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Ascending Lauren Ch. 00

As the Ascending Lauren series has grown, many readers have suggested a foreword of some kind to help introduce those new to the adventures of Lauren and Corey. We hope the following will be helpful.

During the pandemic, a group of friends began meeting regularly to pass the time and alleviate the isolation created by local shutdowns. These friends consisted of both monogamous and non-monogamous couples, and as alcohol loosened their tongues, discussions turned risqué, with each couple sharing tales of their sexual encounters. Out of boredom, Lauren and I chronicled these, creating fictionalized versions of the stories. Ripped from the headlines, if you will.

Ascending Lauren is an entertainment-focused work. While Lauren and Corey are fictional characters, their experiences are loosely based on real events from our and our friends' lives. One was a stripper and escort, another made low-budget VHS porn. Others include a firefighter, military members, an investment banker, biker, psychologist, entrepreneurs, and a club owner. Most are hypersexual people and, like ourselves, are in hotwife/cuckold relationships. Luckily, many of those romances have survived, providing anecdotal evidence that there is longevity in those lifestyles. Sadly, others did not.

The idea for the series was simple: take the real sexual exploits from our own and our friends' relationships, and project them onto the protagonists Lauren and Corey, distilling many of those stories into chapters and fitting into a highly compressed timeline. Most of the tales span 10-15 years, so not all of our experiences can be represented. Any exercise to do so would fill volumes at the local library and that is not what we set out to do.

The story attempts to ease the fictional couple into the lifestyle, with Corey Miller's fetish growing exponentially over time. It chronicles the evolution of his kink from compersion to zelophilia to extreme humiliation. This closely mirrors the journey the IRL Lauren and I have made over the past thirty years. However, the series mostly focuses on the early and middle stages of our marriage. After easing into the lifestyle, the series puts a spotlight on Lauren's extreme 'slut years', where she and her friends borderline derailed during the 80s club and party scene, all the while cucking me and a couple buddies with zeal unmatched to this day. From our perspective, our wives/GFs enabled the exact thing we asked them to do: we covet the shame of our individual inadequacies, the humiliation of being 'put in our place', and yes, even the very real risk of losing them is exquisitely erotic. This stew of emotions is the very angst that many wittols crave, and provokes the shaking of mainstream heads.

Because we can't write about every single encounter, we'll focus on the ones our friends think are the hottest. Of course, the tales won't appeal to everyone. However, we aren't willing to sacrifice the very real history of our collective journeys just to check some readers' boxes. And yet, there should be enough embellishment to make it enjoyable.

While the story is set in present times and with modern technology (cell phones), the fodder for the stories are mainly from the 80s and 90s, when drug use was far more prevalent and cavalierly open within the upper echelon of society. We aren't always proud of the things we've done in the past, but we can't change history. To be sure, there can be severe consequences from drug and alcohol abuse. Those of us who lived through the emergence of HIV and AIDs as a direct result of promiscuity and drug addiction can never dismiss these harsh realities. While some authors may take their characters down that dark path, we choose to stay true to the lives of our contributors, who all got through those free-for-all years unscathed. The point is, while sometimes dark and depraved, this series ultimately celebrates sexual freedom. Folks will form their own opinion on whether this is a healthy thing, but from where we stand many decades later, we are still in love, still happy, and still playing.

As you may have read on our profile, we have comments turned off. Not because we have thin skin or can't take criticism, but because of the toxicity that runs rampant on this site. Many readers spew hate before even reading an entire passage or commenting on a lifestyle their mainstream lives will never comprehend. We truly believe most of those simply have masturbation remorse and lash out as a way of flogging themselves for doing so. There is already too much hatred in this world without us contributing to it by allowing negative digital exhaust from assholes. We do get a lot of great PMs though, and that is where you can send positive and negative feedback, as well as following the Ascending Lauren thread on another, less judging website. Those who have already done so know we try and respond to each and every message.

In closing, these works are simply for the entertainment of our close circle of special friends whom already know their own stories better than we. That the internet allows us to share them for free with a wider audience is a bonus. Honestly, the biggest 'complaint' we get is the time between chapter publication. For that we apologize, but please know this is a hobby for us. Lauren and I both have demanding careers, and our primary focus will always be on our family. Thank you for your patience, and we do appreciate your readership.

As always...

Stay tolerant, friends.


Ascending Lauren Ch. 01

This narrative is meant to be a multi-part story of a long-married couple who desired a change in their lives and got it, albeit more than they anticipated. It revolves around the exploration of wife sharing, its implications, and eroticism many find in the concept. If this is not your cup of tea, please move on. It is not a quick hit tale of a husband or wife who suddenly decide one day to share their spouse. Rather, it is an evolving story where I tried to cultivate the characters and provide insight on how they arrive at decisions and destinations. Although some may consider this a slow burn, I try not to sacrifice pace too much. See my public profile for position on comments. Thank you.

As stated, this story showcases wife sharing. If that is not your thing and you still read on, any emotions it elicits in you, is on you.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

+++++

The morning sunlight streamed through the small breaks in the window blinds, casting a golden luster about the small bedroom. Corey Miller blinked several times before opening his heavy eyelids to a room that was unfamiliar. He tensed, slightly confused, as his eyes fell upon the shapely woman asleep next to him. He immediately relaxed, seeing it was Lauren Olivia, his wife of 28 years. No need to worry, they were in her new Miami apartment. The clock on the nightstand dimly displayed eight o'clock Saturday morning. Good, no need to wake her yet.

Sitting up in the oversized bed, the 61-year-old noticed two things. First, the sheets had somehow been kicked off during the night, the whites now crumpled on the floor. Second, a raging hardon protruded from the flaps of his boxers. The Florida mid-summer heat was already warming the atmosphere, so missing covers weren't an issue. In addition, their absence allowed him full view of his wife's body lying on her side. He admired her toned legs, curvy hips, and soft shoulders. The thin white cotton tank-top did nothing to hide her small 30b-cup breasts, the darker areolae and nipples clearly visible. Even after decades of marriage Lauren could still get his motor running. A classic 1980s beauty, she could have easily been cast in an MTV music video back in the day. The big hair of that era had been gradually replaced over time with more professional looks. Now at 48, Lauren preferred to wear her jet-black locks totally straight, cascading just below those delicious breasts, and in back, ending in a V at her shoulder blades. When she combed her bangs straight down to just above her sultry eyes, she was very seductive, although she herself didn't realize it. His wife's hair styles were always tasteful, with just enough coloring to keep it black as night and hide the silver that had begun making its appearance. Corey was very proud at how she had kept herself in shape with frequent visits to the gym, Pilates, and lots of power walking. The effort had clearly paid off, as casual acquaintances often guessed her age as early 30s. Her fitness was in stark contrast to his own, with his slightly pudgy middle and the unfortunate relaxation of his salty-haired pectorals. Not yet a "fat slob", but he definitely was experiencing a mature spread.

Corey reached over and began lightly tracing his fingers from her shoulder, over her breasts, through the valley of her side, before resting atop those small and inviting hips. There was no way to ignore the morning wood he was sprouting. He desperately wanted to make love to her. Yet, Lauren needed to sleep. She was starting a new job soon and was exhausted, having spent the last four days moving into this Miami high rise. As he gazed upon his wife's body, contemplating the next move, her phone chirped, seemingly mocking any ideas swirling around in his head. It was a text from one of their daughters. The raven-haired beauty slid to the edge of the bed and snatched the phone from the nightstand. "It's Lilly," she announced groggily, "just wants to know your flight out tomorrow." Lauren fired back a quick reply and stood slowly, yawning and shaking off the sleep. She smiled at Corey as she made her way to the bathroom, scratching her small frame and backside. Yes, even in the morning, she was the consummate vixen.

His flight! Corey's own smile turned to a frown and his erection quickly disappeared. Just one more day and he would be leaving his wife alone in a huge city to fend for herself. He sighed. It was no surprise; there was never any doubt this day would come. They had arranged it thoroughly. A plan hatched together a month ago when Lauren received a job offer from a national fiberglass distributor looking for an experienced office manager in Miami. Fiberglass was used heavily in the construction of boats and ships, and Florida had plenty of those. It was an executive position and the opportunity had come at a perfect time, since both had long been looking to leave Des Moines for greener - and warmer - pastures. Simply tired of cold, snowy winters, the couple had entertained the idea of moving for several years. They were not getting any younger and both wanted to live the rest of their lives somewhere a bit livelier. Now that their two daughters were grown with good careers and living in other states, neither had permanent ties to their current community.

To that end, Lauren had peppered online job boards across the country with her resume. As a long-time office manager for a large paper product manufacturing company in suburban Des Moines, she felt her experience might be noticed by a firm in a more exciting and tepid locale. As for Corey, he had been a construction project manager for over 35 years, working with various companies that specialized in building hospitals and medical facilities. He was quite successful and had earned a great reputation in the industry. Good industrial project managers were in high demand in most large cities, so he was not concerned with finding work wherever they decided to move.

Lauren was genuinely surprised when fiberglass distributor Rekrap Industries responded to her application mere days later. After all, she had just been testing the waters. They were conducting interviews for an executive level office manager to oversee their Miami office, plus a few boat dealerships they also owned. The couple discussed the opportunity that evening. It was not a hard sell. Although the cost of living in South Florida, especially Miami, was astronomically more expensive than Iowa, they felt the new executive position, along with what Corey could earn as a seasoned construction manager, would more than offset the increase in expenses. Plus, it was warm and they both loved the ocean; what more could they ask for? After a methodical evaluation of the offer, the couple decided Lauren should go for it.

A quick round trip to the company headquarters in downtown Miami for an interview proved fruitful. Only a few days later Rekrap reached out with an extraordinary offer. In addition to being given the responsibility for running their offices throughout the area, Lauren's salary would increase substantially, and she would be given numerous executive privileges. The downside was the company expected her to join their executive training within three weeks of acceptance. That would mean finding an apartment quickly in the Miami area. Not an easy feat. Then there was Corey's job. He could not just suddenly quit the project he was on. Although not particularly worried about landing a job in Florida - he knew people in the industry there that would hire him on reputation alone - the very reason he enjoyed such a great name in the business was that he was a stoically committed project manager who saw every job through, no matter how difficult. Leaving a hospital project during its last phase would not bode well for that reputation nor future employment. No, Corey would have to remain behind until the project completed. The mechanics of the plan had seemed so very straightforward, until that very moment when the emotional impact of an imminent separation became all too real.

Lauren appeared in the doorway of the bathroom, toothbrush in hand. Corey looked back at her glumly, and she knew right away what he was fraught about. "It's only for a few months you know, just until you have the medical center built. Then you'll be right back here," she said confidently.

Corey leaned back against the headboard. "You're right, I knew it was coming, but with leaving tomorrow, it seems so much more...real now." Lauren looked at her husband sympathetically, knowing he had mixed emotions about leaving. She shared those emotions as well but realized her state of mind was in a totally different place. Starting a new adventure, in a new city and with a new job, Lauren was not only excited for herself, but what it would mean eventually for their future together. And yet she knew Corey's immediate life held the monotony of the old one and facing the next five to six months alone at that. It was not exactly the exciting adventure unfolding for her.

Lauren began brushing her teeth, then stopped. "I think after a week of moving into this apartment, we've done as much decorating as we can do. How about we spend your last night in Miami celebrating what will become our new life together?" Corey's face brightened. She could always make him feel better. He smiled and nodded. His heart wanted so badly to stay with his wife, change the plans, rearrange the arrangements. But his head knew better. The plans they had made were solid. And after all, he could visit anytime he wanted. As he was trying to convince himself he was doing the right thing, Lauren disappeared back into the bathroom. "And to show me your appreciation for taking you out tonight, YOU can take me shopping this afternoon for work clothes!" she called out to him, closing the door behind her. Moments later the shower water began flowing. All hopes of enticing his wife into a quickie were now dashed.

Who was he kidding? The days of morning romps were long gone, in fact, nighttime romps were far and few between these days as well. Ever since Lauren experienced early menopause a few years ago, her interest in sex dropped off significantly. Although they still made love once a month when the mood was right, he suspected her spirit wasn't into it anymore. In fact, he could not remember the last time she had been the initiator. Thankfully, alcohol substantially increased her enthusiasm for fooling around, so there was hope. Even then, they had to deal with the loss of natural lubrication. Lauren never said anything, but he could tell that without the use of artificial lube she had discomfort. It was for these reasons he never pressured her into having sex and would only initiate it when he thought she would be receptive. Sex was still important to Corey, but not as important as his wife's health or happiness.

It wasn't fair to blame all of Lauren's disinterest in sex on post-menopausal conditions. For the last several years his stamina had also decreased considerably. He once could last for at least an hour without coming, then be ready for seconds and sometimes thirds. In fact, it was this prowess that helped win her away from the college boys she was dating when they met. He was 31 and she 20 when they met at a wedding reception. A year later, his maturity and, as Corey liked to think, experience in the bedroom, helped land a ring on Lauren's finger. That was all a distant memory now. These days, once he slipped into his wife, they both knew he was only good for 10 minutes. Repeats? Forget about it. Corey blamed not only his age but his physique as well. Too many doughnuts in the construction trailers, and the stress of managing large projects had contributed to an unhealthy lifestyle, despite Lauren's vigilance in cooking healthy meals. Thankfully, several years ago she had picked up a very large vibrator at a lingerie show, which they nicknamed the Chairman of the Board, after a character in one of the erotic tales he was fond of telling whenever they did make love. The couple now leaned heavily on the Chairman and that storytelling to bring Lauren to orgasm.

Corey made his way over to the bedroom's large floor-to-ceiling window overlooking downtown Miami. Marveling at the view from the 23rd floor of the high-rise, Corey was thankful Rekrap Industries was able to locate such a primo spot in the downtown area on such short notice. The company kept a few apartments on retainer for use by out-of-town executives and potential clients, which the HR department leveraged to snap up this one-bedroom rental for Lauren. It was small and the price was more than the couple wanted to pay, but it was only a temporary living arrangement until they could scope out some houses in the suburbs. With Lauren able to walk to the office only a couple blocks away, there was also no need for her to have the expenses of a vehicle, which remained garaged back in Iowa. It all was falling into place as they planned, yet he could not help feeling apprehensive about the whole thing. Corey took a deep breath and sauntered towards the bathroom to get ready for the big shopping day.

+++++

There was no question Lauren loved to shop. Besides her family, it was her favorite way to spend time. The new position called for an extensive wardrobe upgrade and she intended on taking full advantage of her increased income. It was therefore no surprise when she dragged Corey into every clothing shop in the downtown district. He played the doting husband, dutifully sitting outside one dressing room after another in dreadfully oversized chairs and sofas. He didn't mind much. His reward was being able to watch Lauren parade around the sitting areas, modeling various pieces of clothing for him in front of the large mirrors. She looked hot, her toned body making even the most conservative clothing look sexy.

It didn't take Corey long to notice he wasn't her only admirer. From time to time, another husband or boyfriend would invariably walk over and plop down in a nearby chair as their significant other browsed through the myriad of clothing. They would pretend to be noodling with their phones when women came out to whirl in front of the mirrors, but Corey knew better. All guys are perverts, Corey sniggered to himself. At one store, Lauren was the only one trying on clothes, and to his amazement, there were several men whose tired feet just happened to coincide with Lauren prancing out of the dressing room in various states of dress. She seemed oblivious to their presence - she knew not the vixen she was - but Corey noticed. Apparently, these men figured they could get a free runway walk. And why not? His chest swelled with pride, knowing that his wife still turned heads. He also felt a bit peculiar because it triggered thoughts of a fantasy he had long harbored, one that involved watching Lauren make love to another man - or woman. The gender didn't really matter. It was hard to explain these thoughts, which were chiefly about witnessing her experiencing human intimacy at its zenith. It is difficult to see raw emotions develop in someone up close, so Corey felt the only way to really see that explosive build up is to allow it to unfold in front of one's eyes. Such is the appeal of porn, he reasoned; this type of thrill comes from watching the emotions of the participants develop to a crescendo of orgasms, not the actual participation itself.

It was only a fantasy, and Corey knew it would never happen. Hell, he was barely getting any himself. Yet, there was no harm in indulging this bit of delusion. After all, it provided him with spank bank material, and when they did happen to hook up, Lauren seemed to enjoy the titillation from the threesome scenarios he whispered in her ear. The idea itself obviously did not disgust her, having orgasmed time and time again to those tales.

As much as Corey enjoyed watching his wife being watched, he was thankful when Lauren finally announced she now had enough outfits to get her through the next few months. Grateful for the day-long shopping spree to be over, he pulled out his phone and summoned a taxi.

+++++

Lauren laid in the tub of hot water, lazily gliding the scrubbing mitts over her arms. The oils in the water provided a hint of blooming flowers and she was determined to enjoy every minute of it. With the new job starting on Monday, she knew it would be a while before she'd have time to indulge herself like this again. Plus, Lauren wanted to be soft and smell good for Corey. He was surely anticipating making love tonight. She looked over her body. Not bad for late forties, she thought. Buttocks still tight and small firm breasts had resisted much of the sagging some women her age were experiencing. She was doubly proud of her flat tummy, toned arms and muscled legs. More than once she had been mistaken for her daughter's sister. Well, except for those damn varicose veins in her calves which were starting to become more pronounced.

Those did not seem to matter to Corey. He looked right past any signs of her aging. At 61, he was horny as ever, but unlike his, her libido had diminished quite a bit over the years. Maybe it was the early menopause, maybe to a lesser extent her age, but she just didn't feel the desire for sex the way she used to. And when she did, she needed lube to help pave the way. It wasn't a dislike of sex, on the contrary, when the moment was right, she was all in. But it had been at least five years since she had an orgasm with Corey inside her, and his willingness to initiate sex far exceeded his ability to finish it now; frequently building her up with foreplay, but no longer able to get her off with his penis. She never criticized and didn't blame him. His age, coupled with the weight he had put on over the years, appeared to contribute to his decreased stamina. The age difference in that department was now showing, but Lauren was fully aware of Corey being 13 years her senior when she married him, and she loved him so much it didn't matter at all. He was 32 when they tied the knot and one of the best lovers she had ever experienced, a talent retained well into his fifties. That's many years of spectacular sex, so she was not about to complain.

To be fair, there were additional reasons the frequency of their love making had decreased over time. Let's face it, as one gets older, the physical part of sex can be a bit daunting. Sometimes masturbation is a simpler, faster and less exhausting form of release. It wasn't uncommon for Lauren to detect Corey quietly stroking his penis in the middle of the night, a tent in the sheets growing and contracting until he finally held his breath in an attempt to conceal his release. There were also times she had walked into his home office late at night when he was watching porn. On those occasions he would always feign watching a sports video or something equally benign. But she knew. A wife always knows. She would never confront or embarrass him. Lauren didn't really care, as long as he still found her attractive.

Truth be told, she wasn't a stranger to artificial pleasure either. Corey was a considerate lover, always making sure she achieved pleasure before himself. Of average length, he never filled her up like some past boyfriends, but he knew how to use what he had, and having him inside her made her feel warm, whole, and most importantly, loved. Her husband was still great at foreplay, but once he penetrated her, she knew he would be done for the night in short order. Indeed, her only orgasms these days came from "the Chairman of the Board", the 10-inch vibrator she had purchased from a friend awhile back. They had named the dildo during some ridiculous role-playing Corey had dreamed up whereas he was the COB at her company, she an office clerk, and they did it in a virtual supply closet. She snickered at the memory, but she had to admit, when the Chairman was on the job, she could easily experience the same wanton lust she had before Corey's stamina decreased. It also helped immensely when he talked dirty and whispered those same type of bizarre stories into her ear. Yes, she still enjoyed making love to her husband, but her orgasms - real, thunderous ones - belonged to the Chairman now. 



Lauren climbed out of the bathtub, water cascading off her shoulders and breasts like an erotic waterfall. Toweling off, she opened a drawer and selected a pair of black lace bikini panties, which she stepped into and pulled up tightly around her slim but curvy hips. Lauren smoothed out the thin panty band which rose just above her neatly trimmed v-shaped bush. Next came an off-white strapless bra, a necessity for the pale blue off-shoulder blouse she was going to wear. And finally, she shimmied into a pair of tight white denim skinny jeans; the ones she knew Corey loved. It highlighted her small butt perfectly. Taking one last look in the mirror, Lauren nodded in self-appreciation, switched off the bedroom lamp, and turned her focus towards the evening ahead.

++++++

The downtown Miami arts district in which the apartment building was located contained an eclectic menagerie of galleries, theaters, restaurants, nightclubs, and shops of all kinds. Their dinner reservation was not until eight o'clock, so the couple walked about, seeking locations of certain necessities such as a pharmacy, dry cleaners, and grocery stores. The amount of sidewalk traffic amazed them, considering most of Des Moines rolled up after dark. "Dress to impress" seemed to be the theme, with many women not at all afraid to show a bit of skin.

The pair was famished by dinner time and indulged themselves with two bottles of fine wine and excellent salmon. Nourished and quite buzzed, Lauren was ready to dance. They began walking hand-in-hand towards the address of a hot spot a few blocks away which Corey had heard offered a spectacular old-school discotheque atmosphere. Turning a corner, they saw no less than 50 people gathered outside the club, corralled by stanchions and bright purple rope. Multi-color neon signs declared the nightspot's name, Club X, and very loud, muffled music was emanating from within the non-de-script urban building. Corey looked at his watch. It was ten-thirty. The line would only get longer. Lauren shrugged, grabbed his hand, and fell behind the other hopefuls. Most were men and women under 30. Few, if any, were over 40. Knowing the doormen were responsible for populating the dance floor with as many "beautiful people" as possible, it seemed to Corey their chances of getting in were slim to none.

After 30 minutes of rocking back and forth on his heels without much movement, Corey was about to suggest they find another place to cut the rug. Just as he opened his mouth to speak, a long black car pulled to the curb in front of the club. Lauren watched as three young and very fit women, two brunettes and one blonde, emerged from within and began smoothing out their short dresses, tugging the hems down over their buttocks as they went. They walked past the couple on their way to the front of the line when the blonde looked back over her shoulder towards Lauren. Something had caught her eye. With an expression of surprised recognition, she stopped and strolled back to where the couple was waiting in line.

"Laurrrren," the blonde pronounced slowly, as if she was trying to recall the name. "Is that right?"

Lauren looked at Corey, then acknowledged the woman standing in front of her. "Yes, that's right. Do I know you?"

"Likely not, and sorry, I didn't mean to freak you out. My name is Amy Rosinner. I work in the legal department at Rekrap. I saw an HR organizational announcement sent out this past week and your bio was attached. Your facial features and that awesome black hair are unmistakable."

"Well, in that case, nice to meet you, Amy. This is my husband, Corey," Lauren replied graciously.

The blonde took Corey's hand and shook it warmly. "Welcome to Miami!" she gushed. "Been standing here long?"

"About half an hour," Corey bemoaned.

"Really? Okay, we can fix that," Amy stated cheerfully, looping her arms around Lauren's. "Can't have our new executive waiting in line, can we?"

The trio rejoined the blonde's waiting friends and walked past the doormen who, to the couple's amazement, unhooked the stanchion rope without blinking an eye. "Good evening, all." 

Corey and Lauren followed the women through the doorway and looked out towards the dance floor. It was a cornucopia of pulsating laser lights, neon blue glowing support posts, and women in glowing gowns dancing on podiums surrounding the floor. Corey had once been to the now defunct Studio 54 in New York City on a business trip back in the 70s, and this seemed to match that energy. Lauren was instantly mesmerized, her legs and hips bouncing to the beat of the very intense EDM. She turned to thank Amy for getting them in, but the blonde and her friends had disappeared into the crowd. Shrugging, Lauren led Corey to the dance floor. She was in her element.

Her husband was not a dancer and did not pretend to be. More at home in a biker bar than here, Corey simply acquiesced to this type of scene because he was acutely aware of how much his wife loved to dance. After a few minutes warming to the environment, Lauren really hit her stride. Tossing her midnight hair from one side to the other, she rolled her bare shoulders and shimmied up against Corey, her breasts touching his chest. She spun away, arms tracing the contour of her body from head to hips, profiling her curves. Corey stood in awe, almost forgetting to dance. To be sure, seeing that tight ass clad in those white jeans twisting and rotating around him was clearly awakening his dick. When Lauren turned her back to him, grinding her hips against his crotch, he thought he was going to explode. Thank God for denim jeans, he thought.

The couple danced alone to several songs until Amy reappeared on the floor with her friends and quickly coaxed Lauren and Corey into their dance circle. They danced for the next two hours, only stopping to quench their thirst. Corey had to sit out several times to catch his breath. He didn't mind. He enjoyed watching these four smoking hot women - not to mention other scantily clad 20-somethings - twerk their way around the dance floor. From time to time, guys would try to waltz into the circle, but most were quickly shut down. Lauren got her share of attention when Corey wasn't out there, and at one point was hip bumping with a nicely dressed young man who had taken a liking to her. Mr. Friendly was a good dancer, and Lauren matched him step for step, allowing him to twirl her about, with the occasional dip. Lauren was clearly only interested in the dancing, rotating her hips and swaying her body to match the rhythm of the music. Corey stood transfixed as the young man waited for her arms to be on the upswing, her hands grasped together, to quickly move in beneath them, pulling her clasped hands down around his neck. Classic move, Corey bemused. Lauren appeared to laugh, and to his surprise, instead of pushing away, pulled the guy in closer. She was feeling the alcohol. Mr. Friendly apparently read that as a green light and moved his hands from her hips to her ass, generously cupping and caressing those exquisite buns. This lasted for several seconds until Lauren's eyes snapped open. She slowly twisted away and out of his arms, smiling, slowly holding up her left ring finger. The wedding ring sparkled in the laser lights. He nodded a disappointed grin, and they danced their way back to the others.

Upon rejoining Amy and friends, Lauren looked for Corey, her eyes finally landing on him holding two drinks on an upper platform. She waved and made her way to his side.

"Enjoying your new friends?" Corey asked, handing her another Long Island Tea.

"I am," Lauren replied out of breath, "they really have a lot of energy!"

"I noticed one of your boyfriends managed to whisk you off your feet."

"You mean Jake? Please, I am probably old enough to legally drink before he was born!"

"Oh, Jake now, is it? Still, you seemed to enjoy his skills," Corey grinned.

"He had good moves, yes," Lauren replied decidedly.

"Like when his hands used your ass as a stress ball?"

"Ah, you saw that, huh?" she said sheepishly.

"Yeah. You shut him down awfully quick."

"You almost seem disappointed," Lauren looked at her husband quizzically.

Corey slipped his arms around her shoulders. "Maybe. Poor boy probably has blue balls now."

Lauren discretely reached down and felt her husband's crotch. He was hard as a nail. She cocked her head sideways, downed her drink, and licked her lips. "Get me another one of these and I'll make sure you don't meet the same fate tonight." Corey Miller could not find a bartender fast enough.

+++++

The side door of the minivan opened and Corey swung his legs outward onto the pavement. In overly dramatic form, he held out a hand for Lauren to grab, which helped steady her until she found footing on the street beside him. They bid the taxi driver goodnight, and turned towards the front of the apartment building, walking slowly and surely. Before pulling away, the driver stopped briefly to watch Lauren's ass in the tight white jeans sway gently back and forth as her date fondled and squeezed it. Lucky old guy, getting that younger poon. He had seen enough drunk couples in his line of work and that dude would soon be balls deep in pussy.

To even a casual observer, it was clear the pair was liquored up and having a grand time. They had stayed at the club for another couple drinks and some rather amusing dance moves from Corey. At two a.m. they thought it best to take a cab back to the apartment rather than walk. The pair giggled secretively as they passed the lobby concierge, nodding their heads in acknowledgement to the bespectacled man behind the desk.

Once on the 23rd floor, it took some time for Lauren to find the door fob in her purse, and then promptly dropped it in the hallway. Corey slowly bent his knees, the alcohol making the descent a bit wobbly, causing him to grasp his wife's right leg just below her crotch. His face only inches from her tight, small ass, he slowly sank the remainder of the way to his knees, running his hand down Lauren's leg as he went. Finding the fob at her feet, he made the journey back up the leg with his hand, deliberately taking his time to stand up, and stopping only when his fingers found the camel toe in her jeans. He rubbed them just ever so lightly and inhaled deeply. Good Lord, Corey could swear he smelled her sex. "You drop something?" he asked. Lauren just giggled again, placed the fob near the handle, leaned in and opened the door.

Inside the apartment, Corey took a quick leak, then fetched two beers from the fridge. He found his wife in the living area swaying unsteadily and staring critically at some cowboy and bucking bronco artwork they had hung earlier that week. Corey deftly opened the beers and handed one to Lauren. "That horse is being ridden hard," Lauren proclaimed slowly, doing her best not to slur the words. "And I'm just the cowboy to do the riding," Corey replied. He eased up behind his wife, then whirled her around, careful not to upset her balance, until they came face to face, noses inches apart. Lauren put her arms around his neck, sloshing some beer from her bottle onto his linen shirt. "That'll cost ya," Corey assured his wife.

Having been teased by those tight jeans all night, he could wait no more. Hand in hand, the couple practically skipped to the bedroom, Lauren laughing hysterically. It wasn't until she found herself facing Corey in front of the bed that she slowed things down and looked deeply into his eyes. She loved him dearly; it meant so much to her that he was here tonight. Lauren took their beers and gently set them on the nightstand. Putting her head against his chest, she melted into him. He enveloped her with his arms. It was a feeling neither wanted to end. Finally, Corey lifted her chin, gazed into his bride's eyes, and kissed her with as much passion as on their first date.

It did not take long before they were undressing each other, not in the hurried way of young lovers, but in a deliberate, let's-savor-the-moment of sweethearts who have long known every nook and cranny of each other's bodies. Having dispensed with Lauren's blouse, Corey removed his shirt and gently pushed her onto the bed. He climbed on top, placing one knee between her legs, and looked down to his wife's face. Caressing her upper body, his fingers lightly traveled along her soft arms, up to her face, around the strapless bra, across her firm tummy, then back. As his right hand brushed by her mouth, Lauren lashed out with her tongue and sucked in his thumb. Corey lowered his face to her chest and slowly began peeling back the top of the bra with his teeth, springing loose Lauren's now erect half inch nipples. He sucked one into his mouth and began gently nibbling. Lauren arched her back in response, pressing her denim camel toe into Corey's slacks strategically placed between her legs. She was clearly heating up. After a few minutes of toying with her breasts, Corey leaned over his wife's face and replaced the thumb in her mouth with his tongue. Lauren relinquished his finger and quickly sucked his tongue in deeply, their lips groping each other hungrily. Lauren reached down and began fingering Corey's nipples in kind. He had always been extremely sensitive there and moaned loudly as he felt his cock stiffen and pulsate.

Tearing himself away from her kisses, Corey knelt in front of his wife, mesmerized by the sight of her hips wrapped tightly by those white sexy denim jeans. He undid the top snap and pulled down the zipper, revealing the lace panties beneath. He inhaled deeply and the unmistakable sweet smell of Lauren's sex hit his nose like a nerve gas. Corey deftly slid her pants off and threw them aimlessly to the floor. Knowing what came next, Lauren removed her bra and threw two fluffy pillows behind her, propped up by the bed's headboard. She leaned forward slightly, placed both hands on the back of her husband's head, and pulled him between her legs. The strong odor of her moistened pussy excited Corey to no end. He pushed the thin panties to one side with his tongue and began slowly licking the neatly trimmed bush before him. The outline of her pubic hair seemed to form an arrow pointing down to the ultimate prize. For several minutes, Corey gave his wife a proper lashing, his tongue darting in and out of her pink slit, chin rubbing against her course pubic hairs. Coming up for air, he began to probe her wet hole with his fingers, first one, then two. Lauren's hips began to rotate and roll as she responded to the finger fucking. Copious amounts of fluid began to flow, accompanied by the wet, sloppy sounds of her husband's attacking hand. Corey used the other to spread her labia, finding her clit hard and ready. Continuing to alternate between two and three fingers inside her, Corey began tapping Lauren's clitoris gently. His wife's hips started to buck as the two-handed assault took its toll.

"Jesus, Corey. Eeeeee, ah that feels sooooo gooood!" she moaned loudly.

Lauren had never been very animate in bed, and this was about as vocal as she got. Alternating between the tap-tap-tap of his forefinger on her clit and sucking on her pink button, Corey continued the incursion on his wife's pussy, now three fingers deep and drenched in Lauren's juices.

"Keep...doing...that," Lauren panted. "Oh yes, that's it. Right there. Keep going!"

Without warning, Lauren's entire body began to writhe as an orgasm flowed over her. Grabbing the back of Corey's head with one hand, she forcefully shoved his face between her legs, driving his tongue as deep into her hole as his fingers. Lauren whimpered loudly, stuffing a fist into her mouth to muffle her release. Corey kept his tongue extended, wiggling it up and down as fast as it would go. Lauren's orgasm lasted a good 30 seconds before gently subsiding. Removing a fist from her mouth, she looked down to see Corey's glistening eyes peering up at her from the end of the bed. His face was clearly covered with her juices. Corey chuckled softly, "You know there aren't any kids around to hear us anymore. You don't have to swallow your hand now." Lauren just gave Corey a sultry look, her eyes peeking out from behind those black bangs. "Is the Chairman on duty tonight?" she asked coyly.

A moment of concern flashed across Corey's face, his glazed smile changing to a frown. The vibrator! It was an integral part of their love making now. Where the fuck was the vibrator? Did they leave it back in Des Moines? Correctly interpreting the look of mild panic on his face, Lauren motioned to the bottom section of the chest of drawers sitting parallel to the bed. Corey scrambled comically and began rummaging with determination through the furniture. This caused the still very intoxicated Lauren to giggle again uncontrollably. After a moment, he spun around and grinned, triumphantly raising the large flesh colored vibrating dildo above his head. "Chairman, is that you?" Lauren purred in her sexiest tone, trying to suppress her laughter.

Corey walked back to the bed, discarding his slacks and boxers. The way the mirror was positioned, it provided a reflection of the entire bed. Very kinky, he thought, nice how that worked out. Kneeling before his wife, the vision before him took his breath away. Lauren had removed her panties and her legs were now spread as wide as the 48-year-old could muster, head sunk back into a sea of pillows, and that lovely straight black hair just barely covering each succulent breast. His cock could not have been any harder. He wanted to take her, feel her pussy squeezing his dick, but then realized this would be the last time for a while and he did not want to rush it.

Please...please let the batteries work, Corey begged silently as he turned the bottom of the vibrator to the on position. As he did, the Chairman roared to life, its low hum filling the bedroom with a promise of satisfaction. Using his left hand, he placed the large vibrator against her vulva, slowly moving the head of the device in a circle. When Lauren's breathing began to increase, he knew it was working its magic. After a few minutes of rubber arousal, Lauren needed more. "Talk to me," she pleaded. "Tell me one of your crazy stories." Corey, who was intently suckling her breasts, considered the request. "Mmmm, okay," her husband replied between licks, buying some time. Those stories were usually based on some fact, some scenario they had recently experienced. It had to be somewhat plausible or they'd both laugh too much. A party? A concert? Ah, shit. The evening's booze was really blocking his creativity here. Corey began to search his near-term memory bank, battling the booze; there had to be something. That night's dinner, their strolls around the city, the galleries, it all flashed before him like fuzzy snapshots. He remembered ordering drinks - just the right amount apparently - at the dance club. Lauren's begging him to dance, her swaying sexily with her arms in the air and hips keeping time to the music, mesmerizing both him and even Mr. Friendly with every oscillation. When she got to be dancing, she was one of the hottest women on the floor, bar none. Ah, just a minute. Mr. Friendly. Got it.

Scooting up a bit so he could whisper in her ear, Corey continued to partner with the Chairman, keeping its constant vibrations on Lauren's pussy lips and clit. "Did you have fun going out tonight?" he asked softly into his moaning wife's ear.

"Yes. Very much," Lauren breathed, her lips forming a small smile.

"You looked so beautiful, so sexy".

"I'm glad you thought so". 

"I did," Corey confirmed. "And I wasn't the only one, you know."

"What do you mean?"

"You turned many heads tonight, shaking that little ass around on the dance floor."

Lauren burst out laughing, "Sure I did."

Corey applied more pressure to the vibrator rotating on her clit, turning her laugh to a sigh. "Oh my, that feels so good." There was no doubt the Chairman was getting into a groove. He wasn't quite hitting the mark though. Lauren gently took the vibrator from Corey's hand and strategically positioned it over the spot she alone knew. Her free hand moved to her right breast and began to massage the nipple. His left hand now free, Corey wrapped it snugly around his cock and began to slowly masturbate. For the next few minutes, the bedroom grew quiet as only the sounds of heavy breathing and the whirring of the sex toy could be heard.



Lauren finally broke the silence. "They must have been very old men," she surmised.

Corey opened his eyes, momentarily forgetting he had been telling a tale. That had certainly piqued her curiosity. He decided to run with it. "Some were old, but in case you missed it, many young bucks were sneaking a peek as you walked by too."

Lauren grinned. She had noticed. A girl notices those things. "I don't believe you," she replied playfully.

"Really? How about Jake? He seemed enjoy dirty dancing with you."

"We weren't dirty dancing, silly," she corrected him, "just dancing normal like. He was just being nice."

"No, he was clearly attracted to you. Did you see how he groped your ass?"

"We were just having fun," Lauren smiled.

"Clearly," Corey retorted. "You know when we both went to pee before leaving the club? I ran into Mr. Friendly in line. I asked him if he was Jake and told him my wife Lauren thought he was a good dancer."

"What? Why would you do that?" Lauren asked, continuing to rub the vibrator against her pussy. She wasn't sure if this was just part of Corey's vivid imagination or not.

"He went a little pale at first, but I assured him it was all good. I asked if he thought you had a nice ass, the one he felt up. As it turns out, you definitely made an impression on him."

"How do you know that?" Lauren whimpered, raising an eyebrow.

Corey paused, then pressed his mouth next to his wife's ear and whispered, "Because he said he'd do you in a heartbeat!"

Lauren's eyes shut tightly, her face grimacing in silence, head sinking deep into the pillow behind her. Then a low guttural moan escaped from her mouth.

"What...why?" she groaned. "Why would you do that? Why would he say that?

"Apparently your sexy dancing had an effect on him. Said you were put together very well."

"Really?"

Corey pressed on. "Really, and I asked him if he wanted to see just how well."

"Corey, NO you did not," Lauren admonished her husband, albeit very mildly, while the Chairman increased his pace, pumping in and out of her pussy.

"Oh, but I did. I told him he could follow us home and check you out if he wanted."

Lauren was on the edge again now, her left hand plunging the dildo deeper and deeper. The idea of someone other than her husband wanting to see her naked unleashed a very powerful emotion. With her free hand, she yanked Corey's head away from her ear and touched her nose directly to his. Looking him straight in the eyes, Lauren began shaking her head rapidly in disbelief.

"OH my GOD, Corey, noooo you did not! Please tell me you didn't do that".

Corey stared into his wife's eyes. They were on fire. "He was a bright kid. He'd seen your ring and got the idea real fast. I don't think it was the first time a hubby had approached him. He flat out asked me if I wanted him to do you."

Lauren's hips were gyrating uncontrollably now, with most of the Chairman's 10 inches now wholly disappearing inside her with each thrust. The sheets below her were completely saturated as juices flowed freely from her pussy and down the crack of her ass. "What did you tell him?" she demanded, her eyes searching Corey's frantically, tears flowing down her cheeks.

"I told him..."

Lauren hung on her husband's every word, gritting her teeth, growling like a wild animal now, her nose inches from his. She was frothing at the mouth. He knew she was close.

"WHAT DID YOU TELL HIM?" she screamed, eyes boring into her husband's, as spittle peppered his face.

"Absolutely," Corey finally replied firmly. "Absolutely, I want you to do my wife. Dude, I want you to fuck her silly."

With that, Lauren's head jerked back onto the pillows behind her, body quivering uncontrollably, eyes glazed and unfocused. When Corey saw his wife's body thrown into such a state of ecstasy, he moved in for the kill. Grabbing the Chairman from her now limp hand, he knelt between her legs and quickly began jack-hammering the dildo in and out of the sopping hole in front of him. He was amazed at how easily the entire 10 inches glided in and out.

"I love you," Corey's wife gasp, groping her breasts and fingering her nipples.

"Not me you're loving right now," Corey countered. "It's Jake, remember? He came home with us, baby, to give you a proper fucking."

Lauren squealed and raised her hips to match Corey's thrusts as he furiously worked the vibrator in and out of his wife's willing pussy.

"Whose fucking you right now?" Corey demanded.

"You."

"No. Jake."

"Jake?" Lauren was delirious, writhing in pleasure.

"Yes. Do you feel Jake's BIG cock driving DEEP into your pussy?" Corey asked, frantically working in all of the buzzing torpedo.

"Oh GOD, Yessss" Lauren hissed.

"See him leaning over you, your legs draped over his shoulders, that hot wet hole gaping as he penetrates you with that big cock."

Corey watched with glee as his wife's hips bucked wildly. "Fucking right. He's absolutely going to wreck that pussy".

"Oh, god, oh god, oh god," Lauren screamed, her fingers rubbing her nipples raw.

"Can you see his chiseled body? Put your hands on his hard, solid pecs, kneed his muscles, feel the power of his tight ass as he drives that cock deep into your twat."

"Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes, oh yes!" Lauren shouted.

"Grab Jake's ass and pull him deeper. He wants to give you his seed. He's grunting now. He's almost there, baby."

Lauren's eyes began to roll back into her head as she imagined the hot young dancer pounding her. "Oh, oh, oh, oh," she repeated with each deep thrust of the vibrator.

"I think he's going to cum, Lauren. He's screaming your name. Tell him what you want him to do!" Corey demanded.

"I want it," Lauren breathed heavily.

"Want what?"

"I want it. I want him to blow in me!" Lauren yelled. "Give me all his love!"

"One...last...push, oh yes! There he goes, my love. Jake's blowing his jizz deep inside you!"

Lauren's entire being flowed over the edge. Her eyes rolled back as she came violently, her hands grasping the pillows behind her head and pulling them to her mouth. "I...am...nnphhh...aaaaahhhhhhhhhh!" the mature wife screamed into the cushions. It was a momentous hip bucking, breasts jiggling, torso shaking orgasm. Corey watched as raw sexual pleasure swept over his wife's body. He was so incredibly pleased that he could help her achieve such happiness.

After regaining her senses, Lauren smiled dreamily at her husband and held out her arms, beckoning him to mount her. It was his turn. Corey smiled back at her eagerly, his 6-inch cock easily sliding into her slick awaiting love canal, having just now been stretched out by an exceptionally large imaginary lover. Even so, once inside, her labia collapse quickly and tightly around his shaft. Corey began to fuck his wife, slowly increasing the pace of his thrusts to match hers, who was still very much in the throes of a most amazing orgasm. Lauren felt the heft of her husband's body on top as he continued his sweaty pounding of her vagina. His penis felt good, but she knew there would be no orgasm from it. Waiting for Corey's release to build, she glanced across the room and at the mirror above the chest that perfectly captured and reflected the entire scene playing out on the bed. She could see her husband driving his meaty hips between her legs, and his flabby belly slapping into her toned abs. Quite the contrast she bemused, but strangely erotic.

Predictably, after a few minutes, Corey realized he couldn't last much longer. Lauren sensed it too. After all these years, she knew exactly what made him blow, and as he leaned his chest over her face to better leverage their missionary position, she raised her head just enough to touch her lips to his nipples. Corey moaned loudly. "Fuck that feels so good," he whispered. Lauren cooed. She wanted him to fill her up with real semen, not something imagined. Lauren alternated her attention to Corey's nipples, sucking on one, fingering the other. The more Lauren suckled his nipples, the greater Corey's urgency to cum became. He could literally feel the hot spunk working its way up from his balls to his cock. Lauren grabbed her husband's buttocks and drove his penis as deep as it would go. After the assault from the vibrator she could barely feel it, but she knew it would get him off. He would not be long now. The pounding continued, illustrated by the sound of his belly slapping into hers. Corey was now as deep as he could go. When he was at the deepest, he suddenly felt the cum shoot through his cock and explode forcefully into his wife's womb. Lauren felt the blast of semen squirt deep inside her and she squeezed her legs tightly around her husband's hips to coax out every drop. Spent, Corey collapsed gently onto Lauren's chest, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss.

"That was so awesome," Lauren said as she stroked Corey's salt and pepper hair. "You are always so considerate."

"And you are so fucking hot," Corey managed through panting breaths. "I'm just sorry I can't last as long as I used to."

"As long as you can partner with the Chairman like that, you'll have no complaints from me," she said, kissing him.

As their bodies recovered, husband and wife enveloped each other in their arms, shared one final kiss, and gradually drifted off to sleep, both trying desperately to forget this was their final night together for quite some time.


Ascending Lauren Ch. 02

This narrative is part of a multi-part story. Reading previous chapters will enhance the reader's understanding of each subsequent installment. 

This story showcases wife sharing, cuckolding and interracial sex. If that is not your thing and you still read on, any emotions it triggers in you, is on you.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

+++++

Corey returned to Des Moines the next day to the same old routine. Back to the job site 12 hours a day and he missed his wife tremendously, though they frequently spoke on the phone. Lauren, on the other hand, had to navigate many unfamiliar nuances of her new life. There was the onboarding, learning company procedures, and getting to know the firm's players. She was quickly swept up in the job and spent many hours trying to make a good impression. Between the workload and getting her new life in order, she found little time to enjoy her new surroundings. What time she did have to herself was restricted mostly to exploring the shops and galleries in her immediate neighborhood. 

After one particularly exhausting workday, a familiar face appeared in her office doorway. "Remember me?" It was Amy, the coworker who had been instrumental in getting Lauren and her husband pass the doormen at Club X a month earlier.

"Oh, yes, hi Amy!" Lauren replied. "Nice to see you! Thanks again for getting us into that club. I'm not quite sure how you did it, but I'm sure glad you did. Corey and I had a lot of fun."

"Ah, yes. Rekrap Industries has invested a lot, and I mean a lot, in this city. A major investor in that club is one of our biggest clients, Myles, a guy that owns a bazzilion marinas in the southeast. He walks right on in, although usually through the back door."

"And you?"

Amy laughed. "Well, our clients are like family. We take care of them; they take care of us. Tit for tat. We've held enough events there that the doormen open the gate right on up every time for me. Except I have to go in through the front."

"Well, we can't have everything, can we?" Lauren commented. Both women chuckled. 

"So, we didn't have time to chat last time. You want to go grab a drink? I heard through the grape vine that your husband had to go back to Iowa. This city can be tough to take on alone."

The office manager thought for a moment, trying to remember the company's fraternization rules.

"I know what you're thinking. It's not fraternization. We work in completely different entities," Amy proclaimed grinning, arms crossed.

Lauren smiled weakly, and against her best judgement, agreed to the drink. They decided on a small outside café down the street. It was the first time Lauren had a good look at the young blonde outside of the dark club. She was simply stunning, with bright sapphire eyes, ample breasts, and a slim, but true hourglass body. Like Lauren, her manner of dress was thoroughly professional, though it appeared there was some underlying sexuality in her mannerisms, causing even her conservative blouse and skirt to seem erotic in and of themselves. Lauren had never been attracted to women in that way, but something about Amy made her want to lean in when she spoke. The youngster had been at the firm four years, hired right out of college as a legal secretary. She was 26, and very cavalier about life; still at that age when her job was just an eight-hour interruption to life. When she wasn't working, she spent most of her time shopping, in nightclubs, or, as Amy put it enthusiastically "finding guys to rearrange her guts". Clearly, Amy was not shy when it came to sex. Towering over Lauren at nearly six-foot, the secretary's golden hair curled down her front and back, nearly to her waist. She had an angelic face that surely had broken several hearts, and a soccer player's body that had undoubtedly rocked many worlds. What stood out to Lauren more than anything, however, were those piercing sapphire eyes that seemed to peer into her soul. More than once the image of a vampire seductress hypnotizing her victim came to mind. I really need to stop watching so much TV.

One drink became three, and to say the women hit it off would be an understatement. They shared their life story, discussed families, and laughed so much they sometimes drew disapproving looks from other patrons. Although Amy was half Lauren's age, it felt like they had known each other all their lives. They began to feel the sort of kinship two girls alone in a big city might have, just trying to survive. The next thing they knew, the waitress was putting stools on the tables and closing the cafe. It was eight o'clock, so they gathered up their things and made plans to meet for dinner the next Saturday night to continue their conversation. Amy headed to the nearby commuter train station and Lauren walked the two blocks back to her apartment. She was smiling. I made my first friend today. 

+++++

Later that evening Lauren called Corey and the conversation turned to the happy hour with Amy. Her husband was genuinely happy she had made a new friend. 

"Maybe the new dog can teach the old dog some new tricks," Corey predicted slyly. He sounded hopeful. 

"I wouldn't count on it." Lauren replied, yawning. She had no desire or energy to learn new "tricks".

"Well, you should be able to drink that pup under the table, anyway." Corey commented. For such a petite woman, his wife could put away some booze. 

"Something tells me that's not true."

"Who knows? Maybe you'll make some new friends who will want to follow you home."

Lauren's eyes grew wide; she could almost hear her husband leering through the phone. 

"Like Jake with the snake," Corey laughed.

"You know you made that whole thing up. It was just a fantasy," his wife scoffed. "It will never happen. Besides, no one really wants to go home with this." She waved her hand over her body.

"Don't sell yourself short. Jake didn't. You are crazy hot and still very desirable." 

"I'm not a cougar".

"Didn't say you were. Cougars pursue. MILF's are pursued. If the opportunity came to you, well..."

An uncomfortable silence took hold, prompting Corey to clarify. "What I mean is, you know, you are there, I'm here, I can't satisfy you like I once did, even if I was there, so...should the situation arise, I wouldn't be opposed to sharing you, you know, so you can be...better fulfilled." Did he just say that out loud? 

Lauren blinked. "I think we should talk about something else." 

"I guess phone sex is out of the question then?" Corey quipped, referencing the old blow job joke. Over the four weeks he'd been gone, he had tried getting her to role-play on the phone. No luck.

"That again, talking dirty on the phone? I hardly think so," Lauren said flatly. I don't even talk like that in bed, she thought. 

"Okay, can't blame a guy for trying," Corey replied, disappointed. That did not escape Lauren.

"I love you," she reiterated, thinking about what her husband had just said. After a brief pause, she asked, "Why would you want to share me anyway? Aren't those silly fantasies enough? I don't want anyone but you. You should know that. We've been together a long time."

"Sometimes we want and need things we do not know. I struggle with...stamina. The Chairman is fun, sure, but can't replace skin on skin. I love you too and want you in my life forever, but I am also concerned with eventually losing you to someone who can scratch the itch I no longer can. There are success stories where a wife stepping out actually enhances a marriage's sex life."

"Or damages one," Lauren countered.

"Haven't you ever fantasized about another lover when alone?"

Lauren became quiet. "No," she whispered. That was a lie. There had been the occasional rock star in her head during those alone times. "Well, a couple times." Lauren admitted, biting her lower lip. 

Corey felt a twinge in his groin. He imagined his wife on top of a lanky tattooed rocker, riding him to orgasm. It felt good, but...dark. 

"Figured. So, if you see any hot musicians on the prowl in Miami, you have my permission to party with them," Corey joked. 

"I'll be sure to do that," Lauren giggled. He always had a way of making her laugh, even when he was talking nonsense. It was clear she wasn't taking any of this seriously.

After exchanging "I love you, miss you", the couple hung up and each climbed in their own bed some 1,500 miles apart.

++++

Lauren's slumber came quickly. Corey's did not. His mind wandered back to their conversation. He had practically given her a hall pass, although he was sure she thought he was kidding. It was the first time he had brought up the topic of another lover outside their bedroom. Where did that come from? It's true since he'd left her in Miami, the images of that guy groping her on the dance floor and those men sneaking peaks at her trying on clothes had fueled countless fantasies as he lay alone in bed at night. 

But why bring the subject of wife sharing up now, while he was stuck a thousand miles away? Part of him did feel that it would be best to let her dip her toes in the ocean, as long as she was transparent and above board. If he knew about it, Corey felt he could deal with it, since technically it wouldn't be "cheating".

Maybe it was because he felt strongly it was time to let her explore her sexuality. At 48, she had many years left to enjoy sex to the fullest. This was something he could no longer help her do. And it was unlikely to get better as he aged. His doctors refused to prescribe pills to help the situation because they would not mix well with his current medication. And maybe, more disconcerting yet, apart from her own personal happiness, there were those darker thoughts taking on a life of their own as he whittled away the hours in Iowa. Thoughts that were fostering a desire to see his wife in the arms of another, beyond those drunken fantasies they shared while nestled safely in their marital bed. 

How would he feel watching or knowing someone else was making love to his wife? Corey wasn't sure. He had seen the hotwife and cuckold porn on the internet. He knew his kink fit somewhere between the two labels. Everyone seemed to have their own definition of them. Opinions ranged from acceptance and titillation, to disgust and outrage. It amused him to see comments leaning towards the latter when it was so obvious those same commentators kept coming back for more, expressing loathing over and over again for the same genre. Very funny. If you don't like a particular sport, why keep going to the arena? Anyway, whatever term fit, Corey knew he had no sexual attraction to guys and would not care at all for some of the other activities commonly associated with cuckolding. No, this was truly more about sharing Lauren, watching her interact sexually with another, locked in a tight embrace, experiencing the most intimate of all human moments, and ultimately achieving the best orgasm she could. Corey certainly could not provide that any longer, and the damn vibrator was a poor substitute for a real cock. And yes, selfishly, there was no denying these thoughts were extremely erotic to him.

He sighed. It was all academic anyway. Lauren wasn't like those women in the porn videos. Besides the use of the Chairman and the trashy tales, sex between them had always been rather vanilla. There was no way she would ever agree to a third person in their sex life. Corey rolled onto his side and stared at their wedding picture perched atop the nightstand. Did he really want to think of Lauren in that way? Torn between his brain and his cock, when the latter began to twitch and grow, he knew he had his answer. 

+++++

Lauren woke early Saturday morning, cleaned her apartment, then went grocery shopping. She picked up a bottle of wine for her and Amy to enjoy before going to dinner, and decided to check out her community pool. Selecting a shimmering pale blue one-piece, she slipped on a cotton cover-up, grabbed her beach bag and headed to the elevator. 

The pool was located on the high-rise's top floor, providing sweeping vistas of the downtown area to the west, and ocean to the east. It was already packed, mostly with families. High school boys roughhoused in the shallow end, while several young women dangled their feet in the deeper part, chatting away. A group of college boys sat in chairs along the outer area of the pool deck, near a retaining wall, trying to look cool. Lauren saw some available chaise lounges on the far side and headed towards them. She nodded in recognition to a few neighbors she had met over the last couple months. There was the couple on her floor who seemed to argue a lot. And the guy who she had seen enter the building's garage in an expensive sports car during her power walks. Middle aged, fit, wearing bright yellow trunks. He raised his plastic water bottle to her as she walked by. She was not familiar enough with any of them to know their names.

As she walked, Lauren could feel eyes upon her. Side vision caught two of the college boys looking in her direction, elbowing each other, trying to be discrete. At first, Lauren did not think they were checking her out, instead believing one of the pretty, chatty girls must be walking close by. But that notion was soon dispelled when, after placing her bag on the table next to a lounge chair, she looked back towards the wall and saw the boys staring straight at her. No mistaking that. Lauren at first felt offended at being ogled, but at the same time, a bit of staring can do wonders for one's ego. She turned her back to them and smiled. Whatever "it" was, she guessed she still had enough of it to turn some heads, even from the age group that would jump on anything that had a vagina. 

Lauren covered the lounge with a beach towel, bending over in the process. As she did, a faint "sah-weet" came from the direction of her admirers. This cat call caused her to pause and consider leaving, not having anticipated this type of attention while trying to get a little sun. In fact, at her age, she didn't expect any attention at all. But then, she had just as much right to be at the pool as these boys - if not more - and she was damned if a couple immature fraternity brothers were going to run her off. Settling into the lounge, Lauren adjusted her swimsuit, ensuring appropriate coverage. A quick lathering of sunscreen to protect her against the Florida sun, and she laid back to enjoy a little rest and relaxation. 

With eyes closed, Lauren's thoughts wandered. She thought of Corey back in Des Moines, working long hours at his job. Poor guy. Not an overly exciting existence. Not even much time for the few friends they had there. It had been nearly two months now and she missed him terribly. The lack of intimacy was driving her crazy. The cuddling kind, not so much sexual, although Lauren readily admitted, she had thoroughly enjoyed the last night Corey was here. She had orgasmed two or three times that night between the Chairman and that hot story about her young dance partner.

Corey's silly stories! Where did he come up with them? Role play, threesomes with men; sometimes even with women! Whatever the source of his imagination, his tales always helped get her off, so it would be hypocritical to complain. And Corey seemed to enjoy the stories too. He was always at his hardest when they revolved around him sharing her with another man. Lauren subconsciously readjusted the swimsuit's Lycra material around her privates. Doing so caused an ever-so-tiny gap between her thighs and the suit, allowing a wisp of fresh air to flow over her vulva. The sudden change in air temperature there revealed a bit of dampness and caused her to gasp imperceptibly. Lauren felt conflicted. Did she find that exciting, being with another man? Maybe a little. She wasn't dead. But she was married. Very married. Why then did she get so worked up over the idea? As Lauren felt the padding in her swimsuit's crotch getting wetter, she alternately lifted and bent her legs, one at a time, as if riding a bicycle, hoping to invite some cooler air under her suit to cool off her ever-warming nether regions. 

And what of the phone conversation they had earlier in the week? Not once had Corey ever mentioned those fantasies outside their bedroom. Why now? Did he really give his okay for her to sleep with someone else? Was he no longer content to keep that as just a fantasy? Then there was the phone sex he kept trying to initiate. Lauren knew this was something fairly common. Friends had successfully pulled this off with their husbands or boyfriends during business trips. But no way could she bring herself to talk dirty like that. It seemed so...depraved. 

At that very moment something hard, cold and wet landed on her feet. Snapping her legs shut and eyes open, Lauren looked down and saw a small foam volleyball had landed on the edge of the chaise. 

"Sorry about that!" It was one of the frat guys who had been ogling her earlier. "I'm Tommy, by the way," he said, squatting down to pick up the water toy as water cascaded off his mane of brown hair. 

"That's okay," Lauren replied casually, not caring to provide her name. She could not help notice how nicely toned his body was. A swimmer at college? Maybe a rower? That would explain his slim waist but powerful chest and arms. 

The young man stole glances at the mature beauty laying before him. Black hair, sleek, curvy hips and small, firm tits. What a stone-cold fox! He had to try.

"You want to join us for a game?" Tommy asked, jerking a thumb towards the pool, where two of his buddies looked to him expectantly, hoping to get their game ball back. 

"Thanks, but I'm just out here for a bit of sun, then I have to go," Lauren said, slightly amused at the thought of her playing water polo with these young men.

"Sure, suit yourself," he said, turning towards his friends. After a couple steps, Tommy turned back to Lauren. "Hey, we are going to be down at the bar and grill across the street later this afternoon to celebrate my 21st. You should stop by and have some drinks with us," he offered, looking hopeful.

Lauren stared back. Was he flirting with her? "I, uh, have plans. But thank you for the offer." It was all she could get out.

"How about later tonight or tomorrow?"

This guy is nothing if not persistent. While thinking of a polite out, she heard another, deeper voice coming from behind her.

"I thought we were going to the movies tonight?" the voice asked. Shading her eyes with one hand and squinting to see who the voice belonged to, the outline of another figure appeared, towering above her.

"Sorry, are you talking to me?" Lauren asked, trying desperately to get her eyes to adjust.

Seeing she was having difficulty with the blinding light, the newcomer positioned his large frame in front of the sun, helping her eyes to lock on the man standing directly in front of her. Yellow trunks. It was the guy with the Bastion sports car. 

"Aren't we going to the movies tonight?" he repeated, winking at Lauren and subtly nodding towards Tommy.

"Yeessss," Lauren replied slowly, catching on. "That's right, sorry, that's what my plans were," she said apologetically to her would-be suitor.

The young man smiled slyly at the older one, then turned and tossed the ball back to his friends. "Maybe some other time then," he said, walking back to the pool. 

Lauren looked back at the gentleman who had appeared so suddenly, a bit of concern on her face. Sensing her apprehension, he smiled his warmest smile and introduced himself. "I apologize. What am I thinking? You don't know who I am. How creepy this must be for you. I'm Jack. I live on the 31st floor." 



Something about the guy's mannerisms put her at ease, so much so she decided now to offer her name. "I'm Lauren. I see what you did there. Thank you." 

"I saw your friend watching you the minute you walked through the pool gate," Jack offered, "so I figured it would just be a matter of time. He used one of the oldest tricks in the books, didn't he? Not my style." 

Lauren laughed. "And your style is?"

"Riding up on my trusty steed and playing knight in shining armor, of course," he quipped. 

"Does it work?"

"You tell me."

Lauren blushed. This was not at all what she had anticipated when she decided to get some sun. After a couple awkward moments, she continued the conversation. "So...31, huh? Isn't that where the penthouses start?"

"That's right," Jack confirmed, taking a sip of water. 

"Fancy," Lauren smiled.

"It serves its purpose."

"Nice car, too. Do you drive it often?"

Jack smiled back and explained, "I work from my home office most of the time, so not much, but it is fun to drive. When I do need to go to the office, I usually just catch a ride. Besides, this wonderful neighborhood, it has two grocery stores, great food and drink, galleries. Everything within walking distance."

Jack seized the opportunity to sit down on the lounge next to his neighbor's. From behind his dark sunglasses, he gazed at the woman lying in the shimmering blue one-piece before him. Compact, petite body, toned legs, great abs, not in her 50s like him, probably early to mid-thirties. Nice package.

"Maybe you'd like to go for a ride sometime? In the Bastion, I mean."

Lauren blushed again and gently deflected. "Your offer is very flattering. It's a beautiful machine and all, but I don't think my husband would much care for me cruising around with another man in such an expensive car."

"I get it," Jack laughed. "Will your husband be coming to the pool soon? I'd like to meet him."

"Unfortunately, no. We are moving down from Des Moines, and he stayed to finish some business. We're in transition right now. I'm sure he'll be coming down to visit soon. I can introduce you then."

"Perfect," Jack said, watching the now rather loud game of water polo in the pool. "Well, it was genuinely nice to meet you. I hope you have a wonderful rest of your weekend, Lauren." 

"You as well."

Jack made the long walk back to where his towel was laid out. Lauren leaned into the chaise and shook her head. What was with Miami? First, a stranger gropes her butt in a bar, then college boys with raging hormones ogle her, one of them trying to pick her up. And now some rich guy flirting with her. She hadn't seen that much attention aside from Corey in two decades. Admittedly, it made her feel good, since she didn't get much in the way of validation these days. And if Lauren was completely honest with herself, the attention was starting to make her feel a bit horny. A surprise, since it had been a very long time since she felt aroused in the absence of her husband. This felt peculiarly exciting.

+++++

Lauren and Amy could not have had a better time at dinner where they resumed their conversation. So much so that it turned into regular weekend outings to sample different restaurants and bars. As their friendship grew, the two seemed to tolerate well their obvious differences. Amy was in all her youthful glory and had an exuberant personality which just oozed sexuality. Lauren was more demure, content to have already sowed her wild oats years ago. Amy tended to dress provocatively, clearly advertising her assets, which prompted endless invitations to dance. Lauren dressed conservatively, happily playing the married "wing-man", satisfied to either dance with Amy alone or guard a coveted table. That is not to say Lauren was ignored. On the contrary, she could have filled her dance card plenty of times, but always chose to gracefully decline. 

This latter behavior frustrated Amy a bit. As much as she liked her new friend, she had to shake her head when Lauren begged off offers from men to dance. She wanted her to loosen up and enjoy herself. "Dancing with a guy doesn't mean you have to fuck him," Amy had told Lauren in her straightforward, no filter manner. She didn't push too hard though, wanting to respect her friend's boundaries. Lauren realized Amy was just trying to be helpful, but she felt guilty enough as it was, going out and exploring new places while Corey was sitting at home alone watching TV. 

+++++

Lauren and Corey continued to talk on the phone every day. It had now been eight weeks since he had left, and their desire to be together was excruciating. Knowing there was to be a lull in his construction project over the upcoming Labor Day weekend, they made plans for him to fly down so they could spend the three days together. He wanted the visit to be special, so they browsed Miami's upcoming events for festivals or concerts to coincide with his stay. 

Lauren mentioned there was a pub crawl that weekend, complete with street vendors and stages promoting local musicians. Both agreed that would be a perfect way to reconnect, and as a bonus, it was within walking distance from the apartment. Corey booked his flight immediately, and Lauren purchased two tickets to the Saturday event. Neither could wipe the smiles off their faces. It was clear they were both very much looking forward to seeing each other.

Lauren decided to update her wardrobe with a Miami flare, with a specific emphasis on finding something fetching to wear on the pub crawl. She knew Corey was forever encouraging her to show off her body, which Lauren usually dismissed as part of his silly kinks. This time, however, she really wanted to show him her appreciation for working long hours and being stuck in dreary Iowa. If dressing a little risqué would make him happy - and perhaps buy five more minutes of his hard penis inside her - so much the better. Unfortunately, Lauren had not been in the "slut wear" department for a very long time. She only remembered Corey having a penchant for thigh high stockings and stiletto heels, but beyond that, she needed help. And she knew exactly who to ask.

+++++

That week, Lauren and Amy spent their lunch hours browsing the area apparel stores. Bright and colorful clothing seemed to be the trend in Miami. After finding some cute pedal pushers and maxi dresses, she started drifting into the more daring sections of the stores, much to Amy's delight. Nothing, however, appealed to Lauren's sensibilities. Then, on the day before Corey was to arrive, the women took a short cut through a small street on their way back to work. There, nestled between a smoke shop and a shoeshine stand, was a small clothing boutique with darkly tinted windows. Intrigued, Amy and Lauren pressed their faces to the windows, shielding their eyes from the sunlight to catch a glimpse inside. The two friends looked at each other. 

"You been here?" Lauren asked Amy. Silently shaking her head, the younger woman grabbed Lauren's hand and pulled her through the entrance. Their nostrils were greeted by an intense incense, reminding Lauren of the head shops she used to visit in the 1970s. The merchandise was primarily leather in nature. Skirts, tops, pants, and purses in all colors lined the walls, with several rows of clothing also displayed on 4-way fixtures throughout the tiny shop. After rummaging through most of the offerings, Amy stopped and removed a black lambskin leather miniskirt from a fixture. It had a delicate shimmer to it, with a snap in the back and gold zipper running down the entire side of the skirt. 

"You would look fantastic in this!" Amy bubbled. 

Lauren held it to her waist. It was clearly made for women with tiny hips and great-looking legs. On her, the bottom fell somewhere mid-calf. 

"Uh, I don't think so, Amy," Lauren protested. "My legs aren't 26 anymore." 

"Just try it on, please?" Amy begged, batting her eyes at her friend. "Trust me on this."

Lauren looked at Amy appreciatively, knowing she was only trying to help, then sauntered over to the dressing room, which was not more than a doorless area of the store with a curtain strung across it. Lauren shrugged off her work dress and wiggled into the tight skirt. She snapped it into place. The gold-plated side zipper extended from just below the waist band to the bottom of the skirt, allowing for one to show as much or little thigh as desired. Lauren lowered the zipper, closing it completely. The skirt was taut from hip to hip, and the back curved around the bump of her buttocks. In other words, it was a perfect fit. Much sexier than Lauren was used to, but it did look good on her toned body. Unfortunately, her legs, toned as they were, still presented a problem. 

"Amy, I..." Lauren started, and then stopped abruptly as Amy burst through the curtain as if on cue. She was now standing nearly naked in a room with her coworker. Lauren joked nervously that while the skirt fit well, it simply would not go with the lovely blue shade of her legs' veins. Amy considered this for a moment, then disappeared into the main area of the shop. Lauren continued looking in the dressing room's mirror, rotating, admiring how the skirt showed off her curves, especially her small round behind. It fit like a glove. Lauren compared it to some of the short leather skirts she had seen hookers wear in the movies. Corey would certainly take notice of her in this. I bet Jack would even extend another offer to ride in his snazzy sports car, she chuckled to herself. Lauren shook her head. "I'm almost fifty. I have no business wearing this," she said aloud. Just as she was talking herself out of the skirt, Amy came rushing back in with several other articles of clothing and a box of shoes. 

"I don't think this is my speed," Lauren continued her protest. Amy gave her friend the once over.

"Nonsense, you look super-hot in leather. You just need to accessorize!"

Amy guided Lauren to a small stool in the corner of the room and sat her down. The younger woman pulled her own skirt up slightly, allowing her to kneel in front of her friend. Gently lifting Lauren's left leg, she took a pair of black nylons from a package and slowly threaded the left foot into the opening and proceeded to unroll it the length of the leg. It was a very sexy thigh high with a black lace top. Lauren recoiled slightly as Amy's hands pulled the nylon top high on her thigh, snapping it into place. Amy let her fingers linger for a few moments, causing the older woman to raise an eyebrow. Was Amy looking at her skirt, or up her skirt? Continuing with the second stocking, Amy pulled it up and onto the right leg. Finished, she held up another prize found on her scavenger hunt. It was a tiny gunmetal mesh crop top, which was sure to show off Lauren's tight abs. 

"You wear this outfit and Corey will jump your bones on the spot. I guarantee it."

Eying the top warily, Lauren stammered, "I...I don't know, Amy. I mean, you can see right through it."

Amy sighed. "You wear a bralette underneath, dummy. C'mon, you said you wanted to make a statement. I can assure you; this makes a statement." 

"I think the statement is I'm a hooker."

"So the fuck what? You'll be Corey's concubine for a night, big deal. Men eat that shit up," Amy said assuredly. "Believe me, every single one of them wants an angel in church and a whore in bed."

Before Lauren could react, Amy was beside her, pulling the top over her head and smoothing it down around her friend's arms and breasts. The small lattice work of the mesh was truly transparent. From behind Lauren, Amy laid her chin on a shoulder, and placed warm hands on her friend's tummy. Lauren could feel Amy's hot breath on her cheek.

"And if Corey doesn't buy what you're selling, maybe I will," Amy whispered in her ear, lightly tracing her forefingers across Lauren's bare, well-defined abdominal muscles. Lauren felt heat build between her legs. Facing the mirror together, their eyes locked on each other's reflection for what seemed an eternity. Amy continued to caress Lauren's exposed skin. She swore Amy's piercing sapphire eyes were able to see into her very soul. Why was she getting wet? It was one of the most surreal moments Lauren had ever experienced. 

Amy finally broke the silence. "And the piece de resistance," she proclaimed, twisting away and dramatically pulling a pair of three-inch black leather corset heels out of the shoe box. They resembled a traditional body corset and similarly laced up the front of the foot and tied high above the ankle. The heels themselves were a bit blockier than stilettos, but still had the same sex appeal. After all, one had to still be able to dance in them. Gently slipping them onto Lauren's feet, she proceeded to lace up and tie them off. 

"There," Amy grinned, helping Lauren rise to her feet. "You said Corey had a thing for stockings and heels, right? This will knock his socks off!"

Lauren looked at herself in the mirror. Her friend wasn't wrong; Corey would salivate. She looked many years younger, with jet-black hair falling over her small breasts swaying loosely under the sheer metallic mesh crop top, black leather skirt hugging curvy hips, skintight thigh highs, finished off with goth-like corset heels. This outfit was pure danger. 

"Well, what do you think? Will he like it?"

Still reeling from the moment - was it a moment? - the two had just shared, Lauren replied slowly, "I, um, yes, I think he will love this. I suppose I can be his whore for one night. Give his kinks some life." Her eyes shut. Did she just say that out loud?

"That's the spirit!" Amy roared. "We'll break you out of that shell yet. Now c'mon, we have to get back to work."

Lauren changed back into her work dress and paid for the clothing. Pleased with the purchases, the two friends hurried happily down the street towards their firm's office building. It was a happiness that was not to last.

+++++

"Damn it, Corey," Lauren cried into the phone that evening. "Can't you get someone else to do it?"

Corey knew his wife would be upset; it was better to remain silent and listen to her vent. He had learned earlier in the day that HVAC work on the medical center was being moved up to the holiday weekend. The huge chillers had to be flown over the building for installation and the large Huey helicopter would only be available that Sunday. He would have to stay in town. 

"I'm really sorry. I have no choice," Corey lamented. 

Lauren sat back on the couch in her apartment and sighed. She was used to him working crazy hours. "I understand, it's just that it's been two months, Corey! Two months! I need you here with me!"

"I need you too. I'll make it up to you, I promise."

"I know, but now I'm stuck with a hundred dollars in non-refundable pub crawl tickets."

"Yeah, I was really looking forward to that too. Can you sell them?"

"It's in two days. I doubt it. And I'm not going to stand on a street corner like some scalper."

Corey thought for a moment. "How about taking Amy? I'm thinking a pub crawl is right up her alley."

Lauren closed her eyes in defeat. She really had wanted this to be her and Corey's big night out, alone. The couple sat silently for a couple minutes, commiserating telepathically. 

Finally, Lauren opened her eyes. "I suppose I can ask her to go with me. It sure would be a waste of money otherwise." Eyes watering a bit, she added, "And I had even bought a new outfit for the crawl."

"You did?" Corey asked curiously. "Can I see it?"

"I don't know, it was a surprise and all," Lauren said, sighing heavily. "Should probably wait until you're here."

"Please?"

She paused. "Give me a second."

A few minutes passed and Corey's phone lit up with a photo message. Lauren was wearing the outfit she purchased that day, obviously taken using the mini tripod he had given to her as a birthday present. Hands on hips and one leg bent in a model's pose. Corey's eyes widened when he saw her. Another photo arrived, and then another. Lauren was showing off from all angles, the front, sides, and rear. A royal purple bralette clearly showed through the gunmetal black mesh top, and much of her mid-section was exposed. And the black leather skirt, and those stockings and heels! She reminded him of some porn stars he had beaten off to over the years. The last photo arrived showing his wife with one foot on the bed, bending over to adjust the corset heels. 

"Fuck me," Corey exclaimed aloud. He quickly called Lauren back.

"Like what you see?" she answered the phone playfully. 

"Who are you and what did you do with my wife?"

Lauren giggled.

"You look like a goddess," Corey exclaimed.

"You mean like a hooker." 

"No, but very erotic just the same. You are so hot. Can you send more pictures?"

"Down tiger. These go back in the closet until you are here."

Corey grew silent, then spoke. "No don't. You should still wear them to the pub crawl."

"What? Hell no, Corey!" Lauren fired back into the phone. "Why would you want me to do that?"

An eerie silence fell over the two. Slowly, Lauren had an epiphany. Guardedly, she asked, "It's because you want men to look at me wearing that, isn't it?"

Corey stared into his lap, his cock twitching. 

Lauren's eyes narrowed and her voice turned dark. "It's part of your weird fantasy, isn't it? The only reason you'd want me to go out wearing those clothes without you is so I'd get hit on. Am I right?" 

"Lauren, I just want you to be happy."

"Oh, so it's all about me huh? It's not like you wouldn't get off thinking of your wife being ogled in bars."

Her husband said nothing.

"I know the depths of your soul, remember? Hello? It's me! I've listened to all those stories. I'm right, aren't I?" Lauren demanded.

"Maybe a little," her husband croaked. He knew she was getting upset, but the conversation was so arousing. 

"Uh huh. I thought so. And I bet you wouldn't want them to stop there, would you? No, you'd really get off if I danced with them, allowed them to put their hands on me. Am I right?"

Nothing.

Lauren was clearly miffed. "Maybe you could jerk off thinking of me making out with them in some dirty alleyway, too!" 

Corey could no longer mask the flood of emotions flowing through him as he listened to his wife talk this way. "YES! Lauren, I'm sorry, but yes."

The two sat in silence for what seemed an eternity.

Finally, Lauren spoke. "Okay, I'll do it," she said flatly.

Corey coughed. "Uh, you mean take Amy to the crawl with you?"

"Yes, and I'll wear the outfit. The one I bought. Only I won't be wearing it for you, I'll be wearing it for other men."

Corey suddenly felt a pang of jealousy instantly mix with his excitement. His dick was fully erect now. He gasped audibly.

"You seem to like that idea, don't you?" Lauren asked sarcastically, not knowing if she loved or hated her husband at that exact moment.

"I just want you to be happy. To be satisfied. That's all I ever want."

"You have a strange way of showing it."

Having had enough of that particular conversation, Lauren ended the call without saying goodbye and sank back into the couch. She wanted more than anything to make her husband happy, to meet his emotional needs, but she didn't understand this fetish which he seemed to be taking to new heights. Lauren was horny too, but she wanted that itch to be scratched by Corey. Well, and The Chairman. Her head spinning, she dialed Amy's number and asked her to the pub crawl. Amy felt sorry for her friend, knowing how much she was looking forward to going with her husband. 

"I'll go with you on one condition," the younger woman said. "That you get up off your ass and dance. And not just with me. You don't have to go home with anyone, but you need to live a little, and hopefully I'll be busy with some cute stud of my own." 



Lauren thought for a few moments, remembering the conversation with Corey. Jeez, did everyone want to see her with another man? She smiled. "Yeah, I'll dance myself right out of my shoes." 

"That a girl. See you Saturday." 

+++++

Corey stared at his phone after the call disconnected. She hung up on him. That was not a good sign. He may have taken things too far. Why couldn't he just leave well enough alone?  Corey flipped back through her text messages. Those photos were beyond hot. Lauren was a spectacular piece of ass. There was no doubt she would be hit on wearing those clothes. He had stolen her away from all those college cocksmen years ago, did he really want to give her back now? His thoughts were in disarray, but his dick grew rigid as he looked through the photos again. Aroused, he began masturbating to his wife adorned in the courtesan clothing, as images of men leering at her began to play in his mind. It was not long before he spilled his seed into a waiting tissue.

+++++

Amy arrived a little after nine on the night of the pub crawl. Lauren was still in her robe but marveled at how beautiful her friend appeared. A simple pink long sleeve mini-dress accented Amy's 34-C breasts perfectly, providing plenty of side-boob glimpses. The dress reached to just below her buttocks - there was no hint of panty lines - and the look was finished off by matching two-inch open toed heels. Lauren popped open the wine she had bought earlier. "You look beautiful, Amy," she said, offering her friend one of the wine glasses. "Just give me a moment to get dressed."

Lauren closed her bedroom door and looked to the ottoman where two potential outfits lay. A modest blue high neck dress, and a denim skirt with a simple cotton blouse. Standard Lauren wear. Her eyes fell on a familiar bag in the corner of the room. It was the clothing from the boutique. She thought about Corey. They had not spoken since she had hung up on him. Lauren felt really bad about that. Here he was working over the weekend and she was getting ready to go clubbing. Her heart began to soften. So what if he had a little kink that kept him going in that big house all alone? Was that really so bad? Was there really any harm in wearing this outfit and teasing him like he wanted? It wasn't like she was planning to cheat. And who knows, it might even be a bit of naughty fun for her. Seemed everyone these days were getting cheap thrills somehow, why not her? Lord knows she had seen evidence in the last couple months that she still had game. Maybe it was time to start enjoying that attention. Corey certainly did not seem to mind. And she could fan the flames by sending him pictures during the evening. It could be fun!

Lauren walked over to her purse and fished out her phone. She pressed Corey's name in the contacts and put the device to her ear.

"Hi," Corey answered cautiously.

"Hi," Lauren replied softly. "I'm getting ready to go on the pub crawl and I just wanted to tell you I'm sorry for hanging up on you the other night."

"Um. That's okay," Corey conceded, "I guess I need to dial things back on my end. I'm sorry too."

"You should never dial back your feelings," Lauren asserted. "I don't want you to do that. I love you no matter what."

"I love you too. Sometimes I come on a bit strong. I think this isolation is affecting me. I hope you have a good time tonight. It should be fun with Amy." 

"Yes, it should be. I miss you not being here. Look for pics of the bands and...other stuff." Lauren looked over at the leather skirt and heels on the bed. Taking a deep breath, she added, "I'll be wearing the outfit you like."

Corey felt his pulse quicken. "You don't have to do that if you're not comfortable. I was talking stupid."

"I don't think you think that for one minute. You know exactly what you are asking for."

"You got angry, though."

"I'm over that. I can take care of myself."

"I know."

Lauren thought for a moment. "Let me ask you: did you get worked up seeing me in those clothes the other night?"

"You know I did. How could I not?"

"So, you know other men may have the same reaction, right?"

"Yes."

"And you are okay with that?"

"Yes."

Lauren could tell his excitement was welling and decided to ratchet things up. "You know, you'll need to live with whatever happens as a result of me parading around in this...this costume. Some of those men may be very good looking, Corey...and very persuasive." She suppressed a chuckle, wanting him to think she was serious. At this point she was simply playing a game. His game. 

A moment later, Corey managed to speak. "I want you to be happy, and if that makes you happy, then I just ask that you be transparent with me."

"You know I will," Lauren replied tenderly. "Corey?"

"Yes?"

"Be honest with me. Is it all about my happiness, or do you get a kick out of this too?" she asked, already knowing the answer. 

The word "too" didn't escape him. He smiled. His cock hardened. "You go have fun and live a little, okay?"

"I will try," Lauren assured him. "I certainly will try."

+++++

Twenty minutes later Lauren emerged from the bedroom. Amy nearly dropped the wine bottle she was holding, astonished to see her friend wearing the risqué clothing they had picked out earlier in the week. Her eyes drifted from the corset-style high heels, up Lauren's well-defined legs in the tight, sheer, dark thigh high stockings, attached to small curvy hips wrapped by the taut black leather skirt. Lauren had thrown on a frilly lace purple bralette under the gun-metal mesh crop top and topped it off with a silver metal choker. 

"Are you fucking kidding me?" Amy exclaimed. "You're going to wear that tonight? Without Corey on your arm?"

"Yes," Lauren answered, matter-of-factly, pouring herself a glass of wine. "Corey insisted I wear it since I had already bought it for the crawl."

"Uh, yeah, but has he actually fucking seen it?"

"Yep. Sent him a whole bunch of pictures with me posing."

Amy downed her drink in one swallow. "You're serious, aren't you?"

"As a heart attack," Lauren answered, beaming a wide smile back at her friend.

The younger woman poured herself another glass of wine. "Whatever. He must have a screw loose." 

Lauren coughed and looked down at the floor. You have no idea.

"Well, I have to say, you look absolutely off the chain," Amy said convincingly as the two women took their wine to the couch. 

After some small talk, Amy looked her friend in the eyes. "I'm sorry, but I have to ask. Most guys, especially husbands, would not want their woman wearing that outfit on the town without them. Seriously, it's like throwing the lamb into the lion's den. What gives?"

Lauren looked down at the carpet again in silence, sipping her wine. The only noise was Amy tapping her wine glass.

"It has something to do with his kinks, doesn't it?

Lauren choked on the wine she was swirling in her mouth. She swallowed hard. "Um...what kinks would those be?" 

"You mentioned at the boutique you could be his whore for a night and give his kinks some life," Amy reminded her.

"I did?"

"Yeah, you did," Amy tilted her head gently. "Look, I don't want to pry where you don't want me to, but you've become my best friend and I want to help where I can. If it's something you don't want to share, that's okay too, but you have to admit it would raise anyone's curiosity."

Lauren looked gratefully at Amy, smiled, and took her hand. "You're my best friend too." After swallowing the last bit of wine in her glass, she continued.

"I don't expect you to relate to this at 26, but older couples sometimes need help during intimate moments to..."

"Cum," Amy finished for her.

Lauren nodded. "So, when we make love, Corey helps get me there by making up pretty tall tales. Some of them are out there."

Amy grinned. "This is getting good." 

Lauren tensed up. "Yeah, I've said too much already." 

"Sorry, just trying to lighten the mood. Please go on. Just how out there?"

Lauren poured another glass of wine and took a deep breath. "You know, threesomes, stuff like that."

"That's it? Just threesomes? He needs to sharpen his imagination. With guys or girls?"

Lauren looked at Amy. "Both."

"Uh huh. And this helps you guys get off? Do you like these imaginary lovers too, or is it just Corey getting his jollies?"

Lauren took a drink, then smirked into her glass.

Amy laughed. "I see. There's a lot more to you than meets the eye. So, I get the whole fantasy angle. What's with him wanting you to go out dressed like that?" 

Lauren sighed, took yet another sip, and went on to explain how, since Corey had left, he'd been taking the talk to a new level, where he had actually given her permission to have sex with someone else. 

"No shit?" Amy said, raising an eyebrow. It was more a comment than a question. "So, are you?"

Laughing, Lauren threw her head against the couch. "I'm not that much into it."

"But the clothes..."

Lauren shrugged, "Look, he's sitting there in Des Moines working his ass off and streaming movies to watch alone at night. I'm here in Miami, going out to dinner with you, hitting bars every now and then. If this gives him a thrill, fine. I'll play his game."

Amy cocked her head to the other side. "And you?"

"Well, I guess it wouldn't hurt my ego if someone notices me, either. Cheap thrill and all that." 

"Oh, don't worry, plenty of guys will notice. Women too. You are going to be a royal cock tease." Amy took a drink, then asked, "Do you think your husband wants to be a cuckold?"

"What's a cuckold?" Lauren's eyes narrowed. She'd never heard the term.

Amy grabbed her phone and did a quick online search. She leaned in close to her friend and recited the definition that came up. "A man who knows his wife is being unfaithful, and either encourages it or tolerates it, and finds sexual gratification in knowing. Many times accompanied by humiliation, scorn from the wife, and bisexual tendencies towards her lover." 

"Oh no way, that's definitely not Corey," Lauren retorted. "He's definitely not gay and I would never humiliate him. His stories never go there. Plus, they're only fantasies, we've never done even the regular threesome stuff." 

"Interesting," Amy said nodding her head slowly, taking another drink. "Maybe he's just into sharing you. Wants you to be his hotwife." 

"I don't know what that is either," Lauren replied slowly, stumbling on her words. "Again, it's only a fantasy that...helps...sometimes. Christ, I've said too much already." She looked out the balcony window at nothing in particular. 

Amy suddenly grabbed her friend's hand and yanked her off the couch. "Well, if ol' Corey wants his wife to go out as eye candy, then let's really put some extra sugar on it," she decreed. Grabbing a makeup case out of her bag, Amy led Lauren into the bedroom and went to work, expertly highlighting Lauren's cheekbones, and darkening her eyebrows. She chose a metallic purple eye shadow and ruby red lipstick that would complement the bralette and mesh top perfectly. Standing back to admire her work, Amy smiled brightly. "If they ain't biting tonight, then the whole lot of them need to have their pulses checked!" Lauren looked in the vanity mirror, turning her head different angles. She thought of those fast girls back in high school. Yes, she had to admit, she looked good. More importantly, she felt good.

"Thank you, Amy! It's amazing how much a little makeup can dial things up," Lauren exclaimed. "But just to be clear, I'm not looking to get a bite, or a date. I just want to have fun and come home. Alone."

"Sure," Amy replied, "But you agree to leave frumpy Lauren home tonight, right? You'll dance if asked?"

"Yes," Lauren chuckled. "As long as he's not a creep."

As they were gathering their clutches, Amy gestured to Lauren's wedding ring. "You going to wear that too?"

Lauren looked down at her ring, fingering it. "I didn't think much about it. Why?"

Amy smiled. "No reason. May limit the number of dances you get, though." 

Lauren looked her friend warily. "I'm not looking to have my dance card filled. I said I'd dance if asked."

"I get it. No worries. I wasn't suggesting that you break your vows or anything. Most guys see the ring and figure there's a husband lurking somewhere and it's not worth it. Some guys, on the other hand..." Amy took another drink, briefly distracted by an incoming text from another friend. 

"Other guys what?" Lauren asked curiously. 

Amy looked up from her phone. "Sorry. Other guys find married women in a bar a challenge. The conquest is sweeter." 

Lauren laughed. "Well, that's an interesting theory, but I'll take my chances."

"Suit yourself," Amy said as they walked out of the apartment and into a waiting elevator. "But it's not just a theory."

++++

The two women made their way from the apartment to the main retail strip, a walk of about two blocks. They turned in their tickets for wristbands, which flagged them as part of the pub crawl and started at a few of the tamer bar and grill venues. Most of the patrons were dressed casually, making the friends stand out in their clubbing attire. Lauren noticed a few of the male diners had wandering eyes, a fact that also did not go unnoticed by those with female dinner companions. 

As the pair walked around the closed off streets, stopping to look at various sidewalk vendors, they were met with several appreciative nods from fellow male crawlers. More than a few times, as they passed a group of male friends, they sensed them turning around as they walked by, followed by imperceptible whispers. Lauren was not used to this kind of attention, but she knew what she was getting into so she couldn't complain. It actually felt pretty remarkable, being appreciated for her looks again by someone other than her husband. Amy took photographs with Lauren's phone as they walked from venue to venue, which Lauren promptly sent to Corey.

Corey was sitting in front of the television watching baseball when the first text messages came in. Incredible, he thought. She simply didn't look the same, showing so much skin, heavy makeup, and the metal choker! Her straight jet-black hair was glistening, bangs combed down over her eyes. More waif-like and harlot, than wife and mother. More pictures trickled in over the next hour, one showing Lauren looking at trinkets, one showing her holding a frosty drink, one dancing in front of a stage. Sometime later, Corey's phone dinged again. Lauren was now behind the stage next to three members of what appeared to be a hip-hop band, one of them standing directly behind her, massive black arms around those tanned abs, holding her tight. She was grinning from ear to ear. It was captioned "Band's got a new groupie". He assumed Amy added that. Corey's imagination began to work overtime. I guess she found her musicians after all. Was this just a quick photo op, or was she going to hang out with these guys? A knee slightly bent as she posed, the leather skirt was unzipped halfway up her calf, revealing the lacy tops of her thigh highs. The flash had illuminated the thin purple bralette beneath the mesh crop top, and with it, her small breasts. Lauren's nipples appeared quite hard, pressing against the lacy material. Corey swallowed and turned his attention back to the ball game. Shit.

+++++

Amy and Lauren bid the band goodnight shortly thereafter, wishing them luck on future gigs. They ducked into this bar and that, dancing to whatever genre of music the DJ happened to be playing. Rock, country, R&B it didn't matter, they just wanted to dance. After several hit and misses, they finally sauntered into another venue, just off the main strip. Noting that night's theme was 1970s disco, Lauren let out a whoop and led Amy directly out onto the dance floor. Fueled by booze, the two began to groove together, twirling each other about, and swaying to the beat of the music, seemingly oblivious to how sensual their movements were. They lit up the floor with the supremacy of their dancing, their laughter, and their spontaneity.

It did not take long for male patrons to take notice. Four songs in, two men appeared alongside them, matching the girls' moves, and introducing themselves as Allen and Brad. Lauren was apprehensive at first, but the alcohol and allure of the dancing eventually calmed her. As the dancing intensified, the gap between their bodies closed. Gradually, Brad spun Lauren away from the others. He was an excellent dancer, cute, and smelled nice. Lauren was a sucker for expensive cologne. Now very drunk and at ease, she began to let loose as Brad twirled and dipped her at every turn. It was so very much different than dancing with Corey, who more fumbled about than danced. They glided together effortlessly across the floor. As they worked up a sweat, Brad began to take some liberties with his hands, moving them up and down Lauren's sides and holding the exposed part of her hips just above her taut leather skirt. Already slightly aroused from being the object of many stares that evening, it didn't take much for the heat of the dance floor and the incredibly good-looking man now feeling her up to elevate her excitement. As Brad put Lauren's arms around his neck and drew her near, she could see Amy snapping photos of them. Immediately the conversations with Corey came rushing back. Good shot, Amy. This is what he wants, after all. He needs to see what he started. Gyrating her hips precisely in sync to the music, Lauren raised her arms above her head and clasp her hands together behind her head, causing her top to rise, barely covering the bralette underneath. Knowing Amy was taking pictures, she made a point of moving her body as provocatively as she knew how, circling Brad, hips thrusting dramatically, which caused her breasts to jiggle loosely under her bra's thin material. 

Brad continued to grind his crotch into the front of her skirt, his hands groping her buttocks through the sheepskin material. Although the show up to now had been for Corey, Lauren couldn't help feeling passion rise as she remembered what it was like to be sexy, to FEEL sexy. She gasped as his hands eventually inched up under her top but did nothing to stop him. When his fingers finally found her nipples through the thin bra, an electric shock traveled through her body, rocketing down between her legs. Lauren found herself pressing her small breasts into eager hands, while allowing her head to fall onto his shoulder. Her dance partner continued to hold her close, caressing her body. It was not until Brad reached under her skirt that Lauren decided things had gone far enough. She politely pushed him away, kissed him on the cheek, thanked him for the dance, and went to find Amy. She barely heard him utter the word "cocktease" while walking away. Been a long time since I've been called that. Didn't matter. She wasn't sure how far she was going to take Corey's kink tonight, but it certainly wasn't going to be on a dance floor in front of a hundred people. 

Upon finding Amy, the pair decided they should move on, so they slipped out a side door and headed down the main drag. To their disappointment, the remaining bars not yet visited were mostly taverns, with limited danceable music. Both had a great buzz going and neither wanted to call it a night. Amy suggested they head over to Club X to "get their freak on". While waiting for a taxi, she texted Lauren the photos she had taken in the last venue, pointing out that if Jake was at X, a nice photo-op of him dancing with Lauren might just be what the doctor ordered. Lauren blushed. Amy might be a bit too into this, she thought. Minutes later the women were on their way to the other side of the district. 



+++++ 

Minutes later the best friends glided past the club's doormen to the dismay of numerous waiting hopefuls. Feeling the effects of multiple cocktails, they were eager to get on the dance floor. Amy wasted no time pulling Lauren into the crowd. Song after song the two danced together with abandoned. The pair focused on their dance moves, rotating around each other, matching rhythms, bumping hips, and getting into the groove. Lauren snapped a couple selfies of the two dancing and sent them to Corey. 

As they whirled about, Lauren noticed several men and women in a dimly lit room high above everything else, affording a view of the entire club. A couple of the men appeared to be looking in their direction. Amy informed Lauren that was the owner's room, even more exclusive than a normal VIP area, accessed only by direct invitation of the owner. As if on cue, one of the men raised a glass in their direction. Amy waved back. "See those guys?" she asked. "The tall guy in the black button down is Max, the club's owner. The dude in the white blazer is Myles, Max's investor, our client, and the reason why we just breezed through the gate."

The ladies soon turned their attention back to dancing. After numerous songs - and quite a few seltzers later - the pair headed to the restroom to relieve themselves. While waiting in line they were approached by a burly security guard who bent down and whispered something in Amy's ear which Lauren could not hear. Amy nodded her head and turned to her friend, pointing towards the owner's suite. "Looks like they've invited us up to their place, so we don't have to wait in line to pee."

"Do you know them?" Lauren asked suspiciously.

Amy nodded. "Yeah, they're nice enough. Both single, so they can be a bit flirty, but always respectful. Nothing you can't fend off. That is, if you want to fend them off at all. Be warned, they are pretty smooth. And hot," Amy winked. "Want to go up?"

Lauren contemplated this through her buzz. She had to pee badly, that was certain. And it may be the only time she would have the chance to see the most exclusive part of the club. Plus, there were several other women and men in the room as well. It seemed safe enough.

"Sure," Lauren responded, and before she could ask Amy how she knew they were flirty, the guard parted the crowd like a machete and ushered them into a keyed off glass elevator which whisked them to the top level. It opened to a posh suite. After asking to use the private ladies' room, another large mountain of a man led them to a glass-encased room partitioned off from the rest of the suite. Seated on a large, plush peach colored couch were the club's owner and its largest investor. The men rose to greet them. Amy was dead on, Lauren thought. These guys look like they just walked out of a photoshoot. She was expecting the stereotypical middle-aged Miami rich dude with gold necklaces and rings, but these men were anything but. Rugged faces, square jaws, perfectly tailored clothes hanging on broad shoulders and trim waists. Hot and rich. 

"Welcome, ladies!" Max beamed at them. "Amy, so good to see you again!" he added, planting a kiss on the younger woman's cheek. "And who is your beautiful friend?"

"Hi Max, Myles," Amy replied, nodding at the firm's client. "This is Lauren Miller. She is our new chief office manager at Rekrap Industries."

After a round of handshakes, the foursome settled on the couch, the men taking seats at a respectable distance from their guests. Looking around, the room was every bit what Lauren thought a VIP room at a high-end club would look like. Dim lighting, specks of white LEDs on the ceiling simulating starlight, and lots of mirrors. As a scantily clad waitress handed out four glasses of champagne, she began to question her judgement in making the trip up the elevator. Only expecting to pee, she didn't anticipate ending up in a separate room with the owner and his friend. 

Any apprehension Lauren had was short lived as Max and Jonathan appeared to be gentlemen and quite content to just talk. Although powerful in the community, they were not only easy on the eyes but quite easy to talk to. Lauren quickly sensed Amy may have more than just a professional relationship with one or both of them. As the waitress ensured the drinks kept flowing, they spent the next hour discussing both the entertainment and boating industries. Lauren was captivated as her hosts described how they built up businesses in their respective areas, all the while acutely aware of their good looks and wonderful cologne, ingredients as intoxicating as the drinks in front of them. 

In due time, Amy ask for, and received, permission from Max to take pictures of the suite. After several general snaps of the room, she asked Max to scoot closer to Lauren, and proceeded to pose them: Max's left arm over Lauren's shoulders and Lauren's right hand on his inner thigh. This elicited surprised looks from both, but Amy grabbed the pics before they could react. She had to be fast, though, as Lauren was quick to remove her hand from Max's leg, blushing and looking at him sheepishly through her jet-black bangs. For his part, Max relaxed his arm around her shoulders, but did not remove it altogether. 

As Amy joined Myles back on the couch, he pulled a large joint from his blazer and lit it. Max instinctively pressed a button on a remote sitting atop the coffee table which caused the semi-transparent windows of the room to go pitch black. The blunt slowly made its way around, first to Max, then to Amy. Lauren hesitated briefly when it was her turn. Although not a stranger to weed, it had been quite a while since she had been high. Not wanting to be rude, she took a small toke and passed it back to Myles. Small tokes became larger ones, and by the time the roach was in the ashtray, all four were quite stoned. 

The conversation eventually split up, Max keeping Lauren intrigued with stories of bar brawls and his time as a bartender, while Amy and Myles moved to a smaller couch to discuss the latest yacht models. The handsome bar owner could not help but be infatuated with the woman sitting beside him. She was bright, could hold an intelligent conversation and was not shallow like some of his other bimbo patrons. Older, yet still with a smoking body which - given her attire - she obviously liked to show off. Max was bothered by one thing, however.

"A wedding ring?" he asked, gently taking Lauren's left hand and holding it up between them.

"Yes," Lauren replied, "28 years."

"Is your husband here tonight?"

"No, he...had to work," Lauren lied, not wanting to tell this stranger her husband was a thousand miles away.

"You seem like a very nice lady. Does he know you are out on the town in such, uh, provocative clothing?"

Lauren said nothing.

"Ah, then I assume he does know," Max replied, answering his own question. "That's cool." Leaning closer, he placed an index finger on Lauren's chin and slowly dragged it down across her mesh top, then to her exposed belly. She flinched slightly but did not pull away. 

"So, Mrs. Miller," Max continued. "I meet all sorts of characters in my line of business. Do you know what kind of man is okay with his wife dancing the night away in clothes that could make a dead man cum?" he asked, already knowing the answer. 

"I...I honestly don't know," Lauren said nervously, looking around for Amy, only to discover her and Myles had left the room. 

"I think you do," Max whispered, the hand on her belly making its way up her neck. He gently pulled her head towards his, gazing at the pretty face painted with make-up a porn star would be proud of. 

The marijuana had significantly lowered Lauren's inhibitions and she couldn't ignore her arousal as the hand of this gorgeous man gently caressed her neck. Why was she so horny tonight? 

A simple moan was all she could manage in response as he pulled her body to his, kissing her neck. Corey's game was getting real, she thought, and through the fog of the booze and weed, she was not yet willing to stop it. It felt too good. I warned you, Corey; its what you wanted. Felt up on the dance floor and now being seduced by a rich stranger. 

Their tongues swirled and darted about, dancing intertwined. The pair fell back into the plush couch, kissing. The handsome stranger probed her clothing, landing a hand under her mesh top. He slid two fingers beneath the bralette and grasp her small breasts. Fingering one nipple, then the other, Max expertly used his free hand to traverse her entire body. Lauren panted heavily as she caressed his hair with one hand, the other tantalizingly brushing his crotch. He moaned, cock stiffening beneath the linen pants. Breaking their kiss, he pushed Lauren's top and bra above her nipples, allowing the material to sit atop her breasts. Now with better access to those half-inch rigid erasers, Max attacked them with rapid flicks of the tongue. As Lauren's moans increased, he unzipped his slacks and placed her hand through the flaps and onto his growing cock. She knew she should put a stop to this before it crossed too many lines, but the pleasure was too great; too exotic. 

Max used her hand to pull his dick through the linen flaps, and once exposed, helped her to stroke it gently. Not the largest penis Lauren had ever seen, but it was warm, and beautiful, and oozed a small amount of pre-cum, which stuck to the inside of her fingers. She gripped the shaft harder, allowing her hand to traverse its entire length, from the tip of its slit, to the tangled mess of pubic hair at its base. The faster she jacked him, the slippery it became. Minutes past, frozen in time, as their passion began to flare. Max began pushing Lauren's head down towards his cock, hoping to swap her hand for those glistening, ruby red lips. 

"Isn't that why Amy took our picture together?" he breathed heavily into her ear. "So you could share the experience later with your hubby? That's what you set out to do tonight, isn't it? To accommodate your fantasy?"

That was a mistake on his part. My fantasy echoed loudly in Lauren's brain and cut through the fog like a beam of light. She sat up on the couch and scooted away.

"Ohhhhh, no! It's not MY fantasy," she objected defiantly. 

Max looked surprised but remained calm as he adjusted his crotch. "I take it, then, you aren't as into the wife sharing concept as he is?"

"I'm sorry, Max, I can't do this. This whole thing is a mistake," Lauren babbled. "I just don't know. My husband, he has this thing, and he works so hard, I wanted to give him a thrill. And..and...oh god, it DID feel naughty. I was enjoying it, but now... I've been nothing but a tease to not one, but two guys now, and I feel...feel horrible. I should have never agreed to dressing like a hooker in public. This isn't me."

Max sat back on the couch and looked at the woman rambling next to him. Smiling, he gently corrected her. "Well, for one, believe me when I say you don't look exactly like a hooker. You are, however, dressed like a woman who is out to get laid. That much is true." He grabbed a flute of champagne from the table and took a drink. "And you are saying you aren't?"

"I...I don't know," Lauren sighed. "I just don't think I'm ready."

Max thought for a moment, then nodded. "I would agree with that. Look, I think you're smoking hot, intelligent, beautiful...the whole package. I would love to help you and your husband fulfill a fantasy one day. I honestly thought that's what I was doing here tonight. Make no mistake, it's not all altruistic on my part, right? My reward is obvious. But it would have to be your thing as well. No one should be forced to have sex without being all in." He helped Lauren stand from the couch and smooth out her clothing. 

"Tell you what, how 'bout we just forget about our little make out session tonight?" Max offered. 

Lauren nodded, relieved. 

"However," the club owner said as he held her chin, "if it ever becomes something you want, it will make me very happy to be part of it." 

He understands, she thought. He could have pushed for more, been a jerk, but he didn't. Not at all. 

Just then Amy came roaring back into the room, addressing Max. "Dude, your friend is in the other room passed out," she laughed. "What a lightweight." Her smile quickly faded as she realized she had just interrupted a poignant moment. "Uh, everything okay?" she asked.

Lauren smiled at Max. "Yep, couldn't be better," she told Amy. "Just making plans with an old friend." Max beamed at her. 

As the women made their way towards the elevator to exit the suite, Amy looked over her shoulder at the bar owner with a quizzical look. He simply shrugged, grinned, and lit the roach in the ashtray.

+++++

Amy stared at her friend as they waited outside the club for a taxi. "Just when you think you know someone. Me thinks your life is even more complicated than mine," she speculated.

"I doubt that," Lauren mused, still enjoying her high. 

"You going to tell me what happened?"

"Maybe," Lauren smirked. 

Amy couldn't resist. "Well, I'm guessing you are two for two tonight in the blue balls department. Hell, do you want to go see what ol' Jake is doing?" she needled. "I still have the condoms I came with - or didn't come with - as the case may be."

"Stop it, you're not funny!" Lauren swatted at her friend, trying to keep her balance as the cab pulled up.

+++++

Five minutes later the two women tried to enter the lobby of Lauren's building acting as normal as possible. They failed miserably. The on-duty concierge tried to conceal a chuckle as the duo looked every bit like potato sack race partners trying to stay upright. Hearing him, Amy looked at him lustily, and blurted out, "What's the matter, never seen lesbians before?" With that she leaned over and planted a soulful kiss on Lauren's lips, causing the latter to fall to the floor giggling. The concierge ran quickly over and helped his guest to her feet. 

"Do you need help getting to your apartment, Mrs. Miller?" he asked, looking quite concerned. He didn't want any residents getting hurt on his watch.

"Oh, I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you, Charlie?" Amy said noticing his name tag. "Get to see a couple carpet munchers in action, eh?"

"Shut UP, Amy," Lauren giggled, pulling her friend to the elevators. "I have to live here."

The ride up on the elevator caused both women to become even more lightheaded. Stumbling into the apartment, Amy headed for the open wine bottle in the refrigerator. "Mind if I have some more wine?" she asked.

Lauren plopped down on the couch near the television and turned on some blues music while unlacing and removing her corset heels. It's easy vibes sounded good after the thump, thump, thump from the speakers in the clubs. "Well, it's obvious you aren't driving anywhere, so feel free." This elicited a delighted whoop from her friend.

Amy poured two glasses, handed one to Lauren and fell onto the couch next to her. After a few minutes of swaying her head to the music, she turned to Lauren. 

"Okay, spill it sister. What happened between you and Max while I was out of the room?"

"A girl doesn't tell," Lauren grinned. Jesus, she was so high.

"Don't hand me that shit. Did you make Corey's kink come true or not?"

"NO! Nothing like that happened."

"You sure about that? I could swear I saw some lipstick on his face."

"Maybe we made out a little."

"Uh huh," Amy smirked. "Did you fuck him?" Always the blunt one, she.

"AMY! Stop. No!" Lauren exclaimed, looking at the time on her phone. Half past three. She remembered she had not yet messaged Corey that she was home. 

Firing off a quick text, she sank back in the couch, allowing the easy buzz to take over. 

"Hey, I'm just saying, Max is pretty damn cute."

He certainly is, Lauren thought. 

"What do you think Corey is doing?" Amy asked.

Lauren was about to say that he was likely sleeping when a reply to her text came.

COREY: Hi babe. Just watching a movie. Must have fallen asleep. 

Amy moved closer to Lauren, cuddling alongside. Seeing her friend's husband was still awake, she prodded, "We should send those pics of you and Max...and, that guy, whatever his name was at the club."

"You think?" Lauren asked.

"Why not? You agreed to wear all this eye candy to appease Corey's, uh, kink, right? Maybe you feel sorry for him stuck in another state all alone, I don't know, don't really care. But what good was it to get all dolled up, get felt up, make out with one of the wealthiest guys in Miami, take pics along the way, if you aren't going to SHARE this with the very guy who put you up to it? I mean, give him a good backstory. Isn't that the exact thrill he is looking for?" 

Lauren thought hard about Amy's reasoning. She was right. After all, that's ultimately why she agreed to wear this outfit. To attract and tease. What purpose did it serve to wear it and not follow up? 

Amy saw Lauren's wheels turning, prompting her to pick up her friend's phone from the coffee table. "Call him. It's your turn to tell the naughty story."

"What? I can't make up stuff on the fly. I don't talk that way, plus I'd be too embarrassed."

"You leave that to me." Amy insisted. "It wouldn't be the first time I've been involved in phone sex." 

"Somehow I'm not surprised." 

"Screw you. Call him. I'll feed you what to say. It'll be fun."

Lauren leaned back, closing her eyes. Could she really do that? Admittedly, she was drunk and, truth be told, pretty damn horny from the evening. Corey had been pestering her to play on the phone after all, so if she was ever going to do it, it was now or never. 

The petite wife took the phone from Amy's hand, scrolled through her photos, and fired off those of her to Corey. Fluffing her hair like a prize fighter shaking his arms before a match, she dialed her husband's number and put the phone on speaker. "I know I'm going to regret this."

Corey answered on the fifth ring. She was right; he'd been asleep.

"Hi there," Corey croaked. "Everything alright? You home now?"

Lauren sighed. "Yes, everything's fine."

"It's late. Did you have a good time?" he asked, not sure if he wanted to know the answer. 

"Uh, yes, I had a very good time," Lauren replied unsteadily, trying to add some mystery to her voice. 

"I want to hear about it, hold on." Corey said, stacking pillows behind his back. "I saw the pics you sent earlier. You looked really hot, babe."

"Oh, thank you. I, uh...I felt hot too," Lauren said stalling for time. Amy rolled her eyes and spun her hand around. Keep it moving. 

Lauren continued. "We went to a few bars. Standard stuff, good food. Amy's a lot of fun. You'd like her."

"I see you met some musicians. That young pup didn't get you into any trouble, did she?" Corey asked. 

Amy stifled a laugh and typed a reply. Lauren recited it.

"Well, depends on what you mean by trouble. But thank you for talking me into wearing the new outfit. It sure did get the attention you thought it would."

"What's that supposed to mean?" 

"Did you see the pics I just sent you?"

Silence followed as Corey scrolled through his messages. 

"Shit, Lauren, what did you do?"

Lauren waited for the next text from Amy to pop up. It finally did. 

"Let's just say I wasn't exactly lonely this evening. Lots of very good dance partners."

"You danced? With guys?" Corey asked softly.

Type, type, type.

"Well, of course, you wouldn't want me to be unfriendly, would you? Isn't me being chummy what you wanted?"

"I..I guess," Corey stammered, unsure of where this was going.

"That's good, because they were definitely affectionate," Lauren repeated Amy's words as the texts appeared on her screen, adding a giggle for effect. NICE! Amy mouthed.



"They were?"

Lauren and Amy smiled at each other. They had his attention now. Amy snuggled up closer. 

Type, type, type. 

"Some of them got a bit handsy, babe. You know that top is so short, it leaves nothing to the imagination. My...breasts...(Amy's text had "tits", which Lauren ignored) jiggled freely under that thin bra. It attracts fingerprints like a cheap phone screen. And that skirt is so short, some of them tried touching the tops of my stockings."

Chase sat in his bed in stunned silence. He looked back at the photos. Damn! She actually did let other guys...touch her. He pressed for more. "Did they...did they touch your stockings? Did you like it?"

Type, type, type. 

"You know, I enjoyed it more than I thought I would. It made me feel so sexy, more than I have in a long time, and so alive. And I have you to thank for that. Yes, I had to undo my skirt zipper to give them a bit more access, but their fingers finally found the tops of my stockings. They were very naughty boys."

Corey dwelled on this for a moment. He started to feel jealous, pondering Lauren's words. Then started laughing. "Jesus Christ, babe, you must be completely lit up. I've never heard you talk that way EVER. I'm not sure what's got into you, but whatever you've been drinking tonight, I need to buy it by the case. Please keep going. Who are those guys, really?" 

He had taken the bait. Amy reached over and muted Lauren's phone. "It's showtime, lover. Give him what he wants to hear." 

Type, type, type. Lauren's phone lit up brightly in the darkened room with Amy's next text.

"It must have been the booze, I guess. I was getting really drunk. I never felt so much passion while dancing. Especially during the slow songs when their hands could roam all over my body."

Amy gave Lauren a thumb's up.

"You must have been getting quite horny," Corey replied, playing along.

Type, type, type. 

Lauren looked down at the text, then at Amy, who was now leaning her head against Lauren's shoulder. 

"I um, got so...uh, wet," Lauren repeated the text slowly. "My thong did nothing to keep my...ah, eh, juices from running out of my...uh, vagina." Amy looked up at her friend and shook her head vigorously. She muted Lauren's phone. "This is phone sex, girlfriend. Crack that shell, use your dirty words! The word is PUSSY!" 

"You were being very naughty!" Corey said in a hushed voice. With one hand gripping the phone, the other started to massage his cock through his pajama bottoms. He didn't know what had gotten into his wife, but he liked it.

Unmuting the phone, Lauren exclaimed, "Yes, I felt nasty. And I loved it." She looked down at Amy who was rubbing a hand up and down the shaft of the wine glass, indicating she should invite her husband to jack off. Lauren shook her head. Amy nodded hers. Lauren hit the mute button.

"Are you nuts? You want me to tell him to play with himself while you're right here?"

"It's now or never," Amy cooed, reaching over to stroke her friend's bare belly. "Besides, listen to him. He's already got it out, you just know he does."

Lauren blinked as she felt electricity jump from Amy's fingertips to her skin. She unmuted.

"Are you stroking your...cock?" she asked her husband huskily. 

"I am." Corey confirmed.

"Do you have it in your hands?" 

"Yes."

Lauren hit the mute button once again as Amy buried her face in Lauren's armpit. They both started laughing uncontrollably.

"I can't do this!" Lauren said between giggles.

"Yes, you can!" Amy cajoled; her face still buried in Lauren's side trying not to laugh.

Lauren composed herself, took a drink of wine, unmuted, and once again put the phone to her ear. 

"Are you there, babe? Are you still touching yourself?"

"Yes," Corey croaked. 

Lauren looked at Amy's new texts. "Are you imagining these strange men touching me in places only you've been allowed? Does that excite you?"

"Oh god, yes!"

Type, type, type. 

"I want you to take your forefinger and thumb and rub them up and down your shaft." 

They could hear the sounds of sheets rustling, then the unmistakable wet sounds of fap, fap, fap. 

"Oh shit!" Amy exclaimed, then clamped her hand over her mouth.

"Who was that?" Corey asked sharply. "Is someone there with you?"

"No, baby," Lauren lied. "I meant to turn down the TV but turned it up by mistake."

Fap, fap, fap. 

Lauren sighed in relief. He bought it. Looking over at Amy, she noticed her friend pointing frantically to her own phone. DEAD! she mouthed.

What? Hitting the mute button, she asked, "What do I do now?"

"You're going to have to improvise."

Lauren looked back at her friend like she had three heads. "Improvise? I can't improvise! You talked me into this, now what?"

"You can do it," Amy said encouragingly.

"Ah, no I can't."

Lauren shook her head, but unmuted and continued without Amy's guiding texts.

"You still there?"

"Yes," Corey breathed heavily into the phone. "Lauren, who felt you up? Who are the guys in the photos?" 

His wife took a deep breath, then plunged forward. She purposely ignored his question.

"I'm sorry, Corey. I was drunk. The next thing I know they were caressing my shoulders and arms, grabbing my buttocks...my ASS, and pressed their crotches into my skirt."

Lauren could hear Corey's breathing increase. "Go on," he encouraged.

"We got plenty of attention wherever we went. But my favorite part of the evening was going to Club X. You remember that place, don't you?" 

"Yes," Corey said softly.

"You may remember one of the patrons, Jake?" Lauren said playfully.

"Yeah," her husband said, his voice wavering. "I remember."

Fap, fap, fap. 

Amy hit the mute. "Fucking Christ, he's really getting into this," she said in awe.

Lauren quickly unmuted. She was on a roll - and getting very horny.

"Well, Jake saw me and ask me to dance. He said he was glad to see me again and hoped I would come back."

"He did?" Corey croaked. Fap, fap, fap. 

"Yep. He was just as attractive as I remember. I didn't pay for one drink the whole time I was there. Amy said I better watch out, that he may expect something in return, but I didn't care. He looked so sexy in his tight silk shirt. Should I have been concerned, Corey?"

Fap, fap, fap. 

"I didn't think so. After all, you hooked us up before, remember? You invited him into our bed. And while I was dancing with him, I couldn't help thinking about how you had described his penis..." Lauren flinched as Amy slapped her arm. "Cock, his cock. 10 inches was it?"

"Fucking hell," Corey gasped, phone in his left hand, cock in his right, stroking the shaft even faster.

"I couldn't help myself. I was looking at his bulge all night, wondering if it was true. Then came closing time. Amy and I are so drunk, we wouldn't have made it back by ourselves. Guess who offered to help us?"

Corey moaned.

"That's right, baby, Jake the Snake to the rescue," Lauren purred. Amy threw her head back in silent laughter and stomped her feet. 

"Jake helped both of us back to my apartment. He had to hold onto our asses the whole way, just to keep us upright. I bet we looked like quite the threesome, don't you? And Corey?"

"Yes?" her husband panted.

"I liked it. I liked him playing with my ass. A lot."

Amy was in a tortured state, burying her face in Lauren's arm attempting to muffle her laughter. This was some award-winning shit.

"You did?"

"Uh huh. And it didn't stop there, baby."

Fap, fap, fap.  Corey knew his wife was drunk and storytelling, but it sounded so real. Was it real? Who the fuck were those guys anyway? He glanced at the photos again. Hell yes, one of them had his hands all over her as they danced. He began to question whether this was all fictional or not. 

"Did he kiss you?" Corey squeaked.

"Not right away. But after Amy crashed in my bed, we were left alone on the couch. It didn't take long for him to make his move. That's when he leaned over and kissed me."

"Did you kiss him back?"

Lauren racked her brain. She was running out of material. She thought back to her earlier tryst with Max. She drew in a breath. "I did. I couldn't help myself. I was drunk and so horny. It's been so long since I've had a pen...uh, cock in me. Before I knew it, he had his hand on my belly, tracing his fingers over my trembling abs. We kissed for what seemed forever. Eventually he put his hands under my top. His strong hands kneaded my breasts until my nipples were hard under the flimsy material of my bra."

Fap, fap, fap. 

Amy listened in amazement. She was witnessing her demure, passive friend crawl from her shell in front of her eyes.

Lauren continued. "I was getting so wet as he pawed at my bra and skirt. They're new and you haven't even seen them on me in person! I couldn't just let him rip them off me, could I? So, I pushed him back onto the couch and stood in front of him, like a cheap hooker. I was going to strip out of the clothes that I had bought for you, Corey. But he was going to be the first to see me take them off! I felt so incredibly sexy. I began dancing for him, pressing my brea...my tits against my see through top. I wanted - no, I NEEDED him to watch me undress, babe."

Lauren heard Amy sigh and tighten her grip on Lauren's hand. Looking down, she noticed the secretary had slipped her free hand inside her bodice and was caressing her firm 26-year-old breasts. Jesus, this just keeps getting weirder and weirder. 

Fap, fap, fap. 

Getting hornier by the minute, Lauren laid it on thicker. "I've never given a lap dance before, but I had this overwhelming urge to get his cock hard; to see if it was as big as what you said it was. First, I reached under my sheer, transparent top and unsnapped my bra. I let it fall straight to the floor. My tits were exposed to him now, my tiny nipples poking through. You know how hard my nipples get, Corey. Jake reached up and cupped my tits through the material with his large, rough hands. It drove me wild, especially when he used his thumbs to brush my nipples through the mesh, back and forth, back and forth. I took one of his hands off my breasts and used it to pull the side zipper of my skirt up. Our fingers interlaced, we both undid the zipper together, until it was open all the way to my waist, exposing the tops of my stockings and legs."

Lauren giggled for effect. "He tried to reach through the zipper's opening to get to my stockings, but I pushed his silly hands away. I wanted him to wait. That's what strippers do, isn't it, Corey? Its the anticipation that feels so good. Am I right?"

Fap, fap, fap.  It sounded wetter now. Lauren could picture the slit of his penis oozing the clear white liquid dripping down his shaft, its natural lubrication paving the way for faster strokes.

"I continued to dance, slowly swaying my hips to the music. I could see through his linen pants that he was getting hard. I turned to face away from him, giving him a good view of my ass. I wiggled the skirt off my hips, then past my thighs and knees, until it fell to the floor."

"Corey?" Lauren asked to make sure he was still with her. 

"Yeah?"

"Can you picture that? There I was, standing nearly naked in front of a strange man, with my see-through top, thong, and thigh highs on. What a sight I must have been! Oh, and my laced-up corset heels, don't forget about them. I felt so naughty."

Fap, fap, fap. 

Amy moaned. Jesus Christ, Lauren thought.

"What did you do then?" Corey said, desperate to know.

"At that point, it was all Jake. I had brought him home, I had done the teasing, I had stripped practically naked for him. Whatever was going to happen, it was up to him now. I'm sorry, Corey. It's my fault for being such a nasty little..." Lauren paused, swallowed and spit it out, "slut." Corey's cock was throbbing uncontrollably now, six inches of steel sliding through his hand. Did his wife just say she was a nasty slut? He wasn't sure he could take much more.

"What happened then?" Corey managed to force out between groans.

"Jake stood up and pulled off my top, allowing my little tits to jiggle in his face. Then he grabbed my ass, pulling me close to him. We stood there kissing for the longest time, our tongues exploring each other's mouths, until he started working the thong down to my knees. He wanted me to take it off. I obliged and kicked it aside. Corey? He could see my pussy, Corey. Something no other man has seen in 30 years. It was going to be his tonight."

Amy mewed, then let out a loud moan. 

Lauren froze. She could only hear Corey's heavy breathing and his hands furiously stroking his shaft. He had not heard. 

"Did he try and fuck you?" 

"Not right away. He whirled me around and bent me over the end of the couch, my ass in the air. Jake was SO forceful, but gentle at the same time, you know? He knelt behind me and spread my legs apart, using both hands to open my vag...my pussy, so he could put his tongue all the way in. Oh, Corey, he had a big old cow tongue, probing deep, swirling, licking. What juices he couldn't lap up fast enough were falling to the floor below me, creating a huge, wet, nasty puddle."

Amy gasped again. Lauren looked down and saw Amy's fingers under her dress and between her legs. Good lord, her friend was masturbating too. How did we get here?> Between this story and watching the young, hot blonde next to her jilling, Lauren was getting massively worked up herself. Her juices were now starting to flow freely. 

"He...he ate you out?" Corey stuttered. He couldn't believe his wife was capable of talking this dirty.

"Yes, and it seemed like forever."

"Did you cum?"

"Yes," Lauren admitted. "I came. All over his face. I'm sorry, Corey, but his tongue just felt so good."

"I'm glad you came, baby."

"That was just the first time. When he finished licking me, he spun me around, facing him. He pulled his shirt over his head, revealing the strong chest muscles you said he had. Once his pants and underwear were off, I was finally treated to seeing his huge cock, Corey. You want to know something?"

"What?"

"You were right. His cock is exceptionally big. Ten-inches, maybe more. His body was ripped everywhere, such strong legs."

Corey felt a pang of jealousy. "You wanted that cock, didn't you?" he asked breathlessly.

"Yes," Lauren agreed. "How could I not? It was so beautiful." Where is this stuff coming from, she wondered, amazing even herself. She pressed on.

"Jake then put my arms around his neck and took hold of my hips. Corey, he picked me all the way up off the floor. I had to wrap my legs around his to keep from falling. With one hand holding me up, he used the other to guide his cock into my...pussy. I wasn't sure I could take it all, but I was so wet, and he was so determined. Once in me, he grabbed my ass with both hands and gradually pushed his penis deep into my womb. He was stretching me out, Corey. It hurt, but it felt so good, all at once."

Corey's hands were manically stroking his cock now, his member lubed by pre-cum. "I'm almost there," he panted. 

"Play with your nipples, baby," Lauren directed. "Pinch them." Corey obeyed.

Amy now had her dress hiked up to her waist and was fingering herself frantically.

"There I was, wearing only stockings and high heels, while this strange muscular man stood in the middle of my apartment, holding me off the floor, my legs wrapped tightly around his hips, as he thrust his cock up, up, up into me, deeper and deeper. I started to cum over, and over, and over, my juices pouring out of me as it ran down his legs to the floor. And I know I shouldn't have, Corey, but I said something so awfully naughty to Jake. Screamed it, in fact. I'm sure the neighbors heard me."

"Tell me," Corey begged, feeling his orgasm well up inside him. 

Lauren paused for dramatic effect, then blurted out, "I told him to do me hard, to...FUCK...ME...SILLY!" 

Corey remembered that part of his story told on their last night together. The poor man had no chance. His bed could have been on fire but that would have not stopped the exceptionally large volume of hot cum that spewed onto his pajamas and sheets. 

"Oh fuck, that is so hot! I'm cumming!" Corey screamed at the top of his lungs. 

Hearing Lauren's husband's orgasm over the phone sent Amy over the edge as well, causing her to bury her face in Lauren's chest to muffle the howls. 

Lauren sat there very still, taking the whole scene in, allowing both her husband and her best friend to recover from their releases. She could hear Corey's panting gradually slowing as she watched Amy sit up on the couch next to her and shimmy her dress back down into place. 

"I...I don't know what to say," Corey said. "That was without doubt the hottest thing we've ever done." 

Lauren replied tenderly, "I'm glad you enjoyed that, babe. It was pretty hot. You've been bugging me for phone sex, so there you go."

"Yeah, but I didn't think it was going to be that good."

"Don't get used to it. I'm just really drunk right now."

Lauren glanced over at Amy, who had curled up at the other end of the couch, finally succumbing to the lateness of the evening and the alcohol that was racing through her veins. There was a huge smile on her face. 

Corey was still curious about those last photos, but when he started to ask about them, Lauren cut him off. "It's late. I'm done. I need to go to bed."

After a quick goodbye, Lauren found an extra blanket and tossed it over her friend, admiring how beautiful she was even in sleep.

Limping into the bedroom, she shed the clothing which had been the center of so much attention in the last forty-eight hours. Laying down in just her thong, the evening flashed before Lauren's eyes. Brad and Max. Amy and Corey. Good lord, what a night!  Her last thought, before sleep took hold, was that she was most pleased to be the object of gratification for the two people closest to her. A crossroads to be sure. Someday, it would be her turn. 

+++++


Ascending Lauren Ch. 03

This narrative is part of a multi-part story. Reading previous chapters will enhance the reader's understanding of each subsequent installment.

This story showcases wife sharing, cuckolding, lesbian sex. If that is not your thing and you still read on, any emotions it triggers in you, is on you.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

+++++

Lauren woke a little past noon to a throbbing headache. Remembering that her friend and coworker had passed out on the couch just hours ago, she crept to the apartment's living area only to discover a nicely folded blanket and a note.

Let myself out. Thanks for a special evening, one filled with surprises and prose. Amy. 

Lauren managed a feeble smile through the pulsating pain. It certainly had been a night to remember; or forget, she wasn't sure yet. Dirty dancing, hand job to a stranger, listening to her husband and best friend orgasm at the same time - and in different states, no less. No, not ordinary evening. 

After calling both daughters to catch up on their lives, Lauren changed into a soft cotton t-shirt and boxers, ready for a lazy day to nurse the hangover. Grabbing her tablet and yogurt, she curled up on the couch that had seen so much action the night before. Part of her wanted to cringe as she remembered just how slutty she'd been, especially with Max, the bar owner. Not since college had she made out with more than one guy in a day's span. And while she didn't have sex, she came damn close. That's on me, she concluded. Corey may have set the table, but I didn't have to pick up the fork. 

Remarkably, given her historically modest demeanor, she felt little shame. Perhaps a bit of remorse for leading those poor guys on. That wasn't like her. Teasing would not have crossed her mind a week ago - intoxicated or not. Clearly the green light from her husband to broaden her horizons had influenced those decisions, cemented by copious amounts of alcohol. She could also not deny the smattering of male attention received over the past couple months had slowly fueled her arousal. At this point she was like a balloon at maximum capacity. A balloon blown up by Corey himself. Lauren also felt unquestionably different today than yesterday. So...bohemian and avant-garde.

Lauren dialed Corey's number. It went straight to voice mail. On the rooftop with the AC guys, she guessed. Damn that job! It completely ruined their holiday plans. Tablet on, she tried to become interested in the news of the day, but quickly tired of the violence and politics. Staring blankly at the browser, she recalled yesterday's rather intimate conversation with Amy. With curiosity, she typed in the word "hotwife". The wide range of results surprised her: websites offering photos, videos, literature, and even jewelry associated with the concept. She navigated to a few explicit "sharing the wife" videos. Lauren was not unfamiliar with porn, in fact, Corey and she had watched a few rented DVDs over the years when that medium was in vogue. Yet, it wasn't something she sought out in her free time. Most of her exposure to pornography had involved couples, with the occasional mixed-gender orgy. It never occurred to her that a wife having sex with someone other than her husband was a "thing". Having relations with someone other than your spouse was simply cheating, or involved that "swinger" stuff that no one in her Iowan circles talked about.

Lauren opened a blog entitled "Why He Wants to Share". Her inquisitiveness deepened as she learned "hotwifing" was quite a common fetish among men, if myriad stories, films, and online search term counts were any indicator. Attracted by the wide spectrum of emotions experienced when sharing their wives, these men relished the validation of knowing the women choosing to wear their wedding ring was still highly desirable and worthy of being pursued. Beyond their own gratification - which was undeniably a major part of the kink - many also wanted their wives to experience a level of sexual fulfillment they, for whatever reason, could not give them. For these men, pleasure wasn't a one-way street just for them. No, there were many examples of men with physical issues, like low stamina, or psychological issues, such as performance insecurities or premature ejaculation, who were genuinely benevolent. Most wanted to share the experience, to live in the moment; others were content to be told of the details later. Regardless of preference, if their wife wasn't happy, neither were they. Reclamation sex - as the author called it - was especially important in this relationship, providing closure to the event, and a return to normalcy for the couple. 

Not surprisingly, Lauren also found many videos with "hotwife" in the title. They were interesting to a point, but none as much as the literature she found. For her, reading about sexual experiences was far more erotic than watching plastic actors in a film with bad lighting. The stories she perused varied in content, some claimed to be true, others fictional. Similarities to the tall tales Corey had conjured up in the past were readily apparent. So her husband wasn't the only one with a twisted imagination. The more she read, the more aroused she became. Amy was dead on. Nasty words significantly enhanced the emotional response to the sex acts themselves. 

Lauren pressed the tablet into her waist as she read intently. In doing so, her arms gently brushed against both breasts, thinly covered by the cotton tee. Electricity arced across her nipples and down between her legs, inducing some dampness. She happened upon the retelling of a husband, his wife and two of his best friends on a fishing trip. The woman insisted on going with them, despite their attempts at talking her out of it. The story culminated with an evening campfire, where the wife danced erotically, trying to make them glad she tagged along. Eventually she had sex with the friends in front of her husband, then took hubby back to their tent for some hot one-on-one sex. 

As she was drawn into the story, Lauren's hand slipped beneath her boxers, rubbing the folds of her vagina. She closed her eyes as the words from the story played out in her brain. Setting the tablet aside, her now free hand crept under the tee, finding hard and erect nipples. Thighs parted, she probed her moistened canal with one finger, then two. Back arched, the tight thin cotton shirt could barely contain the small breasts straining beneath. The woman in the story was now Lauren, dancing around the campfire, disrobing in front of Corey and two of his coworkers. Her husband watched them through burning embers as she collapsed between the other men, their hands groping and probing her body.

With one hand attacking her slippery hole, the other groped her small breasts. Lauren willed her imagination for more. She was now on her knees, one man driving into her from behind, the other pushing his penis down her throat. That she would find the latter even the least bit erotic surprised her. One summer night after graduating high school, she went down on an overly excited boyfriend in the front seat of his car. Ejaculating just seconds after her mouth had closed over his throbbing shaft, she panicked as gobs of the sticky white stuff blasted down her throat and overflowed out her mouth, causing her to jerk her head back violently into the steering wheel. Needless to say, the date ended, and that guy forever ruined those chances for others after him. Campfire Lauren, however, was nowhere near as alarmed as teenage Lauren; Corey's coworkers continued to use her as their plaything. 

Masturbating Lauren continued to drill two fingers into her slit, juices flowing heavily now. She kicked off the boxers and placed her feet far apart on the coffee table. A short time later, the orgasm began welling up inside as a decadent and depraved image flashed in front of her. All three men were now standing above, ejaculating their sperm onto her face and breasts, reminiscent of the "money shots" she had seen in those porn videos. Her hips began to buck violently at the thought, as spasms rolled across her body, causing her feet to shake the glass table on which they were planted. The orgasm rolled on, so intense that her torso convulsed uncontrollably as hands squeezed the couch cushions beside her, mouth opened in a silent shriek. Lauren could feel the veins in her neck pulsating as those tiny breasts strained against the thin tee. Weeks of pent-up emotions bubbled inside her, trying to find their way out, until finally erupting as a prolonged, ear shattering scream that resonated loudly through the small apartment. 

+++++

Lauren sat silently as her breathing slowed. Not one to frequently masturbate, she thought back to the imagery which had gotten her there. It was only fiction, to be sure, not unlike the stories Corey told all the time. But this time it was her imagination, not his. Clearly the image of three men coating her with sperm, um...cum, triggered a most massive orgasm, similar to...Lauren paused, not sure she was ready for where her next thought was taking her...similar to...the ones she experienced during previous stories with fictional extramarital lovers. The clear implication caused her heart to race, but she would not have time to dwell on it.

The ringing phone wrenched Lauren from the deep reflection. It was Corey. The HVAC installation had been a success, but even better, his boss was rewarding him with extra time off to compensate for working the holiday. He would be coming to Miami in just a few days to visit, better late than never. Lauren jumped up off the couch in joy, immediately rattling off all the things they should do while he was in town: the beach, the galleries, restaurants she had found. 

Corey echoed her excitement, telling her she could decide; after all, it was her town. After getting a rundown on the great cafes in the district, his tone turned slightly more serious. "We also need to talk." 

Lauren noted his inflection. "I know", she replied, well aware of what he was alluding to.

"The fantasy phone sex was great, Lauren, but those pictures, those were real."

"I know," she repeated. "And we WILL talk about it, I promise. Can we please just wait until you are here? I have some explaining to do."

Corey thought it over. There was no telling where that conversation would go, and agreed it probably was best to have it in person. Reluctantly, he switched the topic to that of a potential family reunion over the Thanksgiving holiday. Before ending the call, Lauren made sure she had his itinerary and flight information. She made a note to take those days off work and to inventory her pantry for ingredients to Corey's favorite meal. As she thought about a side dish, Lauren blushed. How about a side dish of me, she chuckled? No lie, while he was here she had every intention on feeding her husband's mind AND body. 

+++++

Lauren woke the next day with an abundance of energy, her hangover negated by a full 10 hours of sleep. She was chipper and wanted to make the most of the holiday. While contemplating the choices, her phone vibrated with a text from Amy. "Mad at me?"

Lauren immediately called her number. "Why would I be mad at YOU?" she blurted out. "I'm the one who acted out with YOUR friend."

"Yeah, well. I'm the one who jilled to your husband getting his rocks off too. I guess that makes us even."

The two recalled the evening in detail, feigning disgust at each other's behavior. Eventually the conversation turned to plans for the day. Lauren asked if she would care to come over and hang out at the pool with a few seltzers. Not having other plans, Amy readily accepted, noting it would be a perfect time to debut her new thong bikini. 

+++++

The pool atop the high-rise was exceptionally busy by mid-afternoon, but that was not unexpected given the holiday. Elementary and high schools were out for the day, and local college students were enjoying the last long weekend of the summer. 

Two of those students were in the water, trying to interest others in a game of soft volleyball, when one noticed two attractive women exit the elevator to the sun deck. The first was young, blonde, and drop-dead gorgeous, sporting a barely-there hot pink Brazilian bikini with nothing but strategically placed triangles to hide her wares. The other was much older, but slinky and tight, wearing a more modest snow-white bikini, her midnight black hair pulled back in a ponytail. Tony, a well-built football player from a near-by university, nudged his friend Tommy, nodding in the women's direction. Tommy turned and immediately recognized the mature woman as one whom he tried to hit on recently. Was the blonde her daughter? She was a fox too, but, damn, there was just something about that MILF.

Tony watched the newcomers look for empty lounge chairs. Knowing there were none, he wasted no time in jumping out of the pool and grabbing the boys' towels from the ones they themselves occupied. 

"Hi ladies," he gestured, catching their eye. "You can have these two if you'd like. My buddy and I are just hanging out in the water anyway."

Lauren looked in the direction he was pointing and immediately realized he was referring to Tommy. Remembering his persistent flirtation, she futilely glanced around for alternative seating. To her chagrin, Amy readily accepted Tony's offer. He only requested they be able to continue to store their belongings under the chairs. 

The young men feigned interest in punching the soft spongy volleyball back and forth across the plastic net strung across the pool. Their real focus now centered on the two women who were judiciously applying sunscreen to every inch of their delectable exposed skin. After allowing them to settle in, Tony slid out of the water under the guise of reapplying sunscreen. 

"Need to keep those blisters away, you know," he smiled broadly, slowly coating his massive chest and legs with coconut smelling oil. 

Amy pretended not to notice the young athlete in front of her but did a lousy job of it. She could not help but leer at his powerful legs, built from many hours of football practice, and the large bulge revealed by the wet, clingy suit. Lauren noticed her friend's not so subtle stares. "You need to cool down, sister," she chuckled.

"Speaking of cooling down," Tony said not so innocently, "we need a couple more bodies to play doubles. The water feels great. How 'bout it?" 

Lauren began to protest, but Amy countered by expressing how great an idea that was! She grabbed the older woman's hand and pulled her off the chaise. "Live a little," Amy whispered. Lauren looked unsure as she waded into the pool, allowing the warm water to wash over her body. I've done enough living this weekend for a lifetime, she assessed silently. 

"I'll take blondie," Tony announced, holding up the net as he and Amy bounced to the other side. 

"Guess it's you and me then," Tommy grinned, giving Lauren a fist bump. "What's your name again?"

Not wanting to be a poor sport, she forced a small smile. "I'm Lauren," she replied, "and you're Tommy, right?" The young man beamed back at her, pleased she had remembered his name. 

The foursome played several sets, with Tony and Amy winning most of them. As the afternoon wore on, it was clear those two were developing a rather close friendship, if the groping and grabbing were indicative of anything. After a while, the volleyball game simply became an afterthought. That was not a bad thing, at least for Lauren, as her lack of comparative agility was obvious. Tommy was a good sport too, happily taking up the slack in her play. She decided he was quite likeable after all. Confident and persistent, to be sure, but tempered by a soft voice and a pleasant demeanor. Eventually the game was abandoned altogether, with Amy and Tony drifting off to a corner by themselves. Younger high school boys were quick to grab the volleyball and start their own contest.

Tommy nabbed a nearby Styrofoam noodle and handed it to Lauren, who wrapped her arms tightly around the device. She was not a particularly good swimmer and was relieved to no longer have to pogo off the bottom to keep her head above water. Her eyes followed the young man as he jumped out of the pool in search of a second floaty. Besides being nice, he really was unbelievably good looking, with a full summer's tan, chiseled abdomen, and sleek, muscular legs. Thick neck muscles gave way to a strong spine, which tapered to a very cute butt. She tried to push any untoward thoughts from her mind, but the same emotions that had invaded her over the past few days kept driving them back in. Lauren giggled drunkenly. She remembered her hotwife research the day before. There is a spirit Koreans called Kumiho, which has a voracious appetite for sex, and whose hobby is seducing humans. Although not a believer in the supernatural, Lauren felt this was a pretty accurate description of the raw lust that had been percolating deep within her the last week or so. Coupled with her husband's sudden interest in taking his fantasies to the next level, her startling increase in libido could only be explained by something so unlikely. Like a spirit. Like a demon. Like Kumiho. 

Lauren watched as Tommy walked back to the edge of the water, preparing to jump in. The front of the swimsuit was tight around his crotch and legs, and while he didn't appear to be exceptionally large in that area, whatever he did have would surely have a steam engine full of muscles behind it. Lauren blew her bangs off her eyes as she thought about it. Get a grip, woman, he's only a kid. 

They held onto each other's floats to remain anchored together, idly chatting. Lauren learned that both he and Tony attended the same local university, were fraternity brothers, and were both in their senior year. Tony was 22 and majoring in sports medicine. Tommy had just turned 21, hoped to own his own business someday, and was into gymnastics. That explained his toned upper body, trim waist and powerful legs. Tommy lived in the apartment building with his parents, although in a separate attached suite with its own kitchen and bedroom. Tony was his best friend and visited often.

As they floated side-by-side, Tommy kept them from separating by occasionally reaching over Lauren's backside and grasping her hip, pulling his body against hers. Their arms gently touched as they maneuvered around other swimmers, their hips bumping as the water lapped at their bodies. Both were keenly aware of their naked skin rubbing together, and the unspoken electricity between them seemed to grow with each passing minute. Tommy's heart rate increased now that Lauren's pretty face was close. He was very sure of himself with girls his own age. He'd make a move, they'd be receptive -- or not -- and he wouldn't care one way or the other. But she was different. Old enough to be his mother yet hot as hell, he felt a bit intimidated by her stature and how she carried herself. 

As Tommy contemplated his next move, the calmness suddenly turned to chaos. The water from a child's cannonball dive hit Lauren squarely in the face, causing her to swallow much of it. Losing her grip on the noodle, she quickly disappeared under the surface, the surprise of it all catching her off guard. A weak swimmer to begin with, her arms flailed about as she dropped to the bottom of the deep end, instinctively reaching for something, anything, to grasp onto. Finding none, her surprise turned to instant panic. After what seemed like minutes of thrashing about, but were no more than a few seconds, a pair of strong arms encased her body, pulling her upward. Surfacing, Lauren found herself face to face with Tommy once again. She threw her arms around his thick neck and expelled the swallowed water over his shoulder. He held her tightly until she calmed down, repeatedly assuring her that she was safe. "You just took on some water, you're okay now." 



Still sputtering, Lauren headed back to the chaise lounge, her hand firmly planted in Tommy's, not wanting to let go. Gaining composure, she thanked him for the quick reaction. "I'm a lousy swimmer and that was quite unexpected," she exclaimed, still half-choking. "I owe you one."

"Nah, you would have been okay. You just needed a little back up," he replied, downplaying the whole hero thing. He did see a chance though. "If you really want to thank me, have dinner with me tonight. That is, unless you have plans for the movies again."

Remembering the ruse concocted by her wealthy neighbor Jack to evade Tommy's previous flirtation, she smiled. "No, it's not movie night. But you should know that I'm married."

Tommy looked genuinely disappointed. "To Jack? I didn't think he was the marrying kind."

Lauren wondered briefly what he meant by that, but let it go. "Not to him, no."

Tommy's curiosity was now immeasurable. "So, let me get this straight," he said as tactfully as he could, handing Lauren a dry towel. "You're married but you go out on dates. Just not with your husband?" 

"Not exactly." Lauren explained that then she was simply trying to find a polite way to avoid his flirting because she was married, and Jack's strategy seemed the way to go at the time. Unfortunately, Amy's voice interrupted any further justification.

"You get a mouthful back there?" Amy asked, pointing at the pool with one hand, the other firmly wrapped around Tony's well-developed arm.

"I'm fine," Lauren assured her friend, suddenly feeling hot, dizzy, and flustered. 

"Look, I'm heading back down to the apartment. I need a hot shower," she lied. "No need for you to leave, just come get your stuff whenever, okay?" 

Amy shrugged. "Sure, I'll be down in a bit. Going to have one more round with my new friend here." Tony grinned as she squeezed his biceps.

Lauren simply smirked knowingly and picked up her things. She turned to Tommy and thanked him again for rescuing her. "I do owe you one. Good luck in school, okay?"

Tommy was still intrigued by her previous statement. It gave him a glimmer of hope. "The invitation for dinner is still good. I make a mean Spaghetti Napolitana."

"Yeah, he's a killer chef!" Tony piped up. "Off the chain!"

"Sounds fabulous, it really does. I'll take a rain check for now," Lauren smiled apologetically. With that, she headed towards the elevator and her apartment. Amy watched her friend walk away, thinking she appeared both tired and bothered. Chalking it up to the heat and a gallon of swallowed water, the blonde turned her attention back to her new pals.

+++++

Lauren practically sprinted to her apartment as the lift opened to her floor. Throwing the beach bag on the kitchen island, she made a beeline for the bedroom and fished out The Chairman from beneath some undies in the dresser drawer. Pulling the see-through crocheted cover-up over her head, Lauren knelt on the bed. Both hands flew beneath her still slightly wet bikini bottoms, caressing and probing her vagina. She was so horny! For years, sex was a take it or leave it thing. Now it was all she could think about. 

As the wet, sticky juices began to coat her fingers, she untied the suit, letting both pieces fall to the bed spread. With greater access to her sopping wet hole, Lauren hooked her index and ring fingers in as deep as they would go, using the others to support the urgent probing. Her imagination took over. Tommy was kneeling behind her, snaking his hands around her torso to these small, eager breasts. He began kissing her neck, tongue in one ear, then the other. She wanted him in her right then. In her pussy, damnit, she wanted him to take her pussy right the fuck now! 

Lauren turned and fell on the bed. The 10-inch vibrator roared to life, providing a steady hum in the otherwise quiet room. Legs splayed wide open, her alternating light and dark pink labia was beautifully framed by the closely cropped but full set of pubic hair. Clear juices ran from her, pooling in the crack of her ass, soaked up by the underlying throw. Applying slight pressure to the top of her pussy, she ran the dildo lightly around the outside, paying attention to the moist erogenous area. With each pass by her clit, her entire pussy seemed to have a life of its own. It puckered and lurched forward towards The Chairman, begging him, enticing him to enter her willing hole.

Tommy was on top of her now, tracing the contours of her thighs with his cock, gradually coating the shaft with the natural lubrication that flowed freely from Lauren's slit. She positioned the Chairman directly between her pussy lips, slowly pushing it into her eager canal. Rocking the vibrator back and forth, it gradually became lubricated, allowing it to slip in deeper. "Fuck me," Lauren cried out to no one in particular, as The Chairman picked up his pace. Suddenly Tommy's face was over hers, in the throes of ecstasy, grunting louder with each subsequent thrust. Lauren felt her release coming. She tried to hold back, to make the moment last longer, but it was not to be. What used to take hours, now arrived in just minutes. The orgasm exploded quickly within, causing her to bite a fist to stifle the resulting scream.

As short time later, Lauren laid motionless in bed, legs spread wide and slightly quivering. The Chairman hummed his tune happily, glistening on the bed sheets, a job well done. It felt particularly erotic to her, like the women in men's magazines, spread eagle, nothing to hide. As she turned down the vibrator, a noise came from just outside of the open bedroom door. 

"Someone there?" she asked nervously in all her nakedness. "I have a gun!" she bellowed, lying.

Slowly, almost ghost like, Amy appeared in the bedroom doorway, her long golden hair covering full breasts, extending to just above her curvaceous hips. Lauren reached for the bed sheets in an attempt to cover herself, trying to speak words that would not come. Amy put a finger to her red lips, suggesting total silence. The young blonde's bright sapphire eyes pried into Lauren's very soul as she wandered aimlessly about the room, never breaking their gaze, delicate fingers tracing lightly over the vanity, the dresser, and finally an armchair in a corner of the room. Lauren clutched the sheets, unable to speak or move. How much had her friend seen? Why could she not speak? At that very moment she felt exactly like the canary who had just been spied by the cat. 

Standing in front of the chair, Amy silently removed her bikini top and threw it to the floor. She put her hands on her hips seductively, then slowly untied each side of the thong bottoms, letting them fall as well. Lauren stared at her friend's nakedness. Ample lily-white breasts topped with large areolae, offset by her deeply tanned body. Lauren's eyes followed long and lean legs to a cleanly shaved and waxed vagina. Would it had been anything but?

Without warning, Amy laughed and quickly snatched the sheets away from the older woman, exposing her once again. Lauren gasped as her coworker sank slowly into the armchair, grabbing her ankles, spreading sun-kissed thighs, and anchoring her legs over the padded ornamental arms. 

"Do you want me to stop?" Amy asked, placing both hands on her smooth pussy, pulling the lips back to expose the fleshy pinkness of her inner canal. Lauren, mesmerized, slowly shook her head. The young blonde smirked, placing two fingers from each hand inside her hole. "No, of course you don't."

Moaning as her fingers danced inside, Amy declared, "You are one of the most beautiful women I've ever known, and I've waited for this moment. Spread your legs and let me see you."

Lauren stared at the blonde's shaved pussy not more than five feet from her, the moisture from it plainly visible. Instinctively having pulled her legs up underneath her when the sheet had been yanked off, she now willed them to unfurl and open. Laying back against the headboard, she waited. 

"Now wet your fingers and feel your nipples," Amy directed, her own fingers doing the same.

Lauren licked each index fingers and touched one to each breast. She began lightly moving them around the areolas, feeling the tiny bumps and nipples harden into rigid nubs once again. She closed her eyes. This just couldn't be happening.

Amy stared at her friend's dark bush, the wiry trimmed pubic hairs drawing attention to its pink center. This was not the first time she had been with another girl, but this one was special. No women had turned her on as much as this 48-year-old beauty.

"Look at me," Amy continued her steely gaze as Lauren's eyes snapped open to stare back into the haunting baby blues. The blonde stuck two fingers into her sopping hole then sucked them into her mouth, licking off the juice. 

"Put your fingers in your cunt," the younger woman commanded. 

Lauren followed Amy's lead, pulled her labia back, and inserted three fingers into the wetness. She could feel the juices coating her hands.

"Work that clit for me," Amy murmured.

Lauren obliged, her breathing increasing exponentially, the scene so erotic she could barely stand it.

"That's it, sweet girl. You were having yourself quite the dream when I walked in, weren't you? I bet you were fucking Tommy, or Tony, or both huh?"

"Amy, please, we can't," was all Lauren could muster before she was overcome by the sensations of her fingers flicking her clit. What are you doing? You're an executive for God's sake, she's a secretary.

"Please, my ass! You don't realize just how nasty you are. You pretend to be all disinterested in other men, but listen, you gave Max a tug job, told your husband a story about some stranger banging you, and by the way, made me cum on your couch while listening to hubby pop. Remember all that shit?"

"Oh, yessss, I do..." Lauren groaned, her hips beginning to gyrate. 

"Now it's my turn to return the favor," Amy cooed. "You were screwing Tommy just now, weren't you, you slutty little minx? I saw how fast you left the pool. You weren't upset, you were just fucking horny, needed to rub one out!"

"Nooo, Amy. Please stoppppp! We can't do this. It's not right!"

"What isn't?" Amy hissed. Her intense blue eyes pierced Lauren's. "You fantasizing about a guy younger than your daughters? You making good on your husband's kink, or you getting off watching your best friend jill her pussy? Which is it?"

Lauren's back arched away from the headboard, her shoulders pressing against it. She was starting to lose control.

"That's it, baby, just go with it," Amy embolden her friend, watching the older woman's body writhe in front of her.

"I bet you'd like your husband to watch Tommy lay that steel pipe into you, from right here in this chair. I sure Corey would be shooting spunk out between his fingers!"

"I...," Lauren squealed, "I, I," There was no denying it, the imagery was so decadent. "FUCK. Yessssssss! Oh, YES!"

"I knew it. You aren't so different than Corey, are you? Are all Iowans so perverted? Good girl! Ride that cock. Move those hips, take every inch of that throbbing monster."

Lauren's face seethed in ecstasy, eyes turned up into her head, as tight abs quivered and shapely legs shook. "Oh, oh, oh, oh," the moans were rhythmic now.

"You're a horny little slut, aren't you?" Amy yelled. 

"No!"

"Yes, you are! You're fingerfucking yourself in front of a coworker. Who but a slut would do that? Say it! 

Lauren nodded her head rapidly. "Oh god, I am. I'm a...I'm a horny slut!" 

"Look at me!" Amy demanded.

Lauren looked. Amy's legs were still draped over each padded arm, the slick, bare pussy gaping open as she attacked it with both hands. Heavy breasts were heaving dramatically, pushing that shiny blonde hair to the side. Her whole body moved with each thrusting motion. 

"You just know Tommy and Tony," Amy panted. "They...they want to pound us with their cocks. You want that too, don't you? I know how much you wanted to fuck Max the other night. Look how wet you are. What would you do if I came over there and licked that gushing juice right out of that cunt? 

"Oh god, oh god, ah, ah, ah, ah," Lauren moaned. She could picture the gorgeous blonde's face between her legs, tongue lapping at her hole. 

"I can just feel those pubes on my cheeks, all hot and sticky! Tommy and Tony standing over you, your hands wrapped around each thick, pulsating cock, stroking them up and down. I think they're gonna come!" 

"Fuuuuuuck! Jesus. Oh shit!"

"Where do you want them to cum?"

"I don't know," Lauren gulped.

"Where do you want them to spray their jizz, tell me?"

Moans from both women were increasing in intensity. 

"Where, Lauren?"

"On my face, Amy, I want them to come on my face!"

Amy's own orgasm was starting to build at the thought of her eating out her best friend while two young studs emptied their balls onto her face. 

"They're going to unload all over your pretty little face, slut. You gonna gobble that shit up?"

"Oh...MY...FUCKING...GOD!" Lauren's body convulsed and twisted, her hips bucking off the mattress. This was too close to image that had sent her over the edge in the camping story. She felt liquid squirt from her small hole and flood the sheets.

Amy could no longer hold back her own release after witnessing Lauren visibly squirting. She fell from the chair onto her knees, blonde tresses enveloping her entire upper body like a blanket. Now at eye level with Lauren's oozing hole just feet away, she worked numerous fingers in and out of her slit until she looked at the ceiling and howled in a manner that any neighbor would instantly recognize as a deep, carnal scream of sexual release.

+++++

Minutes later, sitting on the floor completely spent, Amy leaned back on the chair, panting. Lauren, also thoroughly drained, gazed down at her from the bed. As their eyes met, they began to lightly chuckle, not knowing what to say. Without a word, Amy stood and put on her bikini. Lauren watched her cute little ass bounce from one side to the other as she sashayed to the bedroom door. Before disappearing into the other room, Amy turned and smiled at her friend. 

"By the way, you may want to lock the door behind you from now on, you never know who's going to pop in." With that, the young blonde disappeared. 

Lauren climbed out of bed. What had just happened? She had masturbated with her friend - and co-worker no less - all at the thought of having sex with very young men. As she lovingly cleaned The Chairman, there was now no question that she had gone through a complete transformation in the last 72 hours, going from a demure disinterested mother of two who could barely get wet, to a harlot who could not stop thinking of sex. She was neither proud nor ashamed of this realization, but Lauren did know she had to channel her libido into something both her and her husband could enjoy. 

+++++

Corey's flight the following Thursday was delayed due to thunderstorms throughout the Midwest. Once in the air, he called Lauren and informed her of the delay. They initially planned to attend the apartment building's Thirsty Thursdays happy hour together, but suggested Lauren go anyway and enjoy some hors d'oeuvres. He would meet her there. A bit hungry, having not eaten all day in anticipation of the visit, she donned a pastel off-the-shoulder mini-sundress, brushed her shiny black hair, and headed up to the high-rise's rooftop. 

It was the golden hour for sunlight, and it cast a gentle glow across the pool area. Exiting the elevator, she recognized several neighbors at the open-air bar, situated off to the side with a sweeping view of the Atlantic. A few nodded in recognition as she walked up and ordered a seltzer. Lauren watched as more residents poured onto the pool deck, ensuring a quite lively scene. Scanning the area for people she knew, her eyes made note of Tommy and his parents occupying a table in the back of the bar, seemingly bored. 

Drink in hand, Lauren mingled with the residents, mostly couples who had abandoned their kids in front of the television so they could get a few minutes of respite. After 45 minutes of small talk, a single mother who lived on the 9th floor came over and complimented Lauren on her dress, admitting she could never pull off something similar in public. "Only someone in fantastic shape like you could wear that effectively," the woman gushed. Lauren thanked her, returning the praise with a compliment on the admirer's smart pantsuit and blazer. 

As the woman moved on to the bar, a booming voice rang out from behind. "I couldn't agree more." It was the bachelor from the 31st floor who had rescued her from Tommy's initial flirtation attempt. A large, bearded man whom she had not seen before was standing beside him.

"Hey, Sir Jack," Lauren smiled. "Here to save me again?" 

"Do you need to be? Is your young suitor about?"

"I think he's over there with his parents, enjoying his newfound legal age. I'm safe, for now."

"Well, if you need help again, just whistle," he offered, winking. 

