my pants and pulled me out. The relief was tremendous. I watched her fingers curl around me as she began to stroke. I sent my gaze back to the bed in time to see her back arch and hear her cry out, a sharp, beautiful sound, as his mouth found her soft inner lips. Her legs parted wider, her heels dug into the mattress. She offered herself completely. His dark head moved up and down between her pale thighs, his tongue and lips worked her with an expertise that spoke of experience. Her hands gripped the bedspread, knuckles white, as her body began to tremble. She was building towards something big, and he was taking her there with seemingly little effort.

When she came, she muffled a strangled cry against her forearm. Her body convulsed, a powerful, shuddering wave that lasted a long time. Not her hardest climax ever, but easily one of her fastest. Everett rose and his face glistened with her wetness.

“Enough,” she panted, reaching for his cock. “Just put it in me.”

He wiped his mouth with both hands and positioned himself over her, his powerful body dominating hers. He reached down and guided his massive black cock to her entrance. Her expression was lust and fear mixed on the same face. She wanted him desperately but was afraid of his size.

Delta squeezed my cock and tugged hard on my scrotum. I winced.

“Don’t look at her face,” she hissed. “Her expression is not what matters. Look at his cock. Look at your wife’s pussy, swollen, wet, and ready to receive him. That is the memory you want. That is the image you’ll use each time you masturbate and recall this moment.”

My gaze darted lower. Fucking hell. She was right. His large cock head dominated her small opening. Her clit was engorged and peeking out from under the hood. It hit me hard and all at once: this man was about to fuck my wife right in front of me.

He pushed inside slowly and Ivy lifted her hips to meet him. Her groan at penetration was long and heartfelt. Her hole stretched wide to accommodate his girth, and then he began a slow, deep, sensuous rhythm that electrified the air in the room. Each tender thrust was a declaration of conquest. Her pleasure soared.

Ivy was soon lost. Completely and utterly lost. Her eyes closed, her head fell back. Her body moved with his, meeting every thrust. The sounds she made were barely human; they were more like the sounds of an animal, primal and raw. Her fear of his cock was gone now, burned away by his strong, sure movements inside her. Her pussy clung to him each time he withdrew, clung to him like he threatened to turn her inside out.

Delta stroked me faster.

“Don’t you love it?” Delta asked. “Don’t you just love seeing her so thoroughly taken, so completely filled? The sight of his hard, dark skin against her pale womanly body, the contrast is stark. It magnifies what they’re doing to each other. I love the power in his thrusts, the way she yields herself to him. Do you love it too?”

It was beautiful, but it was terrifying. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen, and it made my dick rock hard, but the way she responded to him frightened me.

He picked up his pace, his movements becoming more urgent, more demanding. The headboard began to tap against the wall in a steady, insistent rhythm, a metronome of passion. Ivy’s legs rose to wrap around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him on. She begged softly, pleading, insisting he go harder, faster. He soon fucked her with raw, primal power. His cock was a battering ram, punishing her cunt in a way I never had but a way she desperately craved.

“It won’t be long now,” Delta rasped. “Your girl is trying to outlast him. It won't work, but delaying will make her fall off that cliff far more intensely. When she cums, her cunt will milk him like a blowjob machine, coaxing and teasing out all the sweet baby cream he has stored. Her tubes will be awash with him for days and days. It will drive you crazy knowing.”

My wife exploded. Her head snapped back and a scream was torn from her throat. This was no ordinary orgasm. This was the Earth splitting open. This was thunder and lightning. Ivy thrashed beneath the man, pinned by his big body and impaled by his cock. His relentless piston drove her to heights she’d never known before.

“Damn,” Delta murmured. “She is going full Chernobyl on poor Everett. No way will he hold out against that much passion. She is lost to her own womanly biology. I’m a little jealous. I know what she is feeling. I hope you’re ready, Rocky. This will not be the last time for our sweet little Ivy. This will make her crave big cock fucking all the time.”

On and on her orgasms rolled and then he roared along with her, clenching his muscular black ass as he shot buckets of hot cum deep inside her. His shout shook the very foundations of our house. He was fully buried in her, his body rigid, as he emptied himself into her. Ivy held him tight, her body shuddering in the aftermath of another, smaller orgasm.