Jack went on to introduce his friend, Waylon, a professional photographer, who was visiting for the evening. The three made their way over to a bar height table and began a conversation that ranged from politics to the stock market. Waylon grabbed some finger food and more drinks as they settled in, enjoying the sight of the sinking sun over the western skyline. Soon other neighbors gathered round, tables daisy-chained together to widen the circle. The happy hour had become energized. Even Tommy joined in, his parents having left to go back to their apartment. 

+++++

Corey watched the sun slip over the horizon as his plane touched down at the Miami airport. Navigating through baggage claim, he hailed a cab and sent a text to Lauren that he was on his way. There was no response. A bit of traffic and 20 minutes later, he arrived at the downtown apartment building. Riding the elevator to the 23rd floor, he fished out the fob from his carryon, opened the door and pushed the suitcase inside. Lauren was not there, but her phone was. Kind of odd, but probably just forgotten it. Assuming she was still at the happy hour, he washed up, grab a beer, and headed towards the pool. 

The first thing Corey noticed when he walked off the elevator was the festive rooftop atmosphere. Music wafted from strategically placed speakers around the perimeter, tempering the moderate to loud laughter coming from several different pods of people. These Miamians sure enjoy their weeknights, he thought. The second thing he noticed was a group of 10 people, a mixture of men and women, gathered around a few wobbly tables. In the midst of them was his wife, smiling and giggling at everyone. She was a vision of beauty, even prettier in person than he remembered. But something had changed. Clearly tanner from a summer of Florida sun, she was still waif-like, still fit in all the right places, but something about her was different. Better. Her face appeared more provocative than he had remembered, likely from heavier, more colorful makeup than he was used to. Hair still black as night, those temptress black bangs hung straight down to her eyes. Yes, there was no doubt she was perkier, cheerier, and...flirtier. Four men seemed to be paying the most attention. Three were middle-aged, the other one much larger and younger, maybe in his mid-twenties. Lauren was quite animated, punctuating her laughter with a touch of an arm here, a pat on the chest there. It seemed the men were very fond of her as well, never passing up an opportunity to put an arm around her waist, or the occasional "incidental" contact with her behind. 

Corey took a sip of beer and stayed in the shadows. His wife seemed to be enjoying the attention. Who was he to deny that? He could not help but feel slightly aroused by the entire scene. At one point, Lauren shivered a bit in the cool breeze, motivating the younger of the three gentlemen to begin massaging her bare shoulders in an attempt to warm them. Appreciative of the gesture, she tilted her head back towards this kid and touched one of his hands, smiling. One of the older men raised his voice, asking mockingly if the masseuse was bothering her. This prompted her to reach out and slap him playfully on the chest, replying, "Going to rescue me again?"



After a few minutes more of watching this obvious flirtation, Corey polished off his drink and began walking towards the bar. Lauren was the first to notice, and began running towards him with open arms, screaming his name. This caused several of the revelers to briefly look their way. Flinging her arms around his neck, she rocked back and forth, kissing his face all over. She was obviously several drinks ahead. 

"So glad you're here! Come, I want you to meet the neighbors!" she said with glee, leading him back to the circle. After introductions to several couples who had gathered around, Lauren finally stopped in front of the three men who minutes before had been so eager to touch his wife's skin. 

She introduced Tommy, explaining how he had rescued her from the clutches of the killer pool just days ago. Then to "Sir" Jack, who had been her knight in shining armor, helping her out of "a jam or two" since she'd been there. Lauren smiled slightly towards Tommy as she said this, causing him to quickly avert his eyes. And finally, Waylon. The men took turns shaking Corey's hand, welcoming him to Miami.

A good conversationalist, Corey quickly melded into the gathering, helping himself to a beer from a bucket on the table, and joining in the various discussions as the happy hour extended into two. Eventually, neighbors started drifting away. It was a work night for most. Lauren, excited to have Corey back, was eager to get him alone. She waited patiently, however, as he, Jack, Waylon and Tommy held court on the latest college football rule changes. Finally, she tugged on her husband's arm, suggesting they go have dinner. The men exchanged final words, with Corey thanking them for keeping an eye on his wife in his absence. Hearing that, Lauren had to suppress a small cough as she pulled him away from the group. They've been keeping an eye on me, alright. 

The couple walked to the elevator landing, arms around each other's waist. Lauren jokingly asked if they should go to her place or his. Moments later, the elevator was descending towards the 23rd floor. Alone, Corey gently pushed Lauren's back against the rear wall, cradling her face, as he began to kiss her. "Three fucking months," he whispered as he sucked on her neck and shoulders. At first, she made no attempt to quell his advances, then noticed the blinking light affixed to the ceiling of the lift. 

"Um, we might have an audience," Lauren mentioned, pointing at the camera.

"We can only hope," Corey replied, his hands roaming under the sundress. 

"You're bad," she scoffed, pushing him away and smoothing her clothing, then promised, "we'll settle this later." 

Corey reluctantly backed off, grinned, and extended his middle finger towards the small, all-seeing device in the ceiling. 

+++++

Primed by the numerous happy hour drinks, the pair quickly devoured the specially prepared homecoming pasta dish. After a lengthy video conference with both daughters, Corey took a shower while Lauren made quick work of the dirty dishes. Shower completed, the 61-year-old settled back against the bed's headboard, hoping to continue what he had started in the elevator. Minutes later, Lauren slipped into the bedroom, shot him a brief smile, then quickly disappeared into the bathroom, latching the door behind her. Assuming she was taking a bath, he grabbed his tablet and began thumbing through local restaurant reviews, hoping it would not be a long soak. 

Several minutes passed before Corey realized he was not hearing any running water. He was about to ask if everything was okay when the bathroom door unlocked. Turning toward the sound, he watched as his gorgeous bride of 28 years stood in the doorway, one hand bracing herself against the side jamb, the other on a hip, creatively trying to recreate a pose familiar to anyone who has ever leafed through a men's magazine. If that wasn't enough to cause his jaw to drop, she had donned the outfit worn the night of the pub crawl. Tanned legs wrapped in smokey grey, thigh high stockings, short taut black leather skirt resting just below the tops of her curvy hips, and the gunmetal mesh crop top pulled tightly over the top half of her upper body, revealing tight and muscular abs. Only this time, with there was no bralette, allowing her small breasts to be plainly visible, nipples poking through the open eyelets. The silver choker collar was there too, and far below were those 3-inch corset heels pulled tightly across her feet. 

"Fuck me," Corey managed to spit out, setting his tablet aside.

Lauren answered by simply nodding in agreement as she seductively closed the gap between her and the bed. Placing one heel on the mattress, she used both hands to slowly unzip the side of the skirt. Corey sat mesmerized as the lacy top of the stocking became visible. He tried to touch her exposed thigh, but Lauren brushed his hand a way, wiggling an index finger at him in disapproval. The skirt looser now, she was able to pull the thin sheepskin material up to her waist, revealing a naked and neatly trimmed bush. Pivoting onto her husband's hips, she ground her bare bottom into his crotch. Corey looked deep into the vixen's eyes. They glowed with a fire he had not seen since the early days of their marriage. What had become of his wife, the mother of his children, whose sexual urges lately could be measured only in financial quarters? Lauren lifted his wife-beater over weak shoulders, tossing it onto the floor. Leaning over a graying chest, she twisted the silver hair that covered his soft pectorals, thumbing at his nipples, which responded immediately. Corey quickly shimmied out of his boxers, a growing erection springing into view. 

"I need you in me," Lauren announced and wrapped a hand around his shaft. She positioned her hips over the six-inch cock and guided it into her waiting pussy. 

Corey moaned uncharacteristically loud, surprised at how good the wet hole felt closing around his throbbing member. He felt the tugging action as Lauren slid her hips up and down his mid-section, cranking his cock like a lever on a slot machine. Back and forth, sliding in deep, then quickly out again, Corey could feel his orgasm mounting. What the fuck? It had only been minutes! This can't be happening. Fearing he would blow any second, he tried to slow Lauren's pace, but she was too immersed in having a cock in her to notice. In fact, she lengthened her stride, causing his shaft to be driven even further into her gaping hole. He tried to hold it, but the sensations became too much as he erupted inside his wife, spilling a good two weeks of semen into her womb. 

Lauren felt the hot gooey mass shoot into her, catching her off guard. She knew Corey didn't last long these days but hadn't expected him to come that quickly. Sitting up, Corey's cock deflating inside her still pulsating slit, she let out a small sigh, trying to disguise her disappointment. Corey detected her frustration. He couldn't blame her. They hadn't seen each other in 12 weeks, and he popped off before even getting sweaty. "I'm sorry, babe," he apologized. "Your pussy feels so unbelievable, I couldn't help it."

Lauren smiled weakly and shifted her legs, causing his now soft dick to plop out of her sperm coated box. Not having had sex in 3 months either, she wanted to at least try to come from having a hard penis inside her. It became her mission to get him hard again.

Switching to a kneeling position, she leaned over and began kissing his mouth and face, slowly working her lips down to his neck. One hand on his sticky, shrunken cock, the other working over his nipples, she addressed each area with determination, willing his cock to spring to life again like a snake charmer. After much moaning on Corey's part, but no signs of returning hardness, Lauren had an idea. A very nasty, naughty idea. 

Laying her head on his belly, face towards his, she began to lightly rake her fingers across her husband's chest. "You said you wanted to talk about those pictures, the ones from the night of the pub crawl?" she asked innocently.

"Yeah, but we don't have to right now," Corey ceded, still embarrassed by his minute-man performance. 

"I want to. There are things you need to know."

"Such as?"

Lauren locked onto his eyes. "The band photos, those were staged, you know, for your benefit. Amy got the guys to agree to a few fan photos. They wanted us to stick around, but we decided that probably wasn't a good idea. The guy feeling me up on the dance floor? That wasn't as orchestrated as you might think. By the time we got to that bar, I was on my way to being full on drunk and I'd been perved on all night. That's no surprise, considering I was wearing this whore costume. But all that attention made me horny, and when he got frisky, I was ready to let him. I'm glad Amy took that sequence showing his hands on my breasts and ass. I told myself at the time that this is what you had set me up for, so you should see the results of your volley. I have to admit, I was really getting hot while he was fingering my nipples. Had he taken things a bit slower, I'm not sure how the rest of the evening would have went. But the asshole went for my pussy right there on the dance floor, and I wasn't about to get finger-fucked in front of 50 people. Amy and I left right then."

Corey stared down at his wife as she pulled at the white hair on his chest. Had she ever said "pussy" and "finger-fucked" in the same sentence before? He remembered her throwing out some of that during the phone-sex but figured that was a drunken, one-time thing. "Go on," he encouraged.

"So, next we went over to the club and wound up in the premier suite with the owner, Max, and Myles, a big-time investor around town. In fact, he's a client of my firm. By that time, I was really drunk. The photo you saw was posed by Amy to give you a little thrill."

Corey cleared his throat and paused. "Amy is aware of...?"

Lauren didn't want to answer that question, at least right then. Deflecting, she tweaked one of his nipples with her thumb and forefinger, causing him to groan in pleasure. She continued.

"After the pic was snapped, we smoked some pot. That's when things got a little bit crazy."

Lauren went on to explain how Max had kissed her, she kissed him back, and they necked for a while. With each new detail, she could feel Corey's limp cock beginning to twitch against the back of her head. Slowly but surely, it was gaining mass again. Pushing herself off his chest and back to a kneeling position alongside his hips, she could see his penis was bobbing again, coming to life. Her idea was working. 

"How crazy?" Corey asked, barely audible, imagining the impeccably man in the picture caressing his wife's body, kissing her on the mouth, the neck, and breasts. 

"Max figured out pretty quickly I was married, which wasn't hard to do, I mean, my wedding ring and all. He apparently knows all about the hotwife lifestyle, and believed I was out on the town to indulge. Of course, he was more than happy to help out and have himself a little fun too." 

Corey raised an eyebrow. "Where did you learn about hotwives?"

Lauren smiled slyly, "You'd be surprised what I've learned over the last week." 

Corey moaned as the shaft of his dick pulsated and bobbed its way to full mast. Lauren put both hands around the base and began gently tugging. 

"

Anyway, he used my hand to free his cock from his slacks. I let him, and I'm glad I did. It was beautiful, not all that big, but it felt hot in my hands, and I was so, so high. I just went with it, stroking it from tip to balls, while our tongues danced in each other's mouths."

"Holy shit. Did he come?"

"That part didn't last long enough. Besides, he wanted more, pushing my head down towards his crotch...to, you know."

Corey gasped. "Did you?"

"No, that's where it ended. Amy and I left soon after that. But maybe I should have sucked his peni..uh, dick. Like this."

Gathering her long black hair so it wouldn't obstruct his view, Lauren bent down, licking Corey's chest and nipples, gradually working her way down past his pudgy belly. Reaching his pubes, her tongue flicked in and out of her mouth, feeling the coarse hair tickling her chin. She could smell and taste the same semen that had dripped out of her pussy minutes ago. Strangely, she was not as sickened by this as in the past. Corey gazed lovingly at his raven-haired wife as she prepared to go down on him. He mustered a grunt of gratitude, knowing this was something she had never been fond of doing. 

Corey watched closely as Lauren lowered her mouth around his growing member. She was careful to envelope only the tip at first, rolling her tongue around the mushroom-shape head, understandably a bit apprehensive. Slurping the remainder of his stiff cock into her mouth, she worked over the fleshy worm with her tongue and jaws. He put his hands on the back of her head, pushing it further down into the depths of her throat. She continued working his dick like a pro. All those years of being repulsed by having a penis in her mouth seemed to melt away. The more Lauren sucked, the more aroused she became. 

When at last she tasted the pre-cum oozing into her mouth, it was time to change things up. After one final long draw on his shaft, Lauren let his cock pop out from her jaws like a lollipop. It bobbed in the air like a buoy in rough seas. After carefully removing her leather skirt, taking care not to tear the thin material, she straddled his meaty hips once more, guiding him back into her eager hole. Throwing her head back, hair whipping about wildly, she began to crank his dick like a lever again, keeping it in perpetual motion. The couple locked eyes and began moving together in tandem, their bodies becoming one. The more athletic of the two, Lauren being on top was a natural. She liked being in control and setting the pace. It also felt so damn good. So much, in fact, that she thought that Corey's cock just might actually get her off this time. 

As she continued her rhythmic ride, she became concerned that he would not continue to stay hard, especially since he had come once already. She had to keep him hard, she just had to! Recalling Amy's advice - use your dirty words - she turned things up a notch. 

"Did you miss fucking me?" Lauren asked, grabbing at his chest, panting. 

"You know I did," Corey whispered, his hands sliding under the mesh crop top to the small breasts bouncing in front of him. Did she really just ask me that? 

"You didn't mind those guys wanting to fuck me?"

"Who could blame them, dressed the way you were?"

"That's not an answer. Do you want me to continue to dress like that, so men will assume I'm out to get laid?"

Through the fog of his buzz and arousal, Corey reflected on the implications of his answer. Was that not the core of the fantasy he wanted Lauren to share with him? The long, low groan that crawled from his throat definitively answered the question she already knew the answer to.

Corey hissed back at her. "I see you've made some friends since I've been gone, you little vamp. I saw those guys hovering around you tonight, touching you every chance they got. Neighbors, huh? How convenient. I bet there's more to that story too, just like there was with Max." 

Lauren felt a rush of lust spread through her body, involuntarily causing her head to jerk backwards and arms to quiver. Composing herself, she leaned over Corey again, allowing her lavender scented hair to dangle in his face. He watched in amazement as her eyes lit up behind those sexy bangs.

"Maybe," she replied coyly. "The frat boy, Tommy. He's already asked me out, twice. And Jack wants me to go for a ride in his fancy sports car."

"And?" Corey pressed, grimacing as he enjoyed the feeling of Lauren's pussy bearing down on his cock, rocking it back and forth. 

"And I turned them down, of course! I would never do anything without your permission."

"And if you had it?"

Lauren giggled playfully, "Well Jack is awfully nice, and Tommy is just one hot college stud, so..." She could feel the cock in her convulse and shake. The bawdy dialogue was certainly doing the trick. 

"I had a dream the other night," she lied, the tale forming in her head as she went. "I came back to Iowa to visit and went to your worksite looking for you, but no one seemed to be there. The construction gate was open, so I walked to the main trailer, where I thought your office would be. I knew I had found your desk when I saw your engineering degree above it. But you were nowhere around. As I was about to leave, Jerry and Dan opened the trailer door and walked in. They had been out in the yard."

Corey stared intently at his wife's face above him, wondering where this was going. Dan and Jerry were a bit younger than he, both divorced, and had been his co-workers and friends for years.

"They were surprised to see me there. Said you were on the other side of the site and would be back shortly. While I waited, we chatted about our families. They invited me to sit in a chair, but I opted for the edge of your desk. Everything seemed normal, but I could tell they were looking at me differently. We had been to each other's houses for barbeques and holidays, and they had always been the perfect gentlemen. But this time, they were looking at me like men look at a stripper. You know, leering."

Corey nodded his head. He had to admit, Lauren was getting pretty good at this. First the phone sex, now this. Two for two. 

Her eyes closed as she continued to spin the yarn in her mind, her hips increasing their velocity. "They looked at me like wolves, said they knew our secret, that you had told them of your little kink, and I was onboard. I wasn't afraid. I've known these guys for 20 years. Just never seen them look at me that way. At first, I was mad at you for telling them, but then I decided to give you what you obviously wanted."

"What...did...you...do...next?" Corey asked between heavy breaths. 

Lauren changed positions, sliding her feet up alongside his hips. This was no small effort with those three-inch corset heels still attached. Supporting herself with hands on her husband's legs, she leaned back and opened her thighs wide, allowing him a good view of her pussy with his cock halfway in. 

"If they already thought I was a whore wife, why not play the part? I lifted my linen skirt and spread my legs. They stared at my lacy pink panties beneath. I could see the tents in their pants. Jerry tried to touch my knee, but I slapped his hand away. I would never do anything without your consent. Then I saw you peering in through a filthy, dust covered window, watching. We stared at each other for the longest time, then you nodded your head. That's when I pulled Jerry's head between my legs and began to unzip Dan's slacks."

Corey grabbed Lauren's leather heels on either side of his waist, giving her the leverage needed to continue sliding her pussy up and down his cock unabated, ensuring all six inches of him disappeared with each down-stroke. Oddly, he felt as if he could go all night. It had been at least 15 minutes now and he was still going strong. Reclining against her husband's knees, Lauren continued to assault his cock, working their hips in unison. The next 25 minutes saw the mature wife vary her positions, from being prone so they could kiss to sitting squarely on his hips, bouncing up and down. The more Lauren shared her fantasy encounter in the dingy construction trailer, the harder Corey seemed to get. 

The couple's breathing was quite heavy now, both grunting and panting as the physical part of the sex reminded them of their age. Lauren continued to blurt out details as they popped into her head. The men clearing off Corey's desk, laying her back, eating her pussy, sucking on her tits. 



"Did you like sucking their dicks?"

"Yessss," Lauren hissed.

"Why?"

"Cause I'm a slutty little whore," she spit out, riding faster now. "Your slutty whore! Fuck my pussy! Fuuccckkkk meeeeeee!"

Corey nearly blew his load, hearing his wife spewing out such filthy talk. He slammed his shaft into her without mercy. "Where to you want them to come?" he shouted.

"What? Oh nooooo." 

The image of her husband and his friends standing over her, spraying their cum everywhere, flashed in front of her eyes. Lauren let out a loud moan, startling Corey, not realizing the impact the question had on her. Her hips now slammed against his violently. 

"You, you, you," Lauren started to wheeze, "All three of you...ah, ah, ah...gathered around me...oh, oh, oh...laying there on your desk, you...Oh shit, OH SHIT!" The orgasm was welling up inside her. "I want it on my face, tell them to come on my face! Oh god, oh god, oh god!"

Corey was nearing the edge. He had lasted far longer than he had in years, but between watching his wife pogo furiously on his cock, her long black hair lashing about wildly, her small titties jiggling under that mesh top, he knew he was about to come for the second time tonight.

Correctly suspecting the image of men coming on her face had sent her into overdrive, he reached up, grabbed her silver choker, and yanked her face down to his.

"Does that make you hot, watching us jack our cocks over your pretty face?"

"Oh, my fucking god, oh yes, yes, yes. FUCK ME!" she cried out.

Corey tightened his grip on the choker. "We're going to blow all over that nasty mouth, you little slut!" he yelled, spittle coating her cheeks. He instantly recoiled. He'd never called her a name like that and he wasn't sure how she would take it. Lauren reacted by gasping loudly and squeezing her eyes tight as a mini-orgasm hit her. He had his answer. 

"All that jizz spraying from three cocks onto your face, your lips, dripping down your neck! You love it, don't you?"

In an out-of-body moment, Lauren was both on the bed with a cock impaling her and on a roller coaster at the moment it drops into the void, when the body is weightless and all control is relinquished, not caring for anything but the thrill ahead. Screaming at the top of her lungs, she dug her long fingernails into Corey's chest, drawing blood.

"Fuucckkkk meeeeee, SHIT, SHIT, SHIT, oh god, oh god, give...it...to...me!" Lauren brayed, convulsing.

Corey ignored the pain in his chest as he continued to pile drive his rigid cock into her pulsating hole, which now was squirting copious amounts of fluid onto his hips. Just when her orgasm seemed to be subsiding, it built back up again, the roller coaster rising towards yet another long plummet. Lauren came again. And again. And again. The waves continued for what seemed an eternity. 

As she was coming down from a particularly long peak, her eyes bored into Corey with the intensity of a thousand suns, barking "Do it for real!" 

Not believing his ears, but at once knowing what she was asking, the 61-year-old used the last ounce of energy to push her off onto her back and straddle her shoulders. Without hesitation, he grabbed his cock and jerked it rapidly, desperate to give his wife what she was begging for. 

"That's it, baby, do it. Give me your load, blow all over my pouty face! Show me I'm your fucking whore!"

There was no holding back now. Bellowing loudly, rope after rope of milky white semen shot from Corey's cock, most of it landing directly on Lauren's face, some of it on a nearby pillow. As he came, Corey grabbed the headboard behind his wife's head as she used her hands to milk out the last bit of creamy liquid onto her neck. He watched as it trickled down under her choker and out the other side to the bed sheet. Drained, Corey collapsed to Lauren's side, both of them grinning like teenagers, unable to speak, but knowing they had just experienced the most intense sex they'd had in years. 

+++++

After a few minutes of silent cuddling, Lauren made her way to the bathroom for a long, hot shower. Corey replaced the bed sheets, grabbed a beer, and plopped down on the couch. Turning on the television, he settled in to watch a replay of a kick boxing event. Eventually Lauren emerged wearing a fluffy white robe, hair pulled back into a ponytail. She sat next to him and nestled into his chest. They sat in peace, only half paying attention to the action on the screen, until Lauren began to giggle.

"That was amazing," she whispered. "It's been a long time since we didn't need The Chairman. Maybe he can retire now. You were so fucking hard!"

"That was all you," Corey replied, kissing the top of her head. "Maybe I should be the one retiring...from storytelling, anyway. And what's with the filthy mouth all of a sudden? Not that I'm complaining, but what the hell is in the water down here, anyway?"

"Are you mad? I mean, at what I told you?"

Corey clicked off the TV. "So, it is true, you really did the dirty dancing thing and gave that guy a hand job?"

Lauren buried her face in his chest. "Yes, I was bad. I let it happen. You didn't answer me, though. Are you angry?"

"I'd be a hypocrite if I said yes, wouldn't I? I mean, I ask you to dress like a slut, you acted like a one, so I quite honestly don't know how I feel. Definitely not mad. Just trying to understand what took you from being angry at my little suggestions, to living them out, to telling nasty stories, and talking like a sailor? It's okay by me, but the suddenness of it all is just...weird."

Lauren's eyes twinkled as she thought of Kumiho. "I can't fully explain it. It sounds stupid, but when I was dressed in that...costume...I was no longer Lauren the aging wife, mother of two adult kids. I felt young again, men were leering at me. God help me, I was objectified and I loved it. It was exciting beyond belief and I think it ignited something in me that flamed out a long time ago."

Corey nodded. "I understand. It's sort of what I hoped for someday. You finding your sexual appetite again. I just didn't think it would really happen. You're beautiful in any man's eyes, and only forty-eight. Being open to other...opportunities...will allow you to reach the kind of sexual gratification that I can no longer provide."

"You did a pretty good job just a few minutes ago, lover!" Lauren exclaimed, patting him on the chest.

"This time. Next time, who knows? My track record isn't exactly impressive."

"And its all about me, right?" she smirked, tilting her head.

"I won't deny it. My cards are on the table. Sharing you has been a fantasy of mine forever, I just couldn't bring myself to tell you outright."

"Thus the stories you brought into our bed."

"Yeah, I guess so."

A quiet calm settled over the room as the moon shined in from the balcony window. Lauren burrowed even further into Corey's arms, her hand stroking his inner thigh, contemplating this conversation. After a few minutes she looked up into his eyes and cleared her throat.

"Well, what if we did something really naughty this weekend?"

Corey narrowed his eyes. "Like what?"

Lauren stared at him, blinking her eyes, saying nothing.

"You mean..?"

"Yes," she said, finishing for him. "I'll be your...your hotwife."

"Isn't...isn't that a big step in such a short time?"

"I've already had someone else's penis in my hand. It was almost in my mouth. I don't think there's much of a leap from there."

"I...I...I," he stuttered, flustered in the face of his fantasy becoming reality. "I don't know."

Lauren put her forehead against his. "The switch has been turned on. No telling when its going to turn off. If this is something you REALLY want, then we better take advantage of this while we can," she stated matter-of-factly, Before Kumiho goes dormant again .

"I wouldn't want you to freak out or get hurt. I would never forgive myself. It would have to be safe," Corey replied. 

"It's not like I wouldn't be having fun too, silly. And yes, we'll be safe," she laughed, licking his nose. "So. Are you in?"

Corey looked into his wife's sultry eyes, his cock twitching at the possibilities. He nodded.

"Yeah, I'm in."

+++++


Ascending Lauren Ch. 04

This narrative is part of a multi-part story. Reading previous chapters will enhance the reader's understanding of each subsequent installment.
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+++++

Lauren and Corey woke early that Friday morning, determined to make the most of their time off. It was a gorgeous fall day -- warmer than Iowa autumns -- so they decided to have a leisurely breakfast at an outdoor café. After two perfect omelets and gourmet coffee, Lauren suggested a walk along the bay front. Various parks and marinas dotted the downtown seawall.

As they passed one pier in particular, Lauren pointed out a large seagoing cruiser towering above the rest. It belonged to the firm's big time investor she had mentioned the night before, Myles Kanzanka. Seeing the look of envy on her husband's face, Lauren took his hand and they walked down the pier to get a closer look. Stopping at the slip, they marveled at its size and amenities. There certainly wasn't anything like this in Des Moines. While Corey snapped some pics to show his buddies back home, Lauren noticed all the fiberglass hulls in one place, wondering just how many had come from her company. The money anchored at just this one dock alone was staggering. About to walk away, they heard a voice from behind them. "Ahoy there!"

Turning towards the shout, they saw a rather rugged, handsome looking man waving at them from the top of the ship's gangway. "Okay, that was cheesy. Nobody says that anymore," he laughed as he walked down the ramp and stood in front of the couple.

"Lauren, right?" he asked. "Remember me from the other night? Got so pissed I passed out. Very embarrassing."

"Yes," she replied, extending her hand. "It gave Amy a good laugh."

"Ah, Amy. She's a lot of fun."

"Yes, she is," Lauren replied. Tons of fun, she thought.

"Myles, this is my husband, Corey. He's visiting for the weekend."

The deeply tanned businessman turned to Corey and grabbed his right hand, pumping it up and down. "Glad to meet you! Visiting? Ah, yes, you're still up in Ohio, right?

"Iowa," Corey corrected him, staring past the man at the ship he had just descended from.

Myles followed Corey's gaze. "She's a beauty, huh? 175 feet of joy, 2900 horsepower. Needs an entire pier because of her length and draft. Hey, if you guys got the time, I can give you a tour. I'm waiting on some business associates, but they won't be here for another hour."

A huge smile broke across Corey's face. Myles nodded his head, "Right then, let's go."

Their host took them topside first, pointing out the 10-person sunning area on the bow and multiple couches aft, enough for 15 more passengers. Below there were two additional decks, with accommodations for 14 overnight guests across five cabins and two VIP suites. "It'll sleep more than 14 if people are willing to bunk up," Myles laughed. Corey and Lauren looked at each other, eyebrows raised at the innuendo, trying not to smile. On the main deck there was a large party room, filled with pastel colored oversized chairs and couches, and 70's style white shag carpeting covering the bulkheads. A shiny brass stripper pole at one end of the room completed the decor. Someone was clearly still embracing the disco era. During the tour, Myles came off not as a braggart, but someone who genuinely wanted to share the beauty of this vessel.

Arriving back at the gangway, Myles shook the couple's hands again. He looked at Lauren, seemed to hesitate, then spoke up.

"You know what? I'm having a small get together onboard tomorrow to celebrate...uh, Saturday. Would you guys like to come along? A group of us are taking her out for the day, be back at night. A great way to extend those tans!"

When Lauren saw Corey's eyes light up, she knew his answer. She started to say yes, but Myles raised his hands and stopped her.

"Before you answer, you should know that my friends have very liberal attitudes. Once we get on the high seas, you may see some nudity and quite a bit of drinking. And sometimes all that leads to...adventures. Nothing that you have to be part of if you don't want to be; there's plenty of space onboard for everyone to spread out and do their own thing. But you may find some it interesting. It'll be your call. You could wear gunny sacks and just stare up at the stars if you wanted. No one judges. What happens on the dingy, stays on the dingy. I'm just telling you because it's the right thing to do and there are no surprises."

"Oookaay," Corey said, slowly drinking in the disclaimer. "Are your friends all young and single, or will there be couples, like us?" He didn't want to find themselves in an uncomfortable situation, with a bunch of naked kids running around.

Myles shook his head. "Besides a friend or two who are single like me, everyone there will be married."

Corey looked at Lauren, trying to gauge her reaction, and she back at him, one eyebrow raised, as if looking to him for consensus. Shaking Myles hand again, he bought them some time. "Thanks for the invitation. Can we think about it? I'm only in town for three days and there's a lot of things we want to do."

"Absolutely. If you're game, we sail at 9:00 a.m. sharp. Bring day clothes, swimsuits, maybe some evening wear. And come hungry. I've got everything else covered. If not, it was great to meet you, and I hope you enjoy your visit to Miami."

The couple carefully walked down the gangway onto the dock and turned towards the Mariana parking lot. Once he was certain Myles could no longer hear them, he let it out.

"Holy shit! Did you see the size of that yacht? How fucking rich is that guy?"

Lauren laughed. "Not really sure. One, two billion? His investments have done very well. I guess boys need their toys!"

Corey nodded, taking one last look at the massive vessel as they walked down the street.

"So, what do you think?" Lauren asked, slipping her arm around his waist as they strolled.

"I think I need a better job!"

She punched his shoulder. "I mean about the invitation."

"Was he inviting us on an excursion or to get naked?"

Lauren chuckled. "I don't know. Probably both. Does it matter? Didn't you say last night that you were up for something a bit naughty?

Corey stopped and turned to his wife.

"Okay, I admit. It definitely sounds like an adventure. Not sure if we'll ever have a chance to go out on a ship like that again. As long as there's no pressure to do anything we don't want to, it sounds like fun. In the end, I suppose we could always just stare at the water and drink heavily. Do you trust this guy? I mean, out on the water, 9-1-1 doesn't summon help all that quickly."

Lauren took Corey's chin in her hand, wiggling it back and forth. "Do I know if he's a serial killer in his spare time, when he's not being a well-respected businessman and running an empire? No."

Corey smiled, put his arms around his wife, and pulled her close.

"So, what do you want to do now?" he whispered in her ear.

Lauren's eyes twinkled. "Well. It looks like I'll be needing a new suit!"

+++++

The couple spent the rest of the morning scouring the downtown swimwear shops. Corey didn't complain. There were worse ways to spend a day than watching a sexy woman try on bikinis. At last, in the fourth store, Lauren walked out to the mirrored viewing area in an unbelievably erotic number.

"Good god almighty," Corey whistled. "That's unholy." It certainly was. A shiny gold two-piece, the top stretched tightly across her small chest, two soft shimmering golden globes holding her tiny breasts taut, connected by a single braid. The bottom was barely there as well, with the back and front material held together by the same thin strand, ultimately designed to tie above each hip. Not quite as Brazilian as Amy's, but with the same effect. However, there was one small issue.

"Great suit, but do you see what I see? Corey asked, referring to the hint of wiry pubic hair peeking out from the sides.

Lauren looked in the mirror and frowned. "Yeah, I was afraid of that. This is much smaller than my other bikinis. I'll call and see if the salon down the street can get me in today for a wax. Wouldn't you like to see me rocking this on the high seas tomorrow?"

Corey smiled and winked. "You bet your ass I would."

"I might just do that," she replied over her shoulder, wiggling back into the dressing room. "Bet my ass, that is."

+++++

The couple arrived at the pier just before nine the following morning and stood gazing up at the rear of the yacht, uncertain what to do next. Men dressed in red polos and white shorts walked briskly about the ship's several levels. Smooth jazz music played at low volume as the powerful engines gently idled. Corey took Lauren's hand and walked up the gangway, stepping onto the teak wood decking at the top. Out of nowhere a spiffy looking woman in a blue dress appeared, offering mimosas. She reminded Lauren of the airline stewardesses in the 1960s. Her name tag read "Lucy".

Lucy looked their names up on the manifest, checking them off the list. After assigning them to Cabin 2, she directed them down a passageway towards the party room that had been part of their tour the day before. The pleasant aroma of breakfast food cooking filled the air. Entering the compartment, they noticed five other couples standing in a tight group engaged in light banter. Seconds later they were greeted by Myles' booming voice.

"Hey guys, glad you could make it," he exclaimed, hugging Lauren and fist bumping Corey. "We'll be getting underway in just a few minutes. Make yourself comfortable and let the crew know if you need something," he said, pointing out a couple more 60's-era stews milling about.

True to his word, the other guests appeared to be about Myles' age, mid-to-late 30s. All were carefully coifed and wearing expensive watches and jewelry. They politely acknowledged the pair's presence and went back to their conversations. Periodically, one or two would look over at the newcomers, as if sizing them up.

The couple was on their second drink when the ship got underway. They watched as the large ship glided pass other vessels in the marina, an endless mix of sailing and motorized craft. They grinned at each other. It felt like they were embarking on an exciting adventure.

Brunch proved to be a delicious combination of egg burritos, cheese quesadillas, and Bloody Mary's. Afterward, with the shore now well out of sight, the guests began changing into their swimsuits. Lauren and Corey found the cabin to which they had been assigned. They looked at each other. Cabin 2 was one of the VIP suites Myles had mentioned on the tour.

"Do you think it's a mistake?" Corey asked, thinking he should go and ask Lucy.

Lauren shook her head. "Probably not. After all, this is only a day cruise. Its just a place for us to change and leave our stuff."

Inside, the suite was impressive, at least in yacht terms. A contained a large queen bed, end tables, chairs and a separate toilet and shower area. Much like a standard hotel room, only floating. The pair proceeded to put on their swimsuits. Having fell asleep well before Lauren the night before, Corey had not yet seen her new wax job until just that moment. Dumbstruck, he stared down at the completely bald pussy in front of him.

"You really went all out on the wax, huh?" he asked, not able to take his eyes off the hairless clam.

"Do you like?"

"Are you serious?"

After donning her shimmering gold two-piece, Lauren proceeded to hook a thin, gold double-strand waist chain around her mid-section, allowing it to settle down around her shapely hips. Corey shook his head. He wanted to throw her on the bed right then.

Intentionally letting his wife go before him, the playful husband watched with a smile as the tiny ass shifted back and forth inches in front of his face as they ascended the ladder to the top deck. Once outside, the pair found empty chaise lounges up front on the bow and settled in. Sunscreen applied, they laid back to soak up the sun. Lauren reached out her hand and hooked her pinky finger around Corey's. Life was good.

Eventually other guests staked their spots. Within minutes, Corey struck up a conversation with several men gathered around a television previewing that day's upcoming college football matches. The women were friendly too, all seemed to know one another, and graciously drew Lauren into their circle as they began to compare swimsuits and tans. It wasn't too long before most had lost their tops, their breasts swaying in the bright sunlight. Corey overheard one of the women suggesting that Lauren do the same. "If you've never tried it, you don't know what you're missing," she coaxed. "The sea breeze on your tits feels simply exhilarating."

Lauren glanced at Corey who was standing by the other men. He smiled back. "You wouldn't want to miss out on that feeling now, would you?"

Setting down her drink, Lauren reached behind and untied the shimmering gold top. As she removed it, her small pale 30b-cup buds stuck out, nipples hardening as the sea breeze's invisible tongue delicately licked them. Retrieving the Bloody Mary, she raised the glass towards her husband and smiled, as if making a silent toast.

Corey immediately noticed a few of his new football pals had turned to gaze at the new girl. Exhilarating indeed, he thought. He surveyed the other wives as Lauren went back to chatting with the women,. Two were tall blondes, one with a bob cut, the other with willowy curls midway down her back. Both had medium sized breasts sitting proudly on thin, wiry frames. Another was a brunette that struck Corey as the definition of a rich trophy wife. Obviously proud of her money bought tits, she never passed up an opportunity to jiggle them. The last was a short, somewhat meaty looking woman wearing a royal blue one-piece covering what appeared to be very large breasts. Still immensely attractive with a cute face, her "modern shag" haircut was tinted light purple with tips dyed a deep pink. Corey' eyes went back to Lauren. He took pride in the fact that apart from a few more visible veins in the calves, one would not guess his own bride was 10 to 12 years older than the others. And her body was clearly more fit.

"If you don't mind me saying so, your wife is very beautiful," one of the guys watching the pregame predictions said, holding his hand out. "I'm Paul."

Corey shook his hand. "Yes, I remember from brunch. And I agree."

"They certainly are having a good time," Paul observed, nodding towards the women; all seemed to be talking at once. "Mine is the blonde with the short hair in the red bottoms. She's pretty hot too, eh?"

"Um," Corey paused cautiously, not knowing exactly how to respond to his question. The guy was obviously looking for validation.

"It's okay, man. I won't be offended," the stranger assured the newcomer. "In fact, none of us are going to be. It's all good out here."

"Yeeaaaah, okay then. She's very pretty."

Paul took a drink of his beer, a slick smile spreading across his face. "So, you're down visiting from Iowa? Lots of commodities there. And now you are on the Atlantic on a $40 million yacht. Nice of Myles to invite you along."

Corey agreed, and went on to explain how lucky it was that they happened to be in the right place and time be invited.

"Lucky indeed," Paul concurred, "you don't realize how much.

"We're a close-knit group. Have been for years. It's been a long time since Myles has invited strangers -- no offense - to come out with us. So long, in fact, that he ran it past us ahead of time. I'm hoping he explained how liberal minded our little group can be."

"He did," Corey nodded. "Said there might be some nudity and stuff."

Paul grinned. "Yeah, and stuff."

"You all seem to know each other. Do you guys get together often?"

"Not as often as we'd like. Maybe once every couple months. Me, Stan, Myles, we went to business school together and decided to make some investments down here that panned out well, more so for Myles. Stan and I married; Myles never has."

"And the others?"

"Bill is a business associate of Myles. His wife Brooke is the one over there with the, eh, cosmetic surgery. The others we met at parties. Chris and his wife Sophie first, then Stephen and Charlotte. We all clicked years ago and discovered we have common likes."

Just then, Paul's phone rang and he stepped away to take the call. Corey returned to dividing his attention between the football game and the half-naked women jabbering and clinking their glasses together.

+++++

As the afternoon wore on, the drinking continued in earnest, with pretty much everyone on the ship -- save the crew - getting quite hammered. Even though it was September, the intensity of the sun on the open water began to take its toll and several of the revelers began heading below deck. Lauren, who had since put her top back on, suggested that she and Corey head below as well.

The last to enter their cabin, Lauren closed the door and tossed her beach bag on the floor next to the bed. She turned to Corey.

"You okay? Was that too naughty, your wife baring her breasts?" she asked saucily, "or not enough?"

Corey pushed her back on the bed. "Not enough," he grinned, pulling his swimsuit down to his knees. Lauren saw the hard cock spring free of the nylon material and wanted nothing more than for it to ravish her bare vagina. But that was not in the cards, at least not yet. Motioning for him to climb on top her, she waited until his face hovered above hers.

"My, my, my, someone's hot and bothered," she cooed, wrapping a hand around his solid shaft. Why is that? Cause other guys were watching me take off my top? Maybe thinking about licking my itty, bitty titties? Would you have liked that?"

Corey grunted, grinding his cock into her fingers.

"I think I'd like that too," Lauren continued. "Feeling my nipples in their mouths. What if I'd had gone with one or two of them to a cabin, so they could rip off my suit and have their way with me?"

Corey was breathing heavy now, his hips gyrating against the pressure from her hand, dick pulsating.

"You are a nasty little perv, aren't you? You'd really to see that happen, wouldn't you?"

"Yes," Corey half whispered, half hissed, lowering his mouth to kiss her. "Serious as a heart attack. And at my age, I don't joke about heart attacks."

"Uh huh. I thought as much," Lauren shot back, rolling them both over to one side. Now on top, Lauren pinned her husband's shoulders to the mattress, holding him still.

"Take it easy there, tiger. I'm well beyond horny too, but we have to wait, it's not in the plan."

Corey suddenly stopped his advances. Wait for what? What plan?

A knock on the cabin door caused both heads to turn towards the sound. Lauren slipped off the bed and went to it, putting one hand on the thin paneling, the other on the latch. After a pause and a noticeable exhale, she started to open it.

Realizing his swim trunks were around his ankles, Corey tried to stop her. "Wait! You don't know who the hell that is!"

Looking back at him, she replied with a sultry smile, "Not true, I know exactly who it is."

As the door opened wider, a well-dressed man in his early to mid-forties entered the room and stood behind Lauren.

"Jesus Christ," Corey yelled, pulling his trunks up to cover his nakedness. "Who the fuck are you?"



Lauren made sure she was standing in between the two men, unsure of what Corey's next move would be.

"Babe, this is Max. The bar owner I told you about. You remember, the one who offered to help us live out your...I mean, our...fantasy?"

A look of recognition crept across Corey's face. Of course, he was in that fucking photo!

Max moved behind Lauren and put his hands on her bare shoulders, hooking his thumbs under the strands of her bikini top.

Corey shook his head to clear his mind. He thought for a minute, his brain working overtime, trying to make some sense of what was happening. "You mean you had this all PLANNED? Myles' invitation wasn't just...just happenstance?"

Lauren looked her husband squarely in the eyes, her pretty bangs hanging down to just below the eyebrows. She shook her head.

"After you agreed we should do something naughty, I got in touch with Max. I'm surprised he even returned my call, considering the state I left him in. After confirming his...offer...was still good, Max reached out to Myles and asked if his planned excursion this weekend could accommodate a couple more guests."

Silently, Max began gliding his hands over Lauren's arms, then down to her sides and hips. She responded by leaning back into him.

"Max explained everything to Myles, and he agreed to play along. It wasn't a big ask really, since I'm sure by now you've figured out that the couples on this ship are very open minded anyway.

"Nor was it by coincidence that I suggested we walk along the bay front yesterday. Your enthusiasm to see this yacht up close made it that much easier to bring you and Myles together. You should have seen your eyes light up when he invited us out."

Corey watched as Max's fingers walked over his wife's belly, stopping at the top of her bottoms. He was still trying to process what was happening.

"So here we are," Lauren shrugged. "Me, you, and Max."

A thick silence fell over the room as Lauren covered her would-be lover's hand with hers, preventing it from creeping any further between her legs.

"What do you want to do, babe? This doesn't need to go any further. We can stop right now and go watch the sunset together, just you and me."

Corey sat on the bed in shock, his erect cock straining against the swimsuit, betraying inner thoughts. Although he felt duped, this was clearly something his wife had planned for and was ready to go through with. From his perspective, the whole scene was more erotic than he'd ever imagined.

"What do you want, Corey?" Lauren repeated, eyebrow cocked, a twinkle in her eyes and a smirk on her face.

"I," the older man tried to speak, but his mouth ran dry. He swallowed hard. "I don't want to go watch the sunset. I want to watch you."

With a slight nod of his head, Max put his chin on Lauren's shoulder and pulled her tightly against his chest. Wrapping both arms around her body, he moved his hands over the thin, gold fabric of the bikini top. Cupping a breast in each, he wiggled a thumb over the nipples until they became more pronounced through the material. Lauren began to turn towards him, her breathing becoming more rapid.

"No," he said gently. "Face your husband. Look at him."

Lauren's gaze returned to Corey. He could see her chest rising and falling rapidly. Max explored her entire upper body, leaving no area untouched. Easing one hand under the top, he wiggled the other beneath the front of the bikini bottoms. Corey could see his fingers stroking hidden pussy lips, a deep sigh revealing when Max finally touched her clit. Moments later, a deep, guttural moan served to announce when those same fingers had slithered their way into her hole.

Lauren rhythmically moaned as Max held her from behind, fingers dancing inside. She looked at Corey through half open heavy eyes, a roller coaster of emotions from the past few weeks racing through her mind. She felt passion, lust and lasciviousness like she's never felt before, but also a touch of sadness, knowing there was no going back to the way things were.

After a few minutes of pleasuring Lauren with his hands, he turned her towards him, kissing the black-haired beauty long and deep, their eyes closing as they felt the moment. She curled her arms under his and gripped his shoulders, pulling him closer. They continued to kiss for some time until Max opened one eye and saw Corey staring at them. Nothing else. Just staring.

Wanting him to stay engaged, Max broke the kiss and asked, "Do you want to see your wife finish what she started in my bar last week?"

Corey nodded silently.

Wrapping a fistful of jet-black mane around one hand, Max gently pushed Lauren to her knees. Corey watched as his wife of 28 years, for the second time in a week, released a stranger's cock from his pants and held it in her hands. To his relief, it was not the monster snake that so many erotic novels tend to dwell on. About the same girth, maybe an inch longer than his own, but not the stuff of legends. Without showing emotion, Lauren fished a single condom packet from the bag next to her feet, carefully peeled it open, and unfolded it the length of the seven-inch cock. Corey had to hand it to her, she really did have this planned.

Having done her homework, she knew maintaining eye contact with her husband was especially important. Locking a gaze on Corey to ensure he was watching, she slurped Max's nut sack into her mouth and began licking it with enthusiasm. His balls were firmer than Corey's, not as much loose flesh. Letting them fall from her mouth, she picked a few curly hairs off her tongue, then began working towards the top of his staff, luscious red lips gumming the latex along the way. Once there, she kissed the pink head beneath the condom's reservoir and grasp his tool with both hands, stroking slowly, but gaining speed.

Max groaned as Lauren accelerated. He allowed the momentum to continue for a few minutes, then guided his cock towards her mouth, carefully aligning it with her head using the fistful of hair still wrapped around his hand. "Suck it," he commanded. She needed no further encouragement and attacked his cock with purpose. The first time down didn't go well, as Lauren gagged on the size and rather odd smell of the rubber.

"Easy, take is slow. There's no hurry," Max encouraged her, dropping his trousers to give her better access.

Lauren went back to work, sliding more and more of his cock into her mouth until the latex sheath became slippery from her saliva. This allowed her to take nearly the entire seven inches. Sensing she was getting more comfortable with the size and girth, Max picked up the pace, his hand gliding her head back and forth along the shaft, a mane of hair in his hands dictating the speed. She could feel the tip making contact with the back of her throat but found if she relaxed her jaws and tongue enough, she could accommodate the whole thing. Faster now, he fucked Lauren's face as if it were a cunt, the friction generating large amounts of spittle that overflowed from the corner of Lauren's mouth.

"Fuck," Max uttered, grabbing her hair, and slamming his cock into the willing mouth. He looked down as the woman sucking his dick occasionally stared back at him from behind those black bangs. The sight of this beauty working him over had momentarily distracted him from his mission. Eventually, he thought of her husband, still laying on the bed, cock in his hands. Letting go of Lauren's hair, he nodded towards the older man. "Let's not forget why we're here."

Corey looked on as his wife wiped her mouth on the bedsheet and climbed onto the mattress. Kneeling beside him, Lauren took her husband's cock into her mouth and gave it the same attention as she had given Max's. Grasping it by the base, she slowly enveloped his penis until she was finally swallowing the entire length with each pass. It was decidedly much, much easier to do without a condom. And better tasting. Remembering other "tips" from her homework, she let his cock graze the inside of her cheek, first one side, then the other, before pulling it out and playfully slapping it against her nose and mouth. Corey continued to groan loudly.

As Lauren was practicing her newfound love of giving head, Max disrobed and climbed onto the bed from the other side, placing Lauren in the center. Corey wasn't too sure how he felt about a naked stranger being in bed with them, but his wife's mouth quickly helped him to forget Max's presence, if only temporarily. Lauren, however, did not forget. Her eyes grew fiery as she saw the two rigid penises bobbing in in front of her. Continuing to pleasure Corey with her mouth, she reached out and took Max's cock into her hand, stroking it from base to tip, looking him in the eye as she did so. For the next 10 minutes she alternated between the two men, giving oral to one while stroking the other. Yes, she was a quick study.

Eventually Lauren's mouth tired from the constant motion. She slipped off the bed, took a drink, then returned, kneeling on the mattress in front of her two lovers, both now absentmindedly stroking their manhood while watching her every move. Knowing she was on center stage, Lauren reached behind her neck and untied the gold metallic top, laughing, throwing her head back dramatically, before allowing it to drop to the bed sheet. Putting one hand on each hip, she tossed her hair teasingly, shook her hips a couple times, then pulled the ties apart, separating the front and back halves. As they too fell, Max got his first full view of this beauty, naked except for the thin, double strand gold waist chain hugging the tops of her hips. Quite fit for someone her age, and makeup that was just the right shade of slutty. The prize in both men's eyes, however, was that freshly bald, buttery smooth pussy just inches above their feet.

"My god, your perfect," Max said, licking his lips.

Lauren smiled, taking a cue from Amy and pulling apart her puffy, glistening labia, allowing them a peek at the pink flesh between. "Who wants in first, boys?"

Neither man could speak, they just continued to stroke their cocks in anticipation. Finally, Lauren spoke up.

"Hubby it is then!"

The raven-haired temptress fell to all fours and slowly crept over Corey's feet, then his legs and chest, finally positioning her hips above his face. He looked up at the wet hairless cunt inches from his nose, its lips gaping invitingly. Lauren grabbed the headboard with both hands and slowly lowered herself onto her husband's waiting mouth. As he proceeded to eat his wife's pussy, her moans increased with every thrust of his tongue. Max reached up and groped the breast nearest him, her small baseball size tit fitting into his hand like a glove.

Lauren continued to ride her husband's tongue while her new lover plied her chest, the passion building deep within. Gripping the headboard, she threw her head back in ecstasy, long black hair flowing down her back. Use your words, she heard Amy's voice say.

"That's it, tongue fuck my bald pussy, lap that juice up, suck me dry!" Lauren demanded, slamming her hips into his face. After several minutes of Corey's tongue darting in and out of her slit, her increased breathing and deep moans foreshadowed what was to come. Releasing her hands from the headboard, they flew to her breasts. One hand thumbing her bare nipple, the other covered Max's hand, setting the pace for his fingers. Corey nearly suffocated as his wife ground her pink hole into his face, gagging him with the clear fluid now oozing from it. Her stride was growing to a fevered pitch when all of a sudden she stopped, yelping as the orgasm hit her. The force of the spasm caused her body to lurch forward towards the headboard, her hands shooting out to prevent impact. "Ohhhhh, fucccckkk, baby! I'm cumming!" she cried, writhing, her hair whipping about as the passion reverberated through her body.

Good fucking God, Max thought to himself. He had seen a lot of woman come in his lifetime, but none were more genuine than this.

Lucid again, Lauren slid her body down Corey's pale torso until his cock was between her legs. Reaching under her hips, she helped guide it through the bare lips and into her waiting hole.

"Please fuck me now," she begged, her tongue eagerly licking the glaze of her own juices from her husband's cheeks, hips involuntarily gyrating with his cock buried in her.

Corey was happy to oblige, grabbing her ass and banging the slick pussy furiously with every ounce of energy his 61-year-old body could muster. Max watched, impressed by how they moved together, but also at how the couple looked at each other as they fucked. As unorthodox as this might be, Max thought, it was obvious how well connected they still were.

After 15 minutes of pounding his wife, Corey felt he may be getting close. Not wanting to blow so quickly, he slowed his pace and reluctantly suggested they take a break. Nodding with understanding, Lauren lifted her pussy off her husband's still pulsating cock and laid between the two men, this time facing Max. The younger man leaned into her, caressing the firm body beside him. Lauren felt the heat of his touches as she pushed her tongue into his mouth.

Vacating the bed and moving to a small chair in the corner of the cabin, Corey watched as the couple on the bed kissed passionately, lips hungrily seeking each other's. He felt the flood of the emotions he had been expecting, as those things he had fantasized about for years began to unfold before his eyes. Intense arousal at seeing Lauren with another man, mixed with a touch of jealousy, and a fear of what tomorrow might bring. These feelings came to him all at once.

Lauren was experiencing strong feelings as well, although much differently. She was pleased the plan had been executed so perfectly. Not knowing how Corey would react was the "x" factor to be sure, but now seeing him in the chair, penis in hand, she had the answer. Comfortable that her husband was onboard with what was happening, she relaxed, allowing overwhelming passion and lust to take over. Kumiho had awoken and was prodding her on. Ever since that night in his bar, Lauren had wondered what the impeccably dressed businessman looked like naked and she was not disappointed. Taking a deep breath, she ran her hands over his nude body, feeling the tight pecs, muscles and toned abdominals that were mature, but not yet affected by age, like her husband's.

From the corner of the room, Corey slowly stroked his cock as he watched his wife caress Max's chest, hips and legs. After one particularly long kiss, the younger man whispered something into Lauren's ear, then rolled her over onto her belly, head at the foot of the bed, near Corey. Kneeling behind her, he pulled the lithe body up on all fours, hoisting her ass to his crotch. He rolled his cock around the glistening pussy lips until the latex was wet, slippery and set for entry. Sensing Max was ready, Lauren fixed eyes on her husband, and used her words again.

"This is it, babe" she cooed softly. "All those years, all those stories, all those characters. All those things I was angry at you even suggesting. Tell me, my love, do I look angry now?"

Corey shook his head. "No."

Lauren smiled gently. "That's right. I will fight it no longer. You lit a fuse in me that is going to make your fantasy come true, right here, right now. Are you ready to watch another man fuck your wife? It's what you've wanted, isn't it? Do you want Max to fuck me?"

Corey gazed back at his wife on all fours, a man he had met only minutes ago kneeling behind her, ready to ravish the pussy he alone had the privilege to fuck for nearly three decades. He swallowed hard and nodded. "Yes."

Lauren's eyes closed and her hands clutched the bedsheet as she felt the smooth condom covered cock slide into her waiting hole. She was so wet that it slid all the way in the first time, balls slapping against her smooth box. With no resistance, Max fucked her effortlessly, alternating strokes between short, quick ones and long, drawn out ones. Corey could see Lauren's face grimace in ecstasy, biting her lower lip, and occasionally opening her eyes to look at him.

"You like watching him fuck me?" she asked, panting heavily. "After all this, you better, perv. You want to know something? I can feel his throbbing cock in my pussy, filling me up, his balls full of cum. I'm such a bad girl, Corey. Oh, oh, eeeeeeeeeee! Jesus, Max, FUCK me!"

Corey was cranking his dick furiously now, the sight in front of him so erotic he had trouble pacing himself. It didn't help when Max reached in front of him and grabbed Lauren's hair, yanking her head back as she cried out.

"Oh SHIT, Max, do me, fuck my married whore pussy! That's it, harder, harder, harder!"

Not wanting to leave Corey out, she looked directly at her husband and spit out, "Do you like seeing your wife treated like the slut she is? Taking a strange man's cock from behind like a bitch?"

Then to Max, she screamed, "Harder, fuck me harder. Don't stop! Don't stop! Slam it. Slam that cunt!"

Max tightened his hand around her hair even more, snapping the pretty head back towards him, causing her jaw to drop open and eyes to roll back in her head. Corey watched for what seemed like hours as his wife was pounded relentlessly, her lover huffing and puffing as he drove his tool in and out of her sopping wet hole. The man's stamina was impressive, as evidenced by the number of times Lauren came while he drilled her. Four, five times? Who was counting? Isn't this exactly what Corey had wanted for her?

After 20 minutes of hot, sweaty, doggystyle monkey sex, Max pulled out and tossed Lauren on her back. She instinctively opened her legs, giggling as her lover positioned himself between them. The giggles turning to moans when he entered her with one long thrust. "Fuuccckkkk!" Lauren screamed as she felt the entire length of his cock slide into her again. Continuing the assault with the same ferocity as before, Max pummeled the dark-haired beauty from on top, his shaft like a piston now. Corey could hear the air rushing out of his wife's juice-soaked pussy with each push, accompanied by the very wet and sloppy sounds of her excitement.

Lauren reached down and gripped Max's ass, pulling him tighter. She began to feel another, massive orgasm approaching. "Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah. Don't stop! Keep fucking that hole. Wreck that pussy."

Max grimaced, feeling his own release building. "Give it to me baby, let me feel that cunt! C'mon fuck me, I want to feel it tight around my cock!"

Corey watched as Max grabbed his wife's legs and slung them over his shoulder, not missing a beat. From his vantage point he was able to see Max's balls slam into her bare pussy with each bold thrust.

"Give it to me, Goddamnit!" Max yelled. "I want to feel your cum all over my cock!"

"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh," Lauren moaned rhythmically, completely lost in the feeling of being fucked senseless.

Corey continued to stroke his cock, watching this stranger screw his wife. He knew at that moment in time, he did not exist to Lauren; it was all about the penis that was now driving her towards another orgasm.

"Keep...fucking...meeeeee!" Lauren howled, her feet bouncing off Max's shoulders. "Oh, oh, oh, oh!"

"Oh SHIT! Squeeze that pussy tight! Make me blow. You want my cum, you little slut?"

"Eeeeeeeeeeeee, FUCK!" Lauren squealed, raking her nails down his back.

Max laughed. "You like being called names, huh, baby?" he asked, looking to the corner for the answer. Seeing Corey nod back, he continued "I see. A nasty little bitch. You're husband knows you're a slut now, Lauren, no hiding it. Letting a stranger bang you in front of him; nobody but a filthy whore does that."

"Ah, oh, ah, oh, ah, oh, yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeess, that's it, that's it! Fuck me, fuck me! OH PLEASE GOD FUCK ME!" Lauren wailed as she relinquished control of her of body to the mammoth orgasm. Her entire body shook, enough that Max had to pull out and release her legs.



Her scream started low, increasing in volume as the passion took hold, her howls echoing off the cabin walls. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! OH FUCK, COREY, I'm cummmmmmming!"

To anyone who happened to be in the vicinity of Cabin 2, there was no mistaking what was happening within. Buckets of fluids flowed out of Lauren's bare slit as she lay on the bed quivering, her hands over her chest as if to keep her heart from jumping through the skin. Max climbed off, giving her a few minutes to compose herself, himself still in desperate need of release. Grabbing two waters, he handed one to Lauren, who gratefully gulped one down. That's when she remembered Corey.

Replacing the cap on the bottle, she looked over at her husband, still in the chair, his mind inundated by a thousand thoughts and emotions. Smiling, she hooked a finger, motioning for him to join her on the bed. As he approached, Lauren pulled Max back on the mattress and pushed him onto a pillow. Having come five times now that afternoon, it was time to give back.

Gathering her hair in one hand, Lauren knelt over Max, and began twirling her tongue around his shaft, emphasizing every lick to compensate for the thin sheath still covering it. She went to her knees, raising her hips off the bed, offering Corey clear line of sight into her glistening, waiting pussy. Not needing a formal invitation, he sidled up behind her, spreading her hairless labia as wide as it would go. Drops of clear juice dripped out of the fleshy clam, landing on the sheets below.

As Lauren focused her lips and tongue on Max's cock, Corey gave his wife the same treatment. Lick after lick, he was able to coax more clear liquid from her wet canal, drinking it in like it a dying man in the desert. Her hips gyrated as he heard her continuous moans, muffled by the hard steel in her mouth. For several minutes Corey continued his assault from behind, his tongue exploring every reachable inch of her puckered hole. Eventually, her groans turned to mews of desperation, her bouncing hips making it difficult for his mouth to hit the target. Letting Max's dick flop out of her mouth, she looked back over her shoulder and simply said "Fuck me."

When Corey mounted his wife from a kneeling position, his manhood met no resistance. Lauren let out another deep, guttural moan, then went right back to work on cock in front of her. After watching her fuck this stud for nearly an hour, Corey was overcome by pure animal lust, holding her ass and plunging his cock into her reddened cunt with abandoned. He showed no mercy, jack-hammering the hole she was offering so willingly. Max was lost in his own pleasure, as Lauren's head bobbed up and down, his need to release growing with each passing minute.

Pounding her from behind, Corey could see over his wife's back and head to Max's face. He heard the younger man grunting and recognized those expressions. He knew neither of them were going to last much longer. Giving up the opportunity to nut in his wife's amazingly hot pussy, Corey selflessly pulled out and pushed Lauren onto her back, Max's cock unexpectedly yanked from her mouth. Surprised and slightly concerned at first by his sudden and rather rough actions, she eventually understood why when he scurried up alongside her and knelt over her face. "Yeesssssssss," she hissed, "Do it!"

Max caught on and went to the other side, peeling the condom off and tossing it to the floor. Lauren reached up and took the two meaty shafts in her hands and began pumping then feverishly.

"Give it to me, baby," she begged, looking from one set of glassy eyes to the other. "I want your cum. I NEED your cum. Paint me with your creamy love!"

"Ah, FUCK!" Max brayed, seeing that sexy face looking back at him, full of expectation. "You want it ALL, slut?"

Lauren moaned, then nodding her head dramatically, pumping both cocks in tandem.

"I'm going to cum," Corey barked, "where do you want it, baby?"

"On my pretty little whore face! DO IT! GIVE...IT...TO...ME!" Lauren screamed, tongue wagging in anticipation.

"Whose...whose whore are you?" Max panted heavily, his release imminent.

Lauren peered up at her two lovers, batting her long eyelashes from beneath those long black bangs. With her best hooker persona, she giggled sexily, "I'm Corey's slut forever, but everyone's whore tonight."

When both men erupted simultaneously, they roared thunderously as they pumped their loads over Lauren. It spewed out in waves, landing on her tits, hair and face, each spurt bringing more jizz raining down on her head. She closed her eyes as thick white ropes of cum continued to shoot out of the two quivering cocks above, her hands doing their best to milk out every last drop. Corey watched as tiny rivers of semen formed on his wife's body, gravity pulling them to her lap. As the flow began to subside, she cleared the spunk from her eyelids, eventually able to look up at her husband smiling down on the carnal scene. Lauren simply winked and mouthed a "thank you". His was not the only fantasy being fulfilled that afternoon.

+++++

Balls empty, Corey and Max collapsed on either side of Lauren. All three laid on the bed recovering from the intense sex. Eventually, they found enough energy to push themselves off the mattress. The men got dressed and Lauren cleaned herself off with a beach towel. After giving Max a kiss on the cheek and a warm hug, she disappeared into the cabin's bathroom. Moments later they heard the shower running.

Corey looked at Max warily, still a bit put off by the clandestine arrangement between them and his wife.

The younger man sensed as much and started towards the cabin door. Before exiting, he looked back.

"I know you aren't sure of all this. Please don't be angry at Lauren. She only wants to give you what you want, and she thought this would be a nice surprise. When I met her, she was full of uncertainty, not sure if she wanted to be part of your fantasy. Obviously, she has had some enlightenment since then. Either way, don't be too harsh on her or yourself. You'll find the couples on this boat aren't much more different than yourselves.

"And yeah, I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy being with your wife just now. Seriously, who wouldn't? Look, I'm the last person to be giving advice, but you two should discuss what just happened and decide if the lifestyle is for you. If so, I encourage you to get to know the others on this ship. They don't judge, and you may find the evening even more interesting than the afternoon."

Corey nodded and cleared his throat. "I appreciate the sentiment, thank you."

With that, Max turned and stepped through the cabin door into the passageway.

+++++
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+++++

Lauren stepped from the shower onto the marble floor of the ship's VIP cabin. A towel wrapped around her head, she snuggled into an available white robe, noting a large "M" stitched over the left breast. In the bedroom, Corey was back in the armchair, watching a football game with no particular interest. He barely noticed his wife opening the bathroom door. Kneeling beside him, she put her hands on his knees. He shifted his gaze to her face, studying it.

"You okay?" Lauren asked uneasily. The tension was thick.

Corey managed a small smile. "Fine."

Lauren looked unconvinced.

"Were you surprised?"

"I don't think I could have been more surprised if the sun had exploded."

Lauren turned his chin towards hers. "You're upset about me planning this behind your back. I'm sorry, I just didn't know any other way to make this happen quickly while you were still in town."

"You really didn't give me time to think about it now did you? Max, Corey. Corey, Max. Corey, Max is going to fuck me now."

"I see," Lauren pulled back, slightly indignant. She tapped her fingers lightly on his crotch. "And yet, in the end, you weren't angry at all, were you?"

The 61-year-old shook his head. "It was hotter than anything ever played out in my mind. I mean, Myles' disclaimer was pretty clear about the cruise's agenda. We could have done anything else tonight, but we didn't. We sailed. Of course, I couldn't have known the surprise my lovely wife had in store," Corey joked. "I guess what I'm trying to say is, I'm not angry at the result, maybe just the way the cards were dealt. Please, next time, just deal me in, okay?"

Lauren feigned mild shock. "Next time? What makes you think there will be a next time?"

Corey rolled his eyes. "Seriously? How many times did you come today? Five? Seven? A dozen? Even on a good day that overpriced rubber dildo and I can't match that. There's no mystery here. Our age difference is catching up to us. I saw a little of myself in Max as he pounded you into those bed springs. That was me 20 years ago. You shouldn't have to give that up just because I'm a shriveling old man."

"You're not a shriveling old man," Lauren retorted, throwing her arms around his neck. "Well, maybe old. But your myold man! And don't make this all about me yet again, ya perv. You started this. Years ago, with all your tall tales. I saw you playing with yourself while Max made lov...uh...fucked me. You were WAY into it. If this continues, we'll need to find you a raincoat."

"If this continues" echoed in Corey's head. He cleared his throat. "Let's talk about that."

And talk they did. The long-married couple stayed in the cabin for the remainder of the excursion. Corey tried to articulate the mix of emotions he felt while watching Lauren with Max. It validated all those feelings he had anticipated. Passion and lust. The surreal experience of watching one's wife in a pornographic film, only live. And the angst, holy shit, the angst. A mixture of envy and jealousy coupled with a touch of shame for being perverse enough to enjoy it. He had read about it, felt it in a small way as he played out those fantasies alone in his Iowa bed, but nothing compared to experiencing it firsthand.

Lauren listened intently. She didn't quite fathom whyhe savored all those feelings, but it was clear he genuinely did. Many men did, in fact, if her online research and this "cruise" proved anything. So as his wife, she pledged right then to continue to understand and help evolve his desires. For her part, there was no denying she had enjoyed the thrill today. Her husband joining in for a threesome - something she had not anticipated - was icing on the cake. Lauren admitted this to him, and how happy she was to be able to give him what he had so longed for.

As her thoughts spilled freely, Corey could not help but wholly appreciate the change in her. Over the last few weeks, she had become way more confident in her sexuality. Not only was she now willing to dress provocatively, but had also developed those small idiosyncrasies during sex: the graphic cursing, her newfound love for facials, and being called names in the heat of the moment. All within a month. Hell, calling her a slut a month ago - under anycircumstance - would have meant sleeping on the couch for days. It was like some internal beast had come alive. But what more could a guy ask for? He told her so.

"Well," Lauren looked at him sheepishly. "There is more." She went on to tell him about the mutual masturbation session with Amy. She had never kept anything from him for very long, and she wasn't going to start now.

"Damn, that's hot," was all Corey could utter, picturing his wife and the young blonde staring at each other from across the room, their fingers dancing in their own wetness. His erection returned and he carried Lauren to the bed. They kissed tenderly and passionately, not fucking but making love. Afterward, they held each other tight until the captain made the inevitable announcement that they would be docking soon.

Gathering their things, the couple went to the aft deck. Goodbyes were in order, and they made the rounds, acknowledging appreciation to the other guests for allowing them to participate in their outing, and begging forgiveness for not spending more time with the group. They seemed to understand, a few even mentioning they "heard" the newcomers had indeed had a good time. Lauren blushed. She had not considered the thinness of a ship's cabin walls.

Finally, with the yacht securely moored, the guests made their way to the gangway. Lauren's eyes searched for Max and Myles and found them leaning against a railing. She released her husband's hand and went to them, evoking smiles from both. Corey watched as she hugged Myles, then Max, and had a brief conversation. Less than a minute later, Lauren returned to Corey's side. The two walked down the gangway in silence, hand-in-hand, knowing that they were, in no insignificant way, closer as a couple now than when they boarded that morning.

+++++

There was a flurry of activity the next morning. Between a call with their daughters about a Thanksgiving reunion in Iowa, and Corey packing for his noon flight, there was little time to discuss anything else.

Standing in the half-circle of the apartment building's driveway waiting for a taxi, Lauren folded her arms around her husband, thanking him for the visit. "It was interesting to say the least," she commented, caressing his shoulders. "Wouldn't you say?"

Corey agreed. "That was beyond a doubt the naughtiest thing we've ever done." He paused as if in deep thought, searching Lauren's eyes.

"I was thinking last night. You know the hospital project won't be over until first quarter."

"So?"

"So, I won't be back for a while. Permanently anyway."

Reading his face, she realized what he was alluding to. "You mean? Without you? Oh, I don't know, Corey."

"Why not? Whether you want to admit it, you're a different woman now. Expanded boundaries. You can't tell me you wouldn't enjoy doing that again. And from what I saw the other night at happy hour, you aren't lacking any admirers around here."

"And how exactly would you get off on that?"

"I'd be happy just to know you were being satisfied."

Lauren frowned. "Uh huh. I call bullshit."

"Okay," Corey conceded, looking down, shifting his weight from one leg to the other. "I'd want the play-by-play. Maybe you could even record it."

She slapped his chest. "Video? I think not!"

"Video, no video, doesn't matter. Either way, I'm okay with it if the opportunity presents itself. I just want to know."

Lauren pondered this, caught off-guard. This was an outright hall pass. Not a hint. Nothing cryptic. Her husband was flat out giving her permission to have sex with others.

As the taxi rumbled into the driveway and the trunk popped open, she put her forehead to his.

"Okay," she whispered with one last wet kiss. "I'll think about it."

With that, the man she had been married to for 28 years jumped in and closed the car door. She waved until the cab rounded the corner at the end of the block. Turning towards the front lobby, the warm wind whipped the hair across her face. She didn't mind. It hid the single tear running down her cheek. Alone in the big city once again.

+++++

The next few weeks saw Lauren at her office desk 12 hours a day. Early mornings, late nights, site visits, vendor meetings. If she wasn't sitting in her office, she was busy checking email into the wee hours of the morning from her apartment. The honeymoon phase for the new 48-year-old executive was clearly over. Fortunately, she was able to have lunch with Amy. The younger woman hung on every word as Lauren regaled her friend with the recent adventure on the high seas. It came as no surprise when Amy - in a moment of self-confession - admitted to sleeping with Max as well. Lauren knew it! The way Amy and the club owner had looked at each other that night at the bar was not one of just a pure professional relationship. The two friends giggled over their mutual lover and promised to "compare notes" later.

In addition to learning how to juggle five large offices over a multi-county area, Lauren soon found the weather in Miami wasn't always sunny and mild. The rain started one Friday morning a few weeks after Corey's visit. It was the first tropical depression in South Florida since living there, and it blew in with a vengeance. The storm pummeled her office windows relentlessly, disrupting her concentration. Iowa had storms and the occasional tornado, but this was on a whole other level. By the time she dragged her harried mind and body from the office that evening, the weather had worsened. Taking a cab - something she never did living so close by - briefly appealed to her, but it appeared everyone else had the same idea. Unable to hail a taxi, she opened her umbrella and started walking the three blocks home.

Hugging the edge of the high-rise facades along the way helped somewhat, but there was no escaping the driving rain. By the time Lauren reached the street on which her apartment building was located, her stylish heels, nylons, and pencil skirt were thoroughly soaked. Aggravated, cold, and hungry, the neon glow of the take-out sign in the window of a nearby café enticed her. At that point, nothing sounded better than curling up on a couch with ready-made hot soup and a glass of wine. Pirouetting across the street to avoid the puddles, the stressed-out office manager almost made it to the far sidewalk with just a soggy bottom when a passing delivery van hit a large pothole. No umbrella was a match for the cascade of water heaved onto Lauren, completely drenching her from head to toe. She stood for a minute in disbelief. How could this day get any worse? Defeated, she opened the door to the small restaurant and walked to the counter, not noticing the young man sitting at a small table in the rear.

A heavyset older woman in her 70's - "Mary" if her name tag was correct - stared impatiently from behind the deli counter at the new customer.

"A bowl of vegetable soup to go, please," Lauren muttered as the rainwater pooled at her feet. She looked like a drowned rat, long black hair hanging down in a stringy mess, clothes clinging awkwardly to her body.

Tommy had looked up from his laptop when the café door opened and allowed a wisp of wind to whip through the restaurant. At first, he didn't recognize the woman with the forlorn look on her face. Not until he heard her place the order.

"Lauren?" he asked cautiously from his table, not sure it was even her.

Turning toward the voice, Lauren smiled. A friendly face is just what she needed right then.

"Hey, Tommy. Why are you always around when I'm drowning?" she asked bravely, looking like she was ready to cry.

The boy ran his eyes over her body. The deluge had caused her skirt to become skintight and her red silk blouse to hug her small breasts.

The clerk rolled her eyes as she watched the young man ogle the drenched woman. "Soups are all gone," she announced with a sigh.

Great, Lauren thought, the one thing that would have salvaged this crappy day.

Seeing the disappointment in her eyes, Tommy hesitated for a moment, then spoke up.

"I could make some for you," he offered, a smile spreading across his youthful face. "I'm a pretty good cook. Great actually."

Lauren managed a weak smile. "I'm sure you are. But its Friday night, shouldn't you be out with your friends?"

"In this? Nah, I was planning on spending it in anyway. Parents are out of town and I have a business paper to finish."

"I don't know..."

"Please? I have all the ingredients, and I never get to cook for anyone that can really appreciates food, only Tony and assorted idiots. How about a trade? I feed you, you critique my paper."

Lauren brushed a strand of wet, stringy hair from her face, her makeup finally giving in. She nodded.

"Sure, why not? But I have to change my clothes first."

"How about one hour at my place? My suite is the side door in the short hallway, adjacent to my parents." Not giving her a second chance to decline, Tommy excitedly stuffed his laptop into his backpack and quickly dashed out into the driving rain.

"Thank you..." she called out, the wind drowning out any chance of him hearing. Gathering her umbrella and purse to leave, she turned to find Mary eying her smugly.

"Enjoy your hot meal. I know I would."

+++++

Lauren lingered in the shower, thankful to be out of the cold water and into the warm. She began reassessing her willingness to have dinner with Tommy. What the hell was she thinking? The kid had just turned 21, younger than both her daughters. She should have been firmer, resisted, but he had caught her in a vulnerable state. Recalling how good he looked standing at the side of the pool, his trunks clinging to his legs and crotch, she aimed the jet from the shower head towards her bald pussy. Maybe, just maybe, Corey would get his wish tonight.

After showering, Lauren sat at her vanity and called her husband using the phone's video app.

Corey squinted at his mobile as he watched her apply fresh makeup. Makeup? It was 8:00 at night.

"Going somewhere?" he asked, rubbing the stubble on his chin.

"As a matter of fact, I am. You'll be happy to know I have a dinner date!"

Lauren saw one gray eyebrow pop up and tried to hide her smile. Teasing him was going to be fun. She might just enjoy their evolving relationship as much as he. Seeing a chance to put a check mark in his kink column, she went full-on harlot with her makeup, just like when Amy painted her for the pub crawl. Well-defined penciled brows, heavy satin blue eye-shadow, and thick, dark azure lashes. She topped it off with ruby red lipstick, smacking her lips together.

Corey pressed her for information. "With Amy? Someone from work? I heard the storm hit today. Is it safe to go out?"

Lauren turned to the phone. "No, that's the best part! Its with a neighbor. I don't even have to go outside." She was deliberately piecemealing information.

Corey's brain went into overdrive. What neighbor? One of the happy-hour posse that was at pawing her? Another woman tenant? Someone else?

"Who would that be?"

"Do you remember Tommy? You met him when you were here, on the roof."

Corey swallowed. "The masseuse. Yeah, I remember." That was the young man who had rubbed her shoulders while he watched from the shadows. He also remembered the boy's incredibly muscular build.

Lauren told of the encounter in the café and the boy's offer to make her dinner.

Corey felt a pang of jealousy as his dick began to twitch with the possibilities. "That was nice of him."

"I thought so," she replied, standing up and shrugging off her robe. He could see her slim contour as she pulled on a pair of black lacy underwear and walked over to the closet, gathering her straight black mane behind her shoulders.

"Can you help me pick out something? Something casual?"

Her husband thought for a moment. "Jeans?"

"That's what I was thinking too," she acknowledged, holding up a pair of low-rise dark denim skinny blues. Slipping into them, she looked toward the phone and rotated once, her hair swinging outward from her topless body. The zipper was in the back, its small gold teeth running from the top of her waist, between her apple-bottom butt, to the middle of her crotch. This made for a very healthy cameltoe.

Corey's erection began to grow. The tight jeans sat low on her bare hips. She looked so hot!

"Top?" Lauren asked, rummaging through the closet. "Wait, I know."

She pulled out a thin long-sleeve white gauze blouse. It was nearly transparent. Once on, it fit like a glove, the button between her bra-less breasts straining to remain shut. Her small tits pressed against the fabric with dramatic effect, nipples and aureola clearly visible.

"Too casual?" Lauren asked, twirling around again.

No answer from the phone.

"Corey?" she asked, fearing a disconnection.

"Um, yeah, I'm here. The button, between your breasts, it looks like its straining. Why not help it out?" he suggested anemically.

Lauren did as he recommended, unfastening it, and then to his surprise, the one below that as well. This left a small sliver of bare tan skin visible between the two sides of the blouse, from her neckline to just above her navel, with a hint of a tan line crossing over where her bikini top would have been. She could feel her husband devouring her through the phone.

"Are you okay with him making me dinner? I won't go if you don't want me to."

"No, its fine. I want you to enjoy yourself," Corey croaked back.

Lauren picked up the phone and looked in her husband's eyes. She could see his kink was flaring up and decided to nourish it.

"Are you sure? What if he wants to eat more than soup for dinner?" she asked coyly.

A low, soft moan came from the tinny speakers.

"That's what I thought."

Corey's voice was barely audible. "Lauren, I love you. Be careful. Are you ready to go?"

"I love you too," Lauren said cheerfully as she sashayed over to the nightstand, bent over, and opened a drawer. Doing so caused the denim to stretch tightly over her small buns. From within she removed two shiny condom packs. She winked at the screen.

"Now I'm ready!"

Suddenly, the video chat ended, leaving Corey 1,500 miles away staring at the phone and a reflection of his very conflicted face.

+++++

The trip from her 23rd floor apartment to the 7th was not a long one, but enough to give Lauren one last chance to back out. She didn't know whether her husband's kink would be fed that night - or even if there would be the opportunity to - but she did know her pussy had been soaked after seeing the boy in the cafe. Kumiho was definitely awake.

Arriving on Tommy's floor, she walked past the entrance of the main suite and around to the side door, just as she'd been instructed. Taking a long, deep breath, she pressed the doorbell and waited. Moments later the young man opened the door with a huge grin. Lauren handed him a bottle of wine and slowly glided in, ass rocking up and down. She could feel his young eyes upon her. The suite was nicely decorated - better than one would expect from a college student - and a mild aroma of lavender was present. The lights were low, and candles burned throughout the apartment. He was clearly used to entertaining girls here.



The kitchen was separated from the living room by a half wall, and on the other side she could see a bright brass pot with steam floating from the top. Lauren watched as he stirred the cooking vegetable soup. It was her turn to check him out. A light blue long-sleeve button-down shirt and tan slacks conveyed the image of the all-American college kid. Sleeves rolled up to just below his elbows, he whistled as he opened the wine and poured it out into two glasses on the counter.

"That smells wonderful," Lauren commented on boiling concoction as she hoisted her wine in a toast. Tommy had trouble holding her gaze as they clinked glasses and drank deeply. He was clearly nervous.

"It'll be done in just a minute. Make yourself comfortable."

Tommy glanced at her as she wandered around the apartment, stopping to gaze at framed photos and various knickknacks. Her ass was otherworldly in those tight denim jeans, her shiny black high heels emphasizing each subtle cheek bounce as she moved. And the blouse. Holy shit, the blouse! Even more revealing than her bikini, he could plainly see her breasts and nipples.

Up until now, he had thought of Lauren as simply a profoundly good-looking mature lady. Sexy and friendly, but demure. And yet tonight, her makeup, the way she was dressed and carried herself, reminded him more of those high-end escorts in movies. Definitely NOT what he had expected. It was almost as if she wanted to get laid.

The soup was soon served along with a loaf of hot French bread and salad. Tommy fawned over his dinner guest, making sure her wine glass was kept full and she had enough to eat. Lauren was genuinely surprised at how good the meal tasted. At first the conversation was a bit halting as Lauren grasped at things to discuss with a man so much her junior. Initially she asked how classes were going, until she dismissed this line of questioning as something only a mom or aunt would pursue. She was thankful when he brought up the business paper and began discussing his dream. An avid gymnast, he hoped to open his own studio one day and focus on bringing the joy of gymnastics to disabled or mentally challenged children. Wow, she thought, handsome, hot, and a big heart!

Lauren tried to clean up after dinner, but Tommy would have none of it. Instead, he asked her to look over his paper and give him some pointers. It was due Monday and he considered it an honor to have a big-time executive critique his work. Hands wet with sudsy water, he pointed to a laptop sitting on the living room sofa, informing her the document should already be open. Lauren sat down and opened the lid. What she saw made her eyes widen. A browser window was opened to a website with photos of scantily dressed women. That in itself wasn't surprising given the boy's age, but the genre was. All the women were Lauren's age, all slim, all with straight jet-black hair. Just like her. She sniggered. What had he been doing before she arrived?

To avoid any him embarrassment, she quietly closed the browser and began reading the paper, twirling a strand of hair between her fingers, occasionally looking up at Tommy and smiling. It was a lengthy dissertation and by the time she had finished, the dishes were done. Turning the sound system to a blues station, he joined her on the couch.

"Any good?" he asked, his knees hyperactive. Why was he so nervous? He'd had plenty of girls in his apartment before, many of them in his bed. Why was this one so different?

Lauren scooted over, her leg touching his. "It's a very good paper. Clear narrative, valid reasoning, closes with a memorable statement. But let's look at a few things."

Heads together, they peered into laptop as they went through each page. Lauren secretly noted how good he smelled, as well as the large outline in his tight trousers. Tommy could barely focus on their conversation, his eyes drifting to her blouse. It was opened all the way to her navel, her tiny breasts and half-inch nipples pressed tautly against the gauze material. Good lord, she looked amazing.

As they reached the last page, Lauren closed the computer, their foreheads almost touching. She looked at Tommy from behind those famous black bangs and smiled. "I give it an A+".

The two could not ignore the electricity in the air. The young man took his chance, pushing the laptop to the floor and planted a small kiss on her lips. They separated, as if evaluating the situation, then quickly collapsed together again. Lauren felt his tongue dance in her mouth as his hands explored her body. He pawed at her roughly, the hallmark of a boy just starting to mature in the way of sexual conquest. They continued to neck heavily until Tommy had a disturbing thought, one that dampened his raging hormones.

"Oh man," Tommy sighed, reluctantly sitting upright.

Lauren looked bewildered, yet thankful for a chance to breath. Smooth operator was not in this kid's repertoire yet.

"Something wrong?" she asked.

"Yeah, you're married," he lamented, his thumb and index finger rubbing his forehead.

"You knew that when you invited me over, Tommy."

"Yeah, I know. I took a shot, what guy wouldn't?"

"And?"

"History is filled with dudes who were killed by jealous husbands. I don't want to die."

Lauren started to giggle. Tommy cracked a smile.

"And dying is funny?"

"No, of course not. But my husband would be the last one on earth to kill you. He knows I'm here. With you. On a date."

"What? I don't believe that..."

Lauren put a finger to his lips. "It's true. He's okay with it."

Tommy looked at her incredulously. He'd read about this. Husbands that let their wives date other men. There were videos on it too. He just thought they were fantasies.

"No offense, but I'm sure that's the last thing a lot of dead guys have heard," he replied, chortling.

Lauren picked up the laptop and set it on the coffee table in front of them. "Does that thing have a camera?" she asked.

Tommy nodded. "Of course."

"And your parents are out?"

"Well, they are due back tonight, but I doubt they'll be traveling in this storm."

She pulled up a video service account number on her phone. "Can you get a video conference going with this number?"

Shrugging, he opened a program, typed in a few keystrokes, and moments later a man in a bathrobe popped up on screen.

"Hi babe," Lauren smiled sweetly at Corey. "Did we catch you at a bad time?"

Corey was suddenly aware of being only in his robe.

"Uh, well, just got out of the shower. Been a long day. Who's that?"

"This is Tommy, my dinner date."

"Hey," Tommy nodded.

"Hey," Corey chirped back. The boy seemed nervous.

Tommy kept looking between the old guy and Lauren. What the hell was this? Was he dreaming? This was some weird shit.

Lauren cleared her throat. "Tommy was just...thanking me for reviewing his paper...with a nice kiss, when he saw my wedding ring. Now he's afraid you'll do something drastic, like gun him down." She watched the kid's eyes grow wide. This wasfun!

"I don't own a gun," Corey assured the boy expressionlessly, leaning into the camera, his nostrils flaring. "So, you've been kissing my wife?"

Eyes pivoting between Lauren and her husband, Tommy looked like he'd been caught in the cookie jar.

"Mister, I'm not looking for any trouble. She came to dinner hot to trot..., I mean, like, dressed off-the-fucking-chain. I'm only human, what can I..."

The older man cut him off. "Do you want to fuck her?"

Corey surprised himself at being so impulsive and forward. He saw Lauren's mouth drop.

"Wha...?" Tommy stammered?

"It's a simple question, son," Corey continued calmly. Lauren looked at her husband's onscreen image in mild amusement. This aggressiveness was new. She liked it.

"Do...you...want...to...fuck...her?" the older man repeated slowly. "Like you said, she came to you dressed like a whore. Everything about her screams she wants to get laid. I'm a thousand miles away, I can't do it. Now...do you want to FUCK her?"

The young man thoughts were racing. He looked at Lauren. "You want this?"

One eyebrow cocked, she just smiled and shrugged her shoulders.

Tommy tried to think this through. He wasn't stupid. If this old man wanted him to bang his smoking hot wife while he watched, who was he to argue? He may never get another chance. A sly grin began creeping across his face.

"Yeah, okay. I'll help you out."

Corey watched as the kid stared at Lauren, and she at him. All talk and no action. Someone needed to make a move.

"Kiss her again," he told the boy.

Tommy looked at the old man, then back to Lauren. Leaning over, he quickly kissed her lips, then retreated. He never had an audience before, much less a husband watching, and it was definitely NOT helping with his arousal.

Sensing the boy was having some difficulty, Lauren let her hand drift to his thigh, then to his crotch, her long fingernails tapping his trousers. In short order, the tapping became rubbing and the rubbing became groping. Finally, there was movement under her hand, like a lizard beginning to stir in its nest, and a low slow moan escaped from his mouth.

Lauren dropped to her knees and dipped her face into Tommy's lap. Replacing her hand with her mouth, she gummed the outline of his growing erection, biting it gently, until the material ballooned with his manhood.

"I want to suck his dick," Lauren announced. "I want him in my mouth."

"Do it," Corey told her. His robe had slipped open, exposing his pudgy middle, and he was now stroking his own six inches.

Tommy leaned back as the dinner guest unfastened his slacks and opened the fly. He lifted his waist just enough for Lauren to pull them over his hips. As she tugged the cotton material downward and it cleared the boy's crotch, his cock sprang out like a diving board just vacated. Lauren could not believe what this kid was packing. The clinging swimsuit had done no justice. A bit shorter than the Chairman, maybe eight inches, it was thicker than any penis she had seen in person.

Lauren reached into her purse, stopping just for a moment to glance at Corey and lick her lips. She was learning all too well how to pull his levers. Removing a condom from its package, she carefully rolled the thin latex over Tommy's tool. It took both hands to bring it to her mouth and could feel the blood pumping through the blue veins, a bit of pre-cum dripping from the tip into the reservoir. Beginning with small strokes, Lauren watched as his steely staff responded to each touch, seeping more of the clear fluid from its slit. A part of her wished she could taste it.

Lauren's eyes opened wide as Tommy put pressure on the back of her head and slid the mass of flesh past her lips. "Relax your jaws and let it slide in. Not too far yet, if it hits the back of your throat you'll gag." He'd clearly provided these tips before.

As the head of the snake disappear into his wife's mouth, Corey looked on, masturbating to the feed being broadcast live to his computer. After a few more inches, Lauren gagged, reluctantly allowing Tommy's dick to slither out. Gradually, she became accustomed to the length. The older man felt those same emotions surfacing as he watched his beautiful, smart, executive wife analyze the best way to take the meaty cock into her mouth, like a dog sizing up a bone. Determined to take as much as she could, Lauren kept removing it, reevaluating, stroking, and reinserting, each time able to take an inch or two more.

While the dark-haired vixen gave him head, she reached up and caressed Tommy's body, stopping at his chest to finger the hard nipples that poked out from prominent pecs. He groaned, picking up the pace, fist full of that black mane, his hips arching upward to fuck that pretty face.

At one point, her mouth full, Lauren managed to mumble to Tommy. "He needs to be part of this." As she did, a load of spit spilled from the sides of her mouth onto his thighs.

The young man looked over at the laptop. What the hell was he supposed to say?

"Uh, your...your wife's mouth," Tommy stuttered, "it, uh, feels good around my...cock. Her tongue is sick."

Corey's cock felt like iron in his hands. And to think until recently, fellatio was completely off the table.

Fap, fap, fap.

Tommy laughed. This was so unreal. Tony would never believe this.

"Show him your hot body," Corey cajoled Lauren. "Strip for him."

After a few more trips down the boy's cock, Lauren let it plop from her mouth, strands of spittle forming a bridge between her lips and the tip as she pulled away. Wiping the remainder on her blouse, she stood up.

Swaying erotically to slow blues music, Lauren pulled the tail of her blouse from her jeans and unfastened the final bottom button. Tommy watched in a trance as she let the thin material fall dramatically from her shoulders, holding it momentarily just above her breasts. With a quick smile, she allowed it to drop. The boy watched as it fluttered to the floor. He marveled at how fit she was, not at all like his mother or her friends. Now topless, Lauren's tanned torso contrasted nicely with the dark denim blues sitting low on her hip bones. From there, his gaze rose past her small waist and tight abdominal muscles to those tiny tits, which she was now fondling, one in each hand.

"And the jeans," her husband commanded, now clearly comfortable with being the quarterback.

Lauren slunk over to Tommy and turned around, her small, firm jeans-clad ass staring the young man in the face. Corey watched as the boy reached between her legs, extended a single middle finger, and inserted it into the depression of her two-inch long cameltoe. She responded by humping his hand, sliding her crotch back and forth along his finger as he added pressure. Soon, the denim in that area became darker as it became saturated with her wetness. She took his hand and placed in on the zipper pull, just above her buttocks.

"Do you want him to undress me, Corey?" she cooed.

A groan came from the speakers.

Taking that as a yes, Tommy pulled the zipper slowly, allowing the teeth to uncouple dramatically. The further the zipper descended towards her crotch, the more of Lauren's lace panties became visible. As the denim fell away from her hips, the perfection of her ass overwhelmed the young man. Lauren shuddered as she felt his hands push the panty material to one side, followed by a cold tongue probing her crack. Slapping her ass cheeks, Tommy grabbed the woman by the hips and tossed her on her back, jeans still around the knees. Leaning over, he dipped his tongue into her mouth, which she instinctively sucked in with a wet pop. His free hand reached between her legs and pulled her panties tightly into her crack.

Lauren craned her neck to get a glimpse of the laptop screen. Corey was now leaning back in his office chair, robe open to both sides while he jerked off with one hand, the other playing with a hairy nipple. She batted her eyes at him.

Fap, fap, fap.

Tommy stood and practically ripped off his shirt. Lauren moaned at the sight of the powerful chest, arms, and ripped stomach. She loved Corey dearly, but he was right, he had aged. But this was not love, it was pure lust and nothing more. Next came the boy's shoes, belt and trousers, which clanged carelessly to the carpet beside the sofa. Last came his socks.

Now completely naked, Tommy turned to Lauren and pulled off her jeans and panties. Kneeling between her legs, he looked down at the smooth clam oozing its clear fluid. He gasped, never having seen a completely shaved pussy close up. But he knew what to do with it. He fell back on the sofa and pulled the now nude Lauren to his lap, cradling her, both facing the camera. She could feel his cock pressing into her back as he draped each of her legs over his thighs, effectively spreading her legs wide for Corey to see what he was about to do.

Tommy reached around Lauren's body and began rubbing her hairless slit, so moist there were visible trails of juice running from her crack to the cushion below. Corey marveled at how much his wife looked like a porn star performing in her first film. She was leaning back into the boy's chest while he played with her cunt, her tight tanned abs quivering, the half-inch nipples on her barely-there tits now rock hard. Two fingers into her hole, then three, Tommy began assaulting her pussy.

Turning her face, Lauren began wagging her tongue in the air, seeking his. The young man craned his neck and touched the tip of his to hers. She continued to moan loudly, breathing in quick bursts, as their tongues intertwined, swapping spit.

"Fuck that's hot," they heard Corey whisper.

"Right there, right there," Lauren breathed, "oh soooo good!

"Oh, oh, oh, awe, awe, awe, oh, oh, oooooooooo!"

When Tommy inserted the fourth finger, Lauren went berserk.

"FUUUCCCKKKKK, Tommy, goddamn it, ooooh god, ooooh god, FUUUUUCCK my pusseeeeeeee!"

Corey stopped pumping his cock and leaned into screen. His wife was getting the best finger-banging of her life. He watched as the boy's deft hand flew in and out of her cunt in a blur. Lauren's hips bucked uncontrollably, flinging fluid everywhere. Tommy's other hand grabbed her throat, holding her head against his chest as her body writhed.

"Oh shit, oh fuck. I think I'm gonna cum, oh yeah, that's it, right there. OH FUCK, Corey, his hand feels so good...YESSSSSSSS I'M CUMMINGGGGGG," Lauren screamed, fruitlessly extending a hand towards her husband's onscreen image.

Corey also subconsciously reached out and touched his monitor in a useless attempt to make the connection. As he watched, she thrust her head into Tommy's chest, arched her back, and let go with a blood curdling howl while the boy's hand continued to drive into her hole. Corey saw copious amounts of milky white fluid bubble from her hairless crack and dribble down her legs. It was only later that he realized - although not the "fountain squirting" of porn video lore - he had just witnessed his wife come as close to the real thing as it gets.

Lauren sat on Tommy's lap for a good minute, nuzzling and kissing him as she came down from her release. When she finally looked back into the camera, Corey did not see the eyes of his wife and mother of two children. These were the eyes of a woman who wanted nothing more than to get fucked into next week. He swallowed. It was time.

"Do her, man. She's in goddamn heat. Fuck her now!"

Lauren mewed, licking a hard pec. Her body was still quivering.

"Fuck her man, bang my slut wife! You know you want to." Corey was trying to pull some levers of his own.

Tommy gave the old man a puzzled - even angry - look. "Easy, dude, I don't think that's very nice..."

Corey shook his head. "She likes it. A lot. I would never do anything to hurt her. Try it, she gets real nasty."

The kid looked down. "Is that right? Uh, slu...slut?" he asked nervously, clearly not comfortable calling her names.

Lauren's eyes glowed. "Yesssss," she hissed. "I'll be your whore tonight. Now, PLEASE fuck me!"

Unreal, Tommy grinned, forcefully spinning the black-haired MILF around on the sofa until she was on all fours. Lauren giggled as he handled her like a rag doll, her tiny ass landing against his naked crotch. She was gasping for air.

"Ironic...isn't it...babe?" she breathed heavily, looking over at her husband.

Corey cleared his throat, dick in hand. "What's that?"

"Years ago, you stole me away from all those frat boys."

"I remember."

She laughed at him maniacally. "And now, you're giving me back!"

With that, Tommy put the head of his cock against the older woman's bare pussy and watched her butterfly part to accept the tip. A couple pushes later, it disappeared completely as Lauren's hole formed a perfect O seal around his latex clad cock. Air rushed from her lungs as the long tool burrowed deep, resulting in a low guttural growl. Like the Chairman, its width filled the diameter of her hole completely. The boy aggressively worked in the remainder of his eight inches - pushing and retreating, pushing and retreating. Unlike the Chairman though, this was a living thing: pulsating, throbbing, and very determined. Sensing there was still more, she lowered her back slightly, causing her ass to raise enough to allow the rest of the meaty cock to slide all the way in, crashing against her cervix. With this last thrust, Tommy grunted loudly, Lauren screamed, and Corey closed his eyes.



The young lad wasted no time laying into her from behind, the entire length of his manhood easily reaching the limit of her womb on each stroke. Lauren had never been so thoroughly filled with so much rigid flesh. Any initial discomfort had given way to sheer ecstasy.

"Awe, oh, awe, oh, awe, oh!" she moaned rhythmically with every thrust.

"Slam her pussy!" Corey demanded. "Do that whore! Tell her what you think of her!"

Tommy spoke, but kept fucking. "Take...take my cock...you...you fucking SLUT! I thought...UGGGGHHH...I thought...I thought you were a nice chick, but...OH GOD, BABY THAT FEELS GOOD!"

The was no longer any resistance in her canal as he continued to spear the sopping wet pink hole.

"But...but you're really just a fucking cumdump!"

Lauren heard the words rain down on her, spiking her arousal. She brayed like a donkey, her fingers crushing the sofa cushion.

"Yesssss! That's it, Tommy! Give it to your whore. Give...it...to...me! Use me like all those frat boys did. Fuck my tight slutty hole."

Corey's heart skipped a beat. All those frat boys?

Keeping a tight grip on her hips, Tommy continued the long strokes, going deep, then pulling back, careful not to pop out. He was getting into it now.

"Damn, dude, I should have been banging your wife a long time ago. I had nasty bitches before, but she wins the prize."

The lovers heard a long raspy sound coming from the laptop. Fap, fap, fap. Lauren decided to turn it up a notch.

"Give me my prize, Tommy! I want my prize!

Watch him fuck me, Corey! Like a BITCH! Just like Paul did in his dorm room all those years ago. God, he used to hammer my pussy, just like this!"

The older man shut his eyes tight, mercilessly flogging his cock. Paul was his wife's boyfriend when Corey and Lauren had met. The frat boy was arguably his biggest competition back then.

"He fucked me SILLY, Corey. Every day! While...while his friends watched Corey!"

"No! Oh SHIT," her husband gasped as he beat off, picturing a dorm room filled with college boys, gathered around Paul's bed, watching his Lauren get destroyed. The emotions he felt were staggering. Fap, fap, fap, fap, fap, fap.

"Yesssss. They WATCHED us, Corey. They watched us FUCK!

The sound coming through the laptop's speakers was distorted now.

Fap, fap, fap.

"But Corey, they weren't just watching, baby, noooo, they...they were waiting. Oh god help me, Corey, they were WAITING IN LINE FOR MEEEEEEEEEE!

"NOOOOOO, NOOOOOO, NOOOOOO!" Corey screamed at his monitor.

Lauren looked away. He must be twisting his dick off right now.

Her focus returned to Tommy who was still impaling her from behind.

"DON'T you dare stop now! That's it! Keep going! Pound me with that young meat. Faster. Fuck me faster. Treat me like a whore, do me 'til I hurt.

"Shit yeah...so good...so good!

"Keep going...don't stop...every inch in me...every inch...GOOD LORD...FUCK MEEEEEEE!"

Tommy was a steam engine now, squeezing Lauren's hips and jack-hammering her hairless pussy for all he was worth. Corey saw the length of the boy's tool glide in and out effortlessly, the wet sound of their sex reaching through his computer speakers and smacking him in the face.

"Don't stop, don't stop! SHIT! SHIT! SHIT! Tommy, give it to me...Give it tooooo meeeeee, Tommmeeeeeee!

Corey watched as the 21-year-old pummeled his wife's sweet pussy into complete submission. He heard another maniacal laugh as Lauren tossed whipped her hair around and looked deep into the camera and her husband's eyes.

"I...I...I...," she stammered at him between thrusts, half-laughing, half-gasping. "Corey, baby, I am so f...f...fucked!"

The older man could take no more. He tried, he really tried, but after seeing the lust in her eyes while the boy's hips slammed into hers, there was no stopping the flood of semen from his balls. His roar was so loud, so intense, that Lauren and her new lover momentarily slowed and looked at the screen, fearing a medical emergency. Their concern was quickly quelled as they saw his body shaking and a small amount of milky white semen spill from his penis into a waiting napkin. Corey then pulled his robe together and looked at the ceiling, eyes glossy.

Meanwhile, in Miami, the pounding continued. It was at a relentless pace. This young man had boundless energy.

"OH, FUCKING JESUS!" Lauren cried out as Tommy's cock hit her clit at just the right angle. "That's it, faster, faster. Do me, wreck my pussy! Fuck me, goddammit!"

Remembering what Corey had told him, Tommy gathered up her long black mane and pulled it back toward him. This snapped her neck back, leaving her mouth gaping open.

"You like my cock, you...you whore?" He still wasn't too comfortable with the name calling, but it was kind of hot. And if she liked it, then...

"I've wanted to fuck you since I met you at the pool. Shove my cock down your pretty mouth. I never thought you'd turn out to be such dirty, filthy, cum loving slut!"

Lauren's synapses went crazy.

"Oh yeah, baby, ride me like a bucking filly!" she screamed. "Fuck my tight little slut hole. Yeah, Tommy, that's it. Yeah, yeah, yeah, keep going. FASTER!!!"

Corey had recovered and was watching the screen again. The boy was now at maximum warp drive, his hips driving in and out of Lauren's cunt so fast he thought the kid was going to throw a muscle.

"Me and Tony will do you next time. He'd love to tap a whore like you. Would you like that"

Lauren howled at the thought of the two young athletes having their way with her.

"Answer me, slut!", Tommy demanded.

"Yesssss! I want you and Tony to use me! All night long...and dump your loads in me!"

"And we'll do your little blonde friend too!"

She was grunting loudly now, like a wild animal humping in the woods. Her head was rotating one way, then the other, her black mane had ripped away from Tommy's hand and was now dancing on her back.

"C'mon, fuck my dripping cunt, baby, I want it all. Deeper, deeper. That's it! That's it."

Tommy leaned over, his chest touching her back. Reaching around, he found her swollen clit. The firecracker exploded.

"OOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH, YESSSSSSSSSSSS, Tommmmmeeeeee!"

Not skipping a beat, the boy continued to pulverize her reddening slit while plucking her rigid nub. He couldn't see, but could feel, the volumes of fluids gushing out of her hole and onto his legs.

"Get it, get it. Deeper, deeper!" she yelled over her shoulder, "FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, make me come, make me come! Make your whore come!"

Tommy's fingers were a blur on her clit, the slickness from her juices making it hard to maintain contact.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, ah, ah, ah. OOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHH! Ram it in! Please FUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEEEE TOMMMEEEEEEEEE!"

Lauren felt the out-of-body roller coaster experience begin as her orgasm ramped up. There was no stopping as it hit the crest, then descended rapidly into the void. The heat flashed through her like a lightning bolt.

"I'm there! I'm there! I'm there!" she squealed. "I'm cummingggggggggggg! Oh, Tommeeeee! Oh Coreeeeeeeee! I'm cumminggggggggggg!!!!!

Tommy had difficulty staying inside the bucking Lauren as she cycled through her release. She nearly heaved him onto the floor before collapsing on her belly, exhausted. Closing her eyes, she could feel her young lover's fully erect manhood still deep within, pulsating, waiting.

Getting back some of her senses, Lauren knew she had to finish him off before he killed her. Pushing herself up from the cushions, she flipped onto her back, pulling Tommy's sweaty body on top of her. Using one hand to guide his cock past her butterfly, the other holding his neck for leverage, she wrapped her legs around his waist and used her feet to pull his ass inward, driving the meaty cock back into her pussy.

She looked him in the eyes, wondering what his trigger was.

"You like fucking my bald pussy, don't you, baby?" she cooed.

"Fuck yeah," Tommy grunted, his missionary strokes quickly matching his previous pace.

"I saw your browser tonight. You've been a naughty boy, looking at all those older women."

The boy's eyes grew wide as he accelerated his thrusts. "FUCK!"

"Not too many mommy's have shaved pussies like me, do they?"

Shaking his head furiously, he rammed his cock as deep as it would go with every thrust, sweat pouring off his body.

"Have you been jerking off to me, Tommy? You can tell Lauren."

The kid grunted relentlessly, his breathing labored. "Shit, fuck, shit, fuck!"

"Never thought you'd be in my nice, warm pussy, did you? All that cum on the floor when all you had to do is knock on my door."

"Oh, FUCK!" Tommy bellowed, his face contorting against its will. His grunting was rhythmic now, growing louder with every push. She knew he was getting close, and gently pushed him back. He cried out in dismay as his cock unexpectedly flopped out of her. Sliding quickly under him, Lauren positioned her head so his glistening eight inches dangled directly above her face. Lauren peeled the condom off and began furiously milking his manhood.

"Give it to me, Tommy! How many times have you pictured this? Now you can blow on my pretty whore face for real. Do it, Tommy!"

She stroked his shaft faster, gripping it tighter. Corey was leaning in close to his screen now, amazed at the performance his wife was putting on.

"You blew your load all over those fake Laurens, now's your chance with the real slut! You've fucked me, owned me, now paint my face, goddammit! MARK ME Tommy!"

"OH FUCK!!! I'm gonna come," the boy hollered.

Lauren could see and feel his fat cock convulsing, its veins bulging as it prepared itself. Recoiling at first, like a snake getting ready to strike, it snapped back straight, stiffer. There was a brief second when the boy's face froze, mouth open in a strange, contorted silent scream as his breathing stopped.

Then he came.

"OHHHHHHHH LAURENNNNNNN!" Tommy wailed, every muscle in his toned body trembling.

Corey watched as the young stud proceeded to unload an insane amount of semen onto his wife's face. Wave upon wave erupted from the tip of his cock, producing surging ropes of thick white liquid which plastered her hair, eyes and nose. She shrieked with delight, laughing until the cascade of milky sperm subsided. When he was done, his spunk covered her face, chest, and even the sofa cushions. Tommy could not take his eyes off Lauren as she coaxed the last bit of seed from his dick. No girl had allowed him to do that. Ever.

All three of them were basking in the glow of what they had just shared when there came a light knock on the adjoining door between the boy's suite and his parents'.

"Thomas?"

The young man froze.

Another knock.

"Thomas, are you okay? Open the door, please. Who's Lauren?"

"Shit, shit, shit," Tommy gasped, pulling on his pants in a panic.

Lauren threw on her blouse, the boy's cum still dripping off her chin. Stuffing her legs into the skinny jeans, she noticed Corey laughing hysterically through the laptop. She slammed the lid shut. "Asshole!"

Running to the side entrance of Tommy's apartment, purse and shoes in hand, she cracked the door slightly to make sure the coast was clear. Seeing no one, she made a beeline to the elevator, buttoning her top while trying to slip on her heels. The lift's door finally opened, and Lauren threw her body inside, landing with her back against the rear wall. She closed her eyes, waiting for her breathing to slow.

"Floor?" a familiar voice asked. "Twenty-three, right?"

Her eyes snapped open to see her wealthy neighbor and happy-hour regular, Jack, standing in the corner of the elevator with bags of groceries. She had not seen him when rushing in. The sight of her irregularly buttoned blouse and disheveled appearance prompted him to ask if everything was alright.

"Do you need a knight in shining armor to save you from a college boy again?" he asked unwittingly, with a twinkle in his eye.

Lauren just laughed and buried her face in her hands. Where were you three hours ago?

+++++
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+++++

The sun faded over the western Iowa skies as Corey Miller pitched his laptop bag onto the passenger seat of his pickup truck. Sliding behind the wheel, he surveyed the former abandoned cornfield which his construction firm had transformed into a sprawling healthcare facility with 500 beds and medical offices. It took two years and came at a price tag of $150 million, but as far as he was concerned, the real cost had been the five months - and counting - spent apart from his wife of 28 years. Thankfully, the ribbon cutting ceremony was scheduled for mid-February, signaling the end of major construction. He could then turn in his resignation, leave the company in good graces, and join Lauren in Miami. Unfortunately, since it was only early October, he would be handcuffed to Iowa for at least another four months.

Driving passed the chain-link construction fences, Corey waved at Jerry and Dan, two other project managers on the job. He smiled. If only they had known the dark role they played in he and his wife's love making recently, brought up by none other than Lauren herself. A tall tale to be sure, told from her point of view about an encounter with his coworkers in the construction trailer, which ultimately resulted in them unloading semen onto her face. Pure fiction, of course, but hot, nonetheless.

The 45-minute drive to the suburbs gave the 61-year-old a chance to reflect on his wife and their relationship. In the five months since Lauren had relocated to South Florida for her new job, he had witnessed the low key, demure, and nearly frigid 48-year-old Midwestern mother change into a dynamic sexual creature who was slowly embracing some of the eccentricities that he himself had fantasized about for years. For some time now he'd been pushing her to dress more provocatively, be a flirt, and more recently, be promiscuous. In the last couple months, she had checked all three boxes. In addition, she seemed to have developed her own idiosyncrasies, ranging from a newfound fondness of facials and over-the-top filthy talk while in the throes of passion. What used to be a few whimpers had graduated into a steady stream of fuck me, fuck you, fuck everything! Sometimes contrived, sometimes self-deprecating, but always, always a turn on.

Admittedly, Corey had played a major part in this transformation and much of her new behavior was a product of his own doing. Beginning years ago, he had promoted the notion of sharing her by way of manufactured tall tales while nestled safely in their marital bed behind closed doors. Lauren had always enjoyed the imaginary lovers to some extent, having an orgasm at the thought of others taking her roughly during the precious few times they did make love. It was a concept they both understood to be pure fantasy and it seemed destined to stay that way. Alas, an early menopause and Corey's expanding waistline and diminished stamina as he aged had significantly decreased his wife's libido. Until her recent move, that is.

Now, she had grown emboldened, triggered not by his persistence alone, but an inner force he could not quite put his finger on. It was as if something had awakened; a sexuality that had laid dormant, just below the surface. Perhaps she had suppressed it once they were married or maybe it had never surfaced before at all. It was hard to tell. During Lauren's recent tryst with the neighbor boy, she had uttered some nonsense about her pulling train in an old boyfriend's fraternity house. Whether there was any truth in that or if she was just being "in character" feeding Corey's kink, he did not know. Nor had he pursued it. Yet, it was clear he had poked a tiger, and since coming to Miami, it appeared the tiger had been inspired. At times he beat himself up over the perpetual cajoling. Husbands weren't supposed to encourage their wives to have sex with others. At least that's what mainstream society claimed. He told himself it was for altruistic reasons - for her sexual fulfillment and happiness - but that would not be completely honest either. No, he had enough self-awareness to know it was the damn compersion he craved, the feeling he experienced when witnessing or even thinking of Lauren with another. Yes, it was kinky, perverse, and even depraved, but God help him, he loved it so.

The flash of a sign signaling the post office ahead caught Corey's eye. Crap, almost missed it! He slowed the old pickup truck and guided it into the parking lot. Grabbing a small plainly wrapped box from the middle console, he jumped down and approached the night drop. His hand shook slightly as he pulled opened the drawer and placed the tiny package on the tray. Hesitating longer than he should have, he allowed the lid to close, listening to the parcel drop into the void. He looked up at the rosy twilight sky and sighed. It was going to be another lonely night.

+++++

Lauren walked into the lobby of her apartment building and bent over, hands on knees and slightly wheezing. Out of breath from a long early evening power walk, she walked aimlessly around the white marble floor as she willed her body to cool down. Miami in October could still be quite warm and this day was no exception. She had to remind herself she was not a young chick anymore.

An older bespectacled gentleman working the concierge desk looked at her appreciatively. One of the perks of the job was being able to observe female residents come and go, all under the pretense of keeping an eye on them for their safety. His eyes drank in her tight black bike shorts and pink sports bra. Small firm ass and tiny tits. The apartment building was not lacking for pretty woman, but this one was exemplary. Older, but more in shape than most.

"Good evening, Mrs. Miller. You have a package waiting. Would you like to pick it up now?" he asked, maintaining an air of professionalism.

Lauren nodded as she approached the desk, taking a long sip of water. The man handed her the package, discreetly glancing at the tiny nipples hardening from the cool air blowing from the floor vents. "Thank you, Harvey," she replied, closing her hand around the small box, noting the familiar handwriting on the brown paper wrapper.

The attendant watched the perfect buttocks shift up and down beneath clingy polyester as their owner sauntered to the elevators. He was acutely aware the woman's husband only visited from time to time and was not yet a permanent resident. That was risky. Leaving a fine piece of ass like that alone in a sinful city like Miami was only asking for trouble.

+++++

Lauren entered her 23rd floor apartment with only two things in mind: a hot shower and a good meal. Looking down at the package, she noticed it was postmarked three days ago from Des Moines. Sweet Corey. He was forever sending her little things for the apartment; a candle here, a knickknack there. Unfortunately, this one would have to wait. Plopping the box on the kitchen island, she stripped off her sweaty clothes and jumped under the steady stream of warm water. It was Friday night, and she was in a good mood. Her taste buds had been tantalized for weeks by the aroma of a new Italian restaurant around the corner and tonight she was set on some good pasta.

After showering, the 48-year-old donned a long sleeve, red satin scoop-neck dress and simple two-inch high heels. It was of modest length, stopping mid-thigh, but clingy enough to highlight her curves and small chest. Classy without being over-the-top.

Meandering into the kitchen, Lauren picked up the nondescript package from the kitchen counter and unwrapped it. Inside was a small white jewelry box held together by a blue ribbon. This immediately piqued her curiosity. She could count on one hand the number of times Corey had given her unsolicited jewelry. Carefully wiggling off the top, she peeled away the fluffy white cotton to reveal a short gold chain nestled within. It was too short to be a necklace. A bracelet perhaps?

Lifting it from the box with an index finger, she peered at it quizzically. It had a rather sturdy clasp and two small letter pendants hanging in the middle: "H" and "W". Lauren stared at the chain with a blank look. What the heck? Those were definitely NOT her initials. Moments later a faint recollection crept in. During her research into understanding Corey's hotwife kink, she recalled that some women wear an anklet as a way of sending a subtle message to potential partners that they are available and have the consent of their husbands to "mingle".

"I'll be damned," Lauren shook her head, grinning. He's getting bolder, I'll give him that.

+++++

Corey was huddled over a barbecue grill in his backyard nursing a t-bone steak to perfection when the video app on his phone rang. His face lit up at the sight of his lovely wife.

"Hi babe. TGIF! Hope they took it easy on you this week," he said cheerfully. He too was in a good mood. "Wow, you're dressed nice. What's the occasion?"

"Going to the new Italian place down the street. Looking forward to a good meal without cooking for a change."

"Alone? I mean the dress and all."

"Yes, alone," Lauren replied. Narrowing her eyes, she held up the anklet. "Unless you had other plans for me."

"Ah, yes," Corey tittered. "So, you got it. What do you think? Do you like it?"

"High-quality gold. You have good taste."

"Nothing but the best for you."

A few moments of silence followed.

"You know this is a clear invitation for men to hit on me," Lauren stated flatly. Then, remembering her commitment to helping him evolve his fetish, she added softly, "I'm assuming that is what you want."

"All I want is for you to be satisfied."

"You are so full of shit," Lauren snorted, twisting the chain around her fingers. She watched quietly as he sprinkled some spices on the meat. After a minute, she spoke up. What the hell, she was in a funky mood.

"Would you like me to wear it tonight? I'm not convinced anything will come of it, but maybe some Italian stallion will take notice."

Corey looked back towards the screen and raised his eyebrows. " Really? I wasn't sure you would."

"You sent it just to sit in a jewelry box?"

"I...I guess not," Corey gulped. "I sent it because it was hot picturing you in a bar, the anklet advertising your availability, men trying to pick you up..."

"You mean, like a hooker," she pondered, "except the milk's free."

"Um, well, now that you put it that way..." Corey stammered. He was losing this one. "Just forget it, babe. I thought you might find it hot too. I can send it back. No harm, no foul."

Lauren deliberated her response. He clearly intended for her to wear the gift with hopes for a specific outcome. She was willing to indulge some of his fantasies - after all, she derived pleasure from them as well - but was this taking things too far? Still with few friends in the area, any man approaching her in Miami would more than likely be a stranger. That posed a danger in itself these days. Still, she wanted to satiate Corey's needs, let it swim around in his perverted brain. What's the chances of a single man at an upscale restaurant hitting on her, much less one recognizing the anklet's significance? Besides, it might be a naughty thrill.

"No need to return it," Lauren cooed as she bent over to secure the chain around her ankle. A photo of his wife's tanned foot appeared on Corey's screen. The shiny gold anklet lay beautifully against the smooth skin. "You seem to forget that while this started as your kink, I'm the one that engineered the rendezvous with Max and Tommy. Let's see if anyone notices, shall we?"

Corey groaned at the thought. There was no doubt in his mind someone would. His cock twitched its involuntary approval.

+++++

Harvey's eyes followed the slim beauty through the lobby as she walked towards the revolving door leading to the driveway. The tight ruby red dress complemented the straight jet-black hair flowing to the middle of her back, a hint of gold flashing from an ankle chain as she passed underneath the bright lights. He grinned. Classy outfit or sweaty workout clothes, this woman always looked dialed in.

The Italian restaurant was just a few steps around the corner from the apartment building. Its foyer was adjacent to an ornate hotel and hungry patrons crowded in to await a coveted table. New restaurants were always difficult to get into, so Lauren was thankful she had the presence of mind to make a reservation the previous week. The maître d' welcomed her with a warm smile and invited her to wait for her table in the restaurant's bar which was located in the hotel lobby. Knowing she was about 30 minutes early, she did not protest and instead carefully walked up the stairs towards the bar. The dress was comfortable but tight and did not allow for much leg room. In fact, she had difficulty lifting her butt into place on the bar stool, much to the amusement of the bartender. He seemed to take much delight in watching the hemline rise on her thighs as she crossed her toned legs.

"What can I get you, Miss?"

"A dry martini please, and two more inches on my heels," Lauren quipped as she surveyed the lobby. An opulent four-star hotel, it was housed within an older building which the owners had tried to preserve. Being a Friday, most businessmen had checked out hours ago, and now the majority of the guests were families looking to blow off steam over the weekend. Downing the drink - a bit more rapidly than she should - the shiny gold chain around her ankle became a source of self-awareness. In Lauren's mind it was a billboard announcing, "slut wife here", but in reality, it was barely noticeable. As the alcohol began to calm her nerves, she realized it would be a stretch for anyone in such an upscale place to recognize the anklet's significance, if they noticed it at all. Part of her just wanted to eat and go back to her apartment to veg. Yet, deep inside, she felt Kuhimo tugging at her libido, excited at the possibility of connecting.

It didn't seem there was much chance of that at the moment. Those waiting in the bar were mostly couples. The few men that were by themselves sat at the rail fiddling with their phones, lost in their 3-by-5 virtual worlds. A hostess from the restaurant eventually came up the stairs, giving her a glimmer of hope that a table was ready. This was dashed when another name was called. She looked for the bartender and waved for another drink.

Predictably, a beautiful woman in a form-fitting dress alone in a bar on a Friday night is bound to be noticed. Over the next 25 minutes, several men - who were ostensibly just passing through - tried to strike up conversations, but once they noticed the wedding ring, the banter ended, and they moved on. Either they had not noticed the anklet, were unaware of its meaning, or were simply scared off.

Lauren continued to sip the martini. Her reservation time had just passed. Succumbing to the boredom, she began surfing various shopping sites on her phone while quietly bopping her head to the piped in sounds of 80's music. She was completely immersed in the review of some designer shoes when a nearby voice startled her.

"That was a crazy decade for music, wasn't it?"

Looking up from her phone, she discovered the voice belonged to a very distinguished looking gentlemen about her age.

"What was that?"

"The 80's," the man said, sliding onto the stool beside her. "It had everything. Punk rock, new wave, hair bands, the beginning of grunge."

"I suppose so," Lauren replied, pushing the bangs from her eyes to get a better look at the stranger. He had a distinct accent. English? Australian? Whatever the nationality, he was certainly well put together. Good complexion, meticulously coifed hair and nails, expensive collarless shirt and slacks. Not particularly buff, but not soft either. All around, very charming with a kind face.

"I'm Ethan," he offered, holding out his hand. "Just in from the U.K. on business next week."

Her fingers disappeared into his grasp as they shook. He had the most intense color of blue eyes she had ever seen.

"Lauren. Just in from around the corner. And still waiting for a table."

He ordered a bourbon and politely asked if another drink would do. A nod of her pretty head told him two things: she was still thirsty, and she was open to conversation. A good start.

"Lovely name. Although I would have guessed Hell on Wheels."

"Sorry?"

Ethan pointed at her ankle. "HW?"

Lauren coughed as she wiped some of the martini from her chin. So much for no one noticing.

"Um, a gift from my husband."

"I see," the Englishman replied. "Funny, you'd think he'd know your name by now."

That got a sly smirk from the pretty face. Excellent, he thought. After traveling the world for 25 years he knew all too well what the anklet likely signified. But one had to be careful not to offend. If wrong, it could mean a drink in the face. If correct, many such women were skittish to begin with and demanded discreetness. Some needed the right amount of coaxing.

"Between that chain and the size of the diamond on your finger, he must love you very much."

Lauren looked down at her wedding ring and fiddled with the band.

"Yes, he does."

"Good. A solid marriage is an important institution."

That was certainly an interesting statement, Lauren thought. Maybe he was just trying to be friendly and not hitting on her at all.

From there, the pair launched into a lengthy but pleasant conversation ranging from favorite 80's bands to how life in Britain differed from that in the United States. Lauren hung on the man's every word, smitten by his good looks, accent, and stately presence. She had completely forgotten about dinner. Then the unthinkable happened. Her stomach growled. LOUDLY, ending with a fading whine, like a cat dying a terrible death.

Ethan laughed. "Hungry, are we? How long have you been waiting?"

Covering her mouth in embarrassment, Lauren looked sheepishly at her phone. "Now almost 20 minutes past my reservation." Out of the corner of her eye she saw the hostess heading back towards the bar. "Maybe that's me now."

But it was not to be. The woman motioned to another couple, who quickly gathered their belongings and followed. As the trio passed by and disappeared into the restaurant, Ethan slipped in behind them. Lauren sighed. Buh-bye, blue eyes she thought to herself, taking another sip.

Two minutes later, the dapper Englishman bounded back up the stairs into the hotel lobby.

"Your table is ready, my dear," he grinned, extending his arm for Lauren to slide gracefully off the stool.

"What? How?"

"I explained to the chap at the desk that my wife and I had been waiting for a dreadfully long time and if we didn't get to eat soon, I'd have to complain to the owner of establishment, who happens to be a very good friend of mine."

Lauren's eyes grew wide as Ethan escorted her into the restaurant. "Your...your wife?"



"Shh," he whispered into her ear. "I apologize for being deceptive, but you're hungry, aren't you? And you've more than waited your turn."

Giggling, she leaned into him. Might as well look the part. "Yes, I'm famished."

The two followed the hostess as she weaved around the other patrons to a small table in the corner of the room.

Easing into their seats, they were handed menus and asked to silence their phones. Lauren did so obediently and smiled across the table at her new acquaintance.

"Thank you for getting us seated. I guess its easy to ignore a woman dining by herself, especially when they have so many other customers. By the way, who is your friend? The one that owns this place?"

Ethan picked up the wine list and returned her smile.

"I have no idea."

+++++

Corey sat in the enclosed back porch of his suburban Des Moines home admiring the sunset. It was something he did a lot these days, what with Lauren in Miami and his two daughters living their own lives elsewhere in the country. Yes, there was the occasional get together with friends for dinner or a concert, but for the most part, he spent his time away from work watching sports, movies, or sitting right here as overlord of his expansive backyard. Surfing the radio dial on an old boom box, he found a classic rock station, cracked open a beer, and let the memories wash over him.

One song reminded him of his days in high school, aimlessly cruising around with his buddies. Gas was cheap and people were so much more laid back then. Even the cops would simply make you pour out the beer. Those days are certainly gone. Another tune took him back to his college days when he spent crisp fall Friday nights - not unlike this one - at rally bonfires before the big games.

The next was a one-hit wonder from the mid-80's. If he wasn't mistaken, this was released around the time he had met Lauren at a mutual friend's wedding reception. Well, it was his anyway. She was just a friend of the bride's younger sister. A young nearly 20-year-old at the time and he a much older 32, they hit it off immediately and spent much of the evening chatting it up. At the end of the night, Corey had been very disappointed when Lauren declined to give him her number, claiming she was already in a relationship. In the days afterward, this vision of loveliness was all he could think about.

A couple Saturday's later, fate brought the two together again at a local supermarket. Corey was next in line to checkout when Lauren and her then boyfriend Pauly appeared behind him. The boy was struggling mightily to keep two cases of beer under control. It wasn't until Corey allowed them to cut in front that she recognized him from the wedding. This act of kindness earned him a wink and a smile. He then got a good laugh when the clerk promptly rejected the young man's fake ID. As a look of frustration crossed the kid's face, Corey managed to glance at the bogus driver's license, then cleared his throat.

"Not sure what the problem is ma'am, but I've known Paul here for a long time and know for a fact he is of age. But, you have your job to do. If you are not comfortable with the validity of his credentials, I'll buy these myself. I'm running low at home." Every single word of that was a lie.

The store clerk had given Corey a "do I look stupid?" glare, but the line behind them was growing, so she proceeded to ring the beer out as part of the older man's purchase. Outside, he loaded the packages into Pauly's trunk and waived off any attempt to pay him. Not that he was a rich man back then, but he was well aware of the crime he was committing and didn't want to call attention to it.

In retrospect, what happened next was the beginning of the end for Pauly. As her boyfriend jumped into the driver's seat, Lauren pecked Corey on the cheek and slipped him a piece of paper. Watching her stroll away, tight ass wrapped in those spandex pants that were popular at the time, Corey put a hand to his cheek. As Pauly's piece-of-shit car shot out of the parking lot, he caught a glimpse of her looking back at him and smiling. Unfolding the note, he found a number to her sorority house. The journey of a lifetime had begun.

The two began dating soon after that but they did not become an exclusive couple straightaway. Pauly was still in the picture, but it didn't take long for the pendulum to swing in Corey's favor. He was more mature, had a good job, and treated Lauren like a lady. Their first few dates were very platonic, and he initially feared winding up in the "friend zone". For a time, he himself wondered if it should stay that way. His friends had made the predictable comments about "robbing the cradle", but to Corey, it didn't feel that way. Although 11 years his junior, he didn't see Lauren as a child, and he certainly didn't feel like an old man.

Eventually the pair became intimate, although it took several weeks for Corey to even get to third base. This was a source of frustration because he knew she wasn't a virgin and, in fact, had sex with Pauly frequently. It wasn't something she broadcasted, nor did she do much to hide it. On early morning dates to the zoo or a park, Corey had more than once picked her up around the corner from the boy's fraternity house, where it was clear she had spent the night. Then there was the time a couple condoms fell out of her purse in front of him as she pulled out a hairbrush. Awkward, to say the least!

On the nights he suspected Lauren was with him, he would lay in bed, jerking off to the thought of her being fucked, wishing he was the guy making love to her, and wondering why he had been relegated to only using his fingers. To his delight, she soon ended it with Pauly, and the two new lovers consummated their own relationship. Just about a year after that, Lauren became Corey's wife.

And now, it seemed their relationship had come full circle. Here Corey sat, another night alone, while his wife of 28 years was out possibly flirting, or even having sex, all at his suggestion. His cock jerked upward at the thought. Had the nights he spent masturbating while Lauren was with Pauly fostered the beginning of his kink? She had later said she had kept him at bay sexually until they were a couple so he wouldn't think she was just another "good time girl". Then what was he to make of her recent comment about pulling train? An offhand comment for his kink's sake, or truth?

The emotions swimming around in the 61-year-old's head were too much to process. He leaned back into the Adirondack chair and closed his eyes. The long work week and the beer buzz were making him sleepy. Consciousness left him as he pondered whether his wife's recent heightened sexuality was just a result of recent prodding, or in fact, a resurgence of promiscuity she had suppressed once they were married.

+++++

The DVD player sucked in the disc and automatically began to play. It appeared to be an old film transferred from celluloid to digital. Although the picture quality was grainy with poor light, one could see a dark hallway lined with empty liquor bottles and young men who were casualties of too much drinking. Judging from the shakiness of the handheld camera, probably one of those Super 8s, the unknown videographer was equally as inebriated. At the end of the corridor, a dim red light shown through a crack in a door. The audio was terrible, but strains of 70's hard rock music blasting from within was clearly audible. As the cameraman pushed open the door, the unmistakable sounds of sex filled the room. Grunting, moaning, and a lot of panting.

The mysterious operator leveled out the camera to reveal about 10 guys standing about the room, dicks in their hand. "What do we have here, brother?" he drunkenly asked one of them.

"Get that thing out of my face, dipshit."

"She's back!" another fraternity brother ran into the frame. "And man, she is in rare form!"

"Good thing, too," yelled someone else over the music. "Rachel's on the rag this week, so this will have to do."

A girl's voice could be heard crying out, "Fuck me, give it to me! I want your cum so bad!"

As the camera worked its way through the throng, the only thing in frame was a pair of legs in black stockings sticking into the air, feet bouncing in a distinct rhythm.

"C'mon, man," someone shouted from the back of the room. "You've been at it for 10 minutes, let the rest of us cop a nut too!"

"Almost there, brother. Slut's gonna make me cum soon! FUCK ME, YOU WHORE!"

The operator finally focused on a young man from the rear. Shirt on, pants around his ankles, he was pile-driving his cock into a very dark, very wet bush. From the camera's vantage point, one could not see the girl's face, only long legs wrapped around the boy's waist, hands on his ass, pulling it towards her. Black curly hair dangled from an obscured face as it lifted to the young man's chest.

"Oh SHIT, bitch, that's it, suck my nips! Oh man, oh fuck, here it comes, I'm gonna blow!"

The girl screamed, "PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! Cum in my pussy, baby! Lube it for your friends! LET IT GO!!!"

The boy's ass trembled as he unloaded into the girl's willing slit. Finished, he pulled up his pants and buckled them.

"Who's next?" he asked, moving away from the bed. As he did so, the lens briefly caught a profile; it was Pauly, Lauren's former boyfriend.

Suddenly, someone pushed the camera operator towards the girl, sending him stumbling to the center of the room. "Go for it, Manny, it's your birthday". Manny trained the camera on the arms and legs in front of him, opened wide in a perverse invitation to the next lucky boy. Lying there on her back, cum oozing from a reddening pussy, was the 20-year-old version of Corey's wife. Young Lauren batted her eyes directly into the camera. "Are you next, stud? Make it snappy, the others want a turn and I'm getting married soon."

+++++

The maître d' canvassed the dining room, ensuring none of his customers were for want. Friday night crowds were usually jovial, and tonight was no exception. Especially the Miller woman and her husband at table 14c in the corner. Strange that the reservation was originally for one, but no matter, they were on their second bottle of one of his most expensive wines, and from the sounds of their merriment, they intended on finishing every bit of it.

Ethan raised his glass as the waitress cleared away their near empty pasta dishes.

"To America!" he toasted, bringing the rim of his wine glass to Lauren's.

"To Britain!" she reciprocated, laughing a bit too loudly.

Still holding his stemware high, he continued, "To Hell on Wheels!"

Blushing, Lauren quieted and set her glass on the table, watching her finger trace the rim around...and around...and around.

Easy, man, Ethan cautioned himself. He leaned in. "So, the jewelry clinging to your extremely shapely ankle. In some parts of the world that has a very specific connotation. I don't want to seem presumptuous, but does it mean the same here in the U.S?" he asked, already knowing the answer.

Lauren continued to roll the end of her finger around her wine glass, looking at her reflection instead of his face. With a bit of resolve, she shook her jet-black bangs away from her eyes and looked deep into those iridescent blues.

"And what, exactly, is it, pray tell?".

Ethan smiled. A game now, eh? Good, the chase was the best part. He reached over and held one of her hands.

"It is said the H stands for Hot."

Taking her other hand, he finished his thought. "And the W stands for wife."

Lauren felt her panties moisten. The two stared at each other, the corners of their mouths turned up in a slight grin.

"So, are you, my dear, a hot," the Englishman kissed the back of one hand, then the other, "wife?"

Shaking, she looked around uncomfortably at the other tables, hoping other diners had not heard such talk.

"My husband would like to think so," Lauren whispered.

"Does he know you are here tonight, in such a sexy dress, wearing the chain?"

She hesitated, then sighed. "He gave it to me and ask me to wear it, so yes."

"Ah, his idea, then," Ethan replied, still holding her hands. "And what do you think of his request?"

A sudden hot flash caused her to pull away from his grip. She began fanning her face, eyes darting about.

"It's...it's gotten hot in here, hasn't it?"

Ethan held his gaze fast.

"At the risk of being too forward, my hotel room is much cooler and I dare say more comfortable. Would you like to join me for an after-dinner drink?"

Lauren squeezed her legs together, hoping to keep the juices now in her panties from dripping onto her thighs.

"I...I don't think that would be a very good idea."

"Because you don't know me? Am I simply a software salesman from across the pond or Jack the Ripper?"

Lauren nodded. "Something like that. I'm sorry, I'm sure you are harmless, but these days..."

The blue eyes twinkled back at her in the low light. "I wouldn't say harmless," he joked, "just not in a Ripper way." Taking out a business card and holding it between his fingers, he continued. "Tell you what, here is my name. Call the company, I'm in their directory. Give it to a local constable and have them check me out. I assure you I am not a monster, just a man who's never had time for a wife, but very much likes the company of a lady. I'll be here until next Friday, then it's off to Brazil. I'd love to see you again. Should you find yourself feeling the same way, I usually have a nightcap in the lobby bar every evening around nine."

Lauren beamed longingly at the card. She could take it now and decide later or end this right now. Her hand reached out slowly, tentatively. Ethan closed her fingers around the card and kissed the back of her hand.

"Dinner's on me, don't try to pay, its already on my tab. Just talking to you would have been worth the price of two more bottles. Goodnight, beautiful."

He left Lauren peering silently into her wine glass. She knew she had done the right thing - the safe thing - but could not ignore how aroused she was at that very moment. Home is where she needed to be right now!

More than a bit tipsy, she grabbed her clutch and walked quickly towards the foyer, head down. This caused her to crash into an older man and his wife as all three were trying to squeeze through the door to the sidewalk.

"Terribly sorry, sirrrr," she apologized, then recoiled, realizing the man she had nearly sent flying was the CEO of her company. Of all places he could be. And here she was completely shitfaced.

"Good evening, Lauren!" the short, pudgy, balding man exclaimed. "Are you okay? Nice to see you."

"Uh, hi Mr. Jo..."

"Stephan. Outside the office, its Stephan. Did you enjoy your meal?" the executive asked as his wife stepped away to hail a 

"Yes, it was quite nice," Lauren offered, hoping this would be a short conversation. How much had he seen?

"Was that your husband? He looked much different than in the photos on your desk. Was he called away suddenly?"

Shit.

"That was, uh...a friend, who is in town for a meeting."

The old man looked to ensure his wife was out of earshot and moved closer.

"From what I saw then, he must be a very good friend indeed. I know your circumstance, Lauren, with your husband being out of town and I know how lonely you must be. What you do on your own time is your business. Your secret is safe with me."

Lauren gawked at him, unsure of what to say. "Pardon?"

Stephan looked down at her ankle and chuckled. "Being an amateur jeweler myself, and well into my 70s, I like to think I know the history of jewelry. Unless your children's names begin with an H or W, I'd say there's a pretty good chance hubby would have approved of the budding courtship back there. The world is not as big as you think, my dear."

The old man waddled off after his wife, who was just getting into a taxi.

Lauren watched stupefied as they drove off. What the fuck just happened?

+++++

Corey woke in a thick sweat amidst the images of his then college-age Lauren being gangbanged in the dirty backroom of some unnamed dormitory. The last rays of the sun had fallen beyond the horizon and he was now sitting in darkness, save for the blue glowing dials of the boom box.

Although he quickly realized it was just a dream, his penis was fully erect and aching to be stroked. Glancing around, he noted the solid enclosure of the back porch was higher than his elbows, affording him some privacy. Reaching beneath his sweatpants, he began to massage his cock, trying to remember as much as he could about the dream and "video". 

Listening to the young Lauren begging to be fucked, allowing herself to be used is such a way was so wrong. Why then was he so hard? Was this around the time he was only getting his fingers wet? What if he had walked in on that scene? Her cries would have been louder than on the video and the smell of cheap beer, sex, and cum would have permeated the air. What would he have done? Flown into a rage, trashed the place? Pummeled whatever unfortunate boy happened to be on top of her? Or would he have stood in line, happy to finally get his turn? He pictured Lauren's glazed eyes recognizing him, then welcoming him to the big boys' club. This last bit of fancy nearly caused Corey to unload into his underwear. And he probably would have if it wasn't for the cell phone on the arm of the Adirondack vibrating itself onto the floor.

"Helloooo?" he heard Lauren's voice asked as he picked it up from underneath the chair. It sounded like she had been drinking. He looked at the time. Nine-fifteen. Wow, he'd been asleep for a while.

"I'm here. Is everything okay? Where are you at?"

"Home, just finished eating, getting undressed. Ouch!" she cried as she stubbed her toe on a bedpost.

Corey tried to pivot from having his dick in his hand to a civil conversation by firing off a series of trivial questions. How was the food? Was it a real Italian restaurant or one of those posers? Lauren was too buzzed to provide any comprehensive answers but listened to each one patiently as she removed her dress. Finally, there was a lull in the 

"I'll have you know your gift worked, mister," she announced, slurring the words.

There was no response. She looked at her phone to ensure it hadn't died.

"Yoo hoo! Did you hear me? The anklet, remember? It worked." Lauren's juices started flowing again thinking of the handsome Englishman. She let her dress fall to the floor and walked over to the chest of drawers where her ten-inch vibrator, the Chairman of the Board, lay wrapped in its protective covering. Her eyes lit up.

"Tell me about it," Corey asked breathlessly. Between this news and his prior activities, his cock was bursting at the seams.

"He's a Brit on business here in the U.S. Name's Ethan. Met him at the bar while I was waiting for a table. We were both alone, so we had dinner together. He is quite interesting."

"I see. So, he hit on you?"

"I'd say it was more of a tap at first. He was the perfect gentleman."

Corey didn't say anything.

"The jewelry was no mystery to him," she professed, breaking into a popular 70's song about a chain. "He even asked me to join him in his room for an after-dinner drink."

Lauren could hear Corey hold his breath. What a perv! She snatched the dildo from the drawer and laid down on her bedspread.

"I didn't go. He's a stranger after all."

Big exhale.

"You sound disappointed." Off came her bra and panties.

"No, you made the wise choice. Still, you wanted to go with him, didn't you, you little minx?" His cock trembled at the thought of his wife getting fucked by a stranger in a hotel room.

Hesitating only briefly, she responded loudly and with conviction, the alcohol and the spectre of Kumiho emboldening her. "Yes. Yes, I FUCKING did."



Corey walked into his house lest any neighbors with big ears were around. He heard a distinctive buzzing noise.

"Is that the Chairman?" he asked, smiling.

The response came in the form of a big sigh.

"Babe, I'm fucked up and I need to be fucked. Fucked and fucked," Lauren giggled, somehow finding that very funny. "I am soooo horny. I don't know what's come over me lately."

She's definitely ripe, Corey thought, laying down on his own bed. If only he was there. Perhaps now would be a good time to address the question that had been burning in his head.

"Who do you want to fuck?"

"You, babe. I want you!"

"I'm not there."

"Then Ethan. I DON'T CARE AT THIS POINT! I just want to FUCK!" The head of the Chairman was getting slick now as Lauren rubbed it around her labia. Corey pictured her bald pussy glistening with fluids.

"You had your chance with Ethan. Maybe a blast from the past would suffice?"

Corey heard his wife gasp.

"What? Who?"

"Pauly."

An image of the mop-haired teenager on top of her caused Lauren to moan. He was not a bad lover and recalled he had quite the weapon.

"What if he was with you right now? Would you fuck him?"

Flash to the frat boy pulling a skintight condom over his skinny tool. That induced another moan from her. The Chairman began sliding into the now sopping wet hole, Lauren's canal walls closing in around it as the hard rubber made its entry.

"That...that was a long time ago," she stammered.

"But you remember it don't you? Doing the nasty with him?"

"Corey, I don't think talking..."

"Do. You. Remember?"

Lauren used her free hand to start pulling at her tiny chest. Her half-inch nipples were hard erasers now. God, they need to be sucked!

"Yes, I do."

Corey grinned. He had her.

"How nasty did you get, babe?"

Even drunk, Lauren knew where this was going. How much did she want him to know? Two could play this game.

"Take your cock out, big man. Play with it for me."

"I already am."

"We got REAL nasty, babe. Is that what you want to hear? We used to fuck like rabbits!"

Lauren heard heavy breathing coming from the phone and smiled. She had him.

Corey stroked his cock. His hand, perpetually chaffed from years of construction work, slid roughly along the shaft. Out of lube, he soldiered on.

"How often?"

"Two, three times a day," she huffed, driving the Chairman deeper into her. Holding it by its base, she could now get almost six inches inside, about the length of her husband. She needed more.

Recollections of the skinny boy eating her out began to set her off.

"Ohhhhhhhh, I remember. He was very good!"

"That's it babe, let the memories come back. Where did he fuck you?"

Lauren pinched her nipples, arched her back and grunted.

"His car, his friend's house, the library stairwell. Oh, Corey we've never talked about this, but Pauly was really the one that broke me in."

Jesus fucking Christ, Corey thought. His dick felt like iron at such a revelation. He knew she was no virgin when she met Paul, but this was quite the epiphany.

"His fraternity house room?"

Two grunts, a snort, and another moan. The vibrator was sliding freely in and out of her heavily lubricated pussy, up to at least eight inches now.

"ESPECIALLY his room!" Lauren laughed, then hiccupped.

"What did you do in that dirty, dingy, messy room?"

"We fucked!"

"How? Missionary? Doggy? Standing up?"

More chuckles. "Yes, yes and yes!"

Corey pictured the young boy pile driving the young Lauren from behind, her big 80s hair flopping about. He nearly came at the thought, but had to press on. He had to know.

"Did you have company?"

"Wha...?"

"Did Pauly let his friends fuck you? Did they stand in line like you said?"

The Chairman was working overtime now. He had penetrated his quarry to nearly full length, the wetness clearly audible as the vibrator's ten inches slid in and out of the sloppy vagina. Corey stroked his cock faster.

"He did, didn't he?"

Lauren grimaced, trying to fight through her ecstasy to reply.

"Is that what you want to believe, babe? That Pauly fucked me in front of his friends? Watching as my little titty buds hung down and jiggled while he did me doggy?"

She could hear him jacking off through the small speakers in her phone. Fap, fap, fap.

"I don't know what to believe, Lauren."

"Don't play me, Corey. Your cock is in your hands right now thinking about me doing the entire frat house! It's okay, I know it turns you on. Stroke it for me. Imagine me on all fours as one boy pulls out, another follows. Mmmm."

"I need to know," Corey pleaded. He was getting close.

"Do you want it to be true? Would you like to see a bunch of men taking me at once, filling me up? Making me scream?" Lauren was surprised how much saying that aroused her.

Both of them cried out in passion as that image sank in.

"That's so FUCKING hot!" Corey exclaimed, really cranking down on his meat now. "I see the door is left open, hear the old bedsprings squeaking in rhythm, calling out to anyone who wants a piece. As each boy finishes in you, the next one mounts."

"Oohhhhhhhhhhhhhh," Lauren screamed. "Yes! Goddamnit, please, more, more, yessssss!"

"How many now? 5? 10? 20? You lost count, didn't you, slut?"

Lauren crushed the Chairman's entire length into her accommodating pussy. The sheets between her legs were saturated.

"So many..." she whimpered.

Corey's faced contorted, barely able to contain his release. Just a little longer. Please God, Lauren first. He had to get her off.

"Your cunt is so slippery, even the largest of the boys can't come. They're going to have to nut on your pretty whore face!"

In an instant, Lauren was transported back nearly 30 years to Pauly's dorm room. She found herself on her back staring at the ceiling, a boy she barely knew on top of her, grunting and slobbering all over her tiny tits. Her boyfriend was off to the side, smoking a joint and egging it on. Only six inches above her face, no less than three cocks were being stroked furiously by their owners, wrinkled ball sacks hanging beneath each shaft, waiting to spew their milky semen onto her body.

"Fuck, Corey...awe...awe...ohhhhhh! There's so many. I want it! I WANT ALL THEIR CUM SO MUCH!"

"Such a slut whore! Watch their cocks, the veins underneath. Are they starting to pulse?"

Lauren's head was writhing on her pillow. "Oh, yes!"

"They're getting ready to blow all over you! Are you ready?"

"GIVE IT TO ME! Plaster my body with your spunk, you filthy bastards!"

In her mind, white ropes of semen blasted from the tips of the cocks above her, while the boy plunging his tool into her pussy hollered in pleasure as he dumped his seed into her womb at the same time.

"FUCCCKKKK COREEEE I'M CUMMING! OH FUCK, I'M CUMMING!!!"

Lauren's hips bucked at the Chairman as the orgasm washed over her. It wasn't a huge, timber shaking climax, but after an evening filled with booze and sexual innuendo, it felt incredibly gratifying.

Satisfied that his wife had come, Corey now concentrated on his own apex. Lauren could hear him grunt repeatedly as his hand assaulted his cock, trying to coax out the white substance she wished she was there to take.

Turning off the slippery vibrator, she turned her focus to helping her husband come.

"That's it, baby, let it all go. Just think of all those frat boys having their way with me, taking turns pounding my pussy into a dirty, worn out mattress. Just like you'd expect from a teenage whore!"

"Awwww, Lauren! Oh my God, I'm so close..."

"Those arrogant boys dumping their cum into me, one by one! Each one thinking they're the best!"

"Yessss, oh, yes, I can see it!"

"My pussy so used, so warm and squishy."

"Oh fuck! OH FUCK! I'M THERE, I'M THERE!!!"

"WHERE ARE YOU, STUD? In the back of the line? Don't you want a piece of me? C'MON, baby, fight your way to the front and add your cum to your slut wife's cunt! EVERYBODY ELSE'S IS IN THERE!" Lauren screamed.

Corey's orgasm hit him hard. His body lurched upright in bed. Frequent masturbation had left his balls depleted, but the small amount of cum he did have came trickling out into a handkerchief. His breathing was so irregular afterward that Lauren asked him several times if he was okay.

The couple lay in their respective beds 1,500 miles apart, trying to squeeze out whatever intimacy they could over the phone. It was difficult.

"I love you, babe," Corey panted.

Lauren was still catching her own breath. "I love you too. That was fucking AWESOME," she sang out as if in celebration. Clearly, she was still inebriated.

A few minutes of phone-pillow talk later, Corey decided the elephant was still in the virtual room. He cleared his throat.

"You never answered me."

"About what?"

"Please. Don't make me beg."

Lauren smiled. She was getting sleepy. "I'm not sure you'd care for the answer, perv."

"Meaning?"

"Meaning..." her voice drifted off slowly.

Corey listened intently. It sounded like she was falling asleep. "Lauren!" he barked to keep her attention.

Lauren's eyes shot open. "Meaning you're a pervert! You get off on the thought of me sleeping with other men. You may not like what you hear, that's all."

"Which is?"

Lauren smacked her lips together. She was very thirsty. Maybe I'll just lay here a minute, then get something to drink.

"Babe?"

She rolled her eyes. Jesus, he was persistent!

"You and Max...that was the first time...I've had more than one guy...at once. OKAY? First time!" She threw a pillow across the room at nothing in particular and laughed maniacally. 

"And I fucking LOVED IT, goddammit! You hear me? I loved having more than one cock! There, is that what you wanted to hear, perv? Now I'm going to sleep. Bye bye!"

Corey leaned back against the headboard. Part of him was relieved to know his wife and mother of his children was not the community whore back in college. Conversely, he was also aware of a dark place in him that had wanted it to be true. At least now he knew for sure. And tonight's role play with Lauren had been thoroughly stimulating for both of them. Pair that with her admittedly intoxicated comment just now, and one had to wonder what adventures could lie ahead.

+++++
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+++++

The Millers knew they were changing. Changing as partners, lovers, and individuals. Five months prior, when Lauren left for Miami, they swore the 1,500 miles between them would not alter their relationship. Corey would remain in Iowa, finish his construction project, then join his wife of 28 years for a blissful life in sunny South Florida. They would simply pick up where they had left off.

Yet every night now, as each lay alone in their respective beds, they knew nothing could be further from the truth. Not the way things were now. Not with Lauren's newfound sexuality. Since coming to Miami, she had slowly acquiesced to Corey's burgeoning kink without fully understanding where that would take them. At first, it was simply a matter of placating her husband. Then it evolved, and now Lauren herself was beginning to embrace the transformation in ways not anticipated by either. The couple didn't think of it in terms of a "lifestyle" or any of the myriad labels people tried to tag it with: cuckold, stag, vixen, swinger. They only knew each had changed in a way neither had imagined possible.

Shy Lauren was now the aggressor in many ways. Her traditionally conservative makeup and clothing had given way to an edgier, provocative appearance. A once passive lover, she was now surprisingly raucous in bed. Her husband's own hand had shown the 48-year-old beauty that men still found her quite desirable. This ignited her inner lust, and as Corey was quickly learning, that itch was a genie not easily put back in its bottle.

Of course, Corey had changed as well. With Lauren's willingness to experiment, he now felt emboldened to further encourage the journey. Eleven years her senior, he genuinely wanted her remaining prime years to be sexually fulfilling, a feat the graying 61-year-old with an expanding waistline could no longer accomplish. As noble as that was, his gratification was driven by a much darker reward: the craving for the compersion that accompanied her exploits, and the cocktail of emotions when thinking of his wife making love to another. Much of this he kept to himself because he didn't feel Lauren would or could understand. Little ancillary things. Like how to explain while he didn't care for outright humiliation, he was inexplicably turned on by watching her enjoy sex with a more proficient lover. This then indirectly called attention to his aging inadequacies, which in itself was a form of humiliation. For years, fantasizing only scraped the surface of these and other feelings, but now, having experienced them firsthand, he too had a genie that could never again be bottled.

+++++

Fall in Miami is quite different from Iowa. Palm trees do not turn pretty colors and people do not huddle around roaring fires on frosty nights roasting marshmallows. Living in the Midwest her entire life, Lauren felt a tinge of sadness as Halloween approached. No more long Sunday drives in the country admiring the changing landscape. No nose-tingling aroma from wood-burning fireplaces wafting through the neighborhood.

As it turned out, drinking white wine was a pretty good way to drown these sorrows, and Lauren was making good progress in that respect. As she sat around the rooftop pool deck for her apartment building's Thirsty Thursdays happy hour, she was just glad to be off work. Her good friend and coworker Amy Rosinner had accompanied her to the event to unwind after a long day, and the young blonde secretary patiently listened as the office manager waxed nostalgic. After sinking their first round, she walked to the pool bar for a refill. With no bartender that night, the management had simply set out bottles of chilled wine and champagne in a decorative tub for residents to help themselves to a glass. Instead of a single pour, she grabbed an entire bottle and returned to the table.

"How's Corey doing?" Amy asked, popping the cork.

"He's lonely," Lauren replied with a long face. "The girls and I are headed back to see him over the Thanksgiving holiday. That will cheer him up. And the main construction will be done by February."

"It will be nice to have him down here. I think you get a bit lonely too."

"I do, in spite of his attempts at helping me make friends."

Amy cocked her head. "Yeah? How's that?"

Lauren told her about his gift a few weeks prior. It was good to share that with someone.

A hotwife anklet?" the younger woman repeated, leaning across the wobbly cast iron table. The 26-year-old was quite plugged into the sexual trends of the day and immediately recognized the significance. "I know you guys experimented a couple times, but now he wants to make it official or something? Bold move."

"I thought so too."

Lauren pulled her chair closer and glanced around. "It gets crazier, though" she whispered.

The wife and mother of two proceeded to tell her friend about the night she wore the suggestive jewelry, which resulted in some heavy flirting.

"And?" Amy prodded. She loved a juicy story.

"And nothing. He asked me back to his hotel room, I got cold feet, end of story. But that's not all," Lauren hinted. "After dinner I ran into Stephan Jones and his wife. Yeah, that Jones, our CEO. Like, literally crashed into them when leaving the restaurant. He saw me with Ethan and knew the guy wasn't my husband. When Jones saw the chain, he put two and two together. Amy, I might as well of had "floozy" tattooed across my forehead. I mean, he knew!"

The blonde frowned, sensing Lauren's distress. "Do you think he'll say anything?"

"I...I don't know. He said he wouldn't. But I can't let my husband's fetish get me fired."

Amy noted the irony in her friend's statement. She needed to tread lightly.

"Um, look, you know I love you, right? The way I see it, Corey has idiosyncrasies. There's no denying it. There's also no denying that while it took some time for you to warm up to his...ideas, you seem to be all in now. Hell, you don't need jewelry for guys to know you're open to hooking up. Look at how much you've changed since getting here. Your makeup and the way you dress clearly already send that message. I'm not judging, I'm a bit slutty myself. But that's me. I've always been this way. Even people at work have noticed the change in you. And remember, it wasn't your husband that arranged the cruise with Max. It wasn't he who willingly went to Tommy's apartment. Corey didn't fasten the anklet around your ankle. Point is, I don't think you can put all the blame on hubby anymore, do you?".

Lauren's eyes began to water. She knew Amy was right. It was all true.

"You know," the blonde said quickly, trying to break the tension, "Jones seems like he might have been a player in his day. Who knows? Maybe he still is, just a shriveled up old one."

Both women laughed nervously. After wiping away a tear, Lauren confessed she was more than a little concerned about the changes.

"I don't know what's happening to me. Back in Iowa my libido was at an all-time low, Corey had to pester me for sex, and when we did make love, I was so dry. Only a well-lubed piece of rubber could bring me to orgasm. Now, sex is all I think about, I get wet when the wind blows, and I find myself having some weird urges. Like a nymphomaniac or something." Lauren thought of mentioning her fascination with the spirit Kumiho but decided against it.

A faint smile crept across Amy's face. At her age and single, she was horny ALL the time and didn't see that as a problem.

"Awe, honey," she sympathized, "I think you just forgot what it's like to be young and fucked. Not your fault, not Corey's, not anyone's. I'm sure you wouldn't trade the life you've built with your family for all the sex in the world. But being horny isn't the issue. To me it seems your passion bolt was jammed. With the rust gone now, how far you turn it is up to you."

"And my husband," Lauren pointed out.

"There is that dynamic, yes," the young woman conceded. "He's really into you hooking up with other guys, isn't he?"

The executive peered into her wine glass. "I guess we all have our peculiarities."

Amy picked her glass up and clinked it against her friend's. "And now you have yours."

+++++

Lauren woke the next morning sweating profusely. It took her a moment to realize she had only been dreaming. The images seemed so real. Two faceless men using her as their plaything, taking what they wanted right there in her own bed. Hard, muscular bodies contributed to multiple orgasms, but none as much as the finale when they unloaded their seed on her face.

She shook the fog of sleep off and looked at the time. Six thirty in the morning. No time to relieve herself. Even a cold shower was not helpful. After dressing for work she caught a glimpse of the small white box containing the anklet from her husband. The sight did little to extinguish the fire that was smoldering between Lauren's legs. Corey had given her that chain for a reason, and tonight she may have to put it to use.

+++++

The licentious desires did not abate during the day. At least once Lauren considered stealing away to the privacy of the ladies' room to douse the steam. Returning home that evening, she was as horny as she'd ever been. It took great willpower not to pull The Chairman out and relieve herself right then.

A great debate raged in her head. Should she resist the urge and stay home? Or hit the bars like a tramp? Five months ago, her Midwestern sensibilities would have easily won that argument, but tonight, she could not shake the lure of a strange cock impaling her without mercy. Lauren decided to skip dinner. Tonight, she was craving far more than food.

+++++

Corey answered his phone on the first ring. He was in his truck traveling to the local high school to meet some old friends for a big Friday night football game between two rival teams. Not the most exciting way to spend an evening, but he was up for anything that got him out of the house.

Lauren listened without much interest as he described the difference in playing styles between the two schools. Eventually she flat out interrupted him. "I'm going out tonight. I need a drink."

"Girls' night out?" Corey asked as he pulled into the school's parking lot.

Lauren sat down at the vanity and began applying makeup. "No, just me."

Okay, that wasn't unusual, he thought. She went out for solo dinners quite a bit.

"Do you have a place in mind? I read there are a few good new restaurants on First Street."

"Not interested in food."

Corey pondered this as he parked his truck. "Then what?"

"I told you. I need a drink," Lauren reiterated, smacking her lips together with freshly applied deep ruby lipstick. "It's been a rough day."

"In that case," he joked, "I hear Randy Sandy's is known for their great Sex on a Beach."

She closed her eyes. I'd take sex anywhere right now. "The strip club? Nah, a good margarita and some regular dancing for me, thank you."

Corey's pulse quickened and his cock twitched beneath his denim jeans. As always, the thought of her dancing with strangers aroused him. Was she looking for more than just a drink?

"Clubbing by yourself might be dangerous, Lauren."

"Randy Sandy's is only three blocks from Club X," Lauren quipped. "Don't worry, my friends will protect me."

Corey swallowed hard. X was Max's club. "Your friends. Your friends used to be my friends too, but I guess you run with an entirely different crowd now, huh? Is there something you want to tell me, babe?"

She giggled. "I'm just trying to get you riled up, perv."

His wife had gotten very good at pushing his buttons. Maybe too good.

Lauren heard her husband's breathing deepen. She knew exactly where his thoughts were going.

"It's working, too isn't it, perv? Did you get hard when I mentioned his bar? Should I stop by and say hello?"

The 61-year-old watched through the windshield as fans stream into the stadium through the windshield. He rubbed his aching crotch. It sounded like she was asking permission. "I want what you want, babe."

"Right now, I don't know what I want. Or where I'm going. All I want is to blow off some steam."

"Is that all you're going to blow off?" Corey sputtered softly as he walked up to his friends at the ticket gate.

More giggles. "Goodnight, love," Lauren cooed. "Enjoy the football game."

+++++

The raven-haired beauty pulled the tiny metallic mesh crop top over a sheer white bandeau bralette. She hadn't worn it since the pub crawl, and loved how the combination showed off her small breasts, trim waist and firm abs. The opaque bra barely hid her nipples, and the gunmetal mesh rubbing against them only served to heighten her arousal.

Next came the thin shiny black leather leggings. She shimmied into them carefully, pulling them up over her buttocks as they snapped into place, forming a second skin. Lauren completed the look with a pair of 3-inch black leather corset heels, also a previous crawl purchase.

Lauren approached the dresser and the large mirror that hung above it. Leaning in, she stared at her reflection. Amy was right. Everything about her had changed. Her makeup, once a light powder and a subdued shade of pink lipstick, now favored eyes outlined in heavy black pencil, lids coated with metallic blue eyeshadow, and devil red lips. Once a fan of pencil skirts and sundresses, she now preferred outfits that invited sex.

What the hell was she doing? Going out with Amy was one thing. Her young friend was still in the game and knew the guardrails. Whatever Lauren knew about traversing bars on her own was lost a long time ago. It wasn't too late. She could wash off the paint, throw on sweats and spend the evening with The Chairman instead.

Standing upright, the mesh top grazed her nipples, sending an electric current directly to her vagina. At the same time, the leggings tightened between her legs and pulled into her labia, forming a very conspicuous cameltoe. Lauren listened to the signals her body was sending. It was almost as if it was protesting any thought of staying home.

Turning away from the dresser, Lauren's hand accidentally knocked off a small box which landed in front of her stiletto heels. It was Corey's gift. Wow, the signs were all there. 

Picking it up, she knew what she had to, no needed to do. How ironic that the fate of her evening had just been sealed by this simple gesture of freedom from her own husband?

+++++

It was a warm October night, even by South Florida standards. Lauren weaved on foot through the busy streets to the area which had months earlier hosted the pub crawl. The dance clubs wouldn't start to fill up for at least another hour.

She stopped in a couple bar-and-grills, sipping a seltzer at each. A few groups of men came and went. Some eyed the older woman in the tight and revealing clothes with appreciation, but none approached her. Lauren didn't encourage company right then either. She was taking it slow. While undeniably horny, if the right "outlet" for her pent-up passion came along, fine. If not, she wasn't going to throw herself at a stranger; there was always The Chairman waiting back at home. For now, she was content to just talk to the staff. At her request, a doorman took her photo, which she promptly sent to Corey. Bartenders, a friendly lot by trade, kept her seltzers coming and were more than happy to chat in their spare time, which evaporated as more patrons filed in. One barkeep warned her that undercover vice was in the area and to be careful. That was odd advice, Lauren thought as she paid her tab. I'm not exactly drunk in public.

+++++

Corey's phone signaled an incoming text. He ignored it at first, waiting for a field goal attempt by the team that was down six points with eleven minutes to go in the game. Finally, he pulled the device from his jacket pocket.

LAUREN: At The Majestic Sloop.

A photo followed. The older man's eyes widened at the sight of Lauren standing in a bar's foyer. Her straight black hair was splendidly glossy and her makeup as slutty as he'd ever seen. Impossibly tight liquid black leather leggings hugged her curvy hips and a not so discrete cameltoe peaked out from between her legs. No way was there panties underneath that. The camera had perfectly captured the outline of those luscious tomato-sized breasts as they strained against a translucent white bralette. The gunmetal mesh crop top covered only her chest area, leaving a bare midriff that was tanned and ripped. "Damn," Corey uttered aloud, momentarily forgetting he was sitting in the bleachers with others.

One of his buddies looked over to see what was so interesting. Corey tried to pull his phone back, but it was too late.

"Holy crap, dude, is that Lauren?" his friend Sean blurted out. "Shit, she's SMOKING HOT!" Realizing what he had just said, he apologized. "Sorry, I just mean, she's always been pretty, but c'mon man, you gotta admit, that's a whole new level of sexy there."

Another friend, Toby, leaned over for a look and whistled. "Sean's right. Didn't recognize her. That's not the woman who used to bake cookies for the PTA. You're one lucky fuck," he agreed, shaking his head. "And you left her down there by her lonesome? Jesus, man, was that wise?"

Sean elbowed Toby hard in the ribs. "Don't be a dick."

Corey knew his friend was right, and neither of them were aware of half the story. Not only did he leave her alone in a big city - Miami of all places - but also encouraged her to dress exactly like this. And inspired her to play with others. That would really blow their minds. Seeing their reaction to that photo invoked conflicting emotions. On one hand, he was excited Lauren was finally dressing provocatively without being asked. On the other, he found his friends leering over her photo a bit disconcerting. Why was that? Probably because they'd known her for years as a proper Midwestern soccer mom who's most daring outfit was a one-piece swimsuit. What would they think of her now?

Just before sliding the phone back into his jacket pocket, Corey took one more look at the photo. His eyes were drawn to something he hadn't caught the first time. Squinting, he zoomed in and exhaled loudly. There, secured around Lauren's ankle just above her heels, was the gold chain he'd given her. It all made sense now. His wife wasn't looking for just a drink. She was hunting.

+++++

Lauren continued to pop into bars that looked fun. Crowds were thickening and players seeking a playmate for the night were beginning to cast their net. Many men who approached her were egotistical assholes. She didn't hesitate to flash her wedding ring at any she wanted to avoid. This deterred some, but not all, especially those who caught sight of the jewelry around her ankle. When she did dance, only the really cute ones were allowed certain liberties, if they dared at all.

Just after midnight, Lauren's stomach growled. Skipping dinner might not have been the best choice, especially now after four hours of drinking. Judging from the sea of humanity, getting anything to eat quickly in the bars or restaurants was out of the question. Remembering a food cart from earlier, she wandered to the street and looked both ways. Damn, it was gone. Was there nothing else? Peering down the road, far away from the bright lights of the strip, the sign of a small food-mart glowed. It was about five blocks away, well off the beaten path, but it did appear to be still open.



Driven by hunger, Lauren began walking towards the store, nearly falling several times as the stilettos made it difficult to maneuver on the uneven asphalt. Half-way there she became uneasy about leaving the well-lit area behind. Now surrounded by closed businesses and parking lots, the only foot traffic was the occasional patron going to or from the bars. Drawing within a block of the food-mart, the hair on the back of her neck raised as a vehicle slow down beside her, still rolling as she walked.

"You working?" a gruff male voice shouted out the passenger window. Lauren ignored it and stared straight ahead, focusing on getting to the store. No way I can run in these heels. Her hand crept into her clutch and wrapped around a small cannister of mace as she navigated the broken sidewalk.

"You sure are pretty," came the voice again. "I'm looking for a date. You interested?"

Lauren stepped onto the food-mart's parking lot as the car pulled to the curb. She breathed a sigh of relief as she entered the store, but not before tires squealed and an endearing "Bitch!" was heard. Composing herself, she selected a bag of miniature pretzels and bottle of water. Taking a seat in a small booth near the cashier, Lauren reflected on what just happened. A hooker. That guy thought I was a hooker! Catching a glimpse of herself in a beer cooler door, she shook her head. Of course, he did! Stumbling all alone in a gritty part of town in a barely-there top, skintight leggings, and stiletto heels. Hell I would have thought I was one!, The vice squad warning from the bartender came rushing back. Oh my God. He did too.

Lauren had been raised to look upon prostitution as a vile profession. But as she mused about the proposition, a dark part of her decided there was something very erotic and naughty about the whole idea of exchanging sex for money. She pictured herself leaning in the window, negotiating a price, then being whisked off to an alley to make good on the deal in a smelly old backseat. Her pussy had been moist most of the night and this thought was not helping.

The sight of an empty taxi slowing to a stop at the intersection broke the daydream. Lauren didn't look forward to fighting the uneven pavement again in her heels. She ran out the door as fast as she could, waiving both hands so the driver would see her. Jumping into the backseat, it occurred to her she really didn't have a destination in mind. After a moment, she turned to the impatient driver looking at her in the rear-view mirror.

"Club X, please."

+++++

Ten minutes later the cab pulled up in front of the popular nightspot. At least three dozen hopefuls were awaiting the privilege to enter, corralled by the iconic purple stanchions. Lauren knew she wouldn't get far unless Max was there. The doorman wasn't of much help, indicating he didn't know where the owner was. A quick call to Max's cell phone went straight to voice mail.

Disappointed, she stood on the sidewalk wondering what to do next. If Corey was there, she'd drag him back to her apartment to make love. But he wasn't, and she was still profoundly horny. Not ready for the night to end, Lauren looked up and down the street for a less crowded place to get a drink. Across Cityscape Park a pink neon feather affixed to the side of an older building unabashedly marked it as the location of Randy Sandy's, one of Miami's premier upscale gentleman's club.

Lauren looked one more time at the phone. Max had not returned her call. Any hopes of getting into X were pretty much gone, unless she wanted to wait on her own for hours. The glowing pink feather seemed to beckon, and she wondered what the inside of a strip club looked like. Maybe it was time to find out.

+++++

As the fired up 48-year-old knockout approached Sandy's, she heard an incoming text message. Thinking it might be Max, she quickly peeked. No, it was Corey.

COREY: Are you alright?

Lauren frowned. Between dancing on the strip and being propositioned, she'd forgotten to check in.

LAUREN: So sorry. Yes, fine. Just out hitting the bars

COREY: Still? It's almost one o'clock

LAUREN: A lot of places are open to five, remember? 

COREY: Where are you now? 

She looked up at the neon feather now directly above her. Opening the camera app, she took a selfie with the crowd milling about the entrance to the gentleman's club.

LAUREN: Randy Sandy's. You said they make a mean Sex on the Beach. I'll let you know

Corey sat motionless in his living room watching the end-credits of the movie scrolling across the television screen. Oh my god, she's going to a strip joint.  He had to stay cool.

COREY: Good, time for you to earn your keep. LOL

LAUREN: You bad. I do need some cash for the Metrorail! 

He stared at the messaging app. Dare he ask?

COREY: Have you found what you're looking for tonight? You know, that drink? 

No immediate response. Then...

LAUREN: No. Still thirsty. I'll let you know

With that, she threw her phone back into the clutch and stepped into line. It wasn't much shorter than Club X's, but there were no other options other than a fifteen-minute taxi ride to South Beach.

Corey flipped aimlessly through the streaming service from his recliner, trying to decide on what to watch next. Why was she going to Sandy's, of all places? Because he'd recommended it? Curiosity?  The thought of her winding her way through throngs of drunk and aroused men in that skimpy outfit caused his cock to twitch again. Of course. When fishing, go where the fish are. He continued to look for something to stream while thinking of the possibilities.

Lauren breathed a sigh of relief as she surveyed the building. It wasn't anything like the strip joints she'd driven by in Des Moines. The outside décor and rainbow of lighting rivaled some of the best clubs, and the clientele waiting to get in didn't just consist of leering creepers in trench coats. To be sure, the majority of those in line were pods of buddies out for a good time, but many couples were there as well. Lauren recalled Corey trying to get her to go to one back home, to which she vehemently refused. And now here she was.

While waiting, several guys near her in line struck up a conversation. The tone was civil and respectful, and none seemed to care why a scantily dressed older woman was waiting to get into such a place. After 20 minutes, a behemoth of a black man in a yellow shirt emblazoned with "Security" walked down the line counting potential patrons. He stopped at the sexy middle-aged woman in the tight clothes.

"No women by themselves allowed," the mountain stated flatly, then noticed her wedding ring. "You with someone?"

Lauren saw him glance down at her hand and blinked as if it was a trick question. One of the guys who had been chatting with her earlier leaned in. "They try and keep out the working girls," he whispered.

"Uh, yeah," she lied, rotating the band. "My husband. He got here earlier."

The security guard's eyes narrowed.

"Okay, then follow me."

The big man sliced through the line and deposited her at the front door. Lauren pulled out a $20 bill to cover the posted entrance fee, but the woman collecting it just waived her through.

Inside, the place was clean and sophisticated; just like any other high-end dance club, except for the layout, which consisted of strategically placed platforms and poles. Remarkably pretty girls strutted up and down runaways in various states of dress. While drinks flowed and patrons happily mingled, there was no mistaking that above all else, sex was the star.

One single high-top table became available near the rear wall of the main room. A waitress promptly swooped in to take Lauren's order: a double bourbon, straight up. A departure from her typical seltzer, she felt something stronger was warranted.

Over the next hour no less than six astonishingly beautiful, brazen and sexy young women entertained the crowd. The dancing, while certainly erotic, was expertly choreographed and executed. These girls knew what they were doing, and Lauren began to see their role in a different light. They weren't just strippers, they were entertainers, as professional in their genre as any other. She ordered another double bourbon and continued to enjoy the show. One of the dancers, thin with fiery red hair, happened to look towards the back wall and the eyes of the two women locked for just a second. Lauren's mind drifted back to the mutual masturbation session with Amy weeks ago. That was the first time she had really been turned on by another woman, and the ecstasy of that moment came rushing back as she watched the girl take off her clothes.

All that flesh elevated her arousal. Around the runways, men - and even a few women - fed copious amounts of cash to the dancers as they strutted by, spending a minute or two with each patron before moving on. Lauren wanted to get closer to the stage as well, to show her appreciation, to reach out and...but each time she got up, nerves slammed her back down. Maybe next song.

The dancers took turns working the crowd, attempting to entice someone into a lap dance, where the real money was. Eventually the redhead who had caught Lauren's glassy stare made her way to the back wall. Lauren stole quick peeks at the girl with long flowing red curls as she talked to captivated men. Her routine on the runway had been one of the best; hot, decadent, and enchanting. Not more than 21, she was simply ravishing in an electric orange thong bikini, black fishnet coverup, and high heels. Floating from table to table, Lauren watched surreptitiously as the stripper introduced herself to other customers.

Autumn, as she called herself, tried to make each patron feel special. That was, after all, her job. Married men, lonely men, and bachelor parties made up the majority of clientele, and this night was no different. Working the rear of the room, she was aware the attractive female patron whom she had spied earlier was nearby, and felt an instant attraction to the dark-haired beauty.

The stripper disappeared into the crowd for a few minutes but reappeared with a middle-aged guy in tow. The VIP rooms were along the rear wall, which meant the redhead had to pass close to Lauren's table. As she did, Autumn stopped and whispered, "I'll be back in three songs. Will you wait for me?"

Lauren's eyes widened as she felt the heat between her legs rise. Entranced, she could only nod. The dancer grinned and disappeared behind a curtain with her customer, under the watchful eye of a burly security guard. The waitress saw the woman at table 14f immediately signal for another double bourbon.

Time seemed to stand still. I should leave. I should just get up and go  But she couldn't, her feet were cemented to the floor. Why am I waiting? What does she want? To go in the backroom with her? She's just a kid! 

Lauren watched apprehensively as other entertainers went through their onstage performances. Minutes later, out of nowhere, the small girl with red curls reappeared, her freckled face smiling from ear to ear.

"I'm so happy you waited. I'm Autumn!"

"I know who you are," Lauren squeaked, searching for words.

The gorgeous redhead put her hand over the older woman's. "Oh, you've been watching me, um...?"

"Lauren." That's not her real name; should I not have given her mine?

"Well, Lauren, I've been watching too. Glad we have some time together. Cute outfit. You should come back on amateur night. With your looks, you'd do well."

"I...I'm flattered, but I don't think so."

Autumn caught sight of the diamond wedding ring. "Is your husband here?"

Lauren shook her head, trying not to stare at the girl's perfect body.

"Do you think I'm pretty, Lauren?"

"Oh my gosh, are you kidding? You're beautiful!"

"Would you like to get to know me better?"

Lauren looked towards the curtain. "You mean, back there?"

"You've never been to a place like this, have you?"

No answer.

"That's okay, baby, Autumn's got you."

The stripper went on to explain how private dances worked: $30 a song, three song minimum. She could see both lust and reluctance in Lauren's eyes.

"Don't overthink it, okay?" Autumn cooed. "You want it, and so do I." She ran her fingers through the woman's jet-black hair. There was something about this one that was going to be hot. "Shall we?"

Draining her drink, Lauren nodded. The girl led her by the hand past the guard, down a hallway bathed in blue light, and into a dimly lit room. As soon as the door closed behind them, the younger woman pushed her client onto a plush couch. As Lauren handed the girl $90 cash, an old down-beat R&B song began playing.

Autumn dropped to all fours and slowly crawled across the room until kneeling before the sofa. She whipped her long curls around, smiled coyly, then parted Lauren's legs and ran her young hands up the leather leggings, past the knees, landing on the older woman's hips. Lauren moaned as the stripper kissed her thighs, then nosed the wedge of her cameltoe. Autumn muzzled the crotch for a while, deeply inhaling the scent of the mature pussy that lay just beneath.

Lauren's abdomen quivered as the dancer worked her bare midriff. Autumn inched up to the mesh crop top and sighed at the small breasts visible under the see-through bralette. She pushed the top aside and began nosing the rigid half-inch nipples straining against the fabric. Occasionally her tongue would snake out and lick the bra, leaving a wet trail behind. Next came kisses to the neck and ears, one hand gently groping tiny tits, while a knee put pressure between Lauren's legs.

"You're making me soooo hot. Do you feel it too?" Autumn whispered, her genuine arousal evident.

Lauren groaned as the stripper licked her cheek.

"That's what I like to hear. I'm going to make this special for both of us".

The dancer straddled Lauren's leg and pressed her breasts into the face of her wide-eyed customer. The two began grinding their crotches together in time to the slow beat until the end of the first song.

The second was more up-tempo and Autumn went into a short runway routine. Off came the fishnet coverup as she pranced around the room, shaking her ass. Normally this would continue for an entire tune, but this time she ended up back in the arms of the black-haired vixen. What the hell is it about this woman?

On Lauren's lap once more, the redhead leaned into the small b-cup chest and brought the older woman's hands to the triangle of her bikini bottom. Lauren was confused. Can I touch or not? Autumn sensed the hesitation and nodded approval. As if to accentuate the point, the dancer leaned forward. "Untie me," she instructed.

The bright orange swimsuit top fell away from the 20-year-old. Autumn's shoulder blades deliberately rubbed against Lauren's nipples as the redhead ground the Lycra fabric into the leather leggings beneath her. Suddenly, she slid onto the couch and pulled Lauren onto her lap, effectively switching places. Cradling her, the stripper reached around with one hand and began kneading Lauren's now puffy cameltoe through the stretchy material.

"I can feel the heat, baby. You like when Autumn does that to your pussy?"

"Mmphhh," Lauren groaned. She couldn't believe this young girl had her hands there.

"Have you ever been with a girl?"

"No."

"Yet you came here tonight to see young girls dance. To watch them take their clothes off." Autumn's hands crawled under the top of the leggings. "Does that get you off?"

"I don't know," Lauren mewed.

Autumn's fingers crept beneath the tight pants to the sopping wet pussy. She was surprised to find it smooth and buttery. "I'm glad you came tonight. Older women get me hot. Do young girls like me excite you?"

Lauren quickly shook her head.

"I don't believe you. Know why?"

Another shake of the head. The dancer plunged two fingers into the moist hairless hole. Lauren moaned loudly and bucked her hips.

"That's why," Autumn whispered. Hooking her fingers and manipulating them as deep as she could, she brought her other hand up to Lauren's chest and began thumbing her breasts.

"Are you a mommy?"

"Yes."

"How does it feel getting fingerbanged by someone young enough to be your daughter?" Autumn asked, pinching a nipple.

Lauren yelped and leaned hard into the dancer. "Oh, shit!" She closed her eyes in ecstasy.

"You're a nasty one, aren't you?" Autumn shouted.

"Yes, yes, oh fuck, yes. Don't stop!"

The third song began. There wasn't much time left. The stripper increased her assault on the woman's clitoris beneath the leggings; then two fingers, then three, inside the wet canal, speed increasing.

"Awe, awe, awe, shit, like that, like that!" Lauren cried. "Uh, uh, uh, uh..."

Another nipple pinch.

"Ahhhheeeeeeeeeee, FUCK!"

"That's a good girl, let my young fingers fuck your twat."

"Ah-eeeeeeeeeee! Yes, yes, yes!"

Autumn worked her fingers deep.

"So nice and wet. What would hubby think of you in a backroom with a stripper's hand up your cunt?"

Lauren howled, her release slowly building.

"You gonna cum for me, baby?"

"I...I...I."

"Nasty, naughty bitch, perving on us young things with our titties out. You know you want to do me!"

"Fuucckkkkk!" Lauren yelled.

"That's right, you want to fuck us, don't you! Cum for me. DO IT! Cum on my fingers!"

The ceiling spun away from Lauren as blood rushed to her head.

"Cum for me, baby!" Autumn demanded again, screeching emphatically. "Next time I'm putting my long tongue in that bald pussy of yours!"

Lauren screamed at the top of her lungs so vehemently the stripper thought it might bring security. Thick juice squirted over Autumn's fingers as her client shook with a powerful orgasm. Job well done, she eased Lauren off her lap and once again straddled a twitching leg. The dancer brought her forehead to Lauren's and the two gazed fervently into each other's eyes.

Autumn moaned as she ground her bikini bottoms against the shaking thigh. Lauren helped by gliding the stripper's hips up and down her leg at an ever-increasing pace. The pale white tits of the redhead bounced freely in front of her face. She could no longer resist. Bending over, Lauren sucked in one of the rigid nipples and twirled her tongue round the bumpy piece of flesh. It was the first time she'd had a woman's breast in her mouth, and it felt good.

As the third song ended, the dancer had no intention on slowing down. Holding onto her client's shoulders, she tossed her long red mane back and rode Lauren's leg with every ounce of energy she could muster. The friction between Lycra and leather was felt by both as the stripper's moans turned into loud brays, her release rapidly approaching.

"Goddamn your hot!" Autumn squealed, driving her pussy into the toned thigh.

Lauren let the pink nipple drop from her mouth. "Use me," she encouraged breathlessly, "I want to see you cum too."

"Ohhh, shit yeah."

"Wicked girl, prancing around naked every night, sending men home thinking about you and getting the rest of us hot."

Autumn licked Lauren's nose. "Like you?"

"Yesssss, just like me," Lauren replied, scrunching her face at the lick. "Those guys may be jumping their wives when they get home, but it's YOU they're cumming in. Naughty, naughty, Autumn!"

The dancer was now in the throes of ecstasy. "Oh, yeah, oh God, FUCK YEAH!"

The squealing intensified until Autumn came, her body lurching turbulently into Lauren's arms. With the redhead's face buried in the mesh covered chest, both women held each other tight as they recovered from their intense orgasms. Although she did not typically kiss on the job, Autumn put her lips gently on Lauren's and let them linger. She did not often feel this kind of connection with her clients.



Reality sank back in, causing the dancer to break away. Lauren stood and repositioned the clingy leggings, hoping the dim lighting in the club would hide any wet spots between her legs. With a quick peck on the cheek, Autumn led her out of the room, back down the hallway, and out into the club.

"Come see me again, okay?" the dancer winked sublimely and then, like nothing happened, disappeared into the crowd.

Lauren glanced at her phone. Half past two in the morning. A new text from Corey as well. Although the past twenty minutes had been incredible, the alcohol had mellowed her significantly. Although still quite horny, maybe it was time to call it a night and let The Chairman work his magic. Walking towards the exit, she opened the messaging app. The text was an hour old.

COREY: Hope you're okay. Text me

She was about to respond when a voice called out her name.

"Lauren?"

Oh man. She really didn't want to be seen there.

Looking in the direction of the greeting, a young man was waving her over to where he sat with two others. She breathed a sigh of relief. It was Tony, Tommy's friend. At least it wasn't someone from work.

Forgetting about Corey's text, she walked over to the men in deliberately slow steps. The double bourbons were kicking in and she was having difficulty navigating. It did not escape her that all three had stopped watching the stage and were now eyeballing her.

"Well, well, well," Tony smirked, looking at his best friend's neighbor. "I wouldn't have expected to see you here." He looked around. "Let me guess. Your husband dragged you along?"

"Nope just me. I got bored, never been, so here I am," Lauren smiled back. She put her hand on his shoulder to steady herself. "What brings you?"

"Celebrating one of my boy's birthdays," the college student beamed. Putting his arm around her bare waist, he made the introductions.

"This is Roman and Hunter. Hunter just turned 21. That's the last one for our posse. Me, Tommy, and these guys. All legal now!"

The boys clinked their glasses together in a cheer. All three played football for their university and it was clear they were tight. Massive chests threatened to burst from their polo shirts, with khaki pants seemingly just as constraining. A wide receiver, Hunter was the smaller of the two, a handsome lad with curly brown hair and cute dimples. Roman had brown hair as well, but straight, combed over to one side, and perfectly coifed. A defensive linebacker, he carried a few extra pounds, but this was offset by his powerful thighs. Tony, the sole blonde among them, was a safety, built for speed.

All legal now reverberated in Lauren's head.

"Where's Tommy?" she asked, trying to seem casual about the question.

"Had to fly to Chicago. Sick uncle in the hospital."

Lauren nodded. "Isn't it past your curfew or something? Don't you have a game tomorrow, eh, I mean, in a few hours?"

"Bye week," they replied in unison.

"Uh huh. What would your parents think of you being here?"

Tony grinned as his hand tightened around her waist. "What would your husband think? Besides, are you going to tattle on us, like a house mom?"

Lauren laughed. "Would a house mom be in a strip joint at three o'clock in the morning?"

"Not the one from our fraternity anyway, that fat ass!" Roman joked. The others chuckled.

A particularly beautiful brunette was introduced by the DJ as the boys turned their attention to the main runway. The song was a slow, smoky number that allowed the dancer to put some extra tease in removing her three-piece negligee. With Tony's arm still put, Lauren swayed gently to the sexy tune and tapped her fingers on the table.

"Dude, she's fine," Roman murmured, gazing at the dancer. "I'd bust one in her fast."

Hunter jabbed his friend. "You'd bust in anything fast!"

"Autumn was primo too."

Lauren closed her eyes as she overheard their conversation. Yes, Autumn was top shelf. 

Tony disagreed. "They don't have anything on our house mom here though, do they boys?" It was hard to tell in a place like this, but the aroma of fresh sex was coming from somewhere.

The young men took another look at Lauren. They both whistled.

"You definitely got it going on, house mom. Maybe you should be up there."

Lauren wiggled out of Tony's grip and turned to all three, her back to the table, giving them a good look at her nearly transparent top, hard abs, second-skin leggings, stilettos and that cameltoe. She tousled her jet-black hair.

"I don't think you'd want to see an old lady up there," she giggled.

"There ain't nothin' old about that," Roman said aloud, sizing her up.

The others turned back to the stage. Tony leaned over and whispered in her ear. "Naked is exactly how I'd like to see you. Just like my boy, Tommy."

Lauren's jaw dropped open as their eyes met. He knows. Her head started to swim; the bourbon was really doing a number on her now.

"I think I better go now, boys. It's way past my bedtime."

"You wouldn't want to waste that awesome buzz you've got going, would you?" Tony chided. "How are you getting home, anyway? Not driving I hope."

Lauren shook her head. "Cab. I think a stand's outside."

"Eh, not really," Hunter told her. "It's sort of between here and X. You sure you can make it there in those heels? You look a little wobbly."

She looked back at him with glassy eyes. "I dunno. Rideshare then, I guess." Pulling her phone out, she opened up the app to order a car. Tony put his hand over hers.

"Hunter's got a limo outside. His parents rented it 'cause they feel guilty for partying in France on his birthday. We can give you a ride if you want."

They all looked at the young man with cute dimples. He shrugged. "Yeah, this is getting kind of lame anyway. Then we can stop for a burger."

"Lead the way then," Lauren giggled. "My three sons!"

+++++

Outside, the four walked towards the black stretch limousine idling in the back of the parking lot. Lauren navigated the pavement the best she could before almost falling. Tony ran up and held her tight, his hand resting just above her buttocks. Roman and Hunter fell back slightly, watching her ass cheeks rock up and down. They glanced at each other. MILF was an overused term, but it described this one perfectly.

The driver cautiously eyed the woman who had strolled out of the strip club with the three men. Clearly, he did not see her as a business professional with a husband and two daughters. As he opened the door and the others climbed in, he motioned discretely to Hunter. "Loop the city for a while, sir?" he asked dryly.

Before the boy could answer, Tony popped back out and recited the address for Lauren's apartment building. "Take it slow. We'll let you know if that changes." The driver nodded.

As the voluminous car maneuvered onto the street, the group got comfortable. Soft purple LEDs illuminated the interior, revealing two very large and plush sofa seats that were positioned to face each other. Tony sidled up next to Lauren on one while Hunter and Roman sat directly opposite.

After pairing his phone with the limo's sound system, the birthday boy reached into the built-in cooler and removed a frosty bottle of liqueur. Pouring a shot, he quickly downed it and poured another, handing it to Lauren. Against her better judgement - which was already clouded - she accepted the glass and tossed back the burning liquid. Roman was next, then Tony.

"I want a body shot," the blonde boy smiled slyly, turning to Lauren.

"Are you kidding?" she giggled. "Is that still a thing?"

Tony nodded slowly, putting a finger on her belly. "Right there."

Lauren thought for a moment. If she wasn't careful this might get out of hand. "Uh, okay, sure."

She slid down in her seat, lying as flat as possible with legs straight out on the sofa bench next to Hunter. Tony poured a shot and grabbed a bar towel. Hovering over her upper body, he lightly traced a line on the tanned skin with his finger from just below her breasts to bare abs. There, he poured a small amount of the liqueur into her navel from the shot glass. Lauren laughed heartily, immediately sending it flying everywhere. Tony quickly bent over and licked up the remains.

"Okay, take two," he chuckled, pouring more into her belly button. This time Lauren stayed still as he licked out the dark liquid.

The other boys took a turn as well. One by one they leaned over the older woman, pursing their lips against her flat stomach and gobbling down the liqueur from her navel. As they did, an earthy smell emanating from between her legs struck their nostrils. The scent was unmistakable. This hottie was in heat.

Leaning back, Hunter noticed the gold chain around one of the high heels that were still planted next to his leg.

"What is H W?" he asked curiously, putting a hand on her ankle. Lauren stiffened.

Tony looked too. He hadn't noticed it before, but he could guess what it meant. Tommy had told him all about banging this chick. "You want to tell him or should I?"

"It's a gift from my husband," Lauren answered vaguely.

"H W? I thought your name was Lauren," Roman peered at her suspiciously.

"It means hotwife, dipstick. Her old man gives her permission to mess around."

Lauren grabbed the bottle from Tony and took a long drink.

Roman laughed. "Don't often see a house mom do that!"

Suddenly very warm, Lauren pulled the crop top off and threw it on the seat next to him. "House moms do that much either?" she shot back, winking.

All three boys stared at the tiny breasts straining against the nearly see-through bra.

"Your husband lets you date? I don't believe you," Hunter retorted, taking another shot. "Prove it."

All eyes fell on Lauren. They had thrown down the gauntlet. She looked at the boys one-by-one, connecting with each on a silent, personal level. There was no doubt what they wanted. She had walked into the lion's den.

Collecting herself, Lauren pulled out her phone, opened the video app and dialed Corey's number. Handing it to Tony, she slid over to the opposite seat and plopped down between Roman and Hunter, hands on their thighs.

As the outbound call was ringing, Tony fumbled with his free hand until it found the intercom to the driver.

"Yes, sir?"

"Let's circle a while please."

+++++

Corey was startled by the chimes of the video app ringing in the darkened room. It was quarter past three. He must have fallen asleep while watching an old war movie. The only light came from the television, and now, his phone. Yawning, he answered. It was Lauren.

The face of a decidedly young boy popped up on screen.

"Who the fuck are you?" were the first words out of the 61-year-old's mouth.

"What's up, old dude," Tony jeered. "I'm one of the guys who's going to tap your wife tonight." He reversed the camera, allowing Corey to see her sitting between his friends. "Annnd...here are the other two."

Lauren giggled and jiggled the bottle of liquor. "Hey, babe, I finally found my drink."

Corey wiped the sleep from his eyes. What the hell? Was she in a car?

"Who are they? Where are you? It's after three in the morning!"

"This is Roman and this is Hunter. It's Hunter's birthday. The cameraman is Tony, Tommy's friend. They're giving me a ride in a really cool limo."

The lighting was dim, but Corey saw the crop top was gone and she was down to her tights and bra.

"You're on your way home?"

"Eventually. We're having such a good time," Lauren cooed. She leaned towards the camera, hands on the boys' knees. "I was going to thank them for giving me a ride first." Getting even closer to the phone, she added, "They don't believe you like to share me, babe. There's just no convincing this younger generation without proof."

Erection growing, Corey shifted the position of his recliner to relieve the pressure.

His wife fluffed her midnight hair and blew the bangs from her eyes. "What do you say? Should I prove it to them?" she asked playfully.

The older man's hands crept under his pajamas. He nodded wistfully.

"That's what I thought," Lauren purred, sliding off the long seat and onto her knees in front of the two boys. Corey watched as she used both hands to rub their crotches, the growing tents in their pants leaving no doubt about their excitement. "You know, it's not Pauly, but these frat boys will do."

Sweet Jesus, she's going to get gangbanged.

Tony secured the phone in an armrest, affording a view of the entire cabin. Sliding to the floor behind Lauren, he grabbed a handful of leggings, and smirked. "We're going to destroy your pretty little wife, boomer."

Those in the limo heard an audible groan from the device. Corey flew out of his recliner and raced to his home office. Ripping open the lid, he transferred the video call to his laptop. Sitting down in an overstuffed chair, he was shocked at what he saw on the bigger screen.

Both boys' cocks were now protruding from their slacks and Lauren was unraveling condoms onto each. As she alternated between jacking them off and giving them head, Tony perched directly behind her, pulled her leggings down, and began licking her ass and pussy.

As the mature wife moaned from the tongue swirling around her crack, so did Hunter and Roman, lost in what her hand and mouth was doing to their young cocks.

"Oh yeah, suck my dick, lady," one of the boys moaned.

Corey cleared his throat, thought a moment, then just blurted it out. "She's no lady. Just a slut looking for cock. Treat her like one."

Lauren shrieked in delight. Apparently, she wasn't the only one who knew how to push buttons.

Those words caused Tony to stop tonguing the pink puckered asshole. Tommy is right, this couple is whacked. Taking a cue from her husband, the football safety pulled Lauren from Roman's shaft and pushed her deep into the rear seat. She laughed maniacally as Tony untied the laces of her heels and slipped them off. Hunter attacked her breasts and nipples through the thin bra while the other two boys peeled off the tights.

Roman wasted no time and dove between the toned legs, his hands spreading the smooth pussy lips for better access. As he buried his face in her treasure, he marveled at the thick juices already pouring from pulsating canal.

"Yessss," Lauren groaned, putting her hands on his head, drawing him in further.

Hunter pushed the bra down, freeing her breasts, and continued his assault on her nipples, which were now jutting out a good half-inch from her chest.

"Just like that!" she cried.

Tony shed his shoes, pants and boxers and knelt on the seat facing Lauren. Seeing the fully erect cock dancing in front of her, she grabbed hold and began stroking furiously.

"Holy shit, you're one hot piece of ass!"

Hunter moved to the opposite seat to remove his own pants which gave Tony an opportunity to move in. Standing with feet on either side of the older woman, knees slightly bent, he found his dick was perfectly aligned with that slutty mouth. Lauren knew what was coming and pointed to the condoms which had fallen from her clutch. Reluctantly, the boy hastily rolled one on and then braced himself with a hand on the limo's roof. With the other he slowly guided his seven inches through her ruby red lips which were eager to accept it. Roman continued to dine on the shaved pussy below, hoping his friend didn't lose his balance and crash down on his head.

Slacks off, Hunter slid next to Lauren and placed her left hand on his dick. She immediately wrapped her fingers around it, causing the dimpled boy to melt into his own euphoria. He turned and watched as his friend slammed into the older woman's mouth.

"Take my cock," Tony demanded, his knees just below Lauren's armpits as he rammed his tool down her throat. "FUCK that's a hot mouth! Old dude, you getting off seeing me face fuck your ol' lady? This is something special."

Corey had by now discarded his pajamas and was watching the action unfold from his office chair, one hand on his erection. "I know," he wheezed.

Lauren squealed as Roman began tapping her clit. When she did, the spittle built up from the assault dribbled down her chin. The unusual position and the constant jarring of the road eventually took a toll on Tony's legs. Cramping, he swung away from Lauren's face, his thigh barely missing Roman's head as his friend continued to eat her pussy.

Lauren inhaled rapidly, trying to replace the oxygen she'd been denied for the last five minutes. The break was short. Hunter grabbed her by the hair and pushed her down into his lap.

"Mmmppphhh!" Corey heard her muffled cry through his laptop's speakers, followed by very intense and satisfied slurping sounds. In the dim lighting he could see his wife's head bobbing up and down on the boy's cock. He gripped his own dick tighter and increased the pace of his strokes.

Roman, tongue tired from probing the hairless slit, slid off his slacks and knelt behind the perfect ass hovering in the air. Gripping Lauren's hips, he plunged his full length deep into the hole he'd just been devouring. It slid in quickly with no resistance. Her shriek was deafening.

"FUCK, that feels good," she bellowed. "Do me with that big cock, don't ever stop!"

Hunter, determined not to be forgotten, guided her mouth back down onto his shaft. "Finish me!" he trilled, knowing he was close. Her tongue obliged.

"Oh shit, suck my dick just like that!" the curly haired boy urged. "I'm almost there. Old dude, your wife has perfected the blowjob!"

Corey's eyes lit up. And to think she's given me maybe five in thirty years. He saw Lauren's lips hungrily besiege the cock in her mouth as the other kid rhythmically thrust his into a pussy just as eager. Suddenly, she pulled off Hunter's condom as the pulsating member erupted with thick semen, splattering her hair and bra.

"Ahhhgggggg, I'm cumming," Hunter snarled. Some of it flew indiscriminately through the cabin, causing Tony to curse.

"What the fuck, man, watch where you're firing that shit!"

Back in Iowa, Corey continued to stroke his six inches as he watched Lauren wipe excess cum off her chin and then shift into a more comfortable position to take the cock driving into her from behind.

"Oh shit, I love it! Fuck me, oh Jesus, fuck me!"

"Take my cock, baby," Roman growled.

"Can...can you see...this young stud hammering me, perv?" she called out to her husband between moans.

"It's what you set out to do, right?" Corey croaked. "To get laid? And you call me the perv. Didn't count on three cocks though, did you, slut?"

"Oh, noooooooo!" came the shrill response.

"Just enjoy it, babe."

"Oh, I WILL. This cock feels amazing...oh FUCK!"

Roman increased his thrusts. Peering down along Lauren's skinny back, her spine bent at each jab. The way she was looking back at him with that devious smile, her hair whipping around...he was not going to last long.

"Fuck me! Give it to me hard!" Lauren screamed. "Don't stop. God, Corey, I love it!

"Gonna cum!" Roman gasp.

"Do it!" she barked. "Corey, he's going to blow in your pussy, babe! Tell him. Tell him, Goddammit!"

Corey leaned towards his computer. "She wants it on her, kid. Give her what she wants."

The linebacker pulled out and ripped off the rubber. Lauren faced him, long lashes batting from behind her black bangs.

"Give me your cum, pretty boy! Paint my face!"

Roman roared loudly and unloaded several long spurts of the milky liquid onto her forehead and cheeks, adding to Hunter's earlier deposit. Lauren bleated with pleasure.

While catching her breath, she slid over to give her husband a better look as she wiped her glazed face with a bar towel. "So much, babe! It's everywhere."

Tony motioned for her to join him on the opposite seat. Smiling seductively, Lauren winked at the camera and turned to crawl across the floor of the limo. The boy guided her mouth onto his palpitating cock.



"Good God, help me!" was all he could muster.

Corey watched in amazement as his previously demure Midwestern wife once again savaged a youngster's cock as well as any pornstar in the business. She hadn't been that vicious with Tommy. Someone's been watching video, he thought.

After several minutes of hearing Tony moan incessantly, Corey observed Lauren climb onto the plush seat and straddle her lover. Spreading those toned legs, she lined up the throbbing cock with her dripping hole and slowly sank down, causing them both to cry out in ecstasy. Lauren slid her hips up and down the boy's crotch as her hands clawed his chest in passion. It was clear she was taking every inch he had to give. They settled into a steady but heated pace until they were both moaning in unison.

"What am I?" Lauren puffed between breaths, baiting the young man.

"Good pussy, that's for sure," Tony replied, not quite sure how to respond while trying to keep in rhythm.

"But WHAT am I?"

Roman remembered what Corey had said. He was catching on.

"She's nothing but a slut, brother Anthony. A cock whore!"

"YESSSS, oh yes. I'm your whore tonight, boys. FUCK me, Tony!" Lauren sputtered. Knowing her husband was listening, she barked, "DESTROY my married pussy!"

Corey pumped his cock furiously as his beloved wife rode the sculpted 21-year-old with abandon.

Seeing the woman's reaction, Hunter chimed in, "Do the bitch, she wants it bad."

"Slut's in heat, Tony!" Roman echoed.

Lauren wailed vociferously.

"Listen to your friends, baby, fuck my pussy HARD!" she screamed. "Don't stop, don't you dare stop!" Her nails dug deep into the boy's chest, drawing small droplets of blood as she continued to grind her hips against his.

"Goddamn, bitch, you're off-the-chain!" Tony groaned. "Old dude, how the fuck are you still alive?"

Hunter sniggered and grabbed the phone. He couldn't resist.

"You seeing this shit, old man?" he sneered at Corey. "Your lady's giving my boy the ride of his life. He's busting that up. She took my jizz on her face! Thanks for a great birthday, dude!"

Head thrown back now, Lauren's long silky black mane dangled down to the middle of her shoulder blades. She was balancing herself on his knees.

"Oh, oh, oh, oh, FUCK ME, Tony! Please fuck me!"

"Damn, slut, your pussy's so nasty!"

She looked at Corey on the small screen.

"I've been sooo bad tonight, babe. You don't even know. I bet you like seeing your little wife gangbanged by these BIG football players? Frat boys, just like Pauly!"

Corey seethed as he cranked his cock. The emotions were simply overwhelming. Its what he craved and needed so badly.

"Don't stop. Faster, faster!" Lauren begged, bouncing up and down, what tits she did have jiggling freely.

The blonde boy tightened his grip on her hips.

"Bang that bitch, man!" Roman shouted as he and Hunter sat on the opposite seat, cocks in hand.

Lauren began hyperventilating. "Oh God, Corey, he's incredible!"

The older man touched his computer screen. I know, love, that's why I want this for you too, he whispered inaudibly.

Defying her age, his wife suddenly leapt to her feet. Squatting on haunches allowed for better control as the boy's cock penetrated her from below like a demon-possessed steam piston.

"Ahhhhhhhhh, shit that's so good!" Tony yelled. He could feel his release building.

Lauren sensed it too.

"You like this married pussy boy? You gonna cum for me, just like Tommy did? Blow your wad for me?"

"Fucking right I am, bitch!"

"I know you want to soooo bad! Give...it...to...me!"

Lauren made sure Corey was watching the young stud fuck her senseless.

"See it sliding into my bald pussy, hon? He's so big, babe, I think I'm gonna cum too. Cum with me, Corey! Play with your nipples and twist your cock, you perv. Do it, Twisty!"

Corey tightened his grip on his pulsating dick and began tweaking a hairy nipple on his soft, graying chest. She knew it was the one thing that would bring him off.

Tony lifted his shoulders off the seat and grabbed at Lauren's tits.

"I'm going to blow!" he groaned.

"Bust one in that slut!" Roman cheered.

Lauren leaned over Tony's massive chest and bore into his eyes. The intensity he saw in her stare was at the same time both erotic and frightening, unlike anything he'd seen before. What came next was astonishing. The 48-year-old mother of two fucked him at such an insane pace that it hurt, her hips but a fleshy blur. His friends and her husband could only look on in amazement at the torrid scene. Professional adult entertainment had nothing on this.

"Ohhhhhhh, that's it!" Lauren brayed. "Use my filthy whore cunt!"

"You ARE a filthy whore bitch, lettin' your ol' man watch you get fucked!"

"Yes, YES, I AM! That's it, faster...FASTER!"

The lovers were building to an incredible crescendo. As Lauren approached her orgasm, she began to lose control.

"Yeah, baby. Shit, fuck. Your cock's so good, so good! Corey, he's gonna make me cum! C'MON FUCK ME!"

Tony held his breath as he bore down, driving his steel rod as deep as it would go.

"Tell him to fuck me, Corey. Do it now!"

"Fuck her," the older man muttered weakly.

"Tell him again. TELL HIM TO FUCK ME, GODDAMMIT!"

"FUCK HER!" Corey howled. "PLEASE FUCK MY SLUT WIFE!"

He and the other two boys looked on, watching their friend and his wife mate like two wild animals. All three masturbating fiercely at what they were witnessing.

"You heard my husband, Tony. Fuck me! Do it! Faster! Don't stop!"

"You nasty CUNT! Take it all...you...filthy...whore! You cum dump fucking BITCH!"

Lauren howled at the limo's roof as her whole being shook uncontrollably. Her fingers raked the young chest in front of her as blood pooled under her nails. Quivering hands on flush cheeks, she screamed like a banshee as the orgasm wretched her entire body. Even through her shattering climax, she kept her eye on the prize.

"FUCK me, Tony! FUCK the shit out me. Just like that. Harder, harder. Give me your cum. Oh God, I want your cum!

"Fuck me like a whore! Use my pussy like a cheap hooker!"

Tony's face showed his delirium, head thrashing from side to side.

"I'm cumming!" he roared.

"On her face!" Corey managed to eek out, one hand on his cock, the other frantically thumbing a shriveled nipple. His own release was imminent.

Tony pushed Lauren onto the vehicle's floorboard and ripped off the latex sheath. She fell on her back laughing dementedly as all three boys stood hunched over, their backs pressed against the roof of the limo. The car hit a bump, causing Hunter to lose his grip on the phone. It tumbled to the floor beside Lauren, allowing Corey to see things from her perspective. The youngsters were really beating their meat now, faces grimacing as they willed the cum from their balls. Finally, with deafening thunder, all three came, raining down a torrential spray of cum on everything that was below them.

Lauren took most of the blast, with the remainder landing on the plush seats. She laughed with glee as the spurts kept coming, covering her hair and face with various shades and viscosity of semen, depending on which boy it was coming from. Corey saw her scoop the mess off her face and smear it on her chest, clearly reveling in the moment.

As the boys fell back onto the seats above, Lauren rolled over on the floor and faced the phone that had landed by her head.

"You're right, baby. I do have my own friends down here now," she purred, licking her lips with a quick wink.

"And come to think about it, most of them are fucking me."

A smile spread across Lauren's face as she saw Corey's head sink back into his office chair. A low moan turned into a primitive, almost primal, wail as a thin, weak, and mostly transparent stream of jizz spurted from his cock and onto his chest.

Like a cheap hooker, she mused. Her smile turned into a sly grin. Peering back into the camera, she nodded her head decisively.

"I think I know now what I'm going to be for Halloween, babe."

+++++
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+++++

Lauren Miller stared at the dark television screen, mentally projecting images of the prior evening into the fifty-five-inch reflection. She'd been this way since awakening a mere five hours after Hunter's birthday limousine had dropped her off. 

Tiny dancer. A vision of the exotic entertainer brought a smile to the Iowan wife. Longing for a Midwestern fall, "Autumn" had certainly come in unexpected ways. The brief masturbation with friend and coworker Amy Rosinner aside, last night had been her first hands-on experience with another woman, albeit contrived and paid for. Those few minutes with the stripper made her realize there was something intoxicating about the softness of a woman's touch and the taste of another's lipstick. There was definitely more to sex than just intercourse. 

House mom? Close to 50, Lauren's entire body ached from being tossed around like a rag doll by those frat boys. Not just the obvious areas either, but legs, arms and elbows. At the time it was pure pleasure, but today, a chiropractor's dream. Why did she do it? No real reason besides being drunk and horny. It would be easy to blame it on Corey's kink, take an "I did it for you" stance, but that would be nonsense. She went looking to get laid and laid she got. Pure and simple. It just happened to mirror a similar fantasy her husband had shared. Go figure. What about Tommy? Was she surprised he "kissed and tattled" to his fraternity brother? Not really. Did he brag? Was she as good as the younger coeds? Probably not.

Like a rag doll. Was the complete submission to Tony and friends really what turned her on now? Before Miami, Lauren was passive in bed, content to let Corey and the few boys before him take control. But none had been excessive and certainly not like last night. Sex with those college kids was the first time she'd actually felt used like a whore. And God help her, she loved it. 

The proposition. She only had herself to blame for being mistaken for a prostitute. Look like a duck, get treated like a duck. The thing was, in Iowa she would have been mortified to be thought of that way. Now, it simply triggered a dark part of her that found sex-for-a-fee very erotic. 

Corey. Why hadn't her husband called? They usually had a conversation every Saturday morning, but other than him acknowledging her text when she got home last night, there had been nothing. He clearly enjoyed what he saw, but had she somehow crossed the line, even for his demented mind? Unlikely, given the nature of his kink. That line was surely crossed weeks ago. Corey was hard to read nowadays, but Lauren chalked that up to the long-distance relationship. It had been nearly eight weeks since his last visit and she missed him a great deal. In fact, during recent weak moments, she had implored him to quit his job in Iowa, sell the house, and just move, damnit! But she knew that would not be good for his career. The damage to his reputation could be irreparable if he abandoned a major construction project in its final phase. 

Life before Miami. What became of Lauren, the softball coach and dance mom? The girl who baked cookies for the church and volunteered for blood drives? The devoted Des Moines wife who swore an oath to a man who not only doted on her, but their daughters as well? Even though she married right out of college, she knew Corey was the man for her. The 11-year age difference was not an issue then, and outside the bedroom, not an issue now. They had a good partnership, evidenced by 28 years of marriage and two children - and still going strong. 

What of the girlfriends she left behind? At first, they would talk every weekend, catching up on this and that. Then they began running out of things to say, being so far removed from each other's lives. Now they rarely talked. 

Life in Miami.  She'd only made one real friend. Amy was fun, considerate, and a good confidant. All other acquaintances were neighbors or random guys who hit on her. And yeah, a few lovers. But truly, life without Corey and the kids was mundane, given the number of hours she worked. In fact, without the occasional dalliance - something her deranged husband encouraged - life would be downright dull. In her mind, these assignations actually helped alleviate some of the depression she would otherwise feel sitting alone in her apartment. Despite the sexual adventures, she was literally counting the days until Corey and she could be together once again.

++++

Lauren went to bed early that evening. After a forgettable frozen dinner, it was nine-thirty and she simply wanted to end the day. Corey still had not called, nor had he answered the two text messages she'd sent. It wasn't that he was injured in a ditch somewhere in Iowa. One of their daughters, Caroline, had confirmed speaking to him earlier in the evening and all seemed fine. So, what then? 

As the remote shut down the bedroom TV, the phone rang unexpectedly. Corey. 

"Hey," she answered nonchalantly, trying not to reveal too much concern. 

"Hey, yourself."

"Are you okay? You usually call me earlier."

"I figured you'd be wiped out from last night," Corey deadpanned.

"Are you mad at me?" Lauren asked, her voice showing some anxiety. 

"No. I just needed time to think."

Oh boy, here it comes. 

"I spent the whole day thinking about your little adventure. Not sure how I felt at first."

Lauren bit her lip apprehensively. She knew it; she'd gone too far. Time for damage control.

"Babe, I'm sorry. Weeks ago, I told you the switch had been turned on...you flipped it yourself...and we didn't know when, or if, it could ever be turned off. Maybe we should, you know, kill this "thing" before it kills us. Don't get me wrong, I've enjoyed our little adventure too. But maybe it's time to end it."

Corey sighed. Despite the miles between them, and oddly enough, the subject at hand, he could not help but soften. She was willing to go back to the way things were, even after tasting what things could be, should be. That spoke volumes.

"As I was saying, I wasn't exactly sure how I felt about three cocks unloading on my wife in the back of a limo."

"And?"

"Then I jerked off to the whole thing. Like, four or five times Lauren. Jesus, babe, that was hot as fuck. I can't believe you did that on your own."

A sense of relief washed over her. Thank God he isn't angry.  Yet those boys taunted him last night. It should have been devastating to his ego. Did that mean his kink was growing and evolving in a niche direction? Sort of like her burgeoning delectation of submission? 

"Actually it was four," Lauren corrected him sheepishly.

There was momentary silence on the other end. 

"Four? When you hung up after...ah, Tony...I figured you'd go home. There were only three of them in the car."

"That's not really true."

More silence. She could almost hear the light bulb go on in her husband's head.

"Oh my God, Lauren, you didn't."

"I didn't have a choice."

"We always have choices."

Lauren cleared her throat. "When the driver dropped me off, he saw the...mess...on the velour seats and he was really pissed. I guess it fell on him to clean it up. Started yelling about extra charges and telling Hunter's parents. So, I...you know...smoothed it over."

A long, low moan came through the speaker.

Her eyes narrowed. "You're incorrigible. That gets you worked up, doesn't it, perv?"

"Mmm. Tell me how."

"Corey, it only lasted like five min..."

"Tell me!"

Jesus, he's warped. "So, the driver was ranting that puke was one thing, but this was something entirely different, how he didn't get paid to clean up bodily fluids, blah, blah. After letting him vent, I grabbed my clutch and told him I'd pay for any charges. 

"He looked at me a little weird at first, then told me the card processor was in the front. When he slid behind the wheel to get it, I jumped in the front passenger seat next to him. After telling me there was a $200 cleaning charge, he asked me how I'd like to pay. You know what I told him, babe?"

"Debit?"

"You're funny," Lauren chuckled. "I didn't say anything. Just leaned over and unzipped his pants. You should have seen his face."

The rapid breathing from the speakerphone was clearly audible.

"Are you playing with yourself, Twisty? Are you twisting that dick hard?"

Corey didn't answer, he just moaned. "Did that turn you on?"

"Not exactly. He wasn't very good-looking, and I had just been, well...so, no. It was all very transactional. Once he nodded, I got on my knees, leaned over the center console, fished his penis out, and sucked it into my mouth."

Corey gasped through his euphoria. "No rubber?"

"I know, I know. Was fresh out. It's not like I carry a box around. I do hope none of the doormen from my building saw me bobbing up and down in this guy's lap in the driveway."

Lauren heard the sounds of her husband's hands tugging at his dick. Fap, fap, fap.

"You...you said five minutes. He didn't last long?"

"Hardly. He'd probably been listening to us. When he was ready, I clamped my lips down around the head and just let him blow."

"You've never let me come in your mouth," Corey half-whined.

His grousing didn't escape Lauren. Was he actually get off on me doing something special for another guy? Fucking weird. 

"What could I do, Twisty? No way I was going to cause more of a mess, so I swallowed his whole load. It was such an odd feeling, having thick cum shoot down my throat, although it did taste better than I thought it would."

"Laurrrrennnn," Corey moaned as the orgasm caused his body to shudder. It was a small one, seeing as it wasn't exactly the first one of the day via his hand.

As his breathing slowed, he returned to the phone. "That was...that was really hot."

"Well, if you think that was hot," Lauren mused, thinking about her time with Autumn, "then you better get yourself another tissue."

+++++

"Dad?"

"Amelia," Corey answered softly, picking up the phone from the nightstand. The dim blue numerals on the clock radio bore witness to his inability to fall asleep. Midnight now, the call with his wife had ended two hours earlier. "Always good to hear from you. Even in the middle of the night."

"What's going on with Mom?" his oldest daughter demanded, ignoring the sarcasm.

He was always happy to hear from his daughters. Caroline had called earlier, and they spoke amicably, but this conversation wasn't starting off very well. Amelia, unlike her sister, was the pragmatic one who had graduated college early and landed herself a leadership role in an IT startup. She was going to rule the world someday. This directness was typical of her style but in this case very dark and foreboding.

"Not sure what you mean."

"When's the last time you saw her?"

Corey thought for a moment. Let's see, that would have been last night, when she had cum from three boys dripping off her face.  Probably not the best response. 

"A couple months ago. You know that," he feigned obliviousness. 

"Not in person, Dad. Like when she goes out with friends."

"I don't know. She texts me photos sometimes." It wasn't a lie. She would send random pics of her and Amy when they went drinking.

"But have you seen her social media posts?"

Although the 61-year-old was aware of various online sites, he didn't use them. Lauren dabbled, but did not think she was heavily into it.

"I don't have accounts set up, so no."

Amelia sighed. "Of course not. She posts some. Not every day. But enough that I've noticed changes in her appearance. Dad, she looks good. I mean really good. Hot even. Very fit. And the way she dresses, heavy makeup. Like she's trying to, I don't know...be noticed. 

"Looking fit and sexy is a bad thing?"

"It is when she's my mother, and my father, her husband, is a thousand miles away. I know you guys have a good marriage and all, but the pics she posts, Dad, well...you should know many times there are guys in them. Nothing awful...mostly just sitting at a bar rail with her and her blonde friend or crammed into a booth with others. Here, I'll send you one. Point is, your wife's a bona fide hottie these days and there is no way she's not getting hit on." 

Corey swallowed hard. "Look, I'm not sure what you are implying, but you shouldn't be talking that way about your mother. If you have a problem with the way she dresses I suggest you speak with her. I'm not there."

"Maybe you should be."

An awkward silence fell over the conversation.

"Dad, I'm sorry. I didn't mean that. I know you gotta do what you gotta do for your job. It's just that Miami is a fast city with fast people. Rich, sexy people. I'm not saying Mom would ever cheat, but it wouldn't be the first time a spouse got caught up in the trappings of a new exciting life in a busy shiny city." 

"I understand, I get it. Duly noted, but don't worry, I'll be with her again in just a few months. Then we'll pick up where we left off."

"Yeah, okay, sure," the young girl replied dubiously. Corey could detect the heavy skepticism in her voice. "Well, goodnight, Daddy. Can't wait to see you over Thanksgiving."

"Me either. Goodnight, Princess. Call me anytime."

+++++

Corey's head sank back into his pillow as he laid staring at the photo Amelia had just sent him. Sure enough, there was Lauren standing very close to some guy at a bar and grill, both smiling and raising their glasses in a toast. Of course, his daughter was spot on about Lauren's change in dress, makeup and mannerism. But how do you tell your child you support her mother's slutty ways and, in fact, encouraged any promiscuity as a result? Well, you don't, of course. What it did mean, however, was that those not-so-subtle changes were beginning to be noticed by others outside their little bubble. Had her friends in Iowa seen them? Have my friends seen them? Likely. Apparently, the images were pretty tame or Amelia would have surely said something. Even in this photo though, Lauren definitely looked younger, sexier, and happier. 

Happier.  That's what bugged Corey the most. What he feared the most. It wasn't like he didn't want her to be happy. On the contrary, a great deal of personal gratification came from knowing she was being sexually fulfilled again, an edge he had been losing for quite some time. He couldn't be angry about that. Hell, he had ignited the fuse. Nor would he begrudge her happiness in her new job. He'd always support her career moves.

But...was some of that happiness because he wasn't around? Lauren was obviously living a good life in Miami. Executive pay, luxury apartment, weekends at the pool, nights eating out, and from all indications, carousing. She had said it herself: most of her friends were fucking her.  All without a graying and flabby husband around to mess up her newfound mojo. 

Had things gone too far? She went from simple experimentation to a gangbang in a matter of months. Of course, they were both equally culpable; Corey the enabler and she the erotically enabled. He only hoped she wouldn't discover she didn't need him anymore. Kick him to the curb in favor of younger, more virile lovers. It wasn't beyond the realm of possibility. Not that he thought there was anything amorous about these flings. But Amelia had a good point, Lauren was a hottie and dressing the part. She and Amy did go out drinking a lot. Had she done things behind his back she'd simply not mentioned? Was she having an affair, or encounters that were purposefully being hidden from him? There was no reason to believe so. After all, if she's going to live stream fucking three guys in a limo, what motivation would there be to hide anything?  Unless...unless there was a romantic undertow somewhere. His psyche could take his wife having sex with others - even embrace it, but not her falling in love. No, that would be a devastating consequence. The one he most feared.

Then there was the ominous feeling that his kink was devolving into something darker. 

I'm one of the guys who's going to tap your wife tonight.

Old dude, you getting off seeing me face fuck your ol' lady?

Your lady's giving my boy the ride of his life. He's busting that up. She took my jizz on her face! Thanks for a great birthday, dude!

Although this was typical alpha-male behavior, those frat boys were definitely trying to assert dominance over the older man. And to his surprise, even Lauren had leaned in with her own dig.

You're right, baby. I do have my own friends down here now, and...most of them are fucking me. 

That last barb carried a great deal of connotation, of course. He hoped she had just thrown it out there to pull his levers, but had it meant more? What disturbed Corey the most was that he found the emotions it evoked particularly enticing. Clearly, there was a lot to talk about. Not only to ensure their marriage was still on solid footing, but to define where they may be headed with this "special" relationship. He needed to reclaim her, let her know she was still his and that they were in it for the long haul. Thanksgiving was still weeks away and this couldn't wait. The two needed a heart-to-heart as soon as possible. The project manager browsed flights on his tablet for the next weekend. A three o'clock to Miami was available Friday afternoon. Halloween. Perfect. He could go directly after work to the airport, then surprise her at the apartment, flowers in hand. 

After booking the ticket, Corey turned on his side as sleep drew a curtain over his eyes. The last bit of consciousness left one lone thought: she was going to be so surprised!

+++++

An older model car with rusted wheel wells pulled up beside the hooker. "Are you working?" a gruff voice came from within. 

Lauren strutted over to the passenger window and leaned down, giving the greasy fat man a look down her low-cut tank top and her braless itty-bitty titties beneath.

"Twenty-five for first base with a happy ending, home plate will cost ya a Benjamin," she purred.

The dumpy driver chomped hard on the cigar in his mouth. "Get in, I'm goin' yard."

Lauren opened the creaky front door and slid onto the rough and ripped vinyl seat. It smelled like onions.

The john gunned the car away from the curb and put his hand on her knee. 

"I'm gonna fuck the teeth right outta your head."

+++++

The Rekrap executive woke with a start from the recurring dream. She'd been having it since being propositioned a week ago. Sometimes there was two men in the car, but the result was always the same: being taken to a flop-house and manhandled. Each time she would wake in a soaking sweat, horny, which required calling in The Chairman, her ten-inch vibrator, to quell the rage between her legs. 



After stripping the sheets, Lauren stood in front of the bathroom mirror wiping sleep from her eyes. Why did the thought of selling herself appeal so much? The overall naughtiness of it? The submission? Being used? A man that pays for sex has certain expectations and could get rough. Did that turn her on?

The clock blinked from across the room. Five o'clock! The sun would soon be up. No going back to sleep now. Might as well go for a power walk. As Lauren slipped into nylon shorts and pulled on a workout bra, she remembered it was not only Friday, but Halloween as well! One of her favorite unofficial holidays. All those little ghouls and goblins seeking candy, all the cute costumes. None of that this year, she supposed. Not many children lived in the downtown district. Guess she'd settle for a good bottle of wine and a spooky movie.

+++++

Corey whistled along with the radio as he drove to work that morning. Twelve more hours and he'd be in his wife's arms again, making love to the best thing that ever happened to him. He rehearsed what he'd say when she opened the door. Imagined what her reaction would be. 

He'd fibbed and told her that most of his day would be spent supervising the installation of radiology equipment, which required his phone to be off. Just in case she tried to call him while he was in the air. Pure bullshit, but she'd bought it. Now all he needed was for it to be quitting time.

+++++

Rekrap network engineer Steve Hamilton eyed the pretty Chief Office Manager as she walked past his cubicle towards one of the company's many break rooms. His friend, Shane Carson, snickered at the wistful look.

"Dude, you've had the hots for her months now. Just go talk to her."

"She's an executive, Shane."

"So what?"

"I could get canned."

"Or laid. Besides, haven't you heard? Her old man is a loooong way from Miami. A good-looking older chick like that has got to be horny. Look at how she dresses, man. That's advertising. You hit that someday or I will."

Steve looked unsure, but he had learned to trust his friend. Shane was more worldly than the quiet IT specialist. A braggart when it came to women, he sure was able to back it up with legit claims. Hesitating in the doorway, Steve saw Lauren sitting at one of the break tables waiting for coffee to brew. She looked beautiful in a black pencil skirt and satin blouse. 

"Good morning" he praised the office manager, trying his best to be cool. "You look really nice today."

Lauren smiled. "Why, thank you Steve." She'd always liked the soft-spoken engineer. A little nerdy - okay, a lot nerdy - but he always made people around him happy. 

As they waited for the caffeine-ladened liquid to begin making its way from the filter to the pot, Steve stole a glimpse at the long, tanned legs sitting crossed at the break table. Shane was right, he'd had a thing for the pretty executive since she started working at the firm some five months ago, but it appeared destined to be unrequited. He knew a few other more confident guys in the office had risked asking her to dinner, but she always turned them down, politely playing the marriage card. And yet, there was something about her personality which hinted, under the right circumstances, the right moment, she might just be receptive to something more. 

"Exciting Halloween plans, tonight?" 

Lauren chuckled and shook her head. "I was thinking about going to see a special showing of Rocky Horror at the Movie Shack tonight. So, nothing too exciting. You?"

Steve thought quickly. The Shack was just a couple blocks from where he thought she lived. He stayed on the other end of downtown, but close enough.

"Wow, what a coincidence," he lied. "I was thinking about doing the same. It's like at eight." 

"Nine."

"Right."

The last bit of steaming coffee gurgled from the dispenser into the nearly overflowing pot. Lauren carefully poured herself a cup and began walking out of the break room, much to Steve's dismay. Suddenly, she stopped in the doorway and turned, brushing a strand of that gorgeous shiny black hair behind her ear. 

"Well, maybe I'll see you there. If not, have a great weekend!" she said cheerily.

The IT specialist stood staring at the doorway. He took a sip from his empty coffee cup. 

Damn.

+++++

The Iowan project manager watched as his flight peeled away from the Des Moines runway that afternoon, right on time. The day had taken forever to get through. Now, a good tail wind would get him to Miami International by seven-thirty. Then a short taxi ride to downtown. 

There was no denying he was excited. After two months, he was looking forward to getting his dick wet. He'd watched as other men ravished his wife, now it was his turn. With any luck, she wouldn't be in her pajamas yet. 

+++++

Lauren looked at the clock beside the bed. Seven-fifteen. It had been a rough day with vendors and she looked forward to relaxing with a pitcher of beer and the characters from RH. It was amazing you could get alcohol and food in a theatre these days. This would be fun.

To set a mood for the film, she decided to goth it up a bit. Sitting at the vanity, she applied heavy mascara, eye shadow and liner. Not much different than what Corey would call her "strumpet face", but decidedly more spectral. Lauren then opted for a simple black bodysuit, forgoing any panties or bra, and snapped the front and back together between her legs. The top was mostly sheer, showing plenty of opaque skin beneath, with strategically placed lace covering only her apple-sized breasts and nipples, and tapering down the front. She tried on a few pairs of jeans until settling on the snow-white ankle ones that Corey was so fond of. The contrast between the black top, white denim, and funereal makeup was striking, even hot. Maybe there's a tall, dark and handsome goth man in my future, she giggled. 

As Lauren turned from one side to the other, smoothing out the outfit in front a full-length mirror, a bit of guilt washed over her. I should be wearing this for Corey tonight. Gray hair, man-boobs, minuteman, and all. Those things didn't matter, really. He was the father of her children and the one who still held the sole lock on her heart, even after all these years. Why can't you be here with me, damnit? I need to be made love to!

She wanted to share these thoughts, but 

it was not to be. Several failed attempts at video chats later, Lauren finally gave up. It was nearly seven-thirty. Surely he was out of that lab by now. 

Slipping on a black leather choker - something she'd picked up at the boutique store at lunch - she fluffed her hair and took one more look in the mirror. Looking good, girl. Too bad, babe, your loss. 

+++++

Corey flipped through an online shopping magazine which had been strategically placed behind the seat tray. Another hour or so and he'd be with his Lauren. They had so much to talk about. He wanted to thank her for being so understanding about his...obsession. For wanting to help him develop it in an organic way where their marriage could remain viable and alive. But was it growing into a sustainable pattern, or just a quirky pastime that would eventually peter out or end in their destruction? 

He was aging and couldn't imagine his much younger wife being content with battery-operated toys and a guy who couldn't last more than 10 minutes. If he asked her to be monogamous again, would she? Was it cruel to let her get a taste of what she'd been missing and then ask her to abstain? Did he want her to? Deep in his heart he knew the answer. Just as her libido had been rejuvenated, so too had his fetish. 

+++++

"Any packages, Harvey?" Lauren asked the concierge on her way through the lobby.

The older man checked the log. "I'm afraid not, Mrs. Miller." He glanced at the body suit. If one looked closely - not that he was, mind you - one could almost make out the areolae and nipples that were sitting prominently on her small 30b-cup breasts. "If you don't mind me saying so, you look very nice tonight. Big Halloween party?"

"You're always so nice," Lauren called over her shoulder as she headed towards the revolving door to the circular driveway. "No such luck. Just a movie at the Shack. Don't wait up for me!"

The old man chuckled as the resident wiggled away, her tight buns rocking up and down in the tight, white skinny jeans.

Man, I love my job. 

+++++

The captain announced descent into Miami International just as Corey was finishing an article about living in Antarctica. The weary traveler waited patiently as the plane queued up behind others for final approach. Eventually the twin engine jet taxied to the gate for deplaning. 

Taking his phone out of airplane-mode, he noticed a couple missed calls from Lauren. Not wanting to give away the surprise, the project manager ignored them. After grabbing a dozen roses from a small shop in the airport, he hailed a cab and threw in his overnight bag. The driver announced traffic was light and the ETA to downtown was about 25 minutes. Good. Still time to go somewhere for a drink with the most beautiful girl in the world.

+++++

It was shortly after eight when the taxi pulled into the downtown apartment building's circular drive. Corey had seen Lauren's call come in and once again ignored it. He'd be talking to her soon enough. Glancing around to ensure she wasn't out for one of her power walks, he bounded from the back seat. Flowers and suitcase in hand, the giddy husband walked through the lobby to a waiting elevator under the watchful eye of the desk attendant. Harvey couldn't quite place the Casanova who had just strolled in, but he certainly looked familiar. 

Corey was all smiles as the lift took him to the 23rd floor. Seconds later, he stood in front of the door, unable to contain himself. The look on her face will be priceless! Although he had a key, he decided to knock. Lauren wasn't expecting him and taking a butcher knife to the throat would not be a good way to finish the day.

He knocked once. Twice. Three times. Ear to the door, there were no noises coming from the apartment. Was she already asleep? Surely not. Another knock. More silence. He fished the fob from his overnight and entered a darkened room, save for a small light under the kitchen cabinet. 

Was she still at work? Unlikely, it was after eight on a Friday night.

Corey put his hands on his hips. 

Where the hell could she be?

He proceeded to unpack, throwing his suitcase into the spacious bedroom walk-in closet. It was the one thing Lauren loved about her apartment.

Should he call? No, that might just blow the surprise he so carefully planned. After all, she might just be at the market. Resigned to waiting, he grabbed a seltzer from the fridge, flipped on the television, and scowled at it, barely paying attention to whatever program was on. Fifteen hundred miles to watch TV. Fuck! 

+++++

Steve was disappointed when he entered the theatre lobby and didn't see Lauren. The owners were hosting a pre-showing party and there was a crowd of people milling about drinking, some in character. A first pass through the throng came up empty. Maybe she decided not to come he thought glumly. Moving to the bar, he ordered a pitcher of beer. The engineer was beginning to think that trying to orchestrate a "coincidental" meeting between the two was too farfetched. Like those rom-com movies his previous vanilla and boring girlfriends had always wanted to watch. As Steve poured a beer into a rather flimsy wax-paper cup, he saw her gliding through the crowd, smiling gently, admiring some of the costumed movie-goers. Some of them returned the admiration, watching her ass wiggle as she passed. 

Good God, she's magnificent. Having never before seen her in anything but professional attire, Steve's jaw dropped. The sheer bodysuit showed off every curve - small firm breasts and taut abs - before disappearing into a pair of painted-on white denim skinny jeans which ended just above her ankles. Three-inch spike heels finished off the look, helping define her toned legs. The leather collar that fit so snugly around her lovely neck, coupled with the haughty goth makeup, gave her a very, very naughty look. If Shane thought the office manager's dress at work was "advertising", then this was an outright campaign.

Lauren was headed to the bar when she saw her coworker standing off to the side with a pitcher of beer and a silly looking grin.

"You going to drink that all by yourself?" she asked coyly, snagging an empty cup from the rail. 

"What's mine is yours."

"I like you already," Lauren grinned.

After exchanging a few pleasantries, the pair made quick work of the first pitcher, grabbed a spot at a small temporary table that had been set up for the event, and ordered another. At first, they chatted about Rekrap, the fiberglass industry, and politics. Eventually it turned to office gossip. Who was hitting the bottle too hard and who was sleeping with whom. The fact they were having dinner together while discussing fellow employees' dating behavior did not escape them, and each felt a special energy hovering over the table. 

Steve thought this line of conversation alone was worth pursuing. He usually wasn't so forward with a woman, but he was taking Shane's advice and "going for it". Plus, he felt very at ease with the laidback executive. "So, what exactly do you think about coworkers sleeping with each other?"

Lauren thought about that for a minute. "Married or single?"

He grinned and shook his head somewhat awkwardly. Okay, I'll take the bait. "Married."

"Homewrecking is never okay. But, you know, if open relationships are in play, I suppose it's no one's business but their own."

The engineer nodded thoughtfully. He'd never had such a frank discussion with a coworker, much less a married one. He knew others viewed him as bit of a dweeb and the women he'd gone out with would be exactly the caliber you'd expect to date him. That was okay. Tonight, he was determined to change that image. As he gazed into Lauren's twinkling sapphire eyes, he wondered what kind of long-distance relationship she had with her husband. There was a certain amount of embarrassment as his cock flinched beneath his khakis. If he had any chance with this beauty, he'd have to channel his inner alpha-male. 

+++++

Corey's frustration was growing. He couldn't just sit there all night. Should he call and find out where she was?

He began hunting for a vase for the flowers he had so thoughtfully brought from the airport. There, beneath Lauren's vanity, was a small, decorative ceramic tube sitting unused. Perhaps that will hold water. As he approached the desk, his nose caught the lingering aroma of a familiar scent. Sniffing once, then twice...yes, that was unmistakably one of her favorite night-on-the-town perfumes. He cocked his head as a sickening thought came to him. Damn. Had she gone out for the evening? That was a possibility he had not considered when crafting his surprise. 

Shit.

+++++

Harvey looked up from his newspaper as the gray-haired man who had just bounced through his lobby with flowers in hand exited the elevator and approached the concierge's desk. 

"Excuse me. Just wondering. Have you seen my wife, Lauren Miller? She's not in her apartment and I thought you might have seen her leave?"

Ah, the absentee husband.  Harvey placed him now.

"As a matter of fact, sir, she left earlier. Something about seeing a film at the Movie Shack."

Corey remembered seeing the theater on the way in. He nodded appreciatively. "Thanks."

Harvey sighed as he watched the man walk towards the revolving doors. Good luck, Mac. The way she was dressed, the chances of you finding her alone is slim to none.

+++++

Steve topped off Lauren's beer with the plastic jug's last remaining drops. He couldn't believe they were here together. The executive really was amazing. He'd lost count at the number of times he watched as she'd float from one meeting room to another in her pantsuits and silky blouses. Always professional, but with an underlying sexuality that every guy in the office knew smoldered just beneath the surface. And now here she was, dressed to kill in a barely-there top and skin-tight jeans. How'd he get so lucky? Looking at his watch, he noted it was half-past eight. Plenty of time for another pitcher.

Lauren smirked as the engineer sauntered to the bar and waved down the bartender. Maybe it was the beer, but he looked a sight more attractive than he did at work. He was a bit overdressed for a movie theatre, but she didn't mind. His designer slacks and tight short-sleeve collared shirt showed that he took care of himself, with a cute little tush and healthy crotch. Who knows, I may just have a fun story that Corey can jerk off to later.

Steve returned with a full container of amber beverage, but this time sat on Lauren's side of the tiny table, pulling his chair close. In doing so, his knee landed against hers quite accidentally. He froze, but when she made no attempt to pull away, his confidence rose ten-fold. 

"To the Time Warp!" Steve toasted, looping his drinking arm around Lauren's.

"And Transylvania!" she chirped back, clinking her rim against his. 

+++++

Corey walked into the theatre and scanned the room. Holy crap, there's a lot of freaks here. He was amused at the various characters and impressed that the movie still had the cult following it was known for. Discouraged at not seeing Lauren, he was about to turn when something caught his eye through the arms and legs of the crowd. A couple at a table with their drinking arms wrapped around each other, taking a synchronized sip from paper cups. How quaint. Yet something seemed familiar to him. The woman's hair? The way she wore her bangs? He looked again. Jesus Christ. It was his Lauren. With another man.

+++++

The office manager and engineer were clearly enjoying themselves, laughing at the antics of others, some who were already acting out parts of the film. They named one-hit-wonder tunes, and, as they drained the second pitcher, sat much, much closer together. They had long moved on from office politics and industry talk to more personal subjects, such as life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. It was the latter that Steve was most interested in at the moment.

"So, what does a senior executive at Rekrap do in her free time?" he asked.

Lauren giggled, dangling her cup from one hand and putting the other on the engineer's shoulder. Which hobby are you interested in, my dear Steve? Clothes shopping or feeding my husband's kink on my back?.

She looked at him humorously, shaking those delicious black bangs from her eyes. "Shopping, dancing, you know, the usual."

"The dancing part must be difficult to do with your husband being so far away."

Lauren shrugged and smiled. "I have my ways." 

"The open relationship you mentioned?"

"What makes you think my husband and I have one of those?"

"Do you?"

The intensity at which Lauren's sapphire eyes bore into him was unnerving. 

"I...I think we better go get a seat or we'll be sitting in the front row," Steve suggested. He watched as the sexy office manager held her eyes on him and downed the remaining beer in her cup.

Dabbing the foam from both lips with a napkin, she nodded her head. "I think that's a good idea."

+++++

Corey stood transfixed as he watched the two from afar. His heart sank a little. There you have it then. No mystery now, no debate. His wife was definitely out on a date which she had conveniently forgot to mention. Was this how she was spending her free time now? Dating? Sure, she was upfront about some of the guys she'd fucked, but dating, now that was on a whole other level of emotional investment. And who was this dude anyway?



All my friends are fucking me. Was this just another of her fuck buddies? Was this the beginning of the end, with Corey now on the outside looking in?

When she touched her well-dressed date's arm or shoulder, threw her head back in laughter, or look into the mystery man's eyes, he could not help but feel those familiar emotions of jealousy, rage, arousal, and titillation bubbling up and intertwining, like some perverted erotic strands of DNA wrapping themselves around each other. If I was any kind of husband, I'd go in there and rip that guy apart. But Corey knew that would be hypocritical. He had, after all, given her a hall pass. Yet there WAS a difference between dating and just having sex, wasn't there? The former implied an emotional connection beyond carnal lust, and this was without doubt, Corey's greatest fear. He would do whatever it took, give her whatever she wanted, to keep her forever. 

As if to prove the point, his mind was riveted to the sight, handcuffed by the strange thrill of seeing his Lauren on a real date, not just hooking up with random men. It was unexplainable. Lord, it hurt so good. Why the hell was that? Was he really that sick? He just had to see how this played out. How would she act when he wasn't around? The covertness added even more fuel to his flaring kink. Yeah, for now, he'd just hang back. His thoughts began sifting through the possibilities of how the evening might end. Those, unfortunately, didn't last long.

Corey saw the couple suddenly push away from the table. Shit. He frantically looked for the entrance to the correct auditorium and slipped in as the objects of his surveillance grabbed popcorn and yet more beer from the concession stand. Minutes later, Lauren and her date strolled in, laughing of course, and headed up the aisle towards the back of the theater where he was seated. Damnit! The couple looked up from their discussion and scoured the area for a pair of seats that were centrally located, but not so close to the screen as to get a headache. For a second it seemed they were looking right at him and he lowered his head, fearing the jig was up. Luckily the guy pointed to empty ones just a few rows in front of him. Corey breathed a sigh of relief. That was close.

While waiting on the obligatory trailers for upcoming films, Lauren and her date maintained a lively conversation. At one point, they even took turns trying to throw popcorn in each other's mouths, giggling like school kids when they missed. Corey shook his head. He couldn't remember ever having done anything that juvenile with her. Granted, he was nearly 32 and she barely 20 when they married, so that probably had a lot to do with it. But here she was at her age, acting like a high schooler on a first date. Maybe she had been forced to mature too soon. Or maybe, just maybe, she was having the time of her life in Miami, with no husband to cramp her style.

+++++

Lauren stole glances at her coworker whenever he checked his phone for messages. No, it was not just the beer. The engineer was a handsome man in his own way. A bit geekier than I would have gone for back in the day, but he's certainly cute tonight in his plaid shirt, tight slacks, and loafers. And that cologne! Did he know how hot I find a good cologne? With every passing minute, her attraction to him grew. Yes, she was pleased their coincidental plans to see the movie had come together. 

As the lights dimmed and one awful trailer after another played out on the big screen, Corey left his seat and deftly slipped two rows behind the pair, who had now settled back in their seats for the show. Lauren struggled at first to adjust hers to a comfortable position. The bastard was finally able to get the stuck lever to cooperate and she was able to recline. 

"Thanks, Stevie," she replied gratefully as she touched her head to his shoulder and took her cup back. 

Stevie? Corey winced. Okay. At least we have a name now.

"Stevie" set the bucket of popcorn in his lap, inviting Lauren to "grab a fistful". She giggled, scooping a few pieces out and popping them into her mouth. "You're bad," Corey heard her whisper.

As the film opened and the plot unfolded, the couple watched with the enthusiasm of cult fans, reciting poignant lines and laughing at those in the theater who were acting out each scene to the best of their abilities. Watching Rocky Horror was an event and remaining quiet was almost tantamount to being rude.

For just over 100 minutes, the 61-year-old watched his wife and date interact with the film and each other. She clearly enjoyed being with this man. And, God help him, Corey was enjoying it too. How did we get here? he asked himself. When did I go from wanting her all to myself to being, let's face it, ENTERTAINED by her being on a date? He wasn't sure if he should be congratulated on his slyness, or admonished for not flying over the crushed velvet seats and smacking "Stevie" upside the head. No surprise, his kink won that battle.

Corey maneuvered quietly out of his seat when the climatic final scene began and walked gingerly down the aisle past Lauren. It was a risky move to be sure, but a calculated one. He felt there was less chance at being recognized by leaving in the dark than sitting in the open when the lights came up.

It worked. They never noticed him. They were too busy watching the last bit of credits. And holding hands.

+++++

"It was AMAZING to see that again," Lauren exclaimed as she and Steve exited the theater to the downtown sidewalk. 

"I know, right? It's remarkable we still remember the lines!" 

The Rekrap engineer glanced at his phone. Only eleven. "So, you done for the night? I know how you old executive types need to rest your bones," he chided, elbowing her side. 

"Old bones, huh?" Lauren shot back, clapping her hand on his shoulder. Steve instinctively lowered his hand and cupped an ass cheek. It was a bold move, but not as much as her next. He noticed her looking up and down the street for something. 

Where is it? The buzzed office manager racked her brain. She could have sworn it was on this road! A hint of purple light illuminating the sidewalk about a block away told her she was right.

"I'll show you old bones," the slinky brunette grinned, whispering in his ear. "C'mon, let's go!"

Corey could not hear the pair's conversation but did watch with curiosity as his wife pulled her coworker down the sidewalk towards a building that emanated a shower of purple light. "Where are we going?" he heard "Stevie" protest several times, resisting the persistent tugging. That is, until they stopped in front of Lauren's intended destination: one of Miami's seediest strip clubs. 

NO! Corey gasped. This was no Randy Sandy's. He knew a dive when he saw one.

"Uh, are you sure?" Steve objected. "That's not one of this city's more upscale...um, establishments. Someone like you shouldn't go in a place like that."

Lauren pursed her lips defiantly. "Someone like me? What does that even mean?" she retorted, pushing Steve ahead of her and through the outer door. "Old bones, my ass!"

+++++

Inside, Lauren handed the cover charge to an overweight doorman with greasy hair and quickly sat down on an empty stool next to the only runway in the place. She called impatiently for Steve to sit next to her. He was finding it difficult to believe one of Rekrap's high-level leaders had actually chosen to come in there. The engineer wasn't the typical strip club patron and clearly felt uncomfortable. He wasn't a virgin, and certainly not a prude, but all of the women in his life had been fairly reserved. It's not that he objected to being there, he just wasn't used to it. After briefly hesitating at the sticky vinyl covering on a stool, the sexy puppy-dog eyes staring up at him through those bangs punched through any doubts. He sat down obediently.  

Lauren could see her date's assessment of the place was indeed correct. This was a dive compared to Sandy's where young Autumn plied her trade. In fact, this was a dive's dive. A skinny waitress wearing a skimpy jumpsuit came by and took their order. Corey seized that opportunity to flip the doorman a twenty and scooted to the far side of the bar. If he was careful, it was busy enough that he could remain unnoticed.

The stage lights - what there was of them - dimmed a bit as the DJ announced the next dancer. "Please welcome the queen of Miami...Apple Dumpling!"

Corey saw his wife giggle at the name and nestle her face into Steve's chest. In a heartbeat, the engineer's arms closed gently around her shoulders where they remained as the erotic dancer went through her routine. He was no fool.

The music was upbeat and infectious, and Lauren enjoyed bouncing to the beat while sipping her drink. With every song, she appeared to become more aroused, and, to Steve's delight, began rubbing her ass into his crotch to match the rhythm. Eventually more strippers worked the crowd and the pair were happy to ply them with bills. The dancers quickly realized the couple was cut above their regular, less affluent clientele and gave them extra sugar. 

Dumbstruck, Corey watched from afar as his wife was mesmerized by the nude women. She seemed genuinely turned on as they shook their tits and ass in her face. Yes, Lauren had regaled him with the stripper adventure at Sandy's, and her touchless fling with Amy, yet here she was, flirting with strange women and it was all very, very erotic.

Steve thought so as well. The more flesh jiggled in Lauren's face, the harder she ground her hips into his. He stood behind her, feeding her bills. Loose fitting underwear did nothing to suppress the hardon beneath his khakis and Lauren was very much aware of his aroused state. At one point she leaned back into his chest and put her arms around the engineer's neck, caressing the thick mane of dark hair.

"I see the ladies are making an impression on you," she whispered in his ear. 

"It's not the ones on stage that impress me," Steve winked, "We'd better be careful, or we may violate a few company bylaws tonight."

That made her laugh. Once a geek, always a geek. "And what if I want to be violated?" Lauren gushed, a naughty smirk on her face.

The Rekrap employee gulped and took a drink. What did I get myself into?

+++++

Corey couldn't hear the couple's conversation but could see Lauren press her back into her date's chest and loop her arms around his neck. The lurking husband felt that familiar pang of sweet jealousy. When he saw her whisper into his ear, he felt the angst he so craved. His cock twitched its approval. When the creep followed that up by kissing her full on the lips and cupping her tiny tits through the thin bodysuit, Corey nearly creamed in his boxers. Jesus. This REALLY is who she is. This isn't some silly show for me. Its who she's become. What I've WILLED her to become! 

+++++

Steve grinned from ear to ear as the petite office manager twisted in front of him, trying to match the rhythm of the dancers. He held the thin waist while admiring her sleek body, how the straight jet-black hair fell to just below her shoulder blades, and how the barely-there bodysuit disappeared into her tight white denims. He began thinking he might just have a chance.

Steve wasn't the only one noticing the beautiful patron dancing next to the runway. One grubby guy standing with Corey along the back wall even went as far as to nudge him. "Older broad there is head and shoulders over what's up on stage tonight, eh? What you say?" he hacked and coughed. "I'd love to give that pussy a roll in the hay. Bet she could make ya come without even trying!"

Corey returned the drunk's comment with a steely stare. 

"Jeez, pal, lighten up. Go get laid or something," the guy had said, moving away.

Several songs later, as the last dancer picked up her tips and clothing she'd shed, the engineer's confidence level got a big boost. After draining the last of her drink from a purple glass with an exaggerated slurping sound, she pulled Steve towards her until their noses were touching. 

"Take me home," Lauren purred. "I think my gateway needs rebooting." 

Steve didn't think twice. He grabbed his aroused coworker's hand and made a beeline towards the front door.

+++++

Corey had to be on his toes when he saw the couple abruptly depart the strip club. He had two choices: continue to tail them or gamble they were headed to Lauren's apartment. He chose the latter, which would necessitate getting ahead of them.

His eyes darted about the room. All exits were alarmed. Now what? If he was to beat them home, he had to act fast. Gritting his teeth, Corey headed for the nearest fire door at full steam and slammed into the metal bar marked "Fire exit only. Alarm will sound". The door flew open, followed by a loud high-pitched buzzer. Luckily, it emptied directly into an alley behind the building and before the staff could react, the voyeur husband had navigated to an adjacent street and out of sight. 

Corey wasn't familiar with the downtown grid, but had a good sense of direction. He knew the side street ran parallel to the main drag, which would lead him to the resident high-rise. Half-walking, half-jogging as fast as his 61-year-old legs would carry him, he finally pushed through the apartment's revolving doors in a haste. He had not seen Lauren and Steve since leaving the club, so he couldn't be sure where they were at.

Harvey was turning the concierge's desk over to his relief when he saw Mr. Miller bolt across the lobby and frantically press the elevator call buttons. The older attendant looked at the younger one and shrugged. 

On the ride to the 23rd floor, Corey's mind was racing. What the hell am I doing anyway? He really had no idea what he'd do if Lauren actually walked in the door with her date. Should I be sitting on the couch, nonchalantly drinking a beer and watching the late show? Hey babe. Did you have a good time? You going to fuck Stevie now? That's okay, I'll wait out here.

+++++

"Hi, Harvey," Lauren giggled and wiggled her fingers at the curious desk attendant who was just about to leave. "Awe, you're so sweet, you waited up for me!"

The older concierge smiled at her oddly as she stumbled through the lobby, arm-in-arm with a rather dapper looking gentleman. As they entered the elevator, Harvey's young relief looked at him with eyebrows raised.

"Is that her husband?" he asked.

"No. And lesson number one. After every shift, you forget what you see. Ain't nobody's business but theirs."

+++++

Corey slowly opened the apartment's door. There was no sound coming from within. Good. His nerves were absolutely shot. Grabbing a bottle of whiskey and a bourbon glass, he started to pour three fingers when the ding of an elevator stopping on the floor rang out, followed by muffled laughter. Was that them? As if on cue, a familiar giggle came from right outside the door. 

Shit, shit, shit! Corey grew pale with indecision. Should he take a stand, or hide and watch the rest of his wife's date unfold? The couple outside were fumbling with the fob. They had no way of knowing he was inside. Whiskey bottle and glass in hand, the discombobulated project manager dashed onto the balcony, closing the heavy glass door behind him, praying it wouldn't lock him out. Leaning against the railing 23 floors up, he felt the strong humid breeze and heard the steady hum of the traffic below him. Hoping the darkness and tinted windows would help obscure his silhouette, he peered back into the apartment to see if they had heard his hasty retreat.

+++++

Lauren placed the key fob against the brass plate of the apartment door and turned the latch. Strange, it didn't make the usual clicking sound. She quickly forgot about it as Steve pushed her inside and gathered the sexy manager in his arms.

Corey watched from the balcony as the two kissed for the second time. Lauren let the engineer's tongue explore her mouth as his hands cupped her ass. After a few seconds, she stepped away. 

"Easy tiger. What would the Rekrap office staff say?" 

"Before or after their boss went to a strip club and fed bills to erotic dancers?" Steve chortled. 

"Touché," Lauren acknowledged, pulling her date into the small living room and pushing him back on the couch. The apartment was oddly dark with the exception of some moonlight streaming in from the balcony's floor to ceiling windows. Did I not leave the kitchen lights on? She lit a candle on the coffee table and grabbed a couple seltzers from the fridge. 

"Did you like the Purple Palace, Stevie? Did those young girls get you hot?" Lauren strutted slowly back to the couch, deliberately gliding towards him like the women who'd just been stripping for them. 

"They can't hold a candle to you, Mrs. Miller," Steve countered politely, opening the two beverages and handing one back to his host.

Lauren put a hand on her hip, thrusting it out dramatically, then a finger to her temple as if in deep thought. "Mrs. Miller doesn't sound like a stripper name, though, does it?"

"So, what would yours be if you were a...entertainer?" 

The Iowan transplant pursed her lips, trying to come up with something clever. The alcohol coursing through her veins wasn't helping any. She thought about Corey, how she had tried to be understanding and nurturing to his desires.

"Charity," Lauren finally exclaimed decisively, curtsying. "Most definitely Charity!"

Steve laughed and cupped his hands around his mouth. "Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome on table six...Charity!"

Giggling, the raven-haired beauty set down her drink, flipped to a music app on her phone and cast it to a Bluetooth speaker. As smoky blues began to play, she swayed to the beat, arms raised above her head. 

Good God almighty, the Rekrap engineer's mouth dropped open. 

Jesus H. Christ, Corey thought. Hands shaking, he poured himself that long overdue drink and adjusted the growing erection beneath his boxers. 

+++++

Arms caressing her tanned body, Lauren moved her hips to the music, swaying erotically above the captivated engineer.

"Do you like me, Stevie?"

"Yes, Lauren. You're beautiful."

"Call me Charity. Would you like me to dance for you, Stevie?"

He nodded with the enthusiasm of a sixteen-year-old. 

"You know what you have to do then," she winked. 

He hastily removed a number of assorted bills from his wallet and tucked a fiver into the front of her jeans.

Lauren blew him a kiss as she reached for the button on her jeans and popped it. She grinned as her coworker sat in stunned silence, pleased she had his undivided attention.

+++++

Little did the newly christened stripper know, she also had her husband's attention, albeit from an entirely different perspective. 

Corey threw back another shot and pressed his nose against the window. Lauren slowly pulled down the jeans' brass zipper, allowing the tight denim material to relax and fall away from her hips. 

Lucky bastard, now she's stripping for him. 

His knees slowly buckled as his back slid down the window to a seated position. 

Yet another thing she's never done for me, he lamented.

+++++

As another bill slid into Lauren's belt loop, she pulled the denim down over her hips in gratitude and let them drop to her ankles. 

"Oops," she chirped, putting a hand to her mouth in mock surprise. "Did I do that?"

Steve stared at the small triangle in front of him, where the two shapely legs came together, flabbergasted by his good fortune. The black lace bodysuit did little to hide the treasure beneath.



Lauren kicked off the jeans and put her hands on his knees, now dressed only in the sheer top which snapped between her legs. She could see the tent in his trousers rising. Steve held up another bill and smiled. This time it was a fifty.

"A high roller, huh? Charity's got something special for you," Lauren cooed. 

Turning around, she shook her ass. He reached out and groped both cheeks through the lacey suit. 

Is this really happening?

+++++

Corey was spellbound as he watched his wife give her coworker a long, slow erotic lap dance. Lowering her ass to just above the bastard's crotch, she shimmied it back and forth, just barely letting it graze the slack's fly, the erection beneath quite evident. 

After a few minutes of this incredible tease, Lauren sat down on the happy lap and leaned back against Steve's chest. Moving slowly against the trousers, she began dry humping his crotch, turning her head and bringing his lips to hers. They kissed for what seemed like an eternity. Corey looked on as their tongues intertwined and sucked hungrily at each other. His own dick begged for attention. Easing a couple fingers down into his jeans, he floundered a bit before finding the soft, sensitive underside of his semi-hard shaft. The irony that he was secretively watching his wife make out with another man while peering in from the balcony of a high-rise like some peeping Tom did not escape him. 

Corey cracked the balcony door ever so slightly and put his ear to the frame. He began to masturbate to what was playing out in front of him.

I'm going to hell for this.

+++++

Lauren pulled away abruptly, much to Steve's dismay, and walked into the bedroom. Seconds later she returned with a condom in hand. Throwing it on the sofa next to her "client", she began to dance again, running those delicate hands the length of her lithe torso, shaking the thick mane of black hair like she'd seen Autumn and the other strippers do. The passion was rising. Kumiho was awakening. 

Sinking to her knees, "Charity" caressed Steve's legs from hips to knees, gradually moving them further inside his thighs with each pass. She could feel the tension in his trousers and the twinge of an involuntarily jerking cock. 

The engineer moaned in pleasure, then reluctantly pulled her hands away. Part of him wanted to rip her clothes off, damn the consequences. The other, more logical area of his brain told him to slow down.

I'm going to regret asking this, he thought, but it's the right thing to do.

Holding up her left hand, eyeing the diamond wedding ring, Steve questioned the wisdom of where this was headed. "Seriously Lauren, what about your husband? Like you said, homewrecking's not cool. And what about the office optics?" 

The concupiscent executive looked back at him, eyes aglow with a fire he had rarely seen in a woman. 

"The office will never know," she replied sharply, "and he hasn't fucked me in two months. You're here, he's not. His loss, your gain." The latter was said with such bitterness that it made Corey cringe. Pulling the ring off her finger, she used it to trace the outline of the bulging crotch inches from her face. "If it bothers you, I'll leave it off."

Steve caught her hand as she tried to lay the gold band on the coffee table.

"No. Please. Leave it on," he breathed heavily. "I kind of dig it."

A smile flooded Lauren's face as she placed the ring back on her finger. My, my. A thing for married women, huh, Stevie? Jesus, do all men have kinks? 

+++++

Hasn't fucked me in two months. That cut like a knife. Corey was becoming emotional. You damn well KNOW the reason why, Lauren. It was OUR decision for me to stay behind. Now you're teasing that asshole with the ring I gave you? Where is your head at, besides in this guy's groin? 

The sight of his wife using the symbol of their unending love to tease her coworker's trousered erection was profound. The jealousy grew within him along with a distinct sadness. Everything he'd seen that evening seemed to validate his concerns. Was their marriage becoming less a part of Lauren's world, or even a thing of the past? 

And you left her down there by her lonesome? Jesus, dude, I dunno if that was wise, his friend Toby had admonished him. Maybe he was right. 

Despite the cornucopia of emotions searing through Corey's mind, he couldn't stop masturbating. In fact, he rose to his knees, unsnapped the jeans, and lowered them to his thighs, giving him better access to his half-ecstatic, half-vexed dick. He recognized the signs, of course. He'd seen enough hotwife and cuckold porn to know the humiliation aspect was a flavor of the fetish many guys were into. Until now he hadn't seen the appeal. As shameful and reprehensible as it seemed, it was somehow becoming perversely delicious.

Fap, fap, fap. 

+++++

It didn't take long for Steve to forget his brief reluctance. Lauren dispelled any doubts when she unbuckled his pants and pulled open the fly. Her eyes lit up at seeing the large mass quivering beneath the checkered boxers. A lick here, a bite there, she worked the covered flesh with her mouth until the erection could no longer be contained by the thin underwear. Licking her lips, she tore open the condom packet and unfurled the thin sheath over the trembling shaft. Lauren grasped the base and went to work. 

Steve sank back into the sofa as the dark-haired vixen ran her tongue along the underside of his now fully erect lance. The pink and purple flesh pulsated with excitement as she worked it with her hands. After a good, slow-burn hand job, which had the Rekrap engineer writhing in tortured delight, Lauren briefly stopped at the tip before lowering those cherry-red lips onto the waiting cock.

"Oh man, that's so good," the thrilled engineer gasped as he watched his eight inches disappear into the beautiful coworker's mouth. The tongue swirling around his glans was almost unbearable. He'd dreamed of this ever since their first project together. Watched as she made her way around the office in tight pencil skirts, her small breasts swaying beneath shiny satin blouses. It had not escaped him - nor any of the other guys - that she'd been dressing more provocatively lately. He just figured her husband was one lucky fuck. Now here she was, sucking his dick, leaving him to wonder if he could last. He'd not had sex in six or seven months and hoped he would live up to expectations. 

Lauren, who had only recently came around to the joys of giving head, recalled what the other men had enjoyed. Opening her mouth wide, she angled her jaw just right and let the shaft of Steve's cock slide past her tonsils until she felt the latex skim the back of her throat. She heard the engineer moan loudly in approval. Doing something right, I suppose.

As she picked up the pace and the natural lubricant from her mouth reduced the friction, Steve put his hands on the back of her head and began to face-fuck the Rekrap executive. Hard.

++++

"Mmmmpppphhh" was all Corey could hear his wife utter as he watched her date, cock protruding from the flap in his boxers, trousers around his ankles, grasp her by the ears and set the tempo. The project manager was still on his knees, braced against the balcony door, masturbating furiously.

Enjoying the blowjob, are you? Fuckin' asshole!

The face-banging continued as spittle from Lauren's Herculaneum effort began to froth and pour from the corners of her mouth, dripping onto Steve's underwear.

Fap, fap, fap. 

Like my wife's lips wrapped around your dick, shithead?

Fap, fap, fap. 

Bet you want to cum in her mouth, don't you?

Corey moaned involuntarily at his thoughts and lurched against the window. He was working himself into a lather.

My God, it hurts so good. 

Fap, fap, fap. 

+++++

Steve felt his orgasm building and began grunting, growing in volume with each pass. The exquisite massage from Lauren's throat, the way her mouth and glossy lips formed a perfect O around his cock, was all too much for a guy who had little sex.

Although she could feel the quivering tool preparing its release, Steve came too fast for her to rip off the condom and enjoy the warm spray of its contents on her skin, something she'd come to love. Instead, Lauren watched as the milky white cum bubbled up inside the sheath, filling the reservoir in spurts, like some perverse geyser spewing out its hot, steamy broth. 

"Uhhhhhhhh, oh daaaamnnnnn," the engineer blurted out, lost in the feeling of his balls unloading. 

When he came down from his high, he thanked her profusely, disappointed he couldn't last longer. "Sorry, it's just been sooo long."

Lauren used her hands to wipe the spit from her mouth and slowly removed the squishy condom.

"Glad you liked it, Stevie," she giggled, pulling him up from the couch. "Now it's my turn." 

As the Rekrap executive led her coworker to the bedroom, she cocked her head. Is that wind? Before she could look for the source, Steve's arm curled around her waist and his hand went to her crotch. She melted into him.

He didn't need a second invitation and pushed her onto the king-sized bed. Laughing, Lauren laid on her back, reached between her legs and unsnapped the bodysuit. Holding those lovely, tanned knees and spreading her legs apart, she panted impatiently. 

"Fuck me, Stevie. Tonight, I'm yours."

+++++

Corey looked further down the balcony. He could see the shades had been pulled over the bedroom windows. No vantage point there. He would have to venture inside.

Cautiously, Corey crept into the apartment, gently closing the balcony door behind him. The slow, sultry music Lauren had been stripping to was still playing. As he tiptoed through the living room, past the couch where his wife had given her date fellatio, he heard the unmistakable sounds of cunnilingus. Dropping to his hands and knees, the 61-year-old inched his way to the doorway. He silently cursed the creaks and pops of his bones. Peering around the doorjamb, his cock strained against his jeans. The familiar angst he craved so much slapped him squarely in the face once again. There, on the bed where only he and Lauren alone had made love, was her latest lover dining happily on her pussy. 

Kneeling just outside the doorway, obscured in the darkness of the apartment, Corey slid the jeans down to his thighs, clammy hands finding their way to his cock once again.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

"Fuck yeah, that's it, Stevie, eat my pussy. My married pussy." The head between her legs moaned, lapping up her juices. Lauren was proving to be a quick study on how to pull men's levers.

Her coworker was now busily tonguing her dripping hole, occasionally distracted by the flaps of the bodysuit. Steve could not get enough of the pink butterfly which lay splayed open for him to devour. He pushed his face against the executive's wet cunt as far as it would go, willing his tongue to be longer as he snaked it deeper into the fleshy canal. The scent of her sex was getting to him. He'd be hard again soon.

It was Lauren's turn to grab the engineer by his ears and pull him into her puckering pussy. 

"Ohhhhh, FUCK, Stevie! Right there, right there!" A pause from a held breath, then a long exhale. 

"Yes, yes, yes, yes! OH MY GOD!"

Steve shimmied his head back and forth as he continued the assault on the Lauren's sopping wet box. 

"Keep licking, right there, don't stop, lick it, lick my pussy!"

The Iowan wife was losing herself in carnal pleasure, grabbing the engineer's hair as he began tapping her clit with one finger, another two probing the pink slit. It was a trick he'd learned from a former girlfriend. It worked; the 48-year-old's moaning became incessant and rhythmic.

"Oh, oh, oh, oh, awe, awe, awe, just like that, just like that!"

+++++

While Steve dove into Lauren's sopping wet hole, Corey could almost smell the musky aroma from the doorway and taste the sweet clear juices that were surely stinging that bastard's tongue right then. It was supposed to be he on that very bed tonight, making love to his wife. Instead, here he was, peeking around the corner, cock in hand, watching as yet another man took his place. 

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

Encouraged by the office manager's foul-mouthed response, Steve kept up the assault, alternating weapons between tongue and hands. Not because he had all that much experience, but because it seemed like the right thing to do. The few girls who had allowed a taste of their sweet nectar - nerds like him - were no where near as animate and filthy as this one. This made his cock unbelievably rock hard. 

Use your words, Lauren heard Amy's advice ring through the passion. As always, she took it to heart.

"That's it, that's it, lick my bare cunt, drink my clam juice, keep going, keep going. Do you like my pussy, baby?"

"Uh, yethhh," Steve raised his mouth from her golden triangle, licking the clear fluid from his lips. He went fishing. "Am I better than your husband?"

Yep, there it is, Lauren thought. She'd been waiting for the engineer's own obscure fetish to surface. His technique was good, but nothing like Corey had perfected. She didn't like the idea of satisfying this guy's kink at the expense of her husband, but she also was enjoying the moment. Would it hurt to tell one little white lie to boost this guy's ego? It's not like Corey would ever know. 

Throwing her head back in dramatic fashion, Lauren seethed with emotion. "Yes, yes, yes, no one can compare to how you eat my pussy."

Steve kept tongue-banging the eager vagina.

"And if your husband saw us?"

She giggled, but not for the reason the engineer would think. To tell you the truth, he'd probably jerk off. Instead of that nugget of truth, however, Lauren opted for an answer that would better appease the man's desire.

"He'd be so angry that you were taking my married pussy, Stevie, making his wife cum for another man! A man so much better equipped to make love to me!

Inside the room, that comment was met with increased moans and a flurry of tongue activity around her wet folds. Outside the room, it was met by a muted whimper and intense masturbation. Lauren decided to up the ante. 

OH MY GOD, you're gonna make me cum, Stevie! My husband never does that!" Lauren fibbed. "You're the best fuck I've had in years! Uhhhhhh, it feels so good!"

That wasn't far from the truth. Over the next few minutes, the intense onslaught between her legs caused Lauren to thrash from one side to the other, her lust-blurred gaze eventually landing on a picture of her and Corey on their wedding day, smiling from the nightstand. The image of that happy day combined with the current fingering-banging she was getting at the hand of a coworker sent her into a tail-spin she couldn't control. She came hard. 

"Ohhh, eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee, ahhhhhhhhhhh! Cumming! Cumming! Jesus CHRIST, Stevie, I'm cumming!"

Lauren grabbed Steve's shoulders and buried them into her abdomen, his face scraping along the surprisingly rough lace of the bodysuit. "FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" Her eyes rolled up into her head as her body convulsed.

The nerdy Rekrap employee smiled gleefully as sticky ejaculate flowed from the pussy of another man's wife. His long unrequited fantasy had finally come true. 

+++++

Corey watched as his Lauren writhed on the bed while Asshole ate her out. He had followed her gaze to their wedding picture and noticed her expression change to one of ecstasy upon seeing it, followed by a rather vocal orgasm. Why did that produce such a strong reaction? Had it reminded her of the fact that she was, indeed, married? Plain and simple: did she get off sleeping around while he was stuck in Iowa? Had the freedom to have sex when and where she pleased aroused her to such state that she received intense emotional reward when knowingly cuckolding him? 

And make no mistake, that's exactly what she was doing.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++ 

Lauren lay on her back recovering, chest heaving, lungs trying to replenish the oxygen spent screaming. When she finally opened her eyes, she found them trained on the photo again. Good Lord, why did seeing Corey in his tux on their wedding day trigger such a powerful reaction? She rolled onto her tummy, still eying the picture as Steve wiped his face on the sheets beside her. The Midwestern wife instantly felt a wanton cocktail of lust, adulterous guilt, and truth be told, a sense of sovereignty over her absent husband that felt so...empowering. What did Amy call it? Cuckolding? Was she now a cuckoldress?

Her rambunctious coworker didn't give her long to think about it. Face dry, Steve slid alongside her body, putting a hand under her top and caressing her back. He was once again locked and loaded.

The near naked executive kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you, Mr. Hamilton, your tongue is magic."

"Better than your husband's?"

There it was again. She closed her eyes and nodded reluctantly, knowing it was what this guy's self-esteem - and kink - needed. "Yeah, lover boy, You're a beast, Mr. Hamilton."

Rejuvenated, Steve began kissing her neck, hoping to continue towards his own release. But Lauren began coughing. She needed water. Pulling away, she kissed him back. 

"Be right back."

+++++

Corey panicked when he saw Lauren slide off the bed and walk towards the bedroom door. The flaps from her bodysuit dangled between her legs which were still glistening from a mixture of her juices and Steve's saliva. As he scrambled for cover, the voyeur's unfastened jeans fell to his ankles, causing him to stumble backwards and do a pirouette onto the very couch where his wife had earlier given her date a very proficient blowjob. The voyeur froze in the darkness, denims and underwear around his ankles, a stiff erection betraying his still excited state.

Lauren sidled up to the kitchen sink, fumbling for the light switch on the backsplash. She grabbed a bottled water from the fridge and tore a sheet of paper toweling from its roll to wipe up the mess between her legs. Sighing, Lauren finally looked up and into the living room, searching for the source of wind she'd heard earlier. The first thing she noticed was a new flower arrangement sitting squarely in the middle of the island. Then the slightly open balcony door. Finally, she detected the shadow of man sitting on her sofa.

She dropped the bottle of water and opened her mouth, and for a second, just for a second, nothing came out. This was followed, not surprisingly, by a blood curdling scream. 

Corey had been right in a sense, the look on her face was priceless.

+++++

Steve flew out of bed and dashed to the kitchen, his hard manhood bouncing comically as he tried to assess the situation. He followed his lover's terrified gaze to a half-naked gray-haired man spread haphazardly over the sofa.

"Get back," he barked at Lauren, snatching a large butcher knife from its wooden holder on the counter. "Call the police!"

Shaking off the initial shock at seeing her husband, she stepped in front of the engineer, pleading, "No, Steve, please put it away!".

"What?"

"That's my husband."

The engineer looked at the pudgy older guy on the couch, then to Lauren.

"Are you serious?"

She nodded. Steve lowered the knife, wondering to himself if he had just gone from a blissful sexual encounter to a volatile domestic situation. He eased back into the bedroom and began to get dressed, figuring the brakes had just been put on his dream night.

Satisfied for the moment there would be no bloodshed, Lauren turned to the very busted voyeur.



"What the hell are you doing here, Corey?" she asked furiously.

+++++

Corey could not think of another single time in his life when he felt more embarrassed than he was at that very moment. Pants around ankles, cock bobbing in the air...it didn't take much imagination to figure out what he had been doing. 

"I came to talk to you."

Looking skeptically at his rapidly deflating erection, she shook her head. "Talk?"

"I got distracted."

"This is beyond loathsome, Corey, even for someone with your...peculiarities. I mean it's just fuckin CREEPY!"

"I know," he replied softly. Then, after several pregnant moments of bearing the heat of his wife's glare, his eyes darting to the bedroom door. "So, is he your date?"

Lauren looked to the floor, shifted her weight from one bare foot to the other. "Not really. We work together and just happened to be at the same theatre." 

"So, you're picking up men at the movies now?"

She rolled her eyes. "NO! It's not like that. Steve's a nice guy, and it just...it just happened. 

"Do you have feelings for this guy? How many others are there I don't know about?"

"What? Slow down there, Corey Miller," Lauren snapped back, eyes as large as saucers. "What the hell are you talking about? You know everything, and I mean EVERYTHING there is to know about what I do. And I did call to tell you I was going to the show. Did you even bother checking your phone?"

He remembered the calls he'd ignored. Shit. 

The two stared at each other expressionless as they processed in their own way the plight they found themselves in. Corey finally broke the silence.

"I saw you together, you know. At the pre-showing, during the movie, shaking your ass at the strip club. I heard what you said to him just now."

"Wait, what? You were fucking spying on me Corey? All night?"

He gestured to the flowers. "I wanted to surprise you, to have a weekend to talk about us. Then I saw you with...him. 

Lauren eyed the vase on the island. He'd brought her flowers. Fuck. 

"Babe...aw, shit," she fumbled for the right words. "Look, I was just trying to help him with his...peculiarities, just like I help you. I'm not hiding anything from you. I did try to tell you about going out. Besides, you're the one who gave me a hall pass. I didn't think you'd mind. In fact, I was going to tell you about it later to..."

Corey cut her off, eyebrows raised. "You enjoyed it. You came. You said he was better than me. Is that part true?"

Her face fell. She wasn't going to lie.

"He made me cum, yes, but..."

The older man's hand went up as if not wanting to hear anymore. Silence fell across the room for a second time. The more Corey thought back to her claim of Steve's superiority and then cumming on her coworker's face, the more he was aroused. Ashamed at his growing erection, he tried to hide it with his hands.

Lauren looked on incredulously. "Oh my GOD, you little shit! You're getting hard at what I told him, aren't you? That he's a better fuck."

"No."

"The hell you aren't." I knew it, she mused, pursing her lips. He got off on those put-downs from the frat boys. Now this. Like me, he's evolving.

The awkward conversation stopped as the Rekrap engineer came out of the bedroom buckling his belt. 

"I'll be leaving," was all he said, thinking it best to not engage either of the two in conversation.

The husband and wife didn't respond, they were too busy staring at each other. Yet when Steve tried to walk past Lauren, a small hand shot out against his chest, blocking the way. Two cocks, three fetishes. Where could she go wrong?

"You're not going anywhere," she announced, not taking her eyes off Corey. "Get back in the there."

"Eh, Lauren, I think it best that I..."

Lauren turned and kissed her coworker again, this time deep and long, keeping her eyes locked on Corey's. Straightening the engineer's collared shirt, she stuck out her bottom lip and conjured up some of her best baby talk.

"Why, Stevie, what kind of date would I be if I left you with blue balls?"

The network specialist found himself once again looking between Lauren and the half-naked guy on the couch, who was trying unsuccessfully to cover a raging hardon. A light bulb went on in his head.

"You...you guys, uh...you're...swingers?"

Lauren smiled sweetly at him. "Something like that."

Steve started hyperventilating. When he'd masturbated at work earlier in the day with the hot office manager swirling around in his head, it included the only type of sex he'd ever experienced: vanilla and uncomplicated. This was anything but.

"He likes to..."

"Watch? Yes."

"Um, I don't know, Lauren I've never done anything like..."

The sexy brunette put a finger to his lips. "Follow me if you want to cum," she wooed him, leading the way back to the bedroom. Just before disappearing through the doorway, Lauren stopped and looked at Corey with a pouty smile.

"You coming, Twisty?"

+++++

Lauren pointed to the padded armchair in the corner. "You'll want to sit over there, perv," she instructed her husband. Corey obeyed, removing his jeans and underwear. 

Walking up behind Steve, she reached her arms around to the front of his waist. With one motion she unsnapped his khakis and pulled them to the floor. Next came the boxers. The bewildered engineer instinctively kicked them to the side. Lauren carefully unbuttoned his plaid collared shirt and peeled it off his back. The nerdy IT specialist found himself standing naked in front of his company's Chief Office Manager and her husband. Nervous, a small part of him wanted to leave. This is not something a guy like him was supposed to be part of. On the other hand, he'd watched enough porn to know he may never get this chance again, to finally realize his own fantasy of being with a married woman. Hit that thing or I will Shane had said.

Corey watched from the corner as his wife pressed her breasts and crotch into the man's bare back and ass. She caressed his nipples with one hand, allowing the other to traverse his upper body, finally landing on his aching cock, which had already been armed and ready prior to the recent...interruption. Firmly gripping the hardening flesh, Lauren began jacking him off from behind, making sure her husband was watching every move.

She fixed the project manager with steely stare. "He's bigger, you know." With those four words she had fed both men's budding fetishes at once.

Corey's six inches sprang to life. He grabbed the shaft and began masturbating. Steve's erection grew as well, his girthy eight inches responding to her words. Words implying that he was the alpha-male in the room. 

Steve grunted. Corey grunted.

Jesus, Lauren closed her eyes, this is some sick shit. She spit on her hand and continued to coax her coworker's cock to its hardest. The engineer stood there in self-absorbed bliss allowing the Rekrap executive to pleasure his body. 

Confident he was ready, Lauren broke her embrace and went to the nightstand to retrieve another condom. Crawling onto the bed, she tossed it to Steve and pointed her ass towards he and Corey. Both men looked longingly at the shaved pussy a mere yard or two in front of them. Dropping to her chest, she used both hands to reach between her thighs and spread the firm dam apart, revealing the moist flesh inside, so warm and inviting. 

"Fuck me, Stevie," Lauren begged, tapping her ring finger against her wet slit. The diamond flashed briefly as the moonlight caught it. "Fuck my married pussy."

Steve Hamilton didn't move. He looked at Corey warily. 

"Don't worry about him. He can't make love to me like you can, Stevie, I just know it. C'mon, do me. Do me like he can't."

Corey leaned back in the chair and exhaled, cranking his meat hard as he watched Steve climb onto the bed and position himself behind Lauren. "Yeah, Stevie, fuck my whore wife. Give her what you got."

Holy shit, did he just say that? the engineer asked himself. This was WAY fucked up!

Steve peered down at the tight ass pointed up at him. Lauren was still holding the wet folds of her pussy lips apart as small droplets of clear stringy fluid formed a juicy cobweb across her butterfly. No man could resist that. After rolling on the rubber, the engineer prepared to mount the beautiful Iowan wife and mother of two. He grunted while pushing it in gently, the head of his cock disappearing into the variegated pink folds. Lauren gasped as the fat cock stretched her. Both of them worked together to find the right angle so her canal could fully accept its girth.

"Oh f..f...f...FUCK, Stevie, that feels SO good. Go deeper...deeper!"

As Steve worked his weighty member deeper into the willingly cunt, Lauren groaned and panted. 

"Are you okay?" 

"Just fuck me. It's so nice to have a BIG cock in me instead of having to settle."

Corey felt the unmistakable barb stab his heart. Fap, fap, fap

Grabbing the small hips for leverage, Steve sighed heavily as the remaining inches of his rigid cock sunk into the warm spongy depths of Lauren's vaginal canal. He paused to enjoy that moment all men experience at first penetration. When silky walls collapse around your manhood, squeezing them with firm, erotic pressure. Pure heaven!

Pulling out a bit, then sliding it back in, he began to pick up the pace. Again and again, he repeated this motion, settling into a gliding rhythm that soon had both of them panting. 

Corey watched as his wife's lover was soon driving his dick into her at a good clip, occasionally slowing to a crawl, then slamming back into her again.

"Shit, shit, shit, Stevie, that's it! Fuck me. Deeper, deeper!"

Lauren looked over her shoulder to see if Corey was still watching. He was, dick in hand, precum coating the shaft to aid in his frantic stroking. She looked him squarely in the eye.

"You like watching me get fucked, don't you Twisty? I know you do. He's so big, filling me up like you can't. Such a REAL man, taking his whore right here on your bed!"

She wasn't quite sure how far to take this new aspect of Corey's kink, but if the contorted face, heavy breathing and incessant stroking of his cock was any indication, she hadn't yet reached that threshold. 

Lauren's coworker stumbled a bit in rhythm when he heard her address her husband. He'd forgotten the old guy was there. He couldn't quite bring himself to look towards the chair. There was just something very weird about having an audience. No matter, he was the alpha dog tonight and if this guy wanted to watch him lay his wife, he intended on making the best of it. As if on cue, the wiry beauty on all fours turned her attention to him.

"Keep fucking me, Stevie. Don't you dare stop. You are SO much better than him. Bigger cock, bigger balls. Oh, oh, oh, yessss, you touch me where he can't ever hope to." 

Corey looked on with a sullied face. Daggers, that's what those words are, Lauren. Why?

Fap, fap, fap

Emboldened by words that served only to feed his kink, Steve slammed into the married pussy that had been so conveniently - and easily - offered to him. He never figured the pretty office manager for a promiscuous slut, yet here they were. Lauren began an endless stream of moans until it sounded like one long whimper. "Fuck me!" she begged, "Your big cock feels amazing!"

Corey watched from across the room as the engineer's firm balls slap against his wife's ass cheeks, her vocalization growing louder. No way the neighbors aren't hearing this.

Fap, fap, fap.

After ten solidly torrid minutes of pure, unadulterated fucking, Lauren collapsed on her chest and stomach, taking her warm, wet hole with her. Her 48-year-old knees could not take much more. Steve's cock popped out as she crumpled to the mattress, the cooler air hitting the foreskin, making it yearn to be back inside. Rolling onto her back, Lauren held out her smooth, tan arms in a tantalizing invitation for him to climb on top. He did so obediently.

"Put it in me, I want to feel you fill me up." 

Steve exhaled loudly as his tool slid into her again, travelling effortlessly down the warm pink canal until his balls slapped against her ass. Bottoming out at her cervix, he tried to begin accelerating his strokes as before, but Lauren stopped him.

"Slow," she purred. "Let's enjoy it."

Corey's slowed his masturbation as well. He gaped at Lauren and her lover kissing gently on the bed. They seemed to be in their own little world as their hands caressed each other's sensitive areas. Finally, Lauren turned and fixed her gaze on her husband again, making sure he could see her tongue dancing slowly with Steve's. Gradually, she began moving her pelvis against the engineer's, urging him to pick up the pace, grasping his ass cheeks with both hands and pulling them in. Her eyes never left Corey's.

"That's it Stevie, make love to me. Make me cum again. Do what my husband can't."

Those words prompted both men to contort their faces, one in perverse shame, the other in twisted superiority, which was something Steve had never experienced in his vanilla sex life, and one that was especially piquant with Lauren. It clearly nourished his desire to fuck a married woman. 

The lovers accelerated their stride. Lauren clasp her legs and crossed her ankles around Steve's back, her arms curled under his as she pulled his shoulders down. He leaned into her, slamming his eight inches deep to her quivering pussy. 

"Lauren, you're sooo special," the engineer groaned, lost in the pleasure of their union. He couldn't believe this was happening to him

"Not special," she blurted out, glancing at her husband. "Just a just a slut wife who just wants to get fucked! Isn't that right, babe?"

Corey squeezed his dick for all it was worth. "Yeah, a fucking cum whore. More so tonight than any other." It felt good to give it back.

Steve couldn't fathom such depravity between husband and wife, yet, oddly, it added to the whimsical motivation that kept him driving his steel cock deep into the woman whom he had long admired from afar. 

"Ohhhhhhhhh, ah...eeeeeeeeee" Lauren brayed at being called a cum whore, "He's right, Stevie, FUCK ME, give me your cum, baby! 

"Uggggggg, oh yeahhhhh," Steve panted, "so good, so good." His fervor was intensifying. 

Corey watched his wife's date pound her incessantly. At one point, Lauren crooked a finger and motioned for him to join them on the bed. 

"Take off your shirt," she commanded as Corey slid onto the mattress. He did so with much trepidation. Her coworker, not young either, was still at least 20 years his junior and in much better shape. As the 61-year-old laid back against the headboard Steve looked up and could not help but notice the now naked husband's physique. Up top, a few gray curls covered a weak chest and prominent man boobs, while below, a pudgy middle, unkempt pubic hair, and rather unimpressive dick left him looking pretty pitiful. This is the man she married? The sight bolstered the engineer's feeling of supremacy. He continued to pummel the willing cunt thrusting up towards him.

"Who fucks you better?" Steve barked.

"You do, Stevie! That's it, do my married pussy! Drain those hairy balls into me!"

Lauren turned to Corey and laughed maniacally. "Jerk off for me, Twisty," she cajoled. "Play with your nipples while you watch your wife get hammered by this BIG cock!"

Corey's free hand flew to his chest and began thumbing the bumpy areolae. He shuddered. "Yessssssss!"

"Mmmm, mmmm, ah yes, that's it, don't stop, don't stop!" Lauren panted.

"You...you...like my...my...cock? Steve asked, gasping for air as the pace was taking its toll. "Tell me you like it."

"Fuck yeah, you're the best, Stevie! So much bigger and better than what I've had. Oh GOD, you're gonna make me cum!"

The words fueled the engineer on, and he bore down on the slim body beneath him.

Corey cranked his dick furiously as he watched his wife and lover's sweaty bodies writhe in unison, their breathing getting deeper, a steady string of obscenities flowing out of them.

"FUCK ME GODDAMNIT!" Lauren screamed, clawing at Steve's back. "Ohhhhhhhhh, uh, uh, uh, uh, uh. I'm almost there, Stevie!"

"Gonna make you cum," he groaned, "Gonna make you cum!"

"Yes, yes, yes, I'm so close! Finish me off, Stevie! FUCK MY MARRIED SLUT HOLE!"

"Gonna make you cum!"

Grunts and moans filled the small bedroom. The entire bed was now creaking under the weight of the two lovers deep in the throes of passion. 

"Ohhh! Ohhh! Corey! He's going to make me cum! He's sooooo good, babe, MUCH BETTER THAN YOU!"

"Oh FUCK!" Steve bellowed. The sight of the pretty face he'd seen that morning giving a presentation now just inches from his was too much. He was powerless to stop the jizz from bubbling up from his balls. "I'm cumming! Oh GOD I'M CUMMIIINNNGGG!"

Lauren abruptly rolled her coworker over onto his back, tore off the condom, and positioned her face over the pulsating manhood. The first wave of Steve's cum shot straight up, catching her chin, the second her nose, with the third coating her shiny black hair. 

"Yessssss, give it to me, Stevie! Give me all your cum, baby! Coat my cheating, married face with your spunk!" she demanded, three of her own fingers buried deep in her snatch.

That last bit of encouragement and seeing the Rekrap Chief Office Manager painted with his semen, enticed one more push from the engineer as he howled with pleasure. A giant spray of milky white sperm exploded from the engineer's cockhead, splashing on Lauren's tiny breasts and hands, making a mess of her bodysuit, and causing her to shriek with delight. She milked the remaining fluid from his glans until it ran clear, then licked the last bit from his deflating penis. 

Lauren grinned mischievously and held up her left hand. Steve's thick cum was dripping from the gold band.

"Oh, shit!" Corey screeched, his face contorted in ecstasy, one hand a blur on his shaft, the other mauling his nipples. He felt a substantial release brewing. "Oh, Laurennnnn!"

Corey's naked body convulsed, sending his body back into the headboard. At the same time, his cock propelled a thin, white rope of semen towards his wife and her lover, splattering over her cheeks and nose, mingling with Steve's.

"FUCK YEAH, COREY, SPIT THAT SHIT ON ME!" Lauren screamed, her body shaking as an orgasm took hold. Her climax was astounding, sending shivers through her body and a rainbow of colors through her mind. Both men's eyes widened as she howled her release. It seemed to shake the entire apartment. Finally, she looked up at the ceiling fan rotating above. Jesus, that was hot..

+++++

As Lauren laid between the two men, covered with evidence of their carnal love for her, they looked at each other in awkward silence. Lauren knew she and Corey had much to talk about. 

"Now would be a good time for you to leave," she suggested to the engineer as kindheartedly as possible. 

Steve nodded and grabbed his clothes. Deep down he realized there was a dynamic between this couple that he could not have foreseen. In the end, although certainly not planned, he had unwittingly been used as a tool in some perverse relationship. Strangely, he didn't feel any anger or animosity towards Lauren. To some extent, he had used her to satisfy his own lifelong fantasy and experienced something he was sure his friend Shane had never come close to. It had been a good day.

+++++
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A sweet, musky odor of sex hung over Lauren Miller's bedroom. Moonlight streamed in through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the 23rd floor apartment, illuminating Corey and his wife as they sat amid crumpled sheets, staring at each other in awkward silence. Lauren's latest lover had departed minutes earlier, leaving her in a bodysuit soiled with dried semen from both men. Her husband lay next to her completely naked, his shrinking penis twitching against a hairy thigh. There had been so many unspoken emotions channeled in the last hour, neither knew where to start.

Corey began by apologizing for spying. The sight of her on a date triggered all the concerns that had troubled him over the last week. Seeing how she carried herself when he wasn't around just seemed the natural thing to do. 

Lauren assured him she wasn't going anywhere, but that she really enjoyed the freedom to be sexy again. And being with men that could make her cum on their cock. It was a feeling all women loved and she hadn't realized how much she missed it. "I'm sorry, babe, we promised to be truthful always. But I'm not going to fall in love, either. That emotion is for us and us alone. The connection with these other guys is mostly physical. I mean, that's what you wanted, right?"

Yes, it was exactly what Corey had wanted, although now his brain was full of doubts. He was relieved to hear she didn't have feelings for them beyond sex, but lamented the fact that he had let himself go. "I should have taken better care of myself." 

His loving wife tilted her head. "That's only partially true. You can't turn back the clock. We knew our age differences. Hell, our friends teased us enough. Corey's robbing the cradle and Lauren has daddy issues. It's just getting more real now. We've been a team since day one. I'll never quit you."

"How can you be happy with someone who's done before you ever get started?"

Lauren looked at him sympathetically. "You know, those other guys might have more fuel in their tank, but jeez, they all have twenty-something years on you. Of course, they have more energy. Don't put so much pressure on yourself, and don't distill our relationship down to something where all that matters is sex. We are so much more than that."

Corey nodded. This was the heart-to-heart he'd come for. "You said your connection was mostly physical?"

"Mostly. There's some intrinsic things too. I started playing your game because it was clear that's what you wanted. Needed. I've spent nearly thirty years as a wife and mother, pleasing my family. Always by-the-numbers. Always predictable and dependable. Conventional. Then your kink bubbled up, and I started seeing things differently."

Corey leaned in. She had his attention. "How?"

"I don't know. Different. If you thought I could fuck other men after twenty-eight years of being married and not change, then you didn't think this through. Not trying to be mean, just being real. Once you graduated me from pillow talk to reality, I've become very intrigued by sexual norms and deviations. I started reading. Mostly about how I can help you with your...thing, but along the way, I also learned how to channel my feelings into something positive. At forty-eight, I feel sexier than ever. After we married, I still noticed other men looking at me. At the gym, PTA meetings, when I coached the girls' softball teams. Heck, a couple of those dads even hit on me, knowing damn well I was married to you." Lauren winced as those last words tumbled from her lips, instantly regretting divulging that last bit of information. She slid her hands along his thighs in an attempt to change the subject. 

"The flowers were very thoughtful. Thank you." Her fingers wrapped around the limp penis one at a time. It twitched at the touch. "You really do get off on this, don't you?" she asked softly.

Corey ran fingers through his graying hair, his cock growing in her hand. Finding the words was going to be difficult. He explained it was like an addiction, somewhere between the honest-to-God desire to see her sexually fulfilled, and his own undeniably selfish cravings. "And SO many permutations, you wouldn't believe it."

"Try me." 

The project manager cleared his throat and told her about how he had concocted all sorts of fantasies about her. How who she's with isn't as important as the circumstances. At the beach, at work, Myles' yacht. Sometimes he'd watch, sometimes just listen, other times she'd tell him about it later.

Lauren cocked an eyebrow. "Just listen?"

Corey nodded his head enthusiastically. "You wouldn't believe how hot that one is." 

"But those are just things you think about. How do you feel about it? I mean really feel?"

He looked deeply and appreciatively in her eyes. She really was trying to understand.

"I'm aroused, I'm angry, I'm jealous. All at once. From watching you being pursued, to the first time you're penetrated, to the look in your eyes when you become his whore and nothing else matters. Not me, not our kids. Just that cock in that moment. The noises of pleasure you make until you cry out his name to finish you. Begging to be fucked, to give you his cum, until you both scream each other's names so loudly they're echoing off the walls."

"And this has been building for some time, huh," she presumed. "I mean, you used to pick me up around the corner from Pauly's frat house on Sunday mornings to go on picnics. I had my overnight bag with me. You had to know I spent the night. Is this when it started?" 

"I guess. That you'd been with him didn't matter, though. I just wanted to be close to you. You have no idea how many hours I spent fantasizing about you two together, even after we married." 

"You never told me that. Corey that's..."

"Fucked up, I know." He smiled. "Of course, you never mentioned your penchant for being called names, either. All those lost years I could have been calling you my whore."

Lauren laughed. "Point taken. In the end, you won me, buddy boy. Recent adventures aside, I've been faithful to you every step of the way. You must believe that."

The couple shared a moment of silent acknowledgment. They both knew they'd been faithful through their marriage. 

Finally, Lauren could no longer avoid the elephant in the room. 

"You know, I told you I've been doing a lot of reading. Sexual psychology, different likes and dislikes, what gets people off. It's all very interesting, although I don't understand why some things are appealing and others aren't. I'm no therapist, but you know as well as I do there are plenty of guys out there that have your desires. But there are many flavors to your kink Corey. Hotwifing, cuckolding, whatever. Especially in the lane you and I are driving right now. Watching and listening is one thing. But tonight...those things I said to Steve...they were NOT flattering to you in the least bit. If I hadn't seen your arousal firsthand, I wouldn't have believed you'd be a guy who'd be into that sort of thing."

The 61-year-old's eyes looked back at her with trepidation. He couldn't deny it had been an incredible turn on at the time. As much a surprise to him as it was to her. 

"Not going to lie, it stung, but it was also so goddamn hot. I guess it played into the inadequacy I feel as I grow older, mixed with a perverse and demented mind. You're surrounded by younger people down here and it gets to me. So, the more you talked to Steve about him being a better lover, the more turned on I became. I can't explain, I just did. I shouldn't have been turned on by all that condescending shit. It's not who I am."

Lauren eyes bore into him with the utmost compassion. "But you were, weren't you?"

Corey's expression grew dark. "You were just roleplaying, right?"

"Not sure if he knows that, but yes. I think he's been waiting a long time for the right submissive who would allow him to be the alpha-dog. Apparently, bedding a married woman was just a bonus for him. I'm sorry. He's a nice guy and I didn't see the harm in helping him, seeing as we have our agreement anyway."

"Even at my expense?"

Lauren eyes dropped to her hands. "Yeah, about that. I wasn't really comfortable saying those things at first. But for all I knew, you weren't within a thousand miles of here."

"Until you did know, that is."

Lauren's gaze returned to Corey with a hint of indignation. "You know damn well I kept that charade going for your sake once I knew it turned you on. If you don't want it to happen again, just say so." 

The two scowled at each other. 

"Well?" Lauren persisted.

"I'm not sure," Corey responded honestly. "It was hot once. Twice? I don't know."

"Fair enough. That's your thing. You be the captain of your own desires."

"You should be a therapist," he smiled. Picking up the cum-crusted bodysuit, he raised an eyebrow. "But enough about me. You seem to have discovered some eccentricities of your own."

The black-haired vixen's mouth turned upward in a wicked, barely discernible smile. She stared out the bedroom windows into the black night.

"Like I said, I've found a way to channel my own peculiarities into something positive. But it's important that you know I've never cheated on you. You know everything I've ever done down here. I love you. I love us."

"Well, you know, it's not cheating if your husband knows about it."

"That's what the tee-shirts say, right? Look, you've ripped off the blinders, helped me realize I'm not yet an old maid. I no longer have to be ordinary, a shackled housewife from Iowa."

"Mainstream society would say those aren't shackles, they're marriage vows."

They let that sink in. Corey was right. Many people would not condone or understand their behavior. 

He took her hand and looked softly into her smoky gray eyes. "So where does this leave us?"

Lauren rested her head on his shoulder. "I don't know. Six months ago, I think we thought our lives were the best they could be. But our bedroom was all but dead."

Corey stared at her. It's like she'd been reading his diary. If he had a diary.

"But now, I think once you get down here, we could have so much more, if we can get past all this drama. What do you think?"

Both stared out the floor-to-ceiling-windows at the Miami skyline. Corey held his breath, then exhaled. He was glad he made the trip down. "Yes," he answered definitively. "We wanted a change, so why not reinvent ourselves? The kids are grown and self-sufficient. Let's throw away the old Corey and Lauren and start anew. To tell the truth, I bring most of the drama, stemming from the newness of it all, and the fact I'm not here with you. I have to work out the emotions in my head. And the long-distance relationship will be ending soon. Together we'll get through it. I sincerely want you to be happy and feel alive. I don't know about you, but I haven't felt this alive in years. It's a perverse kind of alive, but mighty alive nonetheless."

Lauren put both hands around his face. "Oh my God, Corey! I feel the same way. Then you don't want to stop?" Lauren breathed, her luscious lips just inches from his face.

Corey kissed his wife. "No."

The couple closed their eyes and hugged. Lauren squeezed his cock. "I was hoping you'd say that," she winked. 

"So, reinvented Mrs. Miller. You seem to know all about my fantasies, but I know little about yours. What goes through your head at night?"

Lauren grimaced. She was well aware of the dark thoughts dominating her dreams lately. How much do I tell? It seemed so depraved; how did she dare speak of it?

"I can't."

Corey nudged her forehead with his nose. "No secrets, remember?"

She looked away, hesitating, then turned back with an intense gaze and told him about her being propositioned the week before. "I can't get it out of my head. I don't know why. Maybe it's the naughtiness or just being overjoyed that someone would want me enough to pay for it." 

"Wow," was all her husband could say. It was an aberration even his ever-devolving mind had not yet considered.

She nodded cautiously. "Kind of twisted, huh?" the once demure mother-of-two asked sheepishly.

Corey's closed his eyes, letting the idea flood his brain like a visual aphrodisiac. "Yeah, I see you now, bent over a complete stranger in a seedy hotel, riding his cock until he nuts in your pussy."

Lauren rolled her eyes. OMG, was there ANYTHING that didn't arouse him? She played along. "Wait. No condom?"

"No. His seed explodes in your unprotected womb, filling your hole with his thick hot jizz."

Lauren laughed at the silly attempt at erotic prose. She bent over to lick his growing cock, tiny breast buds dangling from her chest. 

"The only thing that matters now," she said softly, remembering her research, "is that you're here to reclaim me, baby. Let your slut wife know who's boss." 

Any injured pride that Corey had disappeared in an instant. He pushed his sultry wife away and reached for his jeans. He grabbed every bill he had and tossed them at her, the cash fluttering about them over the mattress. Lauren held her legs together fast and laughed as he tried unsuccessfully to pull them apart. 

"Open your legs, bitch. I gonna take what I paid for, you fucking whore!"

Lauren squealed with delight, then relented, relishing the roughness at which her husband was handling her. It was so unlike him and she liked it...a lot. The two were learning well how to play off each other. The more he dished out, the more she gave it back.

"C'mon then, cuck, take me. Reclaim your cheating slut wife! TAKE ME NOW!"

Corey mounted her in one fell swoop, supporting his overweight body the best he could. He slammed full on into her mature, hairless cunt, knowing his six inches couldn't possibly fill her as much as the other cocks, but not caring. Nor did Lauren. The love of her life was here at the moment and that's all that mattered. There wasn't a penis in the world that could fill her with more love. It was absolutely perfect. 

The couple melted together and mated like animals, grunting and panting with the passion that comes from being together for three decades. Corey drilled her with every ounce of strength could he muster. He just had to make her cum. 

"Give me what I paid for, you whore!" he bellowed, playing to her fancy.

"Yes, yes, yes! Slam my nasty pussy. Can you feel how they've stretched me out? Your dick...the same skank hole...they've all been in, baby. How's it feel?" Lauren knew how to pull levers too.

The older man nearly came at the thought of other cocks inside his wife, the same heavenly slit that was now collapsing around his pulsating shaft, expertly coaxing another load of semen from a man's aching balls. Was it his imagination, or WAS she a little looser than he remembered? The similarities between her escapades and those of a real escort were not lost on him. 

Lauren squirmed under the weight of her husband's out-of-shape body, hips rising high off the mattress in an unsuccessful bid to will his manhood into the depths of her puckering vagina, to feel the fullness that wasn't there. She used her hands to pull, push and prod his soft, pale ass, trying to bury his slender tool deeper. It was no use. He simply wasn't equipped. For twenty-eight years it had been enough. Adequate. Over the past few months she'd learned what a good cocksman could do. But Corey could never know that. It would be too much of a blow to his fragile ego. Tonight, she had to play the good wife. Thrashing like a porn star beneath him, her nails raked his back as she whispered filthy words of encouragement in his ear. Her friend Amy would be very proud at how proficient she'd become in the acoustic arts. 

"That's it, fuck me! I've been such a naughty girl, letting those men use me as their filthy cum bucket, while you've been a thousand miles away, jerking off."

"Ugggggg, ahhhhhh!" Corey was brought to the brink again and again by her prodding, although he was very aware of his wife slamming her pelvis into his, over and over, in a desperate attempt to achieve something unattainable. Shifting his weight from one arm to another, he realized fatigue was already setting in. 

Lauren sensed it to. "Don't stop! Keep going, that's it, that's it, ohhhhh, it feels sooo goood!"

Corey grunted repeatedly, like an old Neanderthal desperately trying to maintain favorable rank amongst the village females while younger, more virile males waited in the wings. The vision of Lauren in a seedy motel room blowing a john for money was hardly what a prehistoric hunter / gatherer would have thought of, and yet it helped keep this caveman's dick hard and rigid. Jesus, you sick fuck. It's not enough that you've got your dick stuck in a beautiful woman below you. No, you can only pop a boner thinking of someone else banging your wife! 

As much as Lauren wanted to, there was realistically no way she was going to cum. But this night, more than ever, her husband must think she did. There could be no other outcome.

"Fuck me...do it harder, babe! Make me cum."

Corey tried keeping up with her gyrating hips. Winded, he began to huff and puff. 

"Oh..."

"Lauren..."

"Feels...so..."

"Good!"

Lauren kept slamming her hips into his, heaving her ass off the mattress to meet each thrust.

"Yeah, baby, your fat cock feels so good in me. Oh Fuck! Just like that! Don't stop."

She let go her best shriek. In order to pull this off, she had to "cum" before he did or he'd be done for the night. From experience, she knew he'd be blowing soon.

"Aaaaaaaeeeeeeeeeeee! Corey! Deeper, deeper! Take me, take your whore wife!"

"Ohhhhhh, Lauren!" 

Yep, he was close.

"Gonna make me cum with that big cock, baby. You want me to cum? THEN FUCK ME, GODDAMNIT! 

"Yes, yes! Please cum, Lauren, please cum for me! 

She seized the moment and froze her body, nails digging into his arms, thighs squeezing his bulging sides, as she simulated a deep, long lasting orgasm. 

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, Corey, baby, I'm cumming! Cumming for you!" 

She thrust her face into his sweaty breastbone in an attempt to conceal any hint she was faking it. Finding the nearest man-boob protruding from his chest, she slurped it into her mouth and suckled the nipple. 

"It's your turn now, baby," Lauren breathed out the corner of her lips, his hard teat firmly between her front incisors. "It's your pussy again, sweetie. It's yours! I want your cum deep inside of my used cunt! It's been so long!"

Corey could no longer hold it. He threw his head back, ripping the reddened nipple from Lauren's teeth as he howled at the ceiling. She saw his face screw up as his orgasm took hold. Wrapping her legs tightly around his rotund waist, the couple slammed their hips together for one final thrust, sending his seed spurting deep into Lauren's waiting love canal. 



"Ahhhh, FUCK, baby, I'm cumming, I'm cumming. I love you so much!"

Lauren held him tight as the small load shot from his cock. Although not a huge amount, the hot semen jetting into her womb reminded her of what a glorious feeling it was indeed. Something she sorely missed. The sensation itself caused her to have small, micro-orgasms until Corey's balls had fully drained and he rolled off beside her. 

As the pair's breathing slowed, they spooned and held each other tenderly. Unfortunately, his stamina had not suddenly improved in the last 24-hours and he apologized for cumming so quickly. Lauren accepted his apology - like she always did - and patted his hand. Maybe next time.

He held his wife snugly from behind, nudging her shoulder with his chin. It felt so damn good to take her back, fuck her like a husband should. Deep down he knew her orgasm might not have been authentic, but just her doing that was, for him, proof enough of her love.

+++++

After long and touching moments of embracing and caressing each other, Lauren began to drift off to sleep. As she did so, she felt Corey's cock hardening again against her lower back. 

"I need sleep, Corey. We can go again in the morning."

No response. What the hell. Lauren rolled over to face him. 

"What?"

"Who were they?"

"Who was who?"

"The softball dads who hit on you. Who were they?" 

Oh no, let's not go there right now. "That was a long time ago. It doesn't matter, I didn't do anything with them. Nothing to talk about." 

"Please?"

Lauren rolled away from him. "It was when we went out of town for tournaments. Now go to sleep and maybe I'll tell you some day. Goodnight, Twisty."

Corey rolled over and stared at the ceiling. For the next hour, he mentally checking off a list of girls who were on his daughters' teams and their fathers. It did nothing to help the raging hardon between his legs. Or maybe it did.

Fap, fap, fap. 

+++++

Lauren's phone began to vibrate as the warm Saturday morning sun filled the apartment's bedroom. Sheets were scattered on the floor with last night's clothing. Shit! She hugged a pillow over her ears to block out the incessant ringtone. Unsuccessful, she cursed and picked up. Her hangover instantly regretted it. 

"Wake up, Sunshine!" the familiar voice of her young friend and coworker rang out. "The bitch is back in town and ready to play." Amy Rosinner had been visiting family the last couple weeks and now appeared more than ready to resume partying.

Lauren squinted at the small screen to see the 26-year-old blonde. A weak "hey" was all the older woman could muster.

"Damn, girl, you look like shit. What the fuck, is that cum in your hair? What have you been up to now, tramp?"

Lauren patted the top of her head and felt the matted sticky mess. 

"You have no idea."

Lauren slid gently out of bed so as not to wake her husband and tiptoed into the bathroom. She turned on the shower and told Amy of her exploits in the limo and the date with Steve the night before. 

Amy listened intently. "Jesus, and I thought I was a slut. Guess we've got two lovers in common now," the legal secretary declared proudly. She was referring to Tony and Max Bemer, the college football player and Club X owner respectively. "Hey, wanna to go wait for the fleet to come in?"

"Fuck you."

"You wish."

Lauren could hear her friend inhale something. 

"Wait", Amy exhaled, "you actually hooked up with Steve Hamilton? The guy who invented pocket protectors?"

"Don't be mean. He's a nice guy. And believe it or not, he was more than capable of ringing my bell."

"Uh huh, whatever you say. And Corey is okay with all this?"

"For the most part."

"So I'm guessing you two are hanging out together this weekend?"

"Yeah, he leaves tomorrow. But I think we're just going to the pool today. You're welcome to come over and have a few drinks."

"Wouldn't miss it. Tell hubby I look forward to meeting him."

+++++

The first of November typically signals the end of summer in South Florida. With the sun lower in the sky, daytime temps, while warm enough to still invoke resentment amongst northerners, begin to moderate. For whatever reason, that Saturday afternoon had not gotten the memo. It was already in the high 80s when Corey and Lauren stepped onto the rooftop and into the blazing sun. 

Loudspeakers placed strategically around the pool area set the vibe with the latest top 100, and the open-air bar at water's edge saw several patrons sipping cool beverages from under colorful umbrellas. Ah, life in a luxury high-rise. Poor Lauren, Corey lamented sarcastically, whatever will she do when we buy a house? 

The couple claimed a pair of chaise lounges near the far end of the pool, where Lauren fussed until Corey relented and removed his tank-top so she could apply sunscreen to his back. She'd grown frustrated with him in recent years as he showed increased reluctance to go shirtless in public. To a certain extent, she understood his reticence. While never overly muscular, he'd been in good shape until about 10 years ago, when the girls went off to college and his work hours grew more demanding. Too many late-night coffees and potato-chips in the construction trailer had taken their toll. Age then brought with it flabbier skin and a weak chest. Placing the cap back on the tube, she reached around and playfully grabbed one of his man-boobs. It shook like a jellyfish. 

"Hey, what the heck," Corey yelped, pushing away her, "play with your own tiddies."

"I might just do that," Lauren giggled, trying to shake her tiny bumps and failing miserably. "Right now, I'm going to get us a couple drinks."

Corey admired his wife's attire as she traversed the pool furniture to get to the bar. Wearing the infamous gold micro-bikini which had attracted so much attention on Myles' yacht, she looked really good. In fact, it was exactly the look their daughter Amelia had warned her father about. The top consisted of two incredibly small and shiny golden globes which stretched taut across her tiny chest, connected by ultra-thin twisted braids. The bottoms barely covered her firm bubble butt, tying to the front piece just above the hips. He shook his head, remembering her complaints about a few thigh dimples and varicose veins. When you've got a package like that, who the hell is looking at those? 

As Lauren approached the bar, she was drawn into a circle of sun worshippers who welcomed her by name. Apparently, she spends more time at the pool than I thought. The ebony-haired beauty traded smiles and laughs with neighbors whom she later explained were her "posse". This band of merrymakers had whiled away many a summer hour on the rooftop. In fact, in his absence, they had become her de facto family. As she walked back with seltzers in hand, her hips swayed in a way that commanded attention. Corey noticed the wandering eyes of some of the "posse" as she walked away. Apparently some of the good ol' gang have more things on their minds than swimming and sunsets, my dear.

The cool drink hit the spot. Corey reclined and donned a pair of earbuds which thankfully drowned out the pop music garbage. Good classic rock was what he was after. 

Lauren frowned. "Don't you want to meet my friends?"

Corey craned his neck towards the crowded bar. Most of the men were in their 20s or 30s, with toned abs and proper pecs. Even guys his age had the typical South Florida tan and Adonis look. He suddenly became very conscious of his doughnut fueled physique.

"Uh, maybe later, babe. I was really looking forward to just relaxing in the sun. It'll be forty degrees when I get back to Des Moines."

Lauren's face fell, clearly disappointed. "Suit yourself." 

With that, she spun away and walked back to the posse. At least they're excited to see me.

+++++

Corey woke to the sound of laughter, followed by a splash of water. Kids at play. He relaxed and looked at his playlist. Seven songs had played which he did not remember hearing. Must have fallen asleep.

Yawning, he looked for Lauren, his gaze finding her still at the pool bar. No surprise. The crowd under the thatch roof had grown larger and Corey recognized several neighbors whom he met on the last visit. There were two couples with children. George and Rachel. He couldn't remember the other couple's names. They had left their minions to terrorize the rest of the pool goers while Mommy and Daddy got drunk. Then there were two middle-aged guys, maybe Russ and Jose? The only other neighbor he remembered meeting was the stately looking Jack Carter. A rich guy Lauren often referred to as "Sir Jack", for reasons Corey didn't really understand. He seemed like a nice enough guy. Stocky, not fat, with a stereotypical shiny gold chain that was quite pronounced against his deeply tanned neck and chest.

A pang of envy jabbed at Corey while watching his wife interact with the whole lot. Lauren was definitely forming her own circle of friends. They were the ones who got to hang out with her at the pool. They were the ones drinking wine and watching sunsets together. Corey had missed a whole summer of her life and it was killing him.

Sighing at circumstances he was powerless to change, Corey picked up the seltzer beside his chaise. Tipping it back, he began to let the now warm liquid flow down his throat when something caused him to stop mid-swallow. Fuck. His jaw clenched and he gritted his teeth. A new arrival had made his way through the throng under the umbrellas, shaking hands and patting backs. It was clear all at the bar seemed to know the young Tommy Myers. The same Tommy Myers who gladly served Lauren soup and a cock in his apartment a few weeks ago. 

Corey squeezed the thin can until liquid foamed from the small opening. Seems there were a lot of things on this trip he hadn't counted on. 

It wasn't going to get any better. 

While Tommy engaged Sir Jack, another boy with equally tanned skin and athletic build sauntered up next to Lauren and hugged her. As he pulled away, one hand travelled down her bare back, fingers lightly tracing the curvature of her spine to those delectable buttocks. 

While vaguely familiar, Corey could not place him. Who the hell is this guy...and did he just grope my wife's ass?  

After a few minutes of chit-chat, the boy tried slipping a couple fingers under the top of Lauren's bottoms. She pushed him away and only then leaned into the men to whisper. Whatever she said prompted all three to look over her shoulder in Corey's direction. Son of a bitch. He sure as shit recognized the kid now. Yeah, there was no mistake.  His hands began to shake. That's one of the frat boys who nailed Lauren in the limo. 

While Jack simply smiled cordially and waved, Tommy and Tony looked at each other grinning. The foursome began walking his way. 

He tried feigning disinterest by shoving the earbuds back in and looking for some music. It wasn't until a shadow blocked the sun and a sandal nudged his leg that he was forced to acknowledge their presence.

"Hey, babe," Lauren chirped. 

Corey peered up at the group from behind mirrored sunglasses. Up close, he could see all three men were ripped, even Jack. He crossed his arms in a futile attempt to hide his pale man-boobs. 

"Corey, these are my friends, Jack, Tommy and Tony. You remember meeting Jack when you were down here last. These other two fools...well, you've met, kind of."

Corey kept his cool, lowered his glasses and peered at them from above the rim. Lauren's brow furrowed. 