They collapsed together, a tangle of limbs and sweat and heavy breathing. My wife softly kissed his head, his neck, his shoulders. I watched for a long time, my body thrumming with a silent, ecstatic energy. My swollen balls ached with a desperate need to be emptied. Delta decided now was the perfect time to fuck with my head. I sensed this was not her first time torturing the voyeur husband, and I also sensed she got a huge thrill from it.

“Time to choose, Rocky,” she whispered. “Will you step up and add your load to that hot black brew inside her already? Or will you take cock in hand and drain your nuts all over the carpet? If she gets pregnant tonight, nine months would be a long time to wait to learn who fathered that child.”

Her hand stroked me faster. It was clear which path she wanted me on. My buts tightened.

“Everett will recover quickly,” she continued. “Ivy will see him hard and need him again. He will fill her three or four times tonight, and Tony will capture it all on video. How hard do you think Ivy will orgasm when she sees Everett fuck her again? You should eat her naughty pussy while she watches herself get fucked. Make your sweet wife cum as she fantasizes about that big black cock inside her again.”

I grunted. Delta’s hand was a blur, stroking me fast, forcing my ejaculation out of me. Too late for me to decide: my seed was flying across the rug. My hips went wild, pumping as if I was actually fucking my wife. Delta chuckled with delight, thrilled to drain me, thrilled to hand my wife’s womb to Everett.


Chapter 13

The air in our living room was heavy with the scent of nachos and beer. I stared at the wide screen television again. Twenty-nine to thirteen was the score, but it was never really that close. Seahawks were world champs. Ivy beamed. My wife could not contain her joyful smile.

“I told you,” she croaked, pointing a finger at my face. “How many weeks ago? From day one I said I could feel that they were going to win it all, and they did! I knew it!”

“Well done, Baby.”

“You know what this means.”

I hung my head.

“Anything you want,” I said.

“That’s right. Anything. You put me through hell and now it’s my turn.”

“It wasn’t so bad,” I protested. “You got some good things out of it.”

“More than you know,” she teased.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

She scooted closer to me on the couch. She held my hand.

“Cable guy?” she said. “Really? You think I’d fall for that?”

“I was in a hurry to come up with something.”

“Let me tell you what I came up with. Well, actually, what Delta and I came up with.”

My brow furrowed.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know how she said she’d surprise me? How she told you to keep Everett secret and not warn me what was coming?”

“Yes.”

“No woman would do that to another woman. The surprise was actually on you. Delta called me the next day and told me exactly what would happen. Why do you think I took a bath before a football game? I knew Everett was coming, and I knew I was going to fuck him, and now I’ll tell you what you must do since I won the Superbowl bet.”

“What?”

“Strip. Shower. Put my Everett sex DVD into the player and press play. He’s on his way over and will be here soon. I’m going to fuck him again. It’s been weeks. I’m going to take that big black cock while he fucks me on the wide screen too. God! This will be intense. I want you there, watching. Zeke opened my eyes to a whole new kind of sex.”

“I’m aware. What else will I be required to do?”

She gave me a little shrug.

“I’m not sure yet. We may go to Right On Cue afterwards or I may fuck him a second time. Hard to say at this point. I may take Everett to the pool hall and leave you at home. How would you like that?”

I felt my nuts clench. I didn’t answer.

“Strip,” she said. “Go shower. Hurry back.”

I did as she said, the knot in my guts twisting tighter with each passing second. I soon returned, shuffling down the hallway naked. I heard a soft moan from the living room.

Everett had arrived.

My gaze fixed on the scene unfolding not five feet from where I stood, but my ears were filled with a different, yet similar, soundtrack. On our huge television screen, a perfect, high-definition recording of Ivy’s first time with Everett played. The timing of her recorded moans were too close to her real ones, creating a bizarre, immersive echo. The slap of skin on skin from the surround-sound speakers was met by the same slap from Everett’s hips meeting my wife. Ivy’s breathy moans were all over the place, a fraction of a second delayed, like a ghost of her own pleasure.

Ivy was on her hands and knees on the plush area rug we’d bought together last spring. The one I’d helped her unroll and center, laughing as we argued an inch this way or that. Now, its fibers were being crushed into the floor beneath her knees. Her back was arched in a way I’d only ever seen once before, a deep, graceful curve that presented her ass to Everett like an offering. Her skin, usually a creamy, pale white, was flushed a deep pink from her shoulders down to the tops of her thighs.