"Well, aren't you going to say something?"

"Uh, yeah, sure. Thanks for keeping the weather warm." 

Tony snickered. "We like to keep things hot around here, don't we Lauren?"

Corey began to say something unpleasant when a voice across the pool squealed Lauren's name. A pretty young blonde wearing a skimpy pink two-piece came running towards them, ending in a shower of hugs. 

Amy stuck her hand into the older man's face. "Pleasure to meet you. I'm Amy Rossiner, your wife's coworker and best friend. You must be Corey."

"What gave it away?" he replied dryly. "The lack of youth and gold chains?"

Lauren looked at her friend a bit apprehensively, unsure why her husband was being such an ass. The blonde secretary smirked at the brunette, then turned back to Corey. 

"Lack of a tan," she shot back. 

Corey had to laugh; he couldn't help himself. "Touché." 

Tony leaned down and picked up a white nylon volleyball that had been abandoned beside the pool. "Who's up for a game?"

Tommy and Amy were immediately enthusiastic.

"Lauren, Jack?" 

Jack shrugged, took the ball and jumped in the water. Tony helped Lauren down the small steps into the pool. She peeped back.

"Corey?" 

The besieged husband looked down in disgust at the droopy pecs and white belly spilling over his waistline. He wasn't opposed to playing, but did it really have to be with this bunch? Guys who looked like they just walked out of a gym? And two who had been with his wife?

Lauren floated on her back, legs bicycling to keep afloat, the small mounds of her chest just breaking the surface. She was very cognizant of the fact that Corey had just been forced into a face-to-face with two of her lovers, but hoped he would have handled it better. What did he expect? One of them was a neighbor and the other his best friend. She couldn't undo what had happened. What he had encouraged to happen.

"C'mon, babe," she smiled with a pout, "I thought we were going to live a little?" 

Corey reluctantly rose off the chaise and walked to the steps. He could feel their eyes upon him, sizing him up. Fuck. Gingerly, he lowered himself into the pool. Thankfully, the cool water hardened his nipples and made any loose skin contract. It wouldn't be so bad if he could just stay below the waterline. 

+++++

Teams were quickly chosen: Tommy, Jack, and Lauren on one side of the net; Tony, Corey, and Amy on the other. As the game progressed, Corey was impressed by his wife's play, who couldn't have spiked a ball in the last 20 years if her life depended on it. Must have been practicing. He watched as she dove for a save here, served up a spectacular volley there. Others were watching as well. More than once, Corey caught the two fraternity brothers and ol' Sir Jack himself ogling the girls. He couldn't blame them. It was like watching a hot mom and daughter take on muscle beach. 

After one rather nifty play, Tommy dove under Lauren and raised her up on his shoulders in celebration. It was breathtaking the way her nose peeked from between strands of the long wet black hair, water dripping off the swells of her tiny breasts.

Tony elbowed Corey. "That's quite the wife you got there, old dude. Great bikini."

Corey nodded guardedly, tenderly caressing the spot where the boy's forearm had bumped his ribs. 

The younger man leaned over as Tommy teed up the next serve. "You know," he whispered, "I wouldn't mind tapping that again sometime. Just sayin'." 

Corey's eyes widened and the color drained from his face. He never saw the hard serve come his way. Things went dark very, very quickly.

+++++

"Dude, I'm so sorry, I thought you saw that coming." 

Corey opened his eyes. He was sitting on the top step of the pool, water lapping at his feet. Lauren was next to him. The right side of his face was on fire. 

"Probably shouldn't play with that kind of ball," Jack offered in hindsight. "Need a Nerf." 

"Yeah, that'll hurt in the morning," Tony brilliantly predicted.

"I think it already is, dumbshit," Amy retorted. 

Lauren examined the injured eye. "You're going to need something for the swelling. I think I have a bag of frozen peas in the apartment."

"Jesus," Corey rubbed his neck, "You're acting like a bunch of midwives. I'll be fine, just need a beer and a shot of whiskey."

The sun was at its afternoon apex and getting very, very hot. At least it seemed that way to the Iowan, who was used to 40s and 50s this time of year. His face was flush and the swelling increasing. 

"I don't think whiskey is the answer," Lauren frowned. 

Amy nodded. "You're right. I've got something much better."

++++

Corey settled back into the sofa as his wife handed him a bag of frozen vegetables. 

"That ball did a number on your face," Lauren grimaced.

"You should have seen the other guy," he joked half-heartedly.

"Oh, I have," she winked, sitting beside him. Corey winced at the innuendo. She pulled and twirled the gray curls on his head.

"Hurts pretty bad, huh?"

Corey pressed the peas to his eye. "Stings, yeah."

Lauren held out her other hand. In it was a soft gummy with a light sugar coating.

"Is that what I think it is?"

"Yeah. An edible. Take it. Amy says it'll take knock the pain right on out, or at least you won't care. It's not like you never smoked weed." 

He popped the candied orange into his mouth. 

"So, you seem to have a lot of friends already. Amy seems nice."

"Yes, she is."

"Any of them, you know..."

"Boyfriends? No."

Corey tilted his head. "The frat bros?"

"What did Caroline and Amelia call those kind of boys when they were in college? Friends with benefits?"

"Seriously?"

Lauren tugged on his ear. "Why so defensive back there? I thought you'd want to meet my friends."

"I guess I'm jealous that they're able to hangout with you and I'm not."

"Well, you'll be here soon enough."

"Yeah, sure," he said glumly.

"Hey, no frowny faces allowed, mister." Lauren felt so bad for him, having to return to Iowa all alone. Her hand finger-walked across the back of his neck. She covered his shoulder with a smattering of kitten kisses. 

"You aren't really mad that Tony and Tommy are here, are you?"

"Hmmm".

She began massaging his shoulders. "I saw you talking to Tony right before you ate that ball."

"Ahhh...right there, really knotted there."

"What did you boys talk about?" 

Lauren saw the front of his trunks twitch. 

"He liked your swimsuit. A little to the right, please."

"I bet he did. The same way Max liked it, right before I took it off for him."

Another twitch in the crotch. 

"What else did Tony say that's getting you all worked up?" She slid her hand beneath the gathered waistband, passed the inner netting, to his waiting erection.

"He...he...uh, oh, that's nice."

Lauren's cherry red lips had begun travelling down his chest. They stopped to lap at his pasty nipples. 

"What did he say?"

"He said he wouldn't mind...oh, fuck." A pinch to a nipple sent shock waves through his body. 

"Wouldn't mind what?" A thumb caressed the areolae.

"Oooh, ahhh. Shit!"

"Corey?"

"Okay...fuck, that feels good...he said he wouldn't mind t..tapping you again."

Lauren giggled. "How romantic." 

She continued her kisses, taking the time to mouth the doughy abs and plump belly. The back of her hand pushed down the swim trunks enough for his engorged cock to pop out. Sliding from the sofa onto her knees, she pulled them off and threw them in his face. 

"Should I? Let him tap me again? Would you like that, Corey?"

"Fuck."

"Yes, would you like Tony to fuck me again?"

The six-inch lance was bouncing unimpeded in the air. 

"Mmmm, please touch me."

"Maybe Tommy too? At the same time?"

"Damnit, babe, touch me!"

Lauren let the tip of her tongue flick and flutter over the small purple head that was aching for attention. A dollop of precum bubbled out the glans and she was quick to gobble it down. Moving her head to the most advantageous angle, she held the position for just a second, then plunged the fleshy worm passed her lips.



"Fuuccckkk!" Corey groaned as he felt his wife's throat collapse around his rigid dick, her tongue tickling the underside of his swollen member. He watched as a tangle of semi-wet black hair obscured her face as she went down on him. 

Moving her mouth up and down the stiff cock from tip to wiry pubes, she picked up the pace, the tempo becoming torrid and urgent. 

"Oh shit, Lauren! Your mouth feels so good, please don't stop."

She continued to deep throat the narrow six inches. "Deep" was relative, as it was substantially easier to do compared to the others. Foam began building in the corners of her mouth. 

"Ugggghhh, yes, yes, yes!" Corey yelled.

Lauren came up for air. "That's it, fuck my mouth, baby. You know where it's been."

She rolled her tongue around the base of his cock, then up the underside along the main vein. "Or do you?"

"Uh, uh, uh, oh, oh, oh, ah, ah, ah." He was trying to hold it together but was rapidly losing the battle.

She continued to bob in his lap, taking him deep several times, then allowing the slender member to slip from her jaws.

"Do it, baby, drain your balls into my slutty throat."

"Oh, nooooo, Lauren."

"C'mon, Corey, it won't be the first time a man's planted his seed there. NOW BLOW MY FUCKING HEAD OFF!"

The dam broke. He clawed desperately at Lauren's cheeks in an attempt to warn her, to pull her off his cock and save her from the inevitable eruption. To his astonisment, she slapped his hands away and held fast. 

"Shit, shit, shit, baby, I'm there, pull off, pull off!"

Lauren shook her head and clamped her lips tight around the undulating flesh, bracing herself. 

The surge came quickly as the first blast hit the back of her throat, beyond the tonsils. It wasn't nearly the volume she'd taken from the limo driver, but enough to cause a slight gag.

"Ohhhhhhh, Lauren! Oh my God! Sooooooo good!"

The second spurt was even less, barely registering as a tickle. She remembered a porn video she'd once seen and decided now would be as good as time as any. Carefully pulling off the spent dick, holding as much of the small load as possible, Lauren pursed her lips and looked directly into her husband's eyes. Opening her mouth, she showed him the slippery, milky-white substance he'd just deposited on her tongue. With a quick swipe, she swallowed it and smiled, licking her lips. 

Corey looked at his wife incredulously. That was the first time she'd let him blow in her mouth and was one of the most incredible sensations he'd ever experienced. He watched as she slid back onto the cushion beside him and took a drink of water. 

"That was fun, huh?"

He nodded weakly and tried to stand, having a sudden urge to pee. Maybe it was because he stood too quickly, the intensity of the blowjob, or the gummy, but his knees quickly buckled, sending him back down to the sofa.

"Are you okay?" Lauren asked, placing the now not-so-frozen peas back on his eye. 

"Yeah," he muttered, swinging his legs onto the adjoining cushion and pulling a throw over his naked waist, "I think I just need to lay down for a while." 

As his sexy wife milled about in the apartment, gathering their swimsuits to wash out the chlorine, Corey felt an overwhelming desire to take a nap. Fluffing a pillow she'd brought him from the bedroom, he closed eyes and felt the sleep pull him under. 

Just a little nap, and I'll be right as rain.

+++++
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+++++

November 1st. Four months to go.

Corey Miller woke prone on the sofa in his wife's apartment, initial thoughts pleasant but disoriented. The first thing he noticed was his nakedness. A blanket had been strategically thrown over his backside, likely a gesture from his loving wife. A bottle of water had also been thoughtfully placed on the coffee table. Sitting upright, he rubbed his eyes, and opened the water. Although the powerful gummy Lauren had given him was still very much in control, the sting from the volleyball incident earlier in the afternoon returned with a vengeance.

"Fuckin' hurts," he murmured aloud.

Judging from the long shadows, Corey figured he'd been out for at least an hour. The sun had been high and bright when his wife had given him the best blowjob of his life. Even allowed him to cum in her mouth for the first time ever. Now, the sun was sinking to the west in the late afternoon.

He called Lauren's name. No response. Head in hand, he trudged to the bedroom, then to the bathroom. No one. Did she go back to the pool? That in itself made him uneasy, given who had been there earlier. No, her two-piece was in the sink soaking along with his trunks. Maybe she went to lunch with Amy. But then why not wake me?

A little hungry himself, Corey traipsed out to the kitchen. No bread, no sandwich meat. Christ, she eats like a bird. It was then he noticed a small piece of paper tucked neatly under the flower vase.

"Gone to Jack's. Come if you feel like it."

He grabbed a banana from the counter and peeled it.

Jack? As in "Sir Jack"? The rich entrepreneur?  

Corey crammed the fruit into his mouth and drained the water bottle. 

Alright then. Let's go mingle with the natives. 

+++++

Harvey looked a little put-out as he ferried the occasional resident to the 31st floor. Jack Carter was having an impromptu gathering and had phoned in names of the few neighbors he was expecting. Lauren Miller was on that list; her husband was not. But hey, who was he to split hairs? It was Saturday and the soccer match awaited him at the concierge's desk. 

Corey nodded his thanks and stepped off the elevator into the foyer of Jack's penthouse. The Iowan project manager whistled. In construction for over 35 years, he'd acquired an eye for quality materials and this place was top shelf. Italian marble, quartzite countertops, and Roman columns were everywhere. So this is how the Miami rich live. The furniture was ultramodern and colorful artwork decorated the walls, including an abstract of what looked like a couple enjoying a sixty-nine. Definitely a bachelor. 

Corey listened for signs of life. Faint strains of a 60s jam band could be heard coming from deeper in the unit. I like this guy already.

A burst of laughter came from somewhere beyond the kitchen, near large glass doors that, when open as they were now, allowed the expansive balcony to become an extension of the apartment. There were four people near the railing, drinks in hand, gazing at the setting sun. Two of them were George and Rachel, the couple from the pool. The other two Corey didn't know. Closer now, another group of five came into view at the far end of the balcony. Corey stopped in his tracks when he saw Tony, still in swim trunks, with an arm around Lauren's neck, a beer bottle dangling loosely from his hand as he talked. Tommy was on the other side, Amy hanging on his thick forearm. The pink bikini was gone, replaced with a loose tee-shirt tied at the waist and forest green capris. They seemed to be engaged in quite the conversation with their host.

As good as Amy looked, Lauren's beauty was even more breathtaking. Donning a low-cut brown leather halter which barely covered the lower portion of her boobs, her jet-black hair was draped casually over her small chest. If she were to raise her arms even a bit, the tiny breasts would be completely exposed for all to see. Below, she had pulled on a simple pair of denim short shorts, the frayed bottoms riding high on her ass, the crotch so tight her cameltoe was clearly on display. Corey shook his head. He didn't know from where she was getting her wardrobe these days, but at 48, and daily trips to the gym, she was still able to pull it off.

The stealthy observer was at a crossroads. He could have strolled out to the balcony, plucked a beer from the bar, forcibly removed the kid's arm from around his wife's neck, and whisk her away. 

But he didn't. He didn't do any of those things. Corey simply stood and watched. Watched as Lauren laughed at the boy's whispers, watched as she twisted strands of black hair around her nimble fingers, and watched as Tony occasionally dropped his hand and gave her bubble butt a squeeze.

Rather than cause a scene, he decided to exercise a little patience. See where it would go. Not like he was spying again. After all, he'd been invited. So, he decided to watch and learn, and was glad he did. Every time his pretty wife laughed, put her forehead on Tony's shoulder, or ran her fingers over his powerful bare chest, Corey felt the rush of emotions he so craved. Jealousy, rage, arousal. His cock twitched with excitement. 

Fuck me. 

+++++

Upon learning of Jack's after-pool party, Amy had pried the executive from the 23rd floor apartment while Corey napped, plying her friend with two yummy gummies. The younger woman had her sights set on Tommy and figured Lauren for her wingman - and maybe more - seeing the latter's history with both men. The edibles were hitting them hard now and neither could stop giggling. 

It was no surprise the fraternity brothers were happy to see the two women stroll onto the balcony. At the pool, they had accepted the older guy's invitation, but were beginning to regret it, considering the lack of action and boring hippie music. Upon seeing the girls, they immediately went to them. This time, Lauren didn't bother sidestepping Tony's advances as she had done earlier on the rooftop in Corey's presence. She let the boy's hands roam where they may. Perhaps it was the buzz, or the naughtiness of just having swallowed her husband's load, but there was simply no denying the ripped muscles of the football player felt good against her skin. 

+++++

Jack eventually moved on to other neighbors, leaving the foursome to watch the last rays slip behind another high rise. Lauren leaned forward facing the railing, sipping a seltzer. Tony stood behind her, hands on the narrow waist that years of working out had kept thin and taut. It was impossible for her to ignore the bulge from his trunks as he rubbed it into the ass groove of her tight denim shorts. To his delight, she eased back, just a touch, accentuating the electricity that was as much a continuation of the week before as it was now. There were no secrets amongst the friends. Both Tony and Tommy had been with Lauren, and Amy with Tony. They all knew it; none cared.

As the rosy sun gave way to twilight, Lauren reached round and grasped the back of Tony's neck, closing any gap between her naked shoulders and his bare chest. Doing so caused the bottom of the halter to rise, revealing just a glimpse of the hardening areolae beneath. Tony lifted her chin and pressed his lips to hers. She moaned and sucked the thick tongue into her open mouth. Corey tilted his head in awe as he felt a profound change occur deep within. His wife of 28 years seemed so beautiful and content being in the arms of this barely dressed young man. The way she and her lover embraced, the body language as they kissed, convinced the graying husband that he and Lauren had made the right decision for both of them. 

In that instant, God save him, Corey had an odd change of heart. Although the kid clearly hoped for a repeat of the limousine ride, the voyeur husband's animosity suddenly turned from one of loathing to acceptance. His heart-to-heart with Lauren had reassured him their marriage - quirks and all - was still on solid ground. She, like him, appeared to be in their relationship for the long haul, no matter the number of lovers she took. So why hold these men in contempt for simply playing a natural role in their fantasies, something he'd hoped for all along? Did he expect her to be fulfilled by yet another aging and tired old man? Or men like these who could get the job done?

As Corey's new attitude swam around in his still stoned brain, so too did the familiar contractions in his groin. He watched as Tony continued to kiss his wife, one hand down the front of her shorts, the other creeping under the halter. At one point, Corey could have sworn he saw an erect nipple. One that had been in his mouth hundreds of times.

Atta boy. Now we're getting somewhere. 

+++++

Lauren felt decidedly wicked as Tony's tongue twirled around hers. After all, her husband was downstairs napping, and even though they had decided to continue their "arrangement", it wasn't hard to pick up on Corey's disdain for the fraternity brothers. Why? She distinctly remembers him encouraging them individually to fuck her, to "give her what she wants." So why the aversion? Was he threatened by them in some way, beyond their good looks and prowess? That he could show up any minute made it even naughtier. Heck, the perv might even be watching them right now. That would be so like Corey. 

When Tony's hand crept under the halter, she could feel her left nipple stiffen as moist humid air hit it. She moaned with pleasure. Any thoughts of Corey were vanquished. There was something magical about the sunset, the warm breeze, and being in the young man's strong arms.

Tommy chuckled and punched his buddy's arm. "Dude, get a room."

"Pffft, ain't nothin' you haven't seen, bro!"

"Got that right."

Lauren turned beet red and burst into a fit of laughter, hands covering her mouth to hide the embarrassment. She crossed her legs to keep from peeing - one of the unspoken consequences of having children. Standing between two lovers as they talked about her was just too much. What would her friends in Iowa say? 

They'd say I'm waaay too fucking high. 

+++++

Corey shrank into the shadows as Tony led the friends from the balcony and into the apartment's enormous living area. They stood no more than a few feet away. Had any of them simply looked to their left they would have seen him plainly. But Lauren and Amy were too stoned to notice anything but the boys' arms around their waists, and Tommy and Tony were too busy surveying the layout hoping to discover a pocket of privacy. None were obvious. Noticing a set of chrome stairs leading to a second level, the young men quickly led the girls up the steps. One of them squealed as the group reached the top landing. Seconds later a door slammed shut. 

Corey darted to the bottom of the stairs, then quickly to the second floor. He looked down the dark hallway. There were three doors, all on one side. He put his ear to the first. Nothing. Same with the second and third rooms. Now what? They have to be in one of them.

As if on cue, a muffled giggle came from behind the first door. He slinked to it and listened carefully. Another giggle, followed by a series of moans. 

He tried the knob. Miraculously, it was unlocked. Corey slipped through and gently closed the door behind him. He was now in a master's chambers, like a sitting room, just outside a bedroom. The noises were louder now, crisper. The sounds of lips smacking were unmistakable. 

As he approached the bedroom, Corey could see eight bare legs on a thick red comforter near the edge of a large round bed. The feet were somewhat entwined and moving. He didn't dare get any closer. From that angle any movement would surely be detected. On the other side of the doorway was a bathroom which appeared to be common to both the sitting and bedroom areas. Perhaps that would afford him a better view.

Dropping to his hands and knees, Corey crawled on his belly between the exposed door frame, then sprinted into the bathroom. Once there, he inched to the other bedroom door and peered around the jamb. To his exhilaration, the entire bed was now visible. Both girls were in the middle on their backs, while the boys flanked them on either side. 

Tony and Lauren were leisurely kissing, her halter top pushed up over tiny mounds, his fingers plying her erect nubs. Amy and Tommy were laying on their sides, watching the other couple make out, the latter's hand under the blonde's capris, she reached round to stroke his cock through thin swim trunks. 

Corey settled against the sink. Couldn't ask for a better seat.

+++++

After several minutes of fondling, Tony and Lauren noticed they had an audience. The young man winked at Amy. "You missed me, didn't you?" he boasted. "Want more?"

Amy nodded coyly and moved closer. Tony leaned in to caress her face, but to everyone's surprise, she didn't go for Tony's lips. She kissed Lauren. With purpose.

As kisses go, the first was a simple lip smack. The second was longer, fuller. Mouths parted on the third, tongues dancing, breathing shallow. Amy sucked on the older woman's mouth with hunger. This was something she'd fantasized about since meeting the dark-haired executive months ago.

Lauren felt a shockwave rock her pussy with the subtlety of a sledgehammer. All the office flirting, the quick touches, the innuendos, the masturbation session, all the wanting something more from their friendship, came steamrolling back into her consciousness as she felt the blonde's lips tug at her tongue. Amy tasted positively marvelous. Just like she knew she would.

The girls melted into each other's arms, kissing franticly, hands and fingers dancing along the contours of their exquisite bodies. Amy was clearly the more experienced with women. She licked Lauren's tiny tits and rolled the hard pink erasers between thumb and forefinger. Deep moans flowed from the coworkers as they became lost in each other's passion. 

The men were speechless. Watching chicks in porn videos was erotic enough. Watching them while in front of you was on a whole other level. Their raging hardons told the tale. Corey couldn't help himself. He opened his phone's video app and pressed record. 

Back on the bed, Amy pinched and pulled Lauren's breasts, plying them like soft mounds of putty. She reached behind her friend's neck and untied the halter, pulling it away. Lauren mewed as Amy kissed her taut abs. The office manager's breathing deepened as the blonde's mouth inched closer to the Daisy Dukes. She gasped as Amy's hand found the pronounced cameltoe and began applying pressure to the rut.

"Oh!" Lauren moaned, hands on the back of her friend's head, "What are you doing to me?"

Amy said nothing while unsnapping Lauren's shorts. She lowered the brass zipper and bent the flaps of the fly back, purring as smooth pink lips peeked out from beneath.

The secretary lubricated three fingers with her mouth, then carefully worked them into the brunette's shorts until they slid into the fleshy slit, all the way up to the knuckles. 

Lauren squealed. "Ameeeee, yes."

Amy bit down hard on the tiny protruding nipples. "Like that, slut?"

"Mmmm."

"Do you know how long I've been waiting for this? You're all business like at the office, but I know what a little slut you've become. Your husband knows, your boss knows, and now thanks to Steve, probably so does half the IT department. How long before the rest know? You get off getting fucked while your husband sits alone at home jerking off, don't you?" 

"Y-y-yes. God help me, YES!"

Corey moaned. He couldn't help it. Amy was unwittingly pulling his levers.

Fap, fap, fap.

Lauren's pussy puckered at the blonde's hand. Amy's fingers were flying now, a busy blur as the executive's fluids drenched everything in the immediate area.

"That's it. That's it, Don't stop. Ohhhh, yesss!"

The well-endowed fraternity brothers looked at each other, cocks in hand, mouths agape. Off...the fucking...chain.

Amy removed her tee-shirt, allowing the large firm breasts to plop back against her bare skin. She slid Lauren's short shorts off, tossing them to the floor. The secretary spread her friend's legs and pulled the tiny ass to her face. Slowly and methodically, the blonde licked the older woman's thighs, working up to the delectable treasure just inches away. Lauren gasped. The first lick sent her squirming. Two licks had her groping and pulling Amy's long golden hair. By the time the youngster buried her tongue in the steaming wet hole, Lauren was a jiggling mess, screaming at the ceiling as the blonde worked her clit.

Lauren rolled her head back and held Amy's head tight against her pelvis. She could feel the tip of the tongue burrowing its way deeper into the fleshy canal.

"Gawd, oh don't stop. Shit, Shit, right there!" Ohhhh!"

The young blonde was getting into it. She'd been with a few girls, but none tasted as sweet as this woman, 22 years her senior. The salty juices from Lauren's quivering slit coated Amy's mouth as it slid down her throat.

Lauren writhed as Amy worked the sensitive nub. "Good, good...oh fuck! Christ that feels...oh my God! Oh my God! Yes, yes! Just like that!"

Arms flailing about the bed, Lauren's hands groped for anything within reach, pillows, Tony's arm, Tommy's leg, Amy's head...anything.

"Awe, don't stop, don't stop. OH SHIT!"

The young woman continued to feast. Slurping sounds were quite loud now. Amy's middle and index fingers joined her tongue in the assault. 

"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, I'm gonna cum, gonna cum!"

Lauren thrashed violently, legs kicking, squeezing the blonde's head between her wet thighs, hands gripping Tony and Tommy's legs. 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck! Ohhh! Ohhh!, I'm cumming, cumming, cumming! Nnngggghhh, aaaaaaaaaaaeeeeeeeeeee!

Immeasurable pleasure exploded from the mature body, hips arching upward as shaking hands attempted to drive Amy's head clean through her pelvis. Lauren pounded the mattress with both fists as she peaked, a final flood of juices squirting into Amy's mouth. 

"Oh God, oh God, oh God," Lauren panted as her breathing slowed. 

Fortunately for everyone, she would not be allowed to rest.

Amy leapt on top of her and into open arms. She needed to fuck the office tart NOW. Sucking her friend's nipples, her fingers walked along the soft tan thighs until they found the older woman's clitoris. Amy rubbed it between her thumb and middle finger, using the other digits as leverage against the bald and slippery labia. Lauren moaned loudly, caressing her friend's back.

"Yessssss. Oh, Amy, yes."

The women took their time to grope, probe, and learn each other's bodies. It was not hurried, just delicate and raw. Tommy, Tony, and Corey watched in silence. All three were now masturbating furiously. 

Fap, fap, fap.

Gradually, the girls picked up momentum. Amy pinned Lauren to the mattress and straddled the brunette's waist, just above her thin hips. Using deliberately long and slow strides, the young blonde slid her smooth pussy along Lauren's belly. Doing so left clear, wet skid marks on the tanned skin. 



Lauren felt something shift on the mattress. Opening her eyes, she discovered Tony and Tommy kneeling above her, fondling their respective cocks. The black-haired vixen reached up and took them in her hands. 

"Just like old times," she cooed.

A pang of jealousy stabbed Corey in the heart.

Fap, fap, fap.

Amy moaned at the sight of her friend stimulating the two young bucks and reached out to kiss both while she continued to hump Lauren's belly. Occasionally the blonde shook her head in ecstasy, ample breasts bouncing happily in front of her three companions.

The erotic pyramid continued for quite some time, the exigency of their love making gaining steam. Several times, Corey thought one or both the boys were going to lose their load on his wife's face, only to hold on. 

Eventually, Amy moved her hips lower, past Lauren's navel, until their bald pussy lips met in a sloppy, thirsty kiss. Clit against tumid clit, the glorious friction served to fuel their passion as both women moved in unison, caught up in the rapture of their now mutually quivering labia.

Lauren felt the scorching heat from Amy's young cunt as they slammed their pelvis' together with rabid urgency. More than a few times, the blonde sent the executive to the edge with her sapphire eyes and youthful face. It did not escape Lauren that the girl on top, grinding her 26-year-old pussy into her navel, was the same age as her daughters. She cried out involuntarily, shaking her head, desperately trying to banish the dark thoughts that popped into her consciousness. Oh my God!

The women continued to grind their pussies into each other, trying to find just the right position to allow maximum contact. Amy turned sideways to allow her vulva a slight perpendicular angle. Both girls howled when their meaty lips locked together like some perverse jigsaw puzzle.

"Ohhhh, Lauren!"

"Oh, Ameeeeeeee!"

The younger woman leaned back for leverage, hands gripping Lauren's knees. blonde hair curling down her back like a golden shroud. Both women were rocking back and forth now, using their groins as an obscene fulcrum, willing their pussies to deliver the release they so needed.

"Fuck! Fuck, FUCK!" Lauren brayed. "Oh shit, oh shit!"

"Ohhh, ohhh, goddamn," Amy shouted. "Fuck me, Lauren!"

Both could feel incredible, massive orgasms building. Lauren forgot about the two cocks in her hands and sat up on the mattress, throwing her arms around her best friend, holding on for dear life. The bed began to shake as the girls frantically and rhythmically slammed their pelvises together.

"Aeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!!"

"Oooooo, oooooo, ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!!"

Tony and Tommy didn't want to cum, but they just couldn't help it. Watching the girls' savage tribbing right there was too much. The latter came first, firing a stream of thick jizz across the headboard. Tony followed suit, spraying his onto Lauren's back.

Lauren felt Tony's huge load paint her shoulder blades. Oh, nooooo! The coaster ride began, pulling her up the track to the first drop.

"Fuck me, Amy!!"

Closer now, almost to the top.

"Right there, Lauren!! Oh God, oh God!"

The gorgeous blonde grabbed her friend's face between both hand's.

"Ahhhhh, you fucking cunt!" she barked, spit flying.

The car breached the top and went over, the bottom falling out of Lauren's world as she rode the weightlessness of her orgasm.

"Ammeeeeeeeeeeee!!"

"Oh fuck, Lauren, oh God!" Amy was there too. She joined her friend as they clung to one another, pussies grinding out final thrusts, soaking the sheets in the process. "I'm cumming Lauren, YES! YES! Ohhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhh!!

The women grunted as they fell from each other's arms and collapsed. The boys leaned up against the headboard, the last bit of semen oozing from their still hard penises. 

"Jesus, you broads are fire!" Tommy panted. 

Yes, they were. And they weren't done yet. Each pulled a boy into their arms, Tony on top of Lauren, Tommy on Amy. Foreplay was not at all necessary. Tony supported his body above Lauren with thick and muscular arms, positioning his cock at the entrance to her now red and puffy muff. He was going to fuck the shit out of this slut wife, and she was more than ready for him to do it. The boy gripped his tool and began guiding the impressive steel into her already gushing tunnel. 

Go for it, kid, Corey leered, then gasped when he realized what was about to happen. Babe, no!

Lauren felt the boy's circumcised head beginning to penetrate her butterfly. It feels soooo good...but...

"WAIT!" she cried out. 

Tony stopped, clearly annoyed. He knew the reason for her outburst all too well. Fuck. And he didn't have any with him.

Amy knew too. She demanded protection as well. Reaching into her capris, she grabbed two condom packs, tossing one to Tony, the other to Tommy. A true party girl is always prepared.

Lauren went limp. That was close. For a second there, she'd been ready to let this boy fuck her without a net, remembering how amazing even the small amount of goo Corey deposited in her earlier had felt. How could she have gotten so carried away? Not a good idea, little Miss. He's probably slept with half the sororities in the South Florida region.

Protected now, Lauren pulled Tony over her, this time grasping the latex wrapped cock herself and guiding into her wet hole. Her eyes closed tightly as it slid in, filling her the way her husband could not. God, it feels so good. Corey leaned from the doorway just in time to see his wife's face grimace in ecstasy as the boy's manhood stretched out her vaginal walls. It was truly one of his favorite moments. But that was close. Was she really considering letting him fuck her bareback? 

Fap, fap, fap.

Tony laid on top of Lauren and kissed her as they began rocking back and forth as one. Lips smacked loudly and tongues danced wildly as their passion skyrocketed. Things sizzled quickly. Lauren arched her back from time to time to ensure he could reach max depth. 

"OHHHHHHHHHH!" 

"Shit, baby, clamp that pussy around my cock, fuck it, fuck it!"

"Give it to me, Tony, wreck my pussy!"

"Gonna...gonna...fuck you...any time...I want."

Corey raised his eyebrows. Any time he wants?

"Yesssssss, Tony yes, I'm your whore. FUCK ME, fuck your whore!"

The couple settled into a steady rhythm, Lauren clutching his back, strong hands under her buttocks, helping to drive his shaft deeper and deeper. Their voices were reduced to a series of grunts, moans, and sighs. Every now and again Corey caught a whisper. 

"Fuck yeah, deeper, go deeper," Lauren panted.

"You're so beautiful," Tony breathed, "so beautiful."

Fap, fap, fap.

Amy and Tommy were in their own world, albeit inches away. The young blonde had mounted Lauren's neighbor and was riding his cock with abandon.

"Fuck me, Tommy, don't stop, stuff me, GIVE IT TO ME!" 

Corey tore his eyes away from his wife and her lover to watch the younger couple. From his perspective, the pair's youth clearly gave them an edge in the energy department. Several times he thought Amy was going to rip Tommy's dick clean off. Not that Lauren and Tony were far behind in that respect. In fact, they were getting quite a bit louder now. 

"Ohhh...ohhh...ummm...c'mon, Tony, fuck my pussy, you know you wanna to cum. I want it too, baby!"

Tony continued to piston his cock in and out of the mature pussy, feeling another orgasm building. He had never cum twice in such little time, but the images of the girls making out, the beautiful raven-haired wife below him, and the blonde riding his fraternity brother only a foot away was overloading his circuits. He was going to cum.

"Ah, SHIT, bitch, gonna blow, take it, take it!"

Lauren raked painted nails down his back as she held on, matching his strong thrusts. The girth was stretching her out now, the fullness almost unbearable.

"Fuck me like you fuck those college girls, baby, come in my tight, warm pussy, LET IT GO!"

"FUCKIN' WHORE!! Gonna cum, here it comes, here it comes!" Tony bellowed as he looked down, watching his condom-wrapped cock thrust into the older woman's bare pussy below. "FUCK your husband, Lauren, this is my cunt now!"

Lauren's back arched, hands pulling his ass closer.

"I'm gonna cum, Tony," she whispered, squeezing him tight, squeaking as the small spasm spread throughout her extremities. Amy had taken most of her energy earlier, leaving little for Tony to work with, but this was a pleasant release, nonetheless. 

The boy tensed once more, his body seizing as he grunted and winced, draining the last bit of semen into the rubber. Collapsing on Lauren's chest, he repeatedly voiced his appreciation. "Awe shit, baby, thank you, thank you, so good, so good." 

Corey damned near lost his load right then but managed to hold on. How can I last this long in my hands, but only minutes in Lauren's pussy?  It was a mystery so many others with his fetish have wrestled with over the years.

Lauren held Tony tightly until he stopped shaking, her fingers caressing his sweaty hair. Tony's cock was big enough for her to have felt it convulse and quake while ejaculating, even though it was just into the latex's reservoir. She closed her eyes. How amazing it would have felt had it shot deep into me. 

As Tony rolled off with a smile, Lauren glanced to her left just in time to see Tommy nearing the same fate. His head was buried in a pillow as Amy bounced up and down on his dick like a woman possessed, her meaty jugs jiggling in time with the rhythm as her pussy tried to coax a second round out of him as well. He seemed to be having trouble getting there. 

Seeing his plight, Lauren chimed in. "Fuck her good, Tommy!" she barked, "Get her off."

The young couple locked eyes with the older woman as Amy doubled down on her assault.

"Spray me," Lauren beseeched Tommy. "I want to feel your hot love on my face."

"Oh FUCK!" The boy hollered. He was almost there.

Lauren crouched down. "Been looking at those naughty pictures again, baby?" She remembered what had been in his browser history. "The ones that look just like me? You wanna blow your load on my face again, don't you, Tommy?"

"Yes! Fuck, yes!"

"On my tits?"

"Oh, hell yes!"

"Do it, baby, cum us!" Amy begged.

Tommy's head began thrashing against the pillow.

"Off me, off me! I'm there! I'm there!

Amy rolled off the young man and positioned her face over his groin. Lauren did the same. They tried yanking the condom off, but it clung to the sweaty and slippery shaft.

"Damnit!"

"Gonna cum!" Tommy warned, desperately clawing it to no avail. He tried stalling the inevitable, wanting very much to paint the older woman's face with his load. Finally Amy simply tore the latex tip and hurriedly rolled the sheath down past the cock head, just in time for Tommy's first eruption.

"Fuuucccckkkkkkk!" he roared, grasping both girls' shoulders.

The first discharge caught Amy on the cheek, the second, more powerful stream completely shellacked Lauren's forehead and nose.

"Give it to us, baby, every last ounce!" Amy implored the boy, milking his quaking manhood.

"Ahhhhh, FUCK you bitches are hot! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!"

Corey was hammering his own cock while watching the kid unload on his wife's face. It was an impressive amount for being a second rounder. Seeing the milky-white liquid run down Lauren's face sent him to the toilet, flinging open the lid.

God Lauren, so nasty, so beautiful. 

He bent over the bowl, one hand leaning against the wall behind it, the other tugging furiously at his raw and increasingly tender meat.

My wife...a slut, a whore, a world class cocksucker!

Fap, fap, fap.

That cum on her face!

Fap, fap, fap.

"All my friends are fucking me, babe!"

"Oh, Lauren!" he cried out, beyond caring if anyone noticed.

His cock dripped strands of pre-cum, elongating as gravity pulled the stringy mess towards the porcelain rim. He pictured her "posse" hanging out every weekend, pool by day, orgy by night. 

Fap, fap, fap. 

He was close.

Oh God! Oh God! Oh God! You fucking whore, fucking whore, fucking whore!

Real close.

Suddenly, Corey wasn't alone. A body pressed itself against his back and a small tan arm reached round the pudgy belly, a delicate hand encircling his dick.

Shit!

He looked in the mirror directly behind the toilet and saw a face he knew as well as his own, staring back at him over his shoulder. Remnants of Tommy's glaze were still on her cheek.

"I thought I heard my name," Lauren whispered.

"I-I-I...shit, Lauren. I don't know what to say."

"Shhhh. Don't say a thing." She tightened her grip on his cock. 

"Oh God."

"I thought you might come up. Are you enjoying the get-together?"

They searched each other's faces in the reflection.

"Yes," Corey croaked.

"I was with Amy."

He nodded. "I saw. You two were beautiful together."

"Hmm, we were, weren't we? Tony fucked me good too."

"Sounds like he wants more. Gonna go steady?"

Lauren laughed. "Hardly."

"You admitted you were his whore."

"Tonight, I was."

He could feel his release building. Lauren knew it too. Her hand pumped his six inches as she laid it on.

"You know, if he was my boyfriend, he could come over every day and have his way with me. I'd be his plaything while you sit at home in Iowa, imagining all the naughty, perverse things we'd do. Would you like that, Twisty?"

Corey's lips curled into a snarl. His balls were ready to explode.

"Whatta you say, babe, can he use my pussy while you use your hand?"

"Yessssss."

Lauren was beating him off furiously now. She brought the other round to his chest and fingered a nipple.

"Cum for me, babe. Give it to me."

"Oh, Lauren!"

"Think of the things you have to fantasize about on those cold Iowan nights. Me and my friends. My fuck buddies. All banging your hot, whore wife until she screams their names!"

"Oh, nooooooooooooooooo!"

Her husband's dick constricted and then expanded, hard as steel.

Here it comes.

Lauren scrambled under Corey's arms and sat on the toilet seat, face to face with his now pulsating penis. She resumed stroking the wrinkled worm.

"Blow baby. Spray my face. Give your slut what she needs."

"Laurrrrrrrrrrreeeennnnnnn!" Corey brayed as he felt the orgasm rip through his body and the jizz hurtle down towards his tormented glans, seeking an exit. The first spurt made its debut in fine fashion, landing squarely in the eyes of the mother of two. She took it all, some in her hair, some on the forehead, the majority of it on her chin, where small droplets escaped and ran down her neck.

Lauren waited patiently until his aging body recovered, then gently pushed him away from the toilet. Her eyes twinkled. "We've got a holiday reunion to plan, mister. But first, I need a shower."

The couple stripped the bed and threw on fresh linens before turning off the light. As they walked arm-in-arm down the stairs to the first level, they bumped hips and played ass-grab like they were 20-year-olds. 

At the bottom of the steps, Lauren turned to Corey and hugged him tight. "Please hurry down to me. It won't be home until you're here."

"Soon," he promised her, kissing the top of her head. "Very soon."

+++++
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+++++

November 26th. Just over three months to go.

+++++

Lightning lit up the skies over Miami International as Lauren Miller watched the rain pummel the tarmac, sending ground crews scurrying for cover. Wave after wave of muffled rolling thunder could be heard inside the terminal. Not good. As if on cue, a collective groan rose from a group of travelers standing next to the big status board.

Delayed.  Cancelled.  Delayed. Delayed.

She caught a glimpse of her flight number and sighed with nervous relief. For the moment, only delayed. Thank God.  Not only was it the busiest travel day of the year, the weather forecast for South Florida was anything but good. Lauren didn't relish the notion of slogging back to her apartment with luggage she'd already checked, just to return tomorrow on Thanksgiving Day and do it all over again. Thank God daughters Caroline and Amelia had flown into Des Moines from Colorado and Chicago the previous evening. With them settled into their old bedrooms for the long weekend, it was now up to her to make the family whole.

After firing off a quick note to Corey about the delay, she grabbed her backpack and wandered the airport, in and out of small shops packed with snacks, books and trinkets. Eventually her stomach began to rumble. Across the concourse, a quaint dine-and-dash with a medieval façade beckoned. A quick check of her flight's status put the estimated time of departure at two o'clock. Plenty of time for a quick bite.

As Lauren waited in line, one harried family in particular caught her eye. A couple with two small girls, maybe seven or eight years old, had stopped along the concourse to look for their boarding passes. The husband looked lost and the wife annoyed that he could not remember where he'd put them. They were clearly having a tense moment.

That had been she and Corey some twenty years prior, plodding through the life they had forged together, raising two lovely women in the process. Although their 28-year marriage had had its skittish moments - the last few months definitely more edgy than others - they'd been able to weather it all.

Lauren picked up her tray and turned from the counter, nearly colliding with a young girl doing the same. A bit of fancy balancing kept the contents from tumbling to the floor. Looking up from their respective trays, the two sets of gorgeous eyes met and held a gaze.

Oh my God. Randy Sandy's, Lauren gasped at seeing a familiar face smiling back at her.

"Well, hello there," the girl finally spoke. "You just never know who you'll run into at an airport, do ya?"

"H-h-hi, Autumn," Lauren stammered awkwardly. It had been over four weeks since the redhead had given her a very provocative lap dance in a back room of the strip club.

"Oh so, you do remember my name? Nice. I think we made an impression on each other that night, in more ways than one. But you haven't been back to see me, sexy."

Lauren blushed. "I, uh...I'm surprised you remember me."

"I try and remember all my customers, especially the cute ones," the girl winked. "I'm disappointed, we had such a good time."

"I-I-I've been working."  Why does this 20-year-old intimidate me so? Oh, that's right, you pretty much paid her to have sex with you.

Autumn scanned the area for an open table. There was only one available. "Want to share?"

Lauren nodded guardedly and followed the dancer across the concourse like a lemming, eyes glued to the long fiery red hair cascading in loose curls over a low-cut peasant blouse. The taut buttocks stuffed into skin-tight jeans were distracting to say the least.

Jesus. 

+++++

Autumn smirked at her former customer staring back across the small two-top. "Your food's getting cold."

Lauren snapped out of it. It was a bit of a shock, running into a sex worker she had employed for pleasure just a few weeks ago. "I'm sorry, I don't mean to be rude. It's just that you're the last person I would have expected to see here."

"You sure it has nothing to do with the fact that we had sex?" Autumn asked flatly. "Well, almost, anyway."

The brunette glanced around uneasily at the diners next to them.

"Strippers do fly you know," the girl continued. "Many make pretty good money."

"I'm sure you do. Look, I'm not judging."

Autumn popped a French fry into her mouth. "Didn't say you were."

"You delayed?" Lauren guessed correctly.

"Yeah, until two. You?"

"Same. Headed to Des Moines to see my girls and husband."

"Good for you. Family is important. So, you live in Iowa and work in Miami?"

Lauren explained she and Corey's plan to move to Florida, and that she was the advance team, so to speak. "So, what's your story? Home as well?"

"Well, first, seeing that I'm not on the clock - and I like you - my birth name is Chloe. Second, I'm an orphan, so no one to go home to."

The Rekrap executive felt terrible for broaching such a topic. "I'm sorry, I didn't know."

"Like you could? Besides, no family means no one to disappoint."

For the next hour and a half, the two traded life stories over a steady flow of beer. Lauren felt sorry for the young dancer.

"Wish you could come to Iowa and have a proper Thanksgiving."

Chloe smiled. "Thanks, I do too. But I'm on the job, heading to the Outer Banks."

"Not a vacation, huh?"

"If I intend on retiring at 30, no vacations yet."

"So don't take this the wrong way, but you're what, a traveling stripper?" Lauren joked.

Chloe laughed. As she did, her large, firm breasts jiggled beneath the loose blouse. "Let's just say I'm a therapist in my spare time."

She noticed the office manager's confused look from the corner of her eye and winked again.

"I'm an escort, dahhhhling."

Lauren's eyebrows arched. Something about that wink made her panties wet, but she had to maintain decorum.

"I-I-I don't see the therapist connection."

"Think about it," Chloe continued. "Men and women - and there are plenty of women - who hire escorts have needs. Escorts fulfill those needs in very specific ways."

Lauren thought back to the night she was propositioned. "Specific? I mean it's just sex, right?"

"Yes and no. It's all hooking, but girls working the street are typically desperate because, well, that's all they have. Many are addicts, others have no education or family to fall back on. I help out at the mission when I can. Terrible stories."

"But not you?"

Chloe took another drink and examined the label.

"Honestly? Not really. Being a product of an orphanage provided me with a means to go to the community college. But I wanted more, so I applied to a four-year university and got into stripping as a way to pay tuition. Which it did, and more."

Lauren gave her an appreciative look. "A college graduate and a stripper. Impressive."

"Well, before you nominate me for the Nobel prize, I didn't graduate. I'm only 20."

"Oh."

"Almost though. I think I've got another ten hours or something. But honestly, I'm making way more money doing what I'm doing, and I get to help people."

"The therapist angle. Fulfilling needs."

Chloe nodded. "Exactly. Most johns trolling streets usually want straight sex, more or less. A blowjob here, quick fuck there. Escort clients tend to be more eclectic. They want sophistication, intelligence, as well as a hole to fuck. We provide that, along with a whole host of fetish specialties. You won't find girls walking the street very experienced in some of the more, shall we say, extreme sensualities. And some just want a pretty face to listen to their problems, maybe eye candy to parade around in front of their friends. A girl looking for just a quick buck towards her next high certainly can't pull that off. The guy I'm seeing this weekend wants to take a girlfriend back home to mom and dad to get them off his case. They're convinced he's gay, which he's not. Just doesn't have a lot of time for women."

"And he has to go to Miami to find a date?"

Chloe shrugged. "What can I say? He liked my online profile and here I am."

Lauren chewed on a fry. "So, it's more than just sex."

"Well, in the end, it's ALL about sex. I'm sure this guy will want something more than mom's apple pie for dessert. But what I do is not very different from some of the things you may have done yourself for your man. Dress as a cheerleader, go to a party as a sexy witch, get tied to the bedposts or put in handcuffs. If you've done any of those things, you're no different than me. Except I get paid in cash and you get paid with attention and love. Oh, and to do my job you have to love to fuck."

It may have been the alcohol, but Lauren actually understood the analogy. She had certainly helped others with their idiosyncrasies. Corey being the most obvious, but there had been Tommy and his thing for older women, Tony and the MILF loving frat brothers, Steve the nerd, who longed to be an alpha-male. Then there was Amy just a few weeks ago.

"I see what you mean," the executive acknowledged. She told Chloe of her acute interest in sexology and how it fascinated her.

The redhead grinned. "Is that what brought you into Sandy's, then? Research?"

The women locked eyes, the heat between their legs manifesting itself as lustful embers within dilated pupils. Had there been more time, neither doubted their earlier tryst would have been repeated in a ladies room located in some remote part of the airport terminal. It was not to be. A new message hit both phones at once, breaking their unspoken connection. The ground stop had been lifted.

"I guess we'd better get to our gates," Lauren lamented quietly, reluctantly slinging the heavy backpack over her shoulder.

Chloe drained the last of the beer and rustled a business card from her purse. She scribbled a phone number on the back.

"Here's my private cell," the younger woman leaned in, her hot breath on Lauren's face. "Call me some time. You know, for research."

Lauren peeked at the card as the erotic dancer swished across the concourse and disappeared into the throng of tourists and suitcases.

Damned if that isn't the sexiest walk ever. 

The front read simply Autumn Breeze. Prurient Stables. Elegance for Every Occasion.  An office number was beneath. On the back was Chloe's cell phone, accentuated with a heart.

It certainly would take a mighty breeze to cool me off right now. 

+++++

Lauren settled into the narrow seat as the airliner climbed to its cruising altitude for the three-and-a-half-hour flight. She was ecstatic about seeing her daughters again. Caroline, of course, was the free spirit. Corey always said she would have walked the road to Woodstock with the thousands of other hippies had she lived through that era. If Lauren had to pick which of their children would fire up a joint in front of them first, Caroline would be the one. Now a high school counselor in Colorado Springs, she was helping the youth of the day take on myriad of problems, from acne to teen pregnancy. It was a noble profession and Lauren was quite proud of her.

Amelia was the exact opposite. The older of the two, a collegiate superstar, first in her class, a first-rate tech job right out of school. That girl was a mover and shaker, and Lauren was equally as proud. The girl had a sharp tongue and wasn't afraid to use it, much to the couple's consternation when she was a teenager.

During Lauren's regular calls with her daughters, Caroline seemed the more relaxed lately. For some odd reason, while never unpleasant, there always seemed to be something on Amelia's mind, something she wasn't saying.

Closing her eyes, Lauren listened to the drone of the engines as they hurtled the metal tube through the sky. It would be an understatement to say things had been crazy since moving to Miami. Lauren went from a nearly frigid, post-menopausal wife to a wanton, sexual being that genuinely sought to understand the art of sex and its nuances. From cuckolding her husband, enjoying multiple partners, and her first lesbian experiences, she had checked more boxes than Corey had ever imagined or hoped for - all in six short months. And they both seemed positively addicted to the thrill. Him relishing the encounters with both lust and loathing - feelings she was still trying hard to process - and she thankful for the opportunity to flirt anew, feel attractive, and yes, having her world rocked again. It was a place neither of them would have envisioned themselves being, and yet here they were, embracing the adventures like teenagers in an amusement park.

Lauren admitted getting a little reckless with the engineer at Rekrap. It was bad enough her CEO knew about the bracelet, but she didn't need rumors floating amongst the staff that their married office manager was a slut. Steve was just socially awkward enough where he might be inclined to tell a few geeky coworkers about their encounter to gain street cred.

Iowa. To say she didn't miss Des Moines would simply not be true. The house where the kids were raised, old haunts, and good friends were all fond memories, although bonds with the latter had slowly been fading. Not being in someone's everyday life tends to distance people emotionally; an unfortunate, almost inevitable consequence of moving away. Corey, God bless him, was her one constant. Many would say her trysts -- as condoned as they were - would surely drive a wedge between them. Obviously, he harbored the same thoughts or else wouldn't have travelled 1,500 miles just a few weeks ago to talk it out. It was clear he was concerned about their future. Was it any surprise? He'd opened Pandora's box and it had him worried. Not that he needed to be. She would never, ever leave him. Theirs was one bond that would last forever.

The one thing truly  surprising was the discovery - quite by accident - of his penchant for light humiliation. A man's man, never one to bend or back down, the revelation was a little unsettling. Not in an appalling way, mind you, just so not expected. Even Corey was unnerved by it.

Lauren had read this flavor of the fetish regularly manifested itself to some degree among many men who enjoyed sharing their wives. Only time would tell if that tendency would continue in her husband. It didn't matter. In fact, like her new friend Chloe, Lauren was finding she enjoyed helping others realize their sexual proclivities. Giggling, she had a novel thought. Maybe I should hang out my own shingle: Lauren Miller, Sex Therapist.

+++++

The flight was uneventful and landed on time. Corey arrived promptly, waving cheerfully as his wife burst through the double doors with oversized luggage. From there the couple drove the 45 minutes to the Des Moines suburb where they had lived for decades. Caroline and Amelia made dinner, and they enjoyed their first meal together as a family in quite some time. After clearing the table, the four retired to the living room where they talked to the wee hours of the morning, catching up on every aspect of their lives.

Almost every aspect, that is.

+++++

As they had for years, the family spent most of Thanksgiving Day at the local veterans' shelter, working to ensure those down on their luck had a decent holiday dinner. It was with some sadness they walked out knowing it would be their last time there, but Corey and Lauren pledged to begin doing the same in Florida.

Later that night, the couple made love. Even though they hadn't seen each other for over three weeks, they kept it low key out of fear of waking the girls. Corey was predictably quick, and Lauren whimpered convincingly, requiring a fist-in-mouth to suppress the odd outburst. It was just like old times, the most notable difference being they actually had sex, something the pre-Miami era bedroom had seen precious little of.

+++++

Corey woke that Friday morning full of enthusiasm. He left for an early round of golf with his buddies, Sean, Toby, and Zane. Golfing with these guys was always a blast. Friends for over 20 years, they had seen each other through the best and worst of times. Weddings, children, deaths of parents, Zane's divorce; they'd weathered it all while sloshing though mundane jobs. None of them held ivy league positions. Sean sold furniture, Zane was a motorcycle mechanic, and Toby a firefighter. Besides hanging with his family, there were no other humans on the planet he'd rather be with than these three guys.

Lauren and the girls had their own plans, which included shopping and a trip to the salon. They agreed to meet Corey back at the house early afternoon to prepare for the what they hoped would be their last annual post-Thanksgiving party. It was something the Millers held every year in their large backyard and this one was shaping up to be the best yet. The weather forecast called for clear skies and a low in the mid-50s. Perfect.

Yes, it was going to be a good day.

+++++

After the foursome shot a respectable 18 holes, Corey met Lauren at the house to set up for the big event. Each year they averaged about thirty couples and were hoping for an even bigger turnout this time. Fire pit? Check. Propane heaters? Check. Corn hole? Absolutely. Whiskey? Got it. S'more supplies and firewood? Yep. By three o'clock everything was ready.

Lauren went to the gym for a quick workout while Corey headed to the liquor store for bags of ice.

It was going to be a good evening.

+++++

Lauren rifled through her purse in pursuit of an elusive gym membership card. She hadn't used it since moving. Good through the December 31, she aimed to use it one more time.

The front desk attendant noticed the woman's futile rummaging and offered to confirm membership through her drivers license.

"Oh yes, Mrs. Miller. Nice to see you again. You're good to go. Hope to see your husband again real soon too."

Lauren scrunched her face. "My husband?"

"Yep," the girl replied cheerfully, "he signed up for a membership about two weeks ago. Been coming in four or five nights a week now."

"Corey?" Lauren blinked. "Corey Miller?"

"Yes, nice guy."

Lauren shook her head and walked to the treadmills.

Wow, he's chock full of surprises these days.

Over the next hour she spoke to some of the other gym patrons while drifting from machine to machine. Some she recognized: a couple neighbors, ladies from church, one of their daughters' high school teachers, and a few of Caroline's friends. It was nice seeing familiar faces again. She made sure they all knew about the party that evening.

+++++

Corey stepped from the shower and toweled off. The only things left were to fire up the grill and make sure Caroline had the sound system set up outside. A few lights here, some old basketball flooring pieced together there, and voila, instant dance floor. Although he offered to hire a disc jockey, his daughter had insisted on spinning the music herself. Something about people not wanting to dance to classic rock. Oh, well, Corey had no doubt she'd keep everyone hopping.



After dressing, he passed by Lauren's closet and couldn't help noticing how frumpy her older clothes were. Nothing like the provacative outfits she favored these days. He hoped whatever she wore tonight was sexy enough to make his friends notice what a hottie his wife still was.

He would not be disappointed.

+++++

Lauren climbed off the rowing machine and glanced at her phone. Five o'clock. Time to leave and help Corey with the party. After changing, she stopped in a stall to pee. As she unraveled the unbelievably thin toilet paper, the locker room door opened and several laughing women entered.

"I can't believe how fit she is."

"And so tan!"

"Well, that's what living in Miami will do to you."

Lauren froze, tissue in hand. The voices sounded familiar. Hadn't she just been speaking to them?  Why would they be talking about me?

Lockers opened and closed, metal clanging as they shut.

"Miami or not, she looks fantastic."

"I know, right? Those abs and that ass!"

One of the women sighed. "All natural too. I'll never get there, that's for sure."

Another lowered her voice. "Have you seen her posts?"

Lauren strained to hear, not moving.

"Yes!" the other whispered. "No way could I wear those clothes in public. And at her age! Goodness, she's barely dressed. And those guys hanging on her! I mean she's married right?"

"Gotta admit though, she certainly pulls it off. I didn't look like that good even at twenty."

"Do you think she's having an affair? With her there and him here, it must be rough on their marriage."

"I hate to think that. She's so devoted to her family."

"I guess when you have a body like that you can flaunt it."

"Well, that she is. But its only a matter of time before one of those hunks gets her into bed."

"Maybe we should plan a visit!"

The women shared a chuckle and left the room, door slamming behind them.

Lauren flushed the toilet and exited the stall. Months ago that kind of catty talk would have offended her deeply. But not the new Lauren Miller. She simply tossed that jet-black hair, blew a kiss at her reflection in the mirror, and smiled as she left, head held high.

+++++

Blue smoke could be seen floating above neighborhood homes from a block away. Corey loved to grill, and a plethora of meat was cooking simultaneously. Guests were starting to arrive, and he was being pulled in several directions at once. Where the heck is Lauren? She'd arrived home an hour ago and he hadn't seen her since.

Caroline opened the screen door from the house and shouted to her father. "The Wilsons are here. Lots of others are parking."

"Thanks, babe. Have you seen Mom?"

"No, she's still upstairs getting ready."

"Okay, thanks. Show them where the drinks are. I'll be right there."

Corey was thankful when he heard the roar of Zane's tricked out American steel rumble into the driveway. Plucking the first wave of meat off the grill and onto a platter, the besieged host tossed the tongs to his friend and stepped inside the house. C'mon, Lauren, I need you.

He stopped dead in his tracks when entering the rear of the house. There, greeting guests in the foyer, was his incredibly gorgeous wife in an impossibly tight, off-shoulder, long-sleeve sweater dress. The snow-white outfit's hem came to mid-thigh, where it nearly touched the top of brown patent-leather boots, the over-the-knee kind with three-inch heels. Several gold bangles were wound around her wrists, and a simple midnight blue choker collar accented her tan neck.

Goddamn. She knocks me out. Every...single...time. 

Lauren happened to look over the shoulder of a neighbor and caught his eye. She knew all too well the effect just the right clothes had on him, and winked acknowledgement along with a naughty smile.

Yes, indeed. Tonight was going to be a good night. 

+++++

By eight o'clock, the party had switched into high gear. Bellies full and drinks flowing, the host and hostess now had time to mingle with friends and neighbors. The ebb and flow of guests was exactly as expected. Lauren fluttered from one pod of conversation to the next, chatting up church ladies one minute, party animals the next. She was particularly amused at the sideway glances from some of the guests. The men seemed more inclined to ogle, while many of the women were clearly judgmental. In the few moments she and Corey found themselves passing one another, they joked about which husband would be the first one slugged for flirting with her.

Eventually, those who never stay had long gone, leaving behind the type that like to close a party down. Mostly die-hard neighbors, along with Sean, Toby and their wives, Shelly and Judy, Lauren's BFFs Gail and Ellen, and a few of the kids' old friends. Then there was Zane, who looked somewhat lost amongst the other couples. His recent divorce had suddenly turned his "plus one" into a "minus one" and he was still learning how to deal with it.

Seeing the room change from families to all adults, Caroline transitioned the music from light pop to EDM, and the dance floor quickly filled. Elbows to assholes on the cramped "dance floor", Lauren and her single girlfriends proved most popular amongst the guys.

Corey made brief appearances alongside his wife, but as usual, was content to watch from the sidelines. It was amusing to see, almost predict, how the men would surreptitiously dance their way across the floor, miraculously ending up next to the girls. Once there, their wandering eyes would drink in Lauren's clingy sweater dress and her friends' tight clothing. Even his good friend Zane seemed particularly enamored by the good hostess, chatting her up often, bumping hips and dipping often. Corey chalked up his enthusiasm to being horny and hammered. Poor guy was probably just glad to feel the touch of a woman again. Lauren noticed the extra attention as well. While her husband may have been surprised at the overt flirting, the coquetry came as little surprise to her, given his best friend's past behavior. Behavior that Corey was unaware of to this day. She simply smiled politely and gently deflected his advances.

As he watched his wife run the gauntlet of male guests, Corey felt the familiar jealousy and arousal creeping in. That befuddled him. Watching his wife dance with strangers was one thing. But theses were friends and neighbors, some of whom he'd known for decades. They were people who knew Lauren from the PTA, as a church volunteer, and softball coach. His cock twitched at the thought. Did that make it all the more erotic?

Close to midnight, the neighbors called it a night. Caroline's and Amelia's old friends convinced them to go spend the night at their homes, leaving the rest to carry the torch. Sean, Toby and Zane tried to pull Corey onto the screened-in porch with the promise of a good cigar. He asked for a minute to scrape the grill and put away his tools. There would be dew in the morning and that wouldn't bode well for steel utensils.

+++++

Lauren held court with her girlfriends in the kitchen, whipping up exotic drinks learned from various bartenders in Miami. Happy to see Gail, Ellen and Judy again, she enthusiastically told them about life in Miami, her job, the yachts, the beaches. It was like she'd never left.

Except...

"I see you've not slowed down any," Gail laughed, pulling up Lauren's social media posts on her phone. "In fact, I'd say you've picked up speed."

Lauren chuckled nervously. "I'm enjoying myself, yes."

"You're definitely bringing sexy back," Judy proclaimed.

"Yeah," Shelly chimed in. "What happened to the shy chick who we could barely get to happy-hour?

"Well, you know," Lauren searched for benign reasons for the skimpy clothes, "I'm just trying to fit in with the natives."

"Uh huh. Well, the natives are damned studs, that's for sure," Gail relied.

"They're just pictures, girls, you know, documenting the memories."

"We can see that. The guy with his hands on your hips dry humping your ass on the dance floor does look like a good memory."

"Yeah, well," Lauren replied sheepishly, starting the blender. "It was."

Gail waited for the blender to stop. "You sampling the local cuisine, girlfriend?" she asked, tongue-in-cheek.

"GAIL!" Shelly exclaimed.

"Look," Judy lowered her voice. "Nobody's judging here. After years with the same guy, I think we've all thought about what it would be like to, you know...at least once. Am I right? I mean if I was in a city known for twenty-four hour partying, with no hubby around, I might consider nibbling myself."

The other girls grinned and nodded.

Lauren poured a fresh batch of Blue Hawaiians form the Pyrex pitcher. "I'm not cheating on Corey, okay?"

That much was verily true.

Gail raised her hands and spread her fingers. "Whatever you say, sweetie. I for one am jealous as hell. You at least made it out of this shit hole town. Kudos to you."

The girls held up their glasses. "To leaving the shit hole!"

"One thing's for certain, Lauren," Ellen predicted, swallowing the delicious cold drink, "you better be ready to fuck tonight, cuz with that dress and those boots, Corey's going to jump you the second we leave."

+++++

Corey heard the peal of women's laughter carry from the kitchen to the backyard as he scraped burnt meat from the grill. He was glad Lauren had this opportunity to reconnect with old friends. Although the couple had pledged to start anew, it was important to remember those who shaped your life.

Closing the stainless-steel lid, he wiped down the tools and put them away. A neighbor's cat ran across his feet and through the lattice work that encased the enclosed deck. Shit! The goddamn thing will get stuck in there and die.  As Corey moved stealthily towards the porch so as not to spook the wayward feline, he could smell the pungent cigar smoke and hear his best friends chatting.

"Girls are lookin' good tonight, huh? Can't wait to get Judy home and give her some leftover stuffing," Toby guffawed, clearly feeling a night's worth of bourbon. "I do wish she'd start shopping where Lauren does. Holy crap!"

Sean agreed. "That dress, right? And she's in the best shape I've ever seen her. Corey's a lucky motherfucker."

"Holy crap is right. Have you seen her online posts?" Zane asked, pulling out his phone. "Whatta you think's going on there? One month she's a candidate for the June Cleaver award, the next she's walking around South Beach like she's in some sexy reality TV show. Bikinis, parties, getting sandwiched in bars by guys half her age."

Corey instantly forgot about the cat and crouched under the deck's flooring. Uh oh.

The guys puffed their cigars as Zane passed around the widescreen device, giving each of them a good look."

"You think she's doin' any of those guys?" Toby posited.

"Lauren?" Sean retorted, "No way. She's been into Corey for forever."

"Well, she did marry him pretty young, like at 20 right? Maybe she's trying to make up for lost time."

Sean shook his head. "I don't think so, guys."

Zane peered down at a photo of their hostess in a half-shirt and skinny jeans.

"I hear ya, man, but she's over the top in some of these. No way she's NOT getting hit on. I mean, who wouldn't tap that given a chance?"

Thanks, Zane, you're a real pal. 

Despite his disappointment in hearing the guys talk this way about his wife, he felt a tingle between his legs.

"Are you serious right now?" Sean asked. "This is our friend's wife we're talking about."

That a boy, defend her honor. 

The men fell silent as they sucked on the stogies.

"So, this is just us, right?" Zane finally spoke, blowing a plume of smoke to the ceiling as he eyed one particularly risqué shot of Lauren in a two-piece somewhere on a beach. "Tell me she wasn't on fire tonight. Tell me you didn't feel her ooze sex when you danced with her. Tell me you wouldn't give your left nut to bust in that."

Corey felt his dick lurch against his boxers. Holy shit! He couldn't believe his ears. This was his best friend talking. And yet, the whole discussion had him rock hard.

Against his best judgment, Sean took a peek at the photo. Damned if he couldn't disagree. The triangle of Lauren's bottoms barely covered her snatch and it was a good bet there was no hair underneath. He'd never, ever hurt his friend, but...how could a man NOT want that?

Toby frowned at his friends. He'd tried to warn Corey of the perils of leaving Lauren alone down there. There was no evidence whatsoever of her stepping out on him, but still, one couldn't ignore the pics.

"Time to change the subject, gents," he suggested. "No need for Corey to walk into a conversation like this."

Just as Zane slid the phone back into his pocket, their benevolent host walked onto the porch, dusting dirt off his hands.

"So, who's got the cigars? Whatcha all been talking about?"

+++++

It was just after two-thirty when the last of the revelers were whisked away by a ride share. The intoxicated couple carefully climbed the stairs to their second floor bedroom. No sooner as the door closed behind them, Lauren quickly fell into her husband's arms. Mrs. Miller was clearly horny.

Corey inhaled deeply. Her perfume was overpowering. "My, my, someone's frisky."

"Well, you've got me all wound up."

His fingers ran along the sweater's ribbed material. "Are you sure it's me having that effect? You got a lot of attention from others tonight in that outfit."

Lauren giggled. "I'm sure it was the booze rather than the dress."

"Don't be modest, my love. Your online modeling portfolio is also causing quite the stir. I had no idea you posted that many pictures."

She frowned in a goofy, drunken way. "I guess I shouldn't be so cavalier with what I share."

Corey kissed her bare shoulders and neck.

"I dunno, it's kinda sexy having decadent snaps of my once prim wife being analyzed and ogled by friends and neighbors. You know, rumors flying here and there. Is she cheating on him or not? Inquiring minds want to know."

He pressed a growing erection into the tight dress.

"Ogled?" she asked curiously.

Corey informed her of the overheard conversation between his friends.

Lauren's mouth curled up at the corners. It was definitely not the reaction he'd expected.

"Zane actually said he'd sleep with me?"

"In so many words."

"And that doesn't piss you off? I mean he's been our friend for over twenty-five years. Your best friend for even more."

"What can I shay?" he replied, a silly inebriated grin on his face. "He's got gooood taste."

He didn't have to say anymore. She could see it in his eyes. "Oh my God, perv, that turns you on doesn't it? Your friends thinking of me that way?"

Corey shrugged and hugged her even tighter. Lauren could feel his small bulge growing. Good Lord, he's got it bad. The booze was hitting her hard now too. Time to try out my therapy skills.

Pulling away from of her husband's arms, Lauren sashayed to a dresser that had lain fallow since she'd left. His eyes followed her ass as it rocked up and down under the tight sweater dress. Out came an older model vibrator, even smaller than Corey's average-sized dick. It wasn't The Chairman, but it would have to do.

Lauren crawled across the bed and nestled her back against the soft headboard, careful not to dig the heels into the mattress. Smiling coyly, she hitched the bottom of the thin dress up to her waist and spread her long tan legs. The pointy tops of the boots drew Corey's eyes to her lewdly exposed ass and pussy.

He watched with rapture as she rubbed the small bullet-shaped toy over her smooth, shaved labia. It didn't take long for him to shed his clothes and kneel before her, just another worshipper at the alter of pudendum.

"Your friends were naughty tonight, trying to take advantage of your drunk wife," Lauren cooed, using one hand to ply her nipples through the sweater material, the other inserting the dildo into her moistening pussy.

Corey licked his lips as tiny nubs atop small breasts strained against the soft cloth.

"Especially Zane."

"Yessss, especially Zane," she gasped as the toy penetrated her slit.

Lauren moaned and spread her legs even wider, giving her husband an unfettered view of the now slippery bullet sliding in and out of the glistening hole. She could see his cock was only half erect. What the hell? I'll need to step it up if I want that dick in me tonight.

"Would you let him?

"What's that?"

"You heard me. Would you let Zane fuck me?"

"I-I-I..."

"He's got a thing for me, you know."

"Huh?"

"Remember the softball tournaments I told you about? The out of town ones?Zane always took his daughter, never Abby. She could never be bothered."

Corey's mouth dropped. "I remember. So he's the one that hit on you?"

"Among others, when the dads got drunk."

"You never told me."

"Would it have mattered? Nothing happened."

Corey was dumbfounded to hear Zane actually tried to seduce her. His cock bobbed up and down like a diving board.

"So, would you let him fuck me? Maybe he could do me at a hotel in some dark ballroom or service corridor."

Corey hissed. His thumb and index finger closed around his fleshy worm.

"Let him look me in the eyes and spew his cum deep into my vulnerable pussy while his clueless friend sits at home."

Corey felt a surge in his cock and lurched forward. "You mean...no protection?"

"Mmmm, I think I'd like that."

The 61-year-old groaned again. It was so perverse, the thought of Zane barebacking his wife. Without hesitation the surprising answer just slipped out.

"Okay." Shit, did he just say that?

Lauren's eyes widened. What? It's not the reaction she's expected. Totally against the ground rules they had set. Her cunt just got wetter.

Holding her husband's gaze, she lowered the top of the dress to below her chest, exposing those sweet tomato-sized tits. Lauren increased the pace at which the vibrator explored her love canal. Her thumb twisted the end of the toy and it jumped to life, the resulting vibrations skittering along her spine to her alcohol soaked brain.

"Oh, shit, Corey."

"That's it, fuck yourself, babe, do it, feel the heat."

Who's therapy was it now?

The plastic shell of the small bullet slid easily past the pink and swollen lips. With each deep dive, Lauren wrenched it violently past her clit, causing her to gasp with each thrust. Dollops of clear liquid squirt from the puckering hole as she pulled it out, only to plunge it back in.

"Can you feel him in you, Lauren? Can you feel our friend? Zane's bare stiff cock rubbing against your naked pussy? He's probing, trying to find just the right angle to lay into you."

Lauren's head jerked back against the headboard. "FUCK!"

"Hush, close your eyes. Imagine his massive, tattooed chest above you, strong legs driving home that huge pecker."

Corey knew how to pull levers too. Being a motorcycle enthusiast, Zane had bought into the lifestyle a long time ago. Lots of ink and muscles. Not quite a one-percenter, but certainly looking the part. A fierce façade, he'd been able to bluff their way out of a few bar scrapes over the years. Zane didn't carry a gun, preferring to use his fists when called upon. To Corey's knowledge, the only weapon he was packing was swinging between his legs. And if camping memories served him right, that gun was quite substantial.

"Mmmmmm," Lauren moaned repeatedly, the image of Zane's ripped physique swirling around in her brain. I should have fucked him years ago when I had the chance. 

"You like my best friend's cock, bitch?



"Ohhhh, mmmm. Yessss!"

"Take it, whore, take Zane's cock, feel it in you, throbbing, pulsing, desperate to pump his spunk in your unprotected cunt."

Lauren was mewing now, over and over and over, the squeaks growing louder and more urgent.

"Yes, yes, I want it, give it to me!"

"Fuck him, baby, open those slut legs and let Zane fuck your married pussy!"

Lauren felt an orgasm beginning to build. She drove the toy as deep as it would go. "Corey, oh Corey!"

"Stay with it, sweetie, think of Zane with you on those tournaments. After all these years, he finally takes you into that dark ballroom and bends you over a banquet table. Think of the scandal! Slut softball coach banged like a bitch while team sleeps upstairs!"

Lauren's breathing was getting sharper, a rhythmic chant of "oh, oh, oh," filled the room until the scream welled up in her lungs, gurgled passed her throat and gushed from her mouth.

"CUMMINNNNNNNNNGGGGG COREEEEEEEE!!!"

Corey watched as his wife's pelvis thrust towards the small bullet as if it would somehow go deeper. Her body spasmed, tights abs quivering as shaking arms had difficulty steadying the vibrator.

"Oh God, oh God," she huff and puffed, trying to regain her senses.

Seeing Lauren cum compelled Corey into action. He dove on top of her and drove his six inches deep into the slippery pink hole. All this talk of his best friend taking her had made him hard as nails. She yelped, initially surprised at the force at which he jumped her, but when he tore into her pussy like a man possessed, Lauren met his pelvis motion thrust for thrust.

"Deeper baby," she coaxed, "fuck me like you know Zane wants to. You gonna let him bang your slut wife, Corey? What would he think of all the men who've had their way with me? How would he look at you if he knew his best friend was a cuck?"

"Jesus, Lauren, NO!"

"But you do want him to see my body, don't you sweetie? Not just my bikini, but my naked titties and tight little twat? Oooh, I bet he wishes his tongue was snaking up it right now!"

"Ngggggggghhhhaaahhhhh, wanna fuck you!"

"You're not the only one these days, Twisty, get in line! C'mon, do you want Zane to fuck me good or not?"

"So good, so good," Corey panted.

"Tell me," Lauren demanded. "Tell me what you want."

"I want Zane to fuck you!" he shouted, cringing at his words but too aroused to fight them.

"And what?"

"And...AND CUM INSIDE YOU!"

"Really? You'd let him blow in me? Fire his seed into my nasty pussy?"

"YES YES YES, oh God yes!"

Corey continued to pound Lauren from on top. Their hips moved together as one.

"WILL YOU FUCK HIM?" Corey yelled. "I WANT YOU TO FUCK ZANE!

He couldn't believe the words coming out of his mouth but was powerless to stop them. His arms started to shake under the weight of his body.

"Oh God, Lauren," Corey whined, "I do want you to fuck him. I want you to fuck my best friend!"

The therapy treatment was working after all.

"Yes, yes, yes, I'll fuck him for you baby. On his bike, in his shop, on the beach. Wherever he wants me, I'll let him take me! Make me his bitch!"

"Nnnngggggggguhhhhhhhh!"

"You like that, pervert? Other men taking me whenever they want, using my pussy as their own personal cumdump?"

"Giving it to you, slut, just the way you like it!"

"Oh God, oh God, Fuck me, fuck me harder, Corey!"

The intensity of their lovemaking was reaching a crescendo. Anyone in the vicinity of the backyard would have heard their passionate cries coming from the second story bedroom.

"Fucking cum slut whore, you want Zane to dump his load into you?"

"AAAAAAHHHH...yesssssss, Corey, oh, oh, SHIT FUCK GODDAMN!!"

"Take it bitch, take Zane's spunk!"

Despite Lauren's lowered expectations of what her husband's cock could do these days, she felt another orgasm blossom in her loins and travel through her body. When it got to her mouth she opened it and for a moment nothing came out. Then...

"OH FUCK, OH FUCK, CUMMING, CUMMING, OH GOD BABY I'M CUMMING AGAIN!!!" Lauren brayed at the top of her lungs. She wasn't faking either. It was a bona fide bone shaker. Both hands grabbed his head and yanked his face to hers. Nose to nose, she snarled in sheer ecstasy.

"HOW MANY, TWISTY? How many dads would have felt me up? How many would I have blown in the ballpark's bathrooms? THERE'S JUST NO TELLING HOW MANY COCKS I COULD HAVE HAD IN ME BY NOW."

"OHHHHHHHH Lauren, NOOOOOOO!"

Corey pulled out just as he came, his pudgy body sending several spurts of liquid love onto his wife's face. The remaining ejaculate fell to her dress, which had gathered around her middle. Lauren tried to control her own release while caring for her husband's, which was arguably more important to her.

"That's it baby," she smiled softly, "give it all to me." The now shriveled cock was against her thigh. A few more dribbles told her he was done.

Spent, Corey rolled onto his back, his old lungs heaving to replenish oxygen. Lauren played with the curly gray chest hair as they cuddled.

"Damn, tiger, you made me come with that cock of yours. What's gotten into you lately? Whatever it is, keep it up."

Corey would have laughed at the double entendre if the reason for his arousal had not been so dark. For years he'd had trouble with erections, but now any mention of Lauren with someone else ensured an instant boner. It wasn't a secret anymore.

"You know why."

"Well, if thinking of me with other men does that, then give me a dozen."

"By my count you're already halfway there," he joked.

She threw a pillow at him. "You're such a smartass!"

Lauren made her way into the bathroom and washed the semen from her face. Most of it had landed on the dress, which would definitely need to go to the dry cleaners. After brushing her teeth, the matriarch of the house returned to bed only to find her husband propped up on one elbow. He appeared to have something on his mind.

"Yes?"

"Did you mean what you said? That you'd like to be with Zane?"

Lauren brushed a strand of hair from her eyes. "Babe, that was pillow talk."

"But you enjoyed it too."

She couldn't deny it. Zane had sex appeal, he always did. Although nearing 60 himself, the mechanic was the exact opposite of her husband physically. Large six-foot three frame, rustic and rugged features, muscles bursting from the concert tee-shirts he insisted wearing twenty-four seven. Basically a guy that was blustery biker on the outside, sweet on the inside.

"He's your best friend. Us messing around would be bad mojo."

Corey sighed glumly. "Yeah, I guess you're right. I just thought...never mind. Stupid idea." He was clearly dejected.

Lauren kissed him on the forehead. "And you just happened to think since I was already here this weekend..."

"Yeah, something like that."

"Even if I wanted to, there's no way he'd do it if he thought you knew. I don't think he's quite that kinky."

Lauren was doing her best to talk Corey -- and herself -- out of any such intentions. New acquaintances and strangers were one thing. Involving old friends would be taking it to another level she wasn't sure they should go.

"You're right," he agreed reluctantly. "it would have to happen organically."

Lauren nodded. "Exactly, which isn't likely. Besides, do you really want to use a friend like that? Which is exactly what we'd be doing. Some people would find that dispicable."

"I'm guessing a few folks might say the same about a lot of what we've done lately. As far as using Zane goes, I heard what he said loud and clear. If he hit on you behind my back - something I now find out he's done in the past - then it's just two wretched things cancelling each other out, wouldn't you agree?"

She laid her head on his shoulder and thought about that. It was hard to disagree. Plus, its not like he wouldn't be getting something out of it too. It didn't matter, it would never happen.

Eyes heavy, the copious amounts of alcohol took its final toll and escorted both into a deep slumber.

All in all, it had been a good day.

+++++

The alleyway was dark and forbidding. A thick fog covered the ground and angry voices could be heard coming from decaying tenement buildings rising high above. Rats scurried from one trash can to another in search of a tasty, rotting meal.

Lauren slinked slowly along the narrow walk, avoiding pools of water, oil and discarded trash. The faint sounds of a sexual encounter drew her attention to a ground level apartment window. Peering in, she locked eyes with a spitting image of her 20-year-old self on an old, tattered mattress, moaning as her college boyfriend Pauly fucked her from behind. The doppelgänger's eyes bore into her, telepathically conveying the pure lust it felt. It was a feeling Lauren remembered well. The mist in front of the window lifted slightly, and her reflection revealed that she too was naked. Beyond the two lovers was yet another portal that provided a familiar view, a side street beside Pauly's old fraternity house. A man in a car was masturbating furiously behind the wheel. As his head pivoted towards the window like some demon in a movie, his face became clear. Corey!

Lauren's hand crept between her legs as she watched her young self get hammered by her ex. Her fingers were barely wet when their passionate cries were replaced with similar sounds from another window. Lauren walked cautiously to that frame and peeked in. A scene from her honeymoon! Corey was between her legs licking her to orgasm. My God, he does know how to use his tongue well! Lauren rubbed her clit as the honeymooners made love. Oh, to be young again!

Yet another window became illuminated in the murky darkness. She stumbled to it. Max and Corey were tag teaming her present-day self on Myles' yacht. Her first foray into extramarital sex, the one that started it all! Lauren felt an orgasm building as her hands worked madly to get her off. She was almost there...!

The vibration started as a low rumble, barely perceptible. As Lauren rammed her fingers into a flooding pussy, the windows gathered and rotated around her head like an erotic funhouse. The sounds of multiple orgasms filled the air and glass rattled violently as the noise approached rapidly. What the hell is that?

Frightened cats darted across the alley. The roar grew louder. A steady POP! POP! POP! broke loose buckets of semen which began spewing from each of the carnal scenes circling above her, splashing gallons of the sticky goo across her pretty face and sending individual rivulets of cum streaming down her chest and belly. Undaunted, Lauren continued the assault on her swollen cunt, edging closer to the much-needed climax. Laughing maniacally, she smeared the seminal fluid over her body. POP! POP! POP! The thunderous rumbling was almost on top of her now, providing a perfect soundtrack to the impending orgasm.

It was just a tiny flash in the fog at first, growing larger as it got nearer. Lauren kept her eyes glued to it as she shoved all four fingers into her tortured slit. Whatever it was, she wanted to cum before it got there. Just as she was on the brink, one badass Harley Davison Cruiser belching fire from its exhaust roared down the alley and stopped before her. With a torrent of semen still flowing from the ghostly window frames, she gasped and stared lustfully at the rider. There, naked like her, was Corey's friend Zane, straddling the noisy, vibrating machine. An obscenely large cock, two or three feet in length, rose from between his legs. Suddenly and without warning the creature's meatus spoke, a bit of pre-cum seeping from its crude mouth.

"Looking for me?"

An orgasm exploded through Lauren's body, sending shock waves in every direction. The alleyway crumbled and fell away beneath her feet into a black void. Towering tenement housing collapsed into a cloud of dust, leaving Lauren standing next to Zane's apparition and his giant penis.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhh, yessssssss!" she moaned just before her lips closed over the Zane's massive tool. "Just what I've been looking for."

+++++

Corey's eyes fluttered open as he heard the large motorcycle rumbling through the neighborhood. Loud any time of day, it was particularly conspicuous at seven-thirty in the morning. He looked over at Lauren asleep next to him.

Damnit. He'd forgotten about going fishing with Zane. Throwing off the covers, he thought he heard Lauren mutter something. She was laying on her side facing away from him, hands between her legs. The pillow appeared unusually sweaty.

"Babe," he gently shook her. "I'm going fishing with Zane for a couple hours. Be back soon.

A low gutteral moan escaped Lauren's mouth.

"Ohhhhh, yessssss!"

It was followed by more words he couldn't make out.

Pulling a ball cap over his head, he smiled.

Sweet dreams, love.

+++++

The drive to the lake in Corey's pickup was a bit awkward from his perspective, seeing that just hours ago he and Lauren had fantasized about the passenger having sex with her. Several times, Zane caught his slightly older buddy looking at him from the corner of his eye.

"What?"

Corey shook his head. "Nothing, just glad to have you as a friend." You know, a friend who covet's my wife.

"Yeah, man, me too. Just don't get all weird and shit. Should I be going into the woods with you alone?"

Parking at the trailhead of their favorite fishing spot, they pulled tackle and rods from the bed of the truck, and hiked the quarter mile to the lake's edge. After dropping a couple lines and ground spiking their poles, Zane poured two coffees from his thermos and handed one to Corey.

"That'll put hair on your chest," the large man proclaimed.

"Thanks, I need it after last night."

"Yeah, that was one hell of a good time, thanks for having me over. I haven't been doing much since Abby and I split up."

"As if you wouldn't be invited," Corey lifted the mug to his friend. "But what about that waitress from the diner? Aren't you guys seeing each other? She was hot."

Zane shook his head. "Ashley. She went back to her ex. Great body, fucked like a gazelle, just still attached, I guess. But man, she was gorgeous. It sucks now cuz the guys at the shop are going to give me a rash of shit."

Corey got up and checked his line. Nothing. He recast and sat back down.

"Give you shit about what?"

"Well, I was supposed to get an award tonight over in Bakersfield at the Motorbike Association banquet. Top Mechanic. Been bragging to all the boys I was bringing Ash and how she'd put their women to shame. They said no way she was as fine as I made her out to be."

"So, say she's sick, show a picture of her on your phone, and tell 'em to go fuck themselves."

"Not really into taking pics on my phone. Anything on there is of either Abby or Bessy. Nah, I'm just going to skip it. The only reason to go was to show off Ashley and stick a skewer in those fuckers' eyes."

Corey smiled. Bessy was his Harley; his one and only love now that his wife was gone. "Sorry man. But you've got to have a whole stable of beauties. Why not give one a call?"

Zane laughed loudly and slapped his thigh. "I appreciate the confidence, man, but honestly, Ashley's been it. Abby's only been gone a couple months, you know. Give me time to build that little black book again."

After no bites, the pair drop lines in a another spot. Corey remembered a new lure he'd bought a month ago and thought it might help. With Zane watching his pole, he trudged to the truck and retrieved the forgotten jig. On his way back, an idea hit the project manager like a lightning bolt. A mischievous, perverse idea.

"How 'bout some more Joe?" Corey asked upon his return. He studied Zane's face as his friend poured another cup of the still steaming liquid from his insulated cannister.

"Say man, you said the boys at the shop haven't seen Ashley, right?"

"Yeah, so?"

"So, what if we find another Ashley?"

"How the fuck you propose we do that?"

Do I really want to go there?

Corey's eyes fixed on his buddy and hesitated. Finally, he blurted it out. "Take Lauren." There, I said it.

Zane blinked, then cracked a smile. "Yeah, right."

"No seriously. You think Lauren's hot?" Corey already knew the answer to that.

"Uh, wow man, I..." Zane didn't really know how to navigate that question. Of course he thought she was hot. Fuckin' smoking hot. "She's your wife and all..."

"Do you," Corey interrupted him, "think she's pretty?"

"Yes, of course. She's beautiful."

"Okay then. I have a simple solution to your dilemma. You need a looker to impress your pals and I'm sure Lauren would love to help you save face."

Corey was sweating even though temps were in the mid-forties. Going out on a limb here, dipshit. You'd better be right. 

"Wait, you'd really let your wife go with me to Bakersfield? No way."

"Sure, why not?"

"Um, dude, Bakersfield is an hour away."

"So?"

Zane leaned in. "There's always an after-party at Freddy's. It's a roadhouse, so draw your on conclusions. Bikes, beer, pool and tits. It can get pretty wild. Everybody gets lit and stays at the motel across the street. I wasn't planning on coming home until morning."

Corey straightened and took a sip. His groin tingled. It was doing a lot of that these

days.

"Oh."

"Yeah, oh. So thanks, but probably not a situation you want to put your wife in."

Zane stood, effectively ending that conversation. He was dangerously close to agreeing to his friends proposal and needed to remove himself from the possibility.

Not having more than one or two bites all morning, they decided to try one more spot before calling it a day. As they cast their lines into glass-like waters, Corey stared out across the lake and exhaled. Damnit, it was the perfect scenario. He needed to try.

"I'll ask her anyway."

Zane rolled his eyes. "Dude, what's the point? She's not going to spend the night with me in a motel and you sure the hell ain't gonna let her."

Corey saw his idea falling apart. It was the bottom of the ninth, two outs, bases loaded.

"What if you had two rooms?"

He could see the wheels turning in Zane's head. "I dunno man. But even so, awards are tonight, I doubt if any rooms are left."

"Doesn't have to be across from Freddy's, just in the general area. You take "Ashley" to the banquet, she wows the guys with her beauty, then you drop her off on the way to the bar. Tell them she had too much to drink and is sleeping it off. They'll buy that and start ragging on someone else. Tomorrow morning you both come back to Des Moines. Problem solved."

Zane mulled that one over. Who the hell wouldn't want to spend an evening with that bronze beauty, especially under the guise of being his girlfriend? Even though nothing would happen -- after all, she'd rebuffed him once before -- it would still be diabolically fun. On the other hand, could he really behave himself? Any way you sliced it, the whole thing would be damn erotic and potentially volatile at the same time. Beyond all the things that could go wrong with the masquerade - he could call her the wrong name, someone might recognize her - there was the friendship component as well. He was only human. Drunk, he may well do something he'd regret and forever fuck up his relationship with Corey. And yet, there was no denying the thought of walking into the banquet with Lauren on his arm made his cock rock hard. Packing up, he felt his deflector shields weakening. If his buddy was so casual about the whole thing, then why not? Fuck it.

"Sure, see if she's game."

Corey's grin grew from an imperceptible smirk to a full-blown smile. He stowed his tackle box, preparing to leave. "Okay, let's go find out."



+++++

Lauren stood on the front lawn armed with hedge shears and grass clippers. She knew Corey simply didn't have time to keep up with the landscaping, but it was worse than imagined. The blue ivy was overgrown and the trees had sucker branches. She wiped her brow. It was unseasonably warm for Iowa that holiday weekend, already 75 degrees at noon. The humid air had prompted her to don nylon shorts and one of Corey's wife beaters. Only two days to whip this mess back into shape.

The presence of Zane's gray and chrome bike didn't escape her. Lauren remembered the boys had planned a fishing trip last night, so finding it in the driveway that morning came as no surprise. She stopped next to the expensive motorcycle on her way to the hedges and caressed the handlebars. A brief image of last night's dream flashed before her eyes, forcing a dreamy smile. That was definitely a weird one.

By the time Corey's truck came to a rattling stop in front of the house, most of the bushes had been trimmed and tree branches cut back. It wasn't until an odd silence followed did she look in that direction. It took her a moment to realize she was the cause of the strange quiet. No wonder, bent over the lilacs, her ass and legs had been on full display. Snickering, she turned and put her hands on her hips.

"It's about time you guys got back. Plenty of yard waste for you to pick up."

Corey and Zane stared at her shamelessly. The sweat she'd worked up had thoroughly soaked the wife beater and her small braless breasts were clearly visible through the material.

Lauren rolled her eyes. "Um, when you're done gawking can you guys help clean up?"

Corey looked at Zane and then back to his wife.

"Sure, babe. Maybe we can work something out. Can we talk?"

+++++

"So let me get this straight," Lauren pointed at Zane. "You need a date to impress your grease monkey coworkers, and you," she waved her hand at Corey, "are okay with me doing just that?"

"We'll, it's one way to get the yard picked up," her husband joked nervously.

Lauren grabbed Corey's hand and pulled him into the garage.

"Where are you going with this?" she poked a finger into his chest.

"I just thought..."

"That I'd dress up all sexy like and go on a date with your best friend AND give his buddies a thrill?"

"I-I-I..."

"And, what? Maybe sleep with him too? Like our little roleplay last night? I told you that was pillow talk. He's your friend for God's sake!

Corey could see she was plenty upset. "I'm sorry, you're right. I was out of line asking you to even consider such a dumb plan. It was all me. I suggested it."

Lauren stood with her arms folded across her chest, a foot tapping the garage floor repeatedly. She looked over her husband's shoulder at Zane, who'd begun picking up some of the heavier branches from the lawn. As usual, a black tee-shirt clung to his massive chest and arms. As he leveraged strong legs to heave the limbs into the back of Corey's pickup, his blue jeans pulled taut across his crotch, revealing the fairly substantial package she always knew was there. The vague morning memory of the giant talking cock brought a smile, which she desperately tried to hide from Corey.

It would serve his ass right for cooking this shit up behind my back.

"Alright," Lauren said defiantly, "I'll go with him. Just remember, this was your idea." She grabbed a bottled water from the garage's refrigerator and ushered Corey back down the driveway towards his buddy.

Zane looked up and accepted the drink with misgiving. "Um, thanks, I think."

"Looks like you got yourself a date."

He could sense the animosity.

"Lauren, really, I didn't..."

"Relax, I know this isn't your brainchild. So, what time do we leave? I'm living out of a suitcase here. I'll need to go the mall and look for a dress."

Zane tilted his head. "Dress?"

"For the banquet."

He had to laugh. "Lauren, this isn't a prom. It's a bunch of bike enthusiasts and mechanics getting together to blow off steam. The awards are just an excuse. Besides, Bessy's toting us there. Best to wear denim or leather. The cruiser's comfortable, but this time of year an hour ride's going to get chilly."

She glanced at the motorcycle. Of course he's riding Bessy.

"Okaaaay, so what does one wear to this ceremony then?"

Zane pulled out his phone and showed her pics of his wife Abby before they split up. She was posing with another girl next to a row of bikes at a recent rally. Leather, leather, leather. The photographs were very well composed.

"I thought you didn't like photography?" Corey asked, amused.

His friend shot him an impish grin. "I do when the subject's right, bro."

Lauren studied the photos. She nodded, her mind mentally inventorying the clothing she'd brought with her. The nearest thing she had to leather pants was back in Miami. "What time?"

"Starts at seven, we leave at four. That'll give us time to hose the bugs off us."

"Well then, I guess you boys better get this mess cleaned up. I've got some shopping to do."

With that, Lauren turned and walked briskly up the path to the front door. Corey watched as Zane's eyes followed her bouncing ass. He knew there was a very good chance his friend would be seeing that - and much more - naked tonight.

The conflicted husband shook his head. What have I done?

+++++

Corey sat cross legged on the bed while Lauren worked her magic at the vanity. For over 25 years she'd sat in the exact same spot highlighting her beauty for him alone. Now, at his behest, she was primping for another man. His best friend at that.  The reality of it all sunk in as she opened her makeup kit. This was no longer a secretive game played out of town with strangers. This was Des Moines, their hometown, where they had grown up, got married, and raised children. He watched his wife meticulously apply eyeshadow, liner and mascara just as she'd done a thousand times before. Only this time it was different. Much different.

After adding just the right shade of pink lipstick, Lauren rose and strolled over to where Corey rested nervously, ankles flinching. Next to him on the bed was a pair of black leather pants and a similar jacket found at a boutique shop in the next county. A very personable and heavily tattooed clerk knew exactly the look Lauren was after. "Glenda" also hooked her up with a strapless corset -- black leather, of course -- which fully zipped from bottom to top. Or, as Glenda pointed out, blue eyes darting over Lauren's body, unzipped from top to bottom, a decidedly better proposition.

Lauren's makeup robe fell from her shoulders, prompting Corey to run his watering eyes over her freshly showered body. Small breasts, still firm after all these years, yearned to be suckled, and the savory labia below was freshly shaved. Was this a sign? Lauren pulled on the skin-tight leathers, hoisting them up over her hips.

"Do you think I'll make an impression on Zane's friends?"

Corey nodded, swallowing hard. For the first time in a long time he was speechless.

Next came the corset. Lauren wrapped it around her braless chest and tan belly. "Can you help?" she asked, nodding at the silver front zipper.

Corey's hands trembled as he struggled to get it started. The shiny leather against her tan skin was quite distracting. Of course, she could have easily zipped the vest herself, but then where would the fun have been in that? Lauren's research clearly told her a husband should be involved in a date's preparation as much as possible. And wasn't this a date? Forget the reason and that the matchmaker was her husband. Tonight, she WAS supposed to be Zane's girlfriend for all intent and purposes - counterfeit or not. Whether this turned into something more than acting would certainly be game time providence.

After fumbling a bit, the befuddled husband successfully zipped the vest, watching it close tightly around her chiseled abs and 30b-cup breasts. Her small mounds looked like pliable oversized golf balls underneath the taut garment. Would the next hand on that zipper belong to his best friend?

Corey had to admit his wife had totally nailed the "chic biker chick" look. She could grace the cover of any motorsport magazine. I really should NOT be sending her off to a roadhouse looking like this. The guilt was tremendous. The arousal was more.

Lauren continued to dress. She pulled on a pair of crisscross leather stilettos brought from Miami and snapped on a silver cuff bracelet. Finally, Corey was handed a thin, black velvet choker with small metal rivets.

"Would you?" she asked, grinning. The effect this was having on him could not be underestimated and she was more than happy to deliver. Obediently he placed the choker around her delicate neck.

"Lauren, you look absolutely incredible."

"Ashley," Lauren corrected him, lowering the corset's zipper to just between her breasts. "But you can call me Ash."

"Sure, Ash," he said in jest, but no amount of joking could mask the man's apprehension at this point.

"What's the matter, babe?" she asked, damn well knowing the answer.

"Other than sending you on a date with my best friend and a bunch of bikers?"

"Bike enthusiasts, and I'm sure Zane will take good care of me. I don't think any of his friends are members of those outlaw clubs you hear about. They just like to ride. Besides, this is your idea. Not mine, not his. Yours."

Corey sighed. "I know, I'm just..."

"Having second thoughts?" Her hand went to his crotch, the waning sunlight reflecting off the silver bracelet. "Looks to me like you can't wait to jerk off. Will you be thinking of me partying with Zane and buddies in some dive bar? I'll be acting like his girlfriend in so many ways, babe. Does that make you jealous?" The bulge grew and pulsated. "Uh huh, I thought so."

Neither knew how the evening would end, but Zane could never know of Corey's complacency in the scheme. Which meant little to no communication between the couple overnight. Details would have to wait until morning. To that end, Lauren felt obligated to leave her husband with a consolation prize.

Sinking to her knees, leather pants pulled taut over her ass, she unsnapped his shorts and let them fall to his ankles. Next came the boxer shorts.

"Lauren, I..."

"Shhhh," she hushed him. "You better take what you can. The next cock though these lips may not be yours."

The significance of those words forced a rush of air from Corey's lungs as Lauren's mouth closed around his dick.

"Oh shit!" he wheezed, placing his hands on the head bobbing in his crotch.

After several minutes of topshelf cocksucking, she allowed the fleshy worm to plop out and quickly wrapped painted fingernails around the quivering shaft. Her eyes met his halfway.

"What if... he wants me to go to the bar with him?"

Corey could barely concentrate. "Then just go."

Lauren kept stroking, picking up speed.

"You'd be okay with that? He's not going to be sober enough to take me back to my motel later. There'd be only one option."

"I know," Corey croaked.

"And you'd be okay with that? For me to spend the night with him?"

"Yes."

"Really? What if... Zane wants to shove his cock in my willing cunt and fuck me all night long? Do you want that?"

"Oh God!" Corey seethed, his hips bucking. "Yesssss!"

"What if... the rumors are true about bikers passing around their bitches? Should I let every one of them motherfuckers do me out back?"

Corey's body began convulsing.

"What if...?" Lauren tried to continue the torture but couldn't finish. The torment had accomplished its intended mission. She sensed the liquid gold boiling in his balls and managed to get her mouth around the tip of the engorged member just as he came.

"Ahhhhhhh SHIT BABY!" Corey sputtered as he pumped his love into Lauren's mouth.

After taking the few puny spurts the wrinkled penis could muster, she pulled his boxers and shorts back to his waist and rose to her feet, wiping a small amount of residual jizz from the corners of her mouth. Whew. That was close. Quick action on her part had saved the need for makeup repairs and the soiling of her new corset.

Corey collapsed on the bed in a daze. Was this not the hotwife behavior he had hoped for? God, help me, it is.

As Lauren removed the protective wrapper from her new jacket, they heard a low rumble approaching, barely perceptible at first, but growing louder. The long-married couple looked at each other solemnly.

"I don't have to go, you know," she said. "You can tell him I'm sick and we can just sit out back and..."

"I know," Corey interrupted. "Watch the sunset."

"Yes."

The steady growl of Zane's bike was louder now.

Corey smiled softly. "I've told you before I don't want to watch the sunset. Go to him. Whatever happens, happens."

She nodded. "I'll tell you everything."

"I know."

Lauren transferred some essentials from her daily purse to a smaller clutch. Their eyes met as she tried to add a condom to the side pocket. Corey gently covered her hand.

"Zane's had one girlfriend since Abby left," he attested, "and presumably that girl was only with her ex-husband before him. Our friend's about as clean as any single guy we know."

Their gaze met in mutual understanding. It would be her choice. Corey kissed her and allowed the foil packet to drop into the clutch. Their eyes held steady until the doorbell rang.

"Now go have fun, Ashley."

Lauren swung the lambskin leather jacket over her shoulders and let it settle into place. It was replete with zippered cuffs and side pockets. Without saying another word, she flipped her jet-black hair out from underneath and turned towards the bedroom door, her curvaceous ass swaying erotically in the obscenely tight leather pants.

Corey scampered to the front guest bedroom and parted the blinds just in time to see his beautiful wife of 28 years take her place on the back of his best friend's Harley. As the bike pulled away, he could see Lauren loop her arms tightly under Zane's and glance surreptitiously back at the house. Had she been able to see the 61-year-old peeking out the second-floor window, she might have detected an unsure look of jealousy, guilt, regret and arousal. Especially arousal. Corey listened to the roar of motorcycle's exhaust fade in the distance as the newly minted couple rode west into the sunset. A sunset he and the love of his life could be watching from their home right then had it not been for his overactive and obsessive fetish. Now, she was going to enjoy it with someone else.

It was going to be a long, long night.

+++++

Lauren held Zane tightly as the Harley tore down the freeway, her gloved hands clutching the front of his well-worn leather jacket. It was not her first time on a motorcycle, but none had been this large and the rides much shorter. It was exhilarating, especially sitting behind such an experienced rider. A decidedly handsome and well-built rider.

That described Zane perfectly. Periodically, Lauren repositioned tired arms across his large chest and could feel the sturdiness beneath. Although the pair had exchanged friendly hugs over the years, Lauren hadn't realized just how solid he was. Occasionally, she'd catch a glimpse of his face as he glanced sideways to change lanes. How did I never notice how rugged and chiseled it is? Probably because she'd never been this close for such an extended length of time. A captive audience at the moment, she had the time to admire his profile. Quite appealing, even with that silly 70s-style porn moustache he'd sported for as long as she could remember.

Surprisingly, the mechanic hadn't said much since leaving the house. Beyond some initial pleasantries and a few riding instructions, Zane had remained uncharacteristically quiet. That was fine with her. Over the decades, she'd rarely had a solo conversation with him. Most of the time Corey and he carried the banter. Given the reasons she found herself on the back of his bike that evening, the prospect of a conventional conversation seemed that much more arduous. For now, she was content to just press her body into the stout frame and feel the warmth from his back on her cheeks. I wonder if he's as nervous as I am? 

Little did his "date" know, Zane was just as uneasy. This morning, he had been contemplating skipping the ceremony altogether. Good at his trade, he'd won Top Mechanic before, so the award itself was immaterial. Shallow or not, impressing coworkers with Ashley's beauty was far more important to him. Since the divorce, they'd been after him to forget about Abby and move on. When he finally told them about the waitress, his buddies were overjoyed, but couldn't believe she was "all that". The banquet was to be the vehicle for him to show them she was. Until, of course, the damn girl ran back to her ex.

Now a different "Ashley" was on the back of Bessy, pressing her equally hot body into his. Yet, this was not just any woman. No, this was his best friend's wife; someone he'd known for years. That's  what made it nerve-wracking. That afternoon, he'd come to accept his friend's scheme to fool the guys at the shop as an innocent prank. Nothing more, nothing less. The "couple" would eat a little, maybe dance a bit, then he'd drop Lauren at her motel - alone - and come back in the morning to pick her up. What could be more innocent than that? Then came the walk.  He damned near creamed his jeans when the raven-haired beauty wiggled down the driveway in those tight leather pants and motorcycle jacket. It took great discipline not to stare at the rather conspicuous cameltoe while giving his new passenger instructions for the ride. In that moment Zane had serious doubts about his ability to keep his libido in check all night.

Audible sighs from both riders were lost to the wind as the heavy bike barrelled down the clear moonlit highway towards Bakersfield.

It was going to be a long, long, night.

+++++

Amelia knocked on her parents' bedroom door and waited for a response. Receiving no answer, she pushed it open and spied her father lying on the bed staring at the ceiling.

"Dad?"

Corey turned his head.

"Yes?"

"Are you okay?"

"I'm fine, just still a little tired from last night."

"Yeah, me too," she smiled. "Listen, since Mom went with Gail and Ellen to see Uncle Zane receive his award, Caroline and I thought we'd take you out to dinner. How about trying that new Mexican joint on Main?"

Gail and Ellen? That's who Lauren told the girls she was going with?

"Uh, sure, honey, that would be great. What time?"

"How about six-fifteen?"

"You got it."

Amelia turned to leave but stopped just short of the doorway. "Just curious, why'd Mom go and not you? He's you're friend."

Corey rubbed his five o'clock shadow. He wasn't prepared for this line of questioning. It almost sounds like she suspects something. 

"Big meeting Monday and I have to be ready. And newsflash, Mom and Zane have been friends for years too."

"But it's Saturday, on a holiday weekend."

"Well, my kind of job doesn't take a long weekend."

The young woman smiled feebly. There was something odd about that reasoning, but she was used to her father working crazy hours.

"Okay then, see you in a bit."

Amelia closed the door on the way out. She was very concerned about her father being alone in the big house while her mother galavanted around Florida. Well, at least it won't be for much longer.

+++++

Lauren nearly froze by the time the shiny Harley pulled into the parking lot between Freddy's Lounge and the no tell motel where Zane had reserved a room. For the most part, the leather jacket had kept her toasty, with the exception of the last fifteen minutes of the ride, when the cold finally seeped through and chilled her bare arms. The sleeveless vest may have looked fabulous, but was clearly not made for this type of weather.



"Hope you didn't dine on too many 'sects," Zane smiled as he grabbed his overnight from one of the saddlebags.

"Um," Lauren asked timidly, "is the ceremony at Freddy's?"

"What? Oh no, it's at the lodge over on 87. We can freshen up here first though."

Zane disappeared into the rental office only to reappear a short time later with a key dangling from his finger. Lauren followed him down the dimly lit walkway until they reached Room 10. She looked around warily.

"I know what you're thinking," he muttered, "but I stay here several times a year. It doesn't look like much, but its clean. I know the owner. No bugs, no mice. Besides, we're only going to be here a minute or two. I guarantee you the room Corey got you over on 110 is much nicer."

Lauren nodded but still appeared skittish. It didn't take long for obvious to dawn on him.

"You're not worried about the bugs, are you?"

She looked down and shook her head.

Zane sighed. "Look, I appreciate you going along with your husband's hair brain idea for my benefit, but I would never take advantage of our friendship."

"Oh really?" Lauren smirked.

There it was, the elephant in the room.

"Okay, you got me. That was a long time ago. I was drunk and out of line and you let me know it. I did apologize later if I'm not mistaken."

"That you did," she grinned.

The mechanic scanned the desolate parking lot. Freddy's didn't get going until much later.

"You can stay out here if you'd like. Just going to take a quick shower. Didn't have a chance to clean up after hauling away that huge mess you made in your yard this afternoon."

Lauren's watched as a few scruffy patrons tumbled from a dented car in front of the dive bar and looked her way.

"I think I'll wait inside."

+++++

Corey and his daughters sipped margaritas at the new restaurant while awaiting their dinner. Caroline told them about the challenges of counseling one particular troubled teenage girl at the high school where she worked, and Amelia complained about having to learn new software to implement some large computer system. Corey listened politely to both but struggled to stay engaged. He glanced at the time. Six-thirty. They should be there by now.

+++++

Lauren sat in a ratty, orange colored easy chair situated in a corner of the tiny one-bed motel room. Everything about the unit was dilapidated and in disrepair, but as Zane had promised, it was clean. She could hear water running on the other side of the closed bathroom door and decided to have some fun while waiting. A few seconds later a snap of the room was on it's way to Corey.

LAUREN: This is what you rented for me? Thanks a lot! She added a smiley emoji.

Corey heard the text come in and peeked at his phone. His eyes narrowed, trying to comprehend what he was seeing. Surely this was not at the three-star he'd booked her into.

LAUREN: Just kidding, this is Zane's room. He's taking a shower right now. Maybe I should join him? I do feel a bit dirty. She knew that would rile him up.

"Is that Mom?" Amelia asked, swallowing a bite of enchilada.

He shoved the device into his pocket and downed his drink.

"Yeah, she finally made it to Bakersfield."

+++++

Steam billowed from the bathroom as Zane cracked the door and stuck his nose through.

"Hey, could you hand me my travel bag? Sorry, I should have brought it in."

Lauren grabbed the knapsack and walked slowly to the door. She held it with an outstretched arm so he could pull the bag through. To do so, Zane had to open the door a bit wider, allowing her a glimpse of his bare chest and towel wrapped waist. Those pecs were exactly what she imagined when holding onto him for dear life on the bike. Graying like her husband's, but broader, and in much better shape. She bit her lip.

Corey just may get his wish tonight after all.

+++++

The Iowan project manager was on his second margarita when a familiar voice nearly made him choke.

"Hi guys!" Lauren's friend Gail called out as she walked up to the table. "Sorry, El and I didn't see you over here until just now. How was the meal?"

"Hey," Corey smiled nervously. Of all the people... "Foods good. Had better drinks, though."

"Yeah, hi Gail," Amelia said acrimoniously. "I thought you and Ellen went with Mom to Zane's award ceremony tonight. You know, over in Bakersfield?"

"Award?" the older lady's brow furrowed. "Bakersfield?"

Amelia eyes shot to her father. "Sorry," she apologized, "I must be mistaken."

"Well, I hope she has a good time. Wish Zane would ask me to go somewhere, now that he's back on the market and all," Gail grinned. "He's a well-formed man."

"What a tramp," Ellen admonished her friend, then turned to the Millers. "Well, tell Lauren we said hi. I'd like to see her again before she heads back to sunny Florida."

"Will do," Caroline offered hastily, sensing trouble spinning in her sister's brain.

The threesome watched as the two women made their way to the restaurant's exit. Both sisters looked back at their father with questioning eyes.

Corey clasped his hands together. "Nice of them to stop by. Who wants ice cream?"

+++++

Lauren whistled as Zane exited the bathroom in a blue silk collared shirt and black denim jeans.

"A biker that cleans up nicely. What a novelty."

"You like?"

"Indeed. I might have to up my game tonight to keep the ladies off you."

Well, that didn't come out right.

"I mean, um, Ashley might have too."

"Not a chance. I'll already be with the best-looking chick there. Besides, I'm really glad she couldn't come. Otherwise, you wouldn't be here."

Their eyes met for the briefest moment. For just a second the world stopped turning.

Finally, Lauren blinked. "Yeah, me too," she replied, blushing. "Glad to help. My turn now." With that she hurried into the bathroom and shut the door.

+++++

"I thought Gail and Ellen went with Mom to Bakersfield?" Amelia probed as they walked through the restaurant's parking lot to Corey's truck.

"Guess not," he barked back. The response was a bit too lackadaisical and he knew it. So did his daughter.

"Wait, you mean she went out of town to spend the night and you don't know who she's with?"

"Mom's a big girl. Probably misheard who was going. I'm sure she's with Zane and, uh, others. It's all good. He's not going to let anything happen to her."

"Dad, remember what we talked about weeks ago?"

The truck's cabin doors unlocked and the three piled in.

"Yes. And your mother's not cheating on me, Amelia. Miami's a fun town and living there has finally enabled her to spread her wings...to have fun again after raising two kids. What's wrong with that? I for one am glad to see her breaking out of that rut. Believe me, I've got some Hawaiian shirts and gold chains in my future once I get there."

Caroline had to agree with her father. "Couldn't have said it better. You guys are empty nesters now. Why not have some fun? If that means wearing sexy clothes and topless beaches, then so be it."

"I'd have no issue with that if they were together, Cee. Problem is, they aren't. And now Mom's off with who knows who tonight when she should be here with Dad. Hell, they only see each other once in a blue moon as it is."

Corey turned into their subdivision and slammed on the brakes. He turned and faced the girls.

"I'm only going to say this once. I trust your mother. Period. Whether it's down there or up here. Doesn't matter. She accompanied Zane to watch him get an award because that's what friends do. I don't know who else went and I don't care. Zane is my best friend and would die protecting her, so if you are asking me if I'm worried about something, anything, happening simply because I'm not there, the answer is not just no, but HELL no. Is that clear?"

Caroline gawked at her father. She rarely saw him this angry. Amelia simply scowled at the glowing dashboard and nodded her head. "Yeah, got it."

"Good. Now we're going to go home, pop some corn, and watch a happy, happy movie together while wishing your mother the best of times at our friend's ceremony."

As he put the truck in drive and pulled away from the curb, Corey caught his reflection in the side view mirror. The look on his face was one of guilt and conflict.

Seven o'clock. I wonder where she's at now?

+++++

Streamers and banners welcoming Iowa motorcycle enthusiasts adorned the outside of the lodge. Zane maneuvered Bessy through the parking lot and stopped at a row of similar bikes lined up near the front door. Lauren dismounted and watched as he carefully walked the bike back to align with the others. Finally, he killed the engine and smiled.

"You ready, Ashley?"

Lauren matched the smile. "Let's go do this."

The couple entered the main banquet room which had been cleverly converted to cater to the specialized crowd. Instead of flowers, various shiny new bike parts were employed as centerpieces with motorcycle motifs throughout. Women in gowns met them at the door to provide name tags. At first, Lauren was alarmed at their dresses until she realized they worked for the lodge. One look at the actual guests belied any fear of being underdressed. Leather and denim definitely ruled the night.

Zane walked proudly through the throng with "Ashley" clinging to his arm. Occasionally stopping to shake hands and make introductions, his date charmed them all. By the time they reached their table, both were confident the charade would be successful. The program began shortly after seven with the master of ceremonies -- an older man with a denim vest named Wiley - kicking things off.

Those sitting with them were cordial if not downright friendly. Ashley hit it off with several women at their table. Two of them were younger, perhaps in their 30s, the other appeared to be in her mid-50s. All three were wives of Zane's coworkers and genuinely seemed pleased to finally meet her.

As the evening wore on, Lauren could feel eyes upon her from various areas of the hall. With hers being one of the shapelier figures in the room, she'd made quite an impression when walking to the table. Sitting up front didn't help matters either. But wasn't that what she was there for, to be noticed? A few times she caught Zane's buddies stealing peeks in their direction. To their consternation, she winked and smiled to acknowledge their somewhat creepy glances. To accentuate who she was with, Lauren occasionally hugged Zane's arm and twirled his hair. At first, he jumped at the overt affection, but eventually relaxed as he realized it was all part of the show.

Award after award was handed out until the MC finally -- and mercifully - declared it was time to recognize the winner of this year's Top Mechanic. The room erupted in applause when Zane's name was announced. Lauren rose and pecked his cheek as he left to accept the hand-blown glass mechanic's wrench. His speech was short and simple, thanking his coworkers and bosses, and ending by expressing his gratitude to the lovely Ashley for accompanying him on that special evening.

Zane walked back to the table amongst a roomful of cheers, where he handed Lauren the glass wrench.

"Congratulations," she clapped, "you deserve to win."

"Wasn't a surprise or anything," he downplayed the hoopla. "Besides, I won the minute you said you'd come with me tonight."

Lauren bit her lower lip. What a sweet thing to say.  Throwing her arms around the hulking man, she kissed him full on the lips. The table rippled while the pair embraced. Zane's mind briefly faltered as it tried hard to process just who the glossy pink lips belonged to. It was, of course, the first time the two friends had even remotely shared an intimate moment. Slowly, his brain allowed it to happen and commanded his arms to envelope her. Neither could ignore the sparks that flew between their bodies. It was only when the MC "ahem-ed" them did they break away and sit down to a smattering of snickers. Both knew they'd put on a good show for his peers and any further display of affection at that time was probably unnecessary. And yet, when Zane patted her leg in a private thanks-for-being-here, Lauren took his hand in hers and held it tight, thumb subconsciously rubbing his.

+++++

Corey reclined in an easy chair and his daughters sprawled across the couch as they watched a horror movie that was only mildly entertaining. This allowed his hyperactive mind to wander. It was now after nine. Surely the banquet was underway. 

Several minutes later his phone vibrated. Corey peeked discreetly at the message. No telling what images he might be seeing that night. It was a photo of Zane dressed rather nicely, smiling broadly with his wrench award.

LAUREN: Very proud of your buddy! Top Mechanic! 

COREY: Awesome. Tell him I am too. 

LAUREN: Will do! Love you!

Corey studied the pic. This was classier than he'd seen his friend dress in years. The tight jeans and even tighter shirt showed off his thick frame, especially the bulge between his legs. Corey couldn't help but think Zane's sudden attention to detail had everything to do with Lauren's presence.

Nice of him to be so conscientious. 

+++++

Just after ten o'clock, the master of ceremonies closed the banquet, once again congratulating the award recipients and bidding everyone safe travel home. Zane and Ashley glided through the dispersing crowd as members of the association shook his hand and lauded the accomplishment. Women complimented Lauren on her bold attire, whereas most of the men just gawked.

The faux couple stole glances of each other, wide smirks on their faces.

Mission accomplished.

+++++

Corey had just thrown away unused movie popcorn and bid the girls a goodnight when another text came in. He lumbered upstairs and locked himself in the master bedroom.

LAUREN: Top mechanic? Your friend's more like top goofball. Having a great time. 

The snap was of a film strip, the kind you get after cramming into a small photo-booth wearing goofy clothes and feather boas. The two were pressed close together in various poses ranging from silly faces to dopey hats. In one frame, Lauren was planting a kiss on Zane's cheek.

Just like a real date.

Corey changed into his pajamas and folded down the bed's comforter. Climbing in, he switched on the wall-mounted television and turned up the volume...for good reason. Moments later his tablet was playing the video he'd shot of his wife having sex in Jack's apartment a few weeks ago.

"Yesssssss, Tony yes, I'm your whore. FUCK ME, fuck your whore!" Lauren screamed.

"Ah, SHIT, bitch, gonna blow, take it, take it!" the frat boy shouted as he pounded her pussy. 

Corey threaded his semi-erect dick through the PJ bottom's fly and began lightly stroking.

Fap, fap, fap.

 "FUCKIN' WHORE!! Gonna cum, here it comes, here it comes!" Tony yelled as he pounded his cock into Lauren. "FUCK your husband, this is my cunt now!"

Corey watched the clip until his wife's teeth clenched, a sure sign of orgasm. He needed relief as well.

"Ummmmmphh," he cried, his wrinkled pecker spurting what little cum was left in his balls into a tissue. Earlier, Lauren had taken most of his daily load down her throat. As he wiped a stream of clear fluid escaping down his penis, a text message came in that partially covered the carnal scene frozen on the tablet.

LAUREN: Banquet just ended. Phone almost dead. Heading to my hotel now. 

Despondency settled over Corey. His grand plan had failed. Lauren had dressed to the nines and left looking as slutty as any woman on the planet that night. Any man in his right mind would want to sleep with her. The fact they were heading back to her place could only mean his best friend was not interested. Damnit.

+++++

To be sure, that was NOT the result Corey was hoping for, but he no longer had a say in it. The plan now, as far as Zane knew, was to drop Lauren off at her hotel where she'd remain -- alone - until he picked her up the next morning. And yet, neither masquerader inwardly felt the outcome of the evening had truly been determined. Decorum kept both from acknowledging the mutual attraction that was growing every minute. On one hand, Zane wished to maintain the fidelity of his friendship with Corey, bros before hos if you will, but then, God help him, all the over-the-top flirting -- genuine or not - had been slowly eating away at his will power. Quite frankly, he needed to be as far away from this vixen as possible before his libido could no longer be checked.

For her part, Lauren wasn't as concerned with fidelity as she was about long-term consequences. Should Corey's latest fantasy be realized that night, both he and his best friend would each have dark secrets to live with: the former knowing that he'd deceived a friend, and the latter knowing he's slept with a good buddy's wife.

Zane fired up the Harley and steered the beast out of the lodge's parking lot and onto the two-lane state highway towards Lauren's hotel. The inn Corey had booked her into was fifteen minutes away.

Only fifteen minutes for two hesitant pawns in a perverted man's folly to decide whether the dynamic of their friendships would change forever. 

+++++

Back in Des Moines, Corey laid propped up against the headboard half-watching an old western. Now eleven o'clock, it had been an hour since Lauren's last text. Surely, she'd be at the hotel by now. He sent a few texts but had no responses. He found the reservation email and called the front desk number.

No, Mrs. Miller had not checked in yet. And no, they hadn't heard from her. 

Corey turned back to the movie.

That's odd. Maybe her phone died. 

+++++

Lauren's heart sank a bit as the bike turned off the asphalt into the hotel's parking lot. Her husband's kink aside, she was honestly enjoying being with Zane and, regardless of where the wind took them that night, was not ready for the evening to end. In addition, she was horny as hell. The dirty dancing, free pour booze, and now the steady hum of the motorcycle between her legs had elevated her arousal to the point she could feel moisture leaking into her thong. As the bike rolled up to the entrance, Lauren swung her legs off the back and removed her helmet. When she did all that shiny lush black hair fell around her shoulders, causing more than just a slight twinge in the biker's crotch. My God, she's fucking gorgeous. Corey's goddamn nuts for letting her come with me. Run away, Zane, run away. 

Grabbing her overnight from a saddlebag, she stood sanguinely as Zane straddled the idling cruiser.

"Thanks for everything," he murmured with little expression. Clearly an angel was on one shoulder, admonishing his mounting vulgar thoughts, while a demon danced and applauded them on the other.

"You really gave my buds something to talk about."

"My pleasure," she smiled. "I wasn't sure Corey's crazy idea would work, but we pulled it off."

"That was all you. I just sat back and watched you be hot."

Seriously, dude, is that all the game you got?

When it's Corey's wife, yeah. Need to behave.

Lauren giggled. "I noticed."

Her brow furrowed. "Not all that was acting you know. You're pretty hot yourself."

The pair stared at each other as the puttering bike provided the only sound..

Finally, the mechanic gave her a fist bump. "Pick you up at ten?"

"Fine, sure," Lauren nodded, her voice cracking. She leaned over and pecked her date on the cheek. "See you then."

Zane's nose practically followed her intoxicating perfume right off the motorcycle as she turned and walked away, her ass wiggling dramatically. I need to get loaded and jerk off.



As he released the clutch and was about to pull away, Lauren suddenly wheeled, hands on hips.

"So, what's Freddy's like anyway?"

He depressed the clutch again and laughed. "Like a fraternity house on steroids."

"Sounds like fun."

Zane studied her face. Is she REALLY fishing for an invitation or just fucking with me? 

"Not sure Corey would appreciate me taking you into that environment."

Lauren struck a seductive pose. "In case you haven't noticed, I'm a big girl capable of making my own decisions."

His eyes travelled over her leather-bound body. The slit of the cameltoe and the way the stiletto heels highlighted her legs and ass were just too fucking much to take. "I can see that," he said, breathing heavily.

The siren walked right up to him, hands on hips all the way, pelvis swinging. She said nothing. She didn't have to.

Zane hesitated, knowing full well the potential ramifications of what his next words would be. He sighed. Fuck it.

With a rev of the powerful Harley's engine, that night's top award winner jerked his thumb at the back of the bike. "Hop on."

Lauren broke into a smile. Their eyes met briefly, then she kissed him.

He brushed her cheek tenderly with gloved hand. "You don't have to act out here, you know."

She held his chin, wiping away some lipstick with a thumb. "I wasn't."

Zane cocked an eyebrow. His dick flared. "You know once we get to Freddy's I may not be in any condition to bring you back here tonight."

"I know," Lauren whispered softly in his ear as she mounted Bessy and clutched his waist.

The large man's mind was spinning as the bike tore out of the parking lot in a cloud of dust. They were on the precipice of something both were desperately trying to thwart internally. Was this finally the wild woman he thought he saw in those social media posts? Was there some truth to the suspicions circulating amongst her friends?

God pity Corey if they were right.

+++++

From the moment the couple pulled up to Freddy's, it was quite evident the joint was hopping. Loud 70s rock music blared from open windows and laughter and raucous conversation could be heard well into the parking lot. Sounds of bottles rattling and clanging -- some perhaps even smashing -- assured any potential revelers that patronage of that establishment was not for the faint of heart.

Zane chose to park the bike near his motel room so he wouldn't have to navigate later. He offered to stow Lauren's overnight inside and opted to sink a couple shots of whiskey before making the trek across the gravel lot to the lounge. The mechanic was delighted when his date was keen as well.

"Need to get my Ashley back on," Lauren grinned. "I'd almost put her away for the night." She burst into laughter. The alcohol was taking its toll. "Not rode hard and put away wet...yet. Maybe we can change that."

Zane cock nearly burst from his jeans. Good God.

Peeling off the leather jacket, Lauren tossed back a second large shot and fluffed her hair.

"Can you take a pic for Corey?" She struck yet another pose, legs apart, hands on hips. "I want him to see what he's missing."

Zane wiped away a bit of whiskey from his lips. Sweet Jesus. "Uh sure."

"Wait!" she exclaimed, lowering the strapless corset's zipper until it was just about unseated. Nothing left to the imagination up top now, just maximum cleavage and full side-boob views from any angle. "What do you think? Will Ashley continue to impress your friends?"

Zane nodded and took the snap. "With all due respect, forget those retards, you've have my attention all damn night."

"Really?" Lauren slithered up to him and poured herself another shot. "I hadn't noticed." The back of her hand grazed his crotch as she slid the bottle back into his hand.

"I shouldn't have said that," Zane apologized. "I'm out of line, it's the whiskey."

"Out of line? You've been nothing but the perfect gentleman," she disagreed, placing her hand on his chest and breathing heavily, "but I keep hoping that will change. Now send Corey the pic."

Zane felt his will power crumbling. He punched in his friend's number and sent the photo message.

Rowdy partiers outside in the parking lot broke the sexually charged stillness.

"Shall we?" the biker asked, nodding towards the door.

Ashley giggled at the innuendo. "Shouldn't you at least buy me dinner first?"

Zane looped his arm around her sexy waist as he guided her from the room. The gravel lot crunched under their feet as they walked to Freddy's.

"Funny, I thought I already did."

+++++

Freddy's Lounge was every bit what Lauren had anticipated. Loud music, lively, a blue-collar whiskey drinking crowd. Zane re-introduced Ashley to his coworkers and the pair joined a long table of ten others. To her delight, the same women she'd befriended at the banquet were there along with their husbands. Amazingly, an assorted group of single guys came over to say hello as well. A quick scowl from Zane served as a warning shot across their bow which quickly curtailed the unsolicited visits.

As the midnight hour struck, the spurious couple were well beyond intoxicated. Lauren tried throwing darts but failed miserably. Later, Zane chortled as his friends tried to show her how to better her pool game, but really just wanted to gawk. Hand-eye coordination didn't fare any better at that sport either. In fact, the best part was watching Lauren bend over to take a shot in those unholy tight leather pants. Occasionally, much to the joy of her mentors, gravity would drag the nearly unzipped vest away from her chest, allowing an unfettered view of her tiny tits, nipples and all. Zane thought it curious that she didn't even attempt to cover up. How was this the same girl he watched walk down the aisle with his best friend? Up until now, she'd been one of the most modest women he'd ever known. Had Miami changed her that much in such a short period of time? Whatever the cause, she clearly was more comfortable in her sexuality now. He wondered just how much more.

+++++

The handsome cowboy wrapped his arms around the pretty prairie lass as dramatic music played. Corey's eyes blinked open as he woke. Must have fallen asleep.

He looked at his phone expectantly and saw one unread message from Zane.

'bout fucking time.

There, in the same room she'd sent a text from earlier in the evening, was a very drunk or high Lauren posing most suggestively. Hands on hips, pelvis thrust forward, the leather pants were pulled tightly against her crotch, allowing the cameltoe to sink noticeably into the snatch beneath. The vest -- oh my God the vest - was nearly undone, providing even less cover than a tiny bikini top.

The aroused look in her eyes! Surely Zane could not resist much longer.

He took a deep breath, not wanting to reveal his excitement.

COREY: Everything okay?

Zane felt his phone vibrate and saw a response to the text sent over an hour ago. He looked up at "Ashley" who was still at the pool table flirting with his coworkers.

ZANE:  Sorry, didn't see your messages until now. At Freddy's, all is good.

COREY: Where's Lauren?

Zane winced. He knew Lauren being with him was not part of the plan.

ZANE:  She's here too. 

Corey let that sink in. He suspected as much. If his wife was at the bar, there was little chance of getting a ride back to her hotel safely. And Zane would never allow her to do something stupid. Maybe his scheme would work out after all.

COREY: She's looking hot tonight, buddy. You're one lucky dog. How's the arrangement working?

ZANE: She's got them fooled hundred percent. BTW, thanks for letting her come. She's amazing.

At that moment, Lauren glanced at Zane and let the pool cue slide through her thumb and forefinger provocatively. His cock twitched.

Corey's did as well, and although there was no visual, just the thought of renewed potential aspirations was enough to rouse him.

COREY: Don't do anything I wouldn't. And if you do, take lots of pics.  Smiley emoji.

Zane stared at his friend's words. What the hell does that mean? 

+++++

Eventually Ashley's new girlfriends pulled her away from the pool table and out on the dance floor. Initially the men were content nursing their beers and watching the drunk vamps shake their asses. The DJ read the room well and spun mostly good time rock 'n' roll songs which proved particularly popular with that crowd.

As they danced, the women talked amongst themselves. One asked Ashley whether what Abby had said was true. "I think you have a tiger by the tail there," she concluded. "So, does he really get as rough as she claimed?" Lauren searched her booze-impaired memory capacity. Her and Zane's ex-wife had always gotten along, but they were never close enough to discuss what went on behind closed doors. The office manager just smiled and went to retrieve her date. What did she mean by tiger?

As she processed what the woman had said, the 48-year-old beauty never lost sight of the reason she was there. Playing the date card perfectly, especially during slow songs, she kept Zane close, arms looped the muscular biceps, hips moving against his in rhythm to the music.

Lauren ground her crotch into his legs, first one, then the other, sometimes straddling the meaty thighs. Their bodies melded together and swayed to the beat in sync. Zane could feel her hot breath on his neck and was delighted when she allowed his hands to freely traverse her leather-clad body. At first, he was somewhat restrained, his reverence to Corey still repressing any idea that this whole thing was anything more than a perverted, distorted farce. But as their dancing became more impassioned, the award-winning mechanic felt deep cracks forming in his resolute. Shields were falling and there wasn't a damn thing he could do about.

Lauren felt it too. Whatever mental saltpeter Zane had concocted internally was wearing thin, and her own urges were boiling with each passing minute. Up until that moment she hadn't necessarily shared her husband's aspirations for the date. She'd always looked on Zane as a good friend, even after hearing what he thought of her. "Who wouldn't tap that given a chance?" No mistaking the intention of that statement.

And he was  incredibly hot in a lumberjack kind of way. Ever since their first kiss that evening, his broad chest, stocky arms, and a hint of a large package had all been eroding any misgivings she may have had about fulfilling Corey's latest importunity. As Zane's hands continued to grope her body, any doubt was melting away. Kumiho was awakening with a vengeance. Tonight's destiny was clear.

"I need to pee," Lauren whispered in his ear, their bodies swaying softly to the blues music.

Zane pointed at the huge arrow on the wall which plainly suggested the way to the ladies' room.

Hands on his chest, a delicate finger traced his shirt from collar to belt. "Show me, pleessssee."

Zane laughed. Yep, she was officially shit-faced. Grabbing her hand, he led his giggling date down a back hallway and stopped between two doors labeled "Bulls" and "Bitches". A yellow "Restroom Closed" sign blocked the entrance to the ladie's room. A putrid odor of vomit wafted from within while a very angry waitress mopped the floor.

"Shit, I gotta pee!" Lauren danced, hands between her legs. Grabbing Zane's hand, the brunette pulled him into the "Bulls" room and waddled to the nearest commode. "You watshhh," she slurred, disappearing into the stall. The biker stood outside and listened to her bladder empty, followed by a flush, then nothing.

"Laur...I mean, Ash? You okay?" Still nothing. Fuck, did she pass out?

He tapped the door with his finger. It wasn't locked, so he gently pushed it open. There, sitting on the toilet was his best friend's wife with the most irresistible, inviting, and bewitching come-hither look he had EVER seen. Lauren pulled him into the stall and shut the door.

"What are you..."

"Shut up, Zane, just shut the fuck up."

Before he could react, her hands loosened his belt and unzipped the fly. As denim parted, revealing the cotton shorts beneath, she quickly pulled them and the trousers to his thighs.

Lauren gasped as Zane's hardening cock sprung into view. It wasn't like any penis she'd seen before. Long and skinny, there was a certain curvature to it, more pronounced towards the bulbous head. It was truly the proverbial tube steak.Magnificent.

She ran several fingers along the underside of his quivering manhood, eliciting a deep moan from the friend she was about to blow. The anticipation increased as her tongue darted out for the first taste.

"Lauren, no."

"Shhhh, let me thank you for dinner."

The sight of her pretty face triggered fond recollection of their friendship: waiting with Corey on the alter as Lauren floated down the aisle, visiting her in the hospital after the birth of Caroline and Amelia, float trips, graduations, birthdays. That was all forgotten as Zane watched his buddy's wife move forward on the toilet seat and slide her lips over his shaft. Any remaining objections his mind could conjur evaporated.

"Damn, girl, suck that cock."

Lauren didn't take it deep at first, preferring to swirl her tongue around the bulbous mushroom until she could assess how to properly take such a long, bowed spear. With one hand cupping Zane's balls, the other helped steady his dick while she licked the pink flesh.

"Goddamn, that feels good!"

"Such a big cock, Zane. I had no idea. Much bigger than Corey's, but you already knew that."

He did. Guys see other guy's dicks whether it be in the locker room, pissing in the woods, or whatnot. Typically never a topic of conversation because most dudes just didn't care.

Lauren sized up Zane's bent tool as she continued to lick its head, fingers closing around the massive member in pursuit of what she hoped would be a happy ending. It was not as wide as Tony's, but certainly a good deal longer. After multiple attempts, she found coming at it from above his navel allowed the slinky snake to slide easily down her warm throat, well past the tonsils. Lifting herself a bit from the plastic horseshoe seat permitted the perfect angle, and Lauren settled into a sucking cadence with purpose.

Zane grabbed her silky black hair as she took his dick to the base. "Oh fucking shit!"

"Mmmmppphhhfff."

For the next few minutes, the only sound was the biker's heavy breathing along with the sloppy smacking of the Iowan wife's dutiful lips on the fully erect penis of a man not her husband. This wasn't a sprint, it was a marathon, and Lauren was determined not to leave without him splashing a load of cum in her mouth. She picked up the pace, forcing his rod down her throat, effectively fucking her face for him. The ferocity of her cock sucking forced Zane to press his palms against the walls of the stall for stability. Corey once complained she never gave him head and now this? What the fuck?

The couple was so immersed in their dirty deed they at first didn't notice the pair of purple suede boots stop outside the stall. Zane was oblivious, but one could hardly blame him. He was facing the wall and receiving a world class blowjob. Lauren, on the other hand, eventually spied the pair of legs next to the door but refused to let their presence distract her from her mission.

"Mmmmmuggggggaaaaahhhhhhhh," she gargled.

"Uggggggggghhhhhh," the mechanic moaned.

"Yessss," the disembodied boots sighed from the other side.

Lauren's eyes widened. 
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+++++

November 28th. Just over three months to go.

+++++

Corey Miller had been staring at the same spot on the ceiling for over an hour. He glanced at the clock-radio on the nightstand, but already knew the time. Half-past one in the morning; only ten minutes since the last time he checked.

What were his wife and best friend up to? Had they kissed? Had Zane touched her in places friends normally wouldn't? 

He sighed. If there was no word from Lauren in the next hour, he'd surely have his answer.

+++++

By the time Zane pulled himself together in the men's room, his date was nowhere to be found. Not in the pool room, at the bar, or the dance floor. On a hunch, he went to the front door and looked passed the bouncer towards the parking lot. There, halfway across, was Lauren's leather-clad ass headed towards the motel, swaying seductively.

Trotting to catch up, he called her name repeatedly, but she just kept walking. By the time Zane came alongside and matched her pace, he was out of breath.

"Lauren, we need to talk," he wheezed, gripping her elbow. Feeling his touch, she stopped and wheeled.

"About what?"

"About what? Back there! It was wrong."

A smirk crossed her face. "Was it? Was it really, Zane? When did you decide it was wrong? After you've stared at my ass and tits all night, or just now when you unloaded in my mouth?"

Lauren turned and continued walking to the motel.

"But," he frowned, calling after her. "I can't believe we did that to Corey."

The fiery brunette spun and walked back to him defiantly, fists clenched at her sides. "Did what?"

"C'mon, don't play games."

"Games? You want games? Don't you get it? This whole night is a game on levels you can't even comprehend!"

Shit! She stomped a heel into the gravel. Dumb, Lauren...dumb, dumb, dumb!

"What the hell does that mean?"

The two glared at each other. Her head was spinning. Fuck. There was no keeping the secret now. She was way too drunk and horny. Besides, Corey started this. Zane should be allowed to finish. As Lauren clapped trembling hands over a beet red face, she told him everything. About the couple's expanded horizons, her trysts in Florida, how Corey enjoyed being cuckolded and the real reason he had suggested that night's "date". Everything. 

Zane's jaw dropped. Not much surprised the mechanic these days, but that...that was a bombshell. With the few brain cells the booze had left him, it all made sense now. Apparently, Lauren's risqué social media posts were just the tip of the iceberg. Those guys; they weren't just acquaintances.

The concept of an open marriage was not foreign to him. Zane had been around the block and seen a few things. Bikers were free spirits. They loved to share with people they trusted, and sometimes that included their significant others. But Lauren and Corey? Really? The modest girl who'd been shy most of her life and the guy who'd been so protective of his family? Damn. 

Trust.  That's where this got fucked up. What Lauren just told him was difficult to believe, but not implausible. Non-monogamous relationships were common these days. It was the deception that pissed him off. Set up like a bowling pin.  Granted, it wasn't like they were scamming money from him or anything. In fact, he was already quite the benefactor. And he had agreed to the Ashley charade, after all. Wasn't part of him even hoping beyond odds that the evening would be headed exactly in the direction it was going? In the end, all three were guilty of some type of carnal indiscretion that night. If they were going to burn in hell, they'd surely burn together.

Lauren peeked from between her bony fingers and saw the mechanic's dazed face. How would he react? Would he shrug it off? Or call Corey to denounce their friendship and leave her stranded in Bakersfield?

Zane snapped out of the introspect and closed the space between them, stopping only when his nose nearly touched hers. The couple read each other's eyes. He saw the apprehension, indecision, and guilt in hers. She saw hurt, longing, and lust in his. Without warning, her husband's best friend cupped the back of her neck and pulled her mouth to his.

Lauren inhaled sharply, startled at first, then parted her lips to accept his tongue. They felt their desire for each other skyrocket as the kissing became more passionate. Between the whiskey and their zeal, the bright stars seemed to revolve around the little speck of gravel parking lot as the moon alone bore witness to their yearning.

Suddenly, she threw her arms around his neck and jumped into his arms, legs wrapping tight around his waist. A low moan escaped her lips as they continued to kiss. Zane carried his friend's wife towards Room 10, both knowing they had unfinished business.

+++++

The memories just kept coming at Corey. He couldn't stop his subconscious from breaking through: the time he first met Zane at a car rally some thirty years ago, the big guy by his side when he wed Lauren, Corey patiently waiting with him as Abby made the same trek down the aisle. Fishing trips, kids' birthdays, late night parties. His friend had been there for him, and he the same. Now, by Corey's own hand, his buddy may very well be screwing the love of his life.

The project manager felt a paltry erection trying to sneak from the soft cotton pajama fly. Repeated floggings that evening had made his penis pretty raw, but he did allow a single finger to stroke the head ever so lightly. It twitched in response, bouncing with approval.

+++++

A quick turn of the key and a knee to the metal door sent it flying open, ricocheting off the wall behind it. Zane kicked it closed and slammed Lauren against the cheap wood-paneling. Her calves lost their grip on his waist, sending the three-inch stilettos crashing to the carpet. He pressed her against the wall, tongue exploring her mouth as eager hands groped each other's body. Passions mounted as the biker smothered her neck with kisses, then worked his way to bare shoulders, and finally a heaving, succulent chest. With one quick motion, he unseated the corset's zipper, allowing the precariously perched vest to fall away, fully exposing her ripe, tomato-sized breasts to him for the first time. Zane gasped at seeing the long-time time friend nude. Instantly, his mouth devoured the tiny mounds, lips closing around the bite-sized teats.

A virtual cacophony of the couple's fervor rose high above the din of motorcycles firing up outside. Freddy's night was winding down. Theirs was just beginning. Lauren pressed her naked back against the wall as Zane continued his journey of discovery. She pushed her ass away from the paneling and thrust her leather-clad pelvis outward to meet his advancing explorations. When his mouth found her navel, she gasped. When his finger found her cameltoe and began sawing along the crevice, she cried out in pleasure.

Zane caught a whiff of her sex as his mouth descended to her waist. Within seconds, the pants' clasp was undone, allowing the skin to breath. As it did, the familiar, intense musty odor of a woman's arousal struck his nostrils hard. The single most potent aphrodisiac on earth, it was guaranteed to give any man that can breathe a raging hard on.

Still pressed against the wall, her stance was heavily restricted by the tight pants around her knees. Zane mumbled favorably upon seeing the freshly shaven vulva peeking out from the narrow band of the thong. The fragranced jewel beneath was overpowering. Hesitating only momentarily, he ran his tongue along the stubbly folds causing Lauren to lift away from the wall, only to crash back against it.

"FUCK!"

As Zane's tongue probed the interior of her labia, it recoiled at the acidic taste.Simply delicious.  Zane used his thumbs to part the meaty clam and expose the variegated pink flesh within. Lauren slid down along the wall to give him better access, her heels digging into the floor to maintain the position. She whimpered as the first two fingers slithered into her butterfly, then a third.

"Yessssss! Just like that!"

The finger incursion increased in pace and depth. Lauren sank the remaining foot to the well-worn carpet, leather pants binding together her shaking knees. A fourth finger snaked into the willing snatch, Zane's hand a twisting, plunging blur.

"Oh God, YES! Don't stop, don't stop!"

Pelvis arching upward, she flung an arm around his neck and pulled him nearer. The writhing against the wall told Zane all he needed to know. He'd often wondered, as men are wont to do, what her O face looked like. Now he was about to find out.

"Make me cum!" Lauren begged.

Such a lurid request from someone who up until then had simply been a close friend nearly caused him to lose it. A darker side of a woman he thought he knew well was beginning to show. Just how dark did it get?

"Please, please, I need to cum!"

"Come, make me your whore," she had suggested at Freddy's.

Zane thought back to a bout of late-night drinking months ago when Corey had confided in him that Lauren was suddenly showing a submissive side. Now another piece of the puzzle was making sense as well.

"Do it for me slut," he barked.

"Yessss."

Yep, Corey was right.

"Cum for me, Lauren. Be the whore you want to be."

"OHHHHH NOOOO!"

The coaster began its long ascent to that first glorious drop. Clackity clack clack.  Her face grimaced. Getting close.

"What would your BFFs think of sweet innocent Lauren now?" Zane teased. "Look, there goes the Miami skank!"

"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!" The coaster was getting near the top, anticipation growing. Clackity clack clack. 

"I doubt they'd be surprised. We've all seen the pics. Me and the boys knew you'd be someone's whore sooner or later. Just a matter of time. I bet you fucked ALL those guys, didn't you? How many cocks have you had in you, Lauren? Did Corey watch?"

The wet smacking sounds of Zane's fingers flying in and out of her pussy filled the room.

"OH GODDAMN! Yesssss, I fucked them all and Corey watched!" The coaster was breaching the apex now, slipping over the arch.

Jesus, she really is a slut. You teased those guys before you banged them, didn't you? Just like you teased me tonight."

"I-I-I..."

"Nothing but a cocktease. Lauren the cocktease. You know what happens to women like you in my world, don't you?"

Lauren nodded briskly. "Yes, yes, yes. Fuck me. I need to be fucked."

"Who's talkin'? Ashley or my little slut Lauren? Who wants to get fucked?"

"Lauren," she choked, "Lauren wants to get fucked! OH GOD!!!"

"THEN CUM FOR ME WHORE! CUM FOR THOSE MEN! CUM FOR COREY!"

Lauren's hips bucked against the large and spearing fingers, juices puddling beneath her ass. She felt the weightlessness of the first drop as her body plunged down the climax track out-of-control.

"OHHHHHHHHHHHH!" her cries came quick and often, the back of her head repeatedly thumping the wall behind her. "Shit, shit, shit, cumming, cumming, CUMMMIIINNNNGGGGG!"

She grabbed Zane's neck and buried her face into his shoulder, tears falling on the expensive silk shirt. He held her patiently until she sank slowly back to the floor, knees trembling.

"Oh wow," Lauren gasped for air. "Just wow."

Sitting on the carpet for what seemed an eternity, they settled against the wall, kissing, caressing, and savoring the intimacy that only lovers who were no longer just friends can enjoy.

+++++

Two a.m. came and went. While awaiting word - any word - Corey had walked the house twice, downed a beer, checked in on his sleeping daughters and jerked off twice to his secret video of Lauren having sex with her young Miami friends. Tonight was the first time she was with someone and he didn't have a clue as to what was up. It was absolutely driving him mad. For a guy with Corey's kink, nothing was worse - or more gratifying - than the suspense of not knowing. At this point he could only use his imagination. Sweet, sweet, imagination.

+++++

Lauren struggled to an upright position and nearly toppled over, the pants around her calves severely restricting any motion. With some concentration she was able to remove the stilettos and leather pants, kicking them to one side. Except for the metal rivet choker and cuff bracelet, her naked South Florida sun-kissed body stood before the biker. The only hint of untanned skin ran along thin bikini lines stretching across her chest and hips. The wayward executive began unbuttoning her date's shirt, dramatically yanking it from his shoulders to expose a bare chest of coarse, silver hair. She ran her fingers through the curls, palming his hard pecs. Only a few years younger than Corey, his body was weathered too, but was holding firmer, nothing like her husband's pudgy man-boobs. Zane groaned as her fingers found his nipples.

"You men are all alike," she giggled.

One hand on his chest, Lauren searched for the heavy belt buckle with the other. In a flash, she pulled it through the jeans' loops. Seconds later the denim followed, leaving him only in his white, delightfully packed briefs. They kissed again, tongues dancing, her bare vulva pressing against the cock she so desperately wanted to see again.

"Do you want me?" she breathed in his ear.

"Yes," Zane exhaled between kisses.

Both felt bittersweet lust reverberate through their bodies. Lauren played with the hair on his neck.

"You mean you'd bed your best friend's wife?"

"Isn't that what he wants?"

Her hand travelled slowly to his crotch, rubbing his mounting erection through the cotton fly. The vixen's voice got smokier.

"What does the Top Mechanic want? I remember coaching our girls while you watched me from the bleachers, eyeing my tight, red softball pants. Sometimes your eyes never left me. I felt them you know, leering at me. I thought it was hot."

"Fuck yeah," the award winner moaned as Lauren began sinking to her knees.

"Were you imagining what lie under those panty lines?"

"Oh, God, Lauren..."

Lauren kissed his stomach, one hand never leaving his package.

"Remember when you made a pass at me at that out-of-town tournament? You were drunk, you naughty boy. I didn't let you get very far," she breathed heavily, grabbing the elastic top of his shorts. "I was a good girl then." Her eyes lit up as the long, skinny cock bounced into view, "Would you say the same about me now?"

Lauren wrapped her blue painted nails around her new lover's pulsating shaft. As the glans generated rivers of shiny precum, she used the slippery broth to lubricate her fingers and palms, allowing for some serious stroking with little friction.

Zane looked down as she jacked him off.

"Definitely not."

+++++

The alarm clock bathed the Des Moines bedroom in eerie neon blue. It was half-past two. Corey had resigned himself to the fact that any news would now not come until morning. It was clear his plan had been successful. Why else would there have been no communication? Phones can die, but they can be charged quickly too. No, this was an obvious sign his wife and best friend were in bed and having fun.

Mission accomplished.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

"Jesus, you're good cocksucker."

"Mmmphhhhttttt."

"Corey told me you never gave him head. He was sandbagging. You must be practicing."

Lauren pulled the glistening shaft from her mouth and caught her breath.

"I'll never tell," she giggled.

More slurping. Lauren's hands were on Zane's bare ass, head in his crotch, bobbing away.

"Mmmm, yeah, just like that baby, suck my cock."

For the next few minutes, the irresistible brunette continued to stroke the biker as she slobbered over his tool, an eager tongue swirling around hairy balls. Zane gripped the sides of her head and for the second time that night face-fucked her until he felt the tell-tale signs of an approaching climax.

No, not yet!

"Pfffft, pfffft, pfffft" Lauren choked as spittle flowed from the corners of her mouth.

Zane pulled her lips off his dick to avoid cumming. Like Corey, he was not a young man and his recovery time was not what it used to be. Cum again now, and there'd be no telling when he'd be able to fuck this wild filly.

Lauren yelped as the biker unexpectedly threw her on the bed. Looking up at the stout frame towering above her, she laughed maniacally and slowly spread her legs, pulling apart the oozing, inviting folds to give him a good view of the paradise that awaited him.

"Tonight, I'm yours," Lauren panted. "In every way."

Zane suckled her small, sensitive breasts, and was rewarded by a string of moans. He alternated between the two, nibbling each nipple thoroughly, pulling them in with his lips, then letting them go with a smack.

"Oooooo, baby, just like that."

Their hands roamed and groped, fondled and squeezed, with no particular urgency. They had all night. Zane took his time enjoying his friend's body; there was no telling if they'd ever be here again. It was the little things that made being with her so hot. She was looking at him now in the same way she had looked at Corey for years. The same hands that pleasured his best friend were now setting fire to his own skin. The little noises she made when Zane touched an erogenous zone were the same cries Corey had heard for decades. The proscription of the moment was simply overpowering.

"Go lower," Lauren beseeched the biker.

His mouth obeyed, travelling down her exquisite stomach, only to stop at the taut and well-defined abs she worked so hard to maintain. At 48, Lauren rocked a body that most women in Zane's world hadn't had since 30.

She giggled again. "Lower."

"If you insist."

"Taste me. Lick my pussy."

There was no mistake when the wandering tongue found her love button.

"Oh yeah, RIGHT THERE."

Zane grunted, acknowledging his find. He proceeded to wrap her legs around his shoulders and bury a grinning face into her sopping wet hole, eager to make her cum again. The extended tongue explored every nook, every cranny, leaving no fleshy fold untouched.

"FUCK YESSSSSS!" Lauren brayed.

Slow and calculated slurping mixed with elevated breathing as Corey's sexy wife began building to another release.

"Please, make me cum again. I love how you eat my married pussy."

Yes, child, sharpen those therapy chops! she heard Chloe say.

Zane zeroed in on her clitoris, fueled by the thought of being between the legs of his best friend's wife.

"Suck it, suck it, ohhhhhh, Zayyyyyyynnnnn, SUCK IT!"

Slurp, slurp.

"Don't you dare stop, DON'T STOP! Ohhhhhhhhh, yesssssss!"

+++++

Back in Des Moines, the smartphone tumbled quietly from Corey's outstretched hand to the carpet below. He'd tried his best to stay awake, but exhaustion finally won. It was nearly three a.m. when the deeply conflicted husband slipped into unconsciousness, wondering what his beloved wife was doing at that exact moment.



+++++

Lauren gnashed her teeth and drove Zane's head into her pelvis. "Gonna cum, baby, I'm gonna cum!" she screamed.

Zane's mustache was now dripping with her sticky, clear juices.

"OOOOOOHHHHHHH, RIGHT THERE!!!"

"Cum for me, Lauren, cum on my face!" he managed to gargle through near suffocation, words muffled by wet thighs clamped over each ear.

Oh my God, she sneered, head thrashing from side to side. The thought of the long-time friend eating her pussy was sending her to the edge.

"Ahhhhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!" she howled. "CUMMMMEEEEENNGGGG!"

The wild bucking of Lauren's quaking hips made it difficult for Zane's mouth to stay with her slippery bald slit. They were shaking involuntarily, lifting off the mattress, only to slam back down into the wet sheets below.

"OOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHH," she squealed, pressing her head into the bedding. "CUMMMMMIIINNNNNGGGGGG!"

Zane watched as tears of ecstasy streamed down her pretty face, makeup running passed flush cheeks like a whore in heat. His cock could wait no more. The whole perception of his best friends and their marriage, everything,  had just been shattered. In that moment, he no longer saw Lauren as a reserved and modest mother of two. In front of him now was Lauren the slut, a hot, quivering mess of wanton sex whose reddened hole was begging to be fucked. He'd made this promiscuous harlot cum twice now and he needed to be in her, married or not. They were WAY beyond any propriety shit anyway. He was more turned on than he'd been in years, so fuck it. If Corey wanted him to bang his ol' lady, so be it.

The large man ascended Lauren, rubbing the crown of his cock across her wet folds. The Iowan wife glanced furtively at the nightstand where her clutch lay. He followed her gaze and understood.

"No worries, I'll get it."

She could feel the slippery precum coating her thighs and had pleasant visions of thick ropes of semen flooding her pussy.

Lauren shook her head. "No. Just do it. Do me now."

Zane hesitated. He may have been drunk, but he wasn't stupid. His swimmers were still strong.

Lauren saw it in his eyes and shook her head. "That ship sailed years ago."

Relieved, he placed his aching, purple shaft into her hand and guided it towards the hole he'd longed for all evening. Just before they committed the act that would forever change his relationship with the married couple, he paused.

"Are you sure?"

"Oh God, yes, Zane, just fuck me."

He smiled. "Then put me in, Coach."

+++++

Outside, a couple returning from Freddy's heard a high-pitched shriek mixed with low grunting coming from Room 10. This sent them scurrying down the sidewalk laughing hysterically. Inside the run-down room, Zane's cock pushed past Lauren's labia, prompting her tan arms to curl around his shoulders, her legs lifting and wrapping around his hips.

Lauren's eyes squeezed shut as the slightly crooked member penetrated her slowly; two inches, three, then four.

"Ahhhhheeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!"

The sensation of the bare cock sinking passed her slick walls was profound; the fact it had already surpassed any depth her husband could reach was simply remarkable. "Thaaaaaaats it, baby. Fill me up."

Zane grunted incessently and nearly came. The feeling of the warm, unprotected cunt closing around his cock was indescribable. Knowing whom lay beneath him with was also, quite literally, blowing his mind.

Good God, I'm in your wife, Corey. I'm fucking your ol' lady.

Powerful thrust.

Deep...in....your...wife.

Ball slapping assault.

Tight...little...pussy!

Bake sales...

Church choir...

Massive bone crushing slam.

Cock whore!

Lauren continued to writhe as the biker rooted his hungry cock, rotating his pelvis to drive it home. She gripped his sides tightly as the narrow prick sank deeper into her eager canal. What it lacked in width the phallus made up for in length, easily as long as her beloved Chairman of the Board. Eyes shut, she relished the feeling of the unsheathed cock.

"Fuck me," she implored.

Zane obliged, pummeling her pussy with fury.

"OH SHIT GODDAMN!" Lauren screamed in unadulterated pleasure.

The biker was grunting loudly now with every thrust.

"Fuck meeeee! So deep! Don't stop! HARDER! HARDER!!"

Every ridge, every bump, every wrinkle was felt as his lengthy manhood traversed her vulnerable flesh. It wasn't the stretchy sort of sensation she'd felt with the others, like Tony or Tommy. No, this slender lance made her feel warm, full....impaled.

As the euphoria of initial penetration passed, the lovers settled into a steady rhythm, rocking back and forth while the tired motel bed creaked under the strain. Fast but measured, their love making intensified, slowly building to what they both knew was going to be nothing less than a mind-blowing crescendo. They cried out with every passionate thrust.

"Fuck me harder!" Lauren snarled. "Show me how you fuck a whore!"

Zane sweated profusely, pumping harder to keep up with her demands. She continued a barrage of filthy language, pleading with him to fuck his "whore", "slut", and "tramp". Jesus, insatiable AND twisted. He knew then what he had to do.

"Your husband's whore and now my cum bucket. Be the slut we need you to be bitch, take my seed!"

Lauren clung to his neck. "Yesss, yessss, such a dirty little girl!"

"Corey's at home, cheering me on. You KNOW he is. Begging me to fuck his whore!"

"Ohhhhhh, yesssss, yessss, yessss! Use me, use me!"

Zane closed his eyes. This was shades of Abby all over again. She'd been into light submission and infliction and he had a hunch this one was too. As the pounding continued to a steady stream of "oh, oh, ohs", he took a chance and gingerly slapped one tit, then the other.

Lauren began to shudder as mini-orgasms shook her body.

"Owww!" she cried.

Titties again. Slap, slap.

"Oh GAWWWDDD!" Lauren screamed. She was clearly turned on. "Fuck me Zane, own me, make me yours!"

Just as he'd thought: gorgeous and  submissive.

"You fucking whores are all the same. You like it a little rough, don't ya?"

"Do it again!" Lauren begged.

"What?"

"DO IT AGAIN!"

Zane slapped her breasts harder, then her face. She laughed maniacally. "Is that all you got?"

A flat palm struck the other cheek.

"Yessss," Lauren inhaled deeply, relishing the sting. "Now fuck me GODDAMNIT! MAKE COREY HEAR ME BACK HOME!"

Zane's cock continued to piston steadily into her sloppy cunt.

"Oh, yeah, take it bitch!"

The two writhed uncontrollably on the bed as their pelvis' crashed into one another. Lauren could feel him pulsing inside her, the bare skin of his hot cock rubbing against her pink and unprotected walls. She grew more vocal as Zane fucked her harder, occasionally lifting a powerful arm to backslap her tits or cheeks.

"Ohhhhhhhhh FUCCCCCK!"

"C'mon whore, cum for me!"

"OH OH OH YEESSSSSSSSSSS!"

The springs were creaking so much Zane feared a collapse. Lauren's cries turned into squeals as a major release welled-up inside.

"Gonna cum...gonna cum...gonna...AAHHHHHHHEEEEEEEE!"

Without warning, her snatch snapped closed around his cock, stopping it mid-stroke. Lauren's eyes rolled back in her head as she clawed at Zane's neck, back, and ass, the pain from her raking nails sending shivers down his spine.

"OH MY GOD I'M CUMMING!"

Lauren's body convulsed, limbs shaking, her mouth forming the perfect O Zane had longed to see.

"Hfffft, hfffft, hfffft," she gushed as spasms shook her to the bone. It took a good minute or two for the quaking to subside.

"So good, so good," Lauren muttered repeatedly.

The new lovers kissed tenderly, embracing until their breathing slowed. Mercifully, Lauren smiled and rolled to her belly, propping herself up on all fours. She wiggled her ass and looked over a sweaty shoulder.

"Your turn."

Erection still raging, Zane lost no time in scampering behind the slutty brunette. He placed a hand in the small of her back and gazed along the long sleek spine to the shiny, tousled black hair in front of him. Copious amounts of Lauren's cum leaked from her elevated pussy, pooling on the sheets below. Fueled by unbridled lust, the biker grabbed hold of her slim hips and wasted no time in slamming his cock deep into her sopping pussy.

"OHHHHHHHH!" Lauren's guttural moan filled the room. The force by which Zane penetrated her was surprising.

The well-lubricated dick had no problem sliding in and out of the gaping hole. The mechanic ramped up the pace, his 58-year-old knees crackling on the mattress as he thrust his hips relentlessly into Lauren's.

"Pussy...so...good."

"Oh God, deep, deep, deeper!" she begged, hands clutching sheets, hair flying about wildly.

Not missing a stroke, Zane leaned over her back, grabbed a fistful of black mane, and pulled...hard.

"Oww, SHIT!" Lauren screamed as her head snapped back.

"Like that whore?" he bellowed, wrapping the glossy hair tight around his fingers.

"OH OH OH!"

"Take it, take it slut!"

Lauren rotated her hips hard against Zane's groin.

"HUMPHHH... HUMPHHH... HUMPHHH." The mechanic was working overtime as he power-fucked his friend's wife. Although he was running out of breath, he managed to keep the hammer down as he rammed his steel repeatedly into the depths of her cunt.

Lauren was delirious now; no longer a wife, friend or neighbor, just a piece of meat to be used for a biker's pleasure.

"That's it! Fuck me, goddamnit!"

"HUMPHHH... HUMPHHH... HUMPHHH."

Lauren felt the invading cock lurch, it's strokes becoming longer and more measured. He's going to cum.

"Oh shit!" Zane snorted. "Shit, shit, shit." He could feel his balls expanding with the hot jizz that was ready to explode. The pummeling gave way to short, quick jabs.

"Fucking...you...good..bitch."

"Yessss, give me your big dick!" Lauren baited him, desperately wanting him to cum inside her, "fuck me, fuck your best friend's wife!"

"Oh DAMN, gonna cum!"

"Do it Zane, blow your seed deep in me!"

The grip on her hair tightened and pain seared through her scalp. She pounded her fists into the mattress below. Why's it hurt so good?

"Fill me, baby! Make me glad I'm your date tonight and not Corey's."

Zane's rapid breathing began to deepen. "OH FUCK!"

"Yes! That's it! Harder! Fuck me HARDER!" Lauren screamed.

"Getting close!" Zane gasped.

"Do it! Fuck your whore! You know you've wanted this since the day we met, Remember my ass in those softball pants, baby? You wanted me then, you got me now!"

Zane snarled, his lips curling at the sides. "OHHHHH FUUCCCKKKK!"

Lauren rolled with his thrusts, leaning forward, pushing back; leaning, pushing.

"Cum in me," she implored.

The biker threw his head back and roared at the ceiling, making no attempt to pull out as the boiling sperm flowed from his balls and through his shaft.

She clamped down on the shuddering cock, locking it in, preventing escape. The throbbing flesh expanded rapidly in her spongy tunnel as Zane's load erupted deep in her womb. Lauren basked in the sensation of his cock pumping wave after wave of steaming jizz into her cunt.

"Yessss, give it to me, fill me up," she bade, falling to her chest as her arms gave out.

"Awe, Lauren, fuuccck," the mechanic moaned, as he let go one final blast.

"Hmmm, that's it baby, let it drain down my legs. Oh, I love how you treat a girl."

+++++

Depleted, Zane pulled out, allowing a mix of semen and Lauren's juices to flow from her now bruised slit. Completely exhausted, the couple lay holding each other, basking in the glow of their lovemaking, each knowing these were fleeting moments to be cherished. Daylight would bring reality, and this moment would soon be relegated to a fond memory.

+++++

Lauren blinked as the interior of the cruddy motel room came into focus. Laying on her side, she slowly became aware of an arm draped over her waist. It was Zane, spooning and snoring. Smiling, she realized it was the first time in 30 years since anyone besides her husband had snored in her ear. The soreness between her legs served as a quick reminder that the man next to her was definitely not Corey.

Slipping quietly from under the mechanic's grasp, Lauren sat up and squinted at the few rays of morning sun that had the audacity to sneak past the dusty drapes. The mixture of whiskey and cocktails was proving deadly. She reached for her phone and noted the time: quarter past seven. A few missed texts from Corey also awaited.

1:47 AM: R u ok? 

2:24 AM: Where are u? 

2:52 AM: I'm worried. PLEASE text me back.

Lauren frowned and cursed herself. She should have checked earlier.

Sorry, was sleeping. Yes, I'm fine. Will be heading back later this morning. 

Yawning, she shuffled into the bathroom and closed the door. Any post-date drama would have to wait until after a nice hot shower.

+++++

Corey's eyes snapped open at the sound of the incoming text. He frantically searched the pillow and surrounding sheets for the phone until he saw it laying on the floor. His fingers couldn't type fast enough.

Good morning.

Are you with him now? 

That was, of course, a stupid question. She most certainly was. Once at Freddy's, there was no where else to spend the night but in his motel room.

Spend the night.  The connotation was clear: not since their courtship had she actually slept with someone else. That meant cuddling, sweet nothings, afterglow...intimacy far greater than with any of her other lovers.

A heavy sigh signaled a game of patience as the older man watched the small screen for a response. Any response.

+++++

Lauren exited the bathroom wearing the pink thong and nothing else. Zane was awake now, head propped up with one arm on the mattress watching her towel dry that luxurious long black hair.

"What?" she asked.

"Seriously? You have to ask?"

Smiling softly, Lauren plopped next to him on the mattress.

"What do you want to know?"

"Hell, I don't know. Where to start? Um, how long?"

"Five, six months. After I moved."

He shook his head. "Damn. Toby called it, you know. He warned Corey not to leave you down there alone."

"Being alone has nothing to do with it. I haven't cheated on Corey once. You have to believe that. Not once. He's in on everything."

"This just happened overnight, then? One day he said go forth and screw other guys?"

Lauren chuckled. "Well, kinda, but no, there's been years of pillow talk."

"No offense, but me and Abby used to talk too, yet it was, you know, just that. Talk."

"Maybe you guys weren't given the right opportunity."

Zane stared at the ceiling fan. "I still can't believe it, Lauren. You are so perfect. PTA, coaching, cookies, church every Sunday."

"You forgot good cocksucker."

He smiled, caressing her cheek. "Yeah, that too. So, did you really screw all those guys?"

Lauren laughed. "In those posts? Not a one. Wasn't for lack of them trying, though."

"Just out of curiosity..."

"Eight, I think, including you."

Zane looked incredulous. "Eight men in five months? Really? You?"

"Only six were men."

His eyebrows arched. "Oh."

They searched each other's eyes. Finally, he cleared his throat.

"So, where does that leave us?"

Lauren flinched. She knew from her research on sexuality that feelings can and sometimes do form between women and their, what were they called, bulls? It was one of the biggest pitfalls of the "lifestyle", unless one wanted to establish a polyamorous relationship, which she decidedely did not. Her only love was Corey. Period.

"There can be no us," she replied softly. "Not to make light of...this, but it's a moment in time in what I'm sure you'll agree was a very weird situation. I love Corey and I'm going to die in his arms. That's the reality of it."

The biker grinned. "Uh yeah, what you said. Look, you're Corey's girl and that ain't going to change. What I meant was, quite frankly, you're a great fuck and I wouldn't mind getting together again sometime. But hey, if this was a onetime thing, that's cool too."

Lauren breathed a sigh of relief, a bit enbarrassed for misinterpretting his question. It seemed he understood.

"So, are you going to tell Mr. Miller I know about his little quirk?"

She closed her eyes. "I don't know. We have no secrets. Question is, are you going to treat him differently?"

Zane exhaled and fanned out his fingers. He hadn't yet thought about how he'd react the next time he saw his friend. "Well, you know I can never see you guys in the same way, right? I mean, that would be impossible. Your mouth around my cock is seared into my brain."

"You didn't answer the question."

"Corey's been my bud for nearly thirty years. Nothing's going to change that. Yeah, he set me up - you set me up - but in the end, I got off, you got off and I'm assuming somehow he's getting off. So, what the hell? All good."

Comfortable with what she heard, Lauren leaned over and planted kisses on his silver chest and belly, stopping only to hover above another growing erection.

"Well then," she grinned slyly, tongue flicking the head of his awakening dick, "before we go back to being just pals, let's see if I can't get my approval rating up to superior cocksucker, shall we?"

+++++

Corey's laptop sat idle, awaiting a command. He was in his home office, but any attempt to prepare for the work week ahead was failing miserably. All he could do was stare blankly at the phone on the desk and wait for a response to the text sent over an hour ago. It was now nine o'clock.

Amelia stuck her head in and let her dad know she was off to brunch with friends ahead of a late afternoon flight back to Chicago. The project manager nodded weakly and confirmed the time he'd be needed to take her to the airport. Upstairs, Caroline was in the shower, no doubt preparing to go say goodbye to her own peeps. Clearly annoyed, Corey wondered if their mother would even be home in time to see them off.

As he begrudgingly opened a project schedule for Monday's activities, the message he'd been waiting for finally came.

LAUREN: Leaving now, be home soon. I love you. 

+++++

The capricious Rekrap executive clung to her latest lover as the bike zipped along the main highway towards Des Moines. The late November morning was chillier than those of the past week and she was downright freezing in the attractive - but not so practical - leathers worn the night before. What little warmth there was came from a cheek pressed into the mechanic's back.

Lauren had done it. She had slept with her husband's best friend just like he wanted. She'd also fucked up and spilled the beans. Shit. Now who knows what the dynamics between the two buddies would be? Corey had to be told, that much was a given. But how? Rows of harvested cornfields flew by as Lauren contemplated the right way to come clean.

+++++

The front door closed with a slight squeak followed by the tap, tap, tap of heels on the hardwood floor. Seconds later, Lauren appeared outside the office, leaning against the doorjamb.

"Hey," she grinned innocently.

Corey nodded, a brief smile flitting across his face. "Hey."

"Are the girls here?"

"Amelia's went to brunch. Caroline's upstairs waiting on Samantha to pick her up."

"Okay."

The couple stole a few unsure glances at each other.

"How was your evening?" Corey finally asked.

Emotionless, Lauren turned toward the hallway, slinging the leather jacket over her shoulder. "Follow me," she beckoned with crooked finger.

As the couple ascended the stairs to the second floor, their daughter came bounding down past them, feet landing heavy on the steps. The older woman felt Caroline's eyes giving her the once over.



"Hi bye," the girl feigned disinterest in her mother's presence, grabbing a coat from the foyer. "Going out with Sam. Flight's not until eight-thirty. A ride would be great, Dad. See ya."

"Of course, sweetie," Corey acknowledged her request, watching the 27-year-old scurry out the front door.

"Hi Mom, how are you?" Lauren asked sarcastically. "Oh, just fine, thanks for asking."

Corey shrugged. "Typical millennials." He leaned in nervously, one hand on his wife's ass. "I, on the other hand, am very interested on how your night went."

Lauren turned up her nose at him haughtily and continued on the steps. "You, sir, will just have to wait."

+++++

Leather, tits hanging out, painted-on pants? I mean, her vag is nearly on display!

Caroline paced along the curb while waiting on her friend. She'd never seen her mother so slutty. Why now? Was she messing around? What about Zane? They had gone out of town together. Were they having an affair? What about the the nightclub pics of her in Miami? Were those guys more than just friends? Did her father know? Surely he wasn't that naïve. Oh my God, did he condone it?

Christ, I need a drink.

+++++

Corey sat in the warm, sudsy water and watched his beautiful wife shed her satin robe. Cautiously, she stepped over the tub's side and into the gentle jets. Her nearly perfect naked body towered over him as she ran a toe over his groin, briefly touching his hardening penis.

The embattled husband was bursting at the seams. "Well?"

Lauren chuckled, lowering herself into the bubble bath. "Well what?"

"C'mon babe."

She had to grin, knowing full well the suspense was killing him. But wasn't that the very thing men with his kink thrived on? "Let's just start from the beginning, okay?"

Corey nodded impatiently as her toe found his cock again. It grew to its full six inches as she recounted "the date". How proud and handsome Zane looked when receiving his award. How they successfully pulled off the whole Ashley charade. And yes, how phenomenal a kisser his best friend was.

"So, you did kiss him."

Lauren nodded, leaning forward, putting her hands on his knees.

"Tongue?"

"Of course, silly, we had to make it convincing. I was supposed to be his hot girlfriend, remember?"

The erection broke the surface of the soapy water, causing a small ripple. She wrapped five delicate fingers around it.

"And that's not all his tongue was good for."

"Oh God."

Lauren told him about playing pool at Freddy's, teasing his friends, and dirty dancing.

Corey's head lay against the white marble surface as her soapy hand glided slowly up and down his rigid shaft.

"W-w-what else did you do?"

"I played darts. Zane and his buddies couldn't take their eyes off my ass and tits."

"Jesus."

"Does that get you hot? Thinking about them ogling me?"

"Yes."

"I have to admit, it was fun, but not nearly as much fun as going to the bathroom."

Opening his eyes, Corey cocked an eyebrow.

"I was really drunk and had to pee, but the ladies' room was being cleaned."

"That's fun?"

She nodded. "It was when I recruited Zane to stand guard in the guys' john."

The 61-year-old's breathing increased, the feeling of her fingers dancing along his member was incredible. "Did he see you?"

"Peeing? No, that would be crass." Lauren leaned against the tub wall and placed her feet on either side of her husband's shaft, beginning a very slippery footjob. "I did, however, thank him for his vigilance."

"You did?" Corey's breathing elevated.

"Of course. I was very grateful. I started by pulling him into the stall. Sat right there with my ass on the stool and unzipped his jeans. He's got this really long and skinny penis. A little bent, actually. But you already knew that from all those fishing trips, didn't you? With a little practice it was pretty easy to deep throat."

"Sssssssttttttt," Corey hissed.

"That's right, Twisty, I went down on your best friend right there in the shitter of a seedy bar. Let my tongue twirl around his big dick until he unloaded in my mouth. Said I was good little cocksucker. How's that for being a whore?"

"Lauren, holy SHIT!" Corey's manhood lurched, sending bubbles everywhere. She easily squeezed it between her feet and kept edging.

"We had an audience too. Some pervert on the other side of the stall, just standing there, listening to me suck off your friend. Blasted a puddle of sticky goo right outside the door just as Zane came in my mouth. Had to step over it when I left. Filthy animal! Maybe that was you? Listening to me swallow every bit of Zane's jizz? Believe me, there's so much more of it than when you blow."

Corey gasped and tried to grab his dick to escalate the masturbation, but she kicked his hand away.

"This really does get you off, doesn't it?"

"I can't believe you did that!"

Lauren smiled at him coyly. "Oh, it gets better. Now I want to see you play with your nipples."

Sliding down into the water, Corey raised both soapy hands to his chest and began squeezing and thumbing his man-boobs. His begged his wife to continue telling him about her date.

"After that we went to his motel room." Biting her lower lip as if ashamed, she confessed, "I've been a very bad girl, babe."

Lauren leaned over and let her tongue swirl around the two inches of cock sticking above the waterline. He tried to push her head down over the shaft but she popped back up and glared at him. "NIPPLES!" Corey obediently returned fingers to his pudgy chest.

"Here's where it gets good. I let him finger-fuck me against a wall. He wouldn't stop until I came on his hand."

"Oh God, babe, that's so hot."

"Not nearly as hot as my steaming cunt as I waited for that big cock to fuck me. And fuck me he did, Corey. Long and hard. Your best friend is a freakin' stud. Fucked me into the next county. So big, so hard, so much cum."

"Jesus, I think I'm gonna..."

"Not yet!" Lauren enjoined him, briefly releasing his pulsating dick. It plopped back against his rotund waist, his wet belly glistening like gelatin. She reached over the side of the tub and brought back the blue box the mechanic had given her.

"W-w-what's that?"

"It's the award Zane got at the ceremony. You know, the one you sent me to as his fuck-toy girlfriend? He gave it to me as a momento. Wasn't that sweet of him?" she purred, removing the sparkling hand-blown glass wrench. "No doubt thanking me for giving great head."

Corey tried to touch the award.

"NIPPLES!" Lauren glowered. His hands flew back to his chest.

"What a great trophy, huh? Aren't you proud of him?"

"Sure."

She cleansed the wrench in the bath water and held it up. "There, all nice and clean," Lauren beamed. Corey rolled his nipples between his thumb and forefinger as he watched his wife rub the open end of the seven-inch wrench around her own breasts, teasing the nipples as if torquing a bolt.

"Really sorry you couldn't be there. His cock was amazing."

Corey winched, the angst he so craved was in overdrive. "I knew it! You fucked him, didn't you?"

"Of course, I did, Twisty. That's what you sent me to do, wasn't it? To be his whore for the night? Well, I was that, and much, much more."

His cock jolted again. Lauren could see the precum streaming out of the glans, mixing with the bubble bath.

"Easy, there's more."

He tried deep, measured breaths which seemed to help hold off the imminent release, at least for now. "Go on."

Lauren slid further down into the tub and spread her legs, calves resting on the rim. She moved the glass trophy passed her belly. "Since you weren't there, sweetie, I figured I'd bring a little of Zane to you." The wrench inched its way to her bald slit, which she purposefully kept visible just above the soap bubbles.

"Ohhhhh, that feels so good, babe. Just like his real cock. Well, except his is much, much bigger," she giggled again. After dipping it passed her labia, she brought the tool to her mouth and licked off a dollop of clear juice that it had collected. "See, it even has his name."

Corey glanced at the inscription: "Top Mechanic of the Year -- Zane Presado."

She laughed dementedly. "Now jerk off for me."

Shifting his weight in the water, Corey began stroking his now purple cock while continuing to fiddle with his nipples.

"That's it, just like that," Lauren gleefully watched her husband masturbate while rubbing the smooth glass against her pussy. "Hmmm, feel your naked palms gripping your dick, just like my cunt did his.

"He fucked me good last night, just like you knew he would. Thank you so much for sending me into his arms. He is quite the skilled lover."

"Better than me?" Corey croaked.

Yep, time to ramp up the therapy. 

Lauren shifted in the tub and fixed him with a gaze, those sultry half closed eyes boring into his very soul.

"Isn't it more fun to guess?"

She laughed cruelly as a finger flicked one of his nipples. Backing away, she hovered the large award-turned-dildo over her gaping wet hole.

"Tell him to put it in me," she urged. "Tell Zane to fuck your wife, babe."

Corey groaned while watching the glass trophy sink deeper into Lauren's willing snatch, hand pumping his cock furiously.

"Do it, fuck her," he murmured, playing along.

"Louder."

"Fuck her," he yelled, "fuck my whore wife, Zane!"

"Mmmmm, oh yesssss!" Lauren moaned, slipping the wrench further into her quivering cunt.

"Your best friend, he's so long, reaching places you just can't. Oh, the way he made love to me last night. So hard, so rough!"

"Rough?"

Lauren laughed maniacally, pumping the glass tool in and out of her pink hole. "Yes, yes, yes! He fucked my face, threw me on the bed and brutalized my pussy. Punished me for lying to him. GOD I LOVED IT!"

Corey's mouth dropped open. What? What did she just say? For lying?

"Now slap me, damnit. Punish me for fucking your best friend. Slap my titties!"

"Lauren, I don't think..."

"You heard me goddamnit! Make me feel the sting."

"I-I-I..."

"What, are you too much of a pussy to do it?" she hissed. "Do I need to find a real man to fuck me, Twisty? Poor Corey, can't get it up, can't lay it down. JUST FUCKING DO IT!"

 What the hell did Zane do to her?

Lauren was now shoving the entirety of the clear smooth wrench into her flooding cavity, twisting the glass as it disappeared beyond her dainty butterfly.

"Ohhhhhh," she screamed. "Fuck me Zane, fuck me! Fuck my pussy while my husband jacks off! You see him banging me, perv? You asked for it and oh boy did he give it to me good. Oh yes he did! Fucked me silly!"

Corey rose out of the water and knelt in the tub.

"Do it, Twisty, punish me for being such a bad girl! BE A GODDAMN MAN!"

The first slap landed on her right tit. Thwaapppp! The second was to her left, then back to the right.Thwaapppp! Thwaapppp!

Red marks appeared on her tan skin almost instantly.

"Yesssssss! Again! Again!"

Thwaapppp! Thwaapppp! Both breasts recoiled at the strike, then jiggled.

Lauren spat at him. "Pussy!"

Thwaapppp! That got her a backhand across a cheek. It stung like hell, causing tears to flow. "Oh, I deserve it Corey! I was a bad wife. A dirty, terrible, SLUTTY wife. I was GLAD you pushed me into his arms. So happy I spent the night in HIS bed instead of yours."

More slaps to the face. Thwapppp! Thwapppp! Thwapppp!

Lauren was laughing uncontrollably now. She bent over the tub and gripped the sides, swirling her ass in the air, presenting it as a gift. Corey rose behind her, cock in hand.

"Time to reclaim me, baby. Do it. Fuck that pussy. It's always been yours; others just borrow it."

"Oh YEAH!" Corey grunted as he slid into her.

"GOD that dick feels good, all bare and naked. He didn't wear anything either, nope, just barebacked the shit out of me."

"OH MY GOD!"

More demented laughing. "That's right, Twisty! Zane's bare cock was in that same hole just hours ago."

"SHIT SHIT SHIT!" Corey bellowed. "Did he?"

"Damn right, baby, he unloaded buckets in the very place your dick is now."

"OH GOD OH GOD!"

Huffing and puffing above his wife, Corey drove his six inches as deep as it would go. He didn't want to blow but the whole sordid affair was propelling him over the edge.

"Shit, babe, I'm getting close!"

"Yesssss!" Lauren screamed "I want your cum! GIVE IT TO ME!"

More gasping as his wrinkled balls slapped rhythmically against her slick pussy.

"Babe?"

"Yes?"

"Remember when I told you all my Miami friends were fucking me?"

"O-o-ohhhhh y-y-yeah," he grimaced, trying desperately to buy some time.

"Well," she giggled, winking at him over her shoulder, "now YOUR friends are fucking me too!"

"OHHHHHH LAURENNNNNNN NOOOOOOOO!" Corey's head snapped forward as he stumbled back against the wall on one side of the tub, ripping his cock from the confines of his wife's warm cunt. Lauren wheeled and knelt before him, able to catch a few translucent spurts of hot semen on her face. It wasn't the cascade of white honey that the younger guys were capable of, but she loved it just the same.

+++++

Corey slid down the wall and back into the tub, shaking and wheezing. Lauren splashed water on her face to remove the facial, then wiggled next to him until he settled down.

"You okay?" she asked sweetly.

He nodded, putting his arm around her. "Fine, yeah, wow."

"I'm glad you found that interesting."

"I have to admit, that last bit was a little frightening and, um...bold...even for you."

"Yeah, about that. Apparently Abby liked it rough, and for some reason Zane projected that onto me last night and..."

"And you liked it too?"

"I liked providing the outlet more than anything. There's something very subservient and empowering about allowing someone's gratification at your own expense."

Corey frowned. "You like pain now?"

Lauren nibbled his earlobe. "A little sting never hurt anyone. It's kind of exhilarating. Like working a big zit on your face. It's at once painful and satisfying, especially when the damn thing pops." She pinched his puffy nipple. "You should try it."

"OUCH HEY!" he recoiled. "Yeah, no thanks. I guess I'm just a pussy."

She noted the sarcasm and winced. "I'm sorry, babe. It served, you know, it's purpose and you seemed to dig it. I won't do it again."

"Well, now, let's not be hasty."

Lauren's expression turned to one of compassion. She understood and smiled. It didn't stay there long.

"There's something else."

Corey chuckled. "What now? You like pina coladas and getting caught in the rain?"

"He knows."

The project manager didn't immediately grasp what she was alluding to. Slowly, though, his fingers gripped the sides of the tub, knuckles turning white.

"Come again?"

"Zane. He knows why you offered me up as Ashley. He knows about my hall pass. He knows about your fetish."

Corey laid back and gently tapped the back of his head against the tub.

"Babe, I sorry, I was drunk and ran my mouth."

Corey just mumbled.

Lauren began to distress. "Please say something."

"So THAT'S why he punished you! Well, shit, now the whole town will know. How can I face him? Face anybody? Fuck."

"He promised not to tell anyone."

"And you believe him?"

"He's your best friend, Corey. He's not going to out you. Besides, he finally came around to the idea."

"Well, yeah, I guess so, after he climbed up your cunt."

"That's not fair!" Real tears began to form in Lauren's beautiful eyes. She left the tub and stepped onto the floor mat.

Corey watched as his wife toweled off the tight, lithe body, the same one his close friend had just ravashed the night before. He shook his head and stepped out. As she turned into his chest crying, he wrapped his arms around her.

"It's not your fault. I sent you off with him. Whatever happened after that is on me. I'm not mad. Hell, I don't even care who knows. Three more months and we're both out of this shitty town for good."

With that, Corey kissed his wife. No matter the circumstances, regardless of the obstacles, they were a team. They recognized, accepted, and helped each other achieve their most basic desires. It was something the long-married couple had always done. True, the latest proclivities were darker and would need getting used to. Calling her submissive names was one thing; inflicting pain was another. Her screaming that a lover was bigger than him could be, in the moment, kind of hot; suggesting he was not a real man came close to an ever shifting line. Still, they were life-long partners and tomorrow was another day. It was now family time.

+++++

"Mom," the youngest Miller called out from her room as she packed her suitcase, "do you know where my blue top is?"

Lauren suddenly appeared from nowhere with the blouse. Mothers have a way of doing that.

"Here ya go, I had it dry cleaned."

"Thanks!" Caroline smiled, noticing her mother had changed into a sweatshirt and yoga pants, a far cry from the slutwear she donned earlier. She shrugged off any previous thoughts of impropriety. Stupid imagination. 

+++++

A short time later, there came another cry for help, this time from Corey's office downstairs.

"Mom, what's Dad's password? He doesn't answer his phone and I need to print a boarding pass. My laptop won't connect to the printer."

"Try birthdays."

The younger woman entered all four birth dates. No luck. Graduations? Nope. Wedding Anniversary? Ah, Bingo!

She toggled through several running programs looking for a browser. Just as she was about to open one from the taskbar, Caroline came across a video window showing a paused MP4 file. Although the stilled frame was fuzzy, the profiles of two naked people were clearly visible. She frowned. It wasn't that the counselor was opposed to porn; it certainly had therapeutic value and she herself occasionally masturbated to the free stuff. But jeez, Pops, you should really be more discrete. The girl looked around. Her mother was still upstairs. She hesitated, but curiosity got the best of her. Whatcha watching these days, Daddy O?

+++++

Lauren walked into her husband's office folding a skirt. "Honey, did you figure out the passwor..."

She didn't finish the question. Caroline was standing behind the desk with both hands over her mouth.

"Give it to me, Tony, wreck me!"

"Shit, baby, clamp that pussy around my cock, fuck it, fuck it!"

"Yessssss, Tony, yes, I'm your whore. FUCK ME, fuck your whore!"

Lauren dropped the skirt to the floor, stunned at hearing her own voice in the throes of passion.

"Fuck me like you fuck those college girls, baby, cum in my tight, warm pussy, LET IT GO!"

Caroline tore her eyes from the screen and looked at her mother in disbelief. "MOM?"

"ENOUGH! TURN IT OFF!"

Her daughter was paralyzed. She could do nothing but stare at her mother getting pummeled into a mattress by a very young and muscular man. Another naked couple was on the bed as well.

"MOM??"

Lauren slammed the lid down and the two women stared anxiously at each other. Mortified and shaking, the older woman was on the verge of passing out.

"K-K-Kitchen, five minutes."

+++++

Lauren sat at the breakfast table, face in trembling hands.

Really Corey? You recorded me? What were you thinking? You didn't even ask! And leaving something like that up for the kids to find? Fucking idiot!  She was furious, and rightfully so. Although some of her trysts had been live streamed, she had no idea he was recording them. Just how many were there?

Lauren looked up nervously as her daughter took a seat at the table. Surprisingly, the younger woman appeared a lot calmer and collected now. Unbeknownst to Lauren, after the initial shock of seeing the video, Caroline had decided the best way to navigate this inevitable conversation was to channel the same skills and composure she employed as a counselor.



"I'm listening," the 27-year-old clasped her hands on the table.

"I'm sorry you had to see that," Lauren offered.

"Me too."

An eerie quiet permeated the house. In the distance a neighbor was mowing their lawn one last time before the winter.

"I can explain."

"So, you are cheating on Dad."

"No, it's not like that."

Caroline folded her arms. "Then, please, tell me what it is."

Over the next few minutes, and for the second time in 24 hours, Lauren explained the couple's recent decision to expand their sexual horizons. She didn't mention all of it, of course, conveniently leaving out the various nuances. Just disclosing their extracurricular activities to her child was difficult enough without going into the details.

"You're swingers then?" Caroline posited.

"Something like that."

"And he is okay with you having sex with other men?"

Lauren nodded.

"And you're cool with him being with other women?"

"He hasn't asked yet. Not sure if he really wants to be. But I guess I'd be okay with it. What's good for the goose..."

Caroline rolled her eyes. "Mom, please, don't insult my intelligence by using cliches. So, it's a hotwife thing and he likes to watch, is that it?"

The 48-year-old raised an eyebrow.

"I majored in psychology, remember? All we talked about was Freud."

I can't believe I'm having this conversation with my daughter.

Caroline sat back and considered everything her mother had just told her. If someone would have asked her what the most preposterous talk she'd ever have with her parents would be, this topic would never have made the list. No child wants to think of their parents having sex, let alone with others. If she'd been upset at her mom dressing too risqué and acting weird with Zane, well, this took the prize. And yet, although it was difficult to imagine them as real people with real sexual needs, knowing her father was onboard was some relief. At least technically there was no cheating. They were adults, after all, and polygamy was not a crime. The counselor was torn between the science of hedonistic behavior and knowing the ones exhibiting it were her mother and father. On one hand, it was common for empty nesters, long suppressed by the shackles of parenthood, to experiment. It was certainly their right to do so. On the other, they were still her parents, and they weren't getting off the hook that easy.

"The video. The guy you were...being intimate with. He looked pretty young. And the girl, that was your friend Amy, right? Isn't she my age?"

Lauren nodded again. Hearing it put that way, well, it did seem kind of depraved. "Miami's a younger city and the friends I have now reflect that."

"Friends with benefits I take it. And Zane?"

They both jumped as Corey's truck rattled into the driveway and coughed to a stop, returning from airport run number one.

Caroline looked at her mother with urgency and concern. "Look, we're all adults here. I don't have a silly idyllic view of my parents anymore. You and Dad have the right to do whatever you please, whenever you please, but I don't have to like it. You do know, beyond the obvious risks, non-monogamous marriages can and do end up in disaster. So be careful, Mom."

A truck door slammed outside in the garage. Lauren peered across the table, a worried look on her face.

Caroline shook her head as her eyes went to the kitchen door. "I can't forget what I saw, but I won't mention it to him, or Amelia. She doesn't have my temperament and that conversation will not end anywhere near as civil as this one."

Corey entered the kitchen, shrugging off his jacket, smiling pleasantly. "Hi girls!"

"Hi Daddy," Caroline waved and bolted up the stairs.

It only took one look at his wife's frosty stare to dissipate the Sunday afternoon cheer.

+++++

"Your office. Five minutes," Lauren ordered, marching out of the room.

Bewildered, Corey put away a few things he'd picked up at the grocery store, then made his way to the office. There he found Lauren standing behind the desk with her finger poised above the laptop's spacebar.

"Babe, what's wrong, you look piss...?"

"Do me Tony! Fuck me pleeeeaasssseeee!"

"FUCKIN' WHORE!! Gonna cum! Here it comes!"

"GOD YESSSSS, I want to feel your hot love on my face!"

She paused the video. "Really, Corey? You couldn't have at least asked?"

The color drained from his face. "I, uh, well, it's not like you were in a position to, you know, ask."

The attempt at humor fell flat.

"And that makes it okay, right? You know, it's one thing if we want to risk messing up our lives, but others in that video may very well be embarrassed if it ever got out."

Corey removed his ball cap and ran his fingers through thinning hair. "Well, I wasn't going to upload it or anything. I would never do that. But you're right, I should have asked. I'm sorry. I just..."

"Just what?" Lauren was tapping her toe in that impatient way she has.

"You're so far away and...and those live streams, they're only temporary."

"So?"

"So? At least YOU get the pleasure of getting laid. That's a helluva lot more fun than unloading into a sock every night."

"Jesus Christ! You like fucking a sock while I get laid. Hello? You started this!"

"Yeah," Corey nodded furiously, "and you're finding ways to take it to new heights!"

Her jaw clenched tightly as she rushed brusquely passed him on the way out of the office.

"Don't worry," he muttered, "I'll delete it."

Lauren stopped in the doorway and turned towards him with a scowl.

"Damn it, Corey, just make sure it's not advertised, okay?"

+++++

Rubbing his chin with one hand while using the other to select the video file, the beleaguered husband dragged it to a less visible directory. After a few moments of deep reflection, he sighed, shook his head, and slowly redirected it to the recycle bin.

Leaning back in the leather chair, Corey clasped weathered hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling.

Shit.
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Apologies for taking so long to continue this saga. Like many others, SARS has taken its toll on our writing family. Strength has been zapped for months, which, of course, robs us of motivation.

To that end, the "raven-haired and much prettier" half of our team, who has recovered better than an old fart, has taken pen in hand to move this storyline along. As such, some may detect a slightly different writing style.

This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more. They are an amalgamation of real anecdotal events from our relationships, with a heavy dose of embellishment. For those realists out there: no, none of these things would happen to one couple in such a short amount of time. It's fictionalized non-fiction. Get over it.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold/group sex/interracial topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.

We intentionally have comments turned off. We write to make people happy, to hopefully entertain. We do not want our digital exhaust to be a vehicle for the negativity that Literotica comments have become notorious for. Turning off public comments is our small way of helping not to propagate hate. Have something to constructive to say? PM us.

Those that do choose to continue, please know reading previous chapters will help you better understand the characters and their journey.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

+++++

December 1st. Three months to go. 

December saw a flurry of activity in the Miller's separate but ever-connected lives. With the hospital complex 90% complete and a February ribbon cutting looming, Corey and the other project managers were working overtime to ensure crews were meeting deadlines and avoiding penalties. In Florida, Rekrap Industries had their own worries, mainly around supply chain shortages. The fiberglass manufacturer faced issues procuring natural minerals used to make the product and delays resulted in very irate customers. Lauren's office staff had been enlisted to reach out and head off any potential defections to other suppliers. That made for a lot of boring lunch meetings and late-night dinners, yet all felt the extra effort would be worth it if it meant keeping business relationships alive.

All this extra effort left little time for a long-distance marriage. A few texts here and there with maybe a quick call at night was the most the lonely husband and busy wife could squeeze in. Neither had broached the subject of the "Ashley Date", though it certainly was still prominent in their minds. In the days following that memorable Thanksgiving weekend, Corey had used an entire bottle of lube while picturing his wife and best friend rolling around on a worn-out mattress in a flea-bag motel. Likewise, Lauren could not shake the incredible memories from that night, frequently employing her ten-inch vibrator to revisit how Zane Picardo drove his impressive tool deep inside her, resulting in wave after wave of exquisite pleasure.

Although bringing a friend like Zane into their ever-expanding experiences was certainly a big step, that wasn't what bothered Corey the most. Hell, he might as well have put the biker's dick in Lauren himself. Rather, it was the fact that someone so close now knew their secret. It was one thing for strangers to be aware, but there was altogether good reason to keep it quiet in their own hometown. While Corey was growing more comfortable with his kink every day, there was still an undeniable stigma attached to the genre. Call men like him a cuckold, stag, or just a voyeur, somehow a man couldn't be a man if he drew pleasure from his wife sleeping with others.

Of course, mainstream society used to say something similarly foolish about gays. A man couldn't be a real man if he sucked dick. Fortunately, most people now saw the fallacy of these phobias, but like the LGBTQ movement, polygamous relationships still had a lot to overcome. As such, the practice wasn't really something one could divulge outside certain circles without risking unpredictable consequences. Thankfully, most liberal minds simply shrugged it off as live and let live, but others severely derided it, usually without cause. Even some who secretly masturbated late at night to erotic literature, those who should be more tolerant of alternative lifestyles, somehow found it necessary to continually ridicule personal choices. This weighed heavily on Corey, and not knowing which camp Zane was in, kept him from picking up the phone and calling his best friend.

+++++

With Christmas only weeks away, Lauren used what precious free time she had to scour Miami's downtown shops for just the right gifts. There she found funky clothing for the free-spirited Caroline, a designer handbag for the practical Amelia (who'd never buy it for herself), and the latest French perfume for her new Magic City friend and coworker, Amy Rosinner. The only challenge now was to find the perfect gift for the one man whose heart she held closest. But what? Being the memory maker for the family, Corey might enjoy a new camera. He was an avid photographer, after all. Or maybe some scuba diving gear for daytrips to the Keys?

The Iowan beauty rolled her eyes and chuckled softly while meandering through the never-ending corridor of a downtown mall.

But did the perv deserve a gift at all? 

Although the bitterness had subsided, Lauren was still a little miffed at Corey for filming her in Jack's penthouse. Granted, it wasn't so much the video itself - she was the last one who should be judging morality - but damnit, he could have at least asked permission. They were all so drunk, no one would have cared, and he probably could have joined in, though Lauren knew his preference these days was to watch.

Far, far worse was their daughter Caroline finding the incriminating evidence. What a dumbass! Who leaves a thing like that on their desktop? What could be worse than a daughter seeing her mother's sex tape? With multiple partners, no less...none of whom were her father. It was one of those things that can't be unseen, and if it didn't scar the youngest Miller for life, it would most assuredly change how she viewed her parents.

Why hadn't Lauren pulled the plug on Corey's fantasies right then and assured her daughter it was all over? Wouldn't most parents immediately end any controversial behavior upon their kids learning of it?

What does that say about me? 

Oddly, beyond the initial shock, Caroline had exhibited unusual calm. Nor had she asked them to stop. That was kind of weird. True, Corey had interrupted their conversation that day before they had a chance to finish, but something told Lauren that Caroline wasn't as upset about her mother screwing other people as she was about it potentially hurting her father. Once she knew Dad was onboard, her demeanor changed. In fact, since then, none of their conversations even touched on the incident, like it never happened. Very odd for her to just let that go. These days, as a licensed therapeutic counselor, Caroline was trained to view sexuality with a clinical eye. But seeing your mom getting drilled like a two-bit whore and knowing your father was a booster? Thank God, the girl had agreed to stay mum. Knowing his sweet little princess was aware of his nasty little penchant would surely send Corey to an early grave.

Still, with all the disappointment at her jerk-of-a-husband's stupid attempt at pornography, a pang of compassion tugged her heartstrings. She knew all too well what it was like to weather an Iowa winter, and how tough it would be for her to spent weeks on end, whiling away lonely hours, wondering what he was doing. How depressing it must be for him to call, just to find that she was at a club, out sailing, or frolicking on the beach. How harsh was it to learn the of fun she was having sipping wine at the pool deck, while he watched a blizzard dump a half-foot of snow that he would eventually have to shovel?

Then there was the seemingly perpetual hall pass. Corey had guided her down this path, so it should come as no surprise that, reluctant as Lauren was initially, she had now fully embraced it...and then some. At first, of course, she was shy about the whole thing, almost embarrassed. Now? Well, she rather enjoyed her newfound love for sex, and teasing him was a lot of fun too, although she was sometimes confused on how far to take it.

Originally, he claimed it was all about compersion, about her receiving the pleasure he could no longer give her. Then he began showing an affinity for teasing and humiliation, something she had researched but didn't really understand. Case in point, it sometimes seemed as if Corey actually enjoyed being separated by 1,500 miles, where he had no control over what she did or who she saw. Did the long-distance veneer over her everyday life, and the helpless feeling it extolled, add to his twisted pleasure? So strange if that was true.

All things considered though, it was hard to begrudge the poor man's very real need for a distraction. Lauren understood deep down that that video -- as underhanded as it was - had acted as a proxy for being with her when he could not physically be.

That's why giving him the perfect gift this year was more important than ever.

+++++

Corey was pulling out of the construction yard after a long dusty day when his boss came running out of the trailer office and held up a hand. Stopping, the project manager rolled down the driver's window and waved back.

"Something wrong, Chief?"

"Listen," Haul Carew said breathlessly. "You got a line on any work down there yet?"

"Haven't really had a chance to look."

"Doesn't surprise me, being here from sunup to sundown most days."

"Yes, sir."

Haul looked him in the eye. "Miller, you're a real talent. It's going to be tough to replace you. Miami, what a place to retire, eh?"

"Yeah, I guess."

Carew handed him a sticky note.

"Dale Dactyl. His company specializes in residential high-rises. A little different than commercial, but hell, with your skills it will be no problem to pivot. Him and I go way back. He's waiting for your call."

Corey looked down at a number scrawled on the yellow paper. "Wow, Haul, thanks, I'll call him. That's mighty big of you. I know you're not happy about me moving on."

"That's true, not gonna lie. But you need to chase after that pretty little lady of yours before someone else does," Haul belly laughed, with just a hint of leer. "Hell, might even be one of us! You know how much me and the boys like her."

"I do, Chief," Corey chuckled, shoving the phone number into his grubby work jeans. The idea of his fat boss and the rest of the crew taking up with Lauren might just be kindle for a cold winter night's dream. The fact that she had used a couple of his coworkers during role-play one night didn't help vanquish the thought either.

God, I'm a sick fuck. 

But honestly, what else was there? His thoughts, his hand, and a little lube was all he had right now to keep his sanity.

As he merged onto the freeway to his suburban home, he dialed the number Carew had given him. The construction firm's owner picked up right away and seemed amiable enough, if not downright jolly. After Corey explained his plans for relocating to Miami, Dactyl was open to meeting and discussing potential employment. They settled on a date and promised to continue the conversation then. Hanging up, the project manager felt on top of the world. Things were falling into place. Not only would he soon be reunited with the sweetest girl in the world but might also be landing the perfect job.

+++++

Lauren smiled sweetly at the wet-behind-the-ears youngster trying desperately to explain the advantages of a real camcorder. She had wandered quite by chance into the brightly lit electronic store, enticed by the sale signs in the front window. Much to the boy's dismay, his concentration was severely hampered by the way the elegant woman's satin blouse clung to her small breasts, accented by a strand of pearls, and legs wrapped in a tight pencil skirt. Like many young men, he had difficulty speaking in the presence of such a sumptuous MILF.

"B-B-Better control for outdoor nature shots, additional lighting capabilities for indoor ones, and even microphone add-ons!"

"And the viewfinder?" she asked.

"Oh its, larger than most!" the boy beamed.

"Bigger is better right?" Lauren winked, barely able to keep a straight face. "Can you show me?"

She thought the kid was going to pass out.

"S-S-Sure," he stammered, positioning himself behind her. He discretely inhaled what he thought was the most alluring perfume he'd ever smelled.

Lauren could feel the front of his work khakis press into her skirt as he lowered his arms around her shoulders to show her how the camera worked.

"Oooh, that is big," she teased, peering through the viewfinder.

Turning so her cheek was just next to his, Lauren looked him in the eyes. "I'll take it."

Moments later, the smitten sales associate watched as the woman of his late-night dreams walked out of his store and life with her new camcorder. Yes indeed, the mature beauty had given him something to fantasize about that night after saying goodnight to his parents.

And she'd bought a warranty to boot!

+++++

Forty-five minutes after setting up the Miami interview, Corey guided his old pickup truck into a nearly empty two-car garage and killed the engine. He sighed as the creaky wooden door closed behind him, seemingly sealing him in for yet another lonely night. It wasn't so much the solitude that would eventually close in on him as the evening wore on; that he could handle. Rather, it was the not being there. The not knowing. Not knowing what his lovely bride was doing at any particular moment as she went about her daily life.

A life without me. 

And there was little question Lauren had built a life of her own in Miami. Bolder, sexier, and shamelessly provocative now, his wife had little trouble attracting a stable of new, shiny friends with whom she enjoyed spending time with. Whether it was relaxing with neighbors at the pool, rubbing elbows with - and, by the way, occasionally fucking - coworkers, bar owners, billionaires, fraternity boys, and strippers, Lauren certainly had her dance card filled most weekends. Then there was her attitude. Way more assertive, carrying herself with more confidence than he'd ever seen. Indeed, he had truly poked the bear.

But isn't that exactly what you wanted? Well then...mission accomplished! Right?

Unfortunately, Corey had begun to question the wisdom of pushing her into that behavior, at least while he wasn't there to help manage and be part of it. Although the pillow talk would have never taken flight without her moving to another city, agonizing now over what she was doing and with whom was both a blessing and a curse. A source of both unchaste self-gratification and abhorrent disgust. At times he would brood over the possibility of her being out, dressed to the nines, flirting with who knows who, the risk of her being swept off her feet by a younger, wealthier lover always there. Then, predictably, he'd become uncontrollably aroused and jackoff at the very thoughts that caused the bittersweet angst in the first place. Mercifully, this served to temporarily alleviate his trepidation, like a rapidly deflating balloon. Until the next time. And there always was a next time.

Despite this anxiety, Corey really did love the new Lauren he had helped to mold, although he had to admit her increasingly slutty demeanor did scare him a bit. She was becoming a borderline nymphomaniac, actively seeking out new and bizarre ways to stretch sexual boundaries, like a butterfly emerging from a cocoon and spreading its wings. Truthfully a beautiful thing to behold. Or was it?

Compared to a lot of hotwife stuff on the web, her...their...encounters had been relatively mild. But the scale seemed to be tipping towards some rather unconventional nuances. It had begun with vanilla pillow talk, but now Lauren responded with much zeal when called a "whore, slut, or cunt". Six months ago, that would have, at a minimum, resulted in a slap across the face and the end to their already increasingly infrequent lovemaking. Now, it only served to fuel her arousal. Then, out of left field, came a sudden love for fellatio and receiving facials. Corey could count on one hand the number of times she'd given him head in their 30 years together. And most recently, at the hand of his best friend no less, the 48-year-old beauty showed fondness for the rough stuff. Slapping, pinching, choking. Never in a million years would Corey have imagined the girl who walked down the aisle with him 28 years ago could have an appetite for anything even remotely sadomasochistic. The kitten he'd married had turned into a lioness, and he was finding there was something to be said about the old maxim "be careful what you ask for". While he may have led her to the water for just a sip, she had jumped into the lake for a swim. Indeed, while this initially may have been about him chasing some juvenile man-cave fancies, in time, it caused the raven-haired beauty to rediscover something in her that was just begging for attention. And found it she did.

So she's on the cusp of becoming a whore's whore. Is that what you want? And just how far do you want her to take it? 

Still sitting in the driver's seat under the dimly lit bulb of the garage door opener, Corey closed his eyes. Hands gripping the steering wheel, he allowed his thoughts to drift to his favorite fantasy of Lauren painting the town in a shimmering, tight fitting party gown. Laser lights bounced off the walls of a crowded club as she danced with abandon, throwing her head back, laughing at stupid jokes while being sandwiched between myriad of eager men, each thinking they had a shot with the hot and tipsy woman. A familiar ache in Corey's crotch unconsciously lifted his hands from the wheel and lowered them into his lap where they massaged a twitching and growing cock through the thick, dusty jeans.

She'd flirt at first, of course, allowing unsure hands to probe and grope, evaluating just how much freedom they were allowed. Soon enough, she'd favor a lucky guy and they'd break off to a corner of the bar, snuggling close and whispering naughty, suggestive things that only they could hear. As the drinks flowed, Mr. Lucky would try placing his hands in strategic places -- on her knee, across her shoulders -- in the age-old dance known as "getting to first base." Playing the good girl at first, she'd wiggle her ring finger at him and squirm away. He'd laugh at the diamond ring that Corey saved up months to buy. Miami bars were full of horny housewives who were out to get laid. Whether this one was really married or just pretending made no difference to him at all. It was clear she wanted to end up on her back and he was happy to oblige. After a few more drinks, hands were allowed to go wherever they wished, signaling it was time to go.

Back at his place, Mr. Lucky wasted no time in slipping off the skimpy dress, then in kneading those luscious tomato sized breasts. Pushing her head into his lap, her shiny black hair obscured the pretty little mouth bobbing up and down on the large and rippled cock. It seemed agonizingly apropos that she so willingly and gleefully serviced her lovers in a way that Corey had begged for years.



The 61-year-old husband's thin arms were shivering as they fumbled with his zipper, eventually freeing the wrinkled and underutilized cock. Quirky shadows cast on the dashboard revealed the increasingly jerky movement of the weathered hands as they played with the forlorn shaft.

Fuck me!  Lauren screamed at the faceless man as he drove his substantial meat into her waiting beaver.

Yes, fuck her, take the whore!  Corey shouted aloud to the empty garage as he encouraged the imaginary suitor to take his wife. That's it, slut, move your ass! Let him cum in you, you know you want it! 

Fap, fap, fap. 

Before too long, Lauren's apparition turned towards her husband, somehow knowing he'd be there watching from afar.

This could be you, baby, but no, you're so far away! 

Without warning, the man's long, thick and unprotected penis slipped from her sopping hole, heavy strands of precum shaking from the tip. Looking down at the enormous tool which had just given her so much pleasure, she began to giggle uncontrollably.

"So sorry, sweetie," she put a finger in her mouth apologetically, "my mistake. Look at the size of that thing! THAT could never be you."

"Oh, Lauren!" Corey cried out, spittle landing on his flannel shirt, fingers stroking the pale shaft protruding from the denim fly.

Fap, fap, fap. 

Pushing Mr. Lucky over onto his back in dramatic fashion, the ghostlike figure of Corey's wife knelt before her lover, coaxing the love she desperately wanted from the throbbing appendage.

"Gimme that hot spunk, stud!" the pretty face clamored for his sticky goo. As if on cue, the man howled and came, flooding Lauren's makeup with an obscene amount of thick white jizz. The maniacal laughing continued as she pressed a dainty left hand to a cheek. As a steady stream of cum flowed like a waterfall over her wedding ring, it dulled the precious stones within, and with it, any witness it bore to their undying love. In an instant, the wedding vows it stood for were suddenly and wantonly obscured at the hands of a lustful wife, content to bathe in another man's seed.

Corey screamed at the windshield and lurched forward violently, then slammed back into the creaking driver's seat. The lone bulb above the truck suddenly blinked off, its timing impeccable, plunging the garage into complete darkness. His body shook the bench seat as thin but unseen ropes of semen shot from his lap, and onto the dashboard. As wheedled cum slowly slid down the cheap plastic tachometer, Corey savored the image of Lauren being fucked by the faceless man. It was a lonely husband's version of cuddling with his wife after sex. Demented and perverse, but again, what else did he have?

And through it all, the burning question remained.

Just how far do I want her to take this? 

The answer was now dripping onto the floorboard next to his work boots.

As far as she wants to go. 

+++++

December 8th.

As December plodded on, the mood in Rekrap's Miami office was somber. Raw materials continued to be a problem in the supply chain. Client churn was up, and revenues were tanking. It wasn't that the grass was any greener on the other side. The entire industry was hurting; loyalty was fickle when perception was reality. Because of this, the entire office had been working overtime. Unfortunately, several of their largest revenue generators were still on the fence. Something had to be done to guarantee retention.

That something appeared to involve Lauren and several of her colleagues. Just before five that afternoon, CEO Stephan Jones called a few members of his executive pool into his office and informed them they'd been selected to chaperon a customer appreciation party. He'd gotten wind that two of their biggest clients, The Detrevrep Consortium and Polymer Thermoset LLC, were considering going elsewhere, and together accounted for almost 30% of Rekrap's revenue. The chief executive made it clear that he wanted to pull out all the stops: sit down dinner, dancing, live band, open bar. Plans were already in the works to host the event at the posh Jamais Vu hotel. Rekrap had rented a ballroom large enough to hold 50 people, catering to be done by the venue, with 15 suites and additional 10 rooms guaranteed. As a perk for chaperoning, each executive would be provided with comp'd rooms for the night.

Lauren was impressed, and there were worse ways to spend an evening. Schmooze with the clients, prime rib, and free drinks. She noted the date: December 23rd. What better way to usher in the holiday week? Since the Miller family had gotten together for Thanksgiving, they had all decided to spend Christmas in their respective cities. This then would be a perfect way to spend her time.

+++++

It was just after five o'clock when Corey pulled up to Dusty's Roadkill and Tiki Bar. He liked to stop by the hole-in-the-wall every now and then after work to have a cold one. Upon ordering a beer at the bar, he was waved over to a table occupied by a few guys he recognized as mechanics from Zane's motorcycle repair shop. Corey occasionally played rec football with them as a sub. Reluctantly - and a bit apprehensively - the project manager grabbed an overflowing mug and headed their way. He felt suspicious eyes evaluating him as he sat down, making things a bit uncomfortable. Shit, did they know? Did they know my best friend bedded my wife? Roughed her up and fucked her to within inches of her life?

"Hey man, how's it hanging?" one of them asked with a pat on the back.

Corey nodded. It was definitely hanging.

"Missed you at the ceremony when ol' Zack got his Top Mechanic award," another one chimed in.

Uh oh.

"Yeah, well, something came up."

"Speaking of that," a third said, "did that asshole ever bring in his award? I didn't make it either, but I bet boss man wants to display the damn thing in the waiting room."

"To hell with the award," the first guy snapped back, "he needs to bring in his girl! What was her name?"

"Ashley," a fourth offered.

"ASHLEY," they all said in unison, a bit more fondly than Corey would have liked.

He looked at their faces. Why were they all looking his way? Were they stringing him along? 

"Zack didn't waste any time replacing Abby, did he? Damn, his new squeeze is a hot mess."

"Dude, she was flaunting that body. Not a young gal by any means, but she must live in a gym. I'd fuck that tight ass and abs all the way to Montana."

There was a murmur of agreement.

One of them elbowed Corey and pulled out a phone. "Recognize this leathered up bitch?"

C'mon, guys, enough with the games. I'll admit it, she's my wife. Okay? 

With immense trepidation, Corey took the phone and stared at the photo. Lauren was straddling the big hog named Bessy, hands on its handlebars, while Zane sat behind the sexy brunette, arms wrapped around her thin waist. With the slyest of smiles, his fingers were draped over the crotch of her black leather pants. The equally shiny biker jacket was hanging open, tantalizingly exposing the corset which had been unzipped to just below those luscious breasts.

"Look at them little titties. Suck on them all night is what I'd do."

"Yeah, man she was fucking fire!

Corey swiped the screen and gawked at yet another photo, this one showing her playing darts, covering her mouth laughing. So erotic.

"Your pal's got one hot ol' lady, my friend."

Hot indeed. The next photo showed her bent over a pool table with a stick, preparing to take a shot, tight leathers pulled against her little ass. She was looking back over her shoulder with a sly smile. There was no question every guy in the room was looking at that tush, wishing they were dogging her right there on the spot.

"Any more of these?" Corey croaked at the phone's owner, his dick tingling.

"Oh, hell yeah, dozens. She was really mugging up the place. Like she was an exhibitionist or something. Broad could be in the MILF edition of one of those spank mags. But you already know that, right?"

Corey felt like curling up under the table. Fuck, they DO know. 

The men continued to chat as he shuffled through the images. There were at least 20 pics of her. A few on the dance floor with Zane, some of her being sandwiched between two other bikers, hands in places they shouldn't be.

"Gotta tell ya though, as much of a flirt as she was, that girl was only into your boy. Couldn't keep her hands off him. Bet she fucked him into oblivion that night."

Corey gulped, a growing erection pressing against his jeans.

"Look at that fat cameltoe. Man, I'd love to get my tongue up in all that."

Swipe, swipe. Here she was shooting whiskey at the bar, another where she was flashing devil horns with her hands, arms draped around the bartender. Universally known as a proclamation for "Long Live Rock and Roll", in recent years it had been adopted as a subtle sign of cuckoldery. Was his wife celebrating the venue's choice in music, or sending a subtle message to her husband? Either way, Corey's cock swelled knowing what was to come.

"And you know what?" a mechanic named Bennie asked the group. "Damned if she didn't blow Pic in Freddy's, right there in the fuckin' john."

Another shot of Lauren sitting on Zane's lap, his fingers were creeping up under the bodice of her corset. In support of Bennie's claim, above the two was a large sign pointing to the restrooms.

"Yep, sure as shit. Rooster saw them through a crack in the stall. She was sitting down on the pot going to town on Picardo's knob. Ol' boy was face-fucking her good."

Corey choked. That must have been the mysterious visitor Lauren told him about. 

Bennie's mouth wouldn't stop running. "Zack's nut sack was slapping her upside that pretty little chin. Had her gurgling like a swelled creek. Rooster said if he had opened the door, she probably would have done him too."

Oh my God. 

"That girl was nasty, for sure," the phone's owner agreed, looking directly at Corey. "Not skank nasty, mind you, more like movie star hoe nasty. Jerry and Marcy heard them outside Zane's room later, both groaning like cattle, yelling like banshees. Jer knows it was them cuz Picardo's trike was out front. Next time though, he needs to share that hoe."

Corey's dick was so hard he thought it would explode. The entire table looked at the older man oddly when he moaned, subconsciously processing the image of his wife being ganged by a bunch of bikers in a seedy motel.

"Hey, you and Zane are tight, right?" another mechanic asked. "You hang with them much? Is she really that slutty? Maybe just wasted that night?"

Wait...maybe they didn't know! 

"Uh, well, I wouldn't..."

"Never know, maybe he'll let you bang her sometime. Some guys are into that,"

The irony of that unwittingly astute statement caused blood to rush to Corey's head and cock at the same time, nearly shattering both. Saying nothing, he slid the chair back and walked quickly to the bathroom, a dingy one-person stall behind a faded door. Sliding the small, discolored brass latch into place, he tugged his jeans down and squatted on the stool. Grabbing his throbbing tool, he assaulted it with fury, recalling what he'd just seen, knowing all those photos had preceded his best friend thoroughly laying pipe to his wife. It didn't take long before Corey punched the wall above the toilet paper rack with one hand, while using the other to point the quivering shaft downwards. With a squeaky yelp, he blasted a stream of opaque cum directly into the bowl where it landed on the dirty porcelain just above the water line.

Jesus, Joseph and Mary. She must have really whored it up that night. 

A hard knock on the door jolted him out of his cuckold bliss.

"Hey pal, you done in there? Pinch it off, will ya? I gotta pee."

+++++

December 16th. Ten Weeks to Go.

Lauren sipped her Hurricane and took a seat to the left of a large screen TV in the small bar. It was half-past two, an hour before kickoff of a highly anticipated afternoon matchup between the Texas Longhorns and her beloved Iowa State Cyclones. Before moving, she and Corey used to watch the team every Saturday in the fall without fail. Since then, she'd only seen a couple games while sitting alone in her apartment. That was decidedly boring, so this day, she wanted to spend it with other fans.

The Taffy Snapper was located in downtown Miami, a couple blocks off the main boulevard. More local than touristy, it was a nice clean place to unwind. The music was varied and the atmosphere unassuming. A place where a construction worker felt as comfortable as a banker. Lauren had become somewhat of a regular there, sometimes using their lame excuse for a happy hour as a quick dinner on particularly hectic workdays. That afternoon, it teemed with transplanted Longhorn and Cyclone fans decked out in their regalia, and Lauren was no different. She had brought from Des Moines her authentic team jersey, which she proudly wore as she settled back against the vinyl booth to watch the pregame show.

"Cyclones by 21?" Sally asked as she passed by, dropping off a couple extra napkins. A feisty bleached blonde, the waitress had come to know Lauren by name over the last few months. Some nights the weary office manager and a handful of marina workers were the only ones in the place.

"I'll just take a win," Lauren chuckled.

"That husband of yours still not down here?"

"End of February. Can't wait."

Sally shook her head. "You must be a saint. Not sure I could stay celibate that long."

Lauren smirked. "What makes you think I have?"

"Well, you go girl," Sally nodded, acknowledging another customer's raised hand. "Listen, if in the meantime you need to keep the pipes clean, you need not wander too far."

"What?"

The waitress leaned in. "I hear things. There are regulars who've had their eyes on you since you started coming around. Very enamored. Guess that big ol' diamond ring is keeping them at bay though."

Lauren nearly choked on her drink. "Really? Here? No way." She didn't take the Taffy Snapper for that kind of place.

Sally scrunched up her face. "Honey, this might not be a meat market, but we aren't a church, either. Listen, seeing whose playing today, one of those admirers will probably be here. We call him Tex, cuz that's where he's from. Has a travel agency around the corner."

"Wait, the one with the white cowboy hat?"

"Yep, that's him. Nice guy, big tipper. Western shirt, tight jeans, boots and a big belt buckle." Sally lowered her voice as she wiped the table. "And if you ask me, looks like he's packing a whole lot of Texas heat under that belt too."

"Uh well," Lauren chuckled, briefly distracted by an incoming text. "I appreciate the reconnaissance, Sally." Taking the phone from her purse, she smiled. It was her hubby.

COREY: Ready for a beat down?

Lauren took a pic of her drink. The TV behind it showing the players warming up

was the perfect backdrop.

LAUREN: Damn right! Go Cyclones!

COREY: That's the spirit. Where u at? 

LAUREN: Taffy Snapper. Big crowd today. Where r u? 

COREY: Home 

She frowned. Normally he'd be at the local bar and grill doing the same thing with his buddies.

LAUREN: Sick? 

COREY: Too cold to go anywhere 

Lauren furrowed her brow. "Too cold" was NOT in an Iowa football fan's vocabulary.  There had to be something else. Then it dawned on her: Zane would likely be at any watch party, and Corey had not spoken to his pal since she went to Bakersfield with the biker. Was this the fallout she'd feared?

LAUREN: You should go

A long pause...

COREY: I'll think about it

"Can we buy you a drink, beautiful lady?"

The question broke Lauren's train of thought. Looking up, she saw two dark-skinned men staring down at her. Before she could answer, they slid into the booth, one on each side.

"Raul," one smiled with a thick Spanish accent, two gold teeth shining under the bar's garish lighting. He pointed to his companion, "and Juan." Looking down at her drink, he scoffed, motioning for the waitress. "You should be drinking mojitos. They are a favorite in our country. Here, let me get you one."

"I-I-I already have a drink," Lauren's hand closed around her clutch.

"But mojito, MUCH better," Raul assured the small woman.

A waitress with pink hair and a nametag of "Bonnie" on her blouse strolled over and smiled at the trio.

"What can I get cha?"

Raul looked her over appreciatively, then ordered three mojitos. "And use the rum on the top shelf, none of that rail shit."

The server glanced at Lauren and then back to the men. The woman's eyes were downcast. It was clear she was uncomfortable. Bonnie jotted down the order and quickly disappeared.

"So, where you from?" Juan spoke for the first time.

"Iowa," Lauren replied, trying to remain civil.

"Ah, so your team is playing today, yes?"

She nodded, looking around, trying to think of polite way to excuse herself. Across the room, Sally and Bonnie were chatting and discretely looking her way.

"Bah," Raul shook his head, "American football is piss."

Juan agreed. "They took a European game and bastardized it."

Seeing her wedding band, Raul lifted her hand into his. "Hmmm, married and all by yourself. How is it your husband is not by your side? Maybe you're out looking for some company?"

As the men scooted closer, one of the biggest belt buckles Lauren had ever seen appeared at eye level in front of the booth. All three raised their heads to see a large man standing over them, decked out in a western shirt and off-white cowboy hat.

"Sally says there might be a problem over here," the Belt Buckle said matter-of-factly. He could see the uneasiness in the woman's eyes.

Raul scowled at the sizeable man. "Fuck off."

"You sure you want to go there, friend?

Out of the corner of his eye, Juan saw an equally massive guy in a muscle shirt take up position behind Raul.

"You need help taking out the trash, Tex?" Muscles asked the Cowboy.

"Nah, Vinnie, I think our friends here were just leaving. Weren't you...friends?"

Juan and Raul frowned at each other. They were looking for action, but not this kind.

"Of course," Raul nodded. "We were just discussing the differences between American and Cuban culture."

Belt Buckle stood aside as the pair slid from behind the table and headed towards the door. Muscles came round the front of the booth and the two men watched the troublemakers leave.

Visibly relieved, Lauren drained the rest of her Hurricane. "Thank you, boys."

Cowboy tipped his hat. ""Alex. Alex Cartwright. This here is Vinnie Amato."

She smiled at both. "Nice to meet you. Lauren Miller."

"Sorry for intruding. Sally said you might need a hand."

"I had it all under control," Lauren laughed.

"I'm sure you did," the tall man grinned. "Well, good day."

Cartwright and Amato turned and headed back to their stools. Lauren chewed her lower lip. I had it under control? That's how I thanked them? 

"Guys, wait. Care to join me?" she called after the men above the din of the room. Her tone was cautious.

Alex looked back and then at the television. "I don't think we're rooting for the same team, ma'am. You sure you want to sleep with the enemy?"

Lauren blushed. "I uh..."

"Metaphorically speaking, that is," Vince quickly covered for his friend.

The sexy executive brushed those black bangs from her eyes. "Oh my god, does that line EVER work?"

"Sometimes," the Texan replied sheepishly, sliding into the booth. He called Bonnie over. "Mojito was it?"

Lauren punched the Good Samaritan in the arm and thanked the observant server for getting her out of the jam.



"These guys can have anything they want."

+++++

The score was tied 17-17 at half-time as the teams jogged into their respective locker rooms. The Taffy Snapper was rocking now with fans from both sides enjoying some good-natured trash talking. Hands messy from sampling wings, Lauren used her phone's virtual assistant to place a call.

"Corey."

Seconds later, her husband's face filled the device.

"Did you see that?" he yelled. "D came up big in the second. Now we need better from the O line in third."

"They'll do it!" Lauren predicted cheerfully. "These Texans are gonna find out which team rules!"

Corey eyebrows arched. Two men seated on either side of her were shaking their heads, clearly displeased by the comment.

"Let me guess. Longhorn fans?" he asked peering into the small screen.

Lauren suddenly became aware of just how close the guys were to her. They had been looking at social media comments about the game and had, over time, squeezed in tight to read them.

"Oh, uh, yeah," she sputtered, placing a hand on each of their square shoulders. "This is Alex and Vinnie. Nice guys even though their team are LOSERS. Boys, this is my husband, Corey." She decided against mentioning how they came to meet.

The project manager sat upright in his recliner. The sight of his beautiful wife locked between some Cowboy and what appeared to be a personal trainer on steroids was to say the least...intriguing. At best, it did nothing to mollify the ember that seemed to burn everlasting in his crotch. Both men smiled congenially and waved at the phone.

"Sorry, guys, Cyclones got this one," Corey said, giving them a good-natured thumbs down.

"You might be right, sir," Vinnie replied politely. "But at least now we know there's at least one pretty woman in Iowa."

Alex nodded in agreement, beaming at Lauren.

Corey ignored the assertion. He had to or his mind might drift to less than pure thoughts.

"Hey, listen, babe, I have good news!" he continued.

Lauren's face lit up when she learned about his interview. The date sounded familiar, but being on her third Hurricane, couldn't quite place it. Whatever, it didn't matter. "That means you'll be here for Christmas after all!"

Just then Alex elbowed her and pointed to the television. The second half was about to begin.

Lauren squealed at seeing the players take the field. "Wooo hoo! GO CYCLONES!"

Corey heard a mixture of boos and cheers from the bar crowd, followed by a sudden silence as the service disconnected.

Lowering the phone to his lap, he shook his red and gold shaker at the TV with lackluster enthusiasm.

Yeah, woo the fuck hoo.

+++++

The third quarter droned on in a boring defensive battle, allowing Lauren to get to know her new friends better. Alex's family was originally from Oklahoma, his family bought a cattle ranch in south Texas when he was just, as he put it, knee-high-to-a-grasshopper. Growing up in a small town, all he knew for 18 years was ranching. Just before his nineteenth birthday a drunk driver crossed the solid yellow line on a lonely two-lane state highway near El Paso and killed both parents. Losing the desire to return home and continue ranching, he finished school with a bachelor's degree in marketing and, thinking he'd like to see the world, opened his own travel agency at age 25. It was modestly successful, but promoting Texas was not going to make him a rich man. He soon realized the real money -- and adventure -- seemed to be in Miami, where the travel industry is on a whole other level. Now at age 32, he was successfully booking lucrative sightseeing tours and cruises every day.

"And the cowboy hat?" Lauren asked with a grin, tugging on its brim.

"What can I say? I'm proud of where I come from."

She turned to Vinnie, placing an unsteady hand around a powerful bicep. "Watta 'bout you? Are you one of those guys that hangs out on the beach and lifts weights?"

"Me?" the dark-haired man chuckled. He handed her a business card. "Hardly. I'm a corporate videographer. HR films, holiday shows, all that jazz."

"Could have fooled me," Lauren continued to slur her words and squeeze his muscles. The Hurricanes were having a predictable effect and sitting between the two well-packaged hunks was most distracting. "Are you from Texas too?"

"No ma'am. Louisiana actually." Just as Vinnie began to flirt a little, the Cyclones chose to score.

"In your face, in your face!" she jumped up and needled the men, cheering alongside the other Iowa State fans.

Alex shook his head in disgust and excused himself to the restroom. Vinnie offered to get more drinks and sauntered off to the bar. Lauren couldn't help but follow the strapping young Texan as he made his way through the crowd. The tight western shirt highlighted a barrel chest that tapered nicely to a trim waist, disappearing into equally tight jeans. While he'd been sitting next to her watching the game, it was hard to miss the impressive size of his belt buckle, and what lie beneath. When Cartwright ducked into an alcove where the restrooms were, the Cyclone fan's gaze connected with Sally's across the room for just an instant, enough to see the waitress smile and wink. Smirking, Lauren looked away and dismissed her with a wave.

+++++

With six minutes left in regulation, the Longhorns were finally able to penetrate the Cyclone defense and made the score 24-24. The Cyclones responded in kind with a long drive that ate clock, resulting in another seven points, leaving the University of Texas little time on the board to counter. A quick three-and-out by Iowa State allowed Austin's finest to get within field goal range, but that wouldn't be enough to even tie the game. When Lauren's fourth Hurricane arrived, there was 1:32 left on the game clock and Iowa State led 31 -- 27.

"You're going down, Ames," Alex pointed at her, shaking his finger.

Lauren laughed and grabbed the wavering digit, taking his big hand down to the table in a mock arm-wrestling match. She could have released it but chose to maintain her grip.

"No way, Austin, this game is OVER. O-V-E-R!"

"Longhorns by four!" the young man shot back confidently. He looked so cute, in a Howdy Doody sort of way.

Smirking, Lauren was feeling very randy now. Leaning into him, the growing fire between her legs and the rum coursing through her veins emboldened her. "Care to back up that up?"

"What are you thinking?" Alex grinned, expecting some silly wager.

"Cyclones win, I cook you and Vinnie a nice Iowa home-style dinner."

"Well, that sounds pretty darn nice. And if the Longhorns take the game?"

Lauren's smile widened and she gave him a devilish wink. "Then you and Vinnie choose your dessert."

He hadn't expected that. Maybe "I'll run around the bar singing the praises of Texas". But certainly not that.

"I-I-I think you may have had a bit too much to drink," Alex nodded at her drink. He'd never been propositioned by a married woman, and this wreaked havoc with his Texan sensibilities. While she was definitely attractive in her form-fitting jersey and tight yoga pants, the ring on her finger was tough to get past. His parents had taught him to respect the sanctimony of marriage. She was drunk to boot, and he was not one to take advantage of intoxicated women.

"Yeah," Lauren hiccupped, petting her mouth. She hugged his arm. "I guess I am a little tipsy."

As they stared into each other eyes, one with hopeful lust, the other with indecisive bewilderment, the place erupted into cheers. The Cyclone defense had held, handing them their first win over Texas in many years. The pretty brunette tore herself away from the handsome cowboy and leapt to her feet, glad-handing other nearby Iowa State fans and singing their fight song. Minutes later she returned to the booth only to find it completely empty. Scanning the bar, Alex and Vinnie were nowhere to be found. They had simply vanished.

+++++

Corey bounced from the recliner and fist pumped the air. What a great finish! Excited over his team's win, he awkwardly pranced around his living room and began texting everyone he knew. This was one for the history books! He was so proud of the players. They had a game plan and stuck to it! One by one, the texts were answered with an equal amount of zeal for the boys from Ames.

Crazed enthusiasm oozed from every pore as he read through the trash talk. There was one from Sean, one from Toby and a couple from the guys at work. He couldn't wipe the smile off his face. Then he noticed one message from which he had not yet received a response.

And it was arguably the most important one.

+++++

While it was only a short two block walk to the busy street where Lauren's apartment building was located, the early December nightfall and those damn Hurricanes caused her to veer way off course. After finding herself on unfamiliar streets, she finally spied the red aviation lights on the rooftop of her high rise to the south. Cursing at getting lost, the office manager began stumbling in that direction.

What the hell had happened to Alex and Vinnie, anyway? Like, I was a sure thing! Drunk, horny, and willing. Who'd of thunk those guys would play the noble knight card? If they'd been any other red-blooded American men, she'd be well on her way to getting fucked. Which was, Lauren decided, something she desperately needed that night. Corey's fetish be damned; her hunger for sex at that moment had nothing to do with his gratification, and everything to do with hers.

While working towards the blinking red lights in the sky, the diminutive junior executive was now walking through a part of town that she'd normally shun. Smoke shops, adult movie theatres, and billiard halls dominated this stretch. Lauren nervously passed by a few of these, silently accosted by the lecherous eyes of homeless men laying on the sidewalk. The bright lights of the boulevard were only a block away, so she began walking faster, a spring in her step, wanting only to get home to a hot shower...and The Chairman.

It was then she became aware of a car which had slowed and was now rolling slowly next to her, matching her gait.

"Hey baby, looking for a date?" a man with a heavy Spanish accent asked.

"Hell yeah, I'm a football fan too!" another voice yelled from the old rusty Lincoln, referencing the jersey. "How much to score a touchdown tonight, muchacha?" Others in the car howled hysterically at the American football reference.

"C'mon, now, you heard the man. How much for little a amor, pretty lady?" the driver asked again, keeping pace with her. The woman was clearly wasted.

Lauren stopped and turned towards the large, dilapidated town car. Something about that last voice was familiar. Pure, genuine surprise washed over her and the two men in the front seat. Sure-as-shit, it was that dirt bag Raul and his buddy Juan. In the backseat, a third Latino man peered from a rolled down window.

Raul pulled alongside the wide-eyed woman. "Well, I'll be damned. Didn't think we'd be seeing you again, Iowa. You remember, Juan, right? And that's Hector in the back. What the hell are you doing in this neighborhood, baby? This is no place for a girl like you."

All Lauren could do was nod. A girl like me? He had no idea. Oddly, it wasn't fear she felt taking control; it something much, much darker.

"So, is she working or not?" the man in the back whined, not knowing of his friends' earlier encounter. "If not, I know a broad in Overtown."

Remembering how timid and white bread the brunette had been at the bar, Juan turned to the backseat with a hushed voice. "I don't think she's on the clock, amigo. Cracker all the way." Then to Raul, "Let get out of here, man. I got bad vibes."

Raul agreed and began to pull away. "See ya round, Iowa."

Inexplicitly, Lauren stomped her foot and called out as the wheels on the old car began to roll.

"WAIT!"

It stopped in squeaky protest as the Cuban tapped the brakes.

She took a deep breath, then strolled up to the battered ghetto cruiser. Putting her hands on her hips, she channeled her inner hooker.

"What if I, uh, you know, was working? How much?"

Raul smirked. This girl had never been paid for sex in her life. But he played along. "That's usually something you'd tell us." Then for emphasis, he added, "Puta."

Lauren thought about that for a second. She kind of like being in the drivers seat. Or so she thought.

"Five-hundred," she gushed, thrusting out her small chest like she'd seen the girls in the movies do. It was the first figure to pop into her head.

The men looked at each other. "Five bills for all three," Juan stated flatly, making the terms clearer.

"I-I-I..." Lauren had actually meant each, but then, looking at the condition of their clothing and ride, understood they likely had nowhere near that kind of cash on them.

"Yeah, okay."

She spent the next 30 seconds trying to comprehend what she'd just done. Lauren Miller, chief office executive with Rekrap Industries, mother of two and wife of a loving husband, had just negotiated terms for selling her body to three strangers.

Now what?

Hector kicked open the rear door and beckoned her to have a seat in the back. Cautiously, Lauren walked over and peered in. It was filthy, with a rancid, unpleasant stench. Discarded beer cans and several empty fast-food bags littered the floorboard. She wanted to puke, to turn and flee, run and scream that it was all a mistake. But something that night lifted her legs and made her slide onto the torn and sticky vinyl seat. Hector leaned across her heaving chest and closed the door, his foul breath snaking up her nostrils like a bad dream.

"Vamos!" he barked at Raul.

+++++

Corey threw another log on the fire and stood at the refrigerator door looking for dinner. He sighed. Leftover turkey...again. Removing the plastic container, he began making a sandwich.

While lathering whole-wheat bread with mayonnaise, the loving husband was still bathing in the glow of the Cyclones' monumental win. He couldn't possibly know just a few minutes prior, his beautiful wife had negotiated selling herself for a pittance. Nor could he have known that she had just climbed into a piece-of-shit Lincoln with three Cuban strangers who had every intention on getting their money's worth. He didn't see her nervous face looking out the window from the backseat as streetlights floated by, or the long fingers of a deviant caressing her leggings. And he certainly wasn't aware when the long dark car glided to the back of a poorly lit dead-end alley, nestled amongst restaurant fryer grease containers, dumpsters and barred doors.

The project manager settled into the living room recliner, sandwich by his side, and channel surfed through various game summaries from several news sources.

Such a great contest! Iowa would not soon see another game like that one!

Sure enough, the jubilation had spilled over to the nine o'clock news.

While Corey ate the reheated turkey with purpose, his sexy wife was also voraciously swallowing a slab of hot meat well south of the Mason-Dixon line. Minutes earlier, Hector had started the party by lowering her head onto his swarthy, snake-like penis. "Chupa mi polla, perra!" Suck my dick, bitch! the strange man cried out as she deep-throated the thick cock. That was just the beginning. Lauren proceeded to use her mouth and hands on all three men, rotating between the front and back seats, until they had each shot their loads somewhere in the vicinity of her hair, face, and jersey. It hadn't been easy, jockeying for room on the floorboards amongst the trash, but in the end, each man had cum, somewhat surprised at her youthful enthusiasm when they sprayed her with their sticky love.

Corey quickly dispatched the sandwich and switched to a streaming service. He was beginning to tire of local fanboy evaluations of Iowa State's afternoon triumph. Unbeknownst to him, 1,500 miles away in one dim Miami alley, his lovely wife was also getting rave reviews.

+++++

"Such a NASTY bitch!" Raul exclaimed as he watched Hector's cum drip from Lauren's forehead. Ready to go again, a blowjob was not what Raul had in mind this time. Grabbing a fistful of black mane, the Cuban pulled the newly minted prostitute out of the Lincoln and slammed her chest against a door encased with wrought iron security bars. Fortunately, Lauren saw the metal coming and stuck out her hands, gripping the vertical slats before her breasts hit. The nose wasn't so lucky. As Raul pulled her hips towards him, it slid down the bars until she was able to maintain a grip. He cared not about the damage to the bitch's lily-white face. With one fell-swoop, the man pulled her leggings down, exposing a smooth, white pussy.

"Nice cunt, Iowa," Raul snarled, grabbing the bald snatch. "Reeeeel nice. Me and the boys are going to split this little hole of yours until it bleeds."

Hearing his words did not alarm Lauren; it merely triggered a torrent of fluids to flood the man's rough hand, belying just how turned on she was.

"Goddamn, this whore is in heat!"

With the top of her yoga pants now around her thighs, Lauren heard his pants drop, and the tear of a condom pack. Seconds later, the head of his wrapped cock was pushing past the folds of her pussy. He threw his head back as he gripped her hips and growled at the sky. "Uhhhhh, so tight!"

"OH GOD JESUS YESSSSS!" she squealed as her moist canal easily took the length of the big Latino's dick. Her passionate cries increased ten-fold as Raul began to methodically fuck the little tramp in the middle of the desolate alley.

+++++

Corey fired off a few more texts about the victory, then turned his attention to the nationally televised late game. One of those last messages was to Lauren. She hadn't responded to any of his texts since early evening, and he simply wanted to reiterate how much he loved and missed her.

COREY: I know you're probably too busy to answer, but I hope you're celebrating the victory in some special way. Call later. Luv ya!

+++++

"OH GOD, FUCK ME!" Lauren shouted, "PLEASE, PLEASE, FASTER, HARDER! DON'T STOP!"

Raul was working up a real sweat as he pounded the mulatto cock into the slut from behind. He could see her white knuckles gripping the bars of the iron door and tightening with every thrust. Gathering her hair into a ponytail, he pulled hard, causing her head to snap back. Deep, guttural moans was all the pretty brunette could muster, with an occasional squeal piercing the warm, muggy air.

Corey was, of course, oblivious to the perversions that were happening right then in downtown Miami. He couldn't see three men gathered around his wife in a half-circle in the back of a dead-end alley, illuminated only by a single amber dusk-to-dawn light. He didn't hear when Lauren finally came at the top of her lungs from Raul's forceful fucking, nor did he witness the Cuban tearing off the rubber and shooting his second load of the night over the back of her jersey, where most of it landed squarely on the name MILLER embroidered between the shoulders.

Spent, Raul stumbled back towards the car, affording Lauren the briefest of chances to turn around. What little makeup she'd worn for game-day was now starting to run. Hector stepped up, grabbed her by the throat and shoved her back against the iron gate.

"Where do you think you're going, bitch?"

With her back to the metal bars, he forced her down on her haunches, where she found a slightly larger cock waiting for her. Slurping it into her mouth, she fellated him again, allowing him to fuck her face without mercy.

"SUCK MY DICK, WHORE," Hector demanded repeatedly, eventually able to bury most of his length into her willing mouth. The pace was so torrid Lauren nearly passed out.



Finally, the Latino decided he needed more too. Stepping back, Hector pulled her to her feet by the hair and flung the lithe body on the Lincoln's trunk. Sprawled on her back, Lauren gasped as Hector snapped her legs together and literally tore the thin leggings away from her calves, completely ruining them. The cute office manager winced as her delicate bare ass scraped over the car's rough painted finish. Donning another condom, Hector flashed a gold tooth as he mounted the dripping hole. Lauren winced at the rough entry, and nearly gagged when he kissed her, his breath a mixture of sardines and old cabbage.

And just like that, yet another stranger was banging the loving mother of two.

+++++

Corey booed the atrocious call on the field, thankful the earlier game hadn't had such poor officiating. He checked his message app. Still nothing from Lauren.

What could she be doing? The game was over at eight.

Well, there were several reasons why he may not have heard from her yet. Perhaps she went back to her apartment to do some work. Her department was very busy these days. Or her phone could be dead. Very plausible since she'd been at the bar all afternoon. Hell, she might even still out be out celebrating.

Celebrating? But who with? Amy wasn't a football fan, and to his knowledge most of her neighbors were native Floridians, hardly interested in anything that wasn't SEC. He recalled the earlier phone call where she'd introduced those two Longhorn fans. What were their names? Albert and Vin? Something like that. It didn't matter. Was she out with them?

Corey snickered. She wasn't an angel these days, but by God, if she hated one group of people, it was Texas fans. No way she was cavorting with them.

Amused by such a silly thought, he dismissed it and returned his attention to the game on the widescreen. More than likely she was simply enjoying a nice, long, hot bath.

The doting husband would have been surprised to learn that at that very moment, three oversexed Cubans had already provided his near naked wife with a different kind of hot, steaming shower.

+++++

Juan had always been a fastidious dresser, even under these circumstances. Looking around, he removed his shoes and chinos, then folded them neatly on the back seat. From there he could just see the top of the slut's scalp as his friend Hector pounded her on top of the large trunk. Occasionally, the back of her head would smack into the rear window, causing it to rattle. He was a little concerned about how boisterous this one was. Her pleas to be fucked were echoing off the alleyway's brick buildings and starting to draw attention. In fact, he'd seen as least two apartment window's above them blink on, then off. They'd been there for over 45 minutes doing this bitch, much longer than anticipated. It was time to go, but not until he got his money's worth.

Unfurling a condom onto his sizable cock, Juan returned to the rear of the car just as Hector pulled out and was pumping volumes of his junk onto the belly of the whore. As his buddy's cries of ecstasy waned, Juan shoved him aside and looked down at the white chick who seemed to be lost in some drug-induced trance. He grabbed the bottom of her jersey and pulled it over her shoulders. His nostrils flared as he inhaled the perfume before flinging it aside. Now clad only in a light bra and running shoes, Lauren stared up at the Latino with drunken expectation.

"Do me," she panted. "Please! Just fucking do me!"

Smiling, Juan slid her butt down and off the trunk, grabbing a fistful of hair on her way down to keep her from toppling to the ground. Licking her face once, then twice, he yanked her bra up, exposing the little nubs beneath. Lauren gasped at the forcefulness in which he was taking control. Despite the palpable anxiety, Juan could see in her eyes just how aroused she really was. He'd seen unbridled lust before, but this was different. Almost...inhuman.

Leaning over, he sucked on her breasts, gently at first, but finishing roughly. She yelped when he bit the top of a tit and slapped the other. Laughing, the Latino slammed her onto the trunk face first, her exposed chest recoiling as it pressed into the bare metal. Spreading her ass cheeks, one hand still full of jet-black mane, he spit on the other, coating the pale pink hole puckering in front of him.

Through the fog of intoxication, Lauren slowly began to realize what was happening.

"NO! OH NO, I can't," she beseeched the big man, trying to turn towards him. Juan forced her head back down to the paint.

"Hold the bitch," he ordered his friends.

Hector and Raul obediently flanked Juan on either side of the car and held Lauren in place as their buddy pressed the head of his sheathed cock into her semi-lubed asshole.

"Please, not even my husband's been there!"

Juan snorted and spit on the back window. "Then your hubby will thank me! Now be quiet, puta!" he snarled, spreading her cheeks again.

"NO!" she continued to plead. "God, PLEEESEEE DON'T!" It was no use. Her cries fell on deaf ears. The Cuban continued to work his tool into her back door. Slowly rotating his hips, he was finally able to finagle the head of the engorged cock past her anus, then another inch...and another.

Lauren felt a sharp pain that began in her rectum, then radiated to her hips, causing her to immediately tighten the chute.

"Easy, Iowa, easy," Juan spoke to her softly. "Just relax."

She did, and it helped. The pain, although still present, gave way to a fullness that was hard to describe. Juan felt the resistance melt away, allowing most of his length to slide easily into the widening cavity.

"Do it then, you bastard. Go on, fuck my ass!" Lauren figured fighting it would just prolong things. The quicker he came, the faster it would be over.

"Stuff the slut, amigo," Hector encouraged his friend. "Pack her shit!"

Juan grunted a response and began working up a rhythm. The other men laughed when they saw Lauren's eyes widen and her lips form the most perfect O. Hah, the whore was into it!

+++++

The night game was a dud. With the score 3-0 at half, Corey's attention was waning. He glanced at the unassembled moving boxes stacked in the foyer. What the hell, they won't pack themselves!

The first box he put together was a sturdy one with foam popcorn, the kind for storing photographs. One by one, Corey began folding the frames sitting on the built-in shelves in his office. Some had been there for decades. He stopped occasionally to reminisce. Here was the four of them during one of their annual treks to the amusement park. That one over there? Amelia's baptism. Then there was Caroline's prom date. And, oh, this one? Lauren's first attempt at skiing after they'd been married. The bunny slope had not been kind, sending her head over heels until she landed on her butt with skis dug in the snow. Corey had managed to get a snap of her laughing hysterically, although she was clearly in pain.

He couldn't have known at that very moment his wife's eyes were squinting in similar discomfort, although a far cry from the mountains of Vail. Indeed, while he was busy waxing nostalgic, she was screaming with both anguish and carnal bliss as a man neither of them had ever met pounded her ass with his decidedly large Cuban meat. The pain and pressure was unlike anything she'd ever experienced. And then there was, unsurprisingly, an almost overwhelming urge to defecate. Yet, through it all, Lauren had to admit a hint of untapped pleasure was certainly there.

"Mmmmpphhhhh," Lauren gritted her teeth as Juan's cock traversed her pulsing colon. Thankfully, even without much lubrication, the pain was slowly giving way to a more surreal euphoria.

"Oh baby, you're ass is so tight!" Juan yelled, gripping her hips and watching his cock disappear into her ass. "Bitch, you're gonna make me bust!"

"Use your words," Lauren heard Amy whisper in her memories. "Make him cum and it will be over."

With her body pinned to the car, Lauren could only partially see the man behind her. Cheek to the cold metal, she used the only weapon she had.

"That's it, motherfucker, fuck my lily-white ass!

"Get it all, baby, take every inch of my shit hole!"

"Oh, goddamn" Juan gasped, staring at her little buns splayed apart. "FUCK YEAH!" He thrust forward, burying the entire length of his cock in her bum.

"That's it, pack it hard, you fuck!"

Lauren seized the opportunity, and with one final ounce of energy, contracted her sphincter tight, effectively locking Juan in mid-stroke.

"GODDAMN WHORE!" he screamed as Lauren's anal muscles began milking the cum from his shaft. No man could survive that.

"Arrrrgghhhhhhhh!" Juan came loudly, jizz filling the condom's reservoir. The steady pressure fluctuated, and because of the fullness, she could almost feel the beat of his heart as the snake convulsed deep within her. When he finally pulled out, her battered rear felt lighter, gaping and airy, with an almost enema-like exhilaration.

Finished, the Latino snickered and tossed the rubber onto the trunk next to Lauren. It landed with a splat, reeking of latex and shit. Raul reeled backwards, holding his nose.

"Really?" he gagged.

"Shut up. Let's get out of here," Juan barked back.

Lauren slowly slid from the trunk and watched the men zip up. Get out of here? Ohhhhhh, no, that would not do! They weren't the only ones who wanted to cum again. Marching defiantly up to Raul, she grabbed him by the scruff of the neck. "Where the fuck do you think you're going?" she whispered, repeating his friend's earlier question.

Surprised and more than a little shocked at her brazenness, the Latino allowed himself to be led to the backseat of the Lincoln, but not without protests from the other men. Kicking several empty 2-liter soda bottles out of the way, Lauren pulled him on top of her and frantically yanked his slacks down to his thighs. Without a word, she reached into her purse and removed another rubber, hurriedly ripping the package with her teeth. As Raul stroked her hair, she rolled it onto his still hard cock and unceremoniously shoved it into her dripping pussy.

Lauren was quite aware they'd been in the alley for now going on an hour, and she knew this had to be quick. Obsessed, the petite brunette wrapped her legs around the Cuban's hips and began thrusting upward in a desperate, almost pitiful attempt to use his tool as a means to cum. She clawed at Raul's back, holding him close but trying to avoid any real intimacy. Right then, Lauren didn't want to be a mom, a wife, or a member of the church. She just wanted to be another whore earning her pay. A cumdump for these men who expected no more and no less.

Raul grunted non-stop as he pumped his manhood into the slut beneath him. Lauren closed her eyes and let the man brutally assault her, even savoring the roughness as it increased to a fervor. He pulled her hair, sucked her neck, and slapped the ass his friend had just got done pounding. The strokes into her pussy became longer, deeper, and heavier, bordering on painful, but also intensely pleasurable. She grasped at the man's ass, pulling him into her with every thrust. Despite her initial reluctance, they kissed passionately, exchanging hot spit as they melded together. Several times, she felt the sharp sting of his teeth as they sunk into her shoulder. The pain only made her want it more.

"Fuck me! Please PLEASE, don't stop," Lauren begged. "Don't EVER stop."

As the release she needed so badly was beginning to build, she could tell it was going to be a big one. How could it not be? An entire day of drinking was culminating right there in that alley, having whored herself out to three slimy men, one of them taking her anal cherry.

"YOU GODDAMN SLUT!" Raul roared, tossing his head back. There was no doubt he was getting close.

Hector and Juan chuckled at their friend's outburst as they slid into the front seats and pulled out their wallets, waiting for him to finish.

"Oh, oh, oh, oh, OHHH," they heard the married slut wheeze repeatedly as Raul's cock pummeled the sopping cunt in the back of the big black Lincoln. Within minutes, both lovers were shouting unintelligible gibberish. Lauren could not hold back the events of the day any longer. Her cunt tightened around the Latino's cock like a noose as she flooded the car seat with copious amounts of clear, slippery fluid.

"Yessssssss, YESSSSSSS!" the men in the front seat heard the sexy Cyclone fan begin to cum. The intensity of her moans grew louder, bouncing off the surrounding buildings and echoing through the fire escapes. The moans turned to groans. which became high-pitched berserk shrieks as she let go with one continuous, blood curdling scream.

"I'M CUMMMIIINNNNNNGGGGGGGG!!! OH GOD I'M FUCKING CUMMING!"

Hector needed no more. As his balls pushed the last bit of sperm they could muster through his pulsating shaft, he ripped the tip of the condom off and yanked Lauren to an upright position between his knees. Although she was in the midst of her own bawdy release, the sight of the torn rubber dangling from the glistening cock was, in a word, delectable.

"Do it," Lauren wagged her tongue at the dark head peeking out from the latex sheath. "Cum on my face!"

Raul grabbed his dick and pumped it once, then twice more. The fourth time, he grimaced, his eyes bugging out in ecstasy. The payload was predictably much smaller than the first two, sending only a couple thin ropes of nearly clear semen from the tip, barely making it to Lauren's nose. It didn't matter. Her tongue lashed out like it was Niagara Falls, scooping the runoff from her nostrils as it trickled to her upper lip.

The men in the front seat looked on in amazement. They could hardly believe how nasty a married chick from the Midwest could be.

Shaking it off, Juan slapped Raul upside the head. "'bout fucking time, man. C'mon, pony up, we've been here way too long."

Hector reached into the backseat and opened the car door. "Out, puta" he ordered.

The next thing she knew, Lauren was standing outside the Lincoln looking in. Some guy in a white apron came out of a barred door holding a trash can. Realizing she was naked except for bobby socks, tennis shoes and a bra, she tried to cover herself the best she could. The man, who had obviously seen similar hijinks in the back of his restaurant, just shook his head sadly as he emptied the can. When he left, Lauren frantically scanned the area for her clothing, only to find the yoga pants ruined, and her beloved Cyclones jersey laying in oiled stained detritus by the car's right wheel.

As she pulled the jersey over her head, the large motor roared to life. Raul put the vehicle in reverse and rolled back to her, holding a stack of 10s and 20s out the driver's side window. Lauren stepped forward but couldn't help hesitating. Right then, she was a lonely woman who was simply looking to get laid. Accepting payment for what she'd just done would immediately and irrevocably propel her into the oldest known profession.

Raul laughed when he saw the misgiving in her eyes.

"Go on, take it. There's no shame in making a buck. Women have been doing it forever. Why not take something for yourself? Believe me, you've earned it."

Lauren looked both ways down the narrow corridor. No sign of the cook or anyone else. She took the thick bundle of bills with shaking hands, not bothering to count it. Did it really even matter how much was there?

In dramatic fashion, the Lincoln pulled away, flinging gravel in every direction. "See ya around, Iowa!" the men howled as the car bounced out of the alley and into the street, disappearing in a cloud of dust.

In the silence that followed, tears welled up in her eyes as she tried to adjust the soiled jersey. It was way too short to cover anything for any length of time. Without the leggings, there was no way to be modest.

What am I going to do?

Lauren's tears gave way to jagged little chortles. They began small but ended with her laughing uncontrollably.

She had done it. Corey had realized some of his own perverse fantasies at her expense, but now she had done this for herself. She had become like they were. Prostitute, whore, sex worker.

"Take your skank elsewhere before I call the cops!" a woman shouted from above before slamming a window closed.

Okay, definitely gotta go. But where?

It's not like she could call a taxi or ride share like this. Amy was kinky but wouldn't understand. Jack? Uh, no. Tommy? Away at school.

Chloe? Yes!

Lauren grabbed her phone and punched in the stripper's name. "Please pick up."

On the third ring, a young girl's voice could be heard above throbbing club music. "Who is this?" She didn't usually answer calls from unknown numbers and wasn't quite sure why she had this time.

"Chloe!" Lauren blurted out. "Lauren Miller."

It took a moment for the dancer to recognize the name.

"Lauren? Lap dance Lauren? Airport Lauren?"

"Yes, yes!"

"Oh hi. Nice to hear from you, but um, I'm working. Can I call you back?"

"Chloe, I need your help. I REALLY, REALLY need your help."

The younger woman could hear the instability and fear in Lauren's voice. After a long pause, she asked her location.

"I don't really know."

"Okay, relax. Just send your location from your phone to mine. I'll have someone there in less than ten."

The junior executive did as she was asked and waddled to the mouth of the alley, ensuring she remained in the shadows. Lowering the brightness of her phone, lest someone detect her against the brick wall, she noticed several unread messages. The last one was from Corey. It contained a snap of an existing photo he had found while packing. Him decked out in a tux with a mullet, and she in a glimmering gown with big 80s hair. It had been taken during their first year of marriage on New Year's Eve.

Assuming you are already in a deep slumber. Good girl. Heading to bed myself. Until we meet again, sweet princess.

Lauren brushed away one tear, then another, as they fell to the glass screen.

"Goodnight, babe," she whispered to the wind. "But I'm no longer your princess. Just a two-bit whore for a price."

+++++
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+++++

December 17th. Ten weeks to go. 

The bright yellow Kia Soul looked out of place in a neighborhood primarily comprised of pool halls and adult toy shops. It's driver, a young man barely into his 20s, swiveled his head to and fro as the import rolled through the dimly lit streets of Little Havana. The coordinates his friend Chloe had sent him were just ahead, but there wasn't a soul around, save for a homeless person here and there. With a bit of confusion, he slowed to a stop in front of an Asian grocery store, long closed for the evening. Only a few run-down tenements lined this stretch of the road, with a dark access alley off to one side.

The youngster was about to verify the location when he saw a woman stumble from the shadows, desperately tugging on a football jersey in a futile attempt to cover her nether regions. As the tattered apparition approached the car, the white of her thighs and the slit between them were plainly visible. Eyes wide, the youngster threw the compact into park and hurriedly grabbed a sleeping bag from the back seat.

"I'm Charlie. Are you Lauren?" he asked, already knowing the answer. He wrapped the warm material around the frail specter and helped her into the front seat.

She nodded and breathed a sigh of relief as the boy put the car into gear. "Thank you," she managed.

"Don't mention it. Chloe told me where to find you."

"You saved me from some real embarrassment. Don't worry, I don't live too far from here."

Charlie shook his head, keeping his eyes on the road. "I've been asked to take you to Sandy's."

"But I can't. I'm half naked."

The young man chuckled. "So are most of the women there." Then, seeing his ill-timed joke had fallen flat, added, "No worries, we'll go in the back door."

Lauren winced at the reference. Hers had just been take viciously and without lube, and right now it itched like hell.

+++++

Few at Randy Sandy's gave notice to the young buck who had become somewhat of a mascot backstage as he helped the chick with the sleeping bag through the employee entrance. Navigating past a small kitchen, the pair ended up in a long and narrow dressing room with two or three half-clad showgirls.

"You can wait for Chloe here," Charlie motioned to a stool in front of a brightly lit vanity.

Lauren sat down obediently, loosening the thick cloth around her waist. Several dancers glanced briefly at the woman with the smeared makeup, sizing her up, but thought nothing of it as they made their way to the stage. They'd see lots of things at the strip club and little surprised them anymore.

Suddenly, the DJ's voice made a blustery announcement through the overmodulated PA.

"Allllllrightttttt, Sandies, let's give it up for our own Autumn Breeze! Nice work out there, Autumn! Next up for your Saturday night enjoyment, please welcome Cherry and Jade!"

A few minutes later, 20-year-old Chloe appeared in the dressing room, slightly out of breath, a glistening sheen of sweat covering her near naked body. Her splotchy red face turned to one of concern when she saw the disheveled brunette.

"Are you okay?" the dancer asked with a frown, handing Lauren a bottle of water. "What happened? It looks like you've been dragged through a ditch."

Lauren choked up as she told her about the Cubans, the emotions pouring out in one unabashed stream of consciousness.

"Wow," Chloe's eyebrows arched, "I gotta say, that was incredibly stupid."

"I know, I know. I wasn't thinking."

Chloe stood and tossed her a pair of sweatpants. "Listen, we need to have a talk. But I have to do one more set. Then we'll get you home."

With that, the sagacious entertainer turned to leave. Lauren grabbed her hand just before she disappeared from the dressing room.

"Chloe?"

"Yeah?"

"Thank you for helping me. Why did you have Charlie bring me here and not take me home?"

The dancer smiled kindly at rumpled creature.

"Maybe because I like you. Maybe because I wanted to personally make sure you were okay."

Above appreciative clapping from club patrons, the DJ once again began making his sensuous introductions.

"Or maybe I just wanted to see you again."

The women held an affable gaze until the music began its rhythmic thumping.

"Alright Sandies! Here she is, back on the main stage, let's welcome the draft that always warms our hearts, Miss...Autumn...Breeze!"

+++++

Thirty minutes after Chloe's sizzling set, she and Charlie helped the older woman into her apartment. Soon, a freshly showered Lauren appeared in a fluffy white robe to a batch of smoothies the young man had whipped up with whatever he could find in the fridge. Settling on the couch in the small living area, they all sipped the cold concoctions in silence, smiling like a bunch of teenagers at the ice cream store.

Eventually, Chloe tapped Charlie's knee. There were some girl things she wanted to discuss, and it would be best if he wasn't around.

"It's been a long night, Chaz. I'm going to hang out for a while and then catch a taxi. Thanks for the solid, man."

Nodding somewhat reluctantly, the boy said his goodbyes and Lauren showed him to the door with a gentle kiss on the cheek. "I owe you one," she said sincerely, once more acknowledging his help.

After Charlie left, the office manager sat down next to the young dancer.

"He looks awfully young. What's his story?"

Chloe looked at the floor and smirked. "Well, let's see. He's a year older than me. We were both raised in the same orphanage, and we've hung out ever since. Charlie's been like a big brother to me, although there's always been something else bubbling beneath the surface. When I started working at Sandy's, he hung around, first as a customer, then offering to help here and there. Didn't take long to endear himself to the girls and staff. Now he's just part of the scenery, being a gopher and watching out for us."

"But you don't feel the same way?"

"Maybe," Chloe sighed. "Doubt we'll ever find out though. I friend-zoned him a long time ago. I think that ship has sailed."

"Ah, unrequited love."

"Not that simple. I do have feelings for him...and he'd be the perfect boyfriend...but that's exactly the reason I don't pursue it." She paused, trying to find the right words, "You see, I get paid to be objectified. Whether its stripping or escorting, it's a situation that most guys can't handle in a relationship. I mean, some might, but they're usually into that kind of thing to begin with."

Lauren coughed. Like my Corey .

"So why not let Charlie decide what he can and can't handle?"

"Someday, yeah, I might. Right now, I think he cringes enough watching me take my clothes off, much less knowing good and well what I do in the back room and on my side job. As a friend, he tolerates it. As something more? Not sure he has the temperament."

Lauren couldn't help but make the connection to her husband.

"Or maybe he could learn to enjoy it."

The dancer looked at the older woman curiously but let it go.

"Enough about me," Chloe wagged her finger. "You know you took a huge risk tonight. Forget about them maybe stiffing you, they could've left you for dead in that alley and you'd be known to Miami-Dade County as just another a cold case."

Lauren shook her head, eyes watering. "I know, I know."

"Tell me something. I really want to understand. Your husband's out of town, and you have a lot of itches to scratch. I get that. Not much different from the cast of thousands that come into Sandy's. Or you know, hire someone for sex without strings. But most of them aren't selling themselves to get what they need. What on earth possessed you to go down an alley with strangers as a wannabe?"

Dabbing her eyes, the Iowan wife contemplated the word "possessed". That's what it felt like sometimes. Kumiho?

"I-I-I...it's, uh, you know, something that keeps me up at night."

Chloe stroked Lauren's hair, trying to ease her mind. "Now we're getting somewhere. A fantasy? About selling yourself?"

"Hmm," the brunette breathed slowly, her eyes rolling back as the girl's fingers caressed her locks. "But not just that."

"Tell me."

"I really can't."

"Yes, you can."

Lauren exhaled. "My dreams. I get picked up by a pig of a man and we do it in the filthiest of places. He slaps me, roughs me up. And God help me, I love it."

"So, tonight must have really hit the mark?"

"Yeah, it...it did."

The girls took a drink of their smoothies.

"You like it rough, huh?" Chloe smiled, openly tonguing the straw her mouth. "A little submissive, are we?"

Lauren shrugged. "I never thought about it. I mean, not until that night with Corey's friend."

"What? You fucked his friend? A little close to home, isn't it?"

Shit. I just don't know when to keep my mouth shut. Could this night get any weirder? Reluctantly, but almost with a sense of cleansing, she proceeded to tell the stripper everything about the past six months. The initial flirting, how phone sex led to the threesome with Max Bemer. All the other trysts. Everything.

The more details Lauren provided, the hotter the young girl got. Part of being a sex worker was acting as a surrogate therapist to clients. Good ones did more than just spread their legs, they built rapport. But she was still a slut at heart, and hearing about the hot interludes aroused her to no end.

"Wait, you did Max Bemer? Club X Bemer? I'm jealous, he's hot. That's quite the resume for someone who's been a devoted wife for three decades."

Lauren looked into the redhead's eyes. "Are you psychoanalyzing me right now?"

Chloe brushed away the older woman's bangs. "That's half my job. The other half I think you've already seen."

"Have I? Have I really?"

The atmosphere in the room was thick with tension, the mutual attraction indisputable. Each was desperately trying to keep their libidos in check.

"Sooooo," Lauren finally spoke, pulling away slightly from the dangerously attractive stripper. "What about you? Isn't being an escort just as dangerous?"

"Not the kind of danger you were in. Sure, there's always risk, but with my arrangement, clients must go through a screening process before I ever meet them. Yeah, a few idiots slip through now and again. They want more than what the talent signed up for and get pissed when they don't get it. But most know that Prurient Stables will come down on them hard in a very painful way if they ever get out of line. That's usually deterrent enough. But you, you had no threat of retribution, no safety net. Not smart."

"What do you mean, what the talent signed up for?"

"Well, it's a business. We tell the service what we're willing to do beyond the vanilla. S&M, bi, water sports, the list is endless. This goes in our profile, so when clients ask for a particular style, the service can match us up."

"Like a skills section for a headhunter!"

"More or less."

Lauren's mouth watered, a twinkle in her eye. "And what's in your profile?"

Chloe bit her lip. It took everything to keep her from jumping the brunette's bones right then and there. She liked sex. Gender didn't matter. And not just because it was in her job description. She simply liked to fuck. Period. But unlike the amateur sitting next to her, the full-time dancer and part-time escort had long ago learned to exercise at least some control. It's what kept her alive. But it would be contemptible to hit on this woman right now. Tonight, she needed a friend, not a lover.

Sitting up straight, fluffing her hair, the redhead gently dropped Lauren's hand and took a drink. The chilled beverage helped cool her down.

"So, hubby knows of your misadventures, huh?"

Lauren shifted on the couch, a bit disappointed that the girl had backed off.

"He does," she sighed. "Well, except for tonight. No way."

"You're not going to tell him?"

"How can I? It was too...too raw."

"Okay, I may only be twenty," Chloe offered, "but I've roleplayed more than one hotwife fantasy. Isn't that just the kind of thing he would enjoying hearing about?"

Lauren shrugged. "I don't think even Corey knows what he wants."

She went on to explain that initially it was enough for her to dress provocatively, to get men to gawk. Then he wanted to share. Compersion,  he said. It was all about her pleasure. No nursing "angst" or whatever the internet called it. He was just happy that she was happy. Then it turned darker, with questions like "how did he feel in you?", "did you really cum?", and the classic "was he a better lover?" All hallmarks of a man craving to feel...inferior.

Chloe nodded. "Humiliation. It's very common. But there are varying degrees. Stags, cuckolds, whatever the labels. Only classic cuckolds are said to enjoy the feeling, but I call bullshit. Seriously, can a guy watch his girl get pounded into next week by a better lover and not feel a touch of humiliation? Really? And if they didn't enjoy it, even just a little, why the hell are they allowing it in the first place?"

"Wow, I must say, that's pretty profound," Lauren agreed. She'd never thought of it that way. "My Corey's only recently started exhibiting that tendency though. Maybe its just part of the journey the forums speak of, but I think it has a lot to do with him not being here for me. In some perverse way, he likes it that way. The less control he has over the situation, the more pleasure it triggers. I could sleep with the entire 7th fleet on shore leave and he couldn't stop it. I think that gets him off."

"The 7th fleet, huh?" Chloe's eyes lit up. "I need to know when that ship comes in."

The girls shared a giggle. Lauren went on to confide the overwhelming sympathy she felt for her beleaguered husband. Even though they had agreed to the arrangement...and her hall pass...there was a certain amount of guilt associated with partying in America's playground when the poor guy had nothing to look forward to but work and cold weather. She confessed to the video he secretly filmed of her in the neighbor's apartment and pointed to it as just another pathetic example of just how much he was jonesing without her.

Chloe leaned back into the couch, both hands on her drink. Anything to help remove the temptation to reach out.

"So, let me get this straight. He likes to watch you have sex, that much is a given. He may have morphed any jealousy he experiences at the thought of you doing things behind his back into something that gratifies him. And he digs a bit of humiliation? Is that right."

Lauren pursed her lips. She was amazed. How could such a young girl could describe these things so succinctly? "That about sums up my Corey. But honestly, I think the humiliation is really just a way of punishing himself for not being here."

Nodding slowly, Chloe gazed out the window of the 23rd floor apartment and down onto the lights of the city. The two sat in silence while she was lost in thought. Finally, with a long draw on the smoothie's straw, the 20-year-old turned back to her friend.

"You know, when you like to fuck, I mean really, really like to fuck, it's easy to go down a rabbit hole. Now, I've only been in the industry a couple years, but I've seen chicks who fucked themselves into sex rehab, or worse, drug addiction. Their lust destroyed them. And it's easier for us girls to find a fix cuz we can pretty much walk into any bar and find someone to feed the addiction."

"Being one of those girls who likes to have my feet in the air, I have to be really careful. Not that I don't let myself get crazy sometimes, but I've learned to channel it."

Lauren nodded. "Into being a stripper and escort."

"Well, sort of. Make no mistake, I'm a sex worker because of the money. But I was a huge slut before that. Just ask the varsity team my senior year. Now I get paid and I don't have to go into an alley to get my fix. Two birds with one stone. And from what I've heard, you could use the same kind of focus."

That caused the office executive to belly laugh. "We'll, I'm too old to be competing with the likes of you on a stage."

Chloe chuckled. "Don't knock it. MILFs rake it in."

"But sometimes I wonder if I'm broken now," Lauren sighed. "For nearly thirty years I was content to sleep with one man. A wonderful man, who was a great lover. Since he opened the door, I seem to be insatiable. Like the kid whose parents never let them do anything in high school, then goes off the deep end in college."

"Nonsense. You've rediscovered the joys of sex. Maybe the long suppressed slut in you is finally getting a chance to fuck. My only advice would be to channel it into something that helps you from chasing that rabbit."

"If Corey was here, that would help."

"But he's not, right? So, you have to have the discipline yourself or you're going to wind up dead in an alley. As for Corey, why not really push his buttons? Feed his Frankenstein. If he can't bring his angst to you, you bring it to him."

"And just how do you suggest I do that? I mean, I've live streamed, let him watch, told him the details later. All of that."

Chloe's eyes closed. Then she grinned.

"Why not make your own sex tape?"

Lauren's mouth fell open. "Jesus, you mean like a porno?"

"Not just any porno. One customized to ring his bell."

The older woman fidgeted uncomfortably.

"You're joking."

"Why not?" Chloe asked. She looked dead serious.

"And how is that any different than live streaming?"

"Well one, like I said, it's customized. The theme is tailored to a targeted audience. Second, the production values are better. And third, he can watch it over and over."

Great. Maybe Amelia can find that one. "I don't know if that's a good idea. Besides, I have no idea how to make a porno."

"That's okay," Chloe chortled. "I know a guy."

"What?"

Chloe yawned. Six hours at the club, two of them in the back rooms with customers, had done her in.

"A film maker. Well, an amateur film maker. He provides tech setup to camgirls and does low budget vids for them to sell to their fans."

Lauren cocked her eyebrows. "I couldn't do that. I'm an executive at a large company. That gets out, I'm through."

"It doesn't have to. This is commissioned work. You know, like artwork, when you commission a sculptor to create a statue. Same thing. You both sign an NDA and only the client gets a copy."

"I don't think there's much to work with here," Lauren looked down.

"Cut the crap. You're sexier than many women half your age. Most fifty-year-olds I see have long let themselves go. You're firm, tight. And hot. Really fucking hot. Plus, he does all sorts of themes. Gay, lesbian, trans. Even some scat and fake snuff stuff."

"Snuff?"

"If you don't know what that is, you probably don't want to. Suffice it to say there isn't much this guy hasn't filmed. A hotwife bent won't phase him one bit."

"I don't know."

The redhead yawned again and laid her head on Lauren's shoulder. "Think about it. For now, let's just get some rest."



Lauren turned off the lamp next to the couch and the pair stretched out in the dark holding each other, twinkling lights from the city as far as they could see. The young girl's head felt good on her chest, crimson hair enveloping them like a blanket.

"So, you think I'm a MILF?" Lauren asked in a hushed voice.

"Hmmm," Chloe murmured, pulling the older woman's mouth down to hers. "You have no idea."

+++++

Hours later, as the sun rose high over the Atlantic Ocean, Lauren's eyes fluttered open to her cell phone dancing on the coffee table. Chloe was long gone. They must have passed out just after that long sensuous kiss.

Bleary eyed, she bent over and snatched up the buzzing device. It was Corey.

"Hi there."

"There you are!" the happy husband exclaimed, breathing a sigh of relief. "I haven't heard from you since the game yesterday. You okay?"

"Yeah. Sorry, must've had some bad, uh, sausage or something. I just came home and went to bed." She inhaled sharply as a shadow crossed her heart. It was the first time she'd outright lied about her whereabouts.

"Sorry, that sucks. At least you got to see a great game!"

"It was a great game," Lauren agreed, a little less enthusiastic about it than she'd been the previous day.

"So, listen, about this week. I've got a flight Friday morning. Should be there about ten-thirty."

"Wait, what?"

Shit! She'd completely forgotten about their call at the bar.

"For my interview with Dactyl on Saturday. He's coming down from Fort Lauderdale just to meet with me."

Goddamnit, that's the day of the stupid party. 

"Figured I'd fly in on Friday, meet with him the next day, then hang out with you for a few."

Lauren perked up at the prospect of spending time with her best guy. Maybe she could find someone else to chaperone. I mean, how hard could it be?

"That's perfect, babe. I'll see about getting off a little early that day."

"Cool, okay, well, it's a date then," Corey sighed. "I miss you."

"I miss you too," Lauren assured him.

The couple said their goodbyes, ending the conversation in an upbeat mood. After hanging up, Lauren clasped her hands together. She wasn't lying. She really did miss him. While he might not be able to deliver the goods physically like he used to, emotionally she needed him like never before. A life partner and her best friend, forever. Drawing hot water with a melancholy heart, Lauren stepped in front of the bathroom mirror and dropped the soft robe.

Had any of the neighbors been walking down the hallway at that precise moment, the shriek that came from apartment 23f would have surely brought the police.

"Those bastards! Fuck, fuck, fuck!"

On her shoulders and breasts, several deep and dark bruises were forming with a most hideous green-yellow tinge. There was no doubt these were Hickeys from Cuba, with love.

+++++

The tired executive walked into Rekrap's headquarters early Monday morning with purpose. Stopping by the CEO's office, she poked her head through the door.

"Sir, sorry to bother you. Can we talk?"

The old man looked up from his desk and waved her in.

"Good morning, Lauren. What's on your mind?"

"The party this coming Saturday. I was wondering if someone could take my place. My husband is coming in town, and I'd really like to spend the weekend with him."

Jones set down his pen and asked her to close the door.

"Sorry, I'm afraid that's impossible. I need our best people on this. To ensure the clients have a good time."

"I appreciate the confidence that I can host a good party, but I'm sure someone else is just as qualified. There's a lot of people in this firm that know how to schmooze."

Stephan Jones stared at her from above the frames of his readers.

"Lauren, I think we both know why you were selected."

"What? Why? I'm a pencil pusher."

"Really? You have no idea?"

At first she didn't have a clue. Then her mind raced back to the chance meeting with him outside a restaurant where she'd just had dinner with a man that was not her husband. He'd notice the anklet Corey had given her and recognized it's significance.

"I don't see how my personal life is relevant here."

Jones fixed her with a coy smile.

"Oh, but it certainly is. Let me be blunt. Detrevrep's and Polymer Thermoset's owners Stretch Madison and Angel Tagliatelle are single guys enjoying the finer things in life. I'm sure they would reward our company handsomely with contracts should any of our staff be able to persuade them to do so. That being said, not many of my female staff are willing to use their charms of persuasion with men they hardly know. That narrows the pool down a bit, doesn't it?"

Lauren's jaw dropped. His expectations regarding her attendance were clear now.

"Uh huh...so there it is. What makes you think my next stop won't be HR?" she asked defiantly.

Her boss tapped his fingertips together.

"Will it be?"

Lauren looked at the floor and shifted in her seat.

"Before you answer that, let me just say that you have great business acumen. That will take you far. Whether it's here or somewhere else. We've all had to make sacrifices to get ahead. Sadly, mine was missing my son's childhood while I was busy climbing the ladder. You have to ask yourself what you are willingly to do to make the grade."

The office manager glared at the old man as he scribbled on a piece of paper and pushed it across the desk to her.

"As you know, Jose Rodriquez is planning on retiring next year. Which means that Operations will need a VP. That's the salary for the position."

Lauren picked up the stationary and her chest pounded. The number was almost triple what she was currently earning.

"That would significantly help a middle-aged couple from Iowa planning on retiring to the Sunshine State, would it not?"

Lauren just gawked at the figure. It was hard to argue the benefits.

"If I was to agree to...use my charms," she finally asked, slipping the note into a skirt pocket, "what of my husband? After flying halfway across the country I can't very well ask him to go watch the paint dry while I'm entertaining your bottom-line."

"Hell, I don't care. Take him along. Tell everyone he's the bartender or your new assistant. They'll buy that. And if you do happen to hit it off with one of our clients, let him watch. The bastard just might get his rocks off!"

Without speaking a word, Lauren rose and spread her hands out on the walnut desk, leaning over it just enough for gravity to do its thing. The old man found himself staring into what little cleavage his subordinate had, the white linen blouse falling away from her chest enough to see a frilly opaque bra rising and falling with every sexy breath she took.

"Okay," she whispered, warm breath caressing his cheeks. "You want me to be your whore? I'll be your whore. But there damn sure better be an announcement at Jose's retirement party, or this little birdie's going to sing."

He nodded, a bead of sweat forming on his forehead.

"Oh, and one more thing," Lauren looked back with a grim face as she reached his office door. "Don't ever mock my husband again. He's a good man, unlike pricks like you."

"Really, my dear?" Jones retorted. "Is what I'm asking you to do really that much different than what you're doing to satisfy his abhorrent desires? Only difference I see is that you stand to become financially independent with me."

Lauren stepped into the hallway a bit shaken. He was right, and that candid and insightful observation would haunt her the rest of the day.

+++++

Corey was beside himself as he packed for his flight the next morning. Four days of frolicking in the sun, drinking by the pool, and enjoying Christmas Eve in the arms of his loving wife. Maybe even get a little naughty. Either way, it would be a welcome break from Iowa's freezing temperatures.

It was while he was deciding between blue or green swim trunks that his phone started blowing up. Shit. It was Zane Picardo. More precisely, it was the best friend who'd introduced his Lauren to the pleasures of rough sex. That Zane Picardo. Corey let it go to voice mail as he'd done a dozen times since the "Ashley Date." Thirty seconds later, the messaging app blew up.

Zane: Are you ever going to answer? We need to talk about this. 

Zane: I still consider you guys friends. Never would have taken Lauren to the awards ceremony if I knew it was going to cost us our friendship. I only did what you hoped I'd do.

Zane: So that's it, man? We're done?

The 61-year-old picked up the phone and quickly read the texts. He damn near called the biker back but decided against it. Corey wasn't ready to face him, knowing that he knew. It was just too soon.

+++++

Lauren wiped down the stair-master while cooling off from a long session. It was nice to have a gym right there in the lobby of the luxury apartment building. Membership was exclusive to residents, so there was always plenty of room and she recognized most of the regulars. Some were part-timers, only working out after eating chocolate cake. Others were gym rats like her, pushing themselves to the limit at least five days a week.

Four of them were there as she stepped off the machine and caught her breath. Two younger women, who could have been glamour magazine models, a 30-something who looked like he was born with free-weights in his hand, and a new resident who couldn't have weighed more than 100 pounds wet. Lauren chuckled. She could definitely picture her husband working out with this one. Skinny and softy hitting the mats.

Approaching the towel hamper, tall and lanky politely held the top open, allowing her to toss hers in first.

"Thanks," she acknowledged his chivalry. "I'm Lauren. You new to these parts?" Her midwestern colloquially was on full display. As was her small chest and abs, held tightly by a thin sports bra.

"I...yes, moved in last week," he managed, trying hard not to look at her firm figure. "Luke. 15b."

Although clearly an adult, the guy appeared to have the social skills of a nervous 16-year-old.

"Well, nice to meet you, 15b," Lauren replied, smiling and turning towards the elevators. She could feel his eyes on her.

There was no longer any doubt.

All men ARE perverts. Even the ones you wouldn't expect.

A girl just had to find the right way to exploit that trait.

+++++

The phone vibrated incessantly as the sweaty brunette opened her apartment door. Multiple calls, all from the same number. How curious. They were from Zane Picardo.

Fearing something had happened to Corey, she immediately returned the call.

"Hi there," the biker picked up right away. "How's Miami treating you?"

That was an oddly casual greeting, especially since he'd not said boo to her since she slept with him over Thanksgiving.

"Fine. Is Corey okay?"

"How would I know? That's what I'm calling about. And yeah, don't worry, I doing okay too."

Lauren sighed. "I'm sorry. It's just that...well, you don't call me much. At all, actually."

"Should I start?"

A heavy silence fell hard.

"What's going on, Zane?"

"Your husband. Hasn't talked to me since you and I hooked up. I text, I call. Nothing. You know how tight we were. Now, I think that's all fucked up. I should've never agreed to that date."

"Calm down. Look, it was Corey's stupid idea. I went along with it. It wasn't your doing. Period. I threw myself at you and he got what he wanted. You and I had our fun too. But I don't think that's what's keeping him from calling you."

"Then what the hell is he trippin' on?"

"Himself."

"What?"

"I think it's pretty clear. Your buddy's been a regular guy for a long time. A guy's guy. Sports, drinking whiskey, girlie mags. Then he develops that...interest...I told you about. Now some would say a real man wouldn't never allow another man to touch their wife. But plenty do. And when they do, they don't broadcast it. Especially to biker friends. He knows I let it slip about his kink. So, I'm guessing he's worried what you're going to think of him."

The mechanic said nothing.

Lauren listened patiently to the dead air. "Zane?"

"Damn. And I thought he was just pissed at me."

"Hardly. Remember, he engineered that night."

"Yeah."

Another long silence.

"So, all good with you?" Zane asked, his voice gentler now.

"Yeah, its good," Lauren replied walking into the bedroom, her tone softening too. She draped a strand of straight black hair behind one ear. "Working hard. I wish Corey was here."

The one-time lovers talked about Miami, how her job was going, and the latest from Des Moines. He confessed he was getting tired of being a motorcycle mechanic and wanted to do something different.

"But then you'd never get another award," she giggled.

"Ha. Worthless trophies. Speaking of that, I guess you still have the last one? My boss has been asking about it."

Lauren felt the heat rise in her cheeks, thinking of the things she'd done with that glass wrench while Corey watched.

"Uh, yeah. It's at the house."

"Good. I guess it'll give me an excuse to go see the old fucker."

More silence.

"You were great that night, Lauren. I mean that."

"Zane..."

"Yeah, I know, it was a moment in time. I gotta say though, you were definitely not the prim and proper girl we've all come love. That was some surprise."

Lauren closed her eyes. "You're right. I'm not the same girl," she whispered, biting her lip. "I don't think we'll ever see her again."

"Well, for what its worth, that'd be alright by me."

There was a long pause as they listened to each other breathe.

"What I meant," Zane explained with an exhale, "is if you guys are still playing, I'd be up for an Ashley reprisal."

He could feel Lauren smile through the phone.

"I'll keep that in mine," she assured him.

"Well, I hope you enjoy your new life, Laur. I miss having your guys around."

Tears welled up in the transplanted Iowan's eyes. "I miss you too. Tell everyone hi for me. I hope your job gets better. You're a great mechanic, Zane, stick with it. And please go see Corey, okay?"

"I will, even if I have to drag his sorry ass to the bar."

The screen went dark leaving Lauren in deep thought. How many times had she masturbated to the biker roughing her up in Bakersfield? Nailing her to that mattress for hours. It was truly some of the best sex she'd ever had.

Her eyes shifted to the bottom dresser drawer where the Chairman lay at the ready. Bending down, she picked up the large ten-inch vibrator and checked its batteries. It whirred to life, it's little head rolling about the end of the shaft. Plenty fresh. Good.

+++++

December 22nd. Nine weeks to go.

Harvey watched from the concierge's desk as a grayed haired gentlemen entered the lobby of the luxury high-rise dragging a suitcase and attached camera bag behind him. It wasn't until the man took off his sunglasses did he recognize him as Mr. Miller, the absent husband of one of the hottest residents in the building. He wondered with amusement if Mrs. Miller was aware her hubby was in town. If not, and the rumors about her were true, they both might be in for a big surprise.

Entering the apartment with his own fob, Corey breathed in deeply. Although it was half-past eleven in the morning and she'd been gone to work for hours, he could still smell his wife's perfume and almost sensed her presence. Even though his name was on the lease, the place didn't feel like he belonged. No telling what kind of debauchery had taken place in this building...in this apartment...while he'd been gone.

The kind I jerk off to every night, thinking of what she's doing without me, that's what.

And the damn décor was way to female too. That would have to change. Sighing, he grabbed a beer from the fridge and stood in the kitchen. Lauren promised to leave work early so they could go to the beach, but that was still at least two hours away. What to do until then? It would be utter boredom. He walked into the eerily quiet bedroom and set his luggage on the bed. Everything was the way he remembered it, right down to the large mirror above the dresser where they had enjoyed watching their reflection as they made love.

I can't believe I'm actually here. 

Having not been to visit since early November, he was curious to see how Lauren had settled in. One could tell a lot about how someone lived just by observing them "in the wild." Especially a beautiful wife in a long-distance marriage. It was the little things that told the story; how she went about daily life, how she interacted with new friends, coworkers, and neighbors. And more importantly, her attitude towards him being there. Would she welcome him back with open arms, or be contentious about his visit?

Selecting a drawer to stow his things, he unpacked and neatly folded his underwear, socks, and a few pairs of shorts. Standing at the dresser, Corey opened the bottom right-hand drawer. Sure enough, there sat the Chairman of the Board, right on top of some linens, almost like it had been recently used. Next to it was an empty tube of lube. Strange, he could have sworn that was nearly full his last visit. Naughty, naughty. Probably been through quite a few batteries too from the looks of it. In the other drawers were his wife's bras and panties. He was surprised to find that most of the latter were thongs, something she never used to wear at home. Pulling them out one by one, Corey caressed each and sniffed the crotches before gently putting them back. He stuffed a particularly thin and sexy red one into a trouser pocket and moved to the next drawer. More treasures. Swimsuits and racy lingerie, some he recognized, others he didn't. Here was the black bodysuit she'd fucked her coworker Steve in. There was the teddy Corey had given her years ago which she hadn't worn since. At least for him. Who knows what lucky guy had seen her in it? And what was this? A see-through mesh bra and panties? Hold on, that wasn't fucking underwear, it was a nearly transparent two-piece bikini! Christ! There was only one reason to wear that and it wasn't to attract the clergy. Other unmentionables were in there too, some with the tags still attached.

Across the room, one side of her closet had been left open. Corey slithered across the floor and took inventory. He finger-walked through a variety of clothing, all neatly pressed and organized. On one side was her work clothes, all far sexier than what she used to wear at the paper distributing company in Des Moines. On the other were colorful fun skirts and tops, as well as more provocative outfits. There was the mesh crop top and leather pants which she'd worn to tease men at the pub crawl. And what the fuck were these? Actual latex leggings? Really? Jesus. He'd only seen those in porn clips. Who had she worn those for? Certainly not him. Let's face it, dude, she doesn't wear anything sexy for you. Just THEM. A familiar tingle of jealousy began to tantalize his crotch in a way that made him groan. Why did that please him so much? It's not right, you sick fuck.

Looking around, he spied a framed cherished photograph of their wedding day on the nightstand. Corey ran his hand fondly over the glass. Besides the birth of Caroline and Amelia, it was the best day of his life. Next, he opened the table's small drawer and peeked in. Nothing but an old phone charger, hair clips, and aspirin. He was about to close it when a rectangular box beneath some blank post-it notes caught his eye. It bore the logo of a popular brand of condoms. Lifting it, Corey examined the carton. Only 4 left out of a pack of 12, all size XL. Corey's hand trembled, his dick twitching with bittersweet turmoil, the implication unmistakable. Even back in the day, he was at best a size medium.



Taking one out, the realization at just how small he was unleashed a host of raw emotions. The theme was clear. The sexy clothes in her closet that he'd never seen were not for him. The lingerie and swimsuits clearly were not for him. And the size XL rubbers were certainly not for him.

What, then, WAS for him? Just memories like the one captured in the wedding photo?

A moan escaped from the undersexed husband's throat as he settled back on the bed, nestled between two fluffy pillows. What was she really up to down here? How many men had taken her to bed? This bed.

Why I am getting so hard? 

Did the idea of Lauren running around behind his back actually turn him on?

Fuck, my dick is on fire! 

Corey held the condom between his lips and unbuckled his trousers. Tighty-whities around his knees, he was amazed at how much it dwarfed his pink pencil by at least a quarter inch on each side. As he rolled it over his aging six-inches, he noticed it fit more like an ill-fitting shower-cap than an effective prophylactic.

So this is the size of my wife's lovers.

Gripping his dick through the loose sheath, Corey began to masturbate, thinking of the girth that Lauren's pussy must have endured while being impaled by a cock that could fill this out. How she must enjoy being filled to the fullest in a way he couldn't even in his prime. He pulled the red thong from his now unzipped pants and held them above his waist. Easing the small satin triangle to his crotch, he slid it up and down the quivering shaft. It angled itself toward the sexy panties as if yearning to learn what gaping hole might be behind it.

With one hand teasing his lonely penis, raw from weeks of knowing nothing but a rough palm and gym socks, he began fingering hypersensitive nipples through a pulled up knit polo shirt. The soft and wrinkled nubs soon became hard beneath the material, contributing intense pleasure to his private afternoon gratification.

So much for being bored.

+++++

Lauren was just leaving her office when her best friend and coworker Amy Rosinner appeared in the doorway.

"Last day of the year and you're not coming to the office party this afternoon?" the 26-year exuberant blonde asked with a tinge of disappointment.

The junior executive shook her head. "I had planned on it, but Corey's coming in today."

The legal secretary twirled her hair absentmindedly. It was no secret she had the hots for the executive, especially since the orgy at Sir Jack's place. Still, she was happy for her friend.

"That's right! You must be so excited."

"Yeah, it's going to be great. But he's only here through Christmas. Back to Iowa first thing Tuesday, so I want to make the most of the time. Plus, I've got that stupid party to chaperone tomorrow."

"Don't get me started. Thank God I didn't get roped into that. Watch yourself, I hear those guys are all hands."

Lauren slung her purse over her shoulder. "Thanks for the warning."

"We should do something New Year's Eve, huh?"

"You bet. Call me, okay?"

The women hugged and wished each other a Merry Christmas, promising to get in touch after the holiday.

+++++

Lauren was heavy in thought as she began the three-block walk home. She wanted to do something special for Corey but didn't have a clue as to what. From their long talks at night, it was evident he was barely hanging on. She knew he was living vicariously through her, soaking up every detail when she went out. Where and with who. What he was fishing for was clear, but it wasn't like she was hooking up with every guy she met. In fact, it was just the opposite. Hell, she'd only worn the dumb anklet he'd given her a couple times and it didn't really produce the desired results. It wasn't that guys didn't try - jewelry or not - but with working 12 hours a day, most nights her and Amy would just drink and dance. Sure, there was some flirting, but in the end, she wound up going home alone. But since it seemed his kink was the one thing that was helping him cope, she'd go ahead and make up stuff, telling him about imaginary lovers while he beat off on the other end of the line 1,500 miles away. Corey knew it was all bullshit but got off on it anyway. So what better way to spend their time together now than to really, REALLY crank up the dials on his fetish?

After yesterday's call with Zane -- and a round of fun with the Chairman - Lauren had settled in her bed, tablet in hand. She didn't just want to push her perverted husband's buttons, she wanted to punch them hard. But he was difficult to read, so she had to have the presence of mind to let him set the pace and guide her as to how for to take it.

Starting with some porn sites on the subject of "wife sharing", she checked off the stuff she already knew. Some guys with Corey's penchant just dug watching, some wanted to participate, and yet others, like Chloe had mentioned, were into more extreme flavors of the kink. Yet after reading through some very bizarre comments in some very diversified forums, she was surprised to learn that for many of these men, what preceded the actual act of sex was just as exciting. Whatever the "label", the common denominator seemed to be the thrill of the chase. Simply put, for these guys, the ogling, the flirting, the foreplay, the teasing, was almost as enjoyable as watching the sex itself. Each of those things fed their Frankenstein, arousal, and yes, their angst. The sum of those parts could drive a husband or boyfriend over the proverbial cliff, an emotional combustion rivaling the most explosive of conventional orgasms.

As Lauren entered the lobby of her apartment building, she barely noticed Harvey sneaking peeks at her from his desk. As she waited for the elevator, a million ideas on how to make this weekend enjoyable for Corey raced through her head. By the time she got to the 23rd floor, her smile grew into a wide, devilish grin.

She knew exactly what to do.

+++++

Corey's body was quaking, nearly to a breaking point, as he continued to rub the thong's small triangle against the underside of his skinny penis. Fully erect at thoughts of his wife servicing hoards of men in that very bed, he wondered how many had had their asses in this spot and rubbed their cocks on this very patch of satin? How many had watched Lauren sink her bald pussy down onto their throbbing dicks? How many guys had she graced with frilly and sexy lingerie, while all but abandoning her "mom" panties that lay gathering dust back home?

His mind was tormented with both pleasure and despair as he saw his wrinkled smallness adrift in the vast expanse of the extra-large sheath, serving only to emphasize the inadequacy of his manhood. At least eight times now his wife had witnessed one of these parachutes being unfurled onto a much more deserving cock, confirming to her what she had been missing for so long.

With the thin straps of the thong wrapped tightly around its circumference, Corey slid the makeshift noose up and down that inadequacy, over and over, until he could feel the semen bubbling up in his very blue balls. With the other hand working his soft pecs feverishly, he knew it wouldn't be long.

Fap, fap, fap.

Oh god, oh yes, oh Lauren...

He saw the lithe body of his bride next to him, bouncing up and down on the ripped body of a faceless man, crying out her lover's name, and looking down at the hapless husband as the lust for someone else built in her eyes.

Fap, fap, fap.

She was almost there, almost ready to release! He moaned, she moaned, her lover moaned.

Corey readied the thong to take the impending blast.

Fap, fap, fap.

He yelped. One, two, three more strokes and he'd be there. Yes, yes, yes!

Wait, what was that?

Shit, shit, shit.

What should have been a grand and monumental ejaculation was suddenly and rudely interrupted by four words he'd long to hear for months - just not right then.

"Hey, babe, I'm home!"

+++++

Lauren fully expected her husband to be sprawled out on the sofa, beer in hand, watching some afternoon sports program. Instead, the apartment was dark, save for the sunlight streaming in from the floor-to-ceiling windows.

"Corey?

Setting her purse on the kitchen island, she heard rustling noises from the bedroom and what appeared to be a quick moving shadow just beyond the doorway.

"Babe?"

"In here!" a seemingly out-of-breath Corey called from the bathroom.

Peeking around the corner, she could see the love of her life sitting on the toilet, pants around his ankles.

"Uh, hey, well, this isn't the romantic reunion I was hoping for," she joked. Was it her imagination or was he hard?

The vexed 61-year-old rose and kicked the tousled trousers aside, leaving a half-erect cock bobbing in the middle of the bathroom. The look in his eyes said it all.

"I need you now," Corey pined, pulling her close with a deep kiss.

Lauren gasped when he pushed her against the doorjamb, his hands cupping both cheeks as their lips parted, tongues swirling. She raised a leg to his thigh and tossed her head back, exposing a tan neck to his advances. The couple's motions were halting and clumsy as they fumbled for each other's body. Twenty-eight years of marriage were fighting hard to overcome the awkwardness the retched long-distance relationship had imposed over the last six months.

Falling back on the bed, Corey's hands explored the woman he'd not seen for weeks. The passion began to rise between Lauren's legs as he unbuttoned her satin blouse. She needed him too. Not for the predictable two-pumps of carnal pleasure her husband might be good for, but for the life time of emotional happiness that was in his touch, his smell, his sweet words.

The sullied wife nearly succumbed and let him take her right then. And he would have, had she not managed to control her lust.

The plan. This simply wasn't in the plan!

Corey damned near wept when she slithered out from underneath him and rolled off the mattress.

"Later, babe," she panted, one arm out Heisman trophy-like, the other buttoning up her top.

"C'mon, Lauren, I need you!" Corey whined, quickly losing what rigidity he had mustered.

"We have all the time in the world, sweetie. Don't you want to go do something fun this afternoon?"

"Well, I sort of thought we just were..."

Lauren laughed that off and pulled a pair of his swim trunks from the dresser drawer. "Here, put these on. Let's go to the beach!"

+++++

Despite being denied his wife's delectable treasure, Corey was happy as a clam as they walked arm in arm, sandals in hand, feet in the sand. This particular beach was located a quick ride-share from downtown Miami. Halfway between Hollywood and Fort Lauderdale, it didn't seem to have as much traffic as others. Quite a find in such an urban setting, it was clearly a spot not advertised to the tourists.

Lauren was dressed in a loose off-shoulder tee and cotton shorts which allowed the sea breeze to hint as to what was beneath. Every now and again, Corey caught a glimpse of a bright blue swimsuit. Was this the skimpy two-piece he'd seen in the drawer?

For his part, the project manager had opted for a light polo shirt and knee length swim trunks. Although the water temperature was barely tolerable, at least to his pale, Midwestern winter skin, he hoped the unusually high air temp of 85 would entice Lauren into a lengthy tanning session so he could drink in the beauty he'd been missing.

Corey, of course, was unaware that his wife too was making some observations. There was something so subtle about her husband's appearance that she couldn't quite put her finger on it. His build seemed slimmer, his stride stronger. More like Corey in his prime. There was no question his aging physique could still be described as portly, brought on by too many donuts and lack of exercise over the years. But there were little things that were made more noticeable by time and distance. The sag below his chin was less perceptible, his man-boobs and gut less prominent as the wind pinned the knit shirt against his body. Had he firmed up and lost weight?

Starting from the south parking lot, the pair walked north, taking their time to enjoy each other's company. Corey caught her up on the latest timelines for the hospital project that was in its last phase. By the end of February, he should be able to move down permanently, leaving the sale of the house in the hands of a competent realtor. He talked about getting a head start on packing photos and dishes. Lauren apologized for not being there to help, lamenting the long hours she was working to retain clients. With any luck, there might be a week in January where she could return home and provide some support.

Now would be a good segue into the customer appreciation event, the office manager told herself.

Corey listened with interest as she explained being picked to chaperone the party and just not being able to get out of it. Surprisingly, the revelation was met with a shrug.

"Okay, no biggie. You go do your job and I'll hang at the apartment. How late can a work function go? Ten? Eleven?"

"Well, pretty late from what I understand. They'll likely be an after-party."

"Okay, whatever," Corey looked down to examine a dead crab. "I'm sure there will be a game on."

Lauren blinked. That wasn't part of the plan either. She knew very well the after-party might get wild and wanted him to be part of anything that might go down. Quite frankly, he needed to be part of it. Stephan Jones was an asshole, but he was right on one account: if things got out of hand, it would be just the sort of thing Corey got off on. Didn't he deserve that much?

"Look, you could go with me."

"What? Doesn't one need to be a Rekrap employee to attend?"

"One does. But I could pass you off as my personal assistant, you know, someone who manages my calendar. You can even take pictures for the company newsletter."

"Me? You're assistant? Yeah, right."

"No really, you'd be good at it. It's only for a couple hours. Puh-leeeeeze?"

Corey stared at her like she was nuts. "I don't know, it seems kind of...wrong."

She was losing the battle. Okay, you want to go there?

"You mean like sending me into the lion's den as Ashley the girlfriend, huh?"

He winced. Those enchanting eyes held so much disappointment. "Yeah, you got me there. Sure, boss. I'll be your assistant. But I draw the line at sleeping with you."

Lauren chuckled. "No worries, that's an extra five minutes I could use back in my day!"

Corey's face fell at the insinuation but broke into a wide smile as they began chasing each other down the beach. They were having fun and cherishing every moment. So much that he nearly missed the white sign warning of nude bathers beyond that point.

"Whoa. I guess we turn back, huh?" He knew his wife was bolder these days, but a nude beach?

Lauren frowned. "Why? C'mon, it will be fun!"

"Really? I dunno. Do we have to take our clothes off?"

While a large part of him was secretly thrilled with the idea of seeing her topless -- or more - he didn't relish the prospect of putting his old junk out there for all to see. Twenty years ago, he might have been game, but now? These days his aging cock behaved more like a shy turtle. Having it on display would certainly NOT improve that reticence. In fact, compared to the young men who were surely just ahead, the embarrassment might be too much. Still, the irony of the situation did not escape him. For years he'd been trying to get Lauren to wear less. And here she was encouraging him to do the same. Quite fucking amusing.

"No silly, it's clothing optional, you dope. There are plenty of people fully clothed."

Corey's eyes narrowed. "You've been here before?"

Lauren grinned. And so it begins.

"Maybe," she winked, though she'd never set foot in the area.

"Whaaaattt?" Corey bleated as the playful 48-year-old skipped ahead, her jet-black mane whipped by the ocean breeze. The idea that his wife had been here before, frolicking naked with the natives, gave him reason to pause.

Lauren in the wild.

The turtle began climbing out of its shell.

+++++

The couple ventured past the warning sign, Lauren several paces in front of her husband. Being the holidays, the small number of tourists that knew of the place had, for the time being, left the surf to the locals. Dozens were now enjoying the respite from crowds and lay scattered about on blankets, some with nothing on but what God had given them.

Twenty yards ahead, a group of college kids had set up a makeshift volleyball net and were taking advantage of the space they wouldn't have had otherwise. Comprised of maybe a half-dozen girls and as many guys, they seemed to be enjoying Christmas break with glee. Four of the coeds were topless, with most of the boys al natural, save for one chubby fellow who was content to play referee.

Stopping a respectable distance from the game, Lauren removed a blanket from her oversized beach bag and spread it across the sand. Thankful for a rest, Corey stretched out the length of the cloth and propped himself up on his arms. Lauren emptied the contents of her bag, lining up tanning lotion, some lip balm, and a small Bluetooth speaker. After a few minutes, she announced she had to pee and left for a nearby shed which doubled as a restroom and shower.

Well, Corey thought as he watched her shuffle past the players, this is certainly different.

His attention was drawn to the youthful exuberance of the game. Well, that and the bare breasts bouncing freely as the girls served and set. Never having been to a nude beach, he was amazed at how casually people carried themselves, as if they were in a grocery store or any other public place. Amazing too was the indifference shown by all, as more johnsons than Corey could count swung about in the open air. From his vantage point, the guys playing volleyball were of various sizes -- a couple good enough to do porn -- but all were rather flaccid. No erections, despite the wealth of nudity surrounding them. It was clear they were used to this; just another day at the beach.

Unlike those boys, however, naked 20-year-old females DID affect him, and in the most predictable ways. Adjusting tenting swim trunks, he hoped the novelty would soon wear off, and with it the stiffy that was surely to embarrass him if he had to stand or - Jesus - remove them. That hope was quickly dashed when he saw Lauren leisurely strolling back from the outhouse, rocking the blue mesh string bikini he'd seen in the lingerie drawer.

Holeeee Shit! he gasped as she neared, passing closer to the volleyball game than really necessary. The two-piece was far racier than any other he'd seen on her, even the gold one worn on Myles' yacht. The mesh material of the top, and small patch of the bottoms, barely held enough netting to conceal what was beneath. As Lauren passed the coeds, one of the guys taking a water break spoke to her. He stood like a bronze Adonis, his cock hanging proudly like the nozzle of a gas pump; not erect, but not completely soft. He said something that made her laugh, causing those lovely taut abs to quiver as she shifted her feet in the hot sand. Corey closed his eyes, trying to overhear their conversation. The damn breeze and surf made that impossible.

Moments later, he felt a shadow blocking the sun. There was his hot wife, standing over him, hands on her hips.

"Are you falling asleep already?"

Up close, the swimsuit was even more translucent. Although Lauren was nearing 50, her tomato-sized breasts sat high on her chest, the sheer mesh rubbing against tender nipples, hardening them through the thin material. She was still bald below - the pasture had been kept well grazed in his absence - allowing the bottoms to fold into her slit, creating the most shameless cameltoe. Whatever anxiety she had about a few varicose veins was surely unfounded. No one was looking there.



"Friend of yours?" Corey asked, playing it cool while butterflies danced in his stomach.

"Never seen him before," Lauren smiled, looking over at the game. "Believe me, I would've remembered."

Dropping to her knees, she could see the tent forming beneath his trunks. "Wow, somebody's excited. Does all this nudity get you worked up?"

Clearing his throat, Corey tried to look indifferent.

"Not really."

"Uh huh, okay," Lauren nodded, not believing a word. "Then you won't mind if I do this."

Still on her knees, with a most naughty look, the sexy executive reached behind her back and untied the top. With dramatic flair, she pulled it over her head and dropped it in her husband's twitching lap. In an instant, her tiny tits were bared to the world, laying firm against her chest.

Corey's heart leapt to his throat. The woman who had refused to wear anything but a one-piece her entire life was now nearly naked on a public beach. He followed her hands as they lowered to the sides of her micro-bottoms, tied off on either side of her hips by a thin strap.

"Maybe I should lose this too," Lauren giggled, pulling on the strings.

"Jesus, babe..." Corey moaned. But before she could go any further, Mr. Adonis appeared above them.

"Hey Lauren."

"Hey, Barry," Lauren replied pleasantly, as if she'd known him all her life. Already conveniently on her knees, she was at eye level with the boy's groin, and got a good look at what was swinging between his legs.

"Soooo, Leo has to split and we're one down. Feel up to it?"

The once demure Midwestern wife glanced at her husband. "Um, I'm not sure, I kind of just wanted to get some sun."

"Go on," Corey nodded towards the net. "There's plenty of sun out there too." He knew he was tempting fate, but the thought of his bride's tiny breasts jiggling unfettered in front of others was too strong to pass up.

"But..." Lauren protested, just not too much. This weekend the decisions needed to be his. The glint in Corey's eyes told her everything she needed to know. Okay, perv, be careful what you wish for.

Taking Barry's outstretched hand, she slowly rose, her face at first just inches from the college student's naked package, then his chiseled stomach and hard pecs, and finally staring into his boyish grin.

"You can play too, man," Barry told her graying friend. "We'll work you in."

Corey shook his head. "Thanks, but no." It had been a long day already and he wasn't ready to be shown up by guys 40 years younger. Besides, if he had to wear the same uniform as they...no way.

"That's cool," Lauren purred, running a finger from the kid's chest to his waist. Her eyes travelled well past that though. "I don't think he brought the right equipment anyway."

The pair turned and walked away giggling. Corey knew a crude attempt at pulling his levers when he heard one. She was simply testing the waters. And it was working. If he hadn't been excited before, his cock was now rock hard. Why? Why so aroused after clearly being dissed? Did he really enjoy that vagary? Did she even notice his reaction?

Just as she was going to serve, Corey saw Lauren peek over her naked shoulder and smile.

Yeah, God love her, she knows EXACTLY what she's doing.

+++++

As with water polo, Corey learned quickly his wife wasn't good at sand volleyball either. Paired with Barry and two other boys, the lack of skill apparently didn't really matter since everyone was pretty buzzed and going through the motions. There she was, twirling the ball around in her hands, asking teammates if they were ready. Her silky jet-black hair was gently blowing in the sea breeze, cascading like a billowing cape over those bare shoulders and down her naked back. When she served -- poorly by the way -- her small, naked breasts were a sight to see. Not having much mass, they seemed to float as she rose and fell, with only the smallest jiggle when she landed. The whole scene was absolutely mind-numbing to a husband who for three decades had watched his wife chair the PTA, cheer on the sidelines, and volunteer in the church rectory. Couple that with much "incidental" contact between the team as they jockeyed for position, and Corey nearly lost his load...several times.

When the group had had enough, the whole lot of them flopped down on various blankets placed around their coolers. Corey watched from afar as Lauren accepted a beer from one of the men and took a seat next to Barry. The students were friendly enough and included her in their conversations. While talking, she drew her knees to her chin, which did little to hide her exposed tits, nipples stiff from hot sweat caressed by ocean breeze. Casual touching escalated as they all laughed at one thing or another. Although much younger, they seemed to accept Lauren's presence without exception. Occasionally, Lauren glanced over at Corey in that sexy way she had, as if to say, "I know you're watching." To illustrate, she picked up a random tube of tanning lotion and squirted a small amount on her hands. Barry nodded in appreciation and laid on his back, his proud cock bouncing like a diving board, a mast of masculinity. For several excruciating minutes, she worked in the lotion, paying special attention to the boy's pecs, abdomen, and legs. At times she came dangerously close to his bobbing member but refrained from touching it. While nudity on the beach was allowed, outright sexual activity was not.

The pressure against the project manager's inner lining was now blissfully uncomfortable. All sorts of thoughts raced through his head. This was it, then. This was his wife in "the wild". Living the life she had forged in his absence. While he was away trudging through the snow, she was kicking it up with naked coeds in the sand. It was a conventional man's nightmare and but a deviant husband's dream. He had no way of knowing that his wife had never set foot on that beach, but it didn't really matter. The die had been cast.

How the hell does this guy NOT have a raging boner? The curious husband was at least 15 yards away and didn't have the hands of a gorgeous girl all over him, yet his own erection was now downright painful. Worse yet, he could tell by the look in her eyes that she was thoroughly enjoying his agony.

Soon enough, the lotion was evenly applied. Lauren remained on her knees at Barry's midsection, trying to look at anything but the sizable cock that loomed in front of her. The boy tugged unsuccessfully at her bottoms, an act which she quickly rejected with a playful slap. He was clearly not concerned about her gray-haired companion just yards away. The touchy-feely continued, their flirting becoming quite obvious. Corey expected any moment for his wife to stand and return to him, and was a bit perplexed when she instead pulled the Adonis to his feet and led him by hand towards the outhouse. Her little ass cheeks rocked up and down beneath the skimpy bottoms as she sashayed away, sand caked on her calves. The student followed, their fingers interlocked. His cock was no longer curved downward like a gas pump; that schlong was thick, stark and at attention. Before disappearing around the corner, they looked back at the voyeur husband, each with a silly grin. The last thing Corey saw was her arm slip behind the wooden wall, a crook of a finger beckoning him to follow. The Iowan's organ couldn't have been any harder if Medusa herself had fixed him with a glare.

This presented a problem. Either stay, or risk walking past the pod of volleyball players with nothing but the netting in his trunks to suppress an insufferable hard-on. It would all but confirm to those who had been paying attention that the old guy was beyond aroused at seeing his wife step away with their well-endowed friend.

Wobbly, Corey stumbled through the deep sand and past the drunk coeds who snickered under their breath.

"You really want to go in there, Pops? Barry's taking care of bizness."

Another smattering of chortles.

Turning the corner behind which he'd seen the two disappear, Corey realized just how secluded the backside of the hut was. Divided into two halves with a common entrance facing the dunes and brush, it was far from the prying eyes of the beach and any lifeguards. Formal signs above each half indicating gender were long gone, replaced by makeshift ones of "Dames" and "Dongs".

Corey cocked his head and listened. There were hushed noises coming from inside, but he couldn't be sure from where. There was no one in the Dames, so he crept stealthily to the men's side, where the whispering was distinguishable.

"Like that, just like that. Oh please, keep doing that," a male begged.

Someone spat, followed by wet, squishy, stroking sounds.

"Yesssss," a female crooned, "give it to me. Give me your cum. I need it so fucking bad."