Everett was a sculpture of dark muscle and raw confidence. Every movement was deliberate, powerful. He held Ivy’s hips, his large hands looking unnaturally large against her smaller frame. His body was a stark, beautiful contrast to hers. Where she was soft and yielding, he was hard and unyielding.

His cock, the thing that had occupied my thoughts for many weeks, was so much more impressive in person. It was thick, long, and dark as he drove it in. On the screen, I could see it in graphic detail, the way it stretched her, disappearing into her body only to reappear, slick and glistening.

The shock wasn't that she had called him or that Delta had played a trick on me. The real shock, the one that was rewriting my understanding of myself, was the fire raging in my own gut. I watched him fuck her on screen and then I watched him fuck her only a few feet away, and my cock began to rise, untouched. In moments, I was painfully, achingly hard. My cock strained to reach her, a throbbing, needy thing that craved her touch. I should have been jealous, but I wasn’t. I should have been enraged, humiliated, and sick to my stomach, but I wasn’t. My wife was being violated in our own home, but it was no violation. She wanted it, and I wanted it for her. I loved watching this. I loved the look on Ivy’s face. I loved her total abandon. I loved the obvious pleasure, so intense it almost appeared as agony. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth open. Any moment a cry would tear itself from her throat. She’d cum fast and hard. Zeke had opened her eyes to bigger men, and Ivy had discovered she loved it.

Everett changed his rhythm, slowing down, grinding his hips in a deep circle. Ivy whimpered, a low, desperate sound.

"Please," my wife breathed, her voice hoarse. "Don't stop, Baby."

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated the air.

"You want this," he growled, his voice a deep baritone that seemed born to command.

"Yes," she gasped, pushing back against him.

“Your man is watching from the hallway.”

“I want that too,” she moaned. “Let him watch. I love your cock in me.”

My heart hammered. Those words, spoken to another man, should have been a dagger. Instead, they were gasoline on the fire inside me. My hand moved of its own accord, palming my erection. I couldn't stop myself. Honestly, I didn't want to.

On the screen, the camera angle shifted, zooming in on the point where their bodies joined. I saw everything. I saw the way her flesh gripped him, her slick wetness, the rhythmic clenching of her thighs as another wave of pleasure washed over her. I looked from the screen to the real thing, back and forth, my mind struggling to process the duality.

Everett reached forward, his long arm wrapping around Ivy’s chest to pull her up until her back was pressed against his chest. He never stopped moving, his hips pistoning her from below. One of his hands cupped her large pale breast, his thumb brushing her nipple. The other hand slid down her stomach, his fingers finding her clit.

"Oh God,” she groaned.

Her head fell back against his shoulder.

Her whole body began to tremble. It started in her legs, a shiver that grew into a violent quake. Her cries became higher, more frantic, a string of incoherent pleas and curses. Then, she broke. She shattered. A scream tore from her lungs, raw and rough, as her orgasm crashed through her, body and mind. It wasn't the gentle, rolling orgasm I give her. This was a violent, convulsive thing. Her body seized, her muscles locked, her back arched severely. He held her tight, his rhythm steady as he rode out her storm with her.

I was mesmerized. Transfixed by the spectacle. We had made our bet. I was so sure the Seahawks would lose. I had a long night ahead of me.

I’d never seen her so lost to sensation. I’ve never seen her cum so hard. She was seized by a primal, overwhelming typhon, and I was agonized by the fact that he was giving it to her.

I felt a surge of something dark and powerful, and I stroked faster.

Finally, her shuddering subsided. Everett gently laid her on the rug. He hovered over her, his muscles slick with sweat, his chest heaving.

“Don’t cum,” she murmured, and I knew she was talking to me. “I get to say when. Not you.”

He looked at her, and then, for the second time tonight, he looked directly at me. His eyes were dark, intense, but held no mockery, no triumph. There was just a knowing look, a shared understanding of the raw, primal scene we had all just created. He watched me jack my dick and gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod. I nodded back.

He returned his attention to Ivy, who was looking up at him with a dazed, blissful expression. He wasn't finished. She certainly was not either. From the look in her eyes, this would last all night.

As he entered her again, this time slower, more deliberately, with real intimacy, I released my dick. She’d ordered me to save it, and I had to do what she said. I wasn't a husband watching his wife be unfaithful. I was a spectator at the most incredible show on earth.

I wanted it to last all night too.

End.
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