There was no mistaking that voice. It was Lauren, apparently doing what Lauren did best these days.

"Fuck yeah, baby. Damn that's good."

Corey peeked in, his eyes settling on two stalls, one which was latched shut. The space between the bottom of the door and the concrete floor revealed four feet, all barefoot with sand between the toes. Two of them had painted nails, so it was not hard to determined which belonged to his wife.

The sloppy, wet sounds picked up. Through a crack at the frame, he could just make out a fleshy blurring motion which appeared to be a hand on a very erect dick, jacking fast and furious.

Daaaammmn, she's giving him a handjob. Looking back to ensure no one else was around, Corey pushed the front of his trunks down, finally freeing his own unforgiving erection. The humid dank air in the stinky outhouse felt good on the liberated skin.

Barry groaned again, his breathing becoming more eratic. "Give me all those feels, doll. Jesus, you're good at that."

"Cum for me!"

"What about your friend? He's gonna miss you."

"That's my husband."

"No shit? He'll be coming soon then."

"Not before you," Lauren giggled. "Don't worry about him. You gonna blow or what?"

"Keep sucking me like that and I will."

"Hmmmphhhhtttt."

One did not need much of an imagination to know what she was doing then.

"Yeah, baby, deep throat that shit! Fucccckkkkkkin' A."

More spit, then louder gooey, slippery sounds. The stall was shaking as Barry moaned louder.

"Are you serious? Hell yes, that's it...allllll the way, holy shit!"

Corey shivered as his hand molested his homesick dick. Her throat must be full right now.

It didn't take long until the buck naked volleyball player issued a frantic warning just seconds before unloading. "I'm right there, girl. RIGHT...FUCKING...THERE! Where do you want it?"

Through the crack, Corey could see his wife's head tilt back, mouth open, and the young manhood quivering just above those rosy lips.

The ejaculating student had the presence of mind to curb his enthusiasm when he came. No reason to attract undue attention, especially if her ol' man was lurking about.

Barry squirmed as the brunette took his load. Corey could just see a couple ropes of cum strike her face where he missed the target, glazing her cheeks like rows of icing on a bear claw. The younger man had a better view though, gazing down at the pretty face who'd just given him one spectacular - albeit quick - blowjob. Coming down from the high of his release, he decided they'd been there too long. As much as he'd like to stay and fuck this beauty senseless, it would be prudent to abscond before the beach patrol, or worse yet, a jealous husband happened by.

The stall door was flung open way too fast and damn near came off its hinges, catching both men off guard. Barry with a strand of semen still dripping from his deflating cock, and Corey, with his pink whistle firmly planted in his hands. The latter stood like a deer in headlights, caught with his shorts down in a very compromising position.

"Fuck," Barry exhaled in surprise, concerned the old guy might be packing. However, it didn't take long for him to realize he was in no danger, and why the woman hadn't been at all concerned about her hubby finding them.

"Hey bro. Wow, top shelf cocksucker you got there, definitely a keeper. Go get yourself some."

With that, Mr. Adonis quickly slipped out of the shed and onto the beach.

Envious of what he'd just witnessed, Corey peered into the stall. Lauren was still on her haunches, bottoms intact, a light trail of liquid oozing from a corner of her mouth. Turning, she spat the white contents into the toilet and pulled the shocked sexagenarian in. Without a word, she swallowed his beggared cock and serviced it like a pro. Mercilessly sucking, licking, and caressing his tool. He felt her hot breath on his wiry pubes as she exhaled through her nose.

"Goddamn Lauren!" Corey cried out in ecstasy.

"Shhhh," Lauren hushed him, "this is still a public beach."

"I saw you. I saw you giving him head."

"I know you did, baby. It's what you dig best, isn't it? Watching? What part did you like? His ball sack in my mouth or when he tickled my tonsils with that lumber?"

A loud moan escaped Corey's dry mouth.

"Stay quiet now or I'll have to stop."

She turned to double fisting him, spitting on the pink worm while increasing the pace. They couldn't stay much longer.

"Shit, babe, that's incredible," he wailed. "When did you become such a slut?"

"The day we signed the lease."

"Ohhhhhhhhh noooooooo."

"Shhhhhh," Lauren scolded him, halting the hand job.

Both heard the noise at the same time. It was coming from somewhere outside the hut...and it was close.

"Lauren, stop!"

But Lauren did exactly the opposite, pumping his cock at a yeoman's pace, applying more spittle for increased viscosity.

"C'mon, Corey, paint my face! I've been waiting on your love for weeks."

"Mmmmphhhhhh..."

The noise was closer now. Was that an engine?

"Pleeeese, babe, we have to hurry," she pleaded, opening her mouth. The remnants of Barry's semen still coated her tongue. "Do it now, add your spunk to his. I need your love!"

The first spate of milky white jizz burst from the engorged head directly into the eager wife's mouth, the slimy nectar landing near the back of her tongue, inducing a fitful gag. The next few spurts weren't nearly as accurate, landing on her cheeks and chest.

Whatever had been approaching was now just outside the shed. Corey shuddered and screamed into his elbow, trying to suppress as much of his overdue orgasm as possible.

Lauren acted quickly, wiping any telltale signs from her face onto Corey's trunks, then pulling them up to his waist. She pushed him out of the stall, slammed the door shut, and sat down on the toilet...and waited.

Suddenly, a tall figure wearing a blue uniform and ball cap blocked the entranceway. Beach Patrol. He looked at the gray-haired gentlemen leaning against the sink and heard sounds of heavy urination coming from within one of the locked stalls.

"Almost done, babe," Lauren called out sweetly.

"Take your time, honey" Corey replied just as innocently, smiling at the officer.

"Women should be on the other side," the cop pointed with his thumb.

"Sorry officer, you know how wives can be. Apparently its pretty disgusting over there, so she asked me to stand guard."

As if on cue, Lauren flushed and unlocked the door, tying her bottoms, bare breasts jiggling with each step.

"All done. Oh, hi there," she said to the sand constable, acting surprised. "You really should report the condition of these bathrooms...ick."

The cop watched her naked body breeze by him.

Corey followed, but not before seeing the patrolman enter the same stall to empty his bladder, the soles of his boots squashing the few ropes of cum that Lauren was unable to handle.

In the wild, indeed.

+++++

Back at the blanket, the odd couple said not a word, simply content to watch the shadows of the December afternoon become longer. By then, the coeds had drifted away and most locals had left. After a few minutes, husband and wife turned to each other, rather serious expressions on their faces, lips pursed. Faces reddened as the absurdity of the situation bubbled to the surface, until Corey could no longer maintain the façade.

His belly began shaking with amusement. "What the fuck" he snorted aloud, "what the fuck was that?"

The impish Lauren sniggered, playfully punching him on the arm as they burst into full blown laughter.

"That, Mr. Miller, was your welcome back to Miami. You may wish to fasten your seatbelt...bro."

+++++

Banished from the bedroom, Corey lounged around the small apartment watching the second half of an English Premier league soccer game. He had been unceremoniously ushered out of the bathroom, the door locking behind him. He could live with that. The night held a lot of promise as it was. Reservations at eight to sample a new sushi bar, then dancing. While listening to a classic rock band in a bar was more his speed, he knew that the quickest way to his wife's heart -- and pussy -- was twisting the night away. That, and copious amounts of alcohol.

A strike to the upper 90 put the home team ahead. "Goooooooaaaaaaaaaaallllllllllllllllllll" the announcer squawked, making it seem much more dramatic that it actually was.

"That's right, pal," Corey cracked open a long neck and raised it to the TV. "You now, me tonight."

+++++

Lauren sipped a glass of white wine as she walked from bathroom to bedroom with a puzzled look. She'd found a red thong stuffed in the sink's cabinet and couldn't for the life of her figure out how it got there. At first, she thought it might be Amy's, perhaps a vestige from one of their late nights out. But it was clearly the junior executive's. No telling how long it had been there. Now a bit crusty, into the hamper it went.

Peering into the mirror, Lauren examined her shoulders and breasts. The hickeys the Latino...what were they to her...tricks? The Latino tricks had left were lighter now, so much so that they were easy enough to hide with a little foundation and powder. Miraculously, Corey had missed them at the beach, probably blinded by her sheer nakedness. Tonight's bawdy outfit wouldn't cover much more, but between the whiskey he was sure to consume and his eagerness to take her to bed, any concern they might be detected was surely unfounded.

Her tricks. It was hard to come to terms with the fact that she had done something so over-the-top, so wanton, so illegal. It was for these reasons she still had not confessed such a reckless act to Corey and Amy. Would she ever? They say every woman has her secrets. That just might be one of them.

Hooting and hollering from the other room brought her back to the present, smiling. Wow, how nice was it to have Corey around again? She wished he didn't ever have to go back, but was somewhat comforted by the fact that she'd soon be doing laundry for two. Just a couple more loooong months. That's why it was so important that this weekend was all about Corey. Lauren was determined to send him back to snowy Iowa with a lifetime of memories to beat off to.

Wanting to wear something really sexy for him, she stood at her closet, chin in hand. It dawned on her that beyond the occasional texts, he hadn't really seen her collection of "slutwear." Much of it Lauren hadn't even worn yet, waiting for the right moment, the right...lover. For months now the poor guy had watched from afar as she sent him photo after photo of her out partying in some pretty hot numbers. Over the Thanksgiving holiday, the look in Corey's eyes as she left for the "Ashley date" in tight leather pants and corset was almost too much to bear. Lauren had been dressing like a whore for everyone but her own husband.

Tonight, that was going to change.



+++++

Corey awoke from a light sleep to the sound of the bedroom door opening. An afternoon of "fun in the sun" had zapped a lot of energy from those old bones.

Shaking off the fog, he struggled to sit up, warm beer in hand. "About time, babe. I mean why do women take so fuckin..." The thin voice trailed off as he saw Lauren towering over him. "Jesus, Joseph, and Mary."

Those religious icons certainly would not have approved of the impure vision standing in front of him. Eyes at crotch level, the first thing he saw was shiny latex leggings, the ones he'd seen earlier. Clinging tightly to every inch of her lovely calves and thighs, it fit so snugly one was hard pressed to guess how she even got into them. Above her waist, an undone dark blue cropped denim jacket provided a mouthwatering view of a cobalt blue bandeau bra, leaving her taut midsection enticingly bare. Heavy makeup -- what he called her "strumpet" face - and indigo high heels confirmed in an instant his wife's capability of going from topless beach bum to world class tramp in less than two hours.

Corey poked at the pants. "Those look uncomfortable."

"They're not shorts," Lauren chuckled, "but not too bad. They feel like a warm hug," Pulling him to his feet, she winked. "Besides, I don't plan on wearing these long, if you get my drift."

He beamed. With purple eyeshadow and dark red lipstick lushly outlined in black pencil, her face simply compelled a man to try and fuck it. It took a lot of strength to turn away and get himself dressed, a feat that was somewhat difficult to do with yet another growing erection.

Settle down, he told himself with a titter. Sushi...then pussy.

A short time later the couple eased into the back seat of a taxi, both looking regal, as if they owned the Magic City. Lauren nestled against her dapper husband and held his arm tightly.

"There have been days," she whispered low so the driver could not hear, "when fate determined my naughtiness. But tonight, you decide just how nasty I get."

The beguiled project manager could only gulp as she buried his trembling hand between her latex-clad legs.

God, I love my wife.

+++++

The sushi bar was exceptional, having some of the best tuna rolls they'd ever tasted. Lauren was pleased that her husky husband skipped the Mochi desert, something he typically would scarfed down two of. After finishing their vodka tonics, they stepped onto the sidewalk and noted the time. Half-past eight, way too early to hit the dance clubs. Being only a stone's throw from the Taffy Snapper, the couple decided to walk to the neighborhood bar and have another drink.

Sally was just beginning her shift and welcomed her regular with a hug, then whistled at the immodest outfit.

"You best not let the boys see you dressed like this, or you'll never have any peace and quiet in here."

Turning to the older man, she stuck out her hand with a friendly smile. "Hi there. Glad to see she's finally bringing her dates here."

Corey raised an eyebrow. Underneath all that makeup, Lauren began to blush. "Uh, Sally, this is my husband, Corey."

The waitress went pale and her grin faded. "Oh, I...uh...shit."

"Darn the luck," Corey made light of the greeting. "Don't worry, I'm sure she'll bring her dates around just as soon as I leave. I hear the watch parties are legendary."

Sally wasn't quite sure how to take the sarcasm, whether to smile or frown, so she just scurried away to get their drinks, admonishing herself under her breath for being so cheeky.

The pair slid into a booth and Lauren reached for his alabaster hand.

"Dates?" Corey chuckled.

"Just a figure of speech."

"Uh huh," Corey's smile broadened, "whatever you say."

Sally returned with two Long Island teas and quickly left, avoiding eye contact.

"You could though."

Lauren took a sip. "Could what?"

"Date."

"What?"

"You know, go out with guys. Not just to have sex, but you know...date."

"That's silly, I don't even know that many guys and I sure don't want to..."

A large shadow fell over the table and was soon joined by another. Corey looked behind him and saw a dark-haired guy with a grin on his face and one of the biggest cowboys he'd ever seen.

"Well, if it isn't Ames, back rub it in," Steroids gushed, looking down on them. "Still gloating are ya?"

Lauren rolled her eyes. The irony of stating she didn't know that many guys and their sudden appearance was simply astounding.

Shaking black bangs away from tempestuous eyes, she smiled at the men politely. "Hi there, you remember Corey from the game last week, right? Corey, this is Alex, mmm, Cartwright? And Vinneeee...Amato?"

The Italian beamed. "That's right! Very good. Hey man," he looked at the older man, "those Cyclones of yours looked really good last week. Playoff material."

Corey perked up at the mention of his team. He had an instant liking for this guy. "You think they're contenders?"

As the Italian Stallion and the Iowa State fanboy chatted about the game, the big Texan stood off to the side, less enthusiastic about engaging the couple than his friend. He just stood there in his white cowboy hat, large hands stuffed into the pockets of an equally large pair of jeans. He seemed content to let Vinnie do the talking.

Corey sat back with folded arms, both curious and amused at the same time.  Lauren in the wild, part two.

"Hell yes," Vinnie agreed. "Although Tex here would differ. That win ruined his entire evening."

Lauren glanced at the big man who was desperately trying to avoid eye contact. "Is that why you left, Alex? You were upset about the loss?" She knew full well it wasn't why he left the bar that night.

The two held each other's gaze longer than casual acquaintances might, both clearly remembering his reaction to her friendly wager during the game. A bet that Corey and Vinnie were completely unaware of.

"Yeah, sure," the El Paso native replied, trying to sound indifferent but failing miserably. His attraction to the distinguished beauty was undeniable. He had felt it during the game and could even recall the perfume she was wearing. The way she was dressed tonight, in those shiny black pants with barely anything on under that denim jacket, well, that was what dreams were made of. But he was no homewrecker. His parents had taught him the sanctity of marriage. That meant this one was to remain just a dream.

"Uh, yeah, well," Vinnie furrowed his brow, nonplussed by the air of awkwardness that had descended over the conversation. "Me and Alex were just heading out to the bowling alley. You guys want to come?"

Lauren shot a quick look of disapproval at Corey. He and Vinnie had hit it off and for a moment she thought he was going to accept.

"Nah, guys, we'll take a rain check," the older man begged off. "Maybe next time."

Lauren sighed with relief as she watched the men leave, both waving to Sally as they went.

Corey finally set his drink down and looked into Lauren's eyes. "Now where were we? Ah yes. I wouldn't mind, you know."

"Wouldn't mind what?" she answered back, her gaze still lingering on the front door as it shut behind Alex.

"Dating."

"I told you I don't know any guys."

Corey followed her eyes to the door. "Oh really?"

"C'mon, they're just some fans I met at a watch party. Longhorn fans at that. Don't let your imagination run wild."

"Sure, okay. But don't tell me you've not been asked out. I don't mean hit on by some drunk guy looking for a quick hook up. I mean for a genuine date."

"Tommy made me soup."

"That was dinner and a fuck."

"Zane..."

"Doesn't count. Manufactured."

"I went to a movie with Steve."

"We're getting closer."

Lauren studied his face. Yup, there it was. The evolution of a hotwife. Plenty of real-life stories of hotwives and their boyfriends. Was that a natural progression of the lifestyle?  The fact was, she did get asked out, all the time. And she turned down every single invitation because she knew dating involved more than just sex.

"What's going on, Corey? Up until now, you've been satisfied for me to wear your anklet and practically seduce guys to fuck me. Which, by the way, doesn't work much. I'm still twenty-five years older than than most of the girls in bars these days. Now you want me to take off my wedding ring and be single again? Hit the dating circuit? If I didn't know better, I'd think you were trying to get rid of me."

"I-I-I'm sorry. It's just that...it's not fair to you. I should be here."

"Fair to me? What's that supposed to mean? You do know that a byproduct of you living out your little kink is that I'm getting laid too, right? And I love it. You showed me just how enjoyable being a slut can be. I love getting fucked. One guy, two guys, beautiful girls. That's right, Corey, and I cum when I'm with them. I cum so hard, babe. That's not exactly penance."

Corey exhaled slowly, picturing her writhing around on a bed with a bunch of naked friends. He raised his hands.

"Look, forget it. I just want to make sure you're having fun while I'm away."

Lauren crossed her arms, softening her tone. "I can have fun at museums and the theatre. You're aware what you're suggesting goes far beyond sex, right? Dating has at least some emotional connection. Boy meets girl, girl likes boy, they go out. Remember when we were dating?"

Yes, he did. For weeks he was allowed to only finger her, while her then boyfriend got all the bennies. Corey knew she was right. Hooking up for a bout of raunchy sex was one thing. Dating involved so much more. Activities outside the sack such as concerts, holding hands, walks at sunset...feelings.

Lauren closed her eyes, wondering how her husband got to be such a headcase. Then she remembered this weekend was all about him. She reached under the booth and placed a hand over his crotch. It jumped in response.

"I remember when we first met," she whispered, "I kept you a secret from Pauly. That was technically cheating. Is that what you want me to do now? To you? For me to go behind your back, maybe I'll tell you, maybe I won't? Does that excite you?"

Corey couldn't help it. His cock began to grow. "You wouldn't have to cheat. I'd want to know..."

"Really?" Lauren gave his developing erection a squeeze. "So, you wouldn't get all hot and bothered if I said you only know about a fraction of the men I've slept with since I came down here?"

"Wha...?"

She smiled and winked, feeling the growing tent. "A girl is entitled to some secrets, ain't that right?"

"Damn, are you serious?"

"Are you?" Another squeeze. "Damn, I think you are."

"About what?" Corey hissed, eyes intently on hers. His kink was sizzling like a frying pan.

"Me dating. Having boyfriends."

Corey thought he was going to blow right there at the table. "Would that...would that make you happy?"

Lauren's eyes darted to the large, frosted window that ran the length of the bar. A white cowboy hat paced back and forth above the frost, waiting for a taxi. Looking back at her husband, she saw he was consumed by his own perverted thoughts.

"I think," she licked her dark red lips, "that would be much more fun than a day at the museum."

+++++

After finishing their drinks, the couple stood outside the Taffy Snapper, waiting on a ride-share Lauren had inconspicuously ordered while Corey had gone to the restroom. She was texting with someone, but he didn't notice, his thoughts occupied with the attention his wife was getting from myriad of men as they walked by her on the sidewalk. It was easy to understand why. Hot as a firecracker, half-naked in that cropped jacket, tube top and shiny latex leggings, appreciative eyes gaped lustfully, especially at her ass, the contours of which were gloriously enhanced by well selected three-inch purple stiletto heels. She was so alive, so sexy, so vibrant. For the first time in a long time, Corey felt that special glow men feel while being out with a woman that could make a dead man cum. Lauren's manner of dress and her attitude had done a complete one-eighty. She had been in full mom mode since the birth of their daughters, trading in what risqué clothes she did have for sensible outfits, those that could be worn to school board meetings as well as church. In fact, the tightest pants he'd seen her in since then was her softball coach uniform. So, to see her standing there, elegant but bewitching, was an incredibly powerful aphrodisiac.

The car arrived and Corey held the rear door open. She ducked in, the black latex stretching taut across her bottom, offering a vantage point most men would pay to have. Lauren provided an address to the driver rather than a destination name, which prompted a somewhat surprised look from the Middle Eastern man. He glanced in the rear-view mirror to confirm that's where she really wanted to go. A brief nod later, and the two fares were whisked down the boulevard in an older model minivan. They sat in the back, holding hands, occasionally commenting on this storefront or that. Corey noticed they were on the same street as Club X, and watched as the car slipped by the popular nightclub with its long lines of waiting hopefuls. Man, Bemer sure is making a fortune with that place. 

Through the trees of Cityscape Park, the iconic pink neon feather of Randy Sandy's lit up the other side of the street. Corey's mouth went dry as the driver pulled into the parking lot and unlocked the doors.

Lauren read her husband's surprised face. "You look thirsty, sweetie. Care for a Sex on the Beach?" That was the drink recommendation which had first brought her here weeks ago.

"I thought we already did that earlier today."

"Not from where I'm standing, Mister. Two for the boys, zip for the girl? Nuh uh. That wasn't my cum on the floor."

"Touché."

The line to get in the storied gentleman's club was smaller than X's -- it was early for that type of entertainment -- but still rather substantial. For a second, Corey felt Lauren would bail because of the wait. That would be a shame. Since living in Miami, she'd been to two strip joints without him, and quite frankly it made him a little jealous. Back home, he'd tried several times to get her to go to one, but was always refused. Now was his chance to see her "in the wild" in a rather unorthodox setting and the excitement was palpable. Before Lauren could change her mind, Corey began walking to the back of the line to queue up.

"No," she stopped him, checking her phone, "follow me."

One can imagine the looks the regal, yet slutty mature received sauntering alongside the mostly male clientele on her way to the door, ass rocking up and down in those shiny leggings. Every few yards, a head would pop out from the line to enjoy her gait a little longer. Corey purposely trailed, thoroughly enjoying the attention his wanton wife was getting. Strutting her stuff in front of dozens of horny guys really stoked his fire. And she knew it.

As the couple approached, the doormen eyed them warily until Lauren leaned in and gave her name. One of the burly men checked a small tablet and nodded to the other, who promptly stamped their hands with blue ink that read "VIP". The security guards' eyes followed the woman and her gray-haired companion as they disappeared inside. The men smiled at each other. Prime pieces of ass were nothing new at Sandy's, but most of it was on the stage and way younger than this one. Some not even close to being as well put together.

Inside, Corey breathed deeply. They all had the same smell, didn't they? Booze, body odor, and sex. Lots of sex. A waitress wearing hot pants and halter showed them to a table abutting a long runway that led to the stage. Removing a yellow Reserved sign, the girl took their drink order and scampered away.

Impressive, Corey thought, glancing over at Lauren. VIP section. Just how often do you come here, my love?

On stage, a blonde with short hair was entertaining a smattering of mostly unimpressed men and a few women sitting on short stools along the railing. She seemed tired, and a bit ate up, a stripper who'd seen better days but could do nothing else with her life.

The next dancer was a younger black girl with way more energy. Lauren smiled quietly as Corey followed her every move. An expert in her field, the seasoned entertainer revealed her body slowly, teasing the crowd in an old-school cabaret costume. It was clear both the junior executive and her husband were drawn to the smooth ebony skin, and the wiry bush between the girl's legs. "Jasmine" winked at the couple as she strolled off stage.

Lauren perked up when the DJ announced the next performance. Autumn Breeze. "Chloe!" she exclaimed as the redhead strutted down the runway, blowing them a kiss as she passed their table. Corey was surprised that his wife had befriended such a young woman, and even more struck when he learned her age. At 20, the dancer was six years younger than their daughter, Caroline.

Dressed in a plaid mini skirt, black thong and red sequin bra, Autumn skillfully employed the pole at center stage to begin her act. Gone were any disinterested patrons. Every eye in the room was on the spritely redhead. After circling the brass several times, her hair flying behind her, she began to hump the spinner with earnest, thrusting a thinly covered snatch hard into the fixture as if it was going to sprout a dick and fuck her. Grabbing her ankles, she slid into a down-dog and rubbed her ass against the pole as if she was being taken from behind. This prompted lots of whistles and a shower of bills.

Simply put, Corey was fascinated by how professional the girl was, taking care to make eye contact with each and every patron before launching into new moves. No beginner, she seemed to thrive on the attention as much as the tips, collecting each cat call as enthusiastically as a twenty dollar bill.

Sashaying along the runway, Autumn stood above her older friend, feet planted firmly in an incredibly sexy pose. She was pleased to see the pretty brunette and her husband were there, both now staring up at her with lust in their eyes. Letting the sequined straps of her bra fall from both lily-white shoulders, the girl turned and pushed out her hips, allowing the couple a direct shot up the scanty miniskirt. What appeared to be a neatly coifed racing stripe peeked back at them. After several fervid moments, Autumn's fingers made quick work of her bra's rear hooks and it dropped straightway to the floor, exposing her fleshy breasts. A round of approvals came from the crowd as more bills hit the stage. She glanced over her shoulder at Corey, who was fighting his own internal conflict. Seeing that this girl was younger than his own children, the thoughts he was having were, well...just not right. As if to add to his anguish, Autumn unleashed her best Harlem Shake, those full and meaty breasts bouncing in unison just above his head. Lauren pushed a fifty into her god smacked hubby's hand and pushed him towards the edge of the catwalk. She laughed as he gingerly placed it in the stripper's waistband, a bead of sweat forming on a priceless face.

Autumn slowly pranced to the other side of the stage, kicking up her high heels and playing to the other patrons. There she sunk to her haunches and continued to shake those succulent tits, accepting generous tips from customers on the rail. As the second song began, the pretty stripper stood and hoisted the flaps of the oh-so-small miniskirt, allowing everyone a good look at what the couple had previewed moments earlier. The black thong -- if you could call it that -- was really only a series of braided cords, thicker between the legs to offer some mystery, but not much. With erotic flair, Autumn guided the braids between her outer labia with all the drama you'd expect from an exotic dancer. With one hand flossing her rose-hued slit, the other caressed her breasts as she feigned masturbation. She milked that for a few more bills, then gradually slid the so-called panties down her thighs and heels to the floor.



Returning to the pole, the humping resumed, this time bare pussy against brass plating. One could almost see the snail trails of juices that were left as Autumn fucked the fixture like it was her last. That got the room going. Amongst many hoots and hollers - and one a melodramatic faux climax -- she gyrated back to where Corey and Lauren sat and shimmied off the skirt, kicking it onto their table. The gorgeous dancer then sank to her knees, spreading her legs and extending her arms to the couple, as if to say, "take me now". With that, the song ended and the spotlight dimmed, leaving the youngster in the dark, entirely naked, and out of breath. While other patrons clapped, Lauren handed the skirt to her friend, who leaned over and whispered something that Corey couldn't hear. He sat speechless as the girls kissed and giggled.

Could this day get any better?

+++++

Thirty minutes later, Chloe, not Autumn, appeared at their table, all fresh and showered. Gone was the sequined costume in favor of a bright blue leather dress and fishnet stockings. At that point, Corey had difficulty seeing past the girl's naked alter-ego which had such an impact on him earlier, and it would come as no surprise that his wife was feeling the same way.

The trio shared another round of drinks, then Lauren recommended they find someplace to dance. Corey pointed out they were already in such a place, and maybe the manager had an open slot. That got him a Bronx cheer, although Chloe did mention - and without kidding - that Tuesday's were amateur night, and his lovely wife was welcome to come back then to compete.

"Ahhh, perhaps I should extend my stay by a day," he replied, only half-joking.

"Not a chance. Move on, perv," Lauren chuckled. "Now let's get out of here."

With a silly grin on his face, she and Chloe ushered the overly stimulated project manager from Sandy's to the sidewalk.

Outside, they walked arm in arm, making Corey the happiest man in Miami at the moment. The women already seemed to know the next stop, so he just allowed himself to be led like a lemming, caught up in the euphoria of being flanked by such beauties. Eventually the familiar lights of Club X cut through the darkness of a small park and he realized their destination.

Brilliant, he thought sarcastically, why go anywhere else?

Unlike the last time Corey visited the upscale nightclub, they were granted immediate access without accompaniment. Upon seeing them arrive, the doorman simply unhooked the stanchion rope and allowed the trio to waltz in.

Is this because she comes here often, or because she's fucked your boss? the inebriated Iowan felt like asking as the girls tugged him passed the guards.

Inside, the place was just ramping up for a Friday night. The dance floor was packed as lasers caressed the crowd and professional dancers did their thing on platforms throughout. It didn't take long before Chloe and Lauren began swaying to loud and thumping EDM. They pulled a reluctant Corey to the floor and pivoted around him, making sure he was the center of their world. Encouraged by their undivided attention, he found himself actually enjoying the bumping and grinding, albeit his six-decade old body could not quite match their moves.

They danced nonstop for at least 45 minutes, the two friends making sure their focus was only on the graying husband with beads of sweat beginning to form on his brow. A few younger men tried to cut in, but the girls were having none of that, quickly rebuffing any attempts to carve them away from Corey.

What seemed like hours later, the parched threesome finally limped off the dance floor in search of liquid refreshment. Corey began heading towards the bar when Chloe grabbed his arm.

"I think your wife is taking care of that."

Across the main room, he saw Lauren speaking with a pretty goth-looking waitress dressed in a purple bodysuit and choker emblazoned with a large "X". After a quick credit card exchange, the pair were waved over.

"Nice," Corey exclaimed, sliding onto a plush red velvet sofa tucked away in a VIP alcove. "You're outdoing yourself tonight, babe!"

Moments later several waitresses in colorful bodystockings burst through a service door, one holding a bottle of bourbon and high-end champagne on a silver platter high above her head. Sparklers were ablaze around the tray's rim as the women pranced in a circle around the small cutout, clapping their hands and shouting Corey's name. Eventually they stopped at a low-profile coffee table in front of the couch where they placed the fiery display.

"Awesome bottle service," Chloe remarked.

Awesome indeed, for on the platter were $500 and $800 bottles of cognac and bourbon respectively.

Corey shook his head, astounded at how the evening was going. Two beautiful ladies and me. And then there were three. It doesn't get better than this. He poured them all a drink, whiskey for him, brandy for the girls.

Lauren started them off with a toast. "Welcome home, babe. May we be together forever soon."

The oddball threesome drank to the toast and kept drinking. And drinking. And drinking. As the night wore on and bottle levels decreased, the trio alternated between their comfortable VIP pit and the dance floor. Through it all, Corey was the center of attention. He could have died right then and couldn't have been happier. But he didn't die...and was soon to find that the measure of happiness is a very subjective thing.

+++++

The club's dance music was somewhat muffled in the men's room, offering some respite from the constant "thump, thump, thump" of the never-ending beat. Corey smiled as he shook the last few drops of piss from his dick and tucked it away. He was three-quarters of the way through the expensive bourbon and the girls had just polished off the cognac. Seeing it was just after one o'clock in the morning, he figured he'd be balls deep in Lauren's pussy in about an hour.

Navigating a wobbly return to the VIP niche, his somewhat blurry vision noticed two things: a guy in a black silk shirt and pleated pants chatting Chloe up, and his wife...or more accurately, the lack of. The slim redhead was busy flirting with the young fellow, frequently playing with her hair and touching his hand or arm. What struck Corey most was just how much the guy reminded him of a 1970s gigolo. Maybe 25, with buttons undone exposing half his chest, and a heavy gold chain with a round medallion covering the rest. A regular Don Juan.

"Oh hey," Chloe welcomed the older man back to the table. "Corey this is Jax, a friend of mine."

The black-haired Don Juan nodded. Corey had to laugh. This guy's right out of some bad 70s porn movie.

"Lauren go to the ladies' room?" he asked, looking back towards the service area.

Chloe shook her head. "Not exactly." Her eyes lifted to a row of suites on the second floor high above the dance floor. Following her gaze, Corey caught sight of his wife standing next to club owner Max Bemer. They were behind a row of floor-to-ceiling windows, shoulder to shoulder, talking and sipping what looked to be white wine. Lauren had one hand on his elbow as they laughed, sharing something that was obviously hilarious. A minute later, Lauren's former lover -- the one that started it all - drew her into his arms. She responded by burying her face in his chest, smiling from ear to ear. As Corey's jaw dropped in disbelief, the windows suddenly darkened, and they disappeared behind heavily tinted glass.

Seeing his reaction, Chloe pulled the drunk and bewildered man onto the couch next to her. "Looks like your better half just scored some real VIP treatment. I'm sure she'll be down soon."

"Or going down," the young lad snickered, almost cruelly indifferent to the presence of the woman's significant other. "Do you know who that guy is? He's laid pipe to half the broads in this city."

The stripper conspicuously shushed her friend but smiled inwardly. This was all part of the plan. The visit to Sandy's, the dancing, the over-the-top attention they'd given Corey the past few hours...these were only a few ways her friend planned to push kinky hubby buttons this weekend. Jax was part of the plan too, specially devised to provide a weekend of debauchery Corey would not soon forget. Whatever Lauren was doing on the second floor with Max was just one more lever being pulled. Good for her. Her friend was embracing the therapeutic merits of the game, and the dancer was damn proud of her. She really gets it.

With that in mind, Chloe tried repeatedly to draw Corey into a sustained conversation with her incredibly handsome friend. It would become important later for the two men to form at least some type of connection now. But he just kept looking towards the darkened windows and wouldn't engage. Okay, then. Time to poke the bear. It's what Lauren would want.

"What do you think they're doing up there?"

Corey shook his head slowly, not taking his eyes off the glass.

"Jax's right, you know. Max is a pussy hound. And Lauren is pretty drunk." Putting a hand on his thigh, she leaned over and whispered, "So...do ya think they're fuckin'?"

Chloe felt a distinctive twitch from the project manager's lap.

"I bet she's got her pretty little face buried in his nutsack. Whatta you think?"

The tent below the twill slacks confirmed everything that Lauren had told the dancer. Oh, he's got it bad!

"Big Max, that's what I've heard. But you already know that, right? By now she's probably riding that thang for all it's worth."

Corey grunted, remembering that day on the yacht when he and the bar owner had double teamed her. His cock was pretty impressive.

The redhead's hand moved up the older man's thigh until it covered his hardness. Corey froze. He hadn't been touched there by another woman in thirty years.

Her grin grew wider as she glanced over at young Jax.

"You may be right about Max doing half this town, J. Looks like he's nailing her...again," she giggled. "Just another slut wife."

Jax deliberately stared down Corey. "Is that right? Your bride a cock whore? I like whores too, you know." The innuendo was anything but subtle.

Under other circumstances, these words and actions would have seemed most cruel to those outside "the lifestyle". But Chloe understood the kink well, and knew this was simply manna from heaven for a man with Corey's predilection.

The crotch under the girl's hand responded just as expected. Having felt enough clothed packages in her short career, Chloe estimated dear Lauren had been getting about five, maybe six inches most of her life. No wonder she's doing Miami!

Corey tore his gaze away from the upper level windows long enough to look at the young couple. "So, exactly how do you two know each other?"

Jax and Chloe grinned. "Let's just say we work together," she answered vaguely.

Before he could press further, Corey felt a warm hand gently gripped his shoulder.

"What did I miss?" Lauren asked, bending down to kiss his cheek. Her breath had an odd musty smell, not unlike after the outhouse at the beach.

"Get lost?" Corey asked, not mentioning what he'd seen.

Lauren wiped the corners of her mouth with thumb and forefinger, taking care not to muss her lipstick. "Just saying hello to an old friend."

Chloe jumped up, eager to move the night onward. "Let's dance!" she suggested, pulling the pretty brunette and Jax to the dance floor. They say timing is everything in comedy. If this was a skit, the redhead would have nailed it perfectly.

"Coming?" Lauren asked, one hand outstretched to Corey while Chloe tugged on the other.

"Nah, go enjoy. I've still got a jigger of this fancy whiskey to finish."

With that, he watched his wife disappear into a sea of fun, bouncy young bodies. For some reason the sight of her gyrating between the stripper and handsome Don Juan was at the same time disquieting and strangely erotic. His eyes shifted to the second floor where the windows were once again transparent. Max Bemer stood looking down on his lucrative enterprise, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a cocktail. The bar owner noticed Lauren's husband and raised his glass when the two men's eyes met.

Corey sighed and raised his shooter, acknowledging the fact that he was no longer as relevant as he used to be. A mere footnote in his wife's new life. He had now seen her in the wild and it was official.

Lauren was firmly entrenched in the fast lane, and there didn't seem to be any goddamn speed limit.

+++++

The nightshift concierge nodded at the two women hanging from the arms of a very dapper young man. She recognized the older lady as a resident, but couldn't place the others, nor the gray-haired gentleman who trailed them through the lobby. All of them were having difficulty navigating, which was no surprise, given it was half-past two in the morning.

Corey followed Lauren and friends into the elevator and stood to one side, trying unsuccessfully not to wobble. The whiskey was hitting him hard, but he could not allow himself to pass out. Not yet. Not until he made love to his wife. It had been almost a month and he needed more than a handjob on the beach.

As the lift carried them upward, he got the idea that the young couple had no intentions on leaving any time soon. Giggling and cuddling against the other wall, Chloe, Jax and Lauren were all over each other, touching, caressing. Occasionally they glanced his way to acknowledge his presence, the boy even having the audacity to squeeze Lauren's ass while looking right at him.

They spilled out onto the 23rd floor amid hearty, drunken laughter, and waited impatiently for Corey to find his fob. While lurking, Jax held the girls tight, nuzzling one neck, then the other. Once in the apartment, the older man handed out bottles of water and stumbled to the couch. He hadn't planned on being a host. Chloe whispered something to Lauren before leading Jax to the same sofa.

Streaming sultry jazz through the stereo, the girls began dancing with each other, much to the younger man's delight. He elbowed Corey several times, just to make sure he was watching. He was.

Chloe helped guide Lauren's moves as they swiveled their hips in unison. She ran her hands up and down the raven-haired beauty's body and eventually into her hair, fluffing out the black locks. Lauren reciprocated, fingers dancing on the redhead's shoulders, then her back. They came together and lightly kissed.

"Hell yeah," Jax uttered, giving Corey another shot in the side.

Chloe moved behind the office manager and tightly grasped the collar of her denim jacket in a decisively controlling way. Without warning, she roughly yanked it down to the older woman's elbows, exposing those lovely tanned shoulders, upper arms, and slight chest. Lauren gasped and arched her back, a shameless look of lust on her face. After some hesitation, she allowed the jacket to fall to her feet while both women locked their eyes on the mesmerized men in front of them.

Swaying to a gentle saxophone, Chloe placed her chin on Lauren's shoulder, hands wrapped around the brunette's very taut and firm mid-section. The dancer's fingers slowly traced the contours of her abdominal muscles. Their lips met again, only this time the kiss held, lips smacking, nibbling. Chloe's hands eventually cupped the thin bandeau and pulled at the tiny breasts beneath, nipples hard as erasers, just as pink and desperate to be pinched.

The two turned towards each other, embracing and kissing. Pulling Lauren's bra over her head, the stripper flung it to the floor dramatically, as if still on stage. After mouthing and licking each delicious tit, Chloe led the brunette over to Jax and pressed her down into his lap. Lauren fell sideways over the young man, an arm around his neck to keep from sliding off. She looked at Corey and winked. He simply stared back at his now topless bride, still clad in tight latex leggings, feet bound by stiletto heels. He had no words, but didn't need any; his pulsing cock spoke volumes.

While soulful music played on, Chloe channeled her inner Autumn, standing in front of the other three in that snug leather dress, hands on her hips, her feet planted far enough apart to stretch the material tight. As she swiveled her waist, she slowly rotated, hands above her head, like an ice dancer showing her sensuous body from every angle. Corey blinked, trying to rid himself of lecherous thoughts about a girl who was barely out of her teens. Chloe sensed this and moved directly above him, her body a serpentine. She bent down and caressed his legs, a hand just grazing a modest but excited crotch. Smiling, the stripper turned her back to him and sank onto his lap, placing his bony fingers on her dresses' zipper pull.

Corey peeked at Lauren, who was still on Jax's lap. One of the boy's hands cupped a naked breast and he was busily thumbing the erect nipple, seemingly fascinated by how hard it was. The older man swallowed and looked at the dancer's back, a trembling hand grasping the pull. The girl's lily-white skin began to appear as the teeth lost their bite and the blue leather fell away from a smooth and delicate spine. She was not wearing a bra. And why would she?

When the zipper reached its stop, Chloe let the dress fall from her shoulders. She leaned back into Corey's chest and took his hand in hers. Together they pulled the material down to her waist, freeing the full and meaty breasts he'd been ogling since her performance on the runway.

Jesus fucking Christ.

"Go head, touch me," the young girl whispered, placing her cheek next to his. "She won't mind. Look."

Swiveling his chin, Chloe led Corey's eyes to the pair sitting one cushion over. Jax now had his tongue down Lauren's throat and a hand under her leggings as they made out not more than two feet away.

Corey groaned, then gingerly reached out to one of the stripper's large tits. It was the first time in thirty years that he'd touched another woman. His aching dick felt like it would burst through the now too tight trousers. Chloe kissed him. He closed his eyes and let her tongue in, savoring the smell of her cherry lipstick as it swirled around his mouth. For the next ten minutes, the only sound in the apartment was smooth jazz and two couples engaged in heavy petting, all on the same couch.

After giving him time to get sufficiently worked up, Chloe pulled away from Corey and deliberately turned his attention back to Jax and Lauren. His wife was now writhing on the boy's lap as he fingered her pussy beneath the latex pants.

"He's going to fuck her, you know."

"No, not fair," Corey hissed, "It's my turn."

Sliding off his lap, the erotic entertainer unzipped the tenting slacks and fished out the fully erect six inches. Okay, maybe five.

"Nuh uh, not yet. Maybe never again," she laughed as she went down on his quivering pink pencil. "And you wanna know something else?"

"Mmmmm?"

"I'm gonna to fuck her too."

+++++

Lauren's eyes rolled back in her head, arm wrapped tightly around the young man's neck. He had at least two fingers buried in her pussy, evidenced by the rapid rise and fall of the shiny leggings between her legs. The other hand squeezed and pulled at her tiny breasts. "Oh, FUCK, yessssss!"

Corey gaped, mouth open, his gaze alternating between his wife being finger-fucked and the sexy 20-year-old between his thighs, lapping at his aging balls.

"Nuh, nuh, nuh, nuh..." Lauren repeated as her body quivered, Jax's fingers working their magic. She leaned into his chest, forehead against his chin.

Chloe looked up and caught the older man watching his wanton wife. Smiling, she deep throated the cucked husband...all the way to the base. Not that far to go, really.



"AHHHHHH, ohhh," Corey exhaled, basking in the pleasure that was the budding sex worker's warm and inviting mouth.

Suddenly, Lauren arched her back, her head draped over the young man's arm, black hair dangling to the couch.

"Mmmmmm, mmmmm, ohhhh..." she mewled, hugging Jax tightly as a tiny orgasm washed over her.

Corey too almost succumbed, but held back, wanting to enjoy the redhead's blowjob just a while longer. But before he could even think about coating the back of her throat, Chloe pulled off, strands of precum sticking to plump lips. With a quick wipe, she stood and shimmied the dress to the floor.

No panties, what a surprise.

The girl looked down at him in just fishnet stockings and platform shoes, the neatly trimmed crimson landing strip, only about a quarter inch in width, leading his watering eyes to her pink treasure.

Fuck yeah. Today's my lucky day.

Corey smiled sheepishly and grabbed her hand to bring her closer. To his surprise, she scoffed and pulled away, yanking her wrist from his fingertips. Astonished, he instead watched the dancer move to stand above Jax and Lauren.

"Shall we make a night of this?" Chloe purred.

Jax grinned with anticipation as his friend pulled Lauren off his lap. He stopped and looked over at the confused husband.

"We're going to go fuck your wife silly," the cocky Don Juan stated matter-of-factly. "You're either in or out. What'll it be?"

Corey could not speak. Heat radiated from his gut all the way down his legs and up through his cheeks. His breathing became rapid and uncontrolled. He wasn't sure if he should be pissed at the arrogant jackal talking to him that way in his own place, or complacent because what was unfolding was so damn intriguing.

"That's what I thought," the young man smirked. "We'll leave the light on for you."

+++++

A long, long way from home, the lonely but clearly aroused project manager remained on the sofa, cock hanging out of his fly. For the moment, he was content to just be within earshot of the wet, smacking sounds and occasional light moaning coming from the bedroom. He'd read about how intense pure auditory stimulation could be, and he'd fantasized about listening to Lauren getting fucked many times. But as minute after agonizing minute passed, his curiosity got the best of him. Quietly rolling off the couch, discarding his clothes along the way, he tiptoed to the doorjamb and peeked in. For a man with Corey's kink, it was a sight to behold.

The comforter had been tossed carelessly to the footboard, and in the middle of the king bed lay his beautiful and completely naked wife. Gone were the leggings and stilettos, replaced by an equally nude Jax who had his face buried between her thighs, legs held high above his head by powerful tattooed arms. Chloe lay next the older woman and was kissing her passionately, gently massaging those itty-bitty titties. Lauren moaned into the stripper's mouth as their tongues whorled around the other, pulling and tugging.

Jax's tongue was busy as well, inching its way into the depths of the junior executive's sopping wet pussy. Having just cum on the sofa, her slit was already oozing clear juices and he eagerly lapped up the delicious cocktail as quickly as it was secreted.

Corey absentmindedly began stroking himself as he watched the young man masterfully pleasing his wife. He wasn't just eating her pussy, he was consuming it. Expertly alternating between his nose and fingers to massage her clit, he continued to burrow his tongue as deep as it would go. The way she was writhing on the bed, guttural moans growing louder by the second, his acumen at cunnilingus seemed almost...professional.

"Ohhh... ummmm...ohhh," Lauren squirmed under Jax's face, her hips raising to meet his mouth, trying to fuck the swirling pink appendage as it flicked from his mouth like a snake. He was tormenting her, edging her, taking her to brink again and again...until she was ready.

"NOW!" he told Chloe, who immediately took Lauren into her arms, her fingers rolling her friend's nipples between her thumb and forefinger.

In one practiced motion, Jax latched his hand onto the gyrating cunt and buried three fingers into her undulating hole, his palm balancing on sticky, gooey lips.

"OH FUCK!" Lauren screamed, her head slamming repeatedly into Chloe's chest.

"Let it go, baby," the girl urged her moaning friend. "Cum for Jax!"

"Ohhhhhhhh," came the primal utterance as the fourth finger entered her vagina.

Corey watched his wife's face contort as her climax built. The way she was being held by Chloe, Jax's hand between her legs, it reminded him of childbirth in some odd perverse and demented way.

"You like that, whore?" Jax barked. He'd done his homework.

"Nnnnggggggghhhhh..."

"Cum on my hand, slut!"

Lauren felt the final push between her legs as the boy's entire fist slid in. "Oh GAWWWWWWDDD noooooooo!"

"Look, look what you're doing to your husband, whore!" Jax yelled.

Lauren's head snapped towards the bedroom door, her eyes afire. The sight of her naked Corey, furiously masturbating as she was being fisted by the young stud, sent her over the edge.

"Oh God Corey! Oh please...ohhh...ohhh..GAH!"

"That's it baby, relax and let all that energy flow out your body," Chloe coached, "right out that pretty little cunt!"

"FUUUCCCKKKK!"

Jax kept pumping his fist in and out of the wild wanton wife as the natural lubrication continued to build. Corey could hear the sloshing of his hand all the way across the room.

Splat, splat, splish.

"Do it Lauren!" Chloe demanded, "Cum for us. CUM FOR US ALL, YOU FUCKING WHORE!"

"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO AAAAHHHHHHHHH EEEEEEEEEE!"

And cum she did. Her body bolted upright as she grabbed Jax's hair, pulling it hard. The first spurt was more of a spritz than a squirt. Jax pressed his thumb into her engorged clit, triggering exactly what he hoped would happen. Suddenly a small geyser jetted from Lauren's pussy, coating his fist and the length of his arm with one, then a second, eruption. Through it all, Chloe held her tight until the stream subsided and her hips stopped bucking, gently stroking her hair until her mind rejoined her body.

Jax crawled up the mattress through the puddle and flopped down next to the two girls.

"You like?" he asked Lauren, who was still trying to regain her breath.

"Never in my life..." she panted, pulling him in for a kiss.

"Well now you have."

Amidst the lingering intimacy, they happen to hear an odd whine coming from the foot of the bed. The three looked down to see a naked Corey, dick in hand, going for a home run.

"OH NO, YOU FUCKING DON'T!" Chloe yelled, leaping off the mattress. She slapped his hands away and pulled him onto the bed to groans of a ruined orgasm.

"Serves you right," she admonished him. "Spying on your lovely wife. Did you see what you came to see?"

Corey didn't answer. He just leaned back against the headboard, exhausted, as spasms of what was to be a fitting release faded away. Lauren was laying on her side with a small grin, staring at her husband. Jax lay behind her, caressing a dainty arm.

"I didn't hear you," Chloe pushed. "You know what I think, Jax? I think this prying perv is hoping to see more. Aren't you perv?"

Prying perv? This is my apartment too. Still, he was riding the high of a nut that didn't happen, so Corey closed his eyes and simply nodded his head.

"Then what is it you came to see, hmmm? C'mon, we're waiting."

The older man's moist eyes could not hide the internal conflict that was tearing him apart. A part of him just wanted to be alone with his wife, to make love, to cuddle. The other part...well...

"Still waiting."

"Do her. Fuck the cheap whore."

The smile on Lauren's face faded slightly as Jax's broadened. He stood at the end of the bed and roughly yanked her ass to the edge. "With pleasure, dude."

Corey looked on as the heavily tattooed man positioned his cock between Lauren's thighs and ran the head along the folds of her sopping wet box.

"You heard him, J...fuck that slut," Chloe ordered.

Lauren gasped at what was about to enter her. It was as long as Zane's but much wider and rounder, like a can of potato chips. "Wait, oh god..." She was out of breath already, waving her hand to the side of the bed. "Drawer."

All three looked at Corey expectantly. Muttering, he opened the nightstand and removed the one of the four remaining XL condom packets and tossed it to Jax. The boy caught it, tore open the packet, and rolled it on. Corey was envious at how smoothly it unfurled on the glistening member; no gaps, no slack. A perfect fit.

The teasing began in earnest as he pushed his impressive tool between reddening lips, but not quite penetrating. He spent the better part of five minutes simply rubbing the circumcised glans around her pulsing slit. His arousal was apparent too, as evidenced by the amount of leaking precum.

Finally, the impatient stripper, who had taken to fingering herself, had had enough. "C'mon, Jax, do it!"

Corey could easily tell when the boy first entered his wife. Hands gripping the sheets, her mouth opened wide as if to cry out, but there was no sound. The initial push and stretch had sucked the wind from her lungs.

Once in, the rest of the journey was easy, the lubrication from the fisting paving the way. As the fat cock traversed her viscous love canal, driving deeper, Lauren once again found her voice.

"OHHHH FUUCKK, you are sooooo big, you're gonna tear me apart!"

Chloe laughed and leaned over her new friend, a crimson mane dangling around Lauren's face.

"You're barely going to feel that husband of yours after Jax is done with you."

As if to confirm this, Jax moaned on a downstroke.

"Oh goddamn, baby, you're so tight."

Corey's cuck meter pegged red. He just had to jerk off.

"NO DON'T!" Chloe shouted at the old man as he grabbed himself. She immediately softened her tone. "It's better to wait sweetie, it really is. Once that's done," she said, pointing to his wrinkled dick, then to her head, "this is done. Trust me."

In front of the stunning stripper, Jax and Lauren were really hitting their stride. They were moving in unison, hips synchronized as he carefully made note of the depth that would please, not hurt. As their love making intensified, Corey laid against the headboard under the watchful eye of the young redhead. He did manage to play with his nipples, one hand on each pec -- something she noticed and allowed - but his own stiff penis was left to bob by itself in the air, yearning for attention.

"Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah," Lauren bleated as the hunky twenty-something pounded his meat into her.

Jax was putting his back into it, pummeling that pussy with the artistry of a master tradesman. He grabbed Lauren's throat, closing his hand around her small neck. Their carnal bond deepened, souls bared to the other. Moving as one, Corey clearly saw the profound harmony as his wife stared into the eyes of her lover.

An odd sense of deja vu floated through the recesses of his memory...had he seen this movie before?

+++++

"Umpf...umpf...umpf..." the concupiscent Midwestern beauty panted with every thrust of the young man's tool.

"Damn you're so tight," Jax grunted, surprised that a woman her age was still so snug. That spoke volumes as to hubby's size. He threw a glance Corey's way. "No way you've been treating this prime pussy right." The older man's hands were firmly planted on his chest, nipples rolling between trembling fingers, eyes glued to his wife getting ploughed. "Don't worry, dude, I'll make sure she get's a proper fucking."

"Oh shit...oh my god...oh my god...oh shit...I'm gonna cum," Lauren howled.

Jax pulled out, quickly flipping her onto her belly and pulling her hips to his. "Not yet, doll."

With one fell swoop, he drove the length of his cock deep into her dripping cunt. She brayed loudly as it filled her, his balls slapping against her bald labia. Once in, he continued the hammering. Grabbing a fistful of black mane, he rode Lauren like a professional. She truly was getting the dicking of her life.

"Fuck her Jax! Fuck that dirty little whore!" Chloe squealed with glee.

Jax grunted and smacked Lauren's ass cheek one at a time. "Like it rough, slut?"

"Yes, yes, hit me, hurt me!"

Corey was aghast. Never had he heard his wife in the throes of such depraved passion. His own dick was ready to explode. The young girl noticed how purple it had become and smirked. The agony must be excruciating. Good.

Chloe laid back on the mattress and slid her legs over older woman's shoulders, presenting her red muff to Lauren's mouth.

"Eat me," she cooed, grinding her slit into the older woman's face.

Lauren opened her eyes and saw up close for the first time the 20-year-old's vulva, a tuff of crimson pubes trimmed into a neat racing stripe, just above a smooth, pale hood where the girl's clitoris was peeking out. Although her lesbian experiences were limited, Lauren's tongue darted in and out instinctively between the folds, curling as it reacted to the sweet yet acidic taste.

Chloe pulled her lips apart, exposing the pink flesh, a stringy web of sticky strands already coating the inside. Lauren tried to keep her mouth on the stripper's pussy, but it was difficult between Jax's thrusts and her own arousal. But she soldiered on, recalling girl-on-girl videos from the internet. Pressing a finger into the top of the girl's slit, she swirled a curled tongue around her button, sucking, teasing. It just seemed the thing to do.

And it was. Chloe squirmed convincingly, pressing her thighs against Lauren's ears. She enjoyed the brunette's cunnilingus for a few moments, but knew the older woman was too inexperienced to make her cum. It didn't matter though, Chloe wasn't there for herself.

While Jax continued his doggy assault on the hot executive's cunt, the redhead finally returned to the overheated husband who was still pulling furiously at his man-boobs, the only physical stimuli he'd been allowed. Corey gasped as the young girl straddled his waist, large breasts hanging high on her chest, swinging freely above him. He winced as her well-coifed crack slid up to his throbbing dick. Chloe peered down at the pink and fully erect worm, now an angry shade of plum. She had to be careful. With all the stimulation, too much too soon would cause him to spill before it was time.

"Naughty boy. You like watching your wife, don't you?"

"Yessss," Corey hissed, trying to slide his tremulous twig between her legs.

Chloe wagged a finger at him. "Not yet, lover."

"But I'm clean."

"You're not the one I'm worried about." She looked in Lauren's direction. "Your little whore has fucked a lot guys since she's been down here, baby. Lots of guys."

If Corey's cuck meter had been a glass thermometer, it would have completely shattered. Barely able to speak, he struggled to reach for the drawer again.

The stripper stopped him. "An XL? My, our eyes are bigger than our dick, aren't they?" Scurrying to her purse, she returned with a rubber wrapped in thin foil marked with a large letter "M".

"I come prepared for all sizes," she giggled, "even yours."

Chloe gingerly rolled it over his staff, minimizing stimulation.

"Did you hear Jax say how tight your lady is? If you'd been properly fucking that little pussy, she'd have been broke in years ago."

"Mmphffff."

The angry plum was magenta now, matching the stripper's pubes.

"That's okay. She's getting all the stretching she can handle now. That's what you get for leaving her down here all alone. She...doesn't...need...you...any...more."

As if to accentuate the proclamation, the libidinous couple next to them were clearly peaking. Overcome with pure wanton pleasure, Lauren was convulsing uncontrollably under the massive cock's assault.

"Ohhhhhhhh, fuck me Jax! Fuck me...fuck me...pleeeassssse fuck me!"

The young man grimaced, feeling a huge release nearing, "Goddamn, slut, your pussy is soooo good!"

It was time. Chloe positioned her hips over Corey's waist and slowly lowered herself onto the wrinkled six inches, the opaque latex clinging tightly to the skinny shaft. He shuddered as it disappeared into her warm, moist hole. A hole his wife's tongue had just been in. It was the first time in thirty years that he was inside another woman.

Don't blow this! Don't cum, don't cum, don't cum.

The dancer leaned over, her meaty tits now just a tongue flick away, her crimson mane falling over her shoulders and into his eyes. Corey looked up into the youthful face. So sweet...

"Do me," Chloe crooned, "Fuck my tender young pussy. It's all yours tonight...Daddy."

Tender it may have been, but the sex worker was anything but tight. Sloshy and cavernous would have been good words for it.

The stripper ground her hips hard into his groin, trying to feel something that would get her off. After hundreds of lovers, men of this size typically could not make her cum, and at that moment, she was very underwhelmed, barely feeling the garter snake slithering about inside. But as always, this wasn't about her.

"Look at your wife," Chloe demanded, pulling a dangling breast from Corey's suckling mouth and turning his head.

Lauren and Jax had by now devolved into two animals humping in the wild, panting, screaming, panting, screaming.

"Take...my...cock...you...nasty...whore!" Jax bellowed with each thrust.

"Yes, yes, yes! Do it, stud! Give my pussy your love. I want to wear it!"

The young man snapped her head back, yanking on the long black hair wrapped around his hand. Feet firmly planted at the foot of the bed, his hips and ass were a machine now as he drove his piston into Lauren's mature, but oh-so-tight box.

"Fuck yeah...fuck yeah...fuck yeah...giving it to you...you DIRTY WHORE!"

Chloe jerked Corey's chin back to hers. "Looks like he's going to paint your wife like the Mona Lisa, cucky. Gonna blow her head clean off. Believe me, I know."

"OH SHIT! OH SHIT! OH SHIT!" Corey stared intently into the youngster's eyes, tears streaming out the corners of his.

"Do you like my hot little pussy, Daddy?" Her oozing pussy gripped his weathered penis and cranked it like a lever. She could see it in his eyes. The fire, the heat, the passion. And just a hint of shame.

"Do I remind you of someone? A young Lauren?"

"No, please don't go there."

"It's okay, Daddy, we all have our fantasies," Chloe whispered, milking his cock with clenched cunt. "Let me be your fantasy. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!"

"GONNA CUM, GONNA CUM, GONNA CUM!" Lauren screamed next to them from her down-dog.

"SLUT!" Jax roared again. He'd learned how to pace himself but was now on the brink.

It only took one last thrust to send Lauren over the edge. "AAAAAAAAHHHH, I...I...I OHHHHH, CUMMMMINNNNNGGGGG!"

The tsunami of her orgasm took hold fast, starting slowly, building, shaking Lauren's entire body from fingers to toes, hips bucking in response. Her pussy impulsively clamped down on the boy's cock, squeezing it hard for all its sticky reward. As good as it was, Jax's journeyman control simply could not hold back any longer. He flipped the pretty brunette on her back and knelt above her head. The semen bubbled up quickly as it shot from his sack like a rocket. He barely had the rubber off before it erupted onto Lauren's hair and face.

"GODDAMN...FUCK...SHIT...NNNNNGGGGGAAAH!" the young man cried as his balls unloaded several days of steaming semen onto the older woman who eagerly bathed in his seed.

Seeing their climax, Chloe picked up the speed with her own lover, her hips appearing to dislocate from the rest of her body. They took on a life of their own, riding the gray-haired husband until she could see his face twisting and contorting.



"C'mon, baby, give it to me. Give it to Autumn."

Turning his head again, Corey saw Jax's spunk dripping onto Lauren's forehead, her hands spreading it through her hair and onto her chest. She was laughing maniacally.

"Now you know what your whore wife does with her free time, cuck."

Corey was melting down. "OH LAUREN...I LOVE YOU SO MUCH, BABE!"

Experience told the redhead he was close. A couple more tricks with her hips, a pinch or two to his nipples, and the telltale contractions began.

"Oh Jesus."

Chloe held Corey tight while the man forty years her senior whimpered, a look of sincere gratefulness in his eyes. It was not a huge orgasm, but one that gracefully spilled whatever sperm his aging balls could produce into her post-teenage cunt. "I'm there...I'm there...oh so there."

"That's a good Daddy," Chole purred, softly stroking his gray hair. "Let it flow out of you, baby. Give it all to me tonight. I'm here for you. Autumn's here for you."

+++++

The two couples lay still in post-coital peace. Jax next to Lauren and Chloe on top of the cuckolded husband. The smell of sex permeated the room, and the only sounds were heavy breathing and the ever-present jazz, a fitting soundtrack for the glorious cooldown.

After a few minutes, Chloe rolled off the older man who stood a bit too quickly. In that moment, Corey Miller learned that it didn't matter whether a bottle of whiskey cost $50 or $800, if you drink it in its entirety, the damn thing it will drop you like a rock. And it did.

+++++

The passed out project manager heard the apartment's front door unlatch, prompting him to open one eye. It was all he could manage. It flitted around, searching to acquire his bearings. He was now on the living room couch, still in the clothes he'd worn that night. The apartment was quiet, except for whispers in the dark kitchen. Lauren and Jax. She handed the young man an envelope, kissed him on the cheek, and pushed her well-schooled lover into the hallway with a muted laugh. With an agonizing moan, the searing pain in Corey's head forced that lone eye shut. The last thing he heard before he lost consciousness again was the sound of his wife reentering the bedroom and closing the door.

+++++

The warmth from the rising sun caressed Corey's face as his eyes -- both of them this time -- blinked open. Microscopic dust floated about in the sunlight. Only a hum from the refrigerator broke the silence as he sat up, rubbing his neck. The headache was still there, but manageable. Staggering to the coffee maker, he heard muffled, almost imperceptible sounds coming from the other room. A fragment from the night before recalled Jax leaving, but not Chloe.

Putting an ear to the door, he at first heard nothing. Then, there it was again, a sigh, a murmur, a whimper. Slowly he turned the handle and opened the door just a smidge. He pressed an eyeball to the crack and peered in.

In the golden rays of the morning sun, he saw the girls under the sheets. Chloe was on top of Lauren and the two were embracing, lips locked in a deep kiss. The covers rose and fell where their hips were, his wife's arms folded around the redhead's back, holding her tightly. The stripper's prediction had come to fruition.

"I'm gonna fuck her too."

Their lovemaking appeared tender and lazy, with little urgency. The hallmark of morning sex. Corey couldn't look away, even though his head was in a thousand vice grips. The humping increased, whimpers morphing to moans with the occasional outburst. Chloe suddenly rose, the sheets falling from her back as she straddled Lauren's waist. With one leg extended across the raven-haired beauty's chest, foot to her cheek, the dancer began to grind her pubes into the older woman's thigh, slowly moving forward until their pussies met. As their clits came together, the women gasped. More whispers, more murmurs. They were quite oblivious to the voyeur just outside the room.

With Lauren holding her lover's leg tightly, they fucked each other passionately, moving in rhythm, mewling and panting. Slit to slit, their hips moved in an erotic dance, putting delicate but effective pressure on their swollen clits. Their breathing became rapid, moans turning to primal grunts. Lauren cried out when Chloe placed a palm on the woman's labia and began tap-tap-tapping the clit while at the same time sliding their sopping wet holes against one another.

"Yessss, Chloe...yes Chloe!"

Corey looked on as his wife writhed beneath the redhead, her hips thrusting upward involuntarily to meet the young girl's. It was one of the most sensual and erotic things he'd ever seen. He squeezed his crotch but there was no reaction. His fried brain simply would not connect to his weary cock. Several minutes passed as the pace -- and the women's groans - increased substantially. The sheen from their sweat began to cover shoulders and bellies. Friction between their legs was evidenced by occasional squeaks, but kept to a minimum by the copious amount of juices flowing from both of their very lubricated pussies.

It wasn't long before the pair were sneering at each other with an intense, carnal kinship. Chloe threw her head back and howled at the ceiling. Lauren sunk into the pillows, lungs forcing primitive and almost unearthly rumbles from deep within her. The two lovers came at the same time, fittingly, having shared a special moment, one that had been building since that portentous lap dance weeks ago. The younger woman collapsed next to her new friend, and they cuddled affectionately, whispering things only they could know while regaining control of their breathing and emotions.

+++++

Corey backed away from the door with mixed thoughts, gently closing it, not wishing to interrupt the tender moment. A moment similar to one he himself had hope to share with his wife that night. He crept to the kitchen island and began to brew coffee, head hung low.

The day was not at all beginning the way he had hoped.

Here nearly twenty-four hours and everyone's fucked my wife...except for me.

Perhaps it would get better. His phone chimed as he poured a cup of joe, and a reminder popped up on screen.

Dale Dactyl, Job interview, Le Café, 2 hours.

+++++
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December 23rd. Just over 2 months to go. 

The ringtone echoed loudly from somewhere in the apartment, jostling Lauren from a deep sleep. Her heavy eyes slid open, then squinted in the morning sun. Curled next to her, facing the opposite direction with sheets pulled tightly to a pale neck, lay Chloe Morgan. The young stripper was fast asleep.

Swinging aching feet to the floor, the disheveled brunette rubbed her temples to mitigate the hangover that was clouding any semblance of clear thought. Not wishing to disturb the redhead, she gently lifted herself off the mattress and slowly stood, wobbling a bit until gaining confidence in her balance.

Lauren winced.

There it was again, that damn phone. Who the hell is calling so early? 

Naked, she stumbled to the kitchen and fished the device from her purse just as it stopped ringing. It had been her daughter, Caroline. No surprise there; the girls often called on Saturday mornings to catch up. The real shocker was the time. Already eleven o'clock!

So, where the hell is Corey, and why didn't he answer the phone? 

The couch where Jax had deposited her blacked-out husband some six hours prior was empty, the small blanket she'd thrown on him now lay neatly folded on one of the cushions. A half drank cup of coffee sat on the cutting board next to the dishwasher, and a suit bag was hanging neatly from a kitchen cabinet handle.

Of course! The interview! And I was supposed to help him get ready. 

Lauren cursed herself for not setting an alarm. Armed with a cup of coffee and a heavy dose of guilt, she snuck out to the balcony and returned her daughter's call. As they chatted, Chloe was visible through the bedroom window overlooking the veranda.

How could such an young, angelic face be so...naughty? 

But what was worse? A 20-year-old exotic dancer, or the 49-year-old that slept with her?

The pure depravity of it did not escape Lauren, nor did the fact that she began to get wet just gazing upon the sleeping beauty. When Chloe's eyes fluttered open, she saw the older woman talking on the phone waved through the window.

The call ended a few minutes later and Lauren joined her new lover in the bedroom as she was shimmying into last night's dress, pushing meaty breasts back inside the outfit, then pulling on very high heels.

"Well, you look happy," Chloe observed, struggling with one shoe.

"Yeah, that was my daughter. She's coming for a visit next week. Winter break."

"College student?"

"School counselor."

"Ah, then we have something in common."

Lauren coughed. You mean besides both of you being in your twenties? 

The two sat in silence while the younger woman threaded straps through tiny metal buckles.

"I suppose last night was just another day at the office for you, huh?" Lauren asked meekly.

Chloe shot the pretty brunette an annoyed but forgiving look. She was used to people seeing her as just a hired fuck. "Is that what you think? I was working? Like Jax?"

Lauren paled. She hadn't meant to offend. "I'm sorry, I just figured when I asked you to help with Corey, you know, I'd get a bill. Nothing is free these days."

Chloe leaned over and kissed the Iowan native. "Friendship is. And don't worry, the only bill you'll get is from Jax."

"I already paid him."

"Then we're all square. Look, you can believe what you want, but I wasn't on the clock last night. Yeah, you had an agenda and all, but I didn't agree to help you as a hired hand. That wasn't Autumn that made love to you, it was Chloe. I like you. I think we could be friends. Quite frankly, I don't have many of those. And you're special."

Lauren managed a smile. "I think you're special too."

Chloe stood up and smoothed her dress.

"Hubby still passed out?"

"No, he went to a job interview this morning."

"Ouch."

Lauren nodded. "He's probably rough around the edges right now. Anyway, thank you for helping with his...you know...thing."

"Oh, I definitely think we hit the mark," Chloe tossed her hair and picked up her purse. "We cucked him pretty hard. Not as hard as we could have, mind you, but he seemed to be into it."

"I guess he'll let me know."

"There's a sadness about him, you know."

"He's lonely. That'll change soon. I just hope he can hang in there."

The young girl winked. "Then create some memories to tide him over."

"I intend to do just that. Listen, thank Jax again for me, too. I know I was just another, um, customer, but...wow," Lauren reddened, fanning her face.

Chloe laughed. "Yeah, don't I know it. We occasionally team up. He does the hotwife thing a lot. You wouldn't believe how many couples want the experience but don't want to go through the trouble of bars or risk being seen. I asked him to keep the bull-cuck interaction fairly mild this time, since you didn't know how Corey was going to react. Maybe you guys can go deeper next time. Jax can really turn on the humiliation if you want. Believe me, you have no idea what some cucks get off on."

Lauren looked down at her hands. Oh, I've got a pretty good idea.

The dancer saw the doubt in her friend's eyes. "Make no mistake, honey, he's got it bad. I may be young, but I can tell. He doesn't just like to watch you have sex, he wants to wallow in it, to bask in the fact that he's no longer as virile as the man who's fucking you."

"I never would have guessed that. And after all these years."

"Those you'd least suspect get bitten by the notion. Powerful men, like bank presidents. Tough guys, like firemen and soldiers. Once it gets in their heads, its like a drug. Hard to shake. "

"I might have to give Jax a call next time Corey's in town."

"I think he'd like that, if he's available. Just know he mostly does vids and shoots a lot."

"Pornos?"

"Adult films.  Low-budget, not the slick stuff coming out of LA. Cam girls hire him a lot."

"And you?"

Chloe smirked. "There may be a few shorts out there with me in them."

"Well, you guys are very good actors."

"And so are you."

The junior executive blushed. "I wasn't acting."

The two women kissed at the door, ignoring the spinster in 23g who was taking her dog to the elevator. They giggled at the dirty look she telegraphed their way.

"Thanks again," Lauren smiled. "You made us very happy."

"Hey, it's what I do. Tootles!"

Moments later Chloe could be heard praising the small terrier in the lift as she joined the neighbor for the ride down.

Lauren leaned against the closing apartment door. She knew she should be focusing on the day ahead, but there were far weightier things on her mind.

+++++

Dale Dactyl sat at a table for two on the patio of Le Cafe, sipping a vodka martini. He was simply dressed simply in a floral shirt, white trousers, and brown loafers. Although one of the richest men in southeast Florida, you'd never know it by his appearance. No gold jewelry or Rolodex for him. It's not that he didn't enjoy wealth; that much was evidenced by the limo that took him everywhere and a sailboat docked in Fort Lauderdale. It's just that he didn't feel the need to flaunt it. In fact, he didn't even feel rich. Just some guy who was lucky enough to have positioned his small construction company to take advantage of the building boon in the 2000s. That, and having a good relationship with local unions helped catapult him to the top. Depending on the time of year, his company had fifteen to twenty residential developments underway at any one time. At 53, he wanted to put down the hammer and step back from the nine-to-five so he could travel and live life. That's why he needed an experienced project manager to help oversee the growing inventory of homes and high-rises.

Looking out over Biscayne Bay, Dactyl admired the expansive marinas filled with every type of vessel. Although he and his wife Amanda preferred Fort Lauderdale, Miami was okay too. One thing was for sure, he thought while admiring the ass of a pretty waitress as she walked by, both cities had really hot women.

+++++

Corey trudged past the towering hotels and million-dollar condos on his way to the water. His head was about to detonate, but it wasn't all related to the hangover. There was no choice but to press on with the interview. It could make a difference between a good life and great one. With Lauren.

What would that life look like? Expensive house in the 'burbs? One of those stuffy high-rise villas in the sky? Maybe a small sea-faring boat of their own? He was full of hope, trying to stay upbeat about how things might play out. But there were darker thoughts as well.

When he did finally live here, would she still be willing to play? Lauren wasn't his slave. She could stop at any time. Yet there were no indications she wanted to.

Of course, she doesn't. Face it, man, whatever Lauren does now is well beyond just satiating your perverted mind. She's bought into it. She digs it. 

It was true. Of her the ten lovers he knew of - two of them women - he'd only set up one of those. That had been with his best friend Zane. All the others, she had solicited.

What if it got to be too much, too intense?

Then why bring up dating, you fool? You sit at home fretting about her finding someone else, then talk about dating? What the fuck's wrong with you?

The fetish, that's what.

It just went to show how strong the pull was. It consumed every waking moment. At work, he'd see the coworkers Lauren had fantasized about, then have an overwhelming urge to masturbate in some remote porta-potty. He'd drive by some of their favorite bars and imagine she was in there, flirting with their friends. He'd start streaming an old western, then find himself searching for new hotwife videos.

Yes, he had it bad, and it was getting worse. Those things Lauren and her friends had said last night were daggers, but in a sick, gratifying way. He couldn't remember his dick being any harder. The sad part was, it wasn't because his 61-year-old cock was in 20-year-old pussy. No, it was because he was watching his wife getting pounded into the mattress by a tattooed gigolo!

And if that wasn't enough, there were the spears of humiliation.

Lauren alluding to him being a "five minute" man, and not having the right "equipment" to play nude volleyball.

Him being told HE got to decide how nasty she should get, but in reality, the whole night had already been planned.

Her leaving his side to go to Max.

That kid's arrogant attitude, telling Corey he hadn't treated her pussy right.

Chloe denying him sex with Lauren, saying he may never fuck her again. Her laughing at his attempt to use an XL condom. 

And the one that hurt the most:

"She doesn't need you anymore."

His heart may have taken the brunt of the anguish, but the rest of his body had bathed in the sweet emotional rollercoaster that all men of his ilk craved.

And he couldn't explain why. It's just the way he was wired.

+++++

"Mr. Dactyl?"

Dale looked up and saw an older man with pale, pasty skin smiling at him. Definitely not a native Floridian.

"Mr. Miller? Good to meet you, please have a seat."

For the sake of the interview and the future it might hold, Corey had pushed his previous thoughts into the recesses of his mind before entering the restaurant. What stood before the Florida construction guru was now a confident project manager with thirty-five years in the business.

The men ordered a round of drinks and spent a good part of the first thirty minutes getting to know each other. Dale spoke of his days as a framer, working sunup to sundown for others, until starting his own firm. Corey listened intently to the story and was impressed. Just a regular guy who clawed his way up the food chain the hard way.

Corey reciprocated, running down his lengthy years of service managing large scale construction efforts. Although most of those had been in commercial and health care, he didn't think a pivot would be too hard, given his experience. Dactyl agreed. The shrewd businessman had already done his research and knew Miller was the right guy for the job.

"How's your wife feel about you being away from home? Not far, within the state, and not often. But you may occasionally have to set up shop on site for a week or so."

"She's lived without me for six months now. I think we can survive a week or two apart here and there. Did you have a figure in mind?"

Corey had to contain his enthusiasm when Dale threw out a starting figure. A 35% increase from his current pay.

"What do you say? I'll even throw in a car of your choice, seeing as you'll be driving around our fine state."

With a broad smile, Corey held out his hand. "I'd say we have a deal."

"Good," Dale nodded, polishing off his second martini, "See you in mid-March. Take a little time off before you start and take that wife of yours on vacation. You'll need it."

"Yes, sir!"

The newest employee of privately held Dactyl Construction was all grins as he walked backed to the apartment. The life he and Lauren had envisioned together was finally falling into place. Retire to Florida and grow old in each other's arms!

What a wonderful life it was.

+++++

"Do her. Fuck the cheap whore."

Those were Corey's exact words, Lauren fretted, blurted out last night as Jax prepared to fuck her. The way her husband used them...they weren't tongue-in-cheek. They didn't come out as playful or coltish. It was as if he was trying to make a statement. A vulgar one.

Had that whole scene been too much for him? Was the long-distance marriage starting to take it's toll? Had they pushed things too far?

A whore.

She bit her lip.

Of course, I'm a whore now. By anyone's definition.

And oddly enough, it didn't feel wrong.

+++++

When Corey returned two hours later, Lauren could tell he had good news. Three decades of marriage tends to provide that instinct. The look on her face was priceless when she learned of the job offer.

"Oh my god, babe," she threw her arms around his neck, "that's wonderful! We need to celebrate!"

He spied her braless breasts beneath a well-worn tank-top and kissed her. "That's exactly what I was thinking too."

And yet, there was something wrong. It was subtle, but there. A tiny hesitation when he had pulled her near.

"Okay, what gives?"

Lauren shook her head. She didn't want to ruin his happy announcement. It wasn't until he persisted that she finally opened up.

"Fine. We need to talk."

"About the job?"

"About us."

Corey's expression turned to one of concern as she led him to the sofa, patting the cushion next to her.

"Things have been...different...between us, you know, since I moved here."

"Really, I hadn't noticed."

The sarcasm was thick, earning him a foul look.

"C'mon, babe," he said solemnly. "I'll admit, the dynamics have changed, but we're still Corey and Lauren. The two amigos, remember? And wonderful kids to boot!"

Uh oh, there it is.  The expression every husband gets when a storm is brewing.

"You're wrong!" she cried, folding her arms. "More like Corey, who sent his wife to Sodom and Gomorrah, and Lauren the good mom turned slut."

"I sent you? Laur, sweetie, you just said that you were having fun with all this, that you weren't exactly living a penance."

"I'm not."

"Then what's going on in that head of yours?"

"You called me a cheap whore."

Corey massaged his aching head, feeling a little sideswiped. "Huh?"

"Last night you called me a cheap whore."

"I...I don't remember that specifically. But if I did, it's only because..."

"...the shoe fits. That's is what you're trying to say, right?"

"Hey, whoa. You guys didn't exactly pull any punches with me."

Lauren sank to the couch and exhaled, her little cheeks puffing out. "I know, I know. I guess we're both making assumptions. I don't know, this whole arrangement, it seems to consume our lives. We don't talk about normal things anymore. Hey, did you hear the new song on the radio? Hey, can you pick up some sugar at the market? I never thought I'd say this, but I miss the normalcy."

"We live fifteen-hundred miles from away each other. For married couples, it's not normal."

"You know what I mean, Corey!" Lauren frowned, standing up. She was pacing now. "When we do find the time to talk, it always turns to sex. My sex. Lauren, did you go out tonight? Lauren, did anyone hit on you? Lauren, did you sleep with anyone? I mean, it's all we talk about!"

The tears began to well up in those stormy eyes.

"And the thing is, you're right. I am a whore now."

Corey hung his head. This just wasn't worth it. When he started pushing her six months ago, it was only to test the waters. Any distress, any jealousy, any angst...that was supposed to be within him, not her. A hotwife was supposed to be free to experience others, unshackled from the chains of a traditional marriage. She's not supposed to be crying.

He rose and pulled her into his arms. "You were only trying to please me. I can't make love like I used to. I know this and you do too. So now you're free to find those that can. Is that wrong? I don't think so. What we do is nobody else's business. And I for one  do not think you're a cheap whore!"

Lauren managed a weak smile, sniffling. "Just a regular one, huh?"

Corey laughed. "Yeah, look at us. A sick, twisted bastard and his whore. But I want you to know, we can end this anytime, go back to the way it used to be."

She tightened her hug. "I'm not sure we can. I'm not the girl I was. And I'm not sure I can ever be her again."

A mist clouded Corey's vision. For the first time, the reality of the lifestyle hit him like a sledgehammer. It was so hard to see from a distance, through video chats, but up close, there it was in her eyes. There was no going back. How many couples before them had thought the same thing? Fact is, you can't. You can't unhear those peculiar sounds she makes only when she's with another lover. You can't unsee the way she looks at him with unbridled, animalistic lust. Corey was learning to accept this as part of living with his fetish. Past deeds were the kink's exhaust. They could not be changed.

"It's okay, I kind of like the new girl," he said in a feeble attempt at comforting her, unsure he believed his own words. "So, now what?"

Lauren broke their embrace and put a finger to his lips.

"Let's go celebrate your new job."

+++++

Leading her husband to the bedroom, Lauren pushed him onto the bed and undid his trousers. Corey smiled dreamily as the mother of his children pulled aside the loose boxers and kissed the head of his soft cock. Her tongue flicked snake-like around the flaccid six-inches, licking down one side of the shaft, then up the other. Recalling what she'd learned over the past few months, she pulled out all the stops. She fucked his dick with her mouth, deep throated him until his wiry pubes poked her nostrils and pressed a thumb into that oh-so-soft depression at the base. Yet, despite her best efforts, the most Corey could muster was a weak semi, acting more like a jumbo gummy worm than a real cock.



Seriously? And it's been weeks since he's fucked me?

He saw it in her eyes and felt the shame.

"I'm sorry, babe."

Straddling his hips, Lauren kept trying, grinding her shorts into the once venerable dick. Her hands fisted it, gently tugging at the loose skin. Nothing worked. Frustration began to set in. At his age, she didn't expect him to be a Jax, but it would be nice if a husband could at least get it up for his wife.

"I want to feel you inside me," she whined.

"Me too."

"Then what's wrong, babe?" Her annoyance was showing. "Don't you want to make love to me?"

"I'm trying."

"You manage to get hard for Chloe."

"We both know that was because of you and your stud-on-a-stick."

"I see. So, the only way you can get it up now is seeing me fuck someone else? News flash...there's not always going to be someone else around."

This was not going well. And certainly not helping solve the problem at hand.

"That's not true! It's just that you guys were so hot together."

Lauren scoffed and rolled off him.

"And you wonder why I fuck other men."

"And you wonder why I call you a whore!"

"Go to hell!"

She almost made it to the bedroom door before Corey blocked her way. Something in him snapped. He didnt know what, but he could feel it. Grabbing her hair, he used it to drag her back to the bed.

"Oww, Corey, what the fuck? You're hurting me!"

"Isn't that what you like, slut? So, it's okay for my best friend to rough you up, but not me? Oh, I'm gonna fuck you alright. Fuck you like the goddamn whore you are!"

Ripping off the tank top, he pinned her flailing arms to the mattress and peppered her face and neck with sloppy, imprecise kisses.

Lauren struggled mightily, her body squirming under his weight, shocked by his overt actions.

"STOP! JUST STOP!"

For the first time in his life, Corey Miller slapped a woman. She cried out in astonishment when the back of his hand contacted her cheek.

"You PRICK!"

"BITCH!

The second backhand struck the opposite cheek, this time much harder, turning her head.

"FUCKING CUCK!"

She tried to keep him from pulling off her shorts but lost that battle too. Corey ripped her panties away and shoved three fingers into a very sopping wet pussy. He tap, tapped, tapped her clit with one hand, and slapped her tiny breasts with the other.

"Like that, bitch?"

Lauren sneered at him, still struggling. One hand kept fucking her as he raised the other for yet another strike. She spit in his face.

"LOSER! Needs other men to fuck his wife 'cause he can't!"

SLAP!

Tears streamed down her reddening face. She reached up and grabbed his ears, pulling them hard.

"Corey, PLEASE STOP..."

"No way, slut. You want to get fucked, and fucked you'll get."

Corey pinned her arms and mounted her with rock hard dick. To his surprise, the fight began to diminish as outrage appeared to turn to lust. Slowly, her cries of protest were replaced by soft whimpers, and she opened her legs to accept him.

"Yesssss," Lauren hissed, hips wiggling upwards to meet his.

He snaked his tongue into her mouth. She gently bit it.

"Do it. Fuck your slut wife!"

And he did. With one quick motion, Corey plunged all six inches into her. Both gasped.

"Oh, Lauren!"

"Mmmmm, Coreeeeee."

He pushed in and pulled back, slowly, wanting to last as long as possible.

"Gonna fuck you good, babe!"

She moaned loudly at the first deep thrust.

"Gonna fuck you long!"

"OH YES!"

The second thrust caused Corey's eyes to roll back into his head. Soooo much better than the gym socks he'd been relegated to!

"DO ME!" Lauren demanded.

As his pace increased, so did confidence in his stamina. She sync'd with Corey's rhythm, and they began their lover's dance, panting and grunting. Her pussy was dripping now, providing all the lubrication his cock needed. As their bodies writhed as one, Lauren's lust grew, her eyes on fire. To Corey they seemed...unnatural. Clawing at his back like an animal, she dug her nails deep into his skin. He was quite sure they were drawing blood.

"Damn, girl!"

"FUCK ME!"

"I am!"

"HARDER!"

"Umpfffff..."

Lauren's body was in overdrive, a primordial desire out of control. Without warning, she laughed maniacally and pulled the pulsating cock out of her pussy. The next thing Corey knew, she was on her belly and thrusting her ass in the air.

He smiled, taking the cue. Doggystyle was one of his favorite positions. Sidling up behind her, he carefully aligned his cock with her juicy labia.

"Not there," she said, shaking her head violently. "Here."

Reaching back with both hands, she pulled her ass apart, providing an unfettered view of her gaping brown hole. The implication of what was being offered caught him off guard. What? That had always been a no-fly zone.

"Are you sure?"

"Do it before I change my mind."

Unsure of how to proceed - he'd seen lots of anal porn, but never experienced it - Corey gingerly placed the head of his circumcised dick against the puckering crevice. Eying her asshole, he couldn't help noticing how it resembled an inverted volcano, with tiny wrinkles of skin fading into the abyss. This is sooooo crazy.

Not wanting to injure, he gently pressed the head of his cock into the small opening. An inch of it disappeared, but not without resistance.

"I...I don't know, it's pretty tight."

Lauren giggled. "I'm pretty sure it's supposed to be that way. Get the lube."

Corey scrambled to the drawer where The Chairman was kept and grabbed the KY. After lathering up, he grasped her hips and guided his thin greasy member into the once forbidden hole. This time, it slid in easily, nearly halfway.

"Oh fuck," Lauren gasped, preparing her knees for what was to come.

Encouraged, Corey went deeper, slowly, until his balls touched her pussy. The feeling was incredible, like her whole being had swallowed him, the sphincter collapsing around his cock like a black hole. Nothing escapes was the thought that popped into his head. As strange as it sounded, he was almost afraid to move.

"Now what?"

Face down in the sheets, Lauren tittered.

"Really? What do you think, silly?"

Corey eased back, but not completely out. The compression around his shaft was like nothing he'd ever experienced. Slowly but surely, he began to rock back and forth, building speed. His main concern was hurting her, but growing moans of pleasure told him he had nothing to fear. Relaxing, he began to enjoy it too.

I'm in her ass! I can't believe I'm actually in her asshole!

"Oh YEAH, baby, pack that shit!" Lauren howled. Apparently, she'd not forgotten Juan and his epigram. "Treat me like the slut I am!"

The sheer decadence of the moment caused Corey to lose it - again. Slapping her ass hard, he grabbed a fistful of his wife's long black mane, jerking her neck upward, her back arching to accommodate the strain. Driving his cock into her rectum as far as he could, he became the Neanderthal she needed.

"NASTY WHORE! You been fucking around on me, haven't you?"

Lauren laughed again. She knew what he wanted to hear. "You have no idea, Twisty. Soooo many men. So much dick."

Corey almost came but kept his cool. She moaned with desire. Unlike with the Latino, her husband's cock actually felt good in there. No pain, just fullness, likely due to the smaller size and a healthy dose of lube. The latter was allowing for frictionless spearing of her small anus, but introduced a lot of air, producing a phenomenon not unfamiliar to those who've experienced anal pleasures.

Fffffffttttttttttt, her colon queefed. Then again.

The couple had to slow down the first few times to stop laughing. But that didn't last for long. Lauren continued to ground her ass into his undulating hips while he drove his cock deep, one hand on the small of her back, his balls slapping her taint repeatedly.

"Let the neighbors hear you, SLUT!"

She cried out, a loud howl reverberating throughout the small apartment.

"What do they hear when I'm not here, whore?"

"No, Corey, don't make me tell you," Lauren bayed. "Please don't make me."

He slapped her ass cheeks again. "TELL ME SLUT!"

"Every night, Corey, they hear me get fucked. Every...single...night. They know their names by now too, babe. Tony, Tommy, Amy, Max! I beg them all...please, PLEASE FUCK ME LIKE MY LOSER HUSBAND CAN'T!"

Corey grimaced as the heat from his swinging sack began to rise. His imagination was running amok.

"How many?"

Lauren laughed as his cock pounded her.

"I...I can't count that high."

"Oh shit, baby, no."

She could tell he was getting close.

"Countless men, Corey. Countless have taken me right here in this bed. While you jerk off at home, they've laughed at our wedding picture, especially when they spew their hot spunk deep in my whore wife pussy."

It was too much. Corey couldn't hold it together much longer. The sight of his cock impaling her asshole, the gradual discoloration of greasy lube, and the unique aroma wafting up from the persistent queefing was overloading his senses.

"Gonna cum," he wheezed. "Good god, I'm gonna cum."

"Do it, babe, blow in my ass."

"AAAAHH...AAAAHH...AAAAHHHHHH!"

"Just like all the rest have."

"OHHH GAAWWWDDD LAAAAURRRRRRENNNNNNN!"

His orgasm hit quickly, flooding her bowels with thick, steaming semen. She could feel the warmth exploding in the tight, confined space, the blowback squirting out of her ass and onto the sheets. Crowing loudly, Corey bent over his wife's body and shook uncontrollably. No longer able to bear his trembling weight, Lauren collapsed, ramming her face into the mattress. Panting, he lay on her back with his cock still inside her smelly hole, both trying to recover.

"You...you like that, baby?" she asked with a whisper, squeezing a sore sphincter to milk the last bit of cream into her.

"Damn, that was amazing."

"So, I've heard."

Corey rolled to his side, taking his dick with him. It was plastered with cum and dark bits of matter. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"We're here to try new things, aren't we? That was a new thing."

"But..."

Lauren put a finger to his lips. "Enough. Now take me shopping. I need a new dress for the party."

He wanted to pursue her previous statement, but gave in, giving her a very apologetic look.

"I hope...I hope I didn't hurt you earlier. I'm sorry. That was not me."

Lauren slid off the bed and headed to the bathroom, pressing her thighs together to save the carpet from any dripping goo.

"Well, maybe it should be. You were fucking amazing."

+++++

"Wowsa," Corey let go a low whistle as his wife posed in a heavenly one shoulder, hourglass bandage dress.

He was now glad he'd agreed to go shopping that afternoon. The red rayon and spandex blend hugged the contours of her lithe curves splendidly, ending at the knees. Festive and coquettish, but not over-the-top. He especially liked the full-length back zipper, the bright silver contrasting nicely against the blood red material.

Lauren turned this way and that, evaluating it in the full-length mirrors. "It's perfect."

"Yes, it is, but isn't it a little too, um...flirty...for a work function?"

"It's a party you old fuddy-duddy," she called out from the dressing room, "and I'm supposed to be entertaining the client."

"Wearing that, you may very well be the entertainment," Corey goggled.

Lauren exited the changing room and brushed by him on the way to the sales counter, a hand grazing his crotch. "Like you would mind," she winked.

+++++

After leaving the store, they walked hand-in-hand down the boulevard, window shopping, and drinking milkshakes purchased from an ice cream shop. Pausing at a small pocket-park nestled between some buildings, the pair sat on a bench and watched last minute Christmas shoppers scurry past. There was chatter about Corey's new job, and musings about what kind of car he should get. Lauren told him about Caroline's upcoming visit and how much fun it would be. For just a few blissful minutes, they relished in being the old Corey and Lauren, married with children, and staunch Iowa State football fans. And yet, as tends to happen to longtime couples, the conversation eventually fell off, leaving them to fill in the gaps with their own thoughts.

"You know," Lauren finally broke the silence, trying to prepare him for the inevitable. "I may have to get a little flirty with my customers tonight."

Corey took a long draw on his straw and turned to her. "Sex appeal creates business opportunities. You do what you need to do help your cause."

"Whatever it takes?"

"Yes, whatever it takes."

"Will that bother you?"

"Should it?"

"Well, you are my husband."

"Correction," he countered, stabbing the frozen concoction with a plastic spoon. "Tonight, I'm your personal assistant."

Lauren scrunched up her face. "Ooh, so that means you have to do everything I say!"

"Yes, mistress," the amused project manager chuckled.

"Good, then right now, mistress says we do more shopping!"

"More parties?"

"No silly," she giggled, hugging his arm. "Never can tell when I'm going to be asked out on one of those dates you're just dying for me to go on. And if I do, I intend to have fun. Lots of fun."

Corey stopped slurping the shake.

Jesus.

+++++

If that day proved anything, it was that the petite wife from Des Moines was now a bona fide, grade-A cock tease. They visited several more stores, where she would make a beeline to their slutwear department, gather arms full of clothes, and disappear into the dressing room. In keeping with her commitment to ratchet up the cuck meter, Lauren pranced out in various outfits, one by one, fixing him with that sultry look of smoky eyes beneath black bangs. She'd asked his thoughts, then promptly announce that his opinion really didn't matter since he'd never see her in any of them anyway. At one point, she sat in the poor guy's lap wearing tight blue jeans and a nearly see-through bodice. Her hair fell tantalizingly over those small breasts that were straining to pop out the lacey top.

"She anything you like?" Lauren whispered, detecting a hardness in his crotch.

Spellbound, Corey could only nod.

"Good," she replied, hot breath blowing on his cheek, "then so will they."

+++++

To his surprise, Lauren wore the new jeans and translucent top right out of the boutique, having bought them without changing back. A short time later, she led Corey down a side street where some of Miami's most eclectic shops were located. Vinyl records, gourmet coffee, and adult-themes seemed to be the block's forte. Some even specialized in sadomasochism. The native Iowan couldn't believe they were allowed to be this close to the main drag. In Des Moines, you had to go to the other side of the tracks to find places like these.

They quickly browsed through a few of the quirkier outlets. Corey loved the looks Lauren was pulling in her new tight clothing, literally right off the rack. To his delight, she wasn't done modelling, either. For the next hour, he got to watch her try on an additional variety of unmentionables, ranging from babydolls to teddys. She even very briefly pranced around the dressing area in a black bodystocking, nipples and bald slit just visible through the tight mesh. How far you've come, dear, Corey thought, from the girl that hesitated to go topless on Myles' yacht.

The chatty salesgirl at that fine establishment noticed their matching wedding rings and offhandedly predicted an evening of amour for the couple. Lauren sneered and simply swiped her card. "Possibly, but not with him."

Corey's cock quivered as the clerk suppressed a snicker. She knows.

Indeed, the girl did. Working in lingerie apparel, she'd seen more than one cuckold in her sales career.

+++++

After rummaging through a few more stores, they came to a storefront with heavily tinted windows and a simple red neon sign proclaiming they were open.

Beatitudes was stenciled in small letters on the glass door. Videos, Toys, and More.

Against weak protests, Lauren pulled her husband through the entrance, giggling. Inside, a pale blue light illuminated walls of yet more sexy clothing and an assortment of electronic gadgets.

"Man, they ain't kidding when they say and more," Corey nudged her as they wandered the aisles, browsing the offerings. A few men doing the same would periodically look up when they heard her comment on a product, like a dildo or strap-on.

Towards the back of the store, the couple eventually came to a dimly lit corridor. Above it was a small sign.

Premium Adult Video Booths

On either side of the hallway, there appeared to be several full-length privacy doors.

"C'mon," Lauren whispered, tugging Corey down the hallway, "I want to see."

As they moved to enter, a thin, almost sickly-looking man in his 70's sitting at the front counter cleared his throat.

"Eh, yeah, so there's a twenty-dollar rental fee per booth," he said, pointing at a plaque above his head. "Up front, and that doesn't include the dollars for the loops."

Corey sheepishly walked to the front and gave the man a twenty, plus another to break. The clerk gave him change and held up five fingers. By the time he got back to where he'd left Lauren, she had company. It seemed the painted-on denim jeans and lingerie top had attracted somewhat bored patrons, who were now checking her out under the auspices of perusing rows of DVDs. Corey smiled. Seeing the way those pervs were eyeing his wife was worth the price of admission.

The pair crept down the corridor cackling softly until they reached booth 5. Slipping inside, Lauren was taken aback by how barren it was, almost like a prison cell. Easy clean up, she presumed. A video screen was embedded at one end, held in place by an anti-theft bracket. On the other wall, metal shelving was bolted to the steel frame, apparently as a makeshift stool. She took a seat next to Corey as he fed the automated bill taker.

The first dollar brought up a random film, one with a not so attractive women taking it from behind by an equally unappealing man. The second dollar got them an actress that was somewhat prettier. Corey felt Lauren lean into him, one hand on his arm, the other on his thigh. By the third dollar, they had all but abandoned the bad porn on screen and were making out. With his tongue down her throat, Corey plied Lauren's breasts, twirling stiff nipples through the lacey material. For several minutes they fondled each other, their breathing intensifying. The notion that the previously staid married couple were getting it on in an adult video store was getting them worked up. Especially Lauren, who reached down and massaged a growing tent. She was about to unzip his slacks when she noticed a beam of light coming from a small hole in the opposite wall. It sat about waist high and was sealed around the edges with what appeared to be a rubber grommet.

"What's that?" she panted, trying to get at Corey's dick. "Is...is someone watching us?"

Corey laughed. "Maybe, but I don't think anyone would want to put their eye there."

"What?"

"You've never seen a glory hole?" It was a legitimate question. Half a year ago, he knew the answer would have been an unequitable "no". But these days?

"Wow," Lauren grinned, having seen a few in pornos. "Not very glamourous."

As if to underscore that statement, the couple watched as the light beam was replaced by the head of a very thick penis.

"Oh my god! Oh my god! Look!" she laughed, pointing at the opening. "What do we do?"

Several more inches of the fairly meaty shaft appeared. Then more. A cupped hand could be seen just on the other side, beckoning.



"I think he wants you to come closer."

Quietly, Lauren slid off Corey's lap and knelt in front of the disembodied cock. It now extended at least seven inches onto their side of the wall. Slowly, she reached out and touched it, quickly pulling her hand back. It trembled and bobbed. Lauren giggled and looked back at her husband.

"Well?" was all he asked.

"Do you have a condom?" she whispered.

"Oddly enough, I didn't think to bring a condom to go clothes shopping. But it'll make the list next time."

Lauren stuck out her tongue, then turned back to the protruding member. She grasped it with both hands and began jerking it off, slowly at first, then increasing with each stroke. The skin was brownish in color, and she tried to remember if there had been a Latino or Indian in the store. Lauren studied the cock with great interest, spitting onto it every so often to reduce friction. She could hear the guy on the other side breathing heavily. And he wasn't the only one.

Back on the metal shelf, Corey had fished out his own dick and was matching the rhythm of his wife's hand on mystery man's cock. The faster her hand went, so did his.

Before long, the couple heard the stranger grunt loudly. Lauren's fingers felt the blue veins beneath them pulsate, followed by apparent gasping of the slit in the circumcised glans. It was not gasping. Suddenly, it began spitting out several ropes of thick milky cum into the air, arcing across the room. The first couple blasts nearly hit Corey, with less forceful ones landing on the floor. Lauren's jeans were a casualty, as was her top.

"OH SHIT!" Corey cried as the mystical cock from the other booth quickly disappeared back into the hole. Lauren knew that wail well and dashed to him, lowering her lips over his shaft in the nick of time. Their earlier lovemaking had taken most of what the 61-year-old had, but what was left she took like a champ. Rising from her knees, she opened her mouth and showed him her slimy prize, before allowing it to slither down her throat.

Jesus, Joseph, and Mary.

"Do you have any more change?" Lauren asked innocently.

+++++

The temporarily reunited couple arrived at the opulent Jamais Vu hotel at half-past five and checked into one of Rekrap Industry's comp'd rooms. Corey dutifully played the part of personal assistant, using their last name to address her, and lots of "yes ma'ams". Dressed in a sports coat, button down shirt, and nice slacks, he looked the part too, toting her overnight to the elevator, a small tablet she used as a PDA in his hand.

The one-bedroom unit was nicely appointed, with a queen bed and refrigerator. Lauren quickly realized that it just happened to be adjacent to the event's reception suite that her CEO, Stephan Jones, had rented for their clients. She had to hand it to Jones. He was a prick, but he was always thinking ahead.

While his wife took a shower, Corey checked his camera. He had brought it along, quite coincidently, hoping to capture some sea birds along the beaches. Now, here he was, preparing to take self-serving photographs for a company he wasn't even employed by.

Newsletter, my ass, he thought, checking the memory card. Ever since Lauren had explained what may be required to advance some of her business opportunities, Corey had been extremely tense. "I may have to get a little flirty, she had warned. "Do whatever it takes" had been his reply. Did he really mean that?

As she exited the bathroom and began to apply a sweet-smelling lotion to her skin, Corey's mind recalled watching her get ready for her date with Zane. His anxiety had been off the charts then too, but unlike then, tonight he'd actually get see Lauren working her charms in person. It didn't matter whether there was really any flirting or not, just the potential knotted his stomach. Such is living life in the kink.

For now, all he could do was sit on the bed and admire her naked and toned 48-year-old body. It was something she worked hard for the gym. Something he had started to take to heart. Her still wet, straight jet-black hair fell loosely about her shoulders, some of it covering her tomato-sized breasts, the rest extending down to just past her shoulder blades. Small beads of water dripped from the ends and trickled down her back and belly, drawing attention to well-defined abdominal muscles. Below those taut abs were slightly rounded hips, giving way to a hairless cleft that any man would pine for. Corey couldn't have been prouder. She was the definition of a MILF. And unlike most, men didn't just want to fuck his MILF, they actually were.

Lauren felt his eyes as she finished drying her hair and wrapped a red strapless bra around her breasts.

"What?"

"Nothing. You're beautiful."

She turned her nose up in mock distain. "Why, thank you, but my assistant shouldn't be saying such things."

"Your assistant shouldn't be watching you get dressed."

"So, you like watching me get ready?" Lauren smiled, pulling a pair of red frilly panties and matching garters out of her overnight. "Even if it's to impress other men?"

"You know I do."

She smiled, pleased by his response. Walking over to the bed, the raven-haired beauty stood before him, her bald pussy mere inches from his face. "You are such a perv."

Corey pulled her close and put a cheek against his wife's tight stomach. He inhaled deeply, smelling her freshness, wondering just how long it would stay that way. Sadly, she pushed him away and stepped into the lacy garter belt, pulling it along her legs and into place above her hips.

"It's nice to see you wearing sexy things for me," he commented, admiring the straps dangling down her thighs.

Sitting in a chair next to the bed, Lauren held out a pair of black thigh-high stockings and lifted a leg. "They're not for you, Twisty," she smirked, carefully watching his reaction. "Here, help me with these."

Kneeling in front of her, he slid the opening of one over her foot, gently shimmying it up her calf. He repeated the same for the other leg. As he smoothed them out under her watchful gaze, he stared at her still bare slit and a hint of pink within.

"Focus," Lauren reprimanded him, tapping the top of his head. Standing up, she put one foot on the chair. "Fasten," she commanded, pointing at the garters.

Corey did as he was asked, attaching the suspenders' end-clasps to each stocking, first in the front, then the back. Hand still on his head, she lingered for just a moment, allowing him to gaze at her pussy and smell her sex.

"Thank you," Lauren finally broke the awkward silence, giggling inwardly. The tent in his trousers told her all she needed to know.

After pulling the panties over the garters, she stepped into the little red number purchased earlier in the day. Adjusting the one and only shoulder strap that held up the bodice, she turned her back to her husband, offering him the full-length zipper. "A little help, please."

Corey inserted the pin into the bottom stop and carefully guided the slider up and over her buttocks, then along her delicate spine to the back of the neck. As the teeth closed, it pulled the dress tight, conforming to every curve.

"Wow," the awestruck project manager exclaimed, stepping back.

"Looks nice, huh?" she asked, disappearing into the bathroom to finish her makeup, already knowing the answer. "Very Christmassy."

Twenty minutes later Lauren reemerged, her hair now wrapped in a classy bun atop her head, a couple wisps framing her picturesque face. Corey was blown away. She looked fabulous. Business Sexy was a term that came to mind, along with others that he chose not to articulate. True to its name, the dress fit like a bandage, wrapping her body like scarlet gauze, from just above the knee to just above those bite-sized breasts. Unlike last night, her makeup was light and airy, presenting an overall package that was professional, but with heat.

Lauren picked up her wedding ring and slid it over her finger.

"You sure you want to wear that?" Corey asked, "considering you are trying to create, um, business opportunities?"

She nodded and looked deeply into his lonely eyes.

"I'm proud to be married to you. Yesterday, today...tomorrow. In that perverse little brain of yours," she whispered, taking a hand in hers, "you may want to share this." Lauren touched their intertwined fingers to the thin dress material just below her waist. "But," she added, raising them to her heart, "no one will ever share this."

The long-married couple stared at each other for a long time, until an alarm on Corey's phone broke their tacit proclamation of love.

It was time for a party.

"Safe word?" he asked, gulping.

Lauren picked up her clutch and headed towards the door.

"What makes you think I need one?"

+++++

The Grand Ballroom was certainly that, replete with Crystal chandeliers, colorful carpet and ornate statues. The hotel's brochure said it held 50 guests, but it could have easily held twice that many. Upon arrival, Lauren and Corey manned the reception desk for a bit, checking in guests from The Detrevrep Consortium and Polymer Thermoset, issuing name badges and directing new arrivals to the bar. In short order, CEO Stephan Jones saw to it that Rekrap's best asset of the evening was freed up to make the rounds. He watched with amusement as Lauren moved from pod to pod, introducing she and her assistant "Carson".

Corey immersed himself in the role, taking photos of his "boss" with client execs and their wives. Eventually they came to the president and owners of the two companies, Angel Tagliatelle and Stretch Madison. Both were perennial bachelors and were particularly jovial that night. Tagliatelle had brought a date, a young blonde woman who giggled too much and appeared very trophy-like. Madison, on the other hand, was alone, and although he tried to hide it, was obviously smitten when he turned around and saw the pretty office manager in the tight red dress. The wealthy Detrevrep owner extended a hand and introduced himself.

Lauren noticed how svelte and trim both businessmen were, no doubt products of some overpriced gym. Not hunks by any means, but sexy enough. She wondered, while shaking Stretch's hand, exactly how he got his nickname. Perhaps she'd find out. Off to the side, she noticed her boss, CEO Stephan Jones, looking in their direction and nodding.

So these are the guys he wants me to make eyes with? Hmmm. Okay, certainly could be worse.

Unaware of his wife's collusion with her boss, Corey encouraged Lauren and Madison to huddle for a couple photos. Lauren smiled politely as the polished tycoon pulled her into his large frame. Next came a photo op with Tagliatelle, who posed in his Armani suit, pearly whites flashing. He was smaller than his counterpart, but handsome, nonetheless. Both were consummate gentlemen, and thanked Rekrap for hosting a special way for their employees to cap off the holiday week.

Moving on, Lauren continued to press palms with other clients and their guests, while Corey snapped loads of pictures. At one point, a logistics manager at one of the companies expressed a desire to have a conversation with her around supply chain. "Carson" didn't miss a beat, simply nodding with a straight face and making notes in the PDA.

Oh, he's good, she thought. Maybe I should make him take a memo.

Finally, they had hit all the tables and found their place settings alongside other Rekrap employees. After a nice sit-down dinner, Jones took the podium and made a toast, ending it with wishes for long, profitable relationships. This was followed by dancing, music provided by a cover band that played hits from the 70s, 80s, and 90s. Drinks flowed and the lines at the bar were deep. At Lauren's suggestion, Corey mingled, taking photos for the newsletter, while she hung back, helping where needed. As the party wore on, the need for official chaperones diminished. At that point, it was just dancing and drinking. Predictably, Lauren was tugged to the dance floor by several women she knew from client offices. All were feeling their liquor and it showed as they shifted from one genre of music to another with ease.

Corey snapped a few pictures of his wife and her friends before noticing something both disturbing and exciting through the viewfinder. He wasn't the only one noticing their dance moves. Several groups of single men, chemical engineers no doubt, had gathered to the side and were watching the women. Not only watching, but plotting. It was no surprise when a few fanned out and began introducing themselves. Lauren snuck looks at Corey as she accepted several invitations to dance, smirking in that special way she had these days. There was some twirling and shoulder touching, but everything else was above board. Nothing that any husband could complain about, and certainly not a personal assistant. Through it all, as the younger bucks took their shot, Stretch Madison held court at the Detrevrep table, his most loyal employees fawning over him. He generally enjoyed the attention, but tonight he was more interested in the woman who'd greeted him earlier in the tight red dress. Amazingly beautiful,  he thought while watching her moves on the dance floor. No youngster...but oh so alluring.

When the band took a break. Corey scurried off to the bar to place an order -- like any good assistant would -- knowing the boss would be thirsty. As he waited in line, a not unfamiliar voice came from behind, a smell of spearmint preceding it.

"You're Lauren Millers' PA, right?"

Corey turned and smiled. Stretch Madison himself.

"Yes, that's right."

"Enjoying the party?"

"Yeah, I guess so."

"Your boss, she's something else."

"That she is."

Madison offered Corey a mint. "She's got a ring. Is that just for show? Can't tell these days, some women wear them to ward off unwanted attention."

He's fishing, the project manager grinned as he took the white candy.

"It's not for show."

"Too bad."

The men looked over at a group of employees where Lauren was engrossed in conversation. Corey caught his wife's eye when she happened to glance their way. They widened upon seeing who he was talking with. Carefully crafting his next steps, the supportive husband continued.

"Um..., so, you own the Consortium, huh?"

"That's right," Stretch replied, his eyes not leaving Lauren.

The line moved forward, and Corey placed his drink order.

"Rumor is you're thinking of leaving Rekrap, taking your business elsewhere."

Madison tore his gaze from Lauren and narrowed his eyes suspiciously. "And how is that your concern?"

"Well, I for one like my job. So naturally, the more customers we have, the more secure it is."

Corey nodded towards his wife. "I also know of one pretty office manager that would probably be very appreciative if you signed a new contract."

The chemical mogul studied the personal assistant's face, letting what he was suggesting sink in.

"Is that a fact? I thought she was married."

Corey looked left, then right, like he had a big secret to share. Leaning in close, he nodded in Lauren's direction. "Married, but available."

"And how do you know this?"

"Simple. Does your secretary ever make dinner reservations for you and a date? Have you ever asked her to send flowers afterward? Has she ever been in the room when you're finishing up a private conversation?"

Stretch's features relaxed, understanding the gist. Of course, assistants know everything. He looked back to where the cute Rekrap executive had been, but she was no longer there.

"So exactly how long have you been working for..."

"What's it take for a girl to get a drink around here, boys?" Lauren piped up, suddenly appearing alongside the chatty men.

Corey turned and took two Long Island Teas from the bartender.

"It appears your assistant has you covered, Ms. Miller," Stretch commented.

"Please, call me Lauren. And yes, he does have my back."

"Here ya go," the incognito husband replied, handing both drinks to the businessman. "Well, Mr. Madison, see you around. And remember what I said."

"Carson" exited the line with a wave, looking over his shoulder just in time to see the middle-aged entrepreneur hand his wife the drink.

+++++

Lauren politely accepted the cocktail and clinked rims with Stretch Madison's glass. They both took a sip in silence.

"What was that about?" she asked of the mysterious parting words.

"Your PA seems to think Detrevrep isn't going to renew our contract. You know, Ms. Mil...Lauren, loose lips can sink ships."

Lauren giggled. "Lips can do a lot of things, Mr. Madison," she winked, hooking an arm through his. "But since we're on the topic, would you care to discuss what it would take to retain your business?"

The enthralled industrialist smiled. "I have some ideas," he said, holding his drink in the air, "and the name's Stretch. Perhaps we can review the terms later?"

Lauren returned the smile and led him back to the party. "Perhaps. And, for the record, my lips have never once sunk a sink."

Stretch Madison's grin got even bigger. "Oh, I wouldn't bet against that."

+++++

The band played a strong second set and had the crowd on their feet. Corey continued to circle the perimeter of the hall but abandoned all pretense of taking pictures. Instead, he focused on his wife and her newfound friend. The pair took to dancing like ducks to water. While the Iowan native had two left feet, Stretch was a dynamo, constantly showing his prowess. Lauren seemed delighted to have such a great partner as he twirled her about, easily transitioning from fast to slow songs. Not to be outdone, Angel Tagliatelle would occasionally cut in, much to the chagrin of his trophy date. Being overshadowed by business was one thing, but to be upstaged by a woman who had nearly 20 years on her was a hard pill to swallow.

For the most part, the dancing remained completely safe-for-work, nothing inappropriate, just a lot incidental touching. When Angel tapped in as Lauren's partner again, Corey took the opportunity to run to the restroom, believing his "boss" would be relatively safe on the dance floor with the renowned capitalist. Upon returning, however, he found that neither Angel nor his wife were on the dance floor. In fact, they weren't in the room at all.

Had she gone to the restroom? Possibly. Had Tagliatelle rejoined his date? No, Barbie was sitting by herself at Thermoset table, fuming.

Then where the hell is Lauren? 

+++++

The petite office manager led Angel down a hallway to a row of identical breakout rooms, trying doors as they went. Finding one open, she pushed the Florida magnate towards the darkness and into a meeting chair, allowing the door behind them to click shut. Seconds later, Lauren was down on her knees and the wealthy business owner's cock was dangling through the fly of his tailored suit pants.

After rolling on a condom, she slurped, sucked and stroked his shaft with such enthusiasm that it was clear she wasn't just doing this out of duty, it was out of pure joy. Completely hard now, Tagliatelle leaned back in the chair and allowed her face to fuck him, using her mouth as cunt with a tongue. Wet, smacking, and gurgling sounds echoed through the dim and empty room.

"That's it baby, suck my dick. Jesus, that feels good."

"Mmmmphhfffff."

The pace at which Lauren attached his cock was truly amazing, and in his euphoria, Angel accidently grabbed the meticulously bunned hair atop her head, loosening it considerably. With each passing thrust, a bit more of her tresses came loose, strands of it falling around her ears and cheeks. Eventually the hair stick could not withstand the groping, and the silky black mane fell, cascading around her shoulders and back.



Recalling what the other men had so seemed to love, she alternated between stroking his dick and swallowing it whole. On one particular deep dive, she gagged so much she had to come up for air, spittle oozing from the corners of her mouth. That didn't stop her though, going right back to it, sweeping her tongue around his tool, then engulfing it again with her mouth.

Fearing being caught by a bellman taking a shortcut through the empty meeting room, Lauren decided to bring it home. Peering up from behind those sexy bangs at the businessman looking down at her, she wrapped a fist around his shaft and began pumping it with purpose.

"You wanna to cum?"

Angel moaned.

"Will you be buying from us next year?"

"Hmmm."

Lauren spit on his dick.

"I didn't get that."

"Need...to...review...terms," Angel panted.

She slowed the pace, nearly stopping.

"Not good enough."

With one swift motion, Lauren gave him another taste of her skill, slurping the stiff rod back into her mouth, sucking a few times, then letting it plop out.

"Oh god!" he yawed.

"Well?"

The strokes picked up.

"Yeah, alright, yes, we'll do business."

Lauren grinned as she continued to pump his twitching member, her lips just in front of its purple head.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes," Angel professed, "Yes, yes, yes!"

"Then do it, baby, give me your love."

"Unnnnnnnnng!" he squawked, lost in the moment.

Using puffs of breath to blow the bangs from her eyes, she looked deeply into her client's eyes.

"C'mon Angel, paint me. Seal the deal."

"OH FUCK, I'M GONNA CUM!"

Seconds later, Rekraps' second biggest revenue generator erupted in Lauren's mouth, unloading a load undoubtedly earmarked for his trophy date. The pressure of the first ejaculation caught Lauren off guard, causing her pull back, leaving the next few spurts to fly over a shoulder and spray the top of highly polished conference table. Tagliatelle grunted several times, then fell back in the chair, catching his breath. Lauren stood slowly, the exhilaration of blowing a guy in the middle of a dark meeting room igniting her own libido.

"You'll remember this in February, right?" she asked, referring to the contract renewal date while removing the hair stick, and fluffed out her hair. The high-bun look was hopelessly lost for the night.

Angel coughed breathlessly as he stuffed his cock back in his pants. "Consider it done."

Lauren smiled, the empty rubber packet fluttering to the meeting room floor. Her evening as a corporate whore had begun.

+++++

Corey had just asked a woman to check the ladies' room when he saw his Angel reenter the ballroom from one entrance, his wife through another. Lauren's hair, no longer balled atop her head, spilled over her shoulders in a hot mess. She was smacking her lips as she approached the Rekrap table.

"You okay?" Corey asked, bursting with curiosity on her whereabouts.

"Just ducky," Lauren replied playfully, the alcohol showing.

"Where were you?"

"Taking care of business."

Reapplying lipstick, the couple stood and stared at each other as her eyes confirmed exactly what he was thinking. Mercifully, Stretch Madison appeared and broke their silence.

"Uh, hi Lauren. May I have a word with you?"

Guiding the office manager out of earshot, Stretch touched her elbow.

"So, would you like to go review terms of the new contract, um, upstairs?"

Lauren fixed him with a sultry gaze. "I think I'd like that."

Corey saw a wide smile splash across Stretch's face. Whatever she'd said sure had made the businessman happy. The project manager was pretending to look elsewhere when the pair returned.

"Carson," his wife addressed him in her most professional tone, "thank you for a lovely evening." Turning her nose up in a patronizing manner, her eyes narrowed to slits. "I won't be needing your services any more tonight. I'll call you in the morning."

Picking up her clutch, Lauren turned back to Stretch and looped her arm through his. Corey stood numbly as they left the ballroom, Madison's hand dropping to her ass as they went through the double doors. The music and revelry faded to the background, the sweet pleasantness of her perfume lingering.

And just like that, she was off with another man.

+++++

Lauren was surprised to see the reception suite empty. Stretch explained he had decided that an afterparty would just distract from their negotiations. A waste of Rekrap's money to be sure, but if an agreement to extend the companies relationship for yet another year could be reached, it would be well spent.

While Madison made drinks, Lauren excused herself to pee. After washing her hands, she discovered the bathroom served both the reception area and an adjacent bedroom. Cautiously, she entered the latter and tiptoed to a door that looked like a connector to the hotel room next door. Figuring this to be hers, the brave brunette threw back the latch and pulled it ajar, the soft click of the lock echoing like a gunshot in the quiet and empty bedroom. She looked towards the door and the rest of suite. Stretch was making himself comfortable on a sofa. Hurriedly, she scampered back into the bathroom and flushed the toilet.

At least Corey could get to her if she needed help. 

Not that she would be wanting any.

+++++

The ditched husband grabbed a bottle of whiskey from the now deserted ballroom's bar and headed up to the 12th floor. Safely inside Lauren's room, he removed his sports coat and put away the camera. Using a glass from the mini-bar, Corey poured a few shots in quick succession and sat on the bed in silence, thinking about what might be happening next door. He was prodded from deep thought by an outburst of laughter.

Lauren? Had that come from the hallway or the suite?

Silence now.

Lightheaded, he removed his dress shoes and laid on the bed, still clothed.

She's right. What have our lives become?

He felt something odd and lifted his head from the pillow. It wasn't so much a sound as it was a change in air pressure.

Click.

Rising from the bed, Corey cocked his head, listening. Knocking back another shot, he walked to the connecting door and put his ear to it. More laughter, only this time accompanied by talking. And there was a definite draft.

The other door was ajar.

Curious, he poked it until it swung aside. It was dark, but clearly led to a bedroom, separated from the rest of the suite by a door to the main area and one to the bathroom. It appeared undisturbed, nor was there any clothing about. Tossing back another shot, he stepped through the doorway.

+++++

Stretch had an arm draped across the nape of Lauren's neck and was nuzzling her ear.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yes, fine."

"Do I make you uncomfortable?"

She smiled. "No, why?"

"Oh, I don't know, maybe because you're a married woman sitting on a sofa with your single, good-looking client's arm around you?"

"Modest much?"

The businessman laughed. "I didn't get to where I'm at today being modest."

"And I didn't get to where I'm at without taking risks."

"Good, then you won't mind if I do this."

Taking her chin in his hands, he leaned over and kissed the Rekrap executive. She tilted her head so their lips could meet full-on. Both settled back into the cushions, lips connecting. Parting her mouth slightly, she accepted his tongue.

+++++

With another dose of liquid courage, Corey crept through the bedroom towards the door that opened to reception area of the suite. Carefully, he hugged the doorjamb and hid in the shadows. His eyeball jetted back and forth, adjusting to the light, looking for his wife. Eventually he caught sight of her shiny jet-black hair cascading over the the side of a couch, head back...and kissing Stretch Madison.

It was no friendly peck, either. The synthetic materials producer had one hand on a shoulder, the other on the bodice of her dress, and his tongue down her throat. She was eagerly reciprocating, kissing him back with passion. After a few minutes, they came up for air and Stretch went to make more drinks.

Get a little flirty, my ass, Corey thought. But isn't this exactly what he'd hoped for?

+++++

Lauren lifted her glass and made a toast.

"To budding relationships, long may they last."

Madison took a drink, unable to take his eyes off the raven-haired beauty. She had his attention and knew it.

"Now, about that contract," Lauren smirked, stopping the progress of Stretch's hand up her stocking. "What can Rekrap do to earn your business for another couple years?"

She let his hands resume their climb, allowing a good look at the top of her thigh-highs.

Stretch chuckled, watching the hem of her dress rise. He took a small glass vial and tiny metal spoon from his suitcoat.

"Before we talk shop, you up for a little bump?"

With practiced skill, he dipped the spoon into the container and pulled out a nice round mound. Lauren simply stared. It had been years, decades really, since she and Corey had dabbled with coke when it was all the rage. At first she shook her head, then seeing the man's expectant look, reluctantly leaned over and sniffed the fine granules up her nose. The rush was instantaneous, forcing her eyes shut. As the initial surge waned, she opened them to a world of vivid color. Everything was now intense and sharp, like a photo that had been over-processed.

"Oh, wow."

Her client laughed. "Been a while, has it?"

"Years."

"Have another," Stretch offered, sliding it under her nose.

The drug slapped her senses again, sending Lauren's head reeling. While she enjoyed the euphoria, the businessman took the opportunity to move his hand higher on her thigh.

Be careful, babe, Corey thought. Neither were strangers to recreational drugs, but these were unpredictable times, and the world just wasn't the same place.

"Now where were we?" Stretch pondered, his hand caressing her arm. "Contract renewal, right?"

"Yes, terms of engagement," Lauren replied, dabbing the white remnants from her nose.

"Before we talk terms, I think we need to talk incentives first. Would you agree?" He lightly snapped one of the garter suspenders. "Exactly what motivation is Rekrap offering?"

Lauren looked down at the hand inching up between her legs. Although quite stoned, she knew three things were crystal clear. First, the two executives were dangerously close to flaunting Florida quid pro quo laws. Second, the starting figure for Jose Rodriquez's job was incentive enough. And third - and possibly most important - at that moment she was very, very horny.

+++++

Corey's jaw dropped as he watched Lauren stand and put her hands on her hips. It got wider when she stepped up on the coffee table and gazed down on her prey. Pairing her phone with the sound system, she chose a slow-burn blues number and began swaying to its soulful beat. Stretch beamed up at her as her fingers lightly traced the sides of her dress, up and down, accenting every curve. As the music intensified, so did the undulating, her hands weaving a pattern in the air from above her head to the small of her back.

Goddamn, she looks beautiful, Corey trembled, mesmerized at the sight of his wife dancing for another man.

He'd give anything to be Stretch Madison right then.

+++++

Lauren continued to dance atop the table, her eyes closed, neck rotating as if in a dream state. To say her senses were elevated and energized would have been an understatement. Colors were vibrant and she felt one with the music, her skin literally breathing from every pore. It didn't take long until the office manager's movements became exaggerated, fueled not only by the coke but by burgeoning arousal. It drove her every move. Recalling Autumn's routine, she danced not only to entice, but to kill, and at times captured her friend's serpentine-like moves perfectly. Lauren began to turn in circles, lifting the hem of her dress to tease. With each turn, she'd raise it a little higher, up to and passed the strapped stockings, eventually giving Stretch a peek at the frilly red panties and hint of succulent muff beneath. When he began subconsciously rubbing himself, she knew she had him exactly where she wanted.

"So," Lauren purred, striking a sexy pose, "is this incentive enough? Do we have a deal?"

Madison had been reduced to a melting pot of male hormones. He would have agreed to pretty much anything at that point and simply nodded.

"Good. I'm really looking forward to this."

Hands clasp above her head, her hips swiveled erotically, rolling to the music, allowing her client a good old fashion eye-fuck. Just when he looked like he was going to lose control, Lauren turned and reached behind her. Slowly and methodically, she began lowering the dress' full-length silver zipper.

Stretch rubbed his trousers. "I thought you were married," he grinned, pointing to her ring.

Lauren snickered loud enough for anyone else that just happened to be listening.

"Forget about him. The poor bastard couldn't make a nun cum."

+++++

Corey's mouth hadn't shut since she'd begun taking her clothes off, and her latest dagger didn't do anything to help it close. He moaned at the emotions it sent coursing through his veins, bringing both shame and pleasure, the hallmark of a cuckold who enjoyed...no...craved the thought of his wife being taken by another.

As Lauren's zipper lowered, so did his. Seconds later, Corey's growing erection was in his hands, a place it seemed very much at home these days.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

Stretch watched with lust as Lauren removed the dress, the zipper's teeth uncoupling at an agonizingly slow rate. Her tanned back was the first thing the saw, followed by smooth shoulder blades and the thin braid of the red strapless bra. The further it went, the more her naked spine provided a roadmap to her ass and beyond. Finally, she allowed it to drop to the table, and promptly kicked it away.

Both men groaned again, Stretch completely unaware of Corey watching from the other room. Lauren posed, clad only in the red strapless bra, thigh-highs, and matching panties. Stepping carefully off the table, she quickly dispatched the panties and tossed them next to the dress. Her client's gaze went straight to her freshly shaved slit which was noticeably moist. Reaching out, he inserted a finger into the recess of her sex.

It was finally her turn.

+++++

The voyeur husband watched intently as Stretch's fingers probed Lauren's wetness. Corey suppressed a gasp when his wife dropped to her knees and began unbuckling the millionaire's pants. His teeth clenched as she peeled apart yet another condom package and unfurled it over the eager cock.

Fap, fap, fap.

"That's it baby, suck my dick," Madison encouraged the office manager. "Jesus, that feels good."

"Mmmmphhfffffffff."

Lauren had to gasp whenever she came up to breathe. He wasn't the biggest she'd had in her brief time in Miami, but definitely bigger than Corey.

Peering up from behind those bangs, she wrapped two fists around the quivering shaft and pumped furiously. Stretch's head was rolling around on his neck. When she thought he was close, Lauren stopped on a dime, and stood.

"Wha...oh c'mon now!" the king of chemicals protested. But not for long.

"Take me to bed," she implored, looking in the direction she though Corey would be. "Fuck me like my husband can't."

Corey's eyes widened when the pair began walking towards the doorway he was in. Quickly morphing from masturbator to runner, he fled to the adjoining doors, a semi-erect dick dangling from wrinkled trousers as he ran. The Iowa State Cyclones fan crossed the threshold just seconds before he heard them entering the bedroom. In his haste, he allowed the door to close, and as it did, there was the unmistakable clicking of the latch.

Shit.

He'd just locked himself out.

+++++

Lauren wasted no time, laying on the bed and spreading her legs. Hands wrapped around the dark stockings, she held her thighs apart, revealing the moist pinkness between them. That was all the invitation Stretch needed, who dropped his pants and pulled a very sweaty dress shirt over his head. Climbing between her legs, he slipped two fingers into her very wet pussy and flipped her bean in a most precise, pleasurable way.

"Just like that," she moaned. "Now lick me."

Tossing slim legs over his shoulders, Madison gripped those divine thighs tight, taking care not to rip the garter from the hosiery. With great expertise, he sucked her bald slit, then pushed a wandering tongue into her dripping hole, the sweet and tangy juices striking his taste buds as one gratifying taste sensation. Within minutes his face was a shiny, sticky mess, and Lauren was going nuts.

+++++

Corey was on his hands and knees, cheek pressed to the door, trying to hear something.

Anything.

He found that placing his ear along the doorsill allowed him to catch snippets from the other side.

"Ohhhhhh, hmmmm, ohhhhhhhh!"

"Such a beautiful cunt!"

"Oh shit! Eat that married pussy, baby!"

More wet sounds and the slightest hint at bedsprings creaking as bodies shifted.

The very fuckable courtesan apparently hadn't forgotten her husband was likely lurking nearby either.

"That's it, Stretch. Dig, dig for the treasure. OH GOD it's right there! There! THERE! Get it, get it! You're SO MUCH better than my husband!"

Goddamn, Lauren, you're such a slut.

Fap, fap, fap.

Moans, groans, and a creaking bed were like a wall of sound for the next few minutes. Corey was laying on this back, body contorted, one cheek to the floor and an ear to the sill, desperately trying to hear what was taking place. The licking and smacking continued, as an image of the rich businessman snacking between his wife's legs drove his hand to zealous masturbation.

+++++

Lauren squirmed under Madison's expert tongue as it darted in and out, snake-like, licking the soft nub that was now fully extended from its fleshy hood. The coke had sensitized her entire body, the net result which was now flooding Stretch's face with all the juices he could handle. She could feel a release building.

"Yes...yes...yes."

"Damn, doll, you're a fuckin' waterfall."

"Pleeeesseee don't stop! I'm almost there!"

"Mmmmmm, tasty."

"Oh god...oh god...oh god," she whimpered repeatedly as Stretch thrust his tongue deep, slathering the sides of her pussy, a thumb worked her clit madly. Minutes later, Lauren's hips began to writhe uncontrollably and the dam broke, flooding his face with copious amounts of clear, syrupy liquid.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh yesssssssss!" she cried, hands clutching his hair. "I'm cumming....I'M CUMMING."

+++++

That's no acting, Corey grimaced, almost creaming himself.

Fap, fap, fap.

More rustling noises as Lauren's cries diminished.

"Enough of this shit, I need to fuck that cunt!"

There was a snapping sound.

What was that?

"Stretch, no!"

"Sorry, babe, I gotta feel it in you."

"That wasn't part of the deal."

"It is now."

"But...OH FUUUCCCCKKKK!"

"Shit yeah, I thought you'd like that."

"Ohhhhhhhh, yesssssssss, put it in!"

+++++

Lauren lay splayed open, heels in the air, as her client's cock slid into her waiting pussy au natural. She needed to be fucked so bad that she was way past reason. Simply put, she didn't care if there was protection or not.

"OH GOD, baby, please fuck me. Fuck me hard. Tonight, I'm yours."

The naked businessman leaned and kissed her, the tips of their tongues meeting as he drove deep into her sopping wet hole. Their hips moved to meet.

"Give me that big, fat dick!"

The two moaned, settling into a one rhythm as they began to build to the inevitable.



"Oh, yes, give it to me."

+++++

The sound of the headboard knocking into the wall was clear through the space between the floor and bottom of the adjoining door.

Corey jacked off at a fevered pitch as he heard his wife and her lover moaning incessantly.

"Take it, take it all," Stretch uttered as he slammed into the Rekrap executive.

"Oh, oh, oh," Lauren brayed repeatedly, lost in the pleasure.

"Damn, girl," Madison panted, "doesn't that husband of yours ever light you up?"

"Nooo...can't...fuck me...like this...anymore! PLEASE GOD FUCK ME like he should be!"

The groans and squeaking bedsprings were testament to the crescendo that was near.

"Ahhhhhh...eeeeeeeeeeeeeoooooooohhhhhh"

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

"Jesus, you're hot!" Stretch barked as Lauren grabbed his ass, drawing him in as far as he would go.

"Nasty...little...bitch...aren't...you?"

"You have no idea."

"Jones' whore."

Lauren gasped. "Yes I am. And how much do you like fucking Jones' whore?"

"About 20.5 mil over two years, apparently."

They both slowed down to laugh a bit before Stretch slammed back into her cunt at full speed.

"Then I'm gonna get my money's worth. Take it slut!"

"Ohhhhhh, yes give...it...to...me!"

+++++

Corey was on his knees, one hand on the door, the other fisting his dick. His emotions were off-the-chain, the notion of his wife of 28 years giving herself to a handsome business partner, all in the name of a contract, was so debased that it was insanely pleasurable.

"Don't stop...oh god, please don't stop. Harder!"

"AHHHHHHHH YESSSSSSS!".

Squeak, squeak, squeak.

Stretch was about to nut.

Fap, fap, fap.

"Shit, shit, SHIT!"

The bedsprings slowed. There was a long pause, then both lovers began to howl, their orgasms reaching under the door and gripping Corey's cock like a vice. The images of Stretch Madison dumping his seed into her unprotected pussy scorched the voyeur husband's brain, nearly spilling his own on the carpet beneath trembling knees. But he held off. He had to.

Then there was nothing. No moaning, no squeaking. Nothing. Only a whisper now and again.

Well, that's that, Corey nodded, stumbling to the queen bed. It's over. She did what she came to do.

"I may have to get a little flirty" echoed in his ears just before everything went black.

Indeed.

+++++

The room was cool and dark when Corey awoke to Lauren crawling on top of him, naked and smelling of sex. Without a word, she ripped off his boxers and straddled his hips. Seconds later the flaccid cock he had been flogging earlier was in her hand, rubbing against bare legs. Regaining consciousness, he could tell something was different about the way she felt. Her skin was oily; both slick and sticky at once.

Lauren positioned herself over her husband and began lowering her cum filled pussy over his. As the white slop was displaced by Corey's growing erection, it squirted out the sides and pooled around his pubes. Initially revulsed, the warmth of her cunt and her lover's tepid semen seemed to swaddle his cock, lubricating her passage in a way that felt like an oasis. This was sloppy seconds.

"Lauren...oh god..."

"Shhhh," she hushed him, squatting fully on his hard six inches.

"Do you feel him? Do you feel the man who just used your slut wife to deposit his seed? That's his love in me, babe, his spunk."

"Oh no."

Corey's cock twitched and lurched inside her. His eyes rolled back in his head, trying to process what he was feeling.

Lauren remained expressionless and began to ride her husband, moving her trick hips up and down his. With each pass, a bit more of the creamy mess was forced from her well-fucked hole, ejected with a splat.

"He fucked me good. Soooo good. Can you feel his cum coating your dick, tickling it? He got dibbs, Twisty. You're finishing second."

"Ahhhhhh, nnnnggg."

"Oh yes! Fuck it right outta me," Lauren begged, "bath in, cuck!"

Grabbing her waist so hard it made her yelp, Corey drove his dick up into the boiling, gushing cunt. It had never felt so hot, so squishy, so...nasty. He could see the thick white paste being churned into butter with each impalement as she screamed at the ceiling. Corey thrashed underneath her. It was so vile but so perversely erotic.

"So much in me," Lauren moaned as Stretch's jizz continued to froth, "he shot it deep!"

The couples' breathing got heavier, their gyrations animated. They fucked like animals amid wet and sloppy sounds. As it were, Lauren's used and stretched cunt allowed Corey to last a few more minutes, but the silky smoothness of the white glaze - and the thought of its origin - was just too much for the old boy.

"FUCK" he cried, his cock pumping another small load into the already packed swimming pool that his wife's pussy had become.

Lauren waited until the flow from Corey's penis stopped, then rolled off onto the mattress, the soupy discharge from the two men creating quite a wet spot. The couple was spent, a long day now behind them. As their eyes grew heavy and sleep began to take over, the alarm clock next to a Gideon's Bible on the nightstand blinked its silent time. Half-past two.

It was officially Christmas Eve.

+++++

The snow fell silently outside the small condo on the west side of Colorado Springs, a town that was no stranger to white Christmases. Inside, the waif-like figure of the youngest Miller tossed and turned in her bed, a half-smoked joint in a nearby ashtray. Like her parents some two thousand miles away, she'd had a long, trying day. Earlier that morning, the 27-year-old's boyfriend had asked her for some "space", which, of course, translated into "I want to date others." The pair had been together for nearly a year and the request literally came out of nowhere.

After a day of laying in bed, smoking away the initial tears, Caroline had passed out, succumbing to weed induced incongruent and surreal visions. Those that analyze such things would call it illusory dreaming, where effigies and short-circuiting memories create bizarre and sometimes erotic delusions. Indeed, at the moment, the high school counselor was desperately trying to climb stairs to the second floor of her childhood home. Although her legs were moving, she didn't seem to gain any traction, nor get any closer to the landing, no matter how hard she tried. Eventually, she made it to the top and started down the long hallway to where she knew her parent's room to be.

As the dreamer neared, cries of passion came from within, growing louder with each step. They were the same sounds her and her sister Amelia occasionally heard growing up, when their parents thought they were sound asleep down the hall. Those times they had simply giggled and covered their ears. This time, Caroline continued down the corridor, floating on air. When she reached the doorway, she peered into the dimly lit room and saw her mother on the bed, facing the headboard and straddling her father. The couple was making mad love, grunting and moaning, rivers of sweat pouring from their bodies.

"Mom?" Caroline asked carefully as she tiptoed to their side.

The older woman turned and smiled, patting the side of the bed. Caroline inched closer, watching her mother's hips glide against the ones beneath, to the obvious pleasure of both. Summoning her courage, the younger girl glanced over her mom's shoulder, expecting to see her father in the throes of rapture. Instead, she gasped, for there was the man she'd known all her life as Uncle Zane, hands on her mother's tits, fucking his best friend's wife with abandoned.

"Mom?"

"Come," Lauren beckoned her daughter as she dismounted the biker. "Come and taste."

Out of perverse curiosity, the counselor drifted closer, leaning over the impressive cock. She felt her mother's hand on the back of her head, pushing her face closer as a dirty smile crossed Uncle Zane's face.

"But...what about Dad?"

"It's okay," came her father's voice from a dark corner of the room, "I'm here. I'm always right here."

+++++
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold/group sex topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.

Those that do choose to continue, please know reading previous chapters will help you better understand the characters and their journey.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

Primer: As with many relationships that enter such a lifestyle, Corey and Lauren are embarking into a time that many would find dark and disturbing. Such is the reality when playing with sex and emotions. This chapter, like the others, will surely please some while enraging others who don't have the sense to know this is primarily a fictional account for entertainment purposes. Not that it matters. Tonight, me and the real life Lauren are seeing the couple whose daughter forms the basis for Caroline's character. She at one time helped her mom cuck my buddy.

We expect to have fun.

December 24th. Nine weeks to go. 

Corey Miller woke to the smell of hair spray and perfume. Opening his eyes, he found his wife's face nestled against his spongy neck and her soft jet-black locks tickling his flaring nostrils. Gently easing out from underneath, he slowly peeled back the sheets and sat up, admiring her nakedness. At 48, she looked 35, with a gym chiseled body that women of any age would envy. Indeed, she and their daughters had often been mistaken for sisters, a fact Lauren never failed to remind him of.

He yawned and scratched his aging balls, raising an eyebrow when his hand encountered some rather crusty pubic hair. Looking down, he noted it closely matched the dried sheen that encased Lauren's trim waist. A look of distain crossed Corey's face. Not all that of that crunchy jizz is yours, chief.

Indeed, for the first time in their 28-year marriage, his wife had brought him sloppy seconds, methodically extracted from a client in exchange for the promise of a contract renewal. While sloshing around in another man's cum was kind of hot at the time, the residual detritus was now just...gross.

"You okay," she murmured, still half asleep.

"Yeah. You?"

"Mm-hmm."

"You passed out pretty quickly. I figured all that coke would've kept you up."

Lauren stretched and twisted. "Ah, so you were paying attention. I thought you might be around peeking."

"You need to be careful, babe," Corey cautioned her.

She fluffed a pillow and stuffed it behind her. "I know, but he's a client. I doubt he'd give me anything dangerous. Too traceable."

Corey shook his head. "That's not what I was referring to."

It took a second for the cobwebs to clear.

"Oh...ohhh," Lauren replied. "You're right. Absolutely. I'm sorry. That was disrespectful to you. It was off before I could react. But that's no excuse, I should have been more in control."

Corey leaned over and kissed her on the forehead. "It's okay. You seem to like it bareback."

Lauren bit her lip. "I do, yeah. Is that bad?"

"Could be, but I trust your judgement."

She smirked. Her judgement. That's a hoot.

His shriveled cock was bobbed slightly, trying to get some attention. It was still covered with the flaky opaque film from last night's sex.

"Someone's excited. Exactly how much did you hear?"

"Enough to know that I can't fuck you as well as other men and I couldn't make a nun cum if I tried."

Lauren scooted across the mattress and slid behind him. Her naked breasts pushed against his spine as she laid her chin on his shoulder and began massaging chest. The 61-year-old's skin had become soft and pliable, much different than the hard bodies that surrounded her these days. She knew he'd been going to the gym, and it was slowly working, but there was still a long way to go. Reaching around his flabby waist, his cock landed in her hand.

"I'm sorry, did I say anything to hurt your feelings?" she purred in his ear. "Like, you know, that this little antique can't get me off anymore?"

Corey moaned under her touch. "I like it," he whispered, barely intelligible.

"So, you like hearing about how much better other men are? How their cocks get me off when I can barely feel yours?"

The troubled husband turned his head sideways and pressed a cheek against hers. "God help me, yessss." His voice faded into almost a sob. "I'm so sorry."

"What's wrong, baby?" Lauren asked, her hand closing around his skinny penis.

"Am I sick?"

"Sick?"

"To enjoy...this. I just spent the better part of a night kneeling jerking off in front of a door...a door Lauren, listening to my wife having sex." Who the fuck does that?"

"Hush. It's not a sickness. Let's put this into perspective. It's a fetish, nothing more, nothing less. Isn't that what you've been preaching to me? At least you haven't asked to pee on me yet."

His back lurched into her chest, his weak pecs jiggling. Corey pictured her laying in a bathtub as golden streams poured over her.

Lauren laughed knowing what he was thinking. "Oh boy, sorry I mentioned it."

She continued jerking him off one hand from behind while the other played with his man-boobs.

"So, you want me to date again. Like I've never been married?"

Another whimper. Using her thumb, she flicked one nipple repeatedly.

"A real date right? Where I get flowers and dinner and dancing? How exciting."

More groans.

"I'd get all dolled up...just for them, you know. Clothes you'll never see me in, but they'll sure enjoy slowly removing so I can become their plaything."

The wrinkled cock was rock hard now as Lauren fisted it.

"I don't think I'll have a problem pulling a date, do you?"

"Oh, god. N-n-no."

"LOTS of virile men down here. Powerful, good-looking men. You know how they look at me. Naughty boys, always undressing me with their eyes. I'm sure they'd love to give me a proper seeing to. Is that what you want? For me to date them all?"

A low guttural groan escaped Corey's throat.

"Uh huh, that's what I thought. It's either that or go back home. Seems to me your best friend gave me the fucking of my life last time I was there. Maybe I should see if any of your other friends want to taste your wife?"

That hit a nerve. Precum began pouring out of his underutilized glans. "OH SHIT, LAUREN!" Corey's hips bucked on the mattress. "Please, no."

"Why not, Twisty? I've noticed how Toby and Sean look at me when Judy and Shelly aren't around. Just like Zane. Damn, did that man fuck me!"

Grimacing under the immense pressure forming in his balls, Corey tried to keep it under control. "But they wouldn't."

"Wouldn't they?" the dark-haired vixen pulled his ear near so she could whisper in it. "What makes you think they already haven't?"

"Jesus, help me."

And with that, Corey came. And came hard.

+++++

While his frail penis pumped cum over Lauren's hand, something made her pause and look deeply in his eyes. For the first time, she saw it. She really saw it. In that singular, omnipresent moment, Lauren Miller simply understood what made her incipient husband tick. Everything was there, swirling around; it just had to be dissected. The cocktail of conflicted emotions that created a pleasure that most men could not understand, but an indulged few craved. The kindling that fueled a combustible stew of feelings which inexplicitly turned jealousy and humiliation into exquisite ecstasy. A short-circuiting of her husband's brain and those like him that seemed to be the ignition point for all sorts of gratification. This in turn resulted in explosive orgasms serving not only as conventional releases but a purging, as if the body was trying rid itself of the shame and stigma associated with the kink. Ask him to explain it and he'd be at a loss for words. And always will be.

Lauren let Corey tremble in her arms as the last few spurts of translucent semen pumped through his shaft and onto the hotel carpet below. For him, it marked a return to normalcy, where his mind was clear and void of all venereal thoughts. Until the pressure began to build again.

"Wait," the project manager grabbed her hand as she began to roll off the bed. "I have to know. Was it Sean? Toby?"

Lauren laughed and pulled away. "You're way too easy."

Choking back relieved laughter, Corey managed a feeble grin. "I could say the same about you."

Giggling, Lauren flipped him the bird and went to the bathroom. "C'mon. It's Christmas Eve! Let's shower and get out of here. We need to get to the grocery store before they close. You'll just love what I'm cooking up."

To that, the senior Iowan had no doubt.

+++++

Although it began rather unconventionally, the rest of Christmas Eve proved one of the most ordinary days Corey and Lauren Miller had spent together in a long time. Between a lazy day poolside, a bite to eat at the deli across the street, and a satisfying afternoon nap, it could not have been more vanilla. And that could not have made them happier.

Late in the evening, while Corey worked on a resignation letter, Lauren ran to the market and pharmacy, The couple had every intention on staying in, grilling some salmon, and chilling with a movie. This proved to be a wise choice, seeing both were asleep on the couch way before the final credits rolled.

+++++

Christmas Day. 

Corey stood on the balcony of the 23rd floor apartment and surveyed Miami's beautiful downtown district, marveling at the 65-degree weather. With Des Moines barely getting into the 20s, he dreaded returning to that frigid weather the next day. Lauren cheerly joined him with a cup of coffee in each hand, and they basked in the morning sun.

During a long video conference with their daughters, Caroline expressed excitement at visiting her mom later that week, and Amelia apologized for not being able to join them due to a massive system conversion at her company. Lauren assured the older sibling that Florida had plenty of lobster and sunshine. After hanging up, the couple exchanged gifts. Corey loved his new camcorder but had to say his favorite present was a special edition Cyclones jersey, updated with new team colors. Lauren received nice things too, including some traditional silver and gold jewelry, perfect for the office. Jokingly, she feigned hoping for another anklet, which got a chuckle. He did apologize for not having more gifts for her, citing the long distance and work. To make it right, he scribbled an I.O.U. she could cash in later for pretty much anything. All in all, it was a good morning.

Eventually, they made their way to the local mission and spent a few hours prepping and serving food to the city's less fortunate. Corey helped roast chicken in the kitchen, while Lauren took her place in the production line, handing out dinners. It was something they'd done as a family for decades and promised to keep the tradition going. Two hours in, Corey stuck his head through the kitchen door to gauge the line and happened to see Lauren chatting with two roughneck Latino guys. All three seemed to know one another, although the men didn't at all seem to be the type of people she'd be friends with. It wasn't until one of them referred to her as "Iowa" that he knew for certain they weren't strangers. Oddly, there was some uneasiness about her as she talked quietly, even casting furtive glances back towards the kitchen to see if anyone was watching. There was.

+++++

"Please, guys, go way. I'm working."

"This your daytime job, puta?" Juan sneered. "When you're not sucking dick?"

Hector laughed like a hyena.

Lauren's stomach knotted. "Seriously, leave me alone."

The men noticed her eyes shifting towards the kitchen.

"What's wrong, senora? That absent husband of yours back there? Perhaps we should go wish him a happy holiday."

Her eyes widened. "No, please."

One of the other volunteers stepped in Juan's way as he tried to go behind the counter. A burly veteran with a long beard, he looked like he could wrest a tire from a gorilla.

"Everyone okay here?"

Juan held up his hands and smiled. "No trouble here, acere." He turned to Lauren. "You want to holla again, pretty girl, you come find us."

Grabbing a couple apples, the Cubans sauntered out of the mission and disappeared, leaving Lauren's hand shaking.

+++++

"Friends of yours?" Corey asked later that evening as he began packing his bags for the morning flight.

"Who's that?" Lauren responded while folding clothes fresh from the dryer. She'd all but forgotten about the Latinos.

"Those boys...from the mission. You all seemed to know each other."

Her brow furrowed, remembering the encounter. "N-n-no," she stuttered, "not really."

"Ah-k. I mean, one of him called you Iowa, so I just thought...oh hey, have you seen my deodorant?"

"I-i-t's under the sink." Lauren's voice was cracking. Doing things with Corey's knowledge was one thing, but cheating was something entirely different. It'd been a mistake not to tell him about turning back-alley tricks with those guys, and the whole of it had weighed heavily on her. She just couldn't do it anymore.

Walking to where her husband was rummaging through toiletry drawers, she leaned against the counter and folded her arms. Corey was startled to see such a dead serious expression on her face.

"What?"

"We need to talk."

+++++

"Jesus Christ, babe," Corey barked, his blood pressure through the roof. "That was incredibly stupid."

"I know, I know. Look, I was drunk. You weren't here..."

He slammed a shoe into the suitcase. "Goddamnit, Lauren, you could have been killed!"

There was little she could say. Everyone was right. There was no defense, it was just a bonehead move.

Corey was pacing now. "Why? You could walk into any bar in this city and..."

"Please calm down. I...I...I guess you have your thing and I have mine."

He stopped and stared at her.

"Selling yourself? I thought that was just a fantasy."

Lauren tilted her head in bewilderment. Of all people...

"Hello? Yours used to be just a fantasy too."

An awkward silence fell over the room. Corey paused. She's not wrong.

Zipping the suitcase shut, he walked over to the closet. Eyes scanned her wardrobe until they landed on a pretty floral spaghetti-strap sundress.

"Here," he tossed it to her, "put this on."

"Why?"

"We're going out."

"But it's Christmas night. Nothing's open."

"We'll take our chances."

+++++

The black SUV ride-share pulled up in front of the 24-hour laundromat.

"You sure you want this address, mac?" the ride-share driver asked a bit suspiciously, mentally noting neither of the fares had brough laundry with them.

Corey hesitated. During Lauren's hooker revelation, he had tried to mentally piece together the approximately location of the infamous alley. But Little Havana was a big place.

"My mistake, can you just drive around a bit?"

The driver turned around and look over the very cracker couple in the backseat. "Gas ain't cheap these days, pal, and I've got other customers waiting. How about you tell me what you're looking for."

"Is there any place hangout around here?"

Lauren looked at her husband curiously but didn't say anything.

"Only a couple places tonight. One's a tavern, and I guaran-fucking-tee you don't want to go there. There's a reason they put in a cop substation across the street. Other joint is a pool hall."

"Billiards it is."

Lauren raised an eyebrow. "Pool? C'mon, let's just go home."

Corey put a finger to his lips and remained stoic. There was something worrisome about his demeaner.

+++++

As the SUV's taillights disappeared around the corner, the couple stood on the sidewalk gazing up at a blinking marquee advertising "Balls of Fun Here". There was hardly a soul on the street, and they felt very, very alone. The only sensible option was to step inside.

With a deep breath, Corey pushed open the doors and stepped through the entrance. Lauren followed, her dress billowing in the warm draft. The hall was small and had just six rather basic tables with ratty purple cloth. The place was empty except for a rather unfriendly-looking Latino blocking another door at the far end the room.

"Can I help you with something?" he of them asked gruffly, clearly annoyed that they were even there.

"Need a table."

"None available," the hairy ogre said flatly.

Corey nodded, noting the non-existent crowd. "I can see that. Sorry, our mistake." He didn't see who he was looking for anyway. Grabbing his wife's hand, he guided them back towards the front.

"Well, well, well."

Lauren squeezed her eyes shut. She knew that voice anywhere.

"Is that you, Iowa?"

Glaring at her husband sideways, she dropped her shoulders in resignation and slowly turned to look see Juan standing in the doorway.

"Hey."

"Good to see you again," the Cuban smiled, moving closer. Another man followed him into the room. "This is Mendo, and you've already met Tajo. Merry Christmas!"

Lauren was silently fuming. "What the fuck are you up to?" she hissed at Corey from the corner of her mouth.

"Just wanted to meet your friends and see what you've been up to while I've been away," he whispered back, grinning. "I deserve that much, don't I?"

The project manager walked slowly to the big Cuban, hands up so the room could see them. He was acutely aware a gun or two may have been trained on him.

"Are you Juan?"

"I am," the Latino answered without hesitation. "And you are?"

"My husband," Lauren blurted out. "And apparently not a very bright one. Please don't hurt him."

Learning this, Juan squared himself to the older man. He'd faced a jealous husband a time or two and knew the situation could go south quickly. Mendo realized this too and placed a hand inside his vest.

"Have you come to do me harm?"

"Did you fuck my wife?" Corey asked matter-of-factly.

Every bit of oxygen was sucked from the room.

Looking at the brunette, Juan weighed his options. He could lie, but seeing as the jinetera had already come clean, that wouldn't help matters. It would simply defer a confrontation to another time. A time when he wouldn't necessarily see it coming. No, it was better to face this now, whatever the outcome.

"Yeah, I was with her. Best pussy I've had in a long time. Only cost me a buck fifty." The words were meant to be inflammatory; if the yanqui was going to get froggy, he'd surely jump then.

When the old man didn't, he added for good measure, "And I took her asshole cherry too."

Corey clenched his jaw but remained under control. He was aware of only the three men, but there could be more. Mendo appeared to still be fingering a firearm. The room was very, very tense. The ball was in Corey's court.

"Care for another go?"

Lauren felt faint, Juan began laughing, and Mendo looked nervous.

"Listen, it's simple. My wife's a prostitute, a whore. But you already know that. I figured with you and your buddies here all alone on Christmas, you might need a little cheer. You get to nut, she gets off, and I make a few bucks to put in the next kettle I see. Whatta say? Five Benjies for the lot of you?"

Lauren's mouth fell open. Her heart raced as the men began to surround her, touching her long black hair.

"Is this true, puta?" Juan asked, tracing a finger along her bare shoulders. "You need more Cuban in your diet?"



"No! Corey, please let's go."

She watched as Corey collected five crumbled one-hundred-dollar bills and stepped towards the cue sticks.

"Go?" he asked, examining the condition of one tip. "You're a whore now, right? Selling what you got in alleys?"

Lauren's mouth was agape, but with her husband talking like a pimp and the men's hands caressing her body, any resistance was rapidly melting away. Deep down, the embers igniting, bringing predicable heat to her pussy.

As Juan led his wife into the back room, Corey stopped and pressed several condoms into her small but sweaty palm. He could see the lust in her eyes. On the surface, she wanted to kill him, but deep down she wanted to cum even more. Looking over her shoulder just before the door closed, Lauren saw a piece of paper flutter to the floor and recognized it as the note he'd given her earlier that evening.

I O U

+++++

Alone among the tables now, Corey flipped the OPEN sign in the front window to CLOSED and sidled up to a table already racked with a standard eight-ball configuration. An eerie silence settled over the hall as he lined up the break. Just as the cue ball struck the 1 ball violently, scattering the others, a huge Cuban cock must've impaled the mom-turned-hooker in the other room, judging from the impassioned cries.

"OH GOD FUCK ME!" was all he could heard above the rear in-window air conditioner.

Corey applied more chalk and thought hard about the next shot.

Four ball in the side pocket.

+++++

"You BASTARD!"

The first water glass whizzed by Corey's head, barely missing on its way to shattering on the apartment drywall behind him. A dish fared the same fate, although that did clip him on the arm.

"What gives you the right to whore me out?" Lauren screamed.

"Shh, the neighbors. It's midnight!"

"Fuck them, and don't hush me, you prick! You specifically led me to the guy I've been trying to avoid for weeks. And then let him and his buddies screw me like a two-bit whore."

"Let them? Uh, you didn't exactly holler rape. Besides, isn't that how your thing? To be sold to the highest bidder?"

"We could've been killed."

"Whoa, hold on. You already did their leader once. If he was going to kill you, he would've done it in that alley."

"It was stupid then and just as stupid now. HOW COULD YOU?"

Corey pulled the phone from his back pocket and shook his head. "And to think I thought I was doing a good thing," he scoffed, pressing play.

"That's it, boys, fuck me." The voice was muffled through the pool hall door, but definitely hers. "Fuck my pussy HARD!"

His wife's eyes widened. "You creep! You recorded me? Again?"

"Relax, it's just audio. Point is, you seemed to be enjoying yourself."

Lauren was seething. If blood could pour from eye sockets, it would have been coming out in buckets.

"Get...out," she hissed.

"What?"

"You heard me. GET OUT," Lauren yelled.

"Oh, c'mon, we've been having such a nice visit."

She ran to the bedroom and ripped all his clothes from the dresser. Dragging the suitcase back to the living room, she opened the apartment's door and threw it into the hallway.

"Leave."

He stared at her. "It's midnight. My flights not until nine."

"Then you'll be there in plenty of time to get there. Now GO!" The anger in her voice was thick and hung heavy.

Corey hesitated, then stepped into the corridor and looked back. Well, here she is, man, in the wild, just what you hoped to see.

"Yeah, okay, I get it."

"Do you?"

Lauren stopped and collected her thoughts. Exhaling slowly, she sashayed over to him in that highly exaggerated walk women have.

"Really? Good, baby, I'm glad. Then you can certainly see how you've turned your loyal, abstemious wife into a full-on whore. That was all your doing, cuck. ALL YOU! You weren't satisfied with me just being a sex kitten, were you? No, you had to turn me out. So, did you enjoy being my pimp?"

"It wasn't like that."

She grabbed a handful of his crotch.

"Hey, be careful there."

"How was it, then, Twisty? I bet this little cock of yours got hard, didn't it? Did you whack off listening to me fuck those real men? Just how many of your pathetic excuses for cum stains is poor Mendo scrubbing off the tables right now?"

"C'mon, I was just..."

"Just what? Seeing how far I'll go? Well, you haven't seen anything yet. Go ahead, go back to Iowa. I'll be just fine. There's a whole town of cock here. You wanna be cucked? Then strap in, baby, I'll cuck you straight to hell. I warned you a long time ago, once that switch is on it might not go off. And baby, that light is blazing bright and hot right now."

"Please, Lauren, don't do this."

"GET...THE FUCK...OUT."

"Lauren..."

"GO!"

The slamming door reverberated down the empty hallway. Two apartments down, a small dog began to bark.

The last thing Corey saw before the gold 23f numbers nearly took off his nose were the tears streaming down his wife's pretty face.

"I love you," he proclaimed softly.

It was 12:03 a.m. Nine hours until his flight. It was going to be a long night on the concourse.

+++++

December 26th. 

Lauren woke the next morning with streaks of mascara on her cheeks. She'd spent most of the night crying. What a horrible way for Corey's visit to end! And after they were having such a good time. Why'd did have to take her to the pool hall? More disturbing yet, why'd didn't she just leave? She wasn't a prisoner, nor did she fear those men.

He's right, I could have just left.

Sniffling and supporting her lower back with one hand, the stiff and very sore office manager shuffled to the bathroom, needing to pee and soak in the tub. Her vagina had endured several rough incursions over the last couple days and needed a break. As the bath filled with hot water, Lauren sat on the toilet and drained her bladder.

Why had she come down so hard on him? Well, on the surface, the answer was easy. She was genuinely pissed at him passing her off on strangers. Under that endearing smile, however, was a man who was hurting. He seemed happiest when she was giving him what he needed.

If he wants to be cucked so bad, then I'm going to redefine the goddamn word.

Call it a twist on tough love.

Pouring herself a cup of coffee, Lauren spied a couple of gifts she'd missed when hastily tossing his shit into the suitcase the night before. Picking up the unopened camcorder, she tore the giftwrapping off admired its high quality. A devious smile crept across her face as she studied the instructions.

The next few weeks will especially fun..

+++++

December 28th. 

Caroline Miller sighed with relief as the Colorado Springs Municipal runway disappeared beneath ominous snow clouds and out of sight. The timing of the next blizzard had been sketchy, creating much anxiety amongst those still on the ground. It appeared now she'd dodged the bullet and was well on her way to sunny Miami to see her mother.

 Mom. Thanksgiving was the last time they were together. To say that weekend ended awkwardly would be an understatement. The shock of seeing her mother having sex in an amateur video was actually more memorable than the scene itself. If she recalled it correctly, there were at least three others, all much younger. Like most children, Caroline had rarely considered the sexual side of her parents. There were just...Mom and Dad. So, it was no wonder that their budding alternative lifestyle had taken her by surprise. Not just because they were her parents, but growing up in Iowa, they'd never been exactly liberal thinking. Church volunteers, PTA, scout leaders, and coaches? Yes. Sex adventurers? Absolutely not. Yet, in many societies it wasn't completely unheard of. Many empty nesters, no longer having to conform to parental norms, sometimes dabbled in atypical and even risky behavior. That being said, having an orgy with kids half her age and filming it might be a stretch, even in the most liberal communities. The worst part about it was that her sister Amelia was right. Mom had left Dad behind and found other lovers to fill the void. The only twist was, it was he who encouraged it.

Dad. Good lord, not only did he watch Mom, he recorded it. That meant her father was a willing and by all accounts enthusiastic cuckold.

Cuckold. Christ, that's fuckin' weird. The man she'd always considered a man's man, an outdoorsman, fisherman, and passionate football fan, was now a guy who liked to passively watch another man get his wife off.

Wow. Just wow.

At least she wasn't cheating on him. And as mature adults, how they expressed their sexuality was their business alone, as long as it didn't infringe on others. Caroline wondered just how often they had been veering from their own bed. Considering they were living apart, that was hard to say. The pics on her mother's social media accounts didn't exactly conjure up images of a lonely woman pining for her husband. Surely at least one of those hot guys had come close to bedding her at some point. And knowing her mom's low tolerance for alcohol, there was a high probability they succeeded.

You just can't make this shit up.

Then there was Uncle Zane. Given what the young Miller knew now, there was a good chance Mom had slept with him when she went out of town at that awards ceremony. Her mother was in great shape and had certainly flaunted her ware's that night in those tight leathers. Plus, her father had vehemently defended the pair for going alone, even pulling off the road to emphasize it.

Me thinks ye protest a bit too much, Papa.

Not that he was her real uncle or anything, just her father's best friend. Even so, the implications were still disturbing. Picking up rando guys was obviously promiscuous, but those hookups were typically without emotion. But bringing a hometown friend into that world was flirting with emotional collateral. A dangerous thing indeed.

Zane. Holy shit, that dream was...quite revealing. Although she'd never fantasized about him before - he was like family, after all - she had to admit his rough and tumble personality was extremely attractive. Her Id's suggestive powers were no doubt at play the night she'd dreamt about giving him head. Perhaps even more disconcerting was that being naked on the bed with her mother seemed natural as a spring rain.

What would Freud say about that?

In hindsight, it was just a dream, and the reality was her mom really does have sex with other people and her Dad finds great pleasure in it. So, just like Caroline would want their support if she chose to change genders or, hah, become a porn star, she too should find it in her heart to support their choices as well.

Besides, maybe I can snag one of Mom's castoffs. That would show that shithead Bernard what he's throwing away! Fucking Jerk!

+++++

It took a while for mother and daughter to warm up to each other. Their initial interaction was clumsy and uncertain, but that was to be expected. Their last get together didn't end well and it took a lot of small talk and a bottle of wine to loosen up. Caroline talked about her work as a high school counselor, one day hoping to use her psychology certification to hang her own shingle. She also mentioned her scoundrel boyfriend and how she had found him in bed with another girl.

"To hell with him, then!" Lauren exclaimed while lifting her wine glass. "He doesn't know what he's losing."

"Exactly!" Caroline agreed, clinking their glasses. For the first time in a long time, the two women felt a solidarity with each other.

After a few more awkward moments, the younger Miller set her wine down and peered cautiously at the elder one across the table. Lauren saw the inquiring look on her daughter's face and knew what was coming.

"People are talking back home, you know."

"Oh, about what?" The feigned ignorance was almost laughable.

"You. What you're up to down here. You can't deny the photos you post online are a little, um, tarty. Some wonder if you're cheating on Dad. There's an air of sympathy for him."

Lauren took a sip of wine. "And what do you think?"

Caroline shrugged. "Well, the optics don't look good, do they? You're living it up in paradise while Dad whiles the hours away alone in the cold."

"You're right. They don't look good. But most people that know us know the situation. We chose to be apart to manage the move. And while your father may be lonesome, he is anything but disconnected. He knows what I'm up to and who I'm with."

"And he digs that?"

Lauren pursed her lips. "More than you know."

"Wow. So, you guys really do have an open marriage?"

"Well, it's not so much open as it is an agreement." Some anxiety crept into the older woman's voice. She wasn't all that comfortable discussing her sex life with her child.

"An agreement where you can have sex with others with his permission? That's so bizarre. He used to get so jealous when guys looked at you."

Lauren really began to fidget. "I'm not sure we should be discussing this. This is between me and your father and what goes on behind closed doors."

Caroline shook her head. "Not to be rude, but I think those doors were opened when I saw the video."

Pouring herself another drink, Lauren sighed. Mothers were supposed to be less the parent to adult daughters and more the friend. She decided to approach this particular discussion from the latter perspective.

"Okay, then. Here goes. First, thank you for not mentioning to your father that you know. Not sure his heart could take knowing you're aware. Second, the jealousy you mentioned is still there, he just channels it into something he considers pleasurable. I don't fully understand it, and even he can't explain it. But whatever it is, it's real."

"Cuckold angst."

Lauren cocked an eyebrow. "Wow, listen to you, miss smarty."

"Psychology major, remember? Plus, I read up on it."

That put a smile on her mother's face. Ever the curious one, she was.

"Mom, it's okay. You guys aren't beholden to anyone. You've given Amelia and me a wonderful childhood and raised us right. We're thankful for that. I've come to terms with however you and Dad want to live your lives. I just want to be part of it."

Lauren raised the other eyebrow and smirked.

Caroline coughed. "Uhhh, you know what I mean. Your lives. I want to be part of your lives."

The women shared a laugh before enjoying another moment of silence, this one way less stressful.

Finally, Lauren piped up. "You were pretty pissed when you saw that film, though."

"Won't deny it. But later I realized, at the end of the day, it doesn't matter what I think, and I'm not going to let that sour our relationship."

Lauren reached out and grasped her daughter's hand. "I'm glad you feel that way."

Caroline smiled and squeezed back. "Me too."

Another minute of quiet came and went before the younger woman pressed on.

"So, Dad enjoys seeing you with others. What's that like? Is this something you want too, or is it all about him?"

"At first it was. Even though we didn't...you know...maybe once a month. And even though his stamina was giving out, I was still content. Menopause kills the desire, so maybe I didn't know any better. But then Max helped take things from fantasy to reality really quick."

"Max?"

Lauren swiped through phone photos until finding one of Max Bemer, owner of Club X. It was of them together, standing outside his bar.

"Seriously? You hooked up with him? God, Mom, he's hot."

A smile flitted across Lauren's face. "Yeah, I guess he is. Thing is, while it may have initially been to satiate your dad, now it's like getting to be the bad girl in high school I never was."

"And Dad's really okay with this?"

"More than okay, he encourages it. I truly believe it's his way to cope with getting older and not being here for me."

Lauren noticeably turned up her nose. "Not that I care."

"What?" Caroline shot back. The distain in her mother's tone was obvious.

"Nothing. We just had a row before he went back to Des Moines."

"I see. Well, I guess we can both be man-haters for the weekend."

"Not all men," Lauren grinned.

Another eruption of laughter. The wine was taking its toll.

"Speaking of which, Mom, it doesn't appear you have any problem pulling them in. I wish I had those choices. I'm so done with that asshole Bernard. Think I could borrow one of your FWBs?"

"Hey now, back off. I'm 48-years-old, its not like the cream of the crop are all knocking at my door. I get the castoffs the 23-year-olds don't want."

Sensing it was time to change the subject, Lauren redirected. "So, what do you want to do today?"

The younger Miller scrunched her face in thought. "Well, seeing as there's a snowstorm back home, I was hoping to get to some of those fabulous beached you have here."

"Oh, that we can do. We're filthy with beaches. Did you bring a suit?"

"Just an old one-piece I had. Going to the pool isn't high on the list of people in mile-high cities."

Lauren shook her head. "One-piece? Um...no. This is Miami. Looks we're going shopping."

+++++

Corey shook off the cold as he set his lunchbox and laptop bag on the kitchen counter. The construction site had shut down early ahead of the New Year's holiday, leading him to pack it in himself. As he shrugged off his coat, he looked around the old house despondently. It was just as big and lonely as when he'd left it that morning. As it would be tomorrow, and the next day, and the next. Nothing ever changed now that Lauren was gone.

Make no mistake. For the past 72 hours, his life had been hell. Between catching up at work and fretting over their argument, he hadn't had time to do anything else. Even the resignation letter sat unopened in the truck's glove compartment with his boss' name on it. The motivation to turn it in just wasn't there.

Selecting a nearly full bottle of bourbon from the pantry, the forlorn project manager plopped into his favorite recliner and kicked off his dusty boots. He swung his feet up onto the coffee table where they landed with a thud. He snickered out loud. Lauren would have torn him a new one for being so careless.

Lauren. God, what the fuck had happened there?

How did things blow up so quickly? SHE was the one fucking half of Miami, not him. And although he had to admit the whole thing was pretty hot, the prostitution fantasy was all hers. All he did was lead her to the water that he thought would quench her thirst. After all, she fucked guys to satiate his thing, right? How was letting her live out her fantasy any different? It was like...a favor...right?

Another shot and a bigger sigh.

Probably should've kept that damn recording to himself, though. It certainly hadn't helped matters any. Yet, it had proven a point. Lauren wasn't raped or forced into anything at that pool hall. And from the sounds on the other side of that door, she had thoroughly enjoyed her time as a paid whore.

He slammed the shot glass down on a side table.

And I'M the bad guy? FUCK THAT.

Sadly, they hadn't spoken to each other since she'd shut the door in his face Christmas night. Not even so much as a text to see if he'd gotten home safely. It had been days now and all calls and messages from him had gone unanswered. That was not like her at all. Am I that much of an asshole? If it hadn't been for Amelia mentioning that she'd talked to her mother yesterday, he would have been deeply concerned for Lauren's welfare.

Two more pours.

Well, at least the trip hadn't been a total loss. He'd gotten to see her in the wild. And how. Blowing that kid on the beach and her antics in the adult bookstore were off-the-chain. Obviously no longer the shy girl in bed who was reluctant to have sex anywhere but a dark bedroom, she had blossomed well beyond Corey's expectations. Her unabashed love for sex now -- and kinky sex to boot - seemed to be a chief motivator in her new life. Something she actively sought out. The caterpillar had turned into a butterfly. A nymphet butterfly, to be sure.



"I'll cuck you straight to hell. I warned you a long time ago, once that switch is on it might not go off. And baby, that light is blazing bright and hot right now."

Those words had cut deep during the cab ride to the airport that night. They sliced through his ears and into his heart like daggers. He barely remembered spending the night on the floor of the concourse or traversing the TSA line. Only when he had settled into the morning flight was he able analyze their bitter conversation. Had she intended the words to hurt or caress? For most men it would have been to hurt, but to those with his kink, context was everything. Given the bitterness of their conversation in which she'd hurled them, they were certainly meant to sting.

Corey's hand shook as he poured a seventh shot. The whiskey was quickly catching up.

Now what?

Did she really intend on dating? There was no doubt his fetish had been talking when he'd suggested such a thing and now he had his doubts. Even though his cock twitched excitedly at the possibilities such a powder keg could bring, the reality was that many men would snatch her up in a heartbeat given the chance. This would make most husband's blood boil, but the thought of losing her just seemed to add to the thrill. Like dangling your hand in the piranha tank, or considering, even for the briefest of seconds while standing atop a tall building, what it would be like to jump. The danger was real, palpable, and very, very arousing.

If Lauren found an emotional connection with one of her trysts, that would certainly take things to another level. The turmoil, jealousy, and envy would be excruciatingly delicious. Even now, the 61-year-old's dick was pressed against his soft cotton boxers, begging to be released.

And yet, how would he ever know she was dating? Corey hoped she would tell him, but who knows how long this silent treatment was going to last? Both of them were bullheaded, and it could go on for a while. He thought about this carefully as he abandoned the shot glass altogether. Only right from the bottle would do today.

Staring at his phone, he suddenly remembered how much Lauren used social media. Hmm. Having never used it before, he fumbled through the app store and downloaded those he remembered as being the "big three." It took him a while -- and a bit more bourbon -- but he was finally able to register and get accounts opened for each. From there, it didn't take him long to find his wife's public profiles. It's amazing how sophisticated the search features are these days. Within seconds, her past public posts began to appear. He gasped when seeing what others had been telling him about for so many months. Snaps on the beach with the friends she'd been slowly accumulating. Selfies with neighbors as they drank wine and watched the sunset. Photos of her at various nightclub, many with men who were taking various liberties with their hands. Surely there had been many more opportunities to sleep with guys than Lauren had ever alluded to. And surely, she had. This then is what everyone else had been seeing. Their friends, parishioners...everyone. Everyone but him. The butterfly was making the rounds for all to see. And what must they think of me?

Depressed, but aroused, his fingers reached down and unsnapped his jeans. Flipping to a pic of her dancing cheek to cheek in a bar with a younger guy, his hand inched further towards his crotch until it enveloped his trembling dick.

If this was her public posts, then what are the private ones like? He pressed the option to send a friend request, not knowing if it would ever be accepted.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

It was now late afternoon, and with the locals returning from the Christmas holiday and tourists always abound, real estate on South Beach was again at a premium. By the time the women found a small patch of sand to spread their blankets, they were ready to enjoy a drink and soak up some sun.

Caroline shimmied out of her tee and short shorts, her long legs and youthful body garnering more than a few looks from passersby on the beach. Bustier than her mother, she was close to spilling out of the new yellow two-piece they'd purchased down the street. Below, her ass cheeks weren't faring much better as the high waist bottoms could barely contain them.

Lauren stripped off her street clothes and turned a few heads herself. Nearly identical from afar, their bust size made all the difference. Why her daughters had grown bigger was a mystery indeed, she didn't care. Less for gravity to work with. After handing her daughter a seltzer, the 48-year-old bent over and straightened out an unruly beach towel. Caroline smiled, amused at the surreptitious looks her mom was getting from the men around them. She had to admit, although mama had some miles on her, she was still one very sexy broad.

"Can you do my back," the younger of the two asked, laying on her belly.

Squirting out a glob of cream from the long tube, Lauren began to spread it evenly across the 27-year-old's skin, rubbing the greasy concoction in a circle until it blended in. When she reached Caroline's waist, she used a pinky finger to push aside the top band of the bottoms to avoid stains. That's when the Iowan mother noticed something that forever changed the way she thought of her daughter. There, nestled in the valley just above the crevice of her very pale ass cheeks, was a permanent tattoo of an ace of spades. It was small and inconspicuous, but interesting, nonetheless.

The older woman cocked an eyebrow. Since Caroline wasn't much of a card player, the implication was clear. Hmm. Should she even mention it? After all, the girl was almost thirty and surely had her share of sexual experiences by now. Yet, curiosity got the best of her.

"You, eh, been hanging out with your Uncle Zane and his prison buddies?"

Caroline raised her head off the towel, with a questioning expression.

"Prison buddies? What are you talking about?"

"That's some interesting ink down there."

"Oh that," the girl responded nonchalantly. "Bikers aren't the only ones with tattoos, Mom."

"Uh huh."

A few minutes passed while the women laid on their respective blankets enjoying the warm rays, both feeling the elephant on the beach that was standing above them. Finally, Caroline couldn't take it anymore.

"It's exactly what you think."

Lauren popped an eye open, shielding it from the sun. "Oh, okay," she replied airily. "I didn't know you dated black men."

"Just the cute ones. Does that bother you?"

That caused Lauren to pause. Did it? Not really, I guess. Neither she and Corey had ever been intentionally racist, nor had the topic of the girls dating other races ever come up. Like most parents, they just wanted their kids to be happy.

"Honestly, I don't know. Never really thought about it. Can't speak for your father."

"Given what you and he have been doing, I'm guessing his attitude towards sexual preferences is pretty lax these days."

"Fair point."

Lauren tried to remember but couldn't recall seeing a picture of Caroline's most recent boyfriend. "So, is Bernard black?"

The girl flipped over onto her back and inched down the small bikini bridge of her bottoms.

"Yes."

Another pregnant moment.

"Um, does he..."

"Yes, mother, and every inch of the rumors are true."

"I was going to ask if he lived close to you."

"Oh."

The two giggled beneath their dark sunglasses a bit too loud as the warm sun continued to bake their skin.

This was going to be a fun visit.

+++++

Fifteen hundred miles away, Zane stepped from a borrowed car and pulled his leather jacket tight around his neck. Since Abby had taken the truck in the divorce, his only ride was Betsy, and tooling around on two wheels in Iowa's twenty-degree weather was not something his aging bones could handle. It sucked getting old.

Walking to the front of the house, the mechanic looked for signs of life. There were none, beyond a couple ladders propped up against the sides where Corey appeared to have been scraping away some old paint. He rang the doorbell, hoping his estranged friend would answer.

Inside, the Miller patriarch was still browsing through his wife's social media pictures and stroking his cock absentmindedly.

Fap, fap, fap.

He was just about ready to ramp it up and bring it home when the doorbell rang.

Are you fucking kidding me? Really?

Struggling to get out of the recliner, the very intoxicated project manager stuffed a stiff dick back into his jeans and grabbed the nearly empty whiskey bottle. It would make a damn fine weapon if he needed it.

"Corey, it's me. Open up, it's colder than a witch's tit out here."

Zane could see a dim figure through the frosted sidelights, just feet away.

"C'mon, man, I know you're in there. Why you been ignoring me? I thought we were tight."

Nothing now.

"Look man, it's not like I hit on her behind your back. You set me up, Cors and I only did what you wanted me to, right?"

Still nothing.

"Why didn't you just ask me? I would have gladly obliged you both. I've always thought she's a stone-cold fox. We could have hooked up on your couch for all I care."

Beating off had left Corey's cock hard, and it suddenly twitched again. Always?

"Buddy, listen, I just want us to go back to the way we were. Fishing, seeing a varsity game. It's no big deal, man. We've shared a lot of things, right? It's just sex."

He could see the shadow move again.

"I get it though. You dig when other guys are with her. Whatever. I don't think anything less of you. Passing around the ol' lady isn't anything new with the crowd I ride with."

Zane again listened intently. Not hearing anything, he pounded on the door. "What the FUCK, dude? I'm trying to work things out here. You think this isn't awkward for me too? What do I have to do to get your attention?"

The motion on the other side suddenly got fainter. It was walking away.

The biker punched the doorframe in frustration twice in rapid succession, then immediately regretted it as his knuckles began to bleed.

"SHIT!"

Rubbing his hand, he walked sideways back down the sidewalk to his ride, occasionally turning to see if the door had opened. When it didn't, Zane back quickly out of the driveway and barked the tires as the car sped from of the quiet neighborhood, his middle finger prominently displayed out the window and above the roof of the car.

+++++

Lauren and her visiting daughter had a quiet Thursday evening, strolling up and down the downtown boulevard and eventually stopping in for dinner at the Taffy Snapper. Both enjoyed cooling off with some ice-cold beverages and laughed about their afternoon beach outing, especially the attention they both got from bulging jerk jocks looking to strike up a conversation. Nearly all had assumed the girls were sisters which neither tried to dispel. Caroline past the time by sippubg a gin and tonic and flipping through candid photos she'd snapped that day.

Of particular interest were ones of Lauren with a couple muscle-bound meatheads that had "just happened by". Never before had the younger woman seen men fawning over her mother like that. Sure, she'd grown up watching heads turn here and there, especially at school functions when her smartly dressed mother had come right from work. Thinking back, even her dad's friends did a little leering, though she was quite sure Dad himself was oblivious. Yes, today had provided Caroline a unique view into Lauren Miller, sexy temptress, rather than Lauren Miller, PTA mom. And strangely, being part of that didn't feel strange at all.

"Oh, now this one was cute," she remarked to her mother. "He was drooling all over you. Want to post them?"

Lauren shook her head. "Nah, those guys are oafs. Muscles like that are a dime a dozen down here."

"Well, not where I live," Caroline commented wistfully. "And they seem to be everywhere. But I get ya. Besides, Dad would probably freak. Good thing he doesn't have a clue as to what social media is."

Lauren tapped her phone. "Don't be so sure. I just received some friend requests from him this afternoon."

"From Dad? Really? Wow, he's getting trendy in his old age. If that's true, then he's already seen the pics that has everyone back home questioning your fidelity. The public ones, anyway."

"My fidelity?" the Iowan wife asked mockingly. "I'll have you know that was all just innocent fun. It's not like I'm naked or anything."

"Yah, you keep telling yourself that. And you have to admit, some are pretty damn risque."

Lauren thought back to what her friends Gail and Ellen had ask her during the recent Thanksgiving visit. "You sampling the local cuisine, girlfriend?" That made her smile.

"Hey, I get it," Caroline pledged, leaning in. "You want a clean break, a new life and all that. But what about Dad? What do you think he'll do when he sees them?"

Lauren rolled her eyes, knowing exactly what her husband would do. And he'd use half a box of tissues doing it. Caroline chortled. It didn't take a sledgehammer to interpret that sigh and eye roll.

"Seriously, Mom?"

Lauren smirked. "He's a man. What can I say?"

A look of concern flickered momentarily across the girl's face. "But you still love him, right? I mean, this game you guys play, it is just sex...right?"

"Honey, I can assure you still love your father. He's started this, and it was through his eyes I saw what I've been missing. It's like an auto dealer letting you park your aging Pinto every once in a while, and drive the Ferrari. I still love that Pinto very much and intend on dying behind that wheel."

"And you both truly enjoy this arrangement?"

Lauren nodded. "Yeah, it can be very exciting and kinky. More than I expected."

Caroline sat quietly, sipping her drink, thinking pensively. Slowly, a sly smile crept across her face.

"So, let's send him these pics then."

Lauren squinted. The booze and the sun must have addled the poor girl's brain. Was she really offering to help cuck her own father?

"I...I don't know. You do realize what you're saying?"

"C'mon, it's just innocent fun, remember? If he truly likes to be teased, then why not? Isn't that pretty much what you've been doing all along? And you want to stay in the limelight, right? I mean, you said it yourself, he's a man. Better to keep his wife in his headlights than someone back home."

"Well, I can see our college money has clearly paid off. Are you psychoanalyzing our situation right now, Missy?"

Between Chloe's armchair psychiatry and Caroline's professional critique, Lauren felt sufficiently and unequivocally evaluated. Draining the Long Island Tea, she looked across the table at her daughter. As fucked up as it sounded, the girl was right. The perv would have his dick out within seconds of getting the snaps. Still, they couldn't come from her. She was maintaining radio silence with Corey right then.

"No worries," Caroline smirked again, loading a message to her dad from her phone. First, a couple photos of his sweet, innocent daughter waving. Then both women together cheek to cheek. And finally with the meatheads. Pushing the device across the table, she uttered a soft maniacal laugh that was very similar to her mother's.

Hi Daddy! Me and mom had a great time at the beach today. We met some new friends today. A couple guys were sweet on Mom too. Isn't that funny? Wish you were here! Love you!

Lauren couldn't help but crack a smile and shake her head. Apparently, her daughter was just as twisted as she. With a cackle of her own, she nodded and pressed the blue arrow to send the text.

"I'm so going to hell for this."

+++++

After successfully avoiding Zane Picardo, and overcoming the blue balls his drive by caused, Corey heated up leftovers, then returned to his favorite recliner. There he resumed rifling through his wife's social media posts. To the casual observer, one might think these were just fun-filled photos of male friends, uncles and nephews. But he knew better, and so did her friends here in Des Moines. They weren't stupid.

Looking good, girl, some had posted.

Better get down there fast, Corey! another urged.

Not before I do! his good friend Sean had replied tongue-in-cheek.

Sean? Really?

He took his dick out to finish what the biker had interrupted earlier. Just as he finished applying some lube, a text from his daugther appeared on screen. A nice greeting followed by snapshots. Some were of the girls together, then Lauren on a beach, in her bikini, with what appeared to be several bodybuilders. The kind of shitheads that lived off of their parents' money while drinking mineral water and lifting all day, instead of contributing to society.

 We met some new friends today. A couple guys were sweet on Mom too. Isn't that funny?

A dark, sick feeling tightened his stomach even as his limp dick began to grow exponentially in his hand.

Funny?

Surely Lauren wasn't flirting with these guys while Caroline was around? Good god, the girls looked nearly identical, oiled up in their skinny bikinis. The only real differences were breast size, a few facial wrinkles, and varicose veins. And guess who had the latter? Still, the pull they had individually would be incredible, but together, off-the-chain.

Unlike daughter Amelia, the reserved one, liberal Caroline hadn't completely condemned her parents for wanting to have fun. "You guys are empty nesters now," she had said the night her sister was gunning for Lauren. "Why not have some fun? If that means wearing sexy clothes and topless beaches, then so be it."

So it wasn't a complete stretch that mother had confided in daughter and they were forming some sick, budding collusion. Right?

Corey began to stroke faster.

A girl in her late 20s embracing her mother's new, decadent lifestyle, especially given she was young and restless herself!

Fap, fap, fap.

Lauren and Caroline out on the town, being hit on by a cornucopia of virulent men. The latter laughing...tolerating and encouraging it.

So naughty...so...

Fap, fap, fap.

His wife behind a club in a dark alley, blowing a stranger. Caroline dancing with abandon inside, knowing her mom was on her knees, cheating on her dad.

The semen was bubbling just below the surface now and Corey could feel his heart tearing in two. He desperately looked for the sock. Too late, it was on the floor.

Oh shit! Oh Lauren! Oh god!

Huge spasms hit the lonesome husband's body as he writhed in the recliner, mouth open and lips trembling while images of his daughter walking into the alley to find her mother's face being painted seared his mind. The first blast of the thick, conjured cum rocketed through the air and landed across the leather arms of the chair, striping it with its whiteness. The remaining jizz simply flowed lazily from the tip, not unlike a gentle landscaping bubbler found in landscaping, eventually running down the short length of his cock and into his hands.

Corey sat breathlessly trying to comprehend the debased, wicked, and borderline immoral thoughts that had just caused him to have one of the best jerk off sessions ever.

There's no doubt about it, he thought, wiping away the sticky liquid that was beginning to drip onto the chair's seat.

I am definitely going to hell for this.

+++++

December 29th

+++++

The Miller girls spent the next day lounging by the apartments' rooftop pool and open-air bar, sampling various wines while remaining vigilant for any eye candy that happened to walk by. By three o'clock, a nice crowd had thickened to include those unfortunate enough to have had to work earlier. Lauren was just drifting off in the reclining chaise when she heard Caroline groan. Cracking her eyes, she saw her daughter gazing over the bridge of some ridiculously oversized sunglasses, intently eyeing something behind her mother.



"We sure don't have those in The Springs," the younger woman observed, a grin spreading across her face.

Lauren groaned too, only for completely different reasons. Tommy Myers and Tony Reed, best friends and local fraternity brothers, had apparently just returned from holiday family obligations out-of-state. Making the rounds with the young crowd scattered across the pool deck, the boys pressed flesh and shot handguns at those they knew. Tommy, lucky enough to have wealthy parents to foot the bill for his own adjoining suite, often had Tony over as a guest. It certainly wasn't a surprise Caroline had noticed these two. The 21-year-olds were undeniable bronze Adonis', and neither had lost their tan while up north. College athletes, they were in tip-top condition, bearing chiseled six-packs and broad shoulders. Each was a stud in his own right, and Lauren would know. Both had fucked her to within inches of her life. Twice.

Pussy hounds by trade, it didn't take long for the boys to notice the two women along the back of the pool. Unaware of her mom's connection with the hunks walking their way, Caroline quickly fluffed her hair and flashed the pearly whites her parents hadtaken a loan out for years ago. Lauren nervously introduced the young men to her daughter, and it was an awkward moment to be sure, as she wasn't sure what was going to come out of their mouths. To her relief, they were nothing but courteous and respectful, speaking to her casually like one might to a neighbor or acquaintance. Thankfully, not like a MILF they'd recently brought to screaming orgasms.

Without being asked, the boys sat down and carried on the conversation. The four had a pleasant conversation about the weather, winter break, and discussed the younger Miller's first trip to Miami. Tommy mentioned he had recently been skiing in Aspen, and that was all it took. Skiing was one of Caroline's passions. While those two talked slopes, Tony began rubbing Lauren's shoulders, deep massaging her clavicle. A low but audible moan escaped her when he dug in with powerful fingers, loud enough to briefly distract her daughter. The older woman relished the hot breath on her neck, and remembered how the boy's lengthy tool had driven her crazy.

"Your daughter's hot, just like you," he whispered in her ear discreetly. "I bet she's a great fuck, just like her slutty mommy."

Lauren caught and held her breath.

"Looks like Tommy boy is well on his way to hittin' that thang too."

She shook her head inconspicuously. The idea of Caroline having the same lover was too wicked, too depraved.

"No."

"Relax, wouldn't be the first guy to tap a mother and daughter," Tony chuckled quietly. "That wimpy husband of yours still out of town? You wanna go play again?"

"Dudes, get your asses over here!" one of their friends called to them, holding a bottle of Fireball in his hands.

Tommy acknowledged the liquor and bid Caroline goodbye. As with mom before her, he was equally attracted to this younger version. Perhaps he'd get a chance to get to know her better later.

Tony gave Lauren one final knuckle rub and stood.

"You going to Carter's party later?" he asked.

She vaguely remembered an invite from the wealthy businessman a week ago in some group chat.

"Is that tonight? I don't know, maybe." Lauren nodded at her daughter. "Depends on what she wants to do."

"Who wouldn't want to party in a kazillionaire's penthouse? Whatever. 'til we meet again, Juliet," Tony clucked before heading back to his friends.

The way Caroline had to pick her tongue up off the pool deck left no doubt the women would be heading up to the 31st floor before the night was over.

+++++

Lauren dropped the fluffy towel and stepped towards the shower, exchanging places with Caroline who slipped out from behind the fogged glass, water dripping from her soft skin. Mom had to admire the girl's still tight body, void from the ravages of two child births and the presence of the dreaded varicose veins. The tattoo just above her ass crack was actually kind of cute and told the tale. Parents are always the last to know, right? The older woman shuddered at the thought of a muscular dark chocolate specimen hovering over baby girl's lily-white body and driving his cock deep. It flustered, but not in the way one would expect. Lauren had of course heard the legends and seen interracial porn. It wasn't prejudice she felt; it was more like...jealousy. Yet, the fact that her daughter preferred the company of black men wasn't the most interesting revelation of the day. In this day and age, who really cared? That was benign compared with the willingness to actually champion her father's kink.

It seems there was a lot that Lauren and Corey didn't know about their daughter.

+++++

Caroline swung her carryon onto her mother's bed and rummaged through its side pockets for hairpins. Damn. Had she really left the whole baggie back home on the bathroom counter? Mom has to have some somewhere.

Opening the first dresser drawer, her hands moved around some very racy lingerie. Were these all for her father or...?

Wow, not what she was expecting.

Moving to a lower drawer, she found tiny, multicolored thongs, and below them...oh my god...that's the biggest vibrator I've ever seen.  Caroline had a couple herself, of course, what girl didn't? But hers were sleek, modern, and efficient. Nothing like this monstrosity.

Holy shit, Mom, she mused with a smirk. Pound for pound, it was bigger than as some of her own former lovers, and that was saying something. "Can you really take this?"

Needing to find those pins, she extended the search to the vanity and then the end tables. Pulling open one small drawer at a time, she stopped a sight that made her snicker.

Thrust 'n' Pop! XL for Large Men.

Caroline nodded her approval. Impressive, but surely not for her father. She had never seen him completely naked, but somehow she didn't think he had what it took to fill these hockey pucks.

So this isn't just some erotic game they're playing.

Next to the condoms was a small jewelry box sitting neatly in its lid. A thin and dainty ankle bracelet lay nestled on a white bed of cotton. The young woman fingered the jewelry carefully, noticing the two charms dangling from it in fancy script. "H" and "W". A handwritten note confirmed it was from her father. "Love, Corey."

"Ohhhh, Mommy Dearest," the youngster said to herself softly, closing the drawer and heading back to the bathroom. The reality of her parents' relationship suddenly hit and it was a poignant moment, as evidenced by the dazed look on her face.

"Finding everything okay?" Lauren asked, stepping from the shower and patting the water from deeply tanned shoulders.

Caroline let go a small, distant chuckle.

"Yeah, Mom. Miami seems to have a treasure chest of surprises around every corner."

+++++

A blast of artic air whistled through the old house as Corey worked feverishly to fix the out-of-plumb kitchen door before every BTU in the universe escaped through his little portal to the North Pole. It had been on the house prep list and had finally decided to attack it. Why he had picked a fifteen-degree day was beyond him.

After setting the hinges and reinstalling the pins, the construction manager stood back and assessed the correction. Right as rain, he congratulated himself. One more thing to check off.

As he loaded up his toolbox his phone chirp, signaling an incoming text. Like a teenager girl waiting for a call on a Friday night, he sprinted to the other room, hoping it was from Lauren. A quick glance at the home screen dashed any hopes of that. Not that hearing from his kid was a disappointment - he was always happy to hear from them - it's just that he wished at some point the silent treatment would end.

CAROLINE: Going to a party here in the building. Sounds like fun. Heading out soon. I love Miami!

A new photo appeared next. Corey pinched the screen and enlarged it. A selfie of both women's faces, slightly angled, but a tad bit blurry. The second photo showed the girls together again, only this time posing in Lauren's bedroom. Caroline looked her stunning self, donning a pair of Daisy Dukes, a stretchy pink bandeau tube top, and, true to her Colorado spirit, brown mid-calf cowgirl boots. Lauren had donned white high-waisted button-fly skinny jeans that hugged her thin waist. With no belt, a simple black bodysuit that fit snuggly against her tiny breasts, and black strappy heels, she looked heavenly. Even in the photo, her puffy nipples were discernable through the formfitting top. There was no doubt; mother and daughter were dressed to kill...and attract.

CAROLINE: Doesn't Mom look hot? She says white pants are your favorite. Love ya!

Corey felt the growing pit in his stomach rise to a lump in his throat. Maybe he was just being paranoid, but there seemed to be something very odd about all this. A bit dizzy, he wavered slightly, and sank onto a bench by the deck.

I love you, too.

+++++

Jack Carter's 31st floor penthouse apartment was a short ride from the 23rd floor and the party was in full swing by the time the Miller girls arrived. Like the host, most of the guests were in their fifties and didn't live in the building, such as Wayne Pickens, his professional photographer friend. Others were neighbors, like the shy Luke, the 100-pound twig from 15b from the gym. Jack immediately greeted the two lovelies and made sure he left them with drinks in hand before having to scurry off and deal with the caterer.

The women floated around the two-level apartment and found mingling to be easy. People tend to draw other beautiful people into their conversations, and there was no lack of that. Later, they spoke with Wayne, listening to his latest exploits while on safari in Africa. He pointed out some of Jack's friends who were in attendance, many of them considered to be the real movers and shakers of the Magic City. A few simply nodded hellos as they walked by, others stopped to discuss possibly bankrolling the photographer's next expedition. They were impressed at how he was making a difference in the world by calling attention to the plight of exotic animals. It was evident these men were very powerful and were hardly discreet as they gave the two dark-haired beauties appreciative once overs. They didn't have to be and knew it.

After some time, the pair took their drinks to the large balcony, quite aware of the eyes that followed them as they glided through the crowd.

"Wow, a lot of sharks in these waters," Caroline giggled, looking out over the city's bright lights.

"Well, is there any wonder with those Daisy Dukes?" Lauren shot back.

"Um, yeah that ass of yours isn't helping us blend in much, either."

"What, this lard?" the older Miller laughed, sticking out her rear.

"T-t-the cit-city's beautiful at night, isn't it?" a timid voice interrupted them. It was almost imperceptible above the party music.

The girls turned to see the neighbor from the 15th floor.

"Why, hello there," Lauren politely returned the gretting. "It's Luke, right?"

"Yes, 15b," the skinny resident replied, extending a weak handshake. He was astonished that such a gorgeous creature would actually remember his name.

Lauren introduced Caroline and the three stood in awkward silence, smiling at each other. It was becoming more uncomfortable by the second. Finally, Luke cleared his throat.

"Well, I just wanted to say hi."

Both women wiggled their fingers at him. "Hi!" they said in unison, waiting for him to say more.

"Well, bye," Luke said nervously, his mind drawing a blank. That always happened to him in the presence of pretty girls.

They watched in pity as the milquetoast turned to leave. Then surprised them by stopping abruptly.

"Say, uh, Lauren. I know you're new to town. Fairly new, anyway. If you ever need someone to show you around, just...just let me know."

"Why, Luke, are you asking me out?" Lauren flashed a huge smile. From his demeanor she knew that had to have taken an incredible amount of courage.

The color drained from the bashful man's face. He looked down and saw her wedding ring.

"NO!" he exclaimed, a little too fast and a little too loud. It startled even him. "I mean, not that I wouldn't, you know, ask you out, but you're m-m-married. Oh boy."

"Relax," Lauren let him off the hook. "I know what you mean. And thank you. I might need some pointers."

Luke nodded rapidly, then shuffled off into the apartment.

"Wow, scoop to nuts," Caroline needled, referring to the wide range of men that had chatted up her mother during her short visit.

"You have no idea."

"Oh, I might," the younger woman's eyes lit up. "Don't look now, but your young admirers just joined the party."

Lauren followed her daughter's gaze through the floor-to-ceiling-windows and into the apartment's spacious living room. There, speaking with their gracious host, were Tony and Tommy, both with wide grins, pumping Jack's hand.

"Mine? Seems to me you and my neighbor hit it off quite well at the pool."

Caroline rolled her eyes. "Well, duh. I mean, mm-hmm, just look at him. He skis too."

"And a gymnast."

The girl's grin got bigger. "Even better."

After grabbing drinks and saying hello to other guests, some they didn't even know, the young men made their way to the balcony, thrilled again to see the sexy mother and daughter leaning against the railing. Lauren began to fidget. Caroline did not yet know the connection between her mom and the two boys...and she preferred to keep it that way.

Like before, the confident studs were cordial and polite. No leering or innuendos, just pleasant small talk. After a while, Caroline and Tommy began talking slopes and equipment again, and eventually drifted off under the auspices of getting more drinks. Tony took the opportunity to lean on the iron railing and pulled Lauren to him.

"So, you know what happened the last time we were at one of Jack's parties," he smirked.

Lauren squirmed a bit but left his hands on her waist. "Yeah, and we made a mess of his bed."

"Guess we better be more conscientious this time."

She laughed at his confidence. "This time? You're sure of yourself, aren't you?"

"Is there anyway else to be?"

"Well, that isn't happening. My daughter is here, in case you haven't noticed."

Tony nodded at his friend and Caroline through the windows. They had roosted at the bar inside and were very animated, laughing at something hilarious. "Well, I prefer the original, but my boy certainly has noticed the dot one release."

Looking out at the balcony, Caroline happened to look up and see Lauren and Tony hugging each other. The boy had both arms wrapped tightly around her mother and from the contented smile on her face, she had no intention of fleeing. The quick picture taken by the younger women went unnoticed by the couple outside. A pang of nostalgia poked ominously at Caroline's heart. As she reviewed the photos, for just the briefest of moments, it was her father there holding her Mom, not Tony, and the 1995 version of Lauren was laughing at his stupid jokes like she had for decades. That was the mom she and Amelia knew. But that was then and this is now. It reminded her of an old Don Henley song, Don't look back, you can never look back.

Downing the rest of her drink, she opened the message and typed a message. She added the photo of Tony and her mom. Hesitating for just a second, she hit the send button.

At the party. Great view, great drinks, special people!

WHOOSH.

On the balcony, Lauren was wiggling out of Tony's grasp. "I have to pee."

The frat boy watched intensely as pushed him away and cut through the crowd, her mature trim hips bouncing up and down in fine fashion.

That is one hot piece of ass.

+++++

Corey stoked the fireplace with another log and slid behind his home office desk to flesh out a to-do list for selling the house. Anything to forget that his wife and daughter were heading out to some stupid party eons away. They had looked really hot and ready to party, and although there wasn't any evidence it was anything more than a standard girls' night out, he had to admit he'd let his imagination get the best of him when he jerked off to Lauren's picture earlier.

Ding!

Another message from Caroline.

Pics of their dinner, no doubt. Why do kids do that?

Choosing between his spreadsheet and opening the message, he gave in and grabbed his phone.

Oh, man.

There were photos, that much was certain, but they were not of sushi rolls and sweet deserts. They were of something far more sinister. And rousing. The first was a candid shot of Caroline with that cocky neighbor kid Tommy. The second showed Lauren on a veranda in the arms of his cocky buddy, Tony.

A sickness grew in Corey's stomach. Normally, this sort of thing would excite him. But not involving his princess, no way. He'd been young once and knew guys like these punks wanted only one thing. And it wasn't wholesome conversation.

Why baby? Why would you send me these?

The WHY was key here. Lauren didn't seem to be aware the picture had been taken, so either Caroline was trying to be helpful and warn him of some pending infidelity...or...

No. Surely not. That would mean she knew. The possibility that she'd one day find out had crossed his mind a time or two, but he'd always suppressed it. Had Lauren let it slip like she'd done with Zane? Was his baby girl angry? Hurt? Or conversely, complicit?

There was no way of knowing for sure, of course. Not tonight. Corey lay his head down on the keyboard and closed his eyes. The burning logs crackled to match a funny flutter in his chest that had recurred over the last couple weeks and just wouldn't go away. A cardiologist might have recommended that he seek medical attention, but he chose to ignore that possibility. It was just him in that big house, all alone with the drafty rafters, a raging fire, and a picture of his smiling wife's ass being groped by a snot-nosed kid.

Fuck me.

+++++

"You smoke?" Tommy asked the older Caroline, revealing a small vape pen in his palm.

"I live in Colorado, what do you think?" the girl grinned. "Fire it up, let's see what Miami has to offer."

"Not here," he warned. "Too many boomers. Never trust anyone over thirty." He'd heard that somewhere and it seemed apropos in the midst of Jack's older acquaintances.

"Hey, I'm almost thirty!" Caroline protested. "Don't you trust me?"

Grabbing her hand, Tommy pulled the brunette to her feet and headed for the stairs. "We'll see."

At the top of the highly polished chrome steps, Caroline looked down the second level hallway and paused as they passed by an open door to a sitting room. Beyond that was a lavish master bedroom, replete with a large round bed and red velour comforter. An odd feeling of deja vu seized her, although she knew she'd never actually been there before.

Strange.

"Down here," Tommy tugged at her elbow, guiding them into a smaller, less opulent room with a simple overstuffed sofa. Ducking inside, he took out the pen and took a hit, handing it to the smiling tourist. "It's not Rocky Mountain weed, but it'll do."

+++++

Lauren flushed the toilet, washed her hands, and checked her makeup. To say she was a bit uneasy about the situation was an understatement: at a party with two former wet-behind-the-ears lovers, one of whom was chatting up her daughter. It was not something you'd find how to handle in any parenting handbook, ever. Knowing the boys' reputations, Tommy wasn't going to settle for talking about the latest skiing trends, and Tony wasn't just going to disappear. It was time for another drink.



She yelped in surprise upon opening the door to find Tony standing there. He pushed her back into the small powder room and latched the lock.

"Hey, wha tha..."

The young man clasped one hand over Lauren's mouth and pushed her up against the wall, almost knocking off a painting. With the other, he cupped her crotch, and pressed his fingers into the prominent camel toe.

"Tell me to stop," Tony impugned the struggling Iowan wife, kissing her neck. "Go ahead, tell me to stop and I'm out of here."

He could feel the heat between Lauren's legs flare and her resistance fade. She ripped her face away from the lad's stifling hand and found his mouth, kissing him deeply, their tongues dancing between tightly coupled lips. Hands explored each other's bodies frantically, like a couple of teenagers just discovering the opposite sex.

Tony wrapped that shiny black hair around a fist and began guiding her onto very shaky knees. Although taken by surprise, she looked up at him with much desire as she descended, licking her ruby reds.

"That's it, baby, suck my..."

The rattling doorknob rudely broke their concentration.

"Anyone in there? I'd rather not have to go upstairs."

They recognized the voice as that of their host. Jack was about to knock when the couple appeared from behind the door.

"Oh, hi there, Jack," Lauren smiled meekly, quickly whisking by the entrepreneur.

Tony wasn't so lucky. Carter caught his arm as he too tried to escape.

"Discretion is the better part of valor, son. There are a lot of important people here. Grab a room, okay? I trust you know where they're at."

Tony nodded, watching over the businessman's shoulder as Lauren began to climb the stairs to the upper level.

"Yeah, chief, sure. I know where."

+++++

A round of coughing echoed down the hallway.

"So, you're saying that Vail is cooler than Aspen?" Tommy asked while trying to hold in a hit.

"In terms of history, yeah, it's fly," Caroline patted her chest, trying to exhale a large plume of smoke.

"I think you're high," Tommy joked.

"I think you're right!"

The 21-year-old scooted closer and slipped an arm around the shoulders of the stone-cold fox.

"You know what else I think?"

"What's that?"

"You're hot as fuck."

Caroline searched the young boy's eyes. "Well, what are you gonna do about that?"

Moments later, like his friend a few minutes earlier with this beauty's mother, Tommy had his tongue down the throat of a Miller girl, eager hands kneading her chest through the thin tube top.

He was delighted that Junior appeared to be as easy as her mother.

+++++

Tony entered the master bedroom to find Lauren on the Las Vegas style bed, reclining on her elbows.

"Well, here we are again," she grinned.

"You remember."

"How could I forget?"

"Well, that much is true," the young man grinned, brushing his fingertips against his chest in mock arrogance.

"You'll also recall then that I'm somewhat of a package deal," she offered.

"Yeah? What's that mean?"

He spied a phone propped up on the nightstand, an image of the bed flickering on its screen.

"Ah, the wimp hubby."

Lauren stiffened. "Mind your manners. He's not a wimp."

"Okay, the cuck."

"I'll give you that."

A pregnant silence fell over the room.

"Sooo, are you recording us?"

"Not without your permission." Unlike some people, she thought.

The college athlete eyed the device warily. It wasn't like he was ever going to play for the Dolphins, but sex vids had been the downfall of a lot of guys.

"I don't know."

Lauren smiled and eased off the comforter. Tony watched warily as the she rose to her feet, all five-feet-something of her sleek mature frame screaming sex. The nipples on her still firm tomato-sized breasts poked through the ribbed material of the black bodysuit, aching to be touched. His legs began to tremble as the sweet scent of her perfume fanned the growing fire down below. The kid's brow furrowed. He didn't know if she was simply retrieving her phone or leaving.

"Wait," Tony blurted out, putting a hand on her shoulder. "You want to put on a show, right?"

Lauren's gaze went to his hand, then to his dark eyes. She nodded.

He walked to where the phone was. Looking back at the sensuous vixen, he pressed the record button and angled the screen towards the bed. For what seemed like hours, he stood there, motionless. A sly smile finally crossed Lauren's face and he returned the grin. Without warning, the boy's right hand shot out and grabbed her neck, pinching it hard between his thumb and index finger. Her smile faded; his did not.

"What do you want, bitch?"

Lauren could only manage clucking noises.

"WHAT...IS...IT...YOU...WANT?"

"Fuh me."

"WHAT?"

"I want...I wa you to...fuh me."

Tony looked over his shoulder at the camera. "Did you hear that, old dude? Your whore wife wants my young cock in her...again. Guess yours ain't cutting it these days."

With a sudden push, he released her neck. Lauren stumbled back onto the bed, rubbing her throat and gasping for air. He pounced quickly, using a knee to pin her legs. Before she could recover, the back of his hand slammed into her face. Once, twice. She coughed and sputtered from the pain of the strikes.

"Take it, bitch!"

+++++

Caroline pulled her tongue out of Tommy's mouth and caught her breath. The loose tube top was now around her belly and his hands were all over her breasts.

"What was that?" she wheezed.

The boy lowered his head to her nipples, ignoring her.

"Stop," she murmured, listening.

"C'mon baby," Tommy implored. If this chick was anything like her mom, he just needed to find the pull-start to her motor.

"WHAT IS IT YOU WANT!" a man's voice shouted from down the hallway. It was followed by softer guttural noise, almost like choking. Startled, Caroline stood.

"Ohhhhhhhh," someone moaned.

"Do you hear that?"

Tommy frowned. "Don't worry about it, just someone else having fun.

SLAP! SLAP!

"Take it, bitch!"

"That doesn't sound like fun."

Stoned, Caroline managed to wobble to the hallway.

"Yeah, I don't think you want to go down there right now," Tommy warned, his blue balls beginning to ache. "How about another hit?" He needed to distract her. The guy she had heard was Tony and there was no doubt who he was with.

"HUSH!" Her brow furrowed at the sounds of more slapping. It seemed to be coming from that master bedroom.

The sounds of sex were all too clear as she slipped quietly down the corridor. Whoever had been on the receiving end of those slaps didn't seem to be in much distress. Reaching the door to the well-appointed sitting room, Caroline paused. People were definitely in the bedroom.

"Ohhhhhh," a woman's familiar voice moaned.

A shiver ran down her spine.

"Ride me, you cunt," the man demanded coarsely.

That voice was familiar too.

The young girl froze just inches from the doorjamb, paralyzed by the thought of what she might see by peeking around the corner. An awful but inexorable feeling crept over her, both captivating and repulsive at the same time. Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to look. There, in the middle of the oversized bed, was her 48-year-old mother and she was riding the 21-year-old for all she was worth. Hips in full swing, ass sliding up and down Tony's pelvis as his hands squeezed her tiny breasts without mercy.

"FUUUCCCCKKK MEEEEEEE TOE-NEEEEEEE!"

The shocked daughter closed her eyes and stumbled backwards, leaning against the door. There it was again, the Déjà vu. She took another look, needing to face the memory her brain was spawning.

"Make me cum, whore!"

"OH SHIT, OH SHIT," her mom cried out in pure carnal ecstasy.

NO! At first, the images were like a bad television signal, struggling to take form. Scraggly lines, bits and pieces of digital artifacts trying take form. But eventually the fragments of her subconsciousness coalesced and...

The video! That goddamn video!

It was clear now. Her mother...in this same bed...with the same boy. And there was a couple next to them...all of them fucking each other like rabbits. Amy, the coworker and...and...

Caroline looked back down the hallway to the room she'd just left. A hand flew to her mouth.

"And Tommy," she gasped.

I just made out with one of my mother's boyfriends.

+++++

Ding!

Corey opened one eye, trying to make sense of the darkness. He'd fallen asleep in the den, hoping for more texts from his daughter -- and maybe his wife? Sadly, they had never come.

Rubbing his eyes as they adjusted to the low light, he lumbered to the desk and snapped on a small lamp illuminating its surface. He didn't know what time it was, but was certain dawn was not far away.

Ding! the phone chirped again, angrily reminding him that the new message had yet to be viewed.

"Yeah, yeah," Corey scolded the device. His eyes lit up when he saw the text was actually from Lauren. Thank god! Was the silent treatment finally over?

It contained a simple link, a username, and a password. Skeptical, Corey scrutinized the URL. The root seemed to be to a popular cloud-storage service, for which both of he and Lauren subscribed. But still...

Blinking his eyes, he noted the credentials.

USERNAME: TWISTY

PASSWORD: UL0s3

Clever, although the attempt at humor - U LOSE - didn't feel funny. Convinced the link was legit, he clicked the phone's screen and watched impatiently as the small browser spun. And spun. And spun. Frustrated, he switched to his laptop and viewed from the larger monitor. There the link opened quickly. After authenticating, he was presented with a video file. Shit. Hands trembling, Corey used the mouse to select the play button.

He didn't have a real good feeling about this.

+++++

A blurry blue shirt-collar and a five o'clock shadow.

Corey's eyes narrowed. What the fuck?

A few more shaky views of the ceiling and a pair of loafers, then the video stabilized, allowing images to come into focus.

Definitely a room, a familiar one too. A big round bed, red comforter and...

Lauren?

Corey willed himself fully awake. Even at four a.m. there was no mistake, that  was his wife. And the bedroom...he'd been there. Jack Carter's place.

Looking a bit juiced, she stood midframe in the same tight white denim jeans and snug bodysuit he'd seen her in earlier that evening. Now, she seemed transfixed by something off screen. An alarm clock on a dresser showed it was nearly half-past ten. Suddenly, a young man entered the frame from the left and towered above her. No surprise who it was there.

Just as the video seemed to be frozen, Tony's hand shot out abruptly and grabbed Lauren's throat.

Motherfucker, if you hurt her...

Or what, Corey questioned himself. Nothing, that's what. Your sorry ass is lightyears away.

"What do you want, bitch?" the kid shouted.

Those brown doe-eyes were bulging from their sockets and she was struggling to breathe.

"WHAT...IS...IT...YOU...WANT?"

"Fuh..."

Corey's fists clenched as he strained to hear.

"What was that, slut?"

"I wa...I wa yew to...fuh me."

Tony looked over his shoulder, sneering. "Hear that, old dude? Your whore wife wants my cock...yet AGAIN. Guess yours ain't cutting it."

The raven-haired shrew glanced towards the camera, her protracted eyes dewy with tears. "Co...corey," she managed.

"Ca-ca-corey," the boy mocked her, releasing the dainty neck with a shove. Lauren tumbled backwards onto the mattress.

Slap! Slap! A backhand sizzled against her cheek twice. "FUCK COREY! FORGET HIM, do you hear me? You're my slut now."

She nodded weakly and tried to shield herself with frail hands, but to no avail.

Slap! Slap!

"You bastard!" Corey screamed at the monitor, the outrage echoing through the cold and empty house.

"Take it, bitch!"

Lauren moaned as Tony pounced on her. She wiggled beneath his weight, her head thrashing in diminishing resistance as the young man kissed her neck and chest. Remembering that she liked it rough, he pulled the slender women onto his lap and slammed her back against his chest. Grabbing a tuft of hair with one hand, he forced her to look at the camera, the other plying her tits through the ribbed top.

"This what you want to see ain't it, you sick fuck?" he asked. "That's right, tonight's entertainment is coming to you directly courtesy of your tramp wife."

Lauren squirmed as Tony's hand crept towards the top of her jeans, the back of her head held tightly against his neck by fist and hair. She groaned loudly, gyrating her hips as a long middle finger slipped beneath the denim and along the bottom of her bodysuit. It almost looked like she was being forced into submission, but Corey knew better.

"Remember me?" the young man taunted the unseen husband. "Ahhh, sure, you do. You watched the whore pull a birthday train for my boy Hunter. Man, was that limo driver pissed at the mess! But she blew him too. The campus is still buzzing about that shit. What a slut."

Corey heart leapt into his throat.

"By the way, how's the noggin'? You are aware I did your wife here in this very bed while you were sleeping off my awesome serve, right? Me, Tommy, and Amy tore this hole up. Do you have any idea how many guys down here have unloaded in this bitch's used pussy?"

The mother of two writhed with pleasure as the big hand began to unbutton her pants.

"It's okay if you don't remember my name though," Tony continued. "Your pretty wife will be screaming it soon enough."

Shaking from jealousy and arousal, the desk chair beneath Corey creaked under protest. Frozen with emotion, the only thing stirring was his overwrought dick, which seemed to be enlarging at an alarming rate. Everything he craved came flooding back with a vengeance.

The young man used the hand around Lauren's neck to push down her top and squeeze a tiny tit, rolling the nipple between his thumb and forefinger. This brought more moans.

"You ready, cuck?"

Tony bent his head down, allowing her mouth to find his. They kissed deeply as she sighed and melted to him. Undoing the last button, he spread open the pants' fly as if putting it on display, allowing Corey a peek into where his wife's bodysuit narrowed towards the promised land.

"Yeah, my man. Looks delicious, doesn't it? Guess who gets to nail this tonight? It sure the fuck ain't you."

"Ohh, yesssss," Lauren heaved abruptly, her hips rolling madly as the rough palm cupped her vagina through thin cotton material. "Feels soooo good, baby."

"Hear that? I'm her baby now. And this pussy is mine, old dude. You threw it all away."

Using an index finger to hold the snaps aside, he traced a middle finger along the folds of her freshly shaved slit. She whimpered and rolled her eyes as the wet and slick digit flicked across her clit.

"Which makes YOU a first-class dumbass."

Outside, the pre-dawn New Year's Eve residential street was a picture of tranquility, the only sign of life coming from the Miller house. Inside, the vibe was anything but serene. The family's patriarch had since dropped his PJ bottoms to the floor and was now stroking a tottering penis while watching his wife get molested by a young man bound and determined to cuck him again.

"Right there, hm-hmm," Lauren hissed when both fingers dipped into her incredibly wet hole.

Tony unmercifully teased the mature slut wiggling on his thighs, returning her gaze to the video which he knew her husband would be watching later. She responded by pushing her pussy into his palm, willing him to go deeper.

Cuck him straight to hell, Lauren affirmed her resolve between the waves of pleasure, hissing contemptibly.

Corey saw his wife's disdainful look and knew it was meant for him. He could only make out the top of the boy's hand digging into the denim fly, but knew most of it was inside her now, edging her towards a release. It was only a matter of time.

As if on cue, she mewled and arched her back, lifting her bucking hips off his lap as the orgasm came swiftly. "OH FUCK...I'm cumming, I'm cumming," she cried, not at all trying to muffle the rapture. "Oh, you sweet man, I'm cumming."

The spellbound husband paused the video and closed his eyes, reflected on what he'd just seen. If the sex didn't produce enough emotion in him, that last expression of affection really stung. Corey gripped his unassuming six inches even tighter, like it was the only thing he had left.

Because it was.

+++++

Pressing the play button, Corey watched with bated breath as the couple built momentum again through spooning and soulful kissing. Honestly, it was the most erotic part of the whole recording thus far. There was something quite steamy about peeking in on a couple's special, intimate moments...especially when it was your wife and her lover.

Suddenly, the scene cut to another. So who edited this thing?

"FUUUCCCCKKK MEEEEEEE TOE-NEEEEEEE!"

Shit, shit, shit!

Corey's hand moved quickly from his nipple to the volume control, as if someone would be walking by the house at the crack of dawn. Lauren was completely naked now and had mounted Tony's latex clad cock.

"Make me cum, whore!" Tony demanded, slapping her ass.

This served to fuel Lauren's passion even more as her trick hip began to undulate on the kid's pelvis, driving his thick eight inches into her sopping wet cunt. Squishy noises from his dick rubbing against her love canal filled the bedroom.

"That's it, bitch, ride the pony!"

"Oh yeah...oh yeah...oh yeah. GIVE IT TO ME, TONY!"

The phone on the nightstand provided quite the profile of the two lovers, and if Corey looked closely, he could see the length of the young man's meat slathering in and out of his wife's bald hole, creamy froth beginning to form.

"OH TOE-NEE YOU FUCK ME SO GOOD!"

The boy grabbed a handful of bouncing tits and sneered.

"Better than your ol' man?"

"Not even fucking close," Lauren whispered seriously. "GOD I LOVE YOUR COCK".

Corey gulped. The truth hurt.

Tony picked up the pace, grabbing her hips to help glide them along his slickened groin. Grinding his pelvis into hers, she began to buck like a wild bronco.

"Make me cum, Lauren!"

"Oh shit, baby, yes, yes, I WANT your cum!"

He reached up and slapped each tit.

"That's it, baby, smack me around. Make me feel your love. Give me that young cock!"

Slap! Slap!

Red splotches began to appear across her breastbone.

"YES, YES, YES TONY! DO ME! DO ME! DO ME!"

Corey was now all in. As he watched his wife's tits grabbed and suckled, he did the same to his, pinching wrinkled nipples through coarse gray hair covering his still sagging pecs. Removing a wooly sock from one foot, he threaded it over his pale pink erection started pumping furiously. The harder he pinched, the faster he stroked. The electricity quickly rocketed from his chest to his pulsating dick.

The video continued like the train wreck it was; he couldn't look away as the young stallion fucked the woman he loved, the woman he was slowly giving away.

"Oh GOD!" Lauren threw back her long black mane, "I'm gonna cum again." She grimaced hard and cried Tony's name. Not once, not twice, but three times. He looked at the phone while she howled at the ceiling and winked. Told you so, he mouthed.

The smartass punk and his wife crying out his name nearly sent Corey over the edge. But he held on. He couldn't cum yet. The video still had another ten minutes!

Opening his eyes, he looked and noticed something very different now. The perspective of the camera had changed greatly. Shaky again, uneven. It was moving, and yet the two lovers both remained in frame, their expressions suddenly changing to one of surprise and then to one of pleasant greeting.



Someone else was in the room.

+++++

With dick firmly in one hand, the other under his PJ tops squeezing his nipples, Corey leaned closer to the monitor with dry mouth and rabid curiosity. The phone hovered over the bed as Lauren and Tony -- still carnally coupled -- moved their heads, following it with sly smiles. Whoever the cameraman was, he was causing them no alarm.

Or...was it a man at all? Who else could it be?

Corey stopped fingering his pecs.

Sweet Jesus, no.

Lauren swung off Tony's hips, letting his glistening tool plop out of her and leaving it to bob in the air.

"Well, well, I figured it was only a matter of time," she said coyly to the mysterious videographer, laying on her back and spreading her legs.

"Never knew a mom could be this nasty, did ya?" Tony grinned at the newcomer, positioning himself between his mature lover's thighs.

Corey tilted his head to one side. Matter of time? Nasty mom? 

Surely not...please, no.

"Mmmmmmm," Lauren moaned as the young man entered her, sliding his cock deep into her waiting slit. She clamped her legs around his back and reached towards the camera.

"Come here, you!"

The image jostled a bit, then moved closer to the bed above the two naked bodies. Corey's wanton wife was looking passed the camera, eyes lighting up with glee. She pulled back a hand. It was a man's, sporting an expensive wristwatch.

Corey slumped back in his seat, relieved.

"You're always around to save me, aren't you, Sir Jack?" Lauren cooed.

"Messing my bed again, are you?" Jack Carter's asked softly. "What do you think I should do about that?"

"Perhaps," came more giggles as she pulled the venerable host onto the mattress, "you should add to it."

+++++

Caroline turned away from the strangest -- and quite frankly, most erotic - thing she'd ever witnessed, as the older man climbed in bed with her mother and young lover. She was stunned and numb, having just witnessed something a child should never witness their parents doing. Not only had her mother just had sex, but Caroline was also pretty sure it was being recorded. And for whom.

Astonished, she staggered back down the hallway trying to process it all. For all the disgust and revulsion she should have been feeling, the incredulous daughter felt only a burning sensation throbbing between her legs. The girl's pussy inexplicitly tingled with longing, its swollen and throbbing lips pressing against the tight Daisy Dukes, aching to be touched. Dazed, with nipples hardening beneath the wafer-thin tube top, Caroline felt her way along the hallway like a drunken pinball until she came to the room where she'd left Tommy. He looked up with a shit eating grin and offered her the vape pen.

"You see what you wanted to see?"

Her misty eyes were filled with eerily familiar flames as she closed the door behind her and peeled off her shorts.

The young man set down his phone.

Like mother, like daughter.

+++++

Sir Jack was a careful one, careful to not show his face in the video. Laying the phone on the bed, Corey was relegated to watching the ceiling fan spin above the bed while his wife serviced both men. While visuals were important, imagination was a powerful tool too, and the perverted project manager managed to stay well engaged.

"Yes, just like that," Jack's voice exclaimed, "I knew you were a slut from the day I first saw you at the pool."

Lauren moaned a slow acknowledgment as she sucked his cock further into her mouth. A man in his fifties, he was not much younger than Corey, but his cock was in better shape. He stood on the side of the bed and encouraged her to work his knob.

The entrepreneur gasped as he pushed his hips forward, fucking Lauren's face. "SHIT, you're going to make me cum like this."

"Hmm Hmm," she responded, the vibration in her throat felt astounding.

Meanwhile, Corey could hear Tony's grunting getting louder by the second as he leaned over the raven-haired beauty on his way to getting his nut. The phone was constantly shaking now with the stronger thrusts.

"Fuck the whore!" Jack roused the young man, egging him on.

"Ohhhh yes, baby, give me that cock," Lauren moaned from the side of her mouth.

The bed squeaking as Tony put his back into it.

"Fuck me! Please, please fuck me! OH GOD DON'T YOU DARE STOP FUCKING ME!"

Jack grabbed the sexy brunette's head and guided his shaft back into her mouth.

"Mmmpfff."

Corey had by now abandoned the monitor altogether and had his feet up on the desk, trying to picture his wife on her back, coaxing the cum out of both men. He could hear copious slurping as Jack started to become very vocal.

"Suck it, Lauren. Suck me dry."

More soft moans.

"Gonna pump that pretty little mouth of yours full of cum."

"Mmmmm."

"Getting close, Lauren. Oh shit."

Lots of grunting now.

"LAURRRRRENNNN!" Jack shouted, ending with a long, low wheeze.

The slurping slowed, followed by more of a guzzling. He came, Corey guessed correctly as the man's milky white wad dripped down her throat.

The video was really shaking now as the phone was jostled all over the bed. It appeared Tony wasn't far behind his host and Lauren knew it.

"Cum for me, baby," Corey heard his wife beg for the boy's spunk. "I want it so bad."

"Wh...where?" the boy was panting heavily.

"My face, paint my face, Antonio!"

The shaking stopped suddenly, followed by one long primal male howl, then a few grunts and groans, before the everything got eerily quiet. Corey unhanded his dick and sat up, leaning forward and listening intently. The only sound was the fan along with some kissing and sighs. He was about to pause the video again when Lauren abruptly appeared alone on screen. From the looks of her, it was clear the kid had cum buckets on her. Some of it remained caked in her hair, forming a perfect contrast of black and white.

"Lauren," the forlorn husband reach out and touched the monitor, knowing full well it was a recording, but not caring..

"Hi babe. Do you like my new life? I certainly do. As you know, there are lots of men down here. Lots of rich men who will pamper me, treat me like a queen and fuck me like a whore. I'm grateful for you giving me this chance and in turn I'm going to give you what you need so badly, even if it seems a bit callous at times."

She paused, then giggled. "I bet you were just using your sock, weren't you?"

Corey looked down at his dick, still wrapped by soft tube.

"You're so predicable. Well, you just keep filling it to your heart's content, Twisty, and let real men do the heavy lifting now."

She set the phone down as she began to get dressed. It gave him a perfect view of her tight abs and small breasts. Behind her, Tony was pulling on his shorts.

"Oh, I've decided to take your advice too, so don't call me, I'll call you. Dating will be so much fun."

Corey's face fell flat as the video faded to black. He heard the morning birds chirping and walked over to the picture window and peeked out between the curtains. The sun was just rising over the cul-de-sac on the loneliest of New Year's Eves. It was a time for shedding old habits and beginning new ones, but he wasn't sure he liked how it was starting.

Pulling the shades tight again, he made his way back to the desk and snapped off the lamp. Settling back into the chair, he sat in the darkened room, pulled the sock snug to his balls, and replayed the video from the beginning.

+++++

Charlie Weber dodged kitchen staff at Randy Sandy's as he made his way to the main room, not really caring if he pissed off anyone. Em Cee Topper winked as the 21-year-old took a seat with him in the DJ booth, knowing full well what time of night it was. The kid had become somewhat of a fixture at the gentlemen's club since his fiery redhead friend began working there. Chloe Ceallaigh, known to all the regular customers as Autumn Breeze, was a hot little number that had graced the stage at Sandy's for nearly a year. The boy was a rabid fan, rarely missing a performance, and always taking time out from what he was doing to watch. Everyone knew Charlie was smitten with the dancer, but she didn't feel the same way. That didn't say much though, as the DJ had taken a couple shots himself, only to be rebuffed each time. Dating the talent was strictly forbidden, although it didn't always play out that way. These two were different though, apparently going way back, way before the dancing, and their friendship was clearly genuine. Odd, given the circumstances, but definitely genuine.

Nodding towards the curtain, Em Cee opened his mic and shook his head silently. Must be tough watching the girl you fancy take her clothes off every night in front of strangers and blow them in the back room.

"Alright, you perverts, take your hands out yer pants and put 'em together for one of Miami's premier entertainers, Miss...Autumn...Breeze!"

From his perch in the booth, Charlie could see the whole room as Chloe burst onto the runway. He saw, like hundreds of times before, how their eyes lit up when she strutted about, shaking and bending her body, one provocative pose after another. Each move was carefully calculated to arouse - and cause green to flow from their tented pockets. She was good at making them want her, want more, especially when the music was thumping and she lay naked on the floor, spreading her legs.

As much as he enjoyed seeing her strip -- he wasn't a eunuch after all -- he had to push aside those peculiar feelings that surfaced whenever she danced. There was arousal, to be sure, but it wasn't all from the nudity. Working at a club did that. It numbed the erotic aspect of nakedness, and he'd seen Chloe naked countless times.

No, what he felt had more to do with how they looked at her, and she at them. Every night she built a rapport with strangers based on sex, or the illusion of it, anyway. Charlie knew it was just an act, all those fake moans and "O" faces. Yet, it cut him deeply when she revealed her 20-year-old breasts to paying customers, the same breasts he'd seen grow from mere buds in a training bra to the heavy, succulent orbs they were today. He still grew breathless every time she lowered her thong to the crowd, flexing her body like a serpent. He ached for the same kind of attention she lavished on these men, especially after dancing, when some of them consummated their faux relationship with a trip to a VIP lounge. Occasionally, he would slip away to the employee's restroom to rub one out, thinking about what she was doing behind those doors. And there was a practical reason he wore loose gym clothes when he took her to meet a "date" and had to sit outside in a waiting car. Charlie soon learned that imagination could be way more powerful than any in-your-face gratuitous nudity.

Autumn continued to gyrate on stage, working the pole and the salivating faces adoring her. Kneeling at platform's edge, the redhead slowly pulled the G-string away from her waist, revealing a small crimson tuft beneath, the perfect invitation for the nearby bachelor party to deposit a few bills in the satin band. Of course, she'd never entreat Charlie to do the same. It wasn't like he'd never tried to take their relationship to the next level, but Chloe always shot him down, saying it would be too weird. And part of him was okay with that, having long ago resigned himself to the fact that he'd been friended, destined to be the brother she never had. It made sense, really. They had grown up together as orphans and always looked out for each other. It's just the way it was. He'd felt fortunate just to be near her, watching her grow from a timid young girl with no direction in life to a gorgeous woman who had a grand early retirement plan and was executing on it. Not many in mainstream society would see it that way, given her employment, but they didn't know his Chloe. Many exotic dancers were indeed ships adrift in an endless sea, living paycheck to paycheck, not knowing where they wanted to go or how to get there. But she was hella ambitious and knew how to use what God have given her. Living modestly and never turning down work had seen her nest egg grow substantially. He was very, very proud of her, and yet, seeing others ogle her always gave him that weird feeling. One that aroused and sickened him at the same time. And like a fool, he kept coming back for more.

Just as Autumn was rising from her knees to work the other side of the stage, some drunk guy grabbed her hand and tried pulling her off the stage. Charlie quickly stood, his six-foot frail frame tensing, but Em Cee clamped a hand on his shoulder, forcing him back down into his seat.

"Relax, let 'em do their job," he said calmly, referring to the yellow-shirted security guards who immediately pounced on the fellow and dragged him out a side exit.

The always stoic stripper didn't skip a beat, proceeding to hump the brass pole until she wound up completely naked. The performance ended with a very enticing beaver shot, the moistness so visible, so vivid that one could almost smell the musky scent from anywhere in the room. As the music ended, the young girl collected her well-earned tithes and skipped down the runway past her lifelong friend, flashing him a grin as she disappeared back behind the curtain.

Charlie beamed at the DJ as the older man smiled back at him.

That's my Chloe!

+++++
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold/group sex topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.

Those that do choose to continue, please know reading previous chapters will help you better understand the characters and their journey.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

+++++

January 5th. Seven Weeks to go.

Had the Detrevrep Consortium been having its windows cleaned that clear Friday afternoon in Hollywood, those gutsy technicians would have wanted to take a break around the eleventh floor. There they would have delighted in seeing a black-haired woman in a brown pants suit on her knees behind a large desk, head bobbing up and down on the cock of the company's very wealthy owner.

Fortunately for Lauren Miller, there were no spectators as she fellated the pulsating flesh with purpose until she felt it recoil. Steadying herself for the blast to come, her lips formed a seal around the circumcised head and waited. Within seconds, the salty broth erupted, striking the back of her throat, and coating pearly white teeth with its silky texture. The sheer volume forced her to quickly swallow several times to keep the cum from exploding onto her clothing. As any good cocksucker knows, removing semen from a satin blouse is always a bitch.

After the grateful entrepreneur spilled the last drop into his business partner's mouth, Lauren stood and used her thumb to wipe away any residual evidence. Opening her briefcase, she tossed in the just inked contract between her company, Rekrap Industries, and Detrevrep, the result of going the extra mile at the customer appreciation party a week ago. An hour on her back had earned her firm a twenty-million-dollar payday and her, a substantial bonus.

"Nice doing business with you," Lauren cracked a smile as she snapped the leather case closed.

Stretch Madison zipped his fly shut with great mirth and reached into a desk drawer, removing an oversized white glass vial full of white powder. "Likewise. Although I believe that little addendum just now was for a little extra perk?"

Nodding with appreciation, Lauren carefully placed the vial into her purse and moved quietly to unlock the door of the opulent office. Upon her arrival, Madison had judiciously locked it to prevent any accidental intrusions.

"Remember," the Consortium's COO told her. "There's always more where that came from. I can always use a good orator."

The dark-haired executive seductively swabbed her mouth with an index finger and licked it.

"I'm sure there is," Lauren agreed. "No shortage of renewable energy around here."

+++++

That new year had begun much differently than last. For decades, Lauren and Corey Miller had wakened in the same bed on countless frosty Iowan mornings. Yet, this January, they found themselves light years apart. And in so many more ways than just miles. Six months ago, they'd been cruising on autopilot, comfortable in their twenty-eight-year marriage and finally learning to enjoy an empty nest. They were even growing content with their diminished sex life. Almost. That all changed when Lauren moved to Florida, a place they hoped to retire to. By Corey's own hand, he had turned his demure wife into a venereal dynamo, his incessant pestering whittling away at her resistance until she succumbed to his whims. What was left was a voluptuous nymphet that at times exhibited reckless sexual abandon, much different from the longtime PTA and softball coach known by her friends in Iowa.

The second half of the year had seen that previous life slip away and the Millers were certainly testing the old "absence makes the heart grow fonder" adage. Neither had been apart from each other for more than a few days, and the temporary adjustment was difficult. While the couple truly loved each other, they had willingly breathed life into longtime pillow talk, making Corey a legit cuckold and turning Lauren, all alone in a city where flesh is celebrated and sex worshipped, into a hotwife who was struggling just to keep from completely derailing. In his zeal to satisfy his own kink, Corey had unwittingly unleashed the bad girl in his wife, and neither could have foreseen the decadence that exploration would bring to their vanilla midwestern lives.

Throughout the couple's transformation, the Des Moines project manager, an alpha by nature in most aspects of his life, had discovered immense pleasure in candaulism and the inevitable sharing that such practices bring. As Corey's fetish developed - endorsed and cultivated by his loving wife - his kink quite unexpectedly deepened to find gratification in the humiliation that can be triggered from such experiences. Of course, Lauren shared in that culpability by actively seeking out avenues to cuck him. In many ways, it was the perfect symbiotic relationship. That's not to say there hadn't been bumps along the way, especially as of late, when Lauren gave into her own long repressed urges, selling her body in the sleaziest of ways in a back alley of downtown Miami. Even as unorthodox as their relationship had become, she knew it was wrong to keep such secrets from a life partner. And yet, it was also a thrill to have such affairs, and something, quite frankly, she wasn't sure Corey was all that opposed to.

Still, the fact that her husband had basically pimped her out -- without warning and not without some untoward malice - enraged Lauren, who sent him packing into the night, negating what had been until then a rather joyous, albeit twisted, holiday visit. Despite his repeated attempts to contact her, the headstrong wayward wife had resisted acknowledging him, sticking to her "don't call me, I'll call you" mantra. Right or wrong, her attitude had changed towards Corey. She loved him dearly, that much was certain, but just could no longer ignore there were places that other men could scratch that he simply could not. And Lauren found herself craving that scratching as much as her husband needed them to be.

The paradox was absurd, of course. A loving wife that loved to fuck others. And yet, through it all, the two were still together, and were destined to weather a few more long weeks of their self-imposed long-distance relationship.

+++++

As the holidays faded into the rearview mirror, Lauren continued to seek out erotic adventures where opportunities presented themselves. Whether it be a quick fuck with some stranger during a girl's night out, blowing a random guy at the grocery store who happened to wink at her at just the right time, or an outing with Tony and Tommy, her assignations continued to be audacious and promiscuous. She and coworker Amy even became regulars at Randy Sandy's, cheering on Autumn Breeze and the other exotic dancers. The club's tolerance for wanton behavior and relaxed attitudes grew on them, and they began counting the myriad of sex workers there among their friends.

And yet, the now shameless Iowan wife wouldn't have truly kept her word to 'cuck him to hell' if she didn't at least try and feed her husband's Frankenstein. She ramped up the torture by sending well-timed photos of her indiscretions, sometimes during the day when Lauren knew Corey would be in meetings with his team, or late at night when he'd be lying awake wondering what she was doing. Of course, he'd text her back, but there would be no response as the cuckoldress continued the radio silence she knew would both frustrate and excite.

Torture. Was it really? Was it such a bad thing to give him something he seemed to live for? To chip him with just enough of a wittol's favorite drug to keep him going until they could be together again? Perhaps they'd even go back to their vanilla ways.

From Corey's perspective however, that possibility seemed unlikely, given the photos and videos Corey had been receiving at random times during the day. Some were quick point-of-view clips, obviously recorded at her behest by one of her spur-of-the-moment lovers. Yet others were longer and of better quality, primarily filmed in vivid 4k, no doubt a product of the Christmas gift left behind after being thrown out. Although Lauren had no way of knowing the effects these small snippets had on her husband, Corey did indeed embrace them. Especially those where she and her lover lashed out with verbal abuse. The eroticized stew of jealousy, envy, and emasculation boiled strong as ever, and the yearning to feel them, torrid. Lauren's silent treatment actually served to enhance the overall cuckolding; his wife wasn't just sleeping around, she was flaunting it, while at the same time turning him into a sort of mime who could only look on sad faced, any voice he did have blatantly ignored.

Yes, it was a bizarre relationship, and it was barreling down its perverse tracks at full speed.

+++++

January 12th. Six Weeks to go.

"Lauren Regal?"

Lauren's eyes narrowed suspiciously as she sat in her office at Rekrap headquarters. No one had addressed her by her maiden name in decades.

"Who wants to know?"

The caller identified herself as Betty, a coordinator for an upcoming Iowa State reunion and a member of Lauren's graduating class. Betty was calling former students who had not yet responded to previous mailings. It was to be held in four short weeks, and time was of the essence. If Lauren acted right then, she'd get a great deal on a hotel package which included tickets to all the activities.

"You say there's been notices?"

"Oh yes, we started sending them at least six months ago. Maybe yours got lost in the mail."

A smile crept across Lauren's face. They hadn't been lost, they'd been conveniently ignored. And she knew why. After a few moments of mischievous reflection, the preppy caller got the answer she was hoping for.

"Put me down for one of those packages, Betty. Only the name is now Miller. That's right. M-i-l-l-e-r. Please send me that link so I can sign up. My husband and I would love to attend."

+++++

Corey sighed and poured himself two fingers of bourbon. The last few weeks had been a roller coaster and he didn't relish settling in for another night alone. His wife was out there somewhere that evening, a wayward aerial firework that had seemingly careened out of control after being lit by a match he himself had held to the wick. Perhaps he deserved the treatment he was getting. After all, he had underhandedly led her into a potentially volatile situation with those Cubans which was as stupid as it was for her to go into the alley with those guys to begin with. Both situations could have turned out very badly, but oddly enough, they didn't; the screams of pleasure he had heard coming from behind that door while playing pool had no hint of distress whatsoever.

His mind drifted back to Caroline's visit. What the hell was she doing, sending those pics of her mother? A little enablement of her own, maybe? Did she know? Did his little girl know? It was a horrible thought, but what other explanation was there? He hadn't spoken to his daughter since her and her mother went to Jack Carter's party. Either way, he absolutely dreaded their next conversation.

After taking a hot shower, Corey shrugged on a blue fluffy robe and closed the blinds in the study. Settling in for his nightly masturbation ritual, he fired up the computer and began hunting. First, he'd check to see if there were any new hotwife or cuckold stories posted in the plethora of online forums that catered to that taste. Then he'd check the free porn sites for any new video content. Day to day, finding anything new was hit and miss. Most were familiar clips which had already served their purpose many times. Ultimately though, nothing excited him as much as seeing his own wife in the throes of passion, so he would inevitably turn to the growing cache of mp4s Lauren had been sending. Say what you will, the films were fucking hot. While the couple were in the middle of a row, one thing was certain: these days that woman sure enjoyed getting fucked and was careful to see to it that he was aware of every minute detail. How many men could say that about their wives?

After a quick spin through the regular sites, Corey decided to begin with that video from the pre-New Year's eve party, the one with Lauren, Jack and that frat boy.

"Better than your ol' man?" Tony had asked Lauren while banging her good.

"Not even fucking close," she had whispered back with all seriousness.

Corey felt his six inches begin to poke through the robe.

Jesus, that's hot!

Fondly remembering the for-sale sign in the front yard, he was relieved that the days of watching this beautiful agony through a tiny screen were almost over.

Corey had just lubed up when the media player froze, replaced by the conference software on his laptop, which had automatically maximized and lit up with an incoming video call. It happened so fast he didn't even have a chance to put his dick away. His expression went from one of perplexed to elated when he saw Lauren's beautiful eyes light up the screen. She was sitting on the bed in her apartment, wrapped in a towel, looking freshly bathed.

The forlorn husband blinked his eyes. Oh my God, it's her.

"Hey," Lauren whispered, not looking up as she painted her nails.

"Hey," he croaked nervously. "How have you been? Are you okay?"

"I'm fine."

The awkwardness was palpable, like neither knew what to say. Finally, Corey cleared his throat.

"So, to what do I owe this pleasant surprise?"

Lauren stopped painting and looked at the camcorder which had been strategically placed at the foot of the bed.

"Know anything about an upcoming Cyclone reunion in Ames?"

Corey faked deep thought. He knew exactly what she was referring to.

"No." That was a lie.

"Uh huh. Chick said that they'd been sending mailers for months. Seen any?"

"No." Another lie. The garbage was full of those postcards. He'd gotten at least one a month.

"Well, no worries. I'll be flying home that weekend and we can drive up together."

"Uh, sure."

"Don't sound so enthused," Lauren chided him. Standing up, she let the towel drop to the floor. The sight took his breath away. "If you don't want to take me, maybe Pauly will."

Corey gulped at the mention of her old college flame.

"It'll be just like old times, babe. You sitting in your car waiting for me while I finish him off in his fraternity house."

"I had to wait somewhere! I didn't know."

"Sure, you didn't. You picked me up on weekend mornings around the corner from his house. Did you think I'd just gotten out of church?"

"Lauren, I..."

"Save it, Twisty. We're going to the reunion. Maybe I'll take care of some unfinished business."

He glanced down as his cock poked from the robe and bobbed in the air.

The move did not escape Lauren. "Oh my God! STAND UP!"

Reluctantly, Corey rose until his waist was even with the desk. The oily texture of the lube was clearly visible along his erection.

"Some things never change."

She grabbed a black mini skirt from the closet and removed the hanger. "How about this one?"

"Are you going out?"

"Just answer the question."

"It's very short."

Lauren smiled and held a shiny silver halter top up to her bare chest. Corey's eyes bulged and his cock stood at attention. The whole damn thing was backless, showing off her tanned shoulder blades perfectly. Her tits would be free to jiggle nicely beneath.

"And this?" She peered into her tablet at him and saw his rigid dick. "Well, that's one answer." Without another word, Lauren slipped on the skirt and pulled the top over her head, adjusting it over her braless boobs. Finally, she put her hands on her hips and posed.

"Like what you see, perv?"

"You're the sexiest almost-fifty in Miami."

"Forty-eight, and don't you forget it."

Corey began to sit back down when Lauren barked at him. "NO! No way. You don't get off that easy. Stay standing."

The sixty-one-year-old stopped and stood straight.

"Take off the robe."

"This isn't Florida, babe. It's twenty-five degrees outside."

"Take off the fucking robe, Twisty."

Corey sighed and did what she asked. The automatic thermostat had shut the furnace off for the night and the chill now caressed his naked body.

"Stroke it for me," Lauren demanded as she crawled back onto the bed on all fours, the tight skirt stretching across her little ass quite nicely. She watched while he began to masturbate, standing as erect as his wracked back would allow, the lube providing a frictionless path. Although he'd been hitting the gym lately, it was going to take a long time to overcome the years of doughnuts and beer that had caused his overflowing belly and sagging pecs. Her thoughts drifted briefly to some of the fit men that she'd been with recently and it was hard to get excited about her husband's comparably flabby physique.

"Touch your nipples."

Corey's free hand went to his chest and began fingering the dark brown nubs, hair and liver spots dotting the aging areolae.

"To answer your question, I am going out tonight."

"Alone?"

"No. With Chloe."

"She's so young, Lauren. Are you sure that's a good idea?"

"I chose my friends, Corey. Not you, not anyone. You should see all the friends I have now. In fact, me and Amy are regulars at Sandy's now."

Corey's hand tightened around his cock, his breathing labored as he thought of his wife hanging out at the strip club. "All my friends are fucking me," she'd once told him.

"They even tried to get me on stage."

Oh God.

"D-d-do you dance?

Lauren cackled. "Nobody wants to see anyone my age like that."

"Don't bet on it."

"Oh really?" Kneeling on the mattress, the petite office manager pulled up the hem of the already short skirt, nearly revealing her bald slit.

"I know you'd like to see those men ogle me."

Corey remained standing naked behind the desk, robe around his ankles, one hand on his dick, the other playing with his nipples.

"Harder, perv."

His face grimaced as he stroked faster, the shaft extending just inches over the leather-bound desk pad.

Lauren wiggled her hips a bit and rolled the skirt up to reveal her snatch.

"Take a good look, Twisty. You know those customers would."

"Jesus."

She giggled and used both hands to spread the glistening folds. The control she had over him was a special kind of hot.

"They'd push their glasses all the way up the bridge of their debauched noses to get a better view of my pretty pink pussy, don't ya think?"

Eyes closed, Corey continued to masturbate, imagining a room full of horny men watching his wife strip. At one point the other hand dropped from his pecs so he could double fist, but immediately returned it to his chest upon being scolded.

"NIPPLES!"

The sight of her husband in the nude jacking off over his desk, his face scrunched with ecstasy, began to take its toll. Lauren felt her own body begin to react. Sliding the thin straps of the blouse off her delectable shoulders, the front of the barely-there top slipped down to just above her small breasts.

"They're all staring at me, babe. What are they thinking?"

Corey could only wheeze as he fucked his hand, mouth open and pulsing like a fish out of water. Pre-cum began to drip from the tip of his glans onto the desk pad.



"No doubt wondering what it would be like to slide their own cocks into my warm, defiled cunt."

Lauren slithered two fingers into her juicy hole as her husband shuddered.

"Whose pussy is this, perv?"

"M-m-mine."

"Are you sure? Not what Tony says. Think hard now, cuck."

She allowed the halter to drop to her belly, revealing her tomato-sized breasts and hard eraser nipples.

The abusive nature of her verbal assault amply fueled Corey's beautiful angst. Grimacing and grunting, Corey stared at his wife's mouth-watering tits, their paleness strikingly beautiful against the rest of her tanned body.

"Say it perv!" Lauren demanded. "Tell me what he'd say, goddamnit."

"N-n-not mine anymore," Corey spat out, his entire pudgy body jiggling as he furiously slid his dick through stubby fingers. "I've thrown it all away."

"That's right babe, think of all the guys enjoying my pussy now. You handed me over to them gave without so much as a fight."

"Lauren, please stop, you know it's not like that!"

"Isn't it?. You pray for men to screw me to take me to our bed and spew their spunk into my married cunny."

Corey's body began to convulse and spasm. He was on the cusp.

"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry I'm not there."

Lauren grinned. She was pleased he was so easily enabled.

"The only reason you're sorry is that you can't see them sink their much bigger cocks into my willing hole!"

Corey began foaming at the corners of his mouth. His hand was going so fast she thought he'd rip his penis clean off.

"Don't worry, they're taking good care of me. I rather like being their cum dump."

Through the laptop's tinny speakers, she could hear the lube squishing in his bony hand.

"Pinch your nipple, babe. Pinch it hard!"

She could see her husband's eager fingers pull and tear at his pecs.

"Nnnnnggguhhhhhh!"

"Thank God for menopause or one of those kids might just knock me up! Can you imagine me carrying Tony's child? Are you ready to be a daddy again?"

"Fuuuuuucccckkkkkkkkkk!" Corey screamed in horrid rapture, appalled but strangely arousing. His wife had suddenly entered a niche area considered extreme even by those in the lifestyle. He put his free hand on the top of the desk to steady his shaking body, which was now quaking over the desk. Lauren watched expressionless as his doughy stomach and pendulous man-boobs vellicated just before he came, sending an appreciable amount of opaque ejaculate across the mousepad and laptop's keyboard. She smirked and waited patiently until he came down from a rather traumatic climax.

"You've been a naughty boy," Lauren purred, smoothing her skirt and pulling the halter straps back onto her shoulders. There were several stripes of jizz now crisscrossing the desk pad. She had been successful. "You better get that cleaned up."

Bounding off the bed, her hand reached to turn off the camera.

"Wait, where are you going?" Corey asked breathlessly as he gathered the robe around his spent genitals.

"Out," his wife shot back mater-of-factly. "It's my turn, Twisty."

+++++

Being a Friday evening, the Taffy Snapper was already hopping by the time Lauren walked in the door. Chloe was to meet her there at nine o'clock but was running late. Scanning the bar rail to see if she knew anyone, the office manager was pleased to see Alex Cartwright already on a stool nursing a beer, his ever-present white cowboy hat sitting atop that clean-cut look. Settling onto a stool beside him, she ordered her usual, a Hurricane, and turned to greet him.

"Hello, there, Austin. Looks like my day just got brighter."

Alex barely raised his head to acknowledge her, his eyes still concealed behind the wide brim. "That so, Ames?" It was clear the bottle he was toying with was not his first.

Lauren thanked the bartender when her drink came and held it high, looking up and down the long brass railing at the other regulars.

"To friends in low places," she toasted brightly.

Alex perked up amongst the smattering of murmured approvals. "One of the great songs of all time," he admitted, looking into her eyes. His tone was a lot warmer than their previous meetings, but his body language was that of a tense man. Raised on a large ranch in Texas, he came from genuine cowboy genes, with the slow, steady drawl and even temper one would expect. The last name was very appropriate.

"Looks like our fans have to wait until next year, huh?" Lauren teased him.

"Don't even get me started."

After discussing the disappointing football season, the conversation turned to more domestic topics. Both loved the vibrance of a city so alive and happening, although Lauren admitted she'd eventually like a house in the suburbs as a sanctuary from the everyday hustle and bustle. For Alex, although he'd lived under the expansive sky of El Paso for most of his life, the forty-two-foot Regal he called home suited him just fine. Moored at a marina near the Causeway, the slip rental wasn't cheap, but still less expensive than those fancy downtown high-rise apartments. And for the now successful travel agent, it put him right where his customers lived.

Lauren shared that she loved to walk along the river and watch the boats. She suggested they go sailing some time. Alex began to open his mouth to say that he was, in fact, planning on take a spin around the bay on Sunday, but then thought better of it. He could not deny the attraction to this beautiful woman, but she was already taken by marriage, an institution he was taught to respect. It was the exact reason he'd been keeping his distance since meeting her during that Saturday watch party. With her irresistible allure, Alex simply didn't trust himself to do the right thing. Resisting her charms was getting increasingly difficult. He wanted nothing more than to kiss her ruby reds and caress the shiny black hair that cascaded over her bare shoulders.

"I'm not sure your husband would appreciate that," he said warily, giving in to his wholesome side. The booze was clouding his judgement and he had to proceed cautiously. His appearance might have been squeaky clean, his thoughts were anything but.

"Very noble of you, Mr. Cartwright, but be for you judged me, there's something you should know."

Alex cocked his head and listened in near disbelief as Lauren told him of her special arrangement with her husband. Now as a travel agent, he was aware certain resorts catered to hedonism and a special type of clientele, especially in the Caribbean where native men hung out in the bars just waiting to for a couple willing to pay to explore their darkest fantasies.

Well, that then explains the bracelet around her ankle.

The pair stared into their drinks, each nervously wondering how the other's words may have been received. The whiskey was wreaking havoc with Alex's conservative sensibilities, and he found his downcast eyes flitting from the black leather skirt that created just enough shadow to keep things a mystery, to her narrow waist, and small chest barely hidden beneath the shiny silver halter. He preferred bustier and meatier cowgirls, but this more mature woman was something truly extraordinary.

That woman, on the other hand, was sure she'd probably revealed too much to the good, God-fearing man. Although Lauren would have liked to have seen what he was packing beneath that oversized belt buckle, having a platonic male friend wouldn't be the end of the world, would it?

"Is that why you invited Vinnie and me back to your place after the game that night?"

Lauren turned to him and smiled coyly, draping a loose strand of hair over her ear. "Maybe."

"So, your husband allows you to see other men? Romantically, I mean."

"My husband doesn't allow me to do anything. We've just decided to relax our marriage vows for a time."

They both took another long drink, eyes fixed on each other. It was one of those pivotal moments when one doesn't quite know what the other is thinking but has a pretty good idea. Alex swallowed hard. He was on the verge of doing something he may wind up regretting and felt conflicted. As a world traveler, he wasn't a prude, but had always managed to avoid those things that weren't aligned with his family values or Jesus. And what was crossing his mind right then most certainly did not.

He was about to comment on the wedding vow remark when a sleek-looking young girl with fiery red hair walked up behind Lauren and gave her a hug. Dressed to the nines, she looked barely old enough to drive much less be in a bar. If it hadn't been for abundant cleavage shown off by a tight bodycon dress, he would have sworn she was still in high school.

In a way, the big Texan was happy for the interruption. It gave him a way out of potentially making a mistake. After Lauren made some quick introductions, Alex motioned for his check and offered the stool to Chloe.

"It was nice to see you again Miss Lauren," Alex tipped his hat, letting his gaze linger a bit on the pretty face and black bangs before turning to the younger woman. "And a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Chloe. Sorry I have to go. I assure you it has nothing to do with your arrival. I just need to get some sleep. Saturdays are always busy in my business, what with spring vacations coming up and all. You ladies take care now and enjoy your evening, ya hear?"

Lauren watched with disappointment as the generous gentleman handed the bartender a Franklin to 'cover the girls', and quickly headed to the door. With a sigh she turned back to her girlfriend who was busy ordering a drink.

Probably for the best. He was too good a man to bring into such a sordid affair. Kind of like Corey before the...infection.

As the girls were discussing which clubs they wanted to hit, Lauren noticed her friend's eyes fix on something just beyond her shoulder. Turning, she found Alex standing there with a piece of paper in his hand.

"Sunday morning, seven o'clock," Cartwright whispered. "Malinkrout Marina. Slip 41. I like to get an early start. This is my number if you get lost."

And with that, he disappeared again, leaving Chloe grinning into her fresh vodka tonic. "Looks like you have a bona fide date there, whore."

Lauren blushed as she slurped the last of the Hurricane through the oversized straw.

"I guess I do."

+++++

Lauren was still glowing from Alex's invitation as Chloe dragged her from one venue to another. She felt like she'd just been asked out by the all-star quarterback and had a permanent grin tattooed on her face. The giddiness was evident and helped her get through her friend's rather dubious choices in clubs. It wasn't that the older woman disliked them because they were meat markets -- Lord knows that short conversation with Tex had left her wet and ready -- but predictably, most of the places Chloe frequented catered to the late college set, and Lauren was getting the same wary looks as a Greek house mom might receive. Sure, there were plenty of drive-bys, but in all cases it was quite clear which of the two girls the men were most interested in.

Just when they were about to leave the fourth club, Chloe received a call which took her outside. Returning a minute later, she apologized and shouted over the din of the EDM that 'Autumn' had an opportunity for 'two large' that she just couldn't pass up. Something about another girl getting sick and needed a last-minute sub. Chloe offered to use the ride-share she'd just ordered to either drop Lauren off at another bar or take her home. Looking out over the sea of young, gorgeous people dancing and partying, the tired brunette chose the latter. At twice everyone else's age, it was probably best to just go home and fire up the Chairman of the Board.

+++++

By the time Chloe dropped her friend at her building, Lauren was eager to climb into bed with her ten-inch vibrator and tell Corey about being asked out on her first real date in over thirty years. She was sure the little perv would be surprised. This was not just one-off sex or fuckbuddy stuff either, but a real date with a genuinely nice guy, not some overbearing frat kid or colleague with their own phrenic issues. The thought of her out on a boat alone with a handsome man would surely send her husband into a licentious frenzy, giving him jerk-off material into the next century!

A date. It was hard not wonder where a simple sailing adventure would lead. Lauren could sense Alex was interested but wrestling with a righteous upbringing. Like he was trying to decide if Corey providing a hall pass somehow gave him an escape clause to pursue her. And she'd seen the surreptitious sideways glances from under the brim of that cowboy hat. Alex may have been principled, but he was also a man that was ripe for the taking.

Whatever will be, will be, she thought, but one thing was for sure. Her bladder was about to burst, and Lauren wasn't sure she could wait for the elevator. The old eyes of the concierge caught a glimpse of the trotting woman in a mini-skirt and flimsy halter top as she dashed through the lobby, all the while wobbling awkwardly on high heels. Immediately recognizable as Mrs. Miller in Twenty-three F, it came as no surprise that she was coming home yet again, drunk and looking hot as hell.

"Evening, ma'am," the older man greeted her.

Lauren gave him a kindly, passing smile as she blew by him enroute to the ladies' room. "Hi Harvey!"

The smile faded as she saw the 'closed for cleaning' sign on the door to both restrooms.

"Shit, shit, shit!"

Remembering the unisex lavatory in the lobby gym, Lauren swiped her fob and flew to the small private toilet to relieve herself, barely making it before letting go with a hot golden steam which flowed prolifically into the porcelain bowl below. Lauren sighed heavily as her bladder rapidly shrank, just thankful she didn't have to wait for the elevator. After wiping and flushing, she stepped from small water closet and let the resulting euphoria wash over her. God, that felt good! Now she could retreat to her apartment and take care of her other 'little problem'.

It was then she noticed the lone resident struggling with the free weights near the back of the gym.

Ah yes, Luke Walters, Fifteen B.

He was pretending not to look, but Lauren could feel his eyes on her scantily clad body as she walked across the rubber floor and past the small sauna towards the door to the lobby. Walters' staring suddenly became an overwhelming source of arousal and caused her to stop in her tracks. Glancing back at the frail, milquetoast of a neighbor, the horny executive changed course and sauntered back to the steam room. Dramatically, she picked up a large towel and opened the door, stepping back to allow a burst of humid mist to escape before disappearing into the hot box. The last Luke saw was a crook of a finger beckoning him to follow.

Inside, Lauren grinned as she relaxed on the warm wooden bench. She was either going to ruin some of her best clubbing clothes or sacrificing them for a steam bath that neither resident of the Mystic Arms would ever forget.

+++++

Chloe Ceallaigh's phone rang minutes before she arrived at the appointment for which she'd cut a night out with her friend for. It was Prurient Stables again. Mindful of the driver who could hear every word, she immediately slipped into her professional persona.

"Autumn Breeze," she answered cheerfully, opening the car door and exiting onto a sidewalk in front of a posh hotel.

"Next Wednesday? That should work. I can switch shifts at Sandy's."

The woman on the other end seemed a bit panicked.

"What's the problem, Agnes?" Chloe asked, clearly annoyed at what she was being told. "I see. Well, Katrina was the only one old enough to make that request believable. And for that price it's got to be real. If she can't make it, we have to get someone else. Just let me know who I'll be working with."

Chloe sighed and hung up, closing her eyes in thought. Moments later she dialed another number, which went straight to voice mail.

"Hey, it's me. Got a business proposition that I think may be a good fit. Hit me back."

Tossing the phone back into her purse, the 20-year-old dancer/escort blew curly red hair out of her face with a puff of air. Like an actress getting into character, 'Autumn' steadied herself and entered the hotel lobby. It was time to go to work.

+++++

Sitting on the smooth cedar bench, Lauren's grin grew wider when the door to the sauna opened with a slow creak and a cautious Luke poked his head inside.

"Come on in neighbor," she smiled, "there's enough room for two."

The bashful man gingerly entered the small room and closed the door behind him. He'd begun sweating before even entering.

"H-h-hi," he stammered, not sure what to say. Social interaction wasn't his thing.

"Sure is hot in here."

"You have no idea."

Lauren wasted no time in pulling him close and hooking a thumb into the band of his basketball shorts. Luke stared down at the hot older woman and cleared his throat. The humidity was working on the halter top, and it was now clinging tightly to her tiny chest. Quietly, Lauren placed one of his trembling hands over on her blouse and encouraged him to squeeze. He hadn't felt many breasts in his life, but this one felt perfect in his hand. Pliable but firm, like the stress ball he kept on his desk at work.

"Oh wow," he murmured as his thumb ran tentatively over the material covering the nipple. Like magic, it hardened under his caress.

"Nervous?" she asked sweetly, knowing she had to go slow. Her eyes closed in pleasure as his soft fingers began tweaking both tits.

"We...we shouldn't be doing this in here," Luke warned, looking back at the door which had been left open just a crack. "We could get in trouble."

Lauren mulled that over. "Your right. Better make this fast then."

Standing up, she pulled the flimsy top over her head and flung in on the bench. The skirt was next.

"Oh man," he gasped, looking frantically between her naked body and the door. He could smell a mustiness that wafted up from her vagina like warm potpourri. Inhaling deeply, it began to work its magic. "You're so beautiful."

Lauren tested a theory. "First time?"

"Uh, second."

Thought so. "Who was the first?"

"A friend."

Well, while that wasn't a lie, it wasn't the whole truth either. His first had been while still living in his parent's house when his drunk sister dared her slut friend Milly to take his virginity. She had come to him in the middle of the night and climbed in his bed. Luke knew it was an alcohol-influenced mercy fuck, but he didn't care. It was a memory that had helped him through many lonely nights after.

"I see," Lauren cooed as she sank back down on the bench, all the while making eye contact while pulling his shorts and briefs to the floor. What popped out into her face was a very nice surprise. Grabbing a condom from her sequined clutch, she unfurled it over the young man's growing member.

"Oh wow," he uttered for yet a third time, running his hand through his hair.

"Nice cock."

"Really?" Luke gushed appreciatively.

"Uh huh, really. I bet your first got off nicely."

"I don't remember."

"Do you like me?"

Walters nodded pensively, constantly checking the door. His virtuous upbringing was absolutely convinced they were going to be caught, be he was too hard to care. Lauren giggled at the paranoia and spit onto the latex to reduce the unnatural friction.

This caused her neighbor's face to screwed up in ecstasy. "Mmmmmmm, ohhhhhh."

The feeling was even more incredible than the thirty-one-year-old had remembered from his one midnight encounter. Mercifully, Lauren continued her ministrations, stroking and twirling her tongue around his angry, purple glans. When his erection filled out the rubber completely, she slurped the seven-inch cock into her mouth and took him deep. Not all the way for fear of making him cum prematurely, but close, enough that his wiry pubic hairs began to tickle her nose. That brought a string of appreciative moans from above. Lauren kept this up until she couldn't take it anymore. She needed to be fucked right then and there.



Without a word, the wayward wife bent over the wooden bench, hands braced against the back wall. Luke couldn't believe his good fortune as she presented him with the most delicious hairless, meaty clam he'd ever seen. Even in magazines. Unsure of himself at first, he grasped her small, soft hips, as if she was somehow a porcelain doll that could easily break. Sex with Milly had been straightforward and lasted only a few minutes. Although he'd seen doggystyle plenty of times online, the excitement of finally doing it for real nearly caused him to spill his load.

Moving closer to the pulsing, glistening pussy, Luke held his dick as steady as his trembling hands could and gently rubbed the head against the outer lips. At first it tickled, but the more he rubbed it on the velvety folds, the more he wanted to slide it into her inviting hole. Not wanting to hurt the wonderful woman who was giving him this special gift - and in such an unorthodox way -- he continued to move it around her vulva as the moist slit gasped and pleaded to be fucked. The way she was moaning and backing into his groin assured him pain wasn't a concern.

Sensing his hesitation, Lauren took over and pressed her ass into him, just enough to encourage the first inch or two to slip effortlessly into her already moist slit. As her mons widened to accept the timid cock, she decided it was time to turn up the heat.

"Do you want to fuck me, Luke?"

Gritting his teeth, the young man simply grunted. The bashfulness was slowly being replaced by the inner neanderthal that all men -- mousy or not - channel when presented with such an opportunity.

"Then do it baby. Take me. FUCK ME NOW!"

Luke persona changed in an instant as he snarled and pushed in, a good amount of his length slipping easily into hallowed heat of her long-married cunt.

"Yesssss, just like that," Lauren mewled, her hands sliding down the cedar wall to the bench, sweaty black hair dangling in front of her and clinging to her shoulders and chest.

And so, the carnal dance between the hotwife whore and a wide-eyed vestal neighbor she hardly knew began. The one-hundred-eighty-degree room filled with grunts and moans, accented by the sound of skin-on-skin as balls slapped rhythmically into taint and ass. It started awkwardly but settled in when the mild-mannered neighbor found his long-suppressed porn star stride, ramming his rarely used manhood deep into the slutty woman's willing hole while admiring the sleekness of body as it melded with his. It was an encounter he wanted to last forever!

Tossing his head back in unadulterated pleasure, Luke let go a primal howl that resounded off the walls. Sparks flew between the two unlikely lovers as their bodies maintained a steady pace, their mutual cries of carnal passion rising above the heated mist and daring anyone to interrupt them. In his mind, Walters was longer a meek mollycoddle, but rather a Viking who was fucking his pillaged whore in a decidedly outrageous manner.

"Faster!" Lauren urged as telltale spasms began to rock her. "Deeper!"

Like the great warrior he imagined, Luke forced Lauren down on the bench in a prone position. He was in control of this slut as she moaned for his cock, her chest and belly sliding along the warm wood as he pummeled her. Enticed by the sleek and undulating ass in front of him, the triggered resident fucked to impress, aggressively plunging, pushing, and driving his steel deep until it seemed like it was scraping the very bottom of her womb. Lauren felt every delightful inch as it slid in and out of her whore cunt, the rise of a much-needed orgasm on the horizon.

"OH YES! OH YES! OH YES!"

"You like that?" Luke murmured, childlike at first, then in a much deeper voice, "WELL, DO YOU SLUT?"

He could feel the faint tugs of his own release bubbling up.

"YES, YES, fuck that cunt! Do me! Do me!"

"I am...I am...I am!" the young man yelped, almost apologetically as sweat poured from his contorted face.

Lauren's eyes shut tightly as the whole room began to spin. "Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god."

Luke knew he was close as he labored from behind her. Seeing that dark hair whip around like the adult film star he likened her to was something out of a wet dream.

"Gonna cum..."

Heeding the gentle bachelor's kind warning, Lauren put aside her own orgasm and acted, quickly squatting on the bench. Ripping off the condom, she presented an open mouth, not unlike the videos Luke had seen online. The debauchery of it all suddenly overcame the nerdy Viking, causing him to lurch forward and lose control. Odd animal-like snorts were accompanied by wave after wave of pent-up lust as weeks' worth of thick, gelatinous jizz showered Lauren's hair and face. Even after the last milky drop had oozed from his deflating tool, he stood with dick in hand, not believing the real-life scene he'd just been a part of. The sight of his cum cascading down the chin of the gorgeous neighbor and onto the whiteness of her bikini top band was one he'd not soon forget. What would his friends think of him now?

As the afterglow faded, the now familiar residents dressed in silence. Lauren wiped her soiled hair and face with the towel and dropped it in the used-cloth bin. They carefully pushed on the already open door and peered into the gym. To their relief it was still empty, sending them scurrying for the door to the lobby in an attempt to remain unseen. Once there, their heart rate and pace slowed. It was now just a quick walk to separate elevator banks.

Any yet, while the salacious tenants may have been congratulating themselves for flying under the radar of everyone else, their hasty retreat failed to see the much older concierge lurking in the shadows behind the rowing machines. Chuckling softly, he pocketed his phone and headed towards his station at the front desk.

That's a keeper.

+++++

Saturday, January 13.

The kindly waitress placed a hefty dinner plate in front of the lonely looking man who had taken up residence in a corner booth away from other diners.

"Pastrami on rye, pickles on the side."

The gray-haired gentleman was friendly enough. About six months ago, he'd begun coming in at least once a week and always settled in the same spot, a Cyclones baseball cap pulled low over his brow.

That day, he looked particularly distressed. "You okay, sugar?" she asked sympathetically.

Nodding, Corey shook some salt over his slaw and picked at the hot food. Another Saturday afternoon with nothing to do. At least he had professional football the next day, and the collegiate National Title game was Monday night.

He thought back to the previous evening and wondered if Lauren had indeed "gotten hers." That was the toughest part, the not knowing. Staying behind was his biggest regret. Had he been there with her, he would know when she got home, known she was safe. Lately though, she'd been increasingly mysterious, leaving him to wonder what she was up to and with who. Perhaps Lauren was doing that on purpose, living up to her promise to support his fetish. And yet, what if there were far more nefarious reasons, like an affair she wasn't telling him a about? A romance that could cost them their marriage? Either way, it left a huge hole in his heart and a lump in his pants. He hated himself for being aroused at the prospect of losing his wife, but he couldn't ignore it just because he didn't like it. Corey had erotized the risk to such an extent that living on the razor edge of disaster and thinking of the peril had driven him to some of the most gratifying orgasms lately.

As he stewed about his current predicament and lamented being more than a thousand miles away, a large body cast a long shadow across the booth's table. From under the bill of his hat Corey could see two oil-stained jeans legs and a pair of dark brown work boots standing near. Fuck. There was no question who it was.

Zane Picardo.

"How ya doing, Cors?"

Not bothering to look up, the older man swallowed a bite of pastrami. "Never better."

"We need to talk, buddy."

Finally, Corey raised his head. Zane was a large, rough, and saucy as ever. "So, talk."

The biker shook his head and pointed to a tavern across the street. "Not here. Clancy's Pub."

The green and red Christmas lights of the dive bar across the two-lane state highway were twinkling in the twilight. Apparently, the owner had not gotten the memo about the holidays being over.

"Fine."

Throwing a twenty and a ten on the table, Corey followed his one-time best friend out of the diner and into the freezing cold.

+++++

The amicable motorcycle mechanic set down a pitcher of beer and two frosty glasses on a shaky two-top and adjusted the wobbly foot on one of the four legs. As the two men shrugged off their winter coats, they threw quick waves at several friends scattered about the local honky-tonk, including one of Lauren's best friends, Gail Weathersby.

After much useless conversation about the weather and the latest sports updates, Zane chose to take on the elephant in the room directly.

"Why you been shutting me out, man?"

Corey leaned back in his chair, anxiously looking around the bar.

"I don't know."

"Bullshit."

The project manager raised his eyebrows at his lifelong friend. "I have to spell it out for you?"

Zane shook his head. "No man, you don't. I slept with Lauren. I get it."

Corey's psyche reeled at hearing his best friend say it out loud. It stung...bad. And yet, that familiar tingle in his loins was ever present.

"What I don't get," the slightly younger man wondered, "is why I'm the bad guy here. It's like you're the victim. If you remember, you set that whole thing up. Without my knowledge. You and Lauren used me as a pawn in your stupid sex games. I'm the one that was played here."

"Yeah, about that. You're right. It was fucked up. I'm sorry."

Zane nodded seriously and hoisted his beer mug. "Okay, now we're getting somewhere. Look, dude, I only grabbed the carrot you guys dangled in front of me. Can you blame me? I mean, Lauren is hot as fuck."

"No."

"So, why'd you do it?"

Corey looked down at his glass. "I don't know."

"There's that bullshit again. C'mon man, it's ME dude! We've always been straight with each other. Why stop now?"

"I...I can't."

The pair sat in silence until Zane decided to press on.

"It's because I know what cranks your shaft these days, isn't it?"

That put a small grin on Corey's face. Zane, always with the motorcycle references.

"You think that's like some big deal dude? Some of the guys I ride with have been sharing their ol' ladies for years."

"It's...it's not quite the same. It's not about swinging."

Zane forced his face back to a solemn expression to reassure his friend he was taking this conversation seriously. "Yeah, man, I know. Lauren explained it. All of it. And you'd be proud of me, I even I've read up on it and I don't read anything unless it's about transmissions or tits. It's a different bag for sure, not for everyone. But it's not like you're into fucking dead people or animals. I mean, really, who gives two shits if you like to watch? You embarrassed by it or somethin'?"

Corey shrugged. "Lots of haters out there."

Picardo took a drink and wiped the foam from his mouth. "I haven't outed you, dude. And I don't judge." The big man squared his shoulders. "Look, I'm not good at this emotional stuff, so I'm only gonna say this once. Did I enjoy being with Lauren? Yeah, who wouldn't? Was I surprised when she told me about y'all? Yeah, not gonna lie. Was I pissed 'cause you played me? Yep, straight up. Do I want this to end our friendship? Hell, no. I want my fishing bud back. I want to hit the triple-A rink again and see some blood."

The two men stared at each other across the small table. Finally, Corey cracked a half-smile.

Zane matched the grin and watched the cute butt of a waitress waddle as she walked by. "Well. That's all I got to say. Don't be lookin' for any of that kumbaya shit."

Corey thought for a moment, then cocked an eyebrow. "You liked being with Lauren?"

It was the biker's turn to carefully think. Fucking Lauren was like going to heaven. Nasty, raw, and just plain dirty. But now was not the time to show his very real enthusiasm about his best friend's wife.

"Well, we all go way back, right? She's been your woman and my friend for what? Thirty years now? She's great, so...yeah."

"But you enjoyed being with her?"

Zane's gaze settled on his older pal, and he narrowed his eyes.

"Yeah, I already said that. Why?"

"She came on to you, looking good in those leathers. I bet you watched her ass all night, didn't you?"

"Uh, well..." The biker wasn't sure he liked where this was going.

"...blew you in the john."

He and Corey had traded notes on chicks before, but this wasn't just any girl, this was Lauren they were talking about.

"Dude..."

"Where did you finish?"

The mechanic tilted his head incredulously.

"Are you sure you want to...?"

"Where? In her mouth?"

"Geez man,...c'mon. I guess. Thereabouts. I really don't remember. We were totally baked."

Actually, that was only half the truth. There was no way Zane would ever forget that blowjob; he'd had even jerked off a time or two to the memory.

Corey squeezed his eyes shut, enjoying the pressure of his cock throbbing against his jeans.

"Then you took her to your motel room."

Picardo skewered him with a piercing look. "What's up with the twenty questions, bro? You already know what happened."

"I want to hear it from you."

The biker clasped his hands around the back of his head and look around at other oblivious customers in disbelief. Whatever his friend had, he had it bad, and he was starting to see that side right then. Okay, fuck it, I'll play along.

"So yeah man, we went to the room."

"What did you do there?"

"Talked."

"What else?"

Zane leaned in and sneered at his friend. "This is weird, man."

"What else?"

"We made out."

One of Corey's hands began to shake as it tried to grasp the beer mug and take a drink. The other's fingers drummed on the table nervously. "And?" he asked breathlessly.

"Like, look, you got to understand, bro. She laid it all out there in front of me. I mean, Lauren was always the school-marm type, right? Sexy, but in a sexy librarian kind of way. That's all we've ever known. So when she stripped off those pants, I had no choice. I got my face all up in that."

Corey closed his eyes and moaned. "You ate her out." It was a statement, not a question.

Zane looked around the bar again, thankful the music was so loud. "Uh, yeah."

"Did you like how she tasted?"

Picardo stared intently at his buddy. He couldn't believe they had gone down this road, but here they were. And it was actually a little hot talking about it. "You already know the answer to that."

"Then what?"

"We, uh..."

Corey opened his eyes. "You what?" His lower lip and cock were both quivering.

"C'mon, man, you damn well know what happened."

"I want to hear it from you?"

"Corey, don't, I mean, really..."

"SAY IT!"

"Dude..."

Corey rose to his feet, fire in his eyes. "SAY IT MOTHERFUCKER!"

Zane leapt up as well and banged his fists on the table, sending one of the mugs flying off the table as the music in the juke box abruptly ended.

"I FUCKED YOUR OL' LADY, OKAY? IS THAT WHAT YOU WANT TO HEAR? I FUCKED THE SHIT OUT OF YOUR GODDAMN WIFE!"

The ten seconds of dead air between when that song ended, and the Rock-Ola queued up the next one was the longest moment of silence in pub history as the other patrons stopped to gawk at the two men staring each other down. Many of them snickered, most expected a fight.

As the soulful twangs of the next country ballad began, Zane followed his friend's gaze which had turned to where Lauren's girlfriend Gail was sitting with another couple, mouth agape even as the tavern got back to normal. Acting quickly, the roughneck grabbed Corey by the collar pushed his friend towards the door.

"Let's get the fuck outta here."

+++++

After spending a rare Saturday afternoon of leisurely shopping by herself, Lauren curled up with a pizza and romantic movie, then laid in her bed staring at the ceiling. Feeling a bit melancholy, she retrieved her tablet and the Chairman, then called Corey using the camcorder he'd left behind. Taking a half-smoked joint and ashtray from the nightstand, she lay in her teddy with head propped against headboard and took an occasional hit as the two talked. It seemed she was getting high a lot lately, but Corey decided against mentioning it. E

Eventually she got around to her brief tryst in the gym's sauna, relating the hook up in such detail that it go them both hot very quickly, resulting with the massive vibrator stuck up her pussy and he with a new homemade toy that involved a velvet line toilet paper roll. Lauren bit her lip as he slipped tube over his well-lubed, small-girthed dick and masturbated. She laughed hysterically when he came, the head sticking out one end pulsating purple as it shot several listless white ropes onto his belly. "What a waste!"

After cleaning up, the couple laid naked on their respective beds a thousand miles apart, discussing her upcoming trip for the reunion and to help pack. During a natural break in the conversation, Lauren brought up her date the next day.

"You remember Alex, right?"

Corey looked a bit stunned but kept it together. "A date?"

"Yes, silly, a date. You said it would be a good idea."

"I said I wouldn't mind while I was stuck up here."

"Same difference."

"You said you were just going to think about it."

"I said it would be more fun than going to a museum," Lauren said decidedly. "And I have thought about it and I'm going out with Alex."

Corey swallowed. "What do you know about him?"

"He's handsome, rich, and has a big boat. What's more to know?"

Normally, hearing his wife talk about another man this way would invoke the mixture of emotions that he so yearned to feel. This time, for some reason, it was just pure jealousy.

"I see," came the despondent response.

Lauren frowned. "What's wrong? I'd thought you'd be happy."

"I...I am."

"Hey, cheer up. I'll send you pictures and tell you all about the day. It'll be fun!"

"Yeah."

Awkward silence found them staring at each other through the screens. She could see lines of anxiety on this face.

"Do you not want me to go?"

Corey shook his head. "No...go."

Lauren scooted closer to the camera with a worried look on her face, naked breasts jiggling softly.

"Corey, babe," she purred lovingly, "You have my heart always."

Several moments went by before she looked back at the tablet and realized the call had been intentionally disconnected.

He hadn't heard her one word of her declaration of love.

+++++

Sunday, January 14.

"Ave Maria, Gratia plena, Maria, gratia plena..."

Lauren snapped one eye open in the pitch-black room as the soft choir music played.

What the fuck?

The clock radio on the nightstand blinked a blue six a.m. as she swung her feet off the mattress and onto the floor.

Jesus, the sun's not even up yet. And what's with the religious music?

Then she remembered. It's Sunday. Time to sail.

Gradually, the heaviness in her eyes lifted and she managed to stand, snagging the Chairman off the bed to give him a good cleaning.

A quick shower chased any remnants of sleep away, waking her up enough to apply a bit of makeup and select her outfit for the day: a cute blue and white striped yeoman's three-quarters length top (picked up on sale yesterday!), white capris, and tan boat shoes. Lauren tossed the golden bikini she had worn on Myles' day cruise in a weekender bag and donned a pair of oversized sunglasses, nodding to herself in the mirror as she headed to the lobby.



She was ready for her first real date in years.

+++++

The Amarillo Sky's triple screws were already idling in the pre-dawn darkness when Alex Cartwright extended his hand and helped his new friend aboard. Lauren graciously accepted a warm blanket from the big Texan and settled into a seat behind him in the towering cockpit. Air temps were in the low sixties as they motored their way south from the Causeway marina and into Biscayne Bay. By the time the boat passed the unique and abandoned Stiltsville, the sun was over the horizon and bathing boaters with its welcome warmth.

Lauren brushed wisps of hair out of her face as the cool ocean breeze caressed her skin. Alex proved to be the perfect tour guide, pointing out various landmarks as the vessel chugged south towards North Key Largo. It was a much different view than when Myles' huge yacht went due east, out into the ocean. This was a more personable look at the coastline. And yet, while the various wildlife preserves were captivating and all, the slinky brunette's eyes kept returning to her skillful pilot.

The Texas beefcake wasn't every woman's cup of tea. She could certainly see the one-time rancher in him. Rustic without being a hayseed, his square jaw and high cheekbones were set sternly below his white wide-brim cowboy hat. He considered navigating a boat a serious matter, constantly looking port and starboard for vehicles that may be crossing their path. The powder-blue long-sleeve casual cotton shirt he was wearing was untucked and unbuttoned to his navel, flapping in the wind to reveal plenty of hairy chest and flat stomach muscles. Below that were loose fitting nylon sailing shorts that allowed more than a hint of what was swinging between his legs. This was a man in control of his life, who'd made the pivot from the open skies of El Paso to the blue ones of the Atlantic, content now to help others realize their dreams of travelling to exotic places. Still, there seemed to be a sadness about him, perhaps because he had no one to share his own dreams with.

Lauren snapped numerous pics of the magnificent scenery as they slid by key after key, sending them to Corey to chronicle her day. A few of them even included Captain Alex's profile as he guided his ship southward, commander of the seven seas. What will he be commanding tonight? she wondered.

The mid-morning sun was blazing when the couple arrived in Key Largo, mooring at a private dock owned by one of Alex's business partners who also happened to live on the island. Impressed, Lauren gathered a few things from the boat and followed her pilot up a small path, around the bluest of kidney shaped pools, and to a waiting Jeep alongside a gorgeous country club house clad with a marvelous stucco finish. Greeting them with keys in hand was a friendly looking man with a white beard, t-shirt, and board shorts. Alex introduced him Sal Bender, an entrepreneur who fancied himself a hippie, albeit one that drove a Ghost.

A hug and a fist bump later, Lauren and her date were tooling down state road 905 through the Crocodile Lake Wildlife Refuge and into Pennekamp State Park. The islands were quite different than the Miami concrete jungle she was accustomed to, and she marveled at the diverse foliage and wildlife. Stopping at various trail heads, they explored the boardwalks while Alex pointed out exotic animals the native Iowan had only seen in photos. White pelicans, which only graced Florida in the winter, beautiful red egrets, and even a Mangrove Cuckoo. Lauren had to chuckle at the namesake of her husband's kink, snapping a photo to later send to Corey. Perhaps he could use it as his social media avatar. The irony of catching a glimpse of the rare bird did not escape her; a naughty aspect of her life invading an otherwise charming and romantic day. Very apropos.

The couple had a blast exploring blueish-green swamps from the safety of well-defined pathways, always aware of their surroundings should they stumble upon a croc or two sunning themselves. Lauren hoped to see a real live alligator but the only reptiles crossing their paths that day were scurrying geckos. Alex was patient during their walks, helping her over fallen logs or whisking her over a washed-out trail. The contact was incidental at first: a lift of the hand here, a playful bump there, the lingering of hands-on-hips when navigating around obstacles. But slowly the gap between the two closed, and soon the touch of a finger became hand holding, the helpful steadiness a bicep became an arm around the waist.

The electricity between the two was growing palpable, yet through it all the Texan was a consummate gentleman, never overstepping, always keeping things near platonic levels. As morning became afternoon, he felt his attraction to the raven-haired beauty grow stronger with every smile, every strand of hair over her ear, and every lilt of laughter. Even though her wedding ring was an ever-present reminder that he was playing with fire, Alex began to feel his moral compass begin to waver.

Lauren's thoughts tended to be less principled. Her eyes continually drifting to the capacious bulge beneath her tour guide's sailing shorts. Although it appeared loose and firm and at the ready, she knew she had to check her ambitions and take things slowly. While certainly not a virgin, this was not a man who was looking for a quick roll in the sack. At least not without some semblance of courtship first.

Throughout the day, the pair kept their phones busy, snapping tons of selfies and photos of the scenic island. Every so often Lauren sent select pics to Corey, showing how the date was progressing. Some were of her alone, sweeping vistas of the swamps in the background, others of her cheek to cheek with Alex. A few were of both taken by a kindly passerby.

After a mid-afternoon lunch featuring crab legs and roasted vegetables, Alex decided it was time to head back to the Amarillo Sky. They would need to castoff soon if they wanted to make Miami by twilight. That was fine by Lauren. While she hated to leave the tropical scenery behind, she was also eager to spend time alone with the hunky cowboy. As the sleek boat pulled away from the pier and got underway, the foxy office manager slipped below deck to wash off sweat and dirt that had accumulated during their adventure. The air temperature had rebounded nicely, reaching the mid-eighties, and she wanted to get some sun. Several minutes later, the ever-vigilant Alex, perched high in the cockpit, was pleasantly floored by the absolute hottie who strolled onto the bow in a barely-there gold string bikini. Lauren pretended not to see the gawking admirer as she laid on the princess pad and began to soak up some rays.

Cartwright prided himself on his piloting skills but found the beauty lying before him to be a major distraction. If the girl looked good before, she was absolutely banging in that swimsuit. Honestly, her body was tighter than he'd seen on many women less than half her age. Smaller breasts than he was accustomed to, of course, but still admirably firm and supple for her age. He had to shake his head when she pulled the bridge of her bottoms down to just below where the bare treasure laid. His eyes kept gravitating to the gap between her legs and wondering whether that still hidden beaver was truly hairless, or whether it was just an optical illusion caused by the glare off the water.

By the time they motored out of Card Sound and passed Old Rhodes Key, Lauren decided to up the ante by unceremoniously untying the back of her top and nonchalantly letting it fall to her side. After sending a few more pics taken that day to Corey, she leaned back on the warm marine vinyl, arching her back with dramatic flair, pushing her breasts skyward and stretching. Predictably, none of this was lost on the captive audience just ten feet above.

Alex could not help squeezing his burgeoning erection as he continued to navigate northward. With that kind of scenery, could anyone really blame him? All alone in the middle of a bay with a nearly naked goddess with the most inviting tomato-sized tits he'd ever seen. Had he plowed into one of the frequent fisher or tour boats crisscrossing his path, the Coast Guard would have taken one look at Lauren and sent them on their way. Nuff said. Sadly, it wasn't too long before the wind shifted with the sinking sun, sending a chill through the skinny sunbather, forcing her back into the cabin for a coverup, in which she soon appeared at the back of the cockpit.

"Cold?" the smiling captain asked, his eyes drinking in her loveliness.

"Not really," his flirtatious date laughed. "In fact, me thinks things are just getting warmed up."

+++++

Corey stepped back and surveyed the increasingly sparse kitchen. Box after box sat stacked alongside and on top of each other, filled with small appliances, plates, and drinking glasses. Another hour or so and he'd be able to check that room off the packing list and be able to watch the late afternoon football playoff game.

Ding

The phone notification echoed from the study and throughout the near empty house. Dusting off his hands, he walked down the hallway and picked up the device. It was a message from Lauren.

Hey, just wanted to let you know my date with Alex is going well. Great guy and very attentive.

Corey looked at the message and the photos that followed dubiously. Most were closeups of the pair, irritatingly happy, cheeks together, smiling; the obligatory long reach to get the camera angle just right. By necessity, their arms were closed around each other, creating very intimate poses. There were a few of Lauren, alone and frolicking on some sandy beach, jumping and skipping about. At least a couple had been taken by somebody else; one showing them standing close, arms interlock, another with Lauren's hands on the Texan's chest as he held her tight; yet another candid shot where she had spontaneously jumped on Alex's back for a piggyback ride.

It was all very cute and playful...and a rude reminder of why the project manager had been working so hard that day. Not to remember, but to forget. Forget that his wife was on a date with a man twice his size; probably in more ways than one. Forget that he was stuck in Iowa with sleet pelting the windows while she was cavorting about South Florida without him.

But damn, she looks good. It was true; SO good! Between those tight white capris, her blue and white striped top, and long mane of jet-black hair, she could have been a model for any travel agency. But it wasn't a fantasy. It was her date.

Corey closed his eyes and let those words sink in. Why was there so much anxiety over something he had asked for; given her permission to do? After all, it's what he'd suggested, wasn't it? Sure, it was inherently different. Not like the indiscriminate sex she'd had thus far. Sex with little to no emotional ties. He took another gander at the pictures. This was definitely different. It was there in her eyes. Lauren was having fun. Real fun, the kind that comes from enjoying the company of people who matter, and not just a means to an end. The risk in that was obvious. Miami was teeming with younger, wealthier, and more virile men. The possibility of her falling for another guy increased exponentially when significant feelings, not just lust, were allowed to be part of the equation.

And yet, even as he considered the potential for disastrous consequences, Corey felt the indescribable 'it' pulsing through his veins, the mélange of angst that only those struck by the fetish's addiction could possibly understand. It was almost a certainty the day would end with his wife in the arms of another man, making love until both crumbled into a hot mess of wet sheets and heavy breathing.

His cock leapt at the conjured image. He wouldn't have it any other way.

+++++

"Why thank you, kind sir," Lauren smiled, accepting yet another glass of white wine. Her and Alex had settled into a cozy couch located on the stern of the boat after a fantastic dinner. The two had just feasted on shrimp scampi the talented captain had whipped up in the galley, and they were now just focusing on taking it easy after a full day of tooling around the bay. The slip 0was perfectly positioned to take in the city's skyline as the sun set behind the high-rises.

"I had a wonderful time today," Lauren snuggled closely to her host. "I never knew Florida was such a tropical paradise."

"Next time we'll hit the Everglades," Alex nodded. "That's were the wilderness is."

"Next time, huh?"

The big man blushed. "Only if you'd like."

The two sat in silence and watched a plane maneuver into a landing pattern for Miami International.

"It really is a magic city, isn't it?"

The cowboy laughed at her attempt to romanticize the ninth largest metroplex in the U.S. "I suppose. If you like sex, drugs, and money."

"I find all those things quiet enchanting, don't you?"

Cartwright shook his head in mock disgust and leaned back, resting one arm along the couch behind her head. He pointed the wine glass in the other hand at the colorfully lit urban life spread out in front of them.

"There's a lot of broken dreams out there."

"And a lot of found ones too," Lauren countered, grinning.

Alex clinked the rims of their stemware together. "Touché."

"And what about your dreams, Austin?"

Grabbing the wine bottle chilling in an ice bucket beside them, he topped off their glasses and thought about that poignant question.

"When my parents died, I turned my back on my roots. Well, the ranching part anyway, not the culture. I'd still be there, carrying on Daddy's ways if it hadn't been for the damn accident. After that, I needed a fresh start and had to get out of El Paso. I wanted to be successful on my own while travelling the world. I guess I've done that. With success comes money."

Lauren flipped the bill of his well-worn hat. "You sure don't show it."

"I don't need to show off. Too much pride is..."

"A sin. Yeah, I know."

The couple sipped wine and listened to the smooth jazz playing softly from the cabin speakers.

"What of the other deadly sins?" Lauren mused. "Where do you stand on them?"

"Hmm," Alex touched his chin in thought, "try me."

"Wrath."

"Ah yes. Well, I'm pretty laid back, so nah."

"You didn't seem so easy going when those guys were bothering me at Taffy's."

"I saw a pretty girl in distress, what can I say?"

Lauren scootched closer and gripped his shirt. "You think I'm pretty, huh?"

Alex squared with her, allowing his arm to drop a little, just touching the back of her neck.

"Gorgeous," he grinned, "Simply gorgeous. Especially in the bathing suit competition."

"Naughty boy. How about gluttony?"

"Do I look like I overeat?"

Lauren put a hand on his well-defined abs. "Definitely not."

"Next."

"Let's see..." She tried to remember the list from her bible studies. "Sloth. No, you don't seem lazy. How about greed."

"I live on a small boat when I could be living in a penthouse. The last time I bought anything for myself was a pair of jeans. Does that sound greedy to you?"

"Good point," the attractive executive laughed, snuggling further, pleased when the arm behind her draped over her shoulders. She reached up and took his hand, pulling it down over her chest.

"Envy."

"That's a tough one. Otherwise known as coveting, right?"

Lauren looked into his eyes, their noses nearly touching. "Yes. Like in coveting someone's wife."

They could feel each other's hot breath.

"Do you...covet...anything Alex?"

Their noses briefly touched, the warm tips brushing together ever so lightly, both knowing they were on the cusp of something exciting.

"I'm not sure I can do this. Your...your husband..." the conflicted giant stuttered.

"He knows I here. With you. Tonight."

Alex drew her closer, their nostrils flaring, lips barely touching. He couldn't resist this much longer.

"And he's good with...us?"

She let a hand drift to a twitching lap and nodded. "Yes."

The Texan moaned at her fingers drumming on his shorts. The whole situation was fucked up, but he was at the point of no return.

"But my husband needs to be a part of this too."

After Corey hung up on her last night, Lauren had told herself it had to be this way.

Cartwright stopped nibbling. He wasn't counting on that. "Eh, exactly how?"

"He likes to watch."

"Noooooo. No way, I'm sorry," Alex groaned again as Lauren unbuttoned his shorts and snaked a hand beneath his briefs. Her eyes had not been deceiving her; the hype was real.

"That's quite a bat there, Casey Jones."

"Damn, woman, you sure are fast."

"You have no idea. So, we need to resolve this. Can he at least listen?"

"Huh?"

She grasped his fat cock and began stroking him with purpose.

"Can he listen?"

"I don't know."

Lauren pushed aside his shirt and lowered her head to his nipples. Her hair cascaded down to his waist.

"Do you remember the seventh deadly sin?" she asked between suckling.

"Murder?"

"No silly."

Slurp, pull, slurp.

Lauren lifted his hand and placed it between her legs. He could feel the heat burning through bikini bottom.

"Stealing?"

Coming up for air, she shook her head, then pulled his mouth to hers, darting a tongue between his open lips. "What is it you want to do?"

"I want to make love to you."

Her hand pumped his cock harder.

"How badly?"

Alex lurched forward, his moans wafting over the water.

"How badly?"

The Texan gnashed his teeth together. There was clearly only one path forward.

"Make the call."

"What was that?"

"Just make the goddamn call."

Lauren laid down on the vinyl couch and pulled him on top of her.

"Lust," she puffed in his ear.

"Eh?"

"The last deadly sin is lust."

Alex sighed as he kissed her dainty neck and slipped a hand beneath her cover up.

"No shit."

+++++

The Sunday night football game was well into second quarter when Corey poured his third drink. He leaned back into the easy chair and relished the smooth finish as the whiskey warmed his blood. The entire day had been successful in taking his mind off 'the date'. Packing the kitchen, tossing old lawn chemicals from the garage that could not be stored, and now the glorious grid iron. That night's contest was just interesting enough to continue the distraction, but between plays he found himself wondering. He looked at the photos again, especially the one where Lauren had playfully jumped on the Texan's back, arms around his neck, head on his shoulder. They looked so happy. Not a care in the world.

It would have been a little after nine on the east coast. Perhaps they were just finishing up dinner, maybe even watching the same game. From what he recalled the big guy was a football fan too. More likely though, they were out walking the marinas, taking in the beauty of the city.

Or maybe...

Corey visibly jumped when his phone lit up. For a moment he simply stared at his wife's smiling face, a pic taken at one of their summer parties years ago. After several seconds he accepted the call.

"Hello?"

There was no response. Just white noise from an open mic. Somewhere in the distance, the blast of an airhorn blared.

What the fuck?

The dead air was soon replaced by rustling noises and heavy breathing. Then came the unmistakable sounds of kissing. The wet, sloppy kind where tongues were surely involved.

Holy shit, they're making out!

Corey's cock jumped to attention beneath his sweatpants, the close game on the television forgotten. More kisses and whispering. He could make out a "feels good" and several "just like thats".

The heavy breathing continued with the occasional shifting of bodies on something crinkly, like vinyl.



"Mmmm, oh!" Lauren exclaimed. Then, "yes suck them. Suck them hard."

"So beautiful," Alex murmured as the wetness of his tongue against her rigid nipples resounded through small speaker.

What happened? Did she accidently call? Maybe from when she had sent him pictures?

Corey reached for his growing erection.

Or was this on purpose?

"Not here," Corey heard Lauren say breathlessly. More shuffling, louder now, as if they were changing locations.

"The cabin then," Alex replied.

More whispering.

"Is he there? Can he hear?"

"I think so," came Lauren's hushed response.

Corey's fingers collapsed around the shaft of his shriveled, underutilized cock.

This ain't no accident.

The white noise subsided; it was quieter now. They must have gone inside.

"Ow," he heard Lauren exclaim, like she stubbed her toe. "I can't see."

"You don't need to," Alex assured her.

A playful yelp as something creaked. A bed?

Giggles.

"Take that off."

"I thought you'd never ask," Lauren cooed. "This too?"

"What do you think?"

More kissing. Sighing. Tiny cries.

"Oh wow." Alex sounded surprised.

"You like my bare pussy, baby?"

"Uh huh. So soft."

"Lick it, then. Suck my married cunt."

A low, slow, and guttural moan filled the speakers as Corey tried to follow along. The Texan was definitely eating her out.

Corey stroked his dick tightly as the cunnilingus continued for well over ten minutes. Lauren's reaction ranged from groans to squeals, back to groans again as the lapping grew louder and more intense. There were quiet moments too, that gave way to intense ones as her pilot's tongue brought her to several modest but real orgasms. Ultimately, it was not enough.

"Come here," the black-haired temptress demanded.

Additional shuffling along with a few gasps. Corey pictured the giant of a man slowly ascending Lauren, poised to enter his wife.

"Are you sure?" he heard Alex ask.

Lauren giggled again. "Go ask."

"Yeah, no."

"Then just fuck me. Fuck me like he can't anymore. Make me cum on that big fat cock."

Corey inhaled sharply, nearly losing his load onto the recliner's leather.

"Don't you think that's a little cruel?" Alex whispered, barely audible.

"He gets off on it," she scoffed. "Scouts honor."

"I don't think you've ever been a scout."

Sharp puffs of air, a few sniffs, heavy exhaling.

"You're so wet."

"Wet for you, baby, wet for that massive cowboy dick."

"Should I get a...?"

"Don't worry about it. I trust you."

"But, what about, um...him? He may want me to."

Lauren laughed maniacally. While that came off as bone chilling through the phone, what Corey couldn't know was that his loving wife had decided well in advance that she was going to push his proclivity hard that night.

"Fuck him, cuck's not even here to screw me. I need a real man like you to get me off, and I want to feel all of you!"

Corey had to let go of his pulsating dick to keep from cumming right there and then. His wife had just made the not insignificant decision to let this man fuck her bareback.

Several grunts, a moan, more panting.

"Oooooooo, yes put it right there. Don't tease me so much, damnit, just do it. Do me now."

The couple gasped in unison. It didn't take much imagination to know what was happening. His wife of 28 years, his soul mate and life partner, was opening her sopping wet pussy to yet another new lover.

"Mmmm, ohhhh."

His cock would be about halfway in by now, working its way to the depths of her womb. Lauren inhaled sharply, then let it out. He was surely slipping deeper.

MASSIVE exhale; a loud "OH GOD!"

There! He just hit rock bottom.

The sheets rustled and the mattress could be heard rubbing against the box springs.

The fucking had begun in earnest.

"Um, oh, um, oh, um, oh..." Lauren's voice grew louder as the sound of balls slapping against her promiscuous, betrothed, dripping cunt seared Corey's ears.

Alex grunted in time to his powerful thrusts. Her arms would be holding him tight now, fingers clutching at his back as they copulated, face-to-face, cheek-to-cheek.

More sloppy kisses and tiny mewls. Little laughs and whispers in the dark between the moans. Corey listened intently as five minutes turned into fifteen, a gauntlet of emotions assaulting his senses. He was no fool. He recognized the signs. The intimacy...the passion...the tenderness. These were not two ships passing in the night. The couple wasn't just fucking. They were making love.

"Yeah, baby, just like that. Just like that," Lauren gasp.

"Ahhh, ahhh, ahhh," Alex moaned incessantly.

After several minutes of semi-tender loving, Corey heard her whisper "Wait."

The bed ceased to creak, and the impassioned sighs stopped. The voyeur husband leaned closer to his phone. There was movement to be sure, but it was impossible to say what was going on. It was only when Lauren finally spoke that it became clear.

" C'mon cowboy, mount me like a bull and fuck me like one of your heifers."

Alex apparently wasted no time in sidling up behind her raised hips to take advantage of the offering before him, witnessed by the howl that rose from both lovers as the squeaking of the bed frame resumed.

Corey heard the ferocity of the coupling intensify. The next ten minutes proved to be exactly the opposite of the last, going from gentle lovemaking to raw, scorching sex.

It was hard to distinguish who was saying what through the tiny speakers, but a cacophony of "oh fucks, ohs shits, along with many oohs and ahhhs" filled the cabin. It was clear to Corey his wife's world was being rocked.

"Oh my god, fuck me, oh shit, oh god, oh god, fuck me, oh my gawwwddd!

Alex could only grunt repetitively as he bore down on the filthy office executive's leaking slit.

"Nnh, ah, nnh, ah, nnah!"

Corey pictured the Texan doggying his wife without mercy and tried to beat off in time with the man's moans, matching his hand strokes to each cock thrust. He wished he could know more, to hear more. To be a part of it. Fortunately, his bride did not forget he was on the line.

"You like fucking my married cunt, don't you, big man?" Lauren asked Alex between whimpers. "You fuck it soooo good!"

"Naggggg!"

"Make him a cuck, Alex. Make my husband a cuck! Let him listen how a real man makes me feel! Tell him how much you like fucking me!"

"Lauren," Cartwright whispered. "That's not right."

More maniacal laughs.

"You like being in me? You want to stay there?"

"Yes!"

"Then tell him!"

"No."

"Do it!"

A thud came across the phone, followed by both laughing.

"That's it, ride my dick, baby!"

The cowboy was getting a cowgirl after all.

"Say it, Alex!"

He must have shaken his head.

"Say it!"

"OH GOD, Lauren, JUST LIKE THAT!"

"SAY IT, ALEX!"

"YES, OKAY, SHIT! God, I love fucking your wife, man! How THE HELL can you let me do this?"

More gasps and grunts.

Corey nearly came, but held on, remembering the wisdom Chloe had shared with him. "Once you're done down there, you're done up here" she had said pointing at his head.

It didn't really matter. The sounds of torrid sex continued to punch relentlessly through the phone.

"Fuck me, oh fuck me," Lauren implored repeatedly. Her filthy mouth went off on a rampage.

"Oh God, please FUCK me.

"Pull my hair!

"Give me that cock DEEP, baby!

"Slap my tits!

"Don't you dare stop!

"Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeyowwww!"

Corey pictured his wife bouncing on top of the big man, their naked bodies writhing together, her shiny mane hanging down in his face while they raced to a mutual climax.

"Oh, oh, oh!

"Nnnnggggggghhhhh...!"

"Yes, yes, yes!"

Corey's right hand was a blur on his cock while the other fingered his large nipples. He didn't know how much longer he could last.

"You fuck me so much better than my husband!"

"Oh yeah, baby," Alex looked to the ceiling, trying to last just a bit longer. "Fucking you good!"

"YES, YES, YES, your big cock is gonna make me cum! Thirty years and I've never cum like this! Never, ever stop fucking me!"

"Shhh, your husband is listening..."

"FUCK HIM! All he'd be doing is watching us anyway, the goddmn perv! NOW FUCK ME! I want to cum!"

"Do it for ME Lauren, then! Cum for ME!"

Corey winced at another man telling his wife to cum. But it hurt so good.

Fap, fap, fap.

As the coupling entered its crescendo, the sounds of carnal pleasure devolved into a series of animalistic grunts, gasps and howls. Corey knew the pair would soon be collapsing in each other's arms, completely exhausted.

"Oooooooooooooooooooh, baby," Lauren yelled, "I'm there! I'm there! Gonna cum!"

"Shit, me too!" Alex bellowed, no longer able to hold off. "Where?"

"In me! Cum in me! Let me feel your love coat my whore pussy!"

It was the perfect storm. He'd never had a girl talk like that before and the nasty words sent him over the edge, roaring like a true bull as he shot his spunk deep into the warm, sticky recesses of her pink hole. Lauren reached the top of her rollercoaster just as she felt the hot load explode in her, sending her screaming into a free fall.

"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO AAAAHHHHHHHHH EEEEEEEEEE!"

The unmistakable sounds of ear-splitting orgasms fifteen hundred miles away quickly escalated Corey's own release, sending weak spurts of semen splattering over his sweatpants and hands. Waves of ecstasy poured through the speakers until the couple did indeed collapse into each other's arms, Lauren laying her head on Alex's chest trying to catch her breath.

Pulling a woolly sock off a foot to wipe up the mess, the third wheel husband struggled to catch the aftermath the best he could through the small speakers. It was at first very quiet, with only occasional sighs and kisses. Then came the soft giggles and whispering.

Whispering and giggles.

Giggles and whispering.

Not everything was discernible, but Corey heard enough.

"That was amazing.

"Incredible.

"This day has been very special.

"So glad we met.

"Can I see you again?"

"Come here, you."

Corey frowned as his eyes teared up. In his post-nut clarity, it became clear that Alex and his wife were sharing an intimacy not yet seen between her and her other lovers. What he was hearing was true pillow talk, the kind that fostered feelings that could lead to a longer relationship. One that may not include him.

With the fresh smell of self-induced cum stinging his nostrils, Corey pondered - as he often did - whether he'd pushed things too far...again. This new dynamic could very well signal a whole new chapter in their lives and it may be one with some undesirable permanency.

The Sunday night darkness closed in around him as his shaking hand picked up the remote and turned off the television.

The game simply didn't matter anymore.

Did anything?

+++++

Zane Picardo looked with disgust at the cell phone vibrating on the work bench in his home garage. It was the third time ringing in the last fifteen minutes. Didn't people know Sunday evenings were the only time he had to maintain the love of his life? It would soon be spring and riding season was just around the corner. Ignoring the interruption, he continued to work the chromium steel wrench against a rather difficult nut. Bessy was getting up in years and she could sometimes be a bitch. Just as he was able to break it free, the doorbell rang.

"No fuckin' way."

Wiping his hands on a shop towel, the biker walked across the blue epoxied floor and into his house, looking at the clock in the foyer as he moved towards the front door.

Ten o'clock.

"Somethin' better be on fire," he growled, throwing open the door.

To his relief, nothing was. It was just his goddaughter, probably the last person he would have expected.

"Hi Unca Zane!" Caroline Miller stood before him with a suitcase in hand, shivering. "A fire would be good right about now."

"Hey, girl, get your ass in here. What's wrong?"

"Nuthhhin'", the young high school counselor replied playfully. "Can't a goddaughter see her godfather once in a while?"

"Uh, yeah, sure. But we just did at Thanksgiving though, so..."

"Well, I was on my way back to Colorado from visiting Mom, so I stopped over to see from friends. And now you! I tried to call first, but no answer."

Zane watched as she shrugged off a thick white parka and carefully hung it in the coat closet. He couldn't help notice how nicely she filled out a form fitting cream-colored ribbed turtleneck sweater and designer jeans. A spitting image of her mother...with bigger breasts.

"All good in the mountains?"

"Snowing its ass off right now. My flight goes out tomorrow afternoon, but not looking good."

"That sucks. Where are you staying?"

Caroline stuffed her hands in her back pockets and fixed him with large puppy dog eyes. The net effect with her chest thrust out was somewhere between provocative and childish. "That's sort of a problem. You see, I was staying at my girlfriend's Stephanie's place, but she's got the flu now and I don't want to get sick."

"Makes sense. But you've got lots of friends."

"They all have one-bedrooms and boyfriends."

"Your dad?"

"Bed's torn apart for the move."

The mechanic began to see the writing on the wall. A month ago, having her stay with him wouldn't have been a big deal. But now, since the Ashley date...

"I don't think that's such a good idea, Cee. Let me get you a nice hotel room."

"Already called 'em all. Not a damn bed available," Caroline lamented, shaking her head dramatically.

Zane sighed. That much he believed. There was a huge convention in town.

"Okay, you can take the guest bedroom. I'll see if my buddy Clyde can run you to the airport tomorrow while I'm at work."

'THANK YOU, THANK YOU, THANK YOU Uncle Zane!" Caroline exclaimed, hugging his neck, her abundant sweater pressed snugly against his chest. "I owe you one."

"Don't mention it. Room's down the hall and to the right. Kitchen is that way. Fridge has beer, sandwich meat, and beer. Take your pick. I'll be out in the garage if you need anything."

"Thanks! You won't regret this."

Don't be too sure about that, the biker thought to himself as he forced his eyes away from the tight little butt walking down the hallway.

Suddenly he felt a great need to be back in the cold garage.

+++++
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.

Those that do choose to continue, please know reading previous chapters will help you better understand the characters and their journey.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

*************************************************************************************************

Special note: the next few chapters attempt to chronicle a period of time when the real life Lauren and some of her girlfriends went off the rails and pretty much fucked anything that moved. It is a time when they not only cucked their husbands hard, but also had encounters which many of them are not proud of today. Please keep in mind their 'slut years' did indeed happen over a period of years, and therefore must be condensed to fit within the timelines of this fable. As such, only a few of their stories can be told here.

*************************************************************************************************

January 15th. Six weeks to go.

Lauren Miller blinked as she pinched her nose between thumb and forefinger as the white powder stung her nostrils and stripped all mucus from her throat, leaving only a sweet, metallic taste behind. Getting high before work was completely out-of-character for the studious executive, but she needed help launching. No amount of espresso was going to make up for leaving Alex Cartwright's boat at three a.m., her pussy so raw it was difficult to get out of bed that morning. In that moment, the coke earned on her knees in front of Stretch Madison was worth every sperm the pretty brunette had to swallow to get it.

Ah, Alex. Agreeable, lovable Alex.

The date with the big Texan had ended exactly how Lauren had hoped, with his cock inside her, leaving her husband to masturbate while listening in. It would only have been better if Corey could have been there to see her latest lover bury that big El Paso dick deep, causing wave after wave of screaming orgasms. Yes, she was embracing his fetish, and intended on keeping her promise to serve it up every chance she got.

Alex's strict upbringing had made him a reluctant bull. Although he struggled with the idea of dating a married woman and willfully humiliating another guy, he'd shown a lot of promise as a potential boyfriend, just as Corey had suggested.

And the sex! Sweet Jesus, the sex. Hot, sticky, voluminous...not what she had expected from a god-fearing rancher's son. Yet, there was something more to it, a tenderness unlike Lauren had experienced since giving in to Corey's kink. Most of the men she'd been with had simply used her as a toy; a cumdump and nothing more. Not that there was anything wrong with that. In fact, her experiences now had helped her remember just how gratifying no holds barred sex could be. Regardless of how considerate Corey tried to be when they made love, that was an itch he knew he couldn't scratch any longer.

But as much as she liked the rough stuff, Alex also had a mellow, tender side. Lauren hoped that Corey had heard them lying in each other's arms, whispering sweet nothings. She hoped he understood the fire he was playing with as her and Alex cuddled. It was just one more turn of the torture rack's ratchet, fulfilling her promise to cuck him relentlessly.

Cuckold. Her heart would always belong to Corey, but the world he'd opened the door to was too exciting, too bold to go back. Lauren knew she'd become a slut of infinite proportions, and only hoped Corey could embrace her kinks as well.

No matter how hard she was about to shred him.

+++++

"One more!" Zane Picardo barked as his older friend struggled to complete lifts. Although Corey had been back in the gym for a couple months now, there had been little progress. After their reconciliation, he'd taken the biker's offer to help him train.

But why does it have to be before dawn?

"Atta boy," the bigger man celebrated the accomplishment. "Let's grab some water and move to the bells."

Corey nodded, twisting off a bottle cap. "Really appreciate you helping me get back into shape, brother. You should see some of the natives down there in Florida. They actually lift on the beach. I need to look good for Lauren."

"Meh, most of them fuckers got tiny dicks."

That prompted an uneasy quiet. Any mention of Lauren between the men - at least in the foreseeable future - was sure to be awkward. Corey also knew that Zane was now aware of his inadequacies and wasn't altogether sure that comment wasn't a dig.

Feeling the tension, the mechanic quickly changed the subject.

"So, um, how are the girls? Seen them lately?" It was clearly a fishing expedition.

"Not since Thanksgiving. Caroline visited Lauren over the holiday, though. Why?"

Zane spied some rather fit female gym rats and pointed them out. Corey followed his friend's gaze to the lovelies on the tread mills. Just more potential notches in his bedpost, he presumed. Just like the one that has my wife's name engraved on it forever.

"Just checking, that's all."

Zane didn't really care about the nearby women. He was more interested in finding out why Caroline had shown up at his place with her 'stuck in town with nowhere to go" story rather than seek out her own father. That was most peculiar. And weird.

+++++

Lauren sat in her office at Rekrap Industries, still coasting on the remnants of that morning's coke, trying to stay awake. So, when a distinctive ringtone peeled from her purse, she pounced on it gratefully.

It was Chloe Ceallaigh.

"Hey babe," Lauren smiled through the phone. She could almost smell her friend's intoxicating perfume. "What's shakin'?"

"Hi there," Chloe replied hastily. "Did you get my message?"

"I did, but I've been busy. Sorry."

"You fucking johns in alleys again?"

"Of course not, I've moved on to boats now."

"Shut up! Did you do the cowboy?"

"Yeah."

"Big dick?"

"That and more. Smart, gentle, dreamy."

"Those are dangerous adjectives to use when you're married, sister."

Lauren started to respond to the insinuation but stopped. It hit a little too close to home.

"Speaking of sisters," the cute redhead continued, "you remember my suggestion? You know...that you reel in that little fantasy of yours? Put some controls around it?"

"Yeah, or I'll wind up dead."

"Right. Anyway...my side job...there's a client who has a special request."

"What's so special about it?"

"Well, for one, it can only be pulled off by two ladies who have a...considerable age difference."

"And you want me to be your sidekick?"

"Well," Chloe hesitated, "more like an older sister."

The Miller matriarch cleared her throat. She could feel the moistness forming between her legs.

"I...I see. Well, that certainly is a niche."

"Yeah, a niche that pays us each a grand."

"Chloe, I don't need the cash."

"I know you don't," the dancer conceded. "Someone like you needs far more than what money can buy."

Lauren knew her friend was dead on. The urge to peddle herself had been there for a long time, just suppressed underneath all that...mommy-ness.

"When?"

"Wednesday."

"This Wednesday?"

"Is that a problem?"

"I can't. Too much stuff at the office, and...and I have to get ready to go back to Iowa. Raincheck?"

There was a definite disappointment in the silence that followed, then a sigh.

"Sure, why not? I was really looking forward to working with you, though. Showing you the ropes."

"Maybe you can show me those ropes when I get back?" the randy office manager chuckled. "Tight ropes."

"Oooooh, you're getting kinky in your old age, slut."

"Whore..."

The women blew kisses at each other and hung up, leaving Lauren's panties to whisk away juicy droplets oozing from her slit. The thought of selling herself was as burning as ever, especially since those Cubans had taken her. Chloe's gig would have allowed a safer environment, of course, but was that really where the appeal was? As twisted as it seemed, the attraction for Lauren came from the leering and being a piece of meat on display. It was hot, decadent, not to mention illegal. That's what got her motor running, so much so she briefly considered taking a long lunch to visit with the Chairman of the Board, who was always eagerly awaiting her in the nightstand drawer at home.

"Mrs. Miller?"

Lauren jumped as her secretary startling her out of the daydream.

"Yes?"

"I have Mr. Alvarez on the line."

Pedro Alvarez was Rekrap's CFO.

"Put him through."

There were a few clicks, then a booming voice.

"Lauren, can you come up to the eight floor right away."

"Sure. What's up."

"Looks like we're being audited. Gonna need your help."

Lauren stared at the phone. Shit. She'd been through audits before and they tended to consume every waking hour.

"Of course. I'll be right there."

+++++

Corey drove through the nearly completed medical complex which had been under construction for over two years. As one of the project managers, he took immense pride in delivering it on time and only slightly over budget. Almost ready to serve the community, the only things left were some mechanical installations and a bit of flat work, items that would be done in just a few weeks. That would trigger the greatest milestone of all: his moving to Florida and unification with Lauren. While he hoped the house would sell quickly, no way would he be waiting around for a bite. Not after all this time. The realtor could handle the sale; his place was beside his wife, and it'd been too long. As the sun began to set on that Monday afternoon, he swung the old truck towards the suburbs and tuned to a favorite classic rock station.

The move to Miami would certainly be cause for celebration, but it didn't come without some trepidation. After all, Lauren had developed her own life there, along with a bevy of pretty, pretty friends around which her world now revolved. Would they accept him or consider him an outsider? While he'd always been the friendly, outgoing sort, could a hard rock loving, t-shirt and bell bottom kind of guy from the Midwest fit in with the 'it' crowd? Maybe...maybe not.

And what of the lovers Lauren had amassed along the way?

Max, the club owner. Ground zero. Where it all started. Apparently, something of a bull, Lauren had arranged their first ever threesome with him, on a billionaire's yacht no less.

Tommy, the neighbor. A college athlete with a big heart and an even bigger cock. He seemed very appreciative of the opportunity to fuck a MILF like Lauren.

Tony, Tommy's fraternity brother. A cocky son-of-a-bitch who appeared to get off on cucking Corey. The guy could dish it out, reveling in making the older man squirm. In an odd way, the kid was currently the running favorite.

Those other frat kids, Hunter and Roman. Tony's friends who helped destroy Lauren in a limo, which ended with her blowing the driver to pay for leaving a mess. That encounter solidified her as a burgeoning slut.

Steve Hamilton. The Rekrap engineer who fancied himself a bull but was too wrapped up in his own fantasies. Corey had flown in unexpectedly and caught Lauren on a chance date with that head case.

Amy Rosinner. One hot fucking blonde and one of Lauren's best friends. A legal secretary at Rekrap, the two went out partying quite a bit. To Corey's knowledge, Amy was his wife's first lesbian lover. The images of those two in bed with Tony and Tommy were seared in his brain forever - and he had a video to prove it.

Jax, the porn star apparent. From all accounts, a professional bull and star of several adult films. Fucked Lauren to within inches of her life.

Chloe, the exotic dancer and sometimes escort. A cunning and sexy twenty-year-old redhead who was wise beyond her years. Looking to retire at thirty, she was another one of Lauren's lovers. Pure sex-on-a-stick, this one even let Corey bust a nut in her. Seemed Lauren and Amy hung out a lot at the strip club Chloe worked at; indicating a clear shift in his wife's attitude.

In between all that partying, his wife had also found time to prostitute herself, in both the traditional and corporate sense, giving in to a newfound fetish of her own. He didn't really consider those Cubans 'friends'. They were more like paying customers, and her banging the owner of that chemical company to secure a contract was textbook corporate whoring, pure and simple.

And now...Alex Cartwright. Of all her 'pals', this one worried Corey the most. Certainly, he couldn't blame her for being attracted to the big fella. He was a mountain of a man with a quiet demeanor, and ostensibly had the equipment necessary to please a woman. That is, if Lauren's screams had meant anything.

Tex also seemed to possess the disposition of a benevolent bull; albeit a reluctant one. This would be key if Lauren continued to see him. Although alpha in almost everything, Corey had found being a beta in the bedroom most intriguing. Being humiliated in the right moment was overwhelmingly hot. He knew it didn't make sense...hell, nothing these days did...but it did excite him to no end. Having someone willing to help cultivate that penchant was a lucky find indeed.

That was, of course, if Lauren didn't fancy him too much. Corey had read about wives in the lifestyle leaving their husbands in the dust for a lover, and Alex definitely checked all those boxes. Perhaps too much. Her other encounters had been purely about the sex and acquiescing to Corey's kinks. It was hard to put his finger on it, but there seemed to be a connection between her and this guy that went far beyond the 'wham bam, thank you ma'am'. And therein lied the danger.

After all, it wasn't the sharing of her body that bothered Corey the most; it was the sharing of her heart.

+++++

Zane gestured a quick goodbye to his ride and hustled through the bone chilling wind to the front door of the house he'd once shared with his wife Abby. After being married and childless for nearly ten years, she'd taken the truck, half his salary, and most of the furniture in the divorce. Thankfully, he got Bessy and the house. And he suspected the only reason her lawyers didn't come after that is because she didn't want to be bothered with the cost of home ownership. Whatever.

Twisting the key in the lock, he swore that someday he'd get a four-wheeled beater of his own so he didn't have to bum rides in the winter. Opening the door, a savory aroma hit his nostrils, the kind which had not been smelled there for a long, long time.

"I'm in here, Uncle Zane!"

As her godfather walked into the kitchen and set down his backpack, Caroline Miller giggled at the greasy uniform.

"Ew, someone needs a shower."

"Later. I have to finish seating Bessy. You know, someone interrupted me last night and I didn't get to finish."

"Sorrrreeee. Maybe you'll get to finish tonight."

Zane stopped splashing water on his face, wondering if the double entendre was intentional, or he was just a dirty old man. He ignored it and grabbed a hand towel.

"I got the text. Sucks your flight was cancelled."

"True that. But there's one first thing in the morning. Don't worry, I'll take a ride-share."

"Good. Not sure Clyde is available tomorrow. No worries, looks like you'll be here another night. You know where the bedroom is."

"Indeed, I do," Caroline smiled coyly. "Care for some meatloaf?"

"Seriously? How'd you manage that from sandwich meat and beer?"

"No, silly," she laughed, pulling off the lid to the crock pot and inhaling. "I found some frozen hamburger in the freezer. It was like a year old, but what the heck? Add brown sugar and some condiments...meatloaf!"

Zane couldn't help his eyes drifting to the cute brunette's butt as she bent over to remove potatoes from the oven. Then reality smacked him in the face.

That's your goddaughter for Christ's sake.

+++++

The meal was one of the best the biker had eaten in some time. Chef Derrick had some good shit down at the diner, but this was off the chain. Luckily, Lauren's talent in the kitchen had apparently been passed on. After grabbing a beer, he holed up in the garage and began installing a newly acquired seat on his Harley-Davidson Cruiser. Picardo longed for the day when he could finally take her out of winter mothballs and go for a long ride without freezing his nuts off. Soon, he told himself, rubbing the gas tank with love...soon.

It was while Zane was hanging the 7/16" on the work bench that his house guest slowly sauntered into the garage and straddled the machine he so loved. In fact, he nearly dropped a wrench when he turned and saw Caroline with a foot on the crank and both hands on the handlebars. Gone were the soft sweater and comfortable jeans, replaced by tight shiny black leather pants, matching ankle boots, and his own favorite riding jacket. Gone was the innocent persona of the family friend he had watched grow up. That face was now covered with dark, gothic makeup and the jacket...the jacket was unzipped with absolutely nothing underneath. No blouse, no bra, nothing. Just plenty of naked skin, from her lovely neck to delectable navel.

"Enjoy your dinner, Uncle Zane?" she asked. "Still hungry?"

The biker slammed his jaw shut, trying to avoid staring at the girl thirty years his junior.

"I'm good."

Caroline pulled one of the flaps of the jacket back and flashed a tit and hard nipple.

Picardo stared out the window. "Aren't you a little chilly?"

She looked down and covered herself. "Oops, I guess I am."

Now, the mechanic was not a meek man. Late fifties, divorced, and still with a strong sex drive. Under any other circumstances he wouldn't have hesitated in picking up what this chick was laying down. But this was not just any girl. This was his friends' daughter. A no-go zone.

A no-go? Uh huh, sure buddy boy, just like her mother was, huh? How'd that turn out?

"I think it's time you go back in..."

Yep, that was definitely the right response. His eyes flitted from the window to the bike, then back again. Damned if she wasn't the spitting image of her mother, whorish makeup and all.

Caroline tilted that toothsome head to one side and held out her phone. "Sure, anything you say. In a minute. Mind taking a few pictures of me on your bike first?"

Zane's eyes narrowed. He sensed imminent peril.

"I..."

"Puh-leeze? For my boyfriend. Honest."

"I'm not very good at taking pictures."

Caroline's pretty face lost all expression.

"That's not what mother told me."

Zane's mouth ran dry.

"What exactly did she tell you?"

"Cut the shit. You know," Caroline purred, climbing off the bike and inching closer.

What her mom had told her was nothing, really; it was all conjecture. But it hadn't taken much to figure out. She'd gone out of town with the mechanic to that award ceremony - wearing the sluttiest of clothes - and the two had spent the night in Bakersfield. What else was there to know?

And the younger Miller wanted some of that too.

"No, Cee, I don't know. Try me."

"That's exactly why I'm here. To try you."

Jesus Fucking Christ. There it was, he had his answer. No more pretending.



"I don't think that's a very good idea."

Caroline pouted, extending her lower lip in a decidedly flirty way. She couldn't turn back now. Ever since that dream, where she'd joined her mother and the biker in bed while her father masturbated furiously nearby, she'd been wondering about his prowess. The fact that he'd done her mom just made it hotter.

Zane's head was spinning, and not from the beer. It was clear now why this young minx had shown up on his doorstep and it spelled tons of trouble. He'd just made amends with his best friend for screwing his wife, and now the guy's daughter was making a pass at him. What the fuck?

Still, the corporeal scene before him was not something a red-blooded man could easily ignore. After all, this wasn't the little girl he and Abbey used to babysit. Goddaughter or not, this was a fully grown woman, almost thirty, who knew exactly what she was doing.

And doing it well.

"Now, about those pictures."

Caroline straddled Bessy and leaned way back on the big hog, letting her long black hair dangle over the bitch seat and down the rear fender. Feet on footrests, the big Harley's gas tank snug between her legs, she spread them wide, revealing a most inviting cameltoe. Doing so also caused the flaps of the unzipped jacket to fall away from her chest, fully exposing her breasts and erect nipples.

Goddamn.

Zane inhaled sharply and tried to keep his cool. Against his best judgement, he raised the phone and began snapping pics.

I am surely going to hell for this.

+++++

After a lousy frozen TV dinner with nice blue sauce, Corey decided to while away the remaining minutes until Monday night football by beginning to assess the myriad of dusty items in the attic. Lauren and he weren't planning to buy a house for at least a year, so anything they wanted to keep would have to be stored by the moving company. As such, it was important only essentials were kept. And as every homeowner knows, the basement and attic can be the toughest, since that is where memories go to languish; those they don't want to see every day but can't bear to part with. And as if to validate that, the first shoe box he came to contained a bunch of past birthday cards from Lauren's pals.

Gail Weathersby. Shit. Of all people to be there when Picardo shouted out that he'd fucked Lauren.

I mean, seriously?

The patrons and staff had surely steeled themselves for a fight. Not an unreasonable expectation when one man informs another that he'd had sex with his wife. But that didn't happen. No chest puffing, no yelling, no fists. Just a quick exit by both men, together.

What must they think?

Gail was sure to be spreading what she'd seen, confirming the speculation that had been circulating amongst their friends for months.

'There WAS something to those social media posts after all, they'd say.

'Should have known. Lauren partying all the time. Men hanging on her barely dressed body. What a whore! Flirting right there for all to see, including her poor husband.'

'What about Corey? Was the guy blind? And why didn't he lash out at Zane? For most men, that revelation would have ended violently. Did he know his wife was acting like a tramp?'

The project manager cringed. That he was being cuckolded - willingly or not - would soon be known to all of Des Moines. His boss and coworkers would know, as well as their church and book club. Being outed was just one more turn of the screw to boost his ever-growing angst.

And it aroused him to no end.

+++++

With edgy steps, Zane circled the beautiful trollop that sat atop his bike, snapping one shot after another while she followed his movements, repositioning her half-naked body in various kittenish poses. After several agonizing minutes, Caroline slid off the cruiser and strolled over to him, one leg carefully in front of the other, taking a page out of a beauty pageant walk. Stopping just inches from his large, muscular frame, she stood with one knee bent slightly, hands on hips. Transfixing the biker with a crooked smile, the gorgeous brunette allowed his heavy jacket to slip off her shoulders and down to the elbows, fully exposing the contour of her neck, soft skin, and large milky white breasts.

Peering down at the sultry family friend, Picardo swallowed hard. Somehow, over the last twenty-something years, she'd turned into an absolute goddess. He'd never seen it, or maybe didn't want to, but here she was now. Young, firm, and oh so sexy. Lauren 2.0 to be sure. Was it any wonder he was having trouble shutting this down? Zane began to shake, knowing that he'd once been weak enough to allow his best friend's wife to seduce him. And was now about to make the same mistake with his daughter.

"What's the matter?" Caroline asked, her heavy eyes looking into his very soul. "Don't you find me pretty?"

"Yes. I mean, no. NO!"

Zane fumbled for the right words, handing back her phone. "What I mean is, this HAS to end right now."

"What has to end?" Caroline asked, feigning ignorance, her fingers climbing across his chest.

"Cee..." There was an air of warning in his voice.

The black-haired seductress stepped even closer, accepting the device, her perky breasts jiggling defiantly.

"You didn't deny my mother, did you?"

A dainty hand reached out and rubbed his tenting crotch. Picardo ran four or five fingers through his hair, visibly shaken. The more he tried to defuse the situation, the more she escalated. It appeared to be hopeless.

"I think we best stop..."

Caroline wrapped her arms around Zane's weathered neck, a fully naked chest pressing into his.

"You fucked my mom, didn't you? Banged the ever-loving shit out of her."

"Please stop..."

The feisty guidance counselor smirked. "Not a fucking chance."

"No...please."

It was a futile cry for help and they both knew it. Like her mother before, Caroline was successfully kicking the big man's resistance to the curb.

"No, what?" the youngest girl giggled, lowering the zipper of his filthy jeans.

"We can't...I can't. It's not right." What is it with these Miller chicks?

"What's not?"

"I can't make love to you."

Caroline finished shrugging off the leather jacket, dropping it with a thud to the epoxied floor. The mechanic groaned. With only the tight leather pants and boots left, she was something right out of a motorcycle spank mag. Her hands closed around his thick cock.

"Don't be silly, Uncle Zane. I don't want to make love. I want you to use me like a cumdump slut. Just like Mom."

The divorcee knew he was beaten. His head tilted back as his goddaughter's luscious mouth descended around his cock.

"Definitely going to hell."

+++++

"Bye Jada, bye Shaniqua!" Chloe wiggled her fingers at the other dancers as she and Charlie headed towards the employee exit. "Aida, baby, you got my Wednesday shift, right?"

"I got you," a woman's voice echoed down the corridor that led to the Randy Sandy's stage.

Smiling, Charlie held the door open for his best friend and they began making their way across the lot to his bright yellow Kia. Suddenly, he stopped abruptly.

"Shit," he cursed angrily, groping his shorts. "Keys are on your dressing table. Be right back."

Chloe nodded happily and pulled out her phone to check messages. She'd gotten half-way through some texts when a disembodied voice called out from a chain-link fence.

"Hi Autumn."

The stripper looked suspiciously towards the sound of crunching gravel and saw a bulky man with a shaved head emerge from the shadows. He quickly closed the gap between them.

"I'm Adam. Do you recognize me? I come here at least once a week to watch you dance. You're beautiful."

Chloe looked nervously towards the employees' entrance, then around the parking lot. It was deserted, typical for a Monday night. She moved a hand to her purse where she kept a small canister of mace but wasn't fast enough. The stalker grabbed her arm, and in doing so the pepper spray rolled out and landed at his feet. He studied it with maddening contempt.

"Goddamnit, bitch, were you going to dose me with that? All I wanted to do was say hi."

"STOP, you're hurting me!"

"Then this will feel really good, you stupid whore!"

The first backhand stung Chloe's cheek. The second one knocked her to the ground.

"STOP IT!" she screamed, scurrying backwards, dragging her butt across the gravel. Small stones cut into her hands. "GET AWAY FROM ME!"

The rabid assailant stood over the terrified girl and poised to deliver another strike, when suddenly...miraculously...he wasn't there anymore. Behind her, she heard the loud popping noises of skin on skin and turned to see Charlie on top of the guy, fists wailing unmercifully in a fit of rage. Chloe had to yell his name several times before he finally glanced over at her, eyes burning with an anger she'd never seen from him. Instantly, he was by her side, helping her up, and using his shirt to stem the trickle of blood from her face.

"Are you okay? I'm so sorry I forgot the keys," Charlie apologized profusely, gathering the dancer in his arms. "I'm so, so sorry."

"Take me home," Chloe begged, sinking into his broad chest, holding on for dear life. In that singular moment, she realized there was no place she'd rather be. It felt more than just right. It felt like...forever. "Please just take me home."

In their concern for each other, they hadn't noticed the deranged customer scampering off.

"We should call the police," Charlie opined. "That creep might come back for one of the other girls."

"Cops don't give a shit about strippers, you should know that by now. Can't you just tell George?"

George Franklin was the security manager on duty at the club.

Charlie nodded. "Fine, I'll call him on the way out." He pressed the shirt to her bleeding forehead. "You may need stitches."

Not wasting any time, the young man quickly helped the apple of his eye into the passenger seat of the Kia and strapped her in. As he was lifting away to close the door, she pulled him back. For the first time in their odd platonic relationship, Chloe kissed her friend passionately, with more feeling than she'd felt in a long time. Maybe ever.

"Thank you," she breathed heavily, not at all trying to hide her emotions. "You're the best."

+++++

Lauren stepped off the stair master and wiped beading sweat from her face. It was no surprise she had the gym all to herself at ten o'clock on a Monday night. She didn't typically workout that late, but the coke had not yet allowed her to wind down.

As she cooled off, an email from a national package carrier lit up her phone, announcing a delivery to the front desk. Likely a dress she had special ordered for the upcoming reunion. After thoroughly wiping down the machine, Lauren tossed the small cloth in the used towel bin and made her way through the lobby to retrieve it. Unfortunately, no one was manning the concierge's desk.

"Hello?"

No answer. There didn't seem to be a soul around, and the bell on the podium was missing.

Then she heard it. Low at first. Muffled voices from the employees-only office, the one where they held residents' packages. Pushing through a small half-gate, she stepped lightly to a thin door which was partially cracked open. From there, Lauren could see Harvey the doorman sitting in a chair facing the opposite way, watching TV. Only it wasn't television.

"You like that slut?" came a familiar voice. "Well, do you?"

"YES, YES, fuck that cunt! Do me! Do me!"

Lauren's jaw dropped. That one was way too familiar!

"What the fuck, Harvey?" she screamed, crashing through the door.

The old man turned with a fearful look, nearly falling off the chair.

"Mrs. Miller, I uh..."

"Show it to me!"

He attempted to hide the phone but failed. "Show you what?"

"Harvey, so help me God!"

The concierge harrumphed loudly and held up the small screen.

"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god."

Lauren's naked profile, as well as Luke Walters' skinny frame, were unmistakable, clearly showing fifteen B pounding twenty-three F from behind in the gym's sauna.

Shit, shit, shit!

"I need you to delete that," Lauren demanded, standing above the old man. "Right the fuck now."

Harvey sneered back at her. "I don't think so."

"C'mon now, don't be like that. You've had your fun."

"Not anywhere near as Mr. Walters, huh? What's in it for me?"

"How much?"

"I dunno. How much is it worth to keep it from your MIA husband?"

Lauren almost cracked a smile. You'd be barking up the wrong tree, there mister.

"Please delete it."

Harvey gave his slutty resident a once over, admiring her tight yoga pants and sports bra. She felt the leer and crossed her arms, suddenly feeling vulnerable.

"I don't want your money," he snorted, turning his back on the frustrated brunette. "Ruth left me plenty when she died."

Seeing that financial gain was not the right approach, Lauren tightened her jaw and decided to use a gentler style. She had to destroy the video. Something like that in the wrong hands could ruin her plans to make VP.

"When did you lose her?"

"Two years ago next month, God bless her soul," the eighty-year-old responded soulfully. He flinched when the softness of a hand press down on one shoulder, then the other. It had been a long time since he'd been touched that way.

"You must miss her dearly."

"We had our moments."

Long fingers walked slowly across the widower's chest, the diamond of a wedding ring catching the fluorescent light of the office.

"I bet you did."

Lauren's cheek was now next to his, her long black hair dangling into his lap. Her hands inched up and down his torso with special attention paid to those elderly nipples.

"What do you miss the most about her?"

"Her smile I guess."

"Not her body?"

The old man shook his head slowly, allowing himself to enjoy the caresses he so missed.

"She was seventy-five," he chuckled.

"Fair enough."

Lauren spun the office chair around so Harvey faced her. He seemed startled and confused.

"What about mine?"

She shook her ass in his face.

"I see you watching every day. Do you think about me a lot?"

The rakish porter's eyes wandered over the tight leggings, then to her small spandex-wrapped breasts and exposed, firm abs. He nodded.

"I've watched that slinky bottom of yours walk through my lobby for months now. You're quite the Sheba, Mrs. Miller."

"Why, thank you."

Harvey's eyes widened when Lauren sank to her knees and began to unbutton his uniform vest. She winced at his crinkly, flabby, and distended stomach.

"Will you delete it?" Lauren asked in a sing-song voice, trying to take her mind off the repulsive sight.

"Maybe."

Like a champ, the wayward wife dragged a finger down the middle of the concierge's pot-marked belly, tongue flicking as her mouth glided over the ancient navel. Harvey quivered when she unzipped his slacks and hovered above his shrunken, circumcised glans. The cunning vamp, no stranger to sucking cock now, looked at the decrepit meat the same way as a child looked at a dinner plate of liver. With a deep breath, Lauren closed her eyes and engulfed the entire shriveled shaft on the first try, then proceeded to do what she did best these days.

"Judas Priest," the old man moaned. "It's been...so long."

The dick quivered at her ministrations. Gagging only a couple times, not from the size but from what could only be described as 'old people's' odor, she fought the foul aroma that wafted up from his underwear. Everyone knows that smell, a vexatious combination of moribund flesh and lack of good hygiene.

In twenty years, Corey may very well be this man.

Despite the unpleasantness, she soldiered on, determined to expunge that goddamn video. Between the deep dives and tongue swirling, Lauren managed to keep the desiccated penis hard enough to convince Harvey to do the right thing.

"Delete it!" she pleaded again.

"Hmm?"

"You want to cum?"

"Yessss."

When she looked up, she knew the video was as good as gone. It was evident he'd not had a proper blowjob in decades and the immense appreciation in the lonely man's eyes somewhat softened the animosity Lauren had initially felt towards him. With trembling hands, the doorman held out the phone as the scene looped over and over and over. Lauren stopped sucking and pressed the trash can icon, then confirmed deletion. It instantly disappeared from the screen.

Mission accomplished, she proceeded to fulfill her part of the bargain. Quick strokes and the work of a skilled cocksucker ensured Harvey didn't last much longer. Lauren's mouth was soon filled with god awful, nasty tasting semen that nearly made her vomit. She had learned to love cum, but the thick, smelly cream - almost pus-like in consistency - was nothing short of noxious. Instead of swallowing as she had intended, Lauren ran to a waste basket in a corner of the office and spat it out.

"Must be the asparagus," the old codger laughed at her leaning over the can.

"That's not fucking vegetables," she frowned, grabbing the phone and cycling through his photos. It was a disgusting assortment of voyeuristic snaps of other female residents walking through the lobby, but the video itself was gone.

"Cloud backups?"

"Cloud what?"

Satisfied, Lauren handed him back the phone. "Pervert."

"You gotta lotta room to talk, lady."

"Harvey?"

"Yeah?"

"Just get me my package, please."

+++++

Caroline needed little encouragement as she tried to swallow Zane's hefty eight inches, massaging his balls while he grabbed the back of her head and held it fast. What she couldn't take, she danced painted nails along the rest of the shaft, poking the base which drew gasps of appreciation above her.

"We can't...we can't," he protested weakly, the will to resist depleted. Who could refuse the topless brunette, now on her haunches in tight leather pants? To oppose this siren was simply an act of futility.

"Mmmmphffff," Caroline mumbled, the thick member gagging her. Pulling back, she looked up, a stream of saliva pouring from the corners of her mouth.

"You like, Uncle Zane?"

Picardo did indeed. So much so that he yanked the younger Lauren up by her hair and kissed those black lips, tasting lipstick along with his own leakage. Both struggled to keep their lips together as she removed her boots and they scuttled their pants. Caroline was barely able to unfurl a condom on his cock before the biker picked her up and bent her over the work bench. Lowering his six-foot plus frame so he could easily enter her, the counselor shuddered and cried out as her dream suddenly became reality.

"OH GOD YES!"

It was a moment the satyrid lass had fantasized about for quite some time. The mechanic had fucked her mother and now it was her turn.

"So tight," Zane gasped, one hand on her back, the other on the bench, his pelvis slapping hers.

Caroline reached around her hips and grabbed his, pulling them forward, encouraging him to go deep. And deep he went. Her whole body jolted from the powerful thrusts.

"Tighter than...my...my...MOM?"

Picardo grimaced in ecstasy. He remembered that night in Bakersfield very well.

"Much."

"Did you like fucking the pussy...the pussy that gave me life?"

"OH FUCK!"

"And now you're taking me!"

Zane hissed loudly through his teeth as he pounded the hot, wet cunt. The depravity was so profound, it was almost inconceivable. Not only had he now banged mother and daughter, but he was also cucking his best friend in ways that most men could not bear. Poor Corey had just hit the trifecta.

Caroline screamed as the biker slammed her hard, matching his pushes as the pace increased.



"Fuck me, fuck me, oh dear God FUCK ME!"

The similarity between the women was uncanny, and in his unfettered lust, the girl thrashing before him flipped in rapid succession.

Caroline

Lauren.

Caroline.

Lauren.

"FUUUUUUUCCCCCCKKKKKK," Zane roared as he came with a bullet, the rubber's reservoir filling with hot, taboo semen that was just a thin latex layer away from flooding the womb of this once innocent family friend.

"Yesssssss...you cummin' in your goddaughter's pussy, baby?"

Picardo staggered backwards in horror, staring dubiously at the hairy wet gash he'd just fucked silly, then down at the steaming juices dripping off the condom which was clinging precariously to his cock. A familiar question from that fateful night with Lauren echoed in his head.

'What have we done?'

Caroline turned around with a grin, resting her bare ass on the work bench. She let go that deviant laugh all Miller girls apparently had, grabbing a shop towel and wiping up a stream trickling down her legs.

"You've been a naughty boy, Unca Zane."

Shaking his head like he'd just been sucker punched, the big man threw the impish moll over his shoulder and headed for the bedroom.

"You haven't seen shit yet, little girl."

If hell was where he was headed, he was damned sure going to enjoy the ride.

+++++

January 25th. Four weeks to go.

"So, you're taking some well-deserved vacation time next week?" Pedro Alvarez asked Rekrap's chief office manager as the two sat in the lobby bar of the Hotel Majestic, just a stone's throw from the company's headquarters. They'd taken a small contingent of employees out to show appreciation for the team's hard work in preparing for an upcoming audit. It'd taken two weeks of burning the midnight oil, but they were finally ready.

Lauren nodded. "Going back to Iowa to help my husband pack up."

"Must be exciting to finally close that chapter of your life."

"It is."

In more ways than one, she thought.

"Well, I'm done drinking. The wife will be looking for me. See ya when you get back. And thanks for all your help!"

Raising her glass, she watched the company's CFO exit the club and hail a taxi. Lauren looked around the bar, empty now, save for a few businessmen nursing beers. Alvarez had sworn by their appetizers, and he was right. The drinks? Not so much. In fact, it was time she rambled home as well.

"Looks like you could use some company," a voice from behind spoke as she was gathering her things.

Turning, Lauren saw a nice-looking olive-skinned man, dressed smartly in a brown blazer and tan slacks, sitting on a nearby stool. She hadn't noticed him before.

"Do I?" she asked skeptically, draining her six or seventh drink. The counting had stopped hours ago.

The man smiled. "I guess that's up to you."

"Yes, it certainly is," Lauren nodded in agreement, her words slightly slurred.

He introduced himself as Ahmad, a Turkish electronics salesman who was looking to unwind before heading to the airport.

"Sucks to be you."

"No, actually, I just made seventy-five thousand dollars, so I feel quite good about that."

Lauren frowned. "Right, sorry. Been a long week."

Ahmad's eyes flitted over the decidedly not-safe-for-work outfit, drinking in the shiny blue bandeau crop top and tight black bodycon pencil skirt. Since she lived close, she had run home after work and changed into something more comfortable. The blouse accentuated her small braless breasts, allowing just a hint of nipples to anyone caring to look, and the skirt, made of stretchy material, hugged her waist and thighs with no forgiveness. A little more than business casual, but anything to raise her employees' spirits, if not give them something to talk about around the Monday morning water cooler. What's a boss for?

"And your name?"

"Lauren."

"Care for another drink, Lauren?"

The pretty brunette cocked her head. She really should go home, but one more couldn't hurt.

"Sure. A Hurricane."

"A mighty wind. Good choice."

The pair chatted for at least thirty minutes, their conversation becoming increasingly flirty. He'd flown in from his company's American headquarters in Nashville to close a deal and was returning on the redeye in three hours. Likeable, well-groomed, and articulate, Lauren took an instant liking to him. Finally, after one of those pregnant silences that finds its way into any long discussion, Ahmad said what was really on his mind.

"Would you like to add to your own coffers tonight, Lauren?"

Lauren's brow furrowed with confusion. "Huh?"

The salesman's eyes grew wide, realizing he may have misjudged the entire situation.

"I'm...I'm so sorry, I think I've made a grave mistake. I saw the gentleman you were with leave...you're at a hotel bar alone. Oh my God, please forgive me."

She started to say something, then stopped. It may have been the booze or the two earlier bumps she had when peeing, but the only thing Lauren could do was break into laughter.

"Did I say something funny?"

She shook her head.

"So that's what you meant by unwinding?"

Ahmad blinked. "Well, yes, I just assumed..."

Gazing down into her drink, Lauren rubbed the back of her neck, then tossed her hair, fixing him with a sly smile.

"How much?"

"Excuse me?"

"I didn't stutter. How much?"

"Really? I...I don't know. Don't you usually set that kind of thing?"

Lauren bit her lip. He was right. The conversation with Chloe came to mind. Should I?

"One grand," she whispered in his ear.

"That's quite high."

"You just said you made seventy-five large today."

Ahmad winced. Yes, he had.

"Do me and you still go home rich. Besides," Lauren winked, "I'm worth it."

The two stared into each other's eyes for what seemed like hours.

"Okay, deal."

Downing her drink, she couldn't believe how quickly the evening had taken a turn.

"Got a room?"

Ahmad shook his head with disappointment. "No."

"Car?"

His face lit up. "In the garage. Rental."

Lauren grabbed her clutch, popped the cherry from the glass into her mouth and slid off the stool.

"Let's go."

+++++

The pair could've been any innocuous couple as they walked briskly to a Buick in the underground garage. The big car chirped as Ahmad unlocked it remotely and opened the sedan's rear door. Lauren ducked in first while he surveyed the area. Satisfied no one else had seen them, he joined the lovely brunette in the back seat, looking a bit nervous.

"You're not police, are you?"

Lauren lifted her butt off the leather seat and wiggled the skirt up to her waist, exposing a black lace thong. Pulling it aside, she let him get a good look at her bare pussy.

"Would a cop show you this?"

Placing his fingers gently on its bare folds, she allowed him to pet the treasure that promised so much fun. It had been a week or so since it had been shaved, and he could feel the stubble along the outer labia. His cock responded as any man would.

"No, I guess not."

Slipping a middle finger into what he believed to be just another bar hooker's wet snatch, the salesman was pleased when she seemed to be into it, sighing and pressing her back against the seat. The index and ring fingers followed, causing Lauren to moan and open her thighs wide for easier access. The man's fingers dug deeper, probing, moving, exploring. Soon, his hand was a dripping mess of clear, sticky juices and the heels of her ankle boots were planted firmly along the back of the front seat. She splayed her legs, one knee touching the door handle, the other against his warm body, inviting him to own what he paid for.

"Mmmmm, ahhhh," Lauren mewled, squirming and writhing as Kumiho began to rise again, hips jerking involuntarily at his touch.

"Oh shit!"

The Turkish national grinned. Traveling the world for his company was a lonely existence, and he'd often seek the company of whores to while away the hours. Whether or not they reaped any pleasure from their job, he did not care, but there was some degree of satisfaction in making one cum. With his free hand, he lifted Lauren's top, freeing her tiny tomato-sized tits, and immediately began rolling the rigid nipples between thumb and forefinger. He was impressed at how perky they were despite her age.

"Oooooooooh, yessss!"

"Like that, bitch?"

A gasp of air escaped as the man's tone darkened. Unable to control her emotions, Lauren could only nod rapidly, like a five-year-old wanting more candy. Manicured nails played with her breasts while others burrowed knuckles deep into her sopping cunt.

"Ooh, YES, just like that."

"When's the last time you came, whore?"

He chuckled at her quivering hands, one on each knee, frail fingers digging into tanned skin.

"You need to start fucking real men."

"OH...MY...GOD!"

Lauren's head flew back, mouth slacked as she stared at the car's cloth ceiling.

"That's it baby, cum for Ahmad." By now he was pretty much fisting the pathetic slut.

"YESSSSSSSSSSS!"

Hips bucking, her head slammed repeatedly into the headrest.

"Do it! Do it for me, bitch! Cum in my hand!"

Elsewhere in the underground garage, a janitor paused as a high-pitched howl echoed through the concrete structure. It lasted only seconds, then faded, like a coyote baying at the moon. Shrugging, he went back to emptying trash cans.

"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god." Lauren relaxed her grip, trying to regain control of her breathing.

Pleased with himself, Ahmad didn't let her rest long. After all, he had a plane to catch.

"Okay, enough of you."

Sitting upright, he unzipped his slacks and grabbed a fistful of hair.

"Wait!"

Frustrated, but understanding the importance of protection, he allowed just enough slack in her mane so she could get to her purse. Condom in hand, she was yanked back and head forced into his lap. A semi-flaccid cock poked through the flaps of the fly, begging to be sucked. It was not large by any means, and Lauren found one hand could cover its entire length while she licked his hairy balls, stopping every so often to spit out a stray pubic hair. It didn't take long for him to get hard, and, after rolling the rubber over his waiting manhood, the executive-turned-prostitute went to work, earning her pay.

Lauren spent the next five minutes in full-on slut mode, dutifully stroking, pulling, squeezing, and licking her client, all the while gagging and gurgling. Those were a rough few minutes too. Besides having her face forcibly held to his groin and mouth speared repeatedly, the traveling salesman occasionally pulled her off, just to see her face and makeup run, gloating at the sight of spittle dripping from her lips and onto his trousers. He'd laugh heartily, only to shove her down again.

As the whore bobbed in his lap, Ahmad frequently checked his watch. He'd need to leave soon or miss his flight. Determined to get his money's worth, he finally jerked the hooker's mouth off his cock and pushed his trousers down around his ankles. Pulling her on top, he slapped her face.

"Fuck me, bitch."

Lauren reeled but kept her composure. Face to face now, she straddled his waist, knees pressed against the back seat. Reaching down, she guided his rock-hard shaft into her. It slid into the wet mess like a hot knife into butter.

"Ahhhhhhhhhhhh," both sighed, eyes closed, enjoying that first penetration.

Adjusting to the awkward position, the pair began their illicit lovers' dance in the back of the rental. The car rocked gently at first, then became more notable as the sex intensified. At some point, Lauren slipped off her blouse, freeing her itty-bitty titties, the skirt amassed around her waist. Ahmad pulled her chest to his face and suckled the small breasts while she bounced in his lap.

"Oh yeah," he murmured, rolling his tongue over hardening nipples.

"FUH-UCK ME!" Lauren cried. "Please FUCK ME!"

She placed her hands on the car's ceiling to gain leverage in sliding along his hips. Long black hair cascaded down her naked spine as she thrashed like a serpent, back arched and hips grinding frantically into his cock. Ahmad had to admire this beautiful fahişe, amazed at her enthusiasm. Most whores put on a good act, but this one...

"YES...YES...YES...YES...YES!" Lauren screamed with glee, putting her back into it, pelvis crashing pelvis.

An older couple in their seventies happened to walk by on the way to their car, and while the occupants of the rocking Buick didn't notice, they certainly did. Neither lovers' face was visible, mostly concealed by a thick black mane of flying hair, but the woman's profile was perfectly clear. Tiny breasts jiggled as she humped the lucky fellow beneath her in a feverish, almost berserk way. The old lady simply shook her head and kept walking, while the husband lingered, eventually getting a brief look at the girl's face. Smirking, he too moved on.

"Gonna cum!"

Lauren's body shook as Ahmad grabbed her hips, thrusting hot steel up and past her sodden lips with urgency. They grunted in unison, moving as one, faster, deeper...both desperately needing release. Arms wrapped around his neck, she squeezed hard, body shaking. Throwing her head back with a squeal, Lauren came again...and again...and again, just like earlier, only much louder. Her cunt clenched tightly around his dick, holding it hostage for its milky white prize. Finally, it relinquished, his cries joining hers reverberating throughout the garage.

"Fuck yes, sevgilim!" the salesman yelled, filling the condom with semen, his orgasm intense, but more measured and calmer than any Lauren had ever seen.

For several minutes, Ahmad held her close, stroking the long, disheveled hair that had been flying in his face. He inhaled her delicate perfume and smiled; glad he spent the time with such a talented madam. They lay quietly in each other's arms, cock still in her, rigid and pulsating. As the fog of their climaxes dissipated, he remembered his flight...and promptly tossed her to the floorboard.

"I have to go."

Removing the rubber, he quickly yanked up his pants, fished out his wallet, and handed her ten one-hundred-dollar bills.

"Well done."

Without a word, Lauren picked herself up, and barely had a chance to put on her top before he was shooing her out the door. The next thing she knew, she was standing by herself in the middle of an empty parking garage watching taillights disappear up the ramp. Despite temperatures in the seventies, she suddenly felt cold and alone. And why shouldn't she? She was just a whore for the taking. Not a cheap one, mind you, but a whore just the same. What did he say? 'Well done.' Like grilled steak.

With another bump from the ever-present sniffer, she stepped to the elevator and pressed the up button. Moments later, the doors opened, and a kindly janitor wheeled out a cart to continue his nightly rounds.

"Goodnight," he offered in passing.

Tired and hungry, Lauren leaned up against the side of the lift, and exhaled deeply, blowing bangs from her eyes with a puff.

"Goodnight."

+++++

The nice thing about walking home is it gives one time to think, especially at night when the sidewalks are rolling up. Lauren left the hotel and headed in the general direction of her apartment, meandering through the streets as she contemplated where life was taking her. For years, she was positive that being a good wife, mother, and pillar of the community was her calling. Now, she wasn't so sure.

Taking a seat at a deserted bus stop, Lauren pondered the need to have purpose, an identity she could call her own, and a way to express that to the world. As the traffic in front of her cleared, a bright red neon sign caught her eye.

Tattoos, Piercings, and Love.

Smiling, she rose and crossed the street. After staring at the discreet store front for several minutes, the pensive office manager nodded to herself, opened the door, and went inside.
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold/group sex topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.

Those that do choose to continue, please know reading previous chapters will help you better understand the characters and their journey.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Anything depicted has no relation to past or current people and events. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

*************************************************************************************************

Special note: the next few chapters attempt to chronicle a period of time when the real life Lauren and some of her girlfriends went off the rails and pretty much fucked anything that moved. It is a time when they not only cucked their husbands hard, but also had encounters which many of them are not proud of today. Please keep in mind their 'slut years' did indeed happen over a period of years, and therefore must be condensed to fit within the timelines of this fable. As such, only a few of their stories can be told here.

This particular episode goes out to the couple whose tale it tells (you know who you are and we love you). Lauren and I will be waiting for that phone call and our rewards.

*************************************************************************************************

February 1st. Three weeks to go.

"Good morning, ladies and gentlemen."

The captain's calm voice lilted over the intercom like an old friend.

"Welcome aboard flight 1977. We apologize for delays, but as I'm sure you know by now, the Midwest was hit with a substantial winter storm overnight and we had to let that push off to the east. I'm not sure why anyone would want to leave sunny Miami for the frozen tundra that is Iowa right now, but since you've chosen to do so, Captain Pierson and I will make sure you get there safely. Our flight time is around three hours and forty-five minutes, which puts us in Des Moines about ten-thirty. We'll give you an updated forecast as we get closer. Flight attendants, please prepare for takeoff."

Lauren Miller sighed. Yes, trading sunshine and seventy-degrees for ice and snow was ludicrous, yet the purpose of her trip was clear. First and foremost, to help pack ahead of selling the house. Soon the realtor would begin aggressively marketing it and they had to be ready to vacate upon being sold. Second, she felt the need to test her husband, Corey. In just a few weeks he'd be moving in, and assuming their current lifestyle continued, Lauren needed to know just how far she could push without breaking him. It was for his own good, really. He had started all this, and it was clear there was no going back to a vanilla couple. Her reward, of course, was the great sex and knowing Corey's fetish was satiated. His prize, though, was more complex. A strong leader publicly, he'd slowly morphed into quite the beta behind closed doors. And this, as she found after tons of research, was completely normal for men with his kink in positions of power. There was myriad of reasons why an otherwise powerful alpha would get off by relinquishing control and being sexually humbled, but it didn't matter why. Corey himself couldn't explain it and she stopped trying to understand. While it was true their sexual appetites had changed, at the end of the day, it was still him and her against the world, as it had been for the last thirty years. Meeting his emotional and physical needs were of utmost importance, even if it seemed cruel to outsiders as she drove him to a precipice of pleasurable misery. Living apart, there was little opportunity to administer aftercare, so that had to change. Especially if things went as planned.

But first, she needed to know how far he wanted to be pushed and challenged. She knew he still liked to make love to her, but there were also indications he just preferred to watch. And that was okay. Although she liked the intimacy it brought, actual sex with Corey anymore was mediocre at best. No surprises really, given his age. Beyond watching, he also showed signs of savoring the humiliation aspect so many cuckolds craved. On one level, this disturbed her, mainly because it was hard to be mean to someone you loved. But she'd gotten past the reluctance by reading up on the fetish and all its flavors. If his psyche could take it and it truly got him off, where was the harm? Besides, it was a bit of good fun for her too, seeing him wallow in the bed he'd made.

Lauren smiled as the plane rose through the clouds. If only her husband knew of the plans to raise the bar, to elevate and enable his predilection, he may not be so eagerly awaiting her arrival.

+++++

Corey Miller leaned against the master bedroom doorjamb in the couple's soon-to-be sold suburban home, arms folded and beaming. Two hours prior, he had met his wife at Des Moines International, sighing with relief upon touchdown. An overnight winter storm had left many flights in limbo, but eventually most had been able to get through. As he inched closer to passenger pick up, he smiled and she waved back, acknowledging his presence, but not quite able to reach him. One hand each on a rolling suitcase, Lauren looked good, rocking hip-hugging dark brown corduroy low-rises, a black leather belt with silver double grommets -- a nod to their heavy metal days -- and a blue jeans jacket draped over a beige turtleneck sweater. Hardly dressed for Iowa in February, all her warm clothes were in garment bags back at the house. And although it'd only been a month since he'd seen her last, she looked different. Again. Seemed there was a change every time they were away from each other.

Shivering by the time luggage was stowed and she pulled herself into the cab, Lauren turned up the old truck's heater as far as it would go. For several moments, Corey could only sit there in the middle of traffic, taken aback at his wife's appearance when she pecked him on the cheek. Still absolutely stunning, the makeup was even heavier, darker than he'd remembered. Sluttier, if that was possible. Really slutty. A result, no doubt, of her running with a younger crowd.

"What?" she had asked, buttoning up the thin jacket, seemingly oblivious to the reason behind his pause.

"Nothing."

Deciding against saying anything, he put the pickup in drive and pulled away. What would be the point?

"Just glad to have you back home."

+++++

And home she was now, unpacking and fussing about how the house looked with moving boxes everywhere.

"A bit messy, yes, but you look great," Corey complimented his prodigal wife, caressing her arms as she hung up clothing bought for the reunion. "Different makeup?" he fished. There, he'd said it.

Lauren smiled. "A new line that's all the rage down south." She turned into his arms and gave him a more proper greeting, kissing him for a good thirty seconds without coming up for air.

Sluts R Us? Corey thought humorously.

Her hands squeezed his biceps. "You been working out?"

"As a matter of fact," he puffed out his chest and curled his arms, "yes. Zane's been helping me train."

"I'm so glad you boys are hanging out again. It would be a sin to breakup decades of friendship over...you know..."

"You?"

Lauren scrunched her nose in annoyance and shot her husband a playful look as she rearranged her closet. "And who's idea, pray tell, was that?"

Corey held his hands up in surrender and backed away. Spying a pair of black leather combat boots with metal studs, he tried to sneak a peek at the shimmering dress it was paired with. Lauren slapped his hand away before he could see beneath the thin opaque protective plastic.

"That's for this weekend," she barked, shooing him away. "Now, how about making us some drinks?"

+++++

Lauren finished and placed the empty suitcases in the hallway closet. Moving to join Corey downstairs, she looked over the banister and onto the first floor of the beloved house. The sight of the for-sale sign in the front yard had caused tears to well up in her eyes. Little wonder. This is where she'd raised her kids, lived, loved, and cried countless times. Letting her fingers trace the railing while descending to the foyer, imagined voices from distant memories called out to her. There was the family portrait hanging on the wall alongside the staircase. Below, on a credenza, Amelia and Caroline's soccer pictures seemed to talk, retelling stories of that glorious goal. On the piano, a large ten-by-twelve of her and Corey's wedding day, full of hope for a prosperous life together. And there...there on a door frame, came the sawing sounds of the pocketknife that was used to notch a height mark for every year of the girls' growth. Well, through junior high anyway, when they discovered boys and suddenly thought the practice to be too babyish.

In the kitchen were yet more reminders of a life that seemed insignificant then. The table where she'd strategized softball games with other coaches, planned bake sales, discussed bills, and listened to years of high school heartbreak stories.

Had it really only been seven months since she'd moved? It seemed like forever. And as nostalgic as these things were, Lauren couldn't imagine being those same people again. And not just because everyone was older.

Corey walked in, handed her a martini, and frowned. There was no mistaking the melancholy showing on that pretty face.

"It's difficult, isn't it?" he empathized, gathering her into his arms.

Lauren nodded and rested her head on his shoulder, holding him tight, tears running down her cheeks. Thank God she had this man. He was her one constant...her rock. She could get through anything if she had him.

"Hey, sexy," Corey lifted her chin, kissing her soulfully. "How'd you like to help me pack the basement?"

+++++

Across town, the motorcycle repair shop Zane Picardo worked for was without power, knocked out by an earlier storm. Taking advantage of the time, he decided to pick up his house. It hadn't had a good cleaning since the divorce, and he wasn't much for dusting or straightening. Nor was he a pig, so out came an ancient vacuum cleaner. All was good until the master bedroom, where the machine ground to a halt when ran under the bed.

Shit.

Examining the tip, he found a pair of women's panties clogging the intake. Although he still did well with the ladies, his Casanova days were long over. Thus, he could count on one hand who the potential owners might be.

Leopard skin.

Had to be Caroline. Picardo sniffed the crotch. Definitely. Even though her scent had faded, the memories were as fresh as the open road.

Sex with the twenty-seven-year-old had been more frenzied than with her mother. Certainly, more limber. Compliments on his size were also an ego booster, especially after seeing the QOS tramp stamp on that young ass. He'd seen a couple black cocks in the locker room, and being in the same class as those, well....

Lauren was a better fuck, though. Dirtier, into it, her filthy mouth knowing exactly how to push buttons. To the women's credit though, they both liked it rough, a testimony to shared genes. Neither minded being smack around a bit, proving just what submissive sluts they were. Their enthusiasm for sex was something he never would have suspected. Corey was truly lucky for being able to tap Lauren whenever he wanted. How his aging friend kept up with her, Zane would never know.

To be honest, being with Caroline had left him emotionally torn. True, he'd been seduced by both, his mighty attempts at resistance whittled away by their charms. Did he regret it? On some level, yes. Screwing Lauren, even though Corey initiated it, had driven a wedge in their friendship. If those two ever found out he had slept with their daughter, there would be hell to pay.

But he couldn't undo any of it now. Thinking with his dick and not his head was something the mechanic would just have to live with. Crumpling the panties in his hand, he debated throwing them away or keeping them as a souvenir. Mailing them back to her seemed stupid. On the other hand, they might come in handy when jerking off to those pics she'd sent him of their night together. After contemplating the latter, the biker put down the electric broom, laid on the bed, and pulled out his phone.

Now is as good of time as any to try them.

+++++

Corey maneuvered a wobbly shopping cart between the refrigerated tubs holding bacon, whole chickens, and other meat products. He had an uncanny knack for always getting the one with a fucked-up wheel. Checking the weather while Lauren selected some steaks, he noted the storm that had delayed her flight was moving off east. That was good news since they were to leave for Ames in the morning. Not that it was a long drive, but it would give the road crews enough time to clear most of the snow. Check-in to their hotel wasn't until three in the afternoon, but Lauren wanted to arrive early on-campus for reunion registration. God forbid they miss out on any of the fun, with Friday starting things off with mixers and parties, and the main event on Saturday, which included a sit down dinner, an era appropriate band, and open bar.

"Glad to see you again, Mrs. Miller," the butcher exclaimed as she walked back to the cart, his eyes riveted to a little ass tucked nicely into pale-yellow waffle yoga pants. At least until he saw Corey watching, causing him to look away.

The guy couldn't possibly have known the rousing effect even a small amount of ogling had on her husband. While Corey had become used to Lauren turning heads over the years, any attention she garnered these days had new context. There was a certain thrill knowing that others were oblivious to the things his wife was capable of. The good-looking guy they just passed in the condiment aisle? No clue that the dark-haired MILF would've blown him out back had he simply asked. The emo girl with a nose ring and colorful ink stocking the vegetable shelves? Likely a shoo-in with the older woman who had just asked her where the black-eyed peas were.

To other shoppers, the couple appeared as happy and monogamous, out doing their weekly grocery shopping. None knew that the grayed haired man's wife was a complete slut, and that her twisted husband fully approved. And that's where the titillation came in. But as warped as the pair was, there was still plenty of perversion to go around. It didn't keep the ketchup and mustard shopper from turning his head to surreptitiously gawk as Lauren's yoga ass waddled by. It didn't deter goth chick from eyeing her customer's body while showing where the can goods were. Both, in fact, appeared to use the same brand of makeup. Corey couldn't blame them. After all, his wife's ass was stellar, and there weren't too many hot women in the middle of an Iowan winter sporting a deep, natural tan.

+++++

The Miller's next stop was at the church. During home visits, Pastor Adams had always commented on how much he liked an old mahogany china cabinet that sat in the main hallway. Since it was just one more bulky item to put into storage, Lauren felt a need to donate it to a good cause. Perhaps it could find a good home in the rectory.

As Corey and a janitor offloaded the heavy piece from the truck, Adams chatted with Lauren and expressed how sad he was to see them go. Given her social media posts, he secretly had doubts about her new life in Florida. From what he'd seen, the woman he always counted on for organizing bake sales and bingo night - and dressing appropriately - was doing anything but these days. And her provocativeness appeared to have captured the attention of lots of men.

"Doing just fine," she replied cheerily. "We even volunteered in the soup kitchen over the holidays."

"Glad to hear that, child," the cleric nodded. "I see you're making all sorts of new friends."

Lauren was surprised at the remark. "You're online? You follow me?"

He smiled kindly. "Of course. You must've forgotten accepting my friend request when you first moved. I take great interest in my flock. I follow them wherever the divine wind takes them."

"That's g..great," the ex-bingo caller replied, forcing a smile. She wished the men would hurry up with the cabinet.

"Lauren, as you know, Miami is a city filled with God's beauty, but also sinful, earthly pleasures. It would be easy for a woman of faith to stray from God's word. Especially when your husband isn't there."

As if on cue, Corey cursed loudly behind them when a finger got jammed against the tailgate. "Sorry Reverent," he apologized before wheeling the furniture inside.

"Thanks for the advice, Pastor Adams," Lauren agreed. "It is hard not having Corey around, but that will soon change."

The skeptical vicar nodded again. "Glad to hear it. I hope I'm allowed to visit if I'm ever down your way."

"Of course, our door is always open."

After saying a brief prayer, the couple jumped back in the pickup and waved goodbye to the preacher who had once heard their wedding vows.

Corey looked over at his wife while navigating out of the parking lot. "What was that all about?"

Lauren just peered solemnly out the window. "He knows. I don't know how, but he knows."

+++++

That evening played out like thousands preceding it. Following a nice rendition of a favorite pasta dish, the long-married couple curled up on the couch together like they'd done so many times before to watch TV. Corey had been rock-hard since catching the butcher staring at Lauren's ass and needed relief. A particularly steamy scene between a movie's main characters seemed to provide an excellent opportunity. Already nestled in his arms, he began nudging her neck, planting kisses on that soft skin he missed so much. A burly hand found its way to the yoga pants' cameltoe, and a single finger began caressing its groove tenderly. Moans and heavy breathing were followed by a deep, passionate kiss. It was looking promising until he placed her hand on tenting trousers.

"Not now."

Corey stopped in mid-kiss, visibly frustrated. "Seriously? It's been over a month."

"I know. That's why it will be so special if you fuck me."

"If? Special? What's the hell is that supposed to mean? We're not virgins anymore, Lauren."

She simply laughed and pulled away. "Let's go to bed."

+++++

The slighted project manager was nearly asleep when his wife turned off the light and slipped beneath the covers wearing a full nightie. He frowned, realizing she'd been home for a whole day and he'd yet to see her naked.

"You awake?" she asked, spooning behind him.

"Yeah." There was no attempt to turn towards her, even when a dainty hand slid over his chest. He was clearly miffed about being rebuffed.

"You're mad."

"Why would I be? We haven't seen each other for over a month. Last time I checked, we were still married. So, what's to be mad about? I mean, hell, that about matches the rate we had sex before anyway. Guess there's something to be said about my replacements. I mean, after all, as long as you're satisfied..."

Lauren winced. She had expected resistance. Resting her chin on his neck, she whispered into his ear. "You wanted this, remember? We talked about it when you visited. You want to experience the full breadth of your...your inclinations."



"I also want to fuck my wife. Yet you have no interest."

"That's not true." The pretty brunette pulled herself closer. "I have plenty of interest." The tip of a finger began to roll around his areolae. "Your little fetish is a bit of an enigma. Did you know that abstention can be a very powerful aphrodisiac?"

"I don't want to abstain. I need to cum."

"Who said anything about not cumming?"

The small hand moved down the sixty-one-year-old's salt-and-pepper chest to his pubic area. She could feel his body flinch.

"Are we okay?" he asked.

"In what way?"

"You know. Us."

"Yes. Why wouldn't we be?"

"Tex."

Lauren paused. Apparently, he had heard the pillow talk between her and Alex. Her hand went to his cock, which was its usual flaccid three inches.

"He's nice."

"Is he your boyfriend now?"

Lauren bit her lip to suppress a giggle.

"Isn't that what you wanted? For me to date."

"There are other guys to date."

"True," she whispered, "and I want to fuck them all."

That got a grunt and a huge exhale. Corey kept his eyes shut as her hand closed around his growing erection, imagining his wife being passed around at Miami parties.

"Do you want me to stop...us?"

He put his hand over hers. "No. Do you?"

"No."

Fingers danced on his floppy dick. It grew another inch.

"When you were in Miami, you said you wanted me to go at you hard. Is that still true?

There was a sharp inhale this time. Lauren could feel the spongy flesh hardening.

"Yes," he said gently. The soft four was now a firm five.

Lauren slowly told of her encounter with the shy neighbor Luke...but conveniently omitted the part about the doorman's video and how she retrieved it.

"You're such a tramp."

You have no idea, she thought. "Wait 'til you hear about the traveling salesman."

Corey was his full six inches by the time she told the tale of her and the Turk having sex in the rental.

"Jesus."

"Uh huh. Your whore wife got picked up in a bar and fucked in the backseat of a Buick...by a stranger...in a garage. Whatta you think about that, Twisty?"

More grunts.

She studied his face, trying to gauge his reactions.

"How hard do you want me to go sweetie?"

"I don't know."

Lauren frowned. That wasn't the answer she was looking for. It was important to know how much he could take without incurring emotional collateral damage. She continued to pump his cock between her hand.

"Just a few more weeks and you'll be with me again," she cooed, nipping his shoulder. "Then you'll be able to see firsthand what a slut I've become."

Corey's shaft involuntarily pitched and lurched.

"Will you help me get ready for my dates?"

Corey laid flat on the mattress, clutching a pillow with both hands and drawing it alongside his cheeks. His face was a picture of ecstasy.

"Yessss."

"Help me pick a dress out."

"Hmmm."

"That only they get to take off. There are certain things my boyfriends can do now that you can no longer."

"Oh God, Lauren, no. Not ready."

Corey's body told her otherwise. Meaty hips thrusted upward into her hand, cock begging for release.

"Bullshit. You've pushed me into their arms, gave my pussy away without a fight. You don't deserve the same privileges."

Nothing but soft whimpers. She was pegging his cuck meter and knew it.

"Do you like hearing how they destroy my cheating cunt, perv? Much...better...than...you...ever...fucking...could!"

Corey's entire body shuddered. The crafty wife knew he was ready for the litmus test.

"Your best friend sure did. Fucked me silly. How's it feel to know the man that handed you my wedding ring in the church made me cum more in one day than you have in months?"

Corey's eyebrows furrowed as his head thrashed from side to side, his torso twisting in her arms.

"Did you have any idea when you introduced me to him at that concert that I'd be sucking him off years later?"

"No, GOD, PLEASE! I'm sorry."

"Well, I'm not. Zane said if you could no longer satisfy me with that puny cock of yours, he certainly would."

A hand shot out and gripped her shoulder, blue veins popping from beneath calloused skin.

"All those years, all those parties, all those softball games...and the real man was just over your shoulder."

"Ohhhhhhhh Myyyyyyy Gawwwd!"

"He owned my pussy, my mouth and body that night."

"Gunna...," Corey wheezed, "I'm gunna..."

"All my lovers own me, baby. They pound my married cunt like a rabid animal while I scream their names. NOT YOURS, THEIRS!"

"I WANT TO TOO!"

"No can do. New rule. My pussy is only for my boyfriends now. After all, I want to cum when I fuck."

"What?"

Lauren's hand was in overdrive now, practically degloving him. Precum was slinging everywhere, making everything slick as snot. Corey felt an overwhelming urge to cum, somewhere between misery and bliss.

"That's right, Twisty," she whispered in his ear. "No more pussy for you."

There it was. The implication was too much. A coup in their relationship, the wielding of control that provided much needed grounding. Corey felt his balls contract, blistered cock pulsating under her fingers. He was finally going to blow, to unload, to release the anxiety that would make it all worthwhile...

"Eh, no," Lauren suddenly released his wabbling shaft, turning away while his body convulsed uncontrollably. "Sorry, not tonight."

Mouth agape, Corey cried out in disbelief as he felt the semen that had been rocketing from his balls suddenly hit a wall. A sadistic, brutal wall.

"W-w-why? Oh, God...why?"

He could hear Lauren giggling beneath the comforter.

"I told you...it will make it even more special if we ever make love again."

"But..."

"Go to sleep, perv."

Corey sat up, wiping remnants of the ruined orgasm on his hands. Cringing from the painful tightening of his now blue balls, he ran to the bathroom, desperately trying to get back the arousal. But it was too late. His wife had successfully ruined any chance of him pleasuring himself that night.

Back in bed, Lauren lay still, listening to her husband's frustrated grousing. Without a doubt, what she'd done was beyond cruel. But at least she had an answer.

The bar had indeed been raised.

+++++

February 2nd.

Corey tossed a suitcase in the trunk of a small rental, then carefully hung dresses and his suit from hanger hooks next to the backseat windows. While he trusted his truck, he didn't trust the unpredictable Iowan weather, and so had rented a car for the forty-five-minute drive.

The sun had just broken the eastern horizon when the couple pulled out of their driveway and turned north towards Ames on I-35. They rode in relative silence until Lauren reached over and held his hand.

"You okay?"

Staring at the road ahead, Corey just nodded.

"Too much?"

She didn't have to explain last night to him. In his post-ruined orgasm clarity, he'd realized it had been a test.

"No, but it would have been nice to, you know...not have blue balls. Did you mean what you said?"

"About making love? There will be a time and place. You dug it, though, right? Being put in your place? Being denied?"

Corey smirked. Put in my place? Denied?

"I think you've been reading a little bit too much on the subject, but yeah. Just don't expect me to start calling you Goddess."

"We'll see about that," Lauren joked, not really laughing. "Maybe we need a safe word."

"Isn't that just for S&M stuff?"

"No. Safe words help establish boundaries, so someone doesn't get hurt. Pain doesn't always come from whips and chains. Words cut too. I don't want you getting more than you can bear."

The perverse logic of that could not be overstated. There was no way mainstream society would ever understand its tenderness. Torment the one you love...so it brings them pleasure. It was a notion few would ever comprehend.

"So, what will it be?" Lauren asked sweetly, squeezing his fingers.

"A safe word? Hell, I don't know. Listen, you do know registration isn't until nine, right?"

"I know, but I want to look around campus first. It's been almost three decades since either one of us has been there. Do you know they have a new administrative building?"

Corey nodded. "And they've done a lot of upgrades to The Jack as well. Definitely want to see that."

The two smiled at each other, talk of safe words deferred to another conversation. Right then, they wanted to just relish in the bond that was their alma mater. They hadn't attended during the same era, but once a Cyclone, always a Cyclone.

The rest of the trip was quiet. There was no traffic to speak of, and they were content to nurse grande lattes while listening to soft rock. When Corey peeled off the interstate at exit 111a to University Drive, he finally asked the question that had been the elephant in the room.

"So, is he coming?"

Lauren turned her head to the passenger window to hide her smile. "I wouldn't know."

That was a bold-faced lie. To be honest, it was more than that. She'd been in contact with her ex-boyfriend for weeks. Looking back at her husband, she feigned innocence, hiding behind those luscious black bangs. "I guess we'll find out, won't we?"

The reunion committee had chosen their weekends wisely. The school was on a short break and even for a Friday morning, the campus was relatively dead. Most in-state students had taken advantage of the hiatus and went home, leaving just a handful milling about in coffee shops and the library. Even Greek houses were dead.

Corey drove slowly past the sororities until Lauren squealed at the sight of her old house, Kappa Omega Omega. He smiled as she put her fingertips to the window, channeling the memories that came flooding back.

"Lotsa great times there," Lauren chimed happily.

"Better times were ahead."

She patted the top of his hand. "Yes, yes they were. And are."

The couple rode around for a while longer, killing time, checking out the football stadium and fieldhouse. To get to the auditorium where registration was, they had to pass Alpha Sigma Beta, Paul Anderson's old fraternity. Corey purposefully looked away from the street corner where he used to wait for Lauren after she'd spent the night with the frat boy. A light chuckle erupted from the passenger seat as they passed.

"Hey, isn't that where you waited for me and jerked off?"

With a quick swerve, he careened into the admin building's parking lot, sending Lauren flying against the door and bottoming out the rental.

"You want to register or not?"

Lauren was laughing so hard that tears streamed down her cheeks. Turning off the engine, the beleaguered husband sat staring at a banner hung between two large pillars.

Welcome to Your 30th Reunion!

The Fun Starts Here!

Corey took a deep breath and sighed.

Just shoot me now.

+++++

The wait at the registration desk was a short one. While the staff was distracted putting together Lauren's packet, Corey managed to peruse the class attendance list. A lump formed in his throat when he saw the name Paul Hamilton with a green check mark next to his name.

Fuck.

Lauren couldn't help noticing the color drain from her husband's face. She handed him a small bottle of water from a basket on the desk, knowing full well the reason for his sudden paleness.

"Hey babe, what's wrong? Looks like you've seen a ghost."

Corey shook his head, gratefully accepting the drink. "Not yet," he croaked.

Only the guard at the exit door saw the small, crooked smile forming on the pretty brunette's face as they left.

En Passant.

+++++

Registration complete, and with some down time still before the first event, the pair walked off-campus to a nearby area both used to haunt, where restaurants and bars had served hungry and thirsty college students for generations. Known simply as 'the strip', it was a delight to see it flourishing. The names had changed, and no doubt owners too, but they were still there.

Not that the couple had ever frequented them together. Graduating ten years earlier than Lauren, Corey had moved on from that scene by the time he met her. In fact, a thirty-one-year-old guy on campus, unless a graduate student, would have been viewed with great suspicion by students, as either a cop or a creep. But the area's longevity spoke for itself, and Lauren spiritedly recalled her dates taking her to Bart's Meet House for dinner, and then talking about those dates with girlfriends the next day at the now defunct Taco Heaven.

"There were many dates?" Corey asked as they grabbed a table at Bart's for some breakfast.

"A few," Lauren replied dismissingly, unfolding a napkin on her lap. "Boy, this place sure hasn't changed much."

Corey had to agree. With much the same configuration as when he had eaten there forty years ago, little was different. Well, maybe the paint color. His gaze was pulled to a corner of the room where he and his buddies used to come in before basketball games, sometimes drunk, sometimes not. Strangely, those memories were replaced by visions of Lauren sitting in a booth with one of her dates, flirting, laughing, his arm around her shoulders. She wore what he thought she might have back then, a black and white polka dot top and those high-waist cotton multi-color pants that were all the rage. Young, fresh, alive...and oh so fuckable. That familiar tingle tugged at his crotch.

Unfortunately, Lauren's phone drove those titillating images from his head, his wife's then twenty-year-old breasts fading to vapor.

"Hello?" her eyes narrowed and flitted about, as if trying to recognize the voice at the other end. Finally, she turned in her chair and spoke softly.

"Oh, hi Griffin.

"Okay, sure, Griff it is. How are you?"

Her eyes glanced sideways at Corey, then back to the floor.

"That sounds like fun, but I'm out of town for a while. Can I call you when I get back?

"Perfect."

Turning around, she tossed the cell in her purse.

"Griff?" Corey sneered, suddenly not hungry.

"Just a guy I met in a club last week. He was originally hitting on Amy, but we wound up together."

"Together?"

"Dancing, silly. Just dancing. Anyway, he's really cool. Owns a media company or something. Knows Vinnie Amato, Alex's friend. Vinnie's in that biz too."

Corey rolled his eyes. "Wonderful. Small world." This was a perfect example of how much he didn't know about his wife's new life.

"What's wrong?" Lauren smiled at him over the plastic menu, eyes twinkling with delight. "Jealous?"

"Well, I am your husband."

"A husband who wants his wife to date. Comes with the territory."

The two fell silent when a waitress stepped up and ask if they were ready to order.

"Welcome to Bart's. Must be in for the big reunion. Having a good time so far?"

Corey lowered his head and muttered.

"Fucking amazing."

+++++

The first activity that Friday afternoon was a kick-off mixer with the entire class for initial meet-and-greets with light finger food. Current and retired professors stood in a row, waiting to greet their past students. Occasionally, shrieks of delight rose from various parts of the room as old friends recognized and hugged one another.

Corey followed Lauren around dutifully while mingling, reading name tags and getting reacquainted. This was an all-class event, so there was only a half-dozen or so people she actually remembered. He received a few odd looks from her old friends who no doubt were taken aback by the stark contrast between the couple's age. Some of them had never met Corey, and those that had, remembered a dashingly handsome thirty-one-year-old, not the tired looking, pudgy gray-haired guy standing before them.

Whatever, he thought. There were plenty of fat fifty-year-olds there too. What was their excuse?

"Lauren? O...M...G! Is that you?" a short-haired blonde woman hollered from across the room, bowling over others to get through the crowd.

"Addison? Addison Petronowski?" Lauren yelled back. "Are you shitting me?"

A tall, sandy-haired gentlemen finally caught up with the blonde.

"It's Patterson now. Lauren, this is my husband, Sam. Sam, Lauren. Lauren and I were inseparable for four years."

Sam Patterson held out his hand to the Millers. "Glad to meet you."

"Likewise," Lauren replied, "Addison, you remember my husband Corey, from our wedding."

Addison smiled kindly at the older man. As a bridesmaid, she seemed to recall him being a bit more...put together. "Y-y-yes, of course. Wow, you've certainly changed."

Corey shook her hand, pretty sure that wasn't a compliment. "Thanks."

Realizing her remark didn't come out quite the way she meant, the woman hugged them both tightly, laughing nervously. "I mean, we've all changed, haven't we, huh?"

The foursome shared a chuckle before Sam excused himself to use the restroom. After a few minutes of catching up, Addison asked Lauren if she was going to Victoria Barlowe's party after the evening's ceremonies. Victoria was part of their posse back then. A super rich slut, but great fun.

"Her and her hubby's holding it at their hotel suite. It'll be a cool way to get ready for the big dance tomorrow night."

Lauren looked at Corey who simply raised his eyebrows as if to say, "it's your weekend."

"Sure," she replied with a grin. "Sounds great. If they don't mind us coming."

Addison texted Lauren the name and room number of the Barlowe's hotel. "Ten o'clock, right after the awards. And they won't mind at all. In fact, it upset her she couldn't invite you personally. I'll let her know."

Sam returned from the restroom and slipped his arm around his wife's waist. "Just received a message from our hotel. Room's ready. Shall we head over?"

Corey looked at his watch and nodded at Lauren. "We should check on ours too."

The two women 'toodled' and promised to meet at Victoria's party later that night.

Walking back to the rental, Corey sighed with relief. No Pauly Hamilton yet. So far, so good.

+++++

"Can you hand me the large silver hoops, babe?" Lauren asked, pointing at the hotel's dresser. "First drawer, left side."

Corey located the earrings and handed them to his wife. Already dressed in khakis and a blazer, he sat down in a chair and waited, admiring her beauty. To think in just a few short weeks, he'd be able to enjoy this view every day. And she was exceedingly lovely that night. Wearing a black cotton blouse with sheer, dotted-pattern long-sleeves, it exuded elegance with a lot of sexy. Tucking it inside black denim jeans, she pulled on a pair of tall brown leather knee-high boots to complete the look.

"Wow."

"You like?" Lauren smiled, heartlessly giving him a dose of bedroom eyes.

"Absolutely."

Corey didn't just like, he lusted. Watching her apply that dark, slutty makeup, he wondered what was behind denying him the pleasure of those lips around his cock. And again, like at home, the bathroom door had remained locked while she got ready. Day two of her being back and still he'd not seen her naked. Tonight, that would change. It just had to. Surely, she was just teasing about a new rule. Everyone knew hotel sex was the best and what better timing?

Perhaps this reunion thing was going to be okay after all.

The only one that could put a damper on it was dickhead Hamilton. Hopefully the guest list was wrong. Corey wasn't concerned about any old one-night stands lurking about. Drunken flings typically had no enduring emotional connections. But with Pauly...well, he'd be burying his head in the sand to not acknowledge the frat boy and Lauren once had a thing. A genuine thing. The question was, were feelings still there? On top of that, any meeting between the two would surely be awkward. After all, Corey did steal the guy's girl.



Lauren tucked her skinny jeans inside the knee-highs and zipped up the boots.

"Ready for our first night back in Ames?"

Nodding not all that enthusiastically, he watched that tiny ass waddle into the hotel hallway, hoping for an early evening.

+++++

That night's award ceremonies turned out to be more entertaining than expected. Several alumni and professors put on skits, spoofing college life back in the eighties. The current Cyclone cheerleader squad came in and did their routines, and football coach Glen "The Torch" Gladstone made a speech, comparing Cyclone seasons year over year. That was especially cool, and by the time they were ushered to a hall for a reception, Corey had to admit he was having a pretty good time.

While Lauren schmoozed with her college peers, the elder graduate introduced himself to The Torch and sparked up a conversation about Midwestern sports of bygone eras. It was a fun discussion, until noticing Lauren had wandered over to the vestibule and was talking to a younger man in a suit that cost as much as Corey made in a month. Close to her age, buff and well-coifed, there was something familiar yet unfamiliar about him. Maybe the curly hair. It wasn't until they hugged that it became clear, forcing Corey to stop in mid-sentence, invoking concern from the coach.

Fucking Paul Anderson.

"Are you okay, son?" Gladstone asked. "Looks like you've seen a ghost."

Corey tore his eyes away from his wife and her ex-boyfriend. "Sorry. I believe I have."

+++++

"Is that him?"

Lauren nodded, looping her arm through Pauly's, side-glancing her husband to make sure he was watching.

"Older than I thought," Anderson admitted, taking a drink of his beer. "Can he still get it up?"

"Always drunk, always the jerk. Now I remember why I broke up with you."

"We had some good times, Boo."

"Yes, we did. So, your text said you were divorced now?"

Pauly shifted nervously from foot to foot. "Guess I'm unlucky in love."

An awkward silence fell over them as music played in the background.

"We could have been something together."

"That was a long time ago."

"Not from where I'm standing."

"Look, it's simple. You were 'party-on', I needed more. Corey was the stability I was looking for."

"Did he love you more than me?"

"More? I can't answer that. But you know our love was based more on teenage lust than anything. Besides, love wasn't really where your talents lay anyway."

A mischievous smile crept across his face. "So, you do remember. Care to relive some college memories?"

"Same old Pauly. You'd have me cheat on my husband?"

"I'd have you any way I can get. Seems to me you were pretty good at cheating."

Lauren rolled her eyes. "Touché."

They both glanced over at Corey, who had now bailed from his conversation with the coach and was staring a hole in them.

"Going to the Barlowe's party tonight?"

"Maybe. Me and Matt might hit the bars."

"Matt Sanders? You guys are still friends?"

"Off and on."

"You really think fifty-year-old men are going to impress psyche majors?"

"Would going to Victoria's buy me anything?"

Lauren grinned. "Maybe."

Pauly touched her elbow and whispered. "Then I'll be there."

+++++

For Corey, time seemed to stand still as he watched the pair seemingly pick up where they left off three decades ago. These days, he'd normally be aroused watching her talking with other men. But not this one. Not Paul Anderson.

It had been him he'd taken a back seat to when first meeting Lauren, settling for a handy when he knew good and well she was sleeping with the senior. It had been the street outside his fraternity house that Corey had been banished to, waiting, knowing what was going on in his room.

Truth be told, that three-way relationship was the beginning of his fetish, where the tinder had been set, only to be kindled after years of normalcy. He remembered those cold mornings, waiting patiently outside Pauly's fraternity, bemoaning the nasty things she was doing that was not yet Corey's fortune. Wishing there was some way to watch through the second story window, imaginations fueling arousal until hands left the steering wheel to creep beneath his jeans.

This is where it had all started. Would it end differently this time?

+++++

"I thought I recognized the little shit," Corey exclaimed as the couple made their way to the Barlowe's hotel. He was most interested in what his wife and her former lover had to say to each other.

"Nothing, really, Cor. Just stuff." Lauren had an unusual spring in her step and he was having trouble keeping up.

"Like what?"

"Stuff. Kids, work...you know. Asked how I like living in Miami."

"He...he knows where you live?"

"Not my address, goofy. Just social media."

"Like a stalker?"

"NO! Not like a stalker. This isn't some movie."

By now, he was out of breath, trying to match her steps one-for-one.

"What else did he say? Anything about me?"

Lauren stopped so quickly, her overly inquisitive husband ran smack into her back. Without turning, she licked her lips at the opportunity to tighten the rachet.

"If you must know, yes."

"Well?"

With bated breath, Corey stared at her back and the gorgeous shiny black mane hanging past her shoulder blades, tapering, pointing to a remarkable ass.

Stifling a giggle, she began walking away. "He asked...if you could still get it up."

+++++

There are times in our lives that we do foolish things. Some are done without realizing they're dumb. Some are just impulsive. And others? Well, others are just plain stupid. The latter is exactly what Corey was thinking when he knocked on the door to room 1501 in the Beaufort Heights hotel.

"HEY, HEY!" Addison shouted when she opened the door, promptly blowing past him to hug Lauren. Inside, eighties music blared, light marijuana smoke cast a haze over the suite, and a half dozen or so couples were milling about, drinks in hand. With much fanfare, the old friend guided the new arrival by the waist through the doorway.

"Look who's here, bitches!"

A cacophony of cheers went up as women left their significant others and gathered around the giddy brunette, each one taking turns hugging her. Not having seen each other in decades, it was indeed a joyous reunion. Eventually, Lauren remembered Corey back in the hallway and pulled him in, making introductions. Besides Addison and her husband Sam, he barely recognized others who had attended the Miller's wedding eons ago. He had to relearn their names as well as the others, including hosts Victoria and John Barlowe, Charlotte and Quinn Sheehan, Alice and Wyatt Chastain, and Eva and Benjamin Turner. All were at least ten years younger and, to Corey's dismay, much fitter. Figuring a good stiff drink would help with forgetting their names for another thirty years, he left Lauren to her friends and poured himself three fingers of Makers Mark, neat.

"Makers. Excellent choice. I prefer Wild Turkey myself when I drink brown," a man with dark red hair disclosed, endorsing the Kentucky whiskey.

"Both do the trick," Corey agreed, noting the guy's striking resemblance to a popular puppet from the golden age of television; puffy cheeks, freckles, and all.

"Joe Silva. Alum?"

"Corey Miller. Yeah, but not this generation."

"Seventies?"

"What gave it away?"

"You're a little more silver than the rest of us. I saw you come in with Lauren Regal. You guys together?"

"Twenty-eight years," Corey looked on as his wife bubbled like a teenager on the other side of the room.

"Good for you. Must have something special to pry her away from Pauly Anderson. You know him?"

"In passing. Special?"

"Oh yeah. They were among the tightest couples on campus. Everyone was sure they'd get married after graduation."

"Close, huh?"

"All of us were. Sporting events, birthdays, road trips, you name it. Paul's house threw the best parties. Wild shit."

"How wild?"

Silva laughed. "Let's just say we broke some rules."

Another round of cheers rose above the din. Corey's heart sunk when the newest guests walked through the door; Anderson and some other guy that was just as big and burly.

"Speak of the devil," Joe grinned. "And his sidekick Matty. Fraternity brothers and best friends. Crazy fuckers."

Both men appeared to have retained their popularity too, given the gauntlet of high fives and fist bumps they received. Matt held up his hands to encourage the crowd's praise.

What a dick, Corey thought. Sometimes you don't need to meet someone to know you're not going to like them, and Sanders was definitely one of those. A lanky six-footer with perm-quality curly blondish-white hair, he was an obvious narcissist.

But if one thing was clear, their arrival sure catapulted the party to a new level. Up went the volume on the boom box. Joints circulated and glasses clinked as stories old and new were told. There was a certain feel of homecoming amongst the good friends, and as the evening's conversations settled into an even ebb and flow, it was apparent outsiders would have to find their own entertainment. Not wanting to impede Lauren's fun, Corey made himself scarce, settling in a chair in the corner. After nearly an hour of checking his phone and drinking, he decided to step out for some fresh air on one of the suite's two balconies.

The one off the main room was surprisingly large, enough for several people. Roomy for hotels anyway. That contrasted significantly to the Juliet off the master bedroom twenty paces away, fifty-feet of free-fall space to the ground below. Outside, he found one of Lauren's old friends had had the same idea.

"Corey, right?"

"Yes, and you're...Alice?"

"Yup."

"The cold air is refreshing, isn't it?"

Alice smiled. "Considering it smells like a Metalshank concert in there, yeah."

"Hah! A blast from the past. One of our favorite bands."

"Lauren always was into the hair bands. I hear they're on a fortieth anniversary tour with a Cedar Rapids date. Maybe you can catch them."

"That would be awesome, but we won't be in Iowa much longer."

"That's what I hear. A big step you know, moving from a place you've lived all your life. From the looks of things, your wife has assimilated quite nicely."

Corey nodded slowly. She really has to stop posting shit. "I'm lucky to have her. Meeting her was the best thing that ever happened to me."

"I'm sure it was. She was head over heels for you too, even though most of us thought you were too old for her. Not to mention it was the worse thing that could have happened to Pauly. The guy was crushed. Moped for months. Some even say he went looking for you."

A wry sense of satisfaction nibbled at the older Cyclone.

"I didn't know that."

Alice turned and looked her friend's husband in the eye. "Look, I'm happy for you both. Twenty-eight years. It takes a lot of love and hard work to stick with one person that long, so you must be doing something right. Just watch your back, honey. I don't think Paul ever quite got over her. He might still be looking for payback, if you know what I mean."

So much for the fresh air helping things.

Without another word, the well-meaning but ominous alum strolled back inside. Taking a deep breath, Corey let the cold night air envelope him in an attempt to wash away negative thoughts. It was working too, until the creak of double French doors from the Juliet balcony just yards away opened and the profile of a woman with dark hair appeared in the doorway.

A hand reached out and gathered the mane into a pony-tail.

"It's much longer now," a man's voice whispered.

"He likes it that way."

Corey's heart began to sink as he made himself small against the outside wall, counting on their visibility to be as poor as his.

"So do I."

The hands moved to the woman's shoulders. Orange light from a flickering street lamp confirmed his suspicion.

Lauren.

"I shouldn't be here."

"And yet you are."

Another flicker removed any doubt as to whom the man was.

Paul Anderson.

"Do you still feel it?"

Lauren moaned softly as her ex-lover's lips kissed her neck.

"I knew it," he proclaimed, nibbling an ear. "Do you ever think of me?"

A sigh, followed by yet another moan. She crossed her chest and patted a hand on her shoulder. Corey felt torn between stopping this or seeing how it played out. He chose the latter.

"I knew it. When Lauren? When do you think of me?"

"While...while he fucks me."

This time, it was Corey that emitted a small, involuntary groan. He pressed the back of his head against the outer wall, hoping it'd not been heard. Her words of emotional betrayal cut deep, but stirred his loins as well.

I AM broken.

Lauren slipped into her best dramatic acting, banking on the shadow she kept seeing on the other balcony to be that of only one person.

"I can't help it. Our lovemaking was..."

"Amazing."

Lauren nodded and spun around, embracing her past love. "Yes. I've never forgotten your big cock and how it used to make me cum, over and over and over again. He's got a big heart, but not so much down here."

Pauly gasped. Corey's lips quivered, knowing she was touching him. Inexplicably, he groped his own cock through his linen pants. It twitched and lurched.

Why was he afflicted with such a dark scourge?

"I can't," Lauren pushed away, turning her cheek.

"What? Why? You screwed around on me. Fair's fair."

"We weren't married. There's a difference."

"Really? So all those guys I see ass-patting you in those media posts are just friends? Whatever."

And then, just as quickly as they had appeared, the pair was gone. Corey pointed his budding erection downward into his briefs to hide it and rushed back inside just in time to see the ex-couple emerging from the master bedroom. To his relief, there was no signs that anything other than a kiss had taken place. That didn't keep someone from yelling "get a room" though, to a smattering of laughter, which quickly diminished when they noticed their friend's husband was amongst them.

Correctly judging the tension in the room, Addison grabbed a spoon and repeatedly tapped an empty champagne bottle to divert attention. Time to shift the party in a more focused direction.

Ding, ding, ding, ding!

"Okay, boys and girls, take your seats," she yelled over the music. "It's time for some fun and games!"

Lauren rejoined Corey as the couples took their seats. His subdued mood told her he'd heard everything. Perfect. Although neither of her lovers, past or present knew it, everything was going as planned.

+++++

Corey awoke the next day to find Lauren had already left for morning brunch with her former sorority sisters. Grateful for a few more hours to nurse his hangover, he fluffed a pillow and pulled the covers over his head, thinking back to the previous evening.

"I've never forgotten your big cock and how it used to make me cum..."

The very thought of her thinking of Pauly while making love had slapped Corey upside the face, leaving him numb for the rest of the party. Like most husbands, he had never suspected her mind wandering to former lovers, at least not until recently during their pillow talk. Back then, it would have broken his heart. But now? Well, if the wood sprouted on that balcony -- and now again under those sheets -- was any indication, it only fueled his overbearing kink. He had hoped the champagne and tequila shots would put her in the mood to break that silly 'new rule' after they left the Barlowe's, but sadly, it was not to be. He'd come to bed only to find her fast asleep. Another day gone without seeing her naked.

Now, at quarter past ten on a cold, sunny Ames morning, with returning erection, Corey did what any married man does when faced with time to kill in a hotel room and a wife who wouldn't be back for at least an hour.

He turned on the TV and promptly subscribed to the in-house Pornovision.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

By two o'clock, the couple had shaken off any hangover remnants and attended a reception with current and former university deans. There were some nice speeches, and Corey was even able to chat with one of the deans whose term had spanned his four years. Next was a walking tour of the campus, where alumni were shown improvements made with their contributions, and of course, at the end, there was the predictable opportunity to show their Cyclone loyalty once again. The whole time, neither talked much, and there was no mention of the previous evening.

After that, former students were on their own until the big formal dance that night in a ballroom just off fraternity row. Back in the hotel room, Corey was thankful for the down time, content to watch college basketball while Lauren got ready. Once again, the bathroom door remained locked the entire afternoon. Twice he had to run to the lobby just to pee. Finally, minutes before the ball began, she emerged, dressed in a floor-length, one-shoulder sheath evening gown. Navy blue in color, the bodice was slightly transparent and covered with sequins, her braless breasts begging to be seen, but never quite accommodating. It left little to the imagination and anyone caring could make out the mouthwatering areolae and nipples. The skirt, not to be outdone, was split up one side to the waist to tantalizingly expose most of the leg. Gone now was the slutty makeup, replaced by a more toned-down palette of colors, and her arms were decorated with a series of chic sparkly bangles. An elegant lady was the best way to describe what stood in front of him.

"My God, you're...breathtaking."

Lauren twirled and curtsied. "Why, thank you, my love."

Corey stood and took her in his arms.

"I just want you to be happy."

"And you the same." She gave him her best doe eyes, but he could sense there was something else.

"What's on your mind?"

Clearing her throat, Lauren brought up the subject of a safe word again.

"Why do we need to discuss that now?"

"Please, Corey?"

He leaned over and kissed her, then grabbed his suit coat and shrugged it on. Glancing back at the unmade bed before closing the door to the hallway, he envisioned them under the comforter, entwined in passion. Tonight, of all nights, rules were meant to be broken. Especially silly ones.

"Jezebel."

"Jezebel? The bad girl from the bible? That's the safe word?"

Corey smiled. "If the shoe fits, my dear."

+++++

The couple looked their finest while walking the short distance from their hotel to the ornate ballroom located at the end of Greek village. All the big reunions were held there and it was easy to see why. Boasting numerous crystal chandeliers hanging from gilded ceilings, walls flowing with waterfalls, and floors polished enough to see ones reflection, it impressed all strolling through the front doors.

Corey checked their coats and headed to the bar while Lauren searched the large room for the placard which held their name. To her disappointment and his relief, none of the revelers from the Barlowe's party were at their table, forcing them to make small talk with other alumni they'd never met. One particularly obnoxious woman insisted her and Lauren had taken an English class together but was clearly drunk. Thankfully, dinner was served soon after taking their seat, followed by more speeches from the former class valedictorian and reunion organizers. By the time the last dessert plate was removed, and the bar reopened to the sounds of eighties dance music, Lauren and her friends were ready to get their groove on.

Armed with a fresh Old Fashioned, Corey was content to sit at the table and be amused by the girls' antics as they tried to remember long forgotten dance moves. Although biased, Lauren was by far the prettiest there. Many of the others hadn't retained their youthful shape the way she had. Chubby chins, cankles or droopy chests, most had been bit by the spread that begins as one approaches fifty. It went without saying that his wife grabbed the limelight -- and the attention of other former male classmates - who didn't hesitate to fill her dance card. Occasionally she pulled her reluctant husband away from his bourbon for a few slow songs, but when it came to the faster ones, he was better off in his seat.



Two hours and many drinks in, a now well-oiled Corey happened to be coming out of the restroom when he passed Joe Silva from the night before, heading to the exit with another man. Discreetly revealing a vape pen palmed in one hand, Silva nodded towards the rear door. Hesitating, Corey looked back into the ballroom, where Lauren was still cutting up with friends and dance-walking her way from table to table. Figuring he wouldn't be missed for at least a few minutes, he followed the guys outside and down a dark pathway alongside the building. He was surprised to see the venue backed up to several fraternity houses. Students could be seen walking to and from each, a muffled mixture of hip-hop and rap blaring from within.

"Not much different, is it?" Joe posited as he sucked the pen and passed it.

Taking a small hit, Corey agreed. "Besides the tunes, no."

"Hair is a lot shorter," the other guy, Mel, added, "and no parachute pants."

All three groaned, remembering the popular but tacky clothing.

Soon the discussion turned to Cyclone sports, a subject the older graduate was well versed in. He wowed his new friends with vast knowledge of useless university trivia. Championships, lowlights, who made the pros and who didn't but should have. He would have gone on forever if it hadn't been for the hourly chimes of the clock in the quad. Realizing they'd been standing in the freezing cold for nearly an hour, Corey took another quick hit, thanked Joe, and ventured back into the ballroom just as the DJ began playing one of his and Lauren's favorite slow songs. Feeling melancholy from all the weed and whiskey, the lit and suddenly philosophic husband searched for his wife, wanting nothing more than to wrap her in his arms, have one last dance, and take her back to the hotel where he'd profess his love. The only problem was...

She wasn't there.

Not on the dance floor, not at her friends' tables, not in the lobby. A quick chat with the coat-check girl confirmed her coat was still there.

Lauren had simply vanished.

As Corey began banging out a concerned text, he heard a raspy voice from behind.

"I'm afraid she's not here."

Wheeling around, he saw the abrasive English major from dinner.

"Come again?"

"Left about thirty minutes ago."

"Left? Why?"

"How would I know? But she was pretty tipsy. Probably needed some fresh air. Some guy she'd been dancing with took her out back."

Damnit! Had to be Pauly.

"Where?"

The woman pointed to another set of doors towards the rear of the hall, separate from those he and Joe had went out earlier. Corey's concern grew considerably. The bastard hadn't been there all evening. Now he shows up when I go outside?

"Listen, not my place to say, but the guy seemed a little handsy. Was wondering why you hadn't put a stop to it but looks like you were unaware. Given her condition and all, I'd find your wife asap."

Bursting through the metal double doors at full speed, Corey skidded to a stop when he hit a path with a three-way fork. To the right, just around the corner, was where he'd been vaping with Joe. To the left was a parking lot. Straight ahead, a small, elevated bridge weaved through several gardens and courtyards to fraternity row.

Now what?

They could have been anywhere had they gotten into a car, and with all the security at Greek housing these days, it was unlikely Pauly would have taken her back to his old house. Anyone over twenty-five, much less near fifty, would not go unnoticed for long. Still, there wasn't many choices and he had to do something. After sending a text to Lauren -- which went unanswered - Corey started towards the raised trellis when his blood ran cold. Hanging on a decorative spike, like someone had found and left it for the owner, was a blue sequined bangle. It could have only come from one person. Breaking for the bridge, he trotted towards the grandiose buildings that made up the pike and didn't stop until huffing and puffing onto a corner which provided a most familiar view. It was the same stretch he'd sat in his car years ago and blew loads of jizz into a hanky while waiting on Lauren. The same street where the seeds of his kink had been planted. The same place that had provided her with a good, deprecating belly laugh just yesterday; a clear, twisted attempt at turning the humiliation screws.

Looking both ways, Corey crossed the street and tried to look disinterested as he cased the two-story brick frame. There was little movement inside, but the front door had a keypad on it, preventing anyone from just waltzing in. He had about talked himself out of the possibility that Lauren was there when two boys exited a fire door about half-way down the structure and propped it open with discarded rebar. Lighting a cigarette, the two strolled into the darkness of the backyard, the fiery cherry of the cancer stick glowing bright with every drag. It was now or never. Summoning courage through the hazy fog that was his brain at the time, Corey glanced up and down the street before dashing across the lawn and pressing up against the house's outer brick wall.

Cautiously, he slinked along the rough façade, avoiding prickly bushes and trying to ignore what the mortar was doing to his suit coat. Finally reaching the side door, he paused, grimacing at the moisture from the mulch beds seeping through his Italian patent leather shoes. As the two kids shared the smoke out back, Corey eased open the door and slipped through, careful to replace the metal bar so as not to betray his presence. This led to a stairwell and decision time. Without a clue as to whether Lauren was even there, he considered the layout of most fraternity houses. On the ground floor would be common areas, including party rooms and a dining hall. Upstairs would be sleeping rooms and perhaps a parlor or two. Thankful that most of the students had gone home for the long weekend, he began to inch up the stairs to the second floor, only to freeze when the two smokers came back in.

"Hey," one of the boys blurted out, acting as surprised to see him as he was them. "Lost or somethin'?"

"Just looking for some friends of mine," Corey smiled back nervously. "Guy about my height, curly hair, and a woman about the same age?"

A knowing grin crept across their faces.

"Yeah, we saw 'em. From the reunion. There was another guy too. Shorty was fire."

"Here?"

"One of them gave Franco a Benji to use his room. I think it may have been one of theirs a long time ago."

"Number?"

"Twenty-nine, at the end of the hallway."

Fifteen seconds later, Corey was on the second floor, slowly creeping down the corridor towards the other end. The concrete tile was sticky and lined with that night's empties. Hip-hop and rock blended in bizarre dissonance. Every now and again, a door would open, and a half-naked body would burst into the hallway giggling, just to disappear into another room. Coming upon number twenty-nine he hesitated, then poked at the curled handle. The lump that had vexed his throat the entire weekend suddenly felt like it was going to burst through his neck.

As the door swung open and the room came into view, Corey's heart sank another octave. There, on a dingy old couch, sat his wife flanked by her ex and his old fraternity buddy, Matt Sanders. Just inside, two teenage boys stood leaning against a wall. All five stopped talking and stared at the older man as he stood in the doorway.

"Hi babe," Lauren giggled, squirming between the two men, "glad you could make it."

Pauly hoisted a bottle of cheap tequila and took a drink, his eyes spying the blue wristlet hanging from Corey's pocket.

"I see you found our clue, my man. Bravo."

Corey's eyes narrowed. Clue?

Anderson twisted the cap shut and tossed the liquor to one of the kids.

"Have another. Your pals downstairs did us a solid, making sure Mr. Miller here found his way up."

"Found my way?" Corey started towards Lauren. "What the hell is going on...?"

He didn't get far. The frat boys grabbed each arm and blocked his way. Sturdy and unyielding, there was no way he would even take one of them, much less both.

"Lauren, let's get out of here."

Lauren put her arms around Pauly and Matt and ran her fingers through their hair. Looking out from under her black bangs with the sultriest of smiles, she gave her husband a definitive "no."

"No? Why?"

"Its not part of the plan?"

"Plan? What plan?"

Pauly stood from the couch, a twinkle in his eye. "We're going to have our own little reunion. Here, in my old room. Courtesy of Franco and his buddy Ted, of course."

"Reunion?"

"Relax, you're invited too. In fact, we've been waiting for you."

Corey shrugged the big paws off his shoulders and straightened his suit coat, trying to salvage some shred of dignity. "You led me here?"

"Actually," Anderson replied, helping Lauren up and putting an arm around her, "your wife did. All the way from Des Moines."

"Come again?"

Matt motioned to a chair in the corner of the room. "Have a seat, gramps." Corey started to say something but stopped, seeing the two meatheads at the ready. He scowled at Sanders and sat down.

Pauly continued. "Turns out this innocent woman here isn't so innocent after all. But you already know that don't you, having given her the green light to be a slut? What kind of man does that? I mean, for real?

"No matter. You see, a couple weeks ago your loving wife contacts me out of nowhere and asks if I'm coming to the reunion. To tell you the truth, I was floored. Haven't seen her since...well, since you stole her from me. Says she wants to see me but doesn't tell me why."

Corey caught Lauren's eye; she simply curled up one side of her mouth in a haunting, evil smirk.

"But earlier today, while you're sleeping off a hangover, she asks me to meet her at her old sorority. Tells me how you like to watch her screw other guys and have your nose rubbed in it. I'm thinking, wow, that is one fucked up dude."

The other men nodded their heads in agreement.

Trembling, Corey began to hyperventilate.

Anderson stepped behind his ex and clasped her shoulders. "Surprisingly, she wants to give you what you need. And along the way, she gets lots of cock. A win-win, wouldn't you say?"

Looks of pure lust tented every pair of pants in the room.

Pauly's hands slipped down and found the dress' zipper pull. Lowering it one tooth at a time, her bare back became slowly exposed until it reached her waist, the material nearly slipping away from her braless breasts.

"Tell us what you need, man."

Corey's mouth ran dry. He said nothing.

"C'mon...tell us!"

Frustrated by the older man's silence, Anderson pulled on Lauren's hair sharply, yanking her head back.

"Does he even fuck you anymore?"

With a quick shake of the head, she threw the first dagger. "Barely. And when he does, I can't feel it."

"Yeah, figured that. While else would you be here? Then tell me what you want, baby."

Hair still held tightly, head snapped to one side, Lauren whispered.

"I want...I need real men to fuck me."

"Like us?"

She glanced around the room, looking each man in the eye with a fire burning, eventually landing on Corey.

"Most of you, yes."

"Then take this off," Pauly commanded.

Every eyeball in the room was on the alluring vixen as she allowed the top of the gown to fall away from her braless chest, pale white itty-bitty titties completely exposed and framed by the bikini top tan. The two teenagers elbowed each other as Matt leered at her brownish-pink nipples, now rigid stalks begging to be sucked. A sight he'd often dreamed about back in the day, but never got to see, it had been no secret he'd coveted his best friend's girl. Corey and Pauly simply gasped, the younger man staring at the breasts he hadn't suckled in decades. They were as he remembered, albeit a bit more...flimsy.

Savoring the men's attention, Lauren placed one hand on her ex-beau's shoulder and unbuckled her heels. With dramatic flair, she let the rest of the dress flutter to the floor. Dressed only in high-rise panties, waistband to her navel, she turned and straddled Matt as Pauly sat back down. Sanders wasted no time groping both breasts and rubbing those hard nipples between his fingers. Tossing her head back, eyes shut tight with discernable arousal, she let him play with them for a bit as others in the room looked on, entranced. Rubbing her chest in his face, Lauren put her arms around Matt's neck and began humping his crotch. She cried out when his tongue gave her tits a tongue lashing.

"Jesus Christ," Pauly sputtered at Corey, "what has she become?"

Matt's hands travelled up and down her bare spine, grabbing tight ass through the silk panties.

"Ohhhhhh..."

Seeing Pauly next to them, Lauren slowed her rocking and leaned sideways, a hand molding to the bulge in his trousers. With her nipples being slurped by one man, she fumbled with his zipper and fished a cock she'd hadn't held for many, many years.

"Yes, Boo, yes," Anderson groaned.

Eyes lighting up at the fleshy member, she slipped off Matt's lap and fell to her knees between the two men, saliva glistening on her chest. Moments later she had two cocks in her hand, masturbating both. After several minutes of pleasuring with her hands, Lauren looked over her shoulder at one of the boys and gestured towards her purse on a nightstand.

"Be a dear?"

Nodding, Franco pushed off the wall he was leaning on and opened the small clutch, pulling out a half-dozen condoms. He slowly walked over and handed them to her. She purred like a cheetah upon seeing his tent beneath the faded jeans and tap, tap, tapped fingers on it while Pauly and Matt suited up. Giggling, Lauren turned attention to the latex clad dicks now bobbing in the air, gathering her long hair in hand, and tying it atop of her head.

"Wait," Sanders snapped, looking at Corey. "Tell her to do it. Tell her to suck me off."

From the chair, Corey scowled at the younger man. Lauren glanced back over her shoulder with an expectant expression.

"Well? Tell your slut wife to suck me off."

Knees knocking now, the seriously conflicted husband's gaze flitted from each teenager to the men getting quite the handjobs from his wife. They were all looking at him like...like they knew what a cuck he was. And they did. Wiping the crust from the corners of his mouth, Corey said the only thing his kink would allow.

"Do it. Suck his dick. Suck him off."

"Hmmm..." Lauren hummed as she licked the rubber's reservoir, then the shaft, gagging a little while getting used to the texture and odor of the latex. Eventually, she opened her mouth and lowered it over Matt's cock. The rest watched with amazement as the whole of it disappeared down her throat where she remained for at least ten seconds before coming up for air.

"Fuckin' A," Matt gasped, feeling the warmth of her throat engulf him.

Quickly adjusting her position between the two men, Lauren became an equal opportunity whore, dividing her hands and mouth equally between the two men, slowly coaxing the prize that was sure to come. Corey could only sit and watch the beads of sweat form on his wife's tanned back, the rivulets running down its spine, disappearing beneath the thick waistband of her panties. She sucked them with abandon and finesse, seemingly making up for years of lost time.

"Goddamn Pauly," Matt bellowed, head sunk into the couch as he finally enjoyed the blowjob he'd dreamt about for so long. "You didn't lie."

Anderson looked a little pale himself, watching the girl he once loved go down on his pal. But like her husband across the room, he was hypnotized by the depravity of it all. Indeed, he had to look away a couple times to keep from cumming. When it became apparent that Matt was going to be the first casualty of her ministrations, Lauren turned her full attention to him. For the next few electrically charged minutes, the room was quiet except for Sanders incessant moaning and the smacking of wet lips on his cock. Without warning, Matt growled loudly, his hands pushing Lauren's head further down on his shaft, damn near choking her.

"Ahhhhhhhhhhh fuuccckkkkkk."

Bracing, she steadied herself, trying to time the pulsing. Then came the contraction, and the penis stiffened and expanded to her cheeks, the rubber of the condom tickling the roof of her mouth. Suddenly she felt the warm river of cum flow into the reservoir, inflating it to her tonsils and clearing her sinuses. For Lauren, it was just another blowjob. For Matt, it was a years long dream come true.

"Nunnng UHHHHH, OH GODDAMN LAUREN, HOLY SHIT! HOLY SHIT! HOLY SHIT!"

Sanders laid his head to one side towards his buddy, his eyes silently acknowledging his gratefulness for the moment. The two frat boys traded amazed glances, both mouthing 'wow'. It was their first time ever experiencing something like this.

A brief look of disbelief crossed Pauly's face as Lauren pulled the condom from Sander's deflating rod and tossed it to the floor with a wet splat. Grabbing the hair on top of her head, he stood her up.

"My God, you really are a slut!

Seeing his wife manhandled, Corey leapt to his feet, only to have the behemoths flanking him grasp his shoulders and ease him back into the chair. "Relax," one of them said. "Just relax."

Lauren shook off Pauly's grip and backed away to a small, rickety twin-sized bed under the window. It's like it hadn't moved in years. Glancing knowingly at her husband, she asked him if he had anything to say. Corey shook his head, determined to take whatever she could dish out.

Hearing no protests - which she would have heeded - Lauren laid on the mattress and pulled the crotch of her panties to one side to reveal a moist, freshly waxed labia, lips swollen with anticipation.

"Fuck me, Pauly," she cooed. Then, to her husband. "Go on, take your dick out. You know you want to."

All four men craned their necks to see the slick pussy peeking out from the shiny black curtain of the satin briefs, including Corey, who himself hadn't seen it in weeks. With queasy dread, he unzipped his trousers.

"Pull it out, babe. Show 'em what you got."

Lauren half-expected him to use the safe word and was mildly amused when he reached through the fly.

"That's it. Go on."

The other men sniggered at the older man's discomfort. After a few distressing moments, Corey pulled his semi-soft six inches into the light of the room.

"Good, babe. Now I want you to beat off while a real man fucks me. Can you do that?"

Visibly shaking, Corey nodded while Pauly moved slowly, but with purpose, to stand above his old bed, looking down at his former girlfriend, half-naked, the pink of her snatch splayed open for all to see. Closing his eyes, he tried to recall the wonderment of their college romance, when they were totally and completely in love. A time when the novelty of raw sex was still fresh, untainted, and intimate.

Unfortunately, when opening them, he no longer saw his long-lost love. Only the slut that belonged to the man behind him, who had, bit by bit, stolen her away. And it filled him with rage.

"Thirty years ago, this was my room," Pauly shouted with irritation over his shoulder, "and this was MY girl. Thirty years ago, I was laying pipe to her while you humped your hand down the street waiting."

Corey's head dropped. She had told him. Everything.

Anderson came closer, grasping Lauren's knees as he caressed her bent legs. She was still beautiful, although a roadmap of varicose veins marred otherwise perfect calves. Pulling him in, she reached down and positioned his cock at the entrance to her bald slit. Wriggling her ass playfully, Lauren grasped his long, skinny member and guided it in, but just a bit.



"Fuck me, Pauly."

He trembled with excitement. It had been so long. And yet he felt a pang of sadness. No longer was she the girl he loved, unsullied by the world. No, what lay before him was just another doxy, and worse yet, one that was turned out by her own husband.

"Oh, I'm gonna fuck you, slut." He pushed the head of his cock just passed her lips and stopped. "Going to fuck you good. Nothin' but a Goddamn whore now."

Holding her thighs, Pauly looked back at Lauren's husband, their gaze meeting as he easily slipped into their mutual lover's sopping hole. Through Pauly's eyes, Corey could almost feel the penetration. The penetration he had been denied. It was as if he could feel his wife's love tunnel closing around Anderson's cock, her muscles milking it with each inch that traversed her slick tunnel.

"NOW who's the cuck, Miller? Huh? HUH?"

Corey broke out in a sweat as he watched Pauly's ass sink between Lauren's legs, feeling from afar the pleasure her body gave. It was like they were joined in some carnal telepathy. Gripping his own dick, he grimaced and jacked it hard.

Fap, fap, fap.

"Do you feel the sting like I did, you prick? When you fucked my girl? Fuck you! You cucked me, now I cuck YOU!"

His hips rose, then slammed down, repeatedly ramming his full length into her. Lauren cried out at the brutal assault.

"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH FUCK MEEEEEEEEE!"

Encouraged, Anderson picked up the pace.

"I NEVER should have left your big fat cock! He can't fuck me like you, Boo!"

The daggers kept coming, raping Corey's heart.

"So big, so big. He never makes me cum. Please make me cum, Pauly!"

Being fucked like the slut she had become, the small rickety bed creaked with protest as he unmercifully drove his cock into her willing cunt. In a fit of unbridled passion, Lauren wrapped her legs and arms around his body and pulled him in closer, their sweaty chests sliding, rubbing, nipples touching.

"Fuck me, fuck me, oh please fuck me."

The thrusts were coming quicker now, hard and fast.

"Un...un...un!"

Creak, creak, creak.

The intensity of the sex threatened to collapse the small, framed bed any second.

"Don't stop, don't stop! Oh yes, oh yes, do me, do me!" Lauren's screams were so deafening that Franco made sure the door was locked.

"Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!"

With bodies smacking together, their writhing and moaning filled the room. Hands groped asses and fingers clawed bare skin and hair.

"Laurrrrrrrr-nnnnn!"

"Paul-eeeeeeeeeeee!"

Finding their rhythm for the home stretch, they brayed and howled, thumping the walls with knees and elbows, nearly falling off the bed. The other men, no longer able to contain themselves, joined the slut's husband in jerking off, five fingers hammering their own stiff cocks. Cognizant of the edge he was approaching, Anderson pulled out, not yet wanting to cum. Squatting on his knees, he yanked on the panties Lauren had been so reluctant to remove and flung them against the wall. Corey strained to hear as Pauly spread her legs apart and began chuckling.

"Well, aren't you the Mona Lisa!"

What?

Crying out in ecstasy as the molten cock slid back into her, Lauren pulled Pauly back on top, thrusting her hips to meet his.

"Give it to MEEEEEEEE! FUCK MY DIRTY CUNT!"

As Corey watched, Anderson's cock began to churn whitish froth from his wife's pussy. Suddenly, something was wrong. Veins along the thick penis, previously opaque beneath the sheath of latex, were now visible, blue and pulsating. Unexpectedly, the condom's material began flapping against Lauren's tanned thigh before clinging to Pauly's nutsack, outlining the ridges of his wet balls, the tight ring from the rubber still firmly attached to the shaft's base.

In the frenzy, the condom had broken, and there was nothing that could be done. Not the way these animals were fucking.

"Cum for me! Cum for me you nasty bitch!"

"Jesus, your cock is just like I remember. Don't stop. PLEASE DON'T STOP!"

The couple continued to grunt and moan, the tempo increasing.

"Oh, oh, oh! Yes, yes, yes...FUCK...ME...HARDER!"

"SHIT LAUREN!" Pauly shouted.

Corey saw Anderson's pelvis rise and fall as he repeatedly slammed his cock into her unprotected pussy, knowing it wouldn't be long.

"OH MY GOD I'M GONNA CUM!" Lauren's shrill voice filled the room, arms clawing at Pauly's back.

"ME TOO!" he cried out, almost childlike, just happy to be in her arms again. "FUCK...YOU...MILLER...YOU GODDAMN CUCK!"

One more huge thrust, then the writhing subsided, and low guttural moans rose from the depths of both lovers. Lauren came with a stuttered scream as Pauly looked back and caught Corey's eye. With seething malice, he sneered at the older, fat man while unloading his unimpeded semen into Lauren's pussy. It was truly a blast from the past.

And it felt good.

"Mmmmm, ohhhhhhh, yesssssss, yesssssss," Lauren hissed as Anderson continued to corkscrew his cock into her pussy, pumping ropes of hot jizz deep into her womb. "Fill me up, fill me up."

For several moments, the room became still as everyone became aware of others presence again. Corey had nearly cum. Ted actually had blown and was busy rubbing into the carpet with a shoe his ejaculate, much to Franco's disgust. Suddenly, Corey wanted to be anywhere else. His sense of fight or flight must've been obvious to Pauly who was just pulling out of Lauren's cum-soaked gash.

"Hold up. The party's just started. Get your ass over here."

Corey glanced at his wife, who had propped herself up on one elbow and was guzzling water from a plastic bottle. Her body was a sheen of sweat, highlighting the tight ripples in her skin from her abs to her chest.

"Now drop trau, get over here and fuck this whore."

Slowly, with almost debilitating shame, Corey removed his shoes and shed his trousers, all the while looking at his bride, who had now spread her legs again, hands covering her soiled pussy. He could not remember a time when he felt more humiliated and yet more turned on.

"Go on!" Franco pushed the gray-haired man towards the bed, laughing loud. "Get yer sloppy seconds!"

As her husband maneuvered between her legs and looked down, Lauren blew long, sweaty bangs from her eyes with a puff. Smiling, she continued to conceal the portion of her privates with her hands placed in a V. Corey could see Pauly's white spunk oozing out between her fingers.

"You okay?" she whispered as he shuffled forward and poised his cock to enter her. Her eyes told him that all he had to do is say the word and they'd flee.

But he didn't.

Reassured, Lauren slowly pulled her hands away from her crotch. When she did, Corey's eyes began to water and he sobbed, nearly vomiting. The reason for her recent modesty was now clear. There, just above her shaved pubes and clitoris hood, was the image of a small red fox, a fluffy tail wrapped around most of its body like a cloak.

"My God, Lauren, what have you done?"

"Cute, huh? But that's not all!"

Mouth agape, Corey watched her roll to her knees and face away. Falling to all fours, she lifted her ass and pressed it against his throbbing dick, drops of Pauly's load clinging to its head, then dripping on the mattress below.

"They had a two-for-one sale."

This time Corey cried out before biting his knuckles. Just above her ass crack was another inking. Two small but elegantly tattooed letters in black gothic script with wings on either side.

 ~~ E Z ~~ 

"Of course, it helped that I blew the artist too."

The other men came round to admire the artwork. Pauly shook his head and clasped a hand on the older man's shoulder, finally conceding defeat. "She's all yours, pal. You deserve each other."

Corey stared scornfully at the lettering, his penis quivering against her pussy. They looked quite permanent and had been strategically placed in an area that could be hidden or not, depending on the clothing, and of course, her mood. This was not an insignificant step in the journey, and he realized at that moment she had truly toppled over the cliff, taking him with her, where he'd always follow. It was obvious what she wanted to be, and he was happy to oblige.

"Do you like it, babe?"

Corey tucked his tie inside his dress shirt, then pulled the tails up so he could grab his cock. "Fuck you, cunt."

With a great heave, he shoved every bit of his six inches into her leaking hole hard, balls slapping up against her skin.

"And fuck your rules."

Lauren cried out in pain when her exasperated husband pulled her long hair, snapping her head back, face to the ceiling. Letting him use her, she fixed her gaze on the wall as he jackhammered his now steeled dick in and out of her pussy just as fast and hard as his sixty-one years would allow. Like the Detrevrep CEO a few weeks ago, Pauly's semen provided a gooey, steaming, slick-as-snot coating to her canal walls, allowing ultra-smooth ingress and egress for Corey's meat to assault her reddening slit.

"Is that all you got? Is it even fucking in?" Lauren chortled between winces of distress.

"Shut the fuck up, bitch!" Corey barked, slapping her ass several times. "Do you feel that?"

"Owwwwwwww!"

Pulling her further into him, she readjusted her knee stance to give him a better angle. Corey grabbed her hips and danced inside his whore wife, not just fucking, but pummeling. They could both feel Anderson's cum squirting out and onto their inner thighs with every thrust.

"OH MY GOD, RIGHT THERE! RIGHT THERE!"

"Ahh...shit, Lauren!"

"Do you feel his love in me? Do you feel it? It's HIS spunk in my hot cunt, baby. Go on, add to it! MIX YOUR LOVE WITH HIS!"

Corey's orgasm came suddenly, uncontrollably, as fireworks exploded in his head, and again when a week's worth of cum raced through his underused dick, flooding her pussy, conjugating the seed of her lovers past and present. Collapsing backwards off the bed, he nearly fainted into the arms of the two startled frat boys, who dragged him back to the chair, exhausted and limp.

"Have a seat, Pops," Franco patted his gray hair gleefully. "We'll take it from here."

In Corey's last minute of consciousness, he heard Lauren desperately ask if he was okay and their smartass reassurances. Vision fading fast, he saw the ghostly figures of Matt and the teenagers climbing onto the bed from every side, the frame bending under the weight. As a veil of darkness descended over the embattled husband like a ton of emotional bricks, a final blurry image of his wife revealed her being pawed at like some common Thai whore, and every hole being filled with eager cocks.

His night was over, but hers had clearly just begun.
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+++++

February 4th. Three weeks to go.

Corey Miller's eyes fluttered open to the sound of a mechanical fan whirring noisily somewhere nearby. The gelid space appeared empty and dark, void of any context. As he drifted between sleep and consciousness, it soon became apparent there was a mattress beneath him, and a thin sheet covering his body. Nude except for black dress socks, in those moments that resembled lucidity, he reckoned this was the hotel room he and Lauren had booked for her reunion. That epiphany seemed even more surreal when a shadowy figure appeared at the end of the bed.

What the fuck?

"I'm sorry, did I wake you?"

Relieved to hear Lauren's soothing voice, her angelic glow set his mind at ease as she stepped from the darkness. Still dressed in the ball gown and faux fur stole from the evening, kind eyes looked upon him tenderly this time, not as the cuckoldress she was just hours ago. "You okay?"

Corey read the barely visible alarm clock on the nightstand. Three fifty-five a.m.

"You just got here?"

"Yeah."

The evening's earlier events began to come back at him in bits and pieces, except how he'd gotten to the hotel by himself.

"Pauly paid a couple of the boys to make sure you got in the room."

"Like this?" he freaked, appalled at the idea.

Lauren laughed, tossing the stole around her shoulders onto a small chair.

"No silly, I did that. You were out like a light."

"If I recall, it was only like midnight when I..."

"Passed out. Well, I had unfinished business."

Corey's head was beginning to clear a bit, but not completely. "Unfinished business? Jesus, Lauren how many?"

His wife shrugged, unzipping the party dress and letting it fall to the floor. This time, there were no panties beneath. "Does it matter?"

"Where are your..."

"The fraternity brothers kept them as a souvenir. Are you done asking questions? Would you like to hear what happened after you fainted?"

Corey managed a weak croak. "I...I don't know."

"Bullshit."

Giggling, Lauren whisked away the sheet and took in his nakedness. He looked downright comical with his shriveled penis trying to bounce to attention and toes wiggling inside black socks, lint, and all. She playfully flicked his struggling dick with a middle finger.

"Keep trying, Twisty."

"Please, just tell me!"

"Oh, now you're begging to hear how your wife got her brains fucked out? How nice. Can't even get hard without thinking about me screwing someone else, can you? Well, you see, Pauly...you remember Pauly, right?" she asked sarcastically. "He's the one that flooded me with a bucket load of cum before you left. Oh, but you knew that. Anyway, the asshole he is, he got up and left me with Matt and those kids. Mmmm, those boys could fuck. Matt, not so much. Good thing their friends were bored.

"You pulled train for the entire house? You've gone absolutely slut mad."

"Not the entire fraternity, goofball, just the ones that wanted to get laid."

That was a joke, of course, but Corey wasn't laughing.

"Why so surprised? There wasn't one limp dick in that room while I was getting ganged, including you, cuck. In fact, my love, seems to me you lasted longer than usual. Maybe I should look up old boyfriends more often."

Corey looked to where her gaze had gone. The turtle was beginning to come out of its shell again, a clear admission to complicity, and undeniable testimony to his arousal at her antics.

"Why'd you do it?"

Nude now, Lauren climbed onto the mattress, kneeling by his midsection. "It was one of your fantasies, remember? Me and Pauly...and others."

It was indeed. Literally, a dream. "You brought us all the way here to act out a fantasy? You said you didn't do more than one guy at a time back then."

A dainty hand wrapped around his pink, growing worm. "Are you complaining?"

Corey shook his head rapidly. All the dirty talk was going directly to his cock.

"I didn't think so. Tell me...what did you like most? Watching me suck Pauly and Matt off? Fucking my ex? Or swishing your tiny dick around my pussy after he came in me? Slick and gooey, wasn't it?"

A barely perceptible nod was followed by a low moan as his wife's fingers danced on his burgeoning erection.

"I'm glad you felt something. I barely knew this thing was in me."

"Really? Are we really going there?"

Leaning over, Lauren's tongue shot out, swirling around the small head a couple times, licking away tiny amounts of precum that had begun oozing out. "Too much?"

"N...n...no. I just...oh God."

This time, he reached out and grasped the back of her head, pushing it down onto the cock she thought so little of these days.

Wrong move. To his surprise, Lauren immediately straightened and slapped his hand away.

"I'm afraid I can't do that. You've been a naughty boy. You didn't follow the rules."

"Rules? What rules?"

"You fucked me. I told you no pussy!"

"What? My ass. C'mon, you wanted it."

"No fair. I wanted cock...any cock. Even this little prick." Corey's entire six inches recoiled as she flicked it again. The air couldn't have been thicker as that dagger sunk in, punctuated by the sound of the maligned heater fan in the background. He groaned again in pleasure, savoring the implied humiliation. Loose skin hips arched to help his underused cock seek her ever-elusive fingers.

"Admit it, you wanted to see me get fucked by my old beau as much as I wanted him to. You act like you don't, but then you always do. Always. I came on his dick, did you know that? Which is more than you can do for me now. You could have stopped it...all of it...with one little word. But you didn't, did you, cuck?"

"I...I..."

"DID YOU?"

"No..."

"Why?"

"Because I wanted to see..."

"See what?"

"See you...get...get fucked."

"By who?"

"By PAULY...I WANTED HIM TO!," Corey sobbed, "God help me, I wanted him to."

Swelled now, Lauren looked at her husband's dick with the same fondness as a World War II bomber that had once served its country well but could no longer get the job done. Average at best, it now lacked the qualities of her other lovers. Less virile, less aggressive, less...alluring. Name it. Instead of vitality, it looked tired, worn out; almost resigned to take its place amongst the relics. Of course, that was not Corey's fault. They'd known their age difference would catch up to them sooner or later. For twenty-five of their twenty-nine years together, they had great sex. Had she not gone along with his kink seven months ago, Lauren would have been content with finishing out life working with what she had signed up for. Now that her husband, of all people, had catapulted her into their own mini-sexual revolution, how would either of them go back to monogamy? She liked the sex way too much. And he? Corey seemed to enjoy, more than anything, wallowing in the pleasurable agony that is a cuckold. And paramount right now was giving him the aftercare he needed.

Facing her pudgy husband, Lauren straddled his rotund middle and allowed her bald slit to slide up and down the underbelly of the eager cock until it fell into the wet groove of her labia, like a hotdog fitting into its bun. Careful not to allow a breach of her treasure, she continued the motion relentlessly, building his need to cum.

"Please," Corey cried, "I need to cum."

"Shhhh," Lauren whispered as she leaned over, letting the tips of her long black mane caress his man boobs and nipples.

"Did you mean what you said?" he coughed, still whimpering in blissful travail. "That you never should have left him?"

Another giggle. God, why does he do this to himself? "Hmmm, at least he can last longer than five minutes, unlike some people..."

The mist in Corey's eyes began to form tears. "I'm sorry, so sorry."

"Shut the fuck up. I came back, didn't I? Guy's a prick," Lauren confessed, then leaned over and whispered, "but he sure can get me off."

Riding those thick hips of his without penetration was not easy, seeing as her juices had begun flowing again, mixing with the remnants of Pauly and Corey's earlier dumps. The volume of cum would have been much greater had she not made the others wear condoms. Greased now with seeping seminal fluids, the viscosity made it difficult to keep her husband's cock out. Indeed, the mushroomed head actually did slip in a couple times before she could take corrective action.

"NO!" Lauren barked, quickly pivoting off his pelvis and onto his chest. This placed her ass and sopping pussy squarely in his face, giving him a bird's eye view of the natural lubricants draining from her bloated gash. The aroma of sex mixed with the musty smell of her crinkled, starfished anus.

"Please, let me cum!" Corey groaned. "PLEASE!"

"Maybe."

With gentle, calculated finesse, the lovely cock-tease caressed him in all the right erogenous zones, lightly dragging the tips of her nails across his flabby and creased skin as they traveled between each. He trembled beneath her touch as she rolled a nipple here and massaged a thigh there. All the while, his penis quivered in the air untouched, begging for the attention being deliberately denied. It bobbed in the air freely, a steady stream of precum percolating from the meatus.

"Oh, sweet Jesus!"

Careful not to touch the throbbing member, Lauren continued to massage the crinkled perineum, the odor of his sweaty scrotum and asshole wafting up to meet her nostrils. Corey reached down a couple times and tried to jerk off, only to have his hand swatted away.

"NOT YET!"

"Please, Lauren, please, I need to, oh I need to..."

Now, any man who has had the agonizing pleasure of enduring an impending touchless knows how difficult it is to get over that last hurdle, the point where the beautiful torture ends, and blissful release flows. Corey was at that point now and struggling mightily.

"SHIT, SHIT, SHIT," he bleated over and over and over, head bouncing off the pillow. "For the love of God, end it. JUST END IT! Or let ME!" He would've offed himself, but the knees straddling his sides prevented any hand from reaching down and ending the torment.

Lauren recognized his predicament and tried to help pull him over, realizing that it was no longer her pussy that made him cum, but the hooks of the fetish as well.

"Can you smell them, babe? Can you smell the men I fucked tonight?"

Corey inhaled deeply. The pungent odor of stale semen just inches from his nose grew stronger with every river of air that emitted from her well-used hole.

"Spread my cunt, baby...tell me what you see."

Both thumbs parted her swollen, reddened lips, giving evidence of the pounding they'd taken that evening. Peering into the meaty void, canal juices combined with sticky, opaque, and stringy weblike matter that obfuscated the typically bright pink meat that normally provided such a tasty treat.

"Jesus, is that..?"

"You tell me. That's where four other men had their cocks tonight, Twisty. Can you imagine my tight pussy wrapped around their sizzling irons, pumping in and out..."

"God, Lauren, you fucking slut."

"In and out..."

"Cheap whore!"

"In and out..."

Working up a dollop of spit, Lauren, let it drizzle over his dick like cinnamon icing, stringy and sticky. It quaked violently as the saliva struck the tip of the glans, mixed with the copious precum, then dripped down various ridges of its sides. Next, she let strands of her shiny black hair drape around the quaking appendage, nudging, teasing.

"HOLY SHIT, HOLY SHIT! PLEASE, babe, PLEASE let me cum!"

In an effort to make this a special orgasm for him, she had a most wicked idea. Untried and dangerously risky.

"Eat my ass."

Corey's eyes widened. "What?"

"Did I stutter? Eat my ass, then you cum."

Eying her puckered anus, the array of variegated wrinkles leading into the dark abyss a mere lick away seemed forbidden, taboo even. He'd fucked her holy grotto recently but certainly never tasted it. Yet, in that heightened state of arousal, it seemed like a reasonable, even desirable request. With some trepidation, his face moved closer, touching the tip of his tongue to her bunghole. The moisture from contact seemed to enhance the musty aroma, making it earthier, fuller. Pressing a bit deeper, Lauren moaned loudly, continuing the massage between his legs in earnest. Encouraged by her enthusiasm, his extended tongue when further into the forbidding chasm, rewarded with a not-unpleasant flavor of soap and lotion. Deeper he went, nose buried in her ass cheeks, wiggling the tip so it would penetrate to its fullest. Unsurprisingly, considering what it expelled daily, the sides were rough and uneven, not smooth and delicate like a pussy. Still, it was pleasurable and nowhere near being the revolting experience he'd always imagined.

Lauren had to double-down on the massage, her concentration faltering at the new and quite felicitous sensation of her husband's tongue exploring her asshole. It tickled, but in a way that begged for more. After letting him probe a bit, she arched her back to give him a new angle, to which he began to get down to business with gentle licks and the application of more pressure. Lauren appreciated the effort, enough so it was time to bring her whining husband home.

"That's it, lick my asshole, Twisty.

"Did you see the way Pauly fucked me? Oooooooh, it was soooo good. Just like I remembered. His dick isn't much bigger, but oh the things it can do!"

Lauren could feel Corey's cock straining, poking in the air all alone, desperate for touch but having none.

"Matt wasn't bad either. He finally got what he jerked off to all these years. Kinda of like you, but he waited longer."

"Lauren," Corey pulled his tongue away from her anus. "PLEASE, I NEED TO CUM!"

"Was it hot seeing those kids ogle me? I like college boys. They're so cocky but know nothing."

"How...how many?"

Giggles. "Let's see, I started the night with six rubbers, and I got none now."

"YOU FUCKED EIGHT GUYS TONIGHT?"

More giggles "Yeah, I guess. They just kept coming through the door. Literally."

Lauren could tell his mind was reeling but wasn't there yet.

"Are you enjoying the ride so far, baby? You ready to take it to the next level?"

"Nthxxt lehhvil?" Corey asked, eyes widening as his lips sucked at her brown hole.

"I thought so," she smirked, grinding her ass into his face. "Maybe we should invite more of your friends over."

The second Lauren felt Corey's hands clamp down on the meaty part of her ass cheeks, she knew he was close. A stuttered 'ug, ug, ug, ug' choking noise came from behind as she continued to massage his taint, pressing in on the thin skin. Then, without warning, with only a few wisps of her long, silky hair encircling his tortured member, it began quivering, then shaking, rapidly oscillating faster until the first spurt of cum bubbled out.

It wasn't the type of explosive orgasm to write Penthouse about, but rather a protracted, slow burn. Still, it was enough for an intense and most enjoyable climax, made that much more pleasurable knowing it had been orchestrated for him by someone who cared very deeply. It ended with her jumping into his arms where they cuddled and whispered.

"Have you enjoyed your return to Ames?" Lauren asked airily, head on her husband's shoulder, plucking his gray chest hairs.

"It...it certainly has been different," Corey scoffed, still trying to catch his breath. Snuggling closer, he turned his face to hers full of curiosity. "What exactly is the next level?"

"I don't know. I guess I'll know it when I see it. Still game?"

"Haven't said the safe word yet, have I?"

Lauren rubbed her nose against his, then tapped it with a finger. "Then watch out, cucky, you may just want to have your hand on that lever."

That night Corey had a fitful sleep, sporadic wet dreams waking him from time to time in the pre-dawn hours. What had she meant by keeping his hand n the level? What was she planning next? He tried jacking off a couple times, but his spent cock gave no quarter. Lauren, on the other hand, slept peacefully, well fucked, knowing she'd fulfilled one of her husband's top fantasies.

All in all, it had been a good day.

+++++

February 5th. Seventeen days to go.

Returning to Des Moines after a late check-out, the couple poured themselves into purging and packing. While planning to let the movers pack and store most of their stuff, there were some items one could simply not entrust to others. Neither mentioned the reunion, although Corey did express his disappointment in the tattoos. Lauren defended the ink, saying they 'felt right'. For her, it was the next level, nothing more. 

“E Z?”

“Does that bother you?”

“It’s not me you have to worry about it bothering.”

“You can’t see them unless I want them seen. Your daughter has one, you know. Similar place, just above her ass.”

Corey looked incredulous. “WHAT? EASY?”

“No, but the sentiment is the same. I know you don't want to hear this, but she's quite the, um...party girl...in her own right. She has a cute little queen of spades, right here.”

Lauren pointed to the top of her buttocks.

It dawned on him he’d never seen pictures of any of Caroline’s boyfriends since she moved to Colorado.

“Bernard is black?”

“Was. I mean, he still is, they just aren’t dating anymore.”

A ‘wow, learn something every day’ splashed across Corey’s face. It’s not that he cared. As long as the guy wasn't a terrorist. “Whatever. Whatever makes her happy.”

“Well, there’s not much to hate,” Lauren chortled, a sly smile breaching her face.

The attempt at humor wasn’t subtle.

"You've never told me..."

“You never asked,” she snickered, heaving another dried-up paint can into a trash bag. Licking her lips, the pretty office executive vividly recalled the handsome black men Caroline had been talking to on the beach during her visit. "Just sayin'." 

Corey shook his head, not knowing what to believe anymore. 

And that made the enigma his wife was becoming that much sweeter.

+++++

February 6th. Sixteen days to go.

On Tuesday evening, after two and a half days of sweat and blood, they decided to take a break and go out for dinner at one of their favorite hometown restaurants. Corey beamed across the table at Lauren, who looked especially radiant in a simple round-neck mauve knee-length dress, shiny black hair draped over soft shoulders, long enough to cover those small breasts that were very much discernible beneath the lace material. To up his game, he'd worn new blue jeans, semi-new ostrich boots, and a blue and white checked button-down collared shirt. This even garnered him a sexy whistle as he helped her shrug on a green patent-leather crop jacket.

The food was just as they'd remembered it, and to evoke even more memories, decided to check out another favorite, a club they'd frequented for years, Little Chicago Moves. Lauren smiled as they stood in a brief line to pay a twenty-dollar cover, inside in easily five minutes. How different from Miami, she mused, then admonished herself for the comparison. Of course, the Magic City was like no other place she'd ever been. Vibrant, edgy, sensual. Nothing would ever compare again.



Finding no tables, they squeezed into a spot on the side of the main bar and initially ordered a beer and seltzer. Reckoning he would soon get roped into dancing, Corey quickly changed that to a double bourbon, and Lauren to a martini. Twenty minutes later, there was only ice and an uneaten olive in the bottom of their abandoned glasses as the laughing couple twisted together on the dance floor with zest and zeal. For the next thirty minutes, Corey Miller kept up with his wife, something he had not done in a very long time. Toe to toe, cheek to cheek, it didn't matter if it was a lively disco song, Motown standard, or rockabilly. The appreciative smile on Lauren's face showed she was thoroughly impressed and grateful, allowing him to lead, keeping her body tight to his...and pouring on plenty of loving sugar. Corey felt like a new man with new energy, all the typical inhibitions fading away. And why shouldn't he? He was with a hot babe who bore his name. Both welcomed the unspoken affection that enveloped them, a hark back to when things were simpler and less edgy. For those few glorious hours, she was all his, the notion of their secret lifestyle far from his mind.

Unfortunately, it didn't take long before the disadvantages of being out and about with a smoke show began to manifest themselves. One time, when he went to piss out the whiskey, he returned only to find her surrounded by a couple of 'gentlemen' who were trying to get to know her better. Even after she introduced him as her husband, they tried to muscle him out, placing their big bodies between him and Lauren. Before, Corey would have made a scene, attracting so much attention the guys would have simply moved on or he'd have been thrown out. This time, things were different. Dramatically different. This time, he was in uncharted waters, not all that sure if Lauren wanted to be rescued. Luckily, she made that decision for them both, shutting down her new suitors with a polite but curt 'sorry, perhaps some other time'. As the long-married couple once again took to the polished wood, this time amidst a slow song, they danced even closer, her head on his chest, arms holding each other tight.

"You want me all to yourself tonight, huh?" Corey asked, beaming.

Lauren said nothing and just hugged him, showering his neck with kisses. At that moment, everything was perfect. And yet, a pit in his stomach kept him grounded.

Perhaps some other time. 

Just because she was carving out a night for him, didn't mean she was any less the slut she'd become. A different day, a different bar, the night might have played out differently.

That was the new reality.

This was their new life.

+++++

An hour later, a casual observer on Rural Route 169 would have cracked up at seeing a tan pickup barreling through the dark night, heater cranked, eighties music blaring, with a middle-aged couple inside singing their hearts out to every song.

“Perhaps some other time?” Corey sarcastically repeated Lauren’s spurning of the two handsome men at the bar.

Lauren leaned over the console and kissed him on the cheek. “You never know. Next time might not turn out in your favor.” A hand drifted over his soft crotch. “Or would it?” As expected, something stirred beneath the linen pants. He’s such a perv.

Unsure of how he’d feel about that, Corey fished around in the caddy until finally coming up with what he was looking for. A huge cone-shaped joint and long skinny candlestick lighter.

“Oh wow, look at you, stoner boy,” Lauren grinned from ear to ear, “where’d you get that?”

“Caught the asphalt crew at lunch last week on location. They hooked me up rather than be written up.”

A single flame illuminated the cabin as they continued to rocket down the freeway, classic rock providing the soundtrack as they worked the blunt, each taking increasingly bigger hits. After several minutes, Corey lowered the volume and took her hand, a pensive look in his eye.

“You’ve certainly taken care of yourself. Guys seem to flock to you now.”

"Only now?" she replied with mock indignity.

"You know what I mean."

Lauren pinched the paper between her long fingernails, inhaled deeply, then shrugged.

“I’ve learned a little makeup, sexy clothes, and a slutty attitude helps. Guys are such horndogs.”

“Amy and Chloe?”

“It helps to hang around young people, yes. But if it wasn’t for you, I’d still be June Cleaver. Seven months later…”

“And you're a porn star.”

Not yet, Lauren thought satirically, recalling Chloe’s ‘guy’ who did short films. “See how much fun clubbing together will be, baby?” she teased. “We pick ‘em, I fuck ‘em, you jack off into your sock. Everyone wins.”

“So, nothing changes?”

“We’ve passed that point, don’t you think?”

Up ahead, a blue neon sign in the shape of a curvaceous woman shown through the mist. Corey jumped when Lauren grabbed his arm.

“STOP!”

“What?”

“STOP!”

The truck fishtailed as it abruptly slowed just before the entrance to the parking lot, coming to stop in a cloud of gravel on the shoulder.

“Isn’t this where you and your pervert buddies go?”

The sign blinked brightly through the windshield. 

Dank’s Ballet.

“Yeah, so what? It’s just a dive titty bar. The beer is cheap.”

“And the lap dances?”

Corey shifted in his seat uncomfortably. “I wouldn’t know.”

“Uh huh, sure.”

Lauren took another hit off the joint and snuffed it out in the ashtray. “Let’s go see.”

“This isn’t Randy Sandy’s, babe. It’s a little rough around the edges in there.”

“So? I’m thirsty. Buy me a beer and you might get lucky tonight.”

Corey was a bit hesitant as he pulled the truck into the parking lot. He shouldn’t have been, especially after seeing her at the glory hole and knowing that his wife frequented a high-end strip club in Miami with her friends. But that was a thousand miles away from any of their friends and family. This was in their backyard. It was different.

It really was the new reality. 

+++++

The inside of Dank's looked exactly how Corey remembered. For many years, 'boys' night out' often found him, Zane, Toby, and Sean spending a few bucks watching Iowa's finest take off their clothes. Not having been for a while, it seemed like a dive compared to the chrome and glitter of Randy Sandy's, one of South Florida's premier gentlemen's clubs. Instead of drop-dead gorgeous dancers, there were a couple tired-looking girls, barely twenty-one, gyrating slowly on a three-foot high V-shaped platform to the beat of some obscure blues tune. Both looked disinterested, and by the lack of dollar bills at their feet, it was no wonder. Sticky floors, wobbly tables, and old wooden chairs were about as glamorous as the 'Ballet' got. Not surprising, seeing that the cover charge was only ten bucks, a nod to the decidedly blue-collar workers that frequented the bar.

A two-room venue, the place was not big at all. A couple of alcoves with curtains off to one side were designated as 'VIP lounges', and there was back-office space beyond those. Around two dozen guys - many with baseball caps advertising farm equipment - and several women sat at sporadically placed tables, speaking way louder than they needed to. The latter were a bit rough looking as if they peaked in beauty and possibilities too early in life, and occasionally glanced at the young dancers wistfully, wishing their own beauty had not faded so fast. A couple of crusty bartenders and scantily clad waitresses kept the booze flowing to the small crowd. Even they looked bored, wanting to be anywhere else. Apparently, Tuesday nights in that fine establishment weren't exactly a tip mecca.

Taking a seat at a two-top near the end of a runway, Corey and Lauren ordered a bourbon and vodka soda, content to watch the show. Unlike the drunk, country-bred patrons who were getting louder by the minute, the couple looked on respectfully as the entertainers went through their listless routines. When that song was over, the two girls carefully stepped off the riser amidst a smattering of applause, presumably headed to whatever dressing room accommodations there were. As they passed by, Corey handed each a twenty, causing them to linger, nodding their appreciation at the well-dressed couple. The next dancer, a voluptuous blonde, tried a bit harder but seemed just as dejected. Lauren looked around the room at the pervasive apathy and shook her head. It must be hard to be motivated when the men you're supposed to be entertaining are more interested in their beer and war stories.

Recognizing the despair in the dancer's eyes, Lauren felt bad. Excusing herself to the restroom, Corey watched as his spicy wife disappeared down a hallway, passing by a banner that advertised Thursdays as 'Amateur night'. Minutes later, she reappeared only to approach a short, squat man wearing an ill-fitting vest. Waving away the cigar smoke he blew in her face, she pointed at the sign.

What are you up to, Lauren? Corey thought as he ordered another round from the waitress.

Looking her up and down as if evaluating, he eventually shrugged and waved a hand at the small doorway the strippers had gone through earlier. Smiling, Lauren sashayed back towards her husband, leaving the bartender and their boss shaking curious heads with doubt.

"What was that about?" Corey asked as fresh drinks arrived.

Tossing back the vodka soda in two gulps, she just grinned. "Watch my purse."

Adjusting her outfit while trying to muster courage, Lauren took a deep breath. The fat guy was Sersi, the owner, who initially questioned whether a woman so conservatively dressed even belonged in a place like his, much less had the mettle to dance. Besides, it was only Tuesday night. Telling him he wouldn't be sorry only made him laugh. How wild could a PTA mom be?

Before Corey could protest, she was at the talent door, passage initially blocked by a large muscular bald man, until he received a nod from Sersi. And then she was gone.

At that point, there was no question as to what she was up to.

Damnit, Lauren, please be careful. You're up for a promotion at work.

+++++

Nearly midnight, the place was getting raucous. The second shift at a nearby smelting plant had just ended and more than a few steelworkers had shuffled in looking to quench their thirst. Many of them looked up from their beer when the bartender/DJ began to speak.

“Alright, I know it’s not amateur night, but one of our lady customers has volunteered to entertain you all anyway. There is no prize money this evening, so make sure you show your appreciation! Please give it up for Des Moines' own Chastity!”

Curious now, most of the crowd turned their attention to the stage when a woman with long jet-black hair in her thirties walked out, hands on her hips. For the second time that week, Corey felt like he was going to faint. There, in front of at least thirty men, his wife posed under hot lights rocking only the black two-piece booty set she had on under her dress.

Chastity? 

Beneath shades of blue, green, and red illumination, the lingerie clung to Lauren’s lithe body. The lacy bralette barely covered her tomato-sized breasts, while the booty shorts did nothing to hide the cleanly shaven labia beneath. Corey gulped. Even at forty-eight-going-on-thirty, Lauren rivaled the prettiest younger girls there. Although old enough to be a mother to some, with a roadmap of varicose veins becoming more prominent as she aged, none of that mattered to the crowd when the song ‘River’ began its sultry melody. Rocking her hips back and forth to the slow, erotic beat, the animated amateur shifted weight from one leg to the other, looking like something out of a men’s magazine. Whipping that shiny midnight mane around in the opposite direction of her pelvis got the crowd going as a cacophony of catcalls showered down, along with a few bills.

Trying to recall the moves of erotic dancers befriended at Randy Sandy’s, Lauren strutted about the stage and swiveled around a single silver pole like she was born on it.

“EASY!” several in the throng of testosterone shouted out as her recently acquired winged tattoo became visible above her ass crack.

Mouth agape, Corey’s eyes drank it all in, and his arousal, like others there, began to become visible. It was one thing to watch another woman act so wantonly on stage, but one’s wife? Lord knows he knew how naughty she’d been – even seen her in action - but to have nearly forty drunken rednecks ogling and cheering on the woman you married? Well, that was something…special. Lauren knew it, he knew it, and his twitching cock knew it.

Amongst enthusiastic clapping and whistling, the neophyte wannabe spun off the pole with a smile, her long hair flying. Walking from one end of the stage to the other, she tried boob shakes but her itty bitty titties were too small to pull it off, causing her to falter and laugh along with the crowd. More bills rained down. Taking another few laps, she thought about wrapping her legs around the pole for a twirl like she’d seen other girls do but then decided against the idea. Those types of calisthenics were better left to twenty-something professionals.

"Damn, she fuckin' hot!” someone howled.

Corey had to agree, slowly moseying toward the front of the stage. Moving to the edge of the riser, Lauren continued to swivel her hips seductively, making eye contact with those up front just like she’d seen Chloe do. Hands glided over the contours of her body while making embellished ‘O’ faces, occasionally stopping on her tanned belly for an ass shake here and a pelvis thrust there. Many a man had to inconspicuously adjust themselves as the novice stripper went through an obviously improvised routine. This included her husband, who was becoming intensely aroused at his wife adulterating herself for the pleasure of others. But it wasn’t all for their enjoyment, was it? Not a chance. With every move, Lauren felt that crafty nine-tailed fox awaken, nibbling at her libido. Kumiho was stirring again. And she was getting very, very wet.

As a second, more up-tempo song began to blast from the loudspeakers, the raven-haired amateur picked it up a notch, the weed and alcohol of the night fueling her performance. Hair whipping the boys into a frenzy, Lauren made sure she gave each one on the rail rapt attention, allowing them to touch her knees, but nothing else. A crisp bill was rewarded with a titty mashed briefly against their face, higher denominations got them a close whiff of the treasure just beneath the lacey panties. And the crowd loved it.

"Shit yeah!"

“Fuckin’ A!”

“Take it off, Mom!”

That one got a playful New York salute from the dancer.

“Damn, Sersi, where’d you get this one from?” Corey heard a guy ask the owner, who just bit down on his cigar and shrugged. It was probably the best amateur show Dank’s had had in months. Must be a ringer from another club. He made a note to ask her later.

Lauren continued to dance provocatively to the beat of the music amid appreciative whistling. Slowly gyrating her very fit hips, she lowered one strap of the bralette to her upper arm, then the other. Corey could hardly believe he was about to see his wife undress in front of an entire club. Yet another skill to add to her resume: executive, cougar, cum slut, whore, and now a stripper. With little hesitation, the bra was allowed to flutter to the floor, leaving those delectable tiny mounds on display, hard nipples protruding at least half an inch. The room erupted into cheers, as the praise and the floating cash seemed perpetual.

Seeing her husband at the platform’s edge, bills in hand, Lauren sank to her haunches and pulled him in. Leaning over, her straight hair hung like a drape over the two, concealing their faces as they embraced. Cheek to cheek, she giggled.

“Liking the show?”

“Unbelievable.”

Lauren placed one of his hands over her panty-clad snatch.

“Should I show them my pussy, Twisty? Would you like that? Would you like these strangers to see my wet cunt?”

Corey groaned, knowing the crowd was watching, hoping they couldn’t see his prominent erection.

“That’s up to you, babe.”

He tried to pet the lacy seam that ran directly between her legs, only to be met with a hand slap.

“That’s right, perv, it is up to me!”

Pushing him away with force and spurious disdain, Lauren quickly stood, wagging her finger. Moving seductively, she traversed the stage, hips rocking from one side to the other, arms waving above her head. Gradually, her hands came down, thumbs hooking the front of the panties, pulling them tight, causing a most distinct cameltoe. Sliding the material gently between her lips, imitating masturbation, Lauren milked the move for more applause and a flurry of bills. Just as the song ended, the exhausted mother of two wiggled her ass and placidly pulled the material away from her crotch, clearly displaying her moist, shaved slit and that cute little fox inked just above. With several dramatic lewd pelvic thrusts, amateur night at the Ballet ended.

Cheers and whistles followed Lauren as she retrieved her bra and gathered well-earned tips before jumping off the riser and disappearing through the side door as another girl emerged.

"We'll...that was incredible!" one of the bartenders overmodulated into a microphone, "Please thank Chastity with a big Dank's applause. Next up is Lola!"

Corey stumbled over to the couple's table and ordered two fresh drinks, still reeling from his wife's raunchy exhibition. Just as the waitress returned and was setting down the tray, Lauren appeared, back in her dress and sweating profusely. Tugging him off the stool by his shirt collar, she grabbed his hand and started for the door.

"Forget the booze. Outside...NOW!"

A few male customers, who were also leaving, made crude comments as she pulled Corey into the parking lot towards his truck. Giddy from such an outrageous stunt, they both laughed uncontrollably while he unlocked the passenger door. To his surprise, Lauren didn't get in first, but rather, pushed him up, then clambered onto his lap, closing the door behind them.

"Fuck me," she panted, straddling him reverse cowgirl style.  "I need you to fuck me RIGHT NOW!"

Corey fumbled with his belt and zipper as Lauren hiked the hem of her dress.

"God, you ARE easy these days!" he exclaimed, pushing his slacks down, not daring to bring up her 'no pussy rule'.

"Well, you are my husband," she puffed.

"Would it make any difference if I wasn't here?"

With lust in her eyes, Lauren pulled aside the thin band of her soaked panties, took aim, and tried lowering herself onto his cock. To her dismay, it was deflating, shrinking like a hose lacking water pressure. And she knew exactly why.

"No, baby, I'd be in this lot just the same, looking to get fucked by whoever wanted my married pussy."

The glans at the entrance to her hot little snatch began to twitch.

"Fucking slut."

"Mm-hmm, you know me too well. Get used to it, cucky. I don't need your dick anymore. And after that show I don't think I'd have to look far, do you?"

The aging member began to respond, firmer now, expanding in her warm and wet canal.

A group of hunky customers leaving the bar stumbled by on the way to their cars.

Corey grabbed his wife's hair and forcibly turned her head toward the men.

"Them?"

Lauren hissed, pleased with his impetuousness. "Anyone. Maybe they'd like to come over here and fuck your whore wife."

A soft whimper came from behind her. Back pressed against his chest, she continued to try and get him hard. It was working, albeit slowly.

"You liked those men ogling me, seeing me naked, didn't you?"

"Yessss," he panted. "Such a tramp."



"Such a cuck."

Lauren ground her hips into his, willing that pink worm as deep as it would go. Sadly, it wasn't all that far.

"You can't fuck me without thinking about it, can you, bitch?"

Corey groaned with pleasure, having never been called that before. She knew he was desperately trying to maintain an erection and needed help.

Poor bastard.

Suddenly, something bumped the truck. Startled, the two looked out the passenger window as a drunk regular of Dank's pinballed off the pickup and the car next to it, anxiously pressing a fob while listening for his car. All three were surprised when the guy stopped and locked eyes with the couple through the foggy window.  He recognized the woman on the man's lap as the one who'd just been dancing.

"Sorry," the stranger mumbled abashedly and began to move away. When he did, the door opened.

"Wait."

Turning, he saw the amateur stripper beckoning to him with her hand. Looking around the lot to make sure the gesture was meant for him, he returned with cautious curiosity, moving to the opening between the cab and the door.

Without a word, Lauren asked Corey to unzip her dress.

"What?"

"Do it."

With a semi-flaccid dick still inside her sopping cunt, he obeyed, albeit hesitantly, grasping the pull near her neck and lowering it halfway down until the back strap and hook and eye of the lacy bra were visible. Eyes locked with the surprised voyeur, she shrugged the dress off her shoulders, letting it fall to her elbows. Extracting her arms from the material, Lauren reached out and touched the man's belt buckle.

"Now the bra."

This time, there was no hesitation. Corey undid the clasp and removed the garment, tossing it onto the driver's seat. The chilly February air caused those half-inch-long nubs to become rigid once again.

"What's your name?" Lauren asked.

The flabbergasted onlooker looked at her hand on his belt.

"Mark."

Leaning back against Corey's chest, one hand behind his head, the dark-haired vixen smiled coyly. "Do you like my tits, Mark?"

"Very much so."

She could feel her husband shift beneath, his dick growing longer and firmer inside.

"Touch them then, Mark. Touch my breasts."

The stranger pulled back the sleeves of his camouflage hunting jacket and looked at Corey for approval, who simply nodded. Moving closer to the seat, feet firmly planted in the gravel parking lot, Mark groped and squeezed her small bosom, rubbing a thumb over those plumb nipples.

Lauren gasped and closed her eyes, enjoying the touch of the enticed peeping tom. After a few moments of exquisite fondling, her free hand began fumbling with his belt. Unable to loosen it from that angle, Mark gladly assisted. This helped immensely, allowing her to unbutton his jeans. With a lick of ruby red lips, she slid the zipper down and fished out an already hard cock through the fly of his briefs. Through all this debauchery, Corey had been steadily expanding in her burning pussy. Her ploy had worked.

"Fuck me."

"Jesus, babe, are you sure you..."?

"Shut up and FUCK ME!" Lauren begged, grinding her hips into his.

And so...he did, slowly at first, not wanting to cum too soon, but picking up the pace as her juices flooded his lap. Mark wasn't for want either, with her hand pulling his rather average size cock closer until he had to hold the truck's A-frame with one arm and the door with the other for stability. Corey looked over her bare shoulder as his wife jacked off the stranger who had been lucky enough to lose his car at the right time.

"YES, YES, YES," Lauren began to sing. Having been on the edge since her performance, it didn't take her long to cum, her cries of ecstasy rising and floating over the parking lot.

"Fuck me," she gasped for air. "Fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME COREEEEE!"

Her frequent shrieks of passion came fast and furious. A nervous Mark glanced around quickly to ensure their little tailgate party was staying private. Others were walking to and from the club, but none were paying much attention. With one hand manhandling the woman's tits while hers cranked his knob for all she was worth, he could feel the warmth begin to rise from his balls. Precum dripped in elongating, shape-shifting strands from the head, plummeting to the kickplate below as gravity took hold. The sight of her tiny breasts jiggling as she bounced on the guy's lap was about to make him blow.

Corey was close as well, beaming from the fact that his wife had actually cum on his cock. He pushed his old hips as fast as they could go, quite literally lunging off the vinyl truck seats, up and into her gushing cunt. All the while the man just outside the partially opened door thrust his own dick into Lauren's hand. She, in turn, grabbed the shaft and bore down, the intention unmistakable.

"Yeah, baby," he barked in a raspy, smoker's voice, "stroke my shit, you fucking whore."

Pumping it faster, she wagged her tongue at him and then opened her mouth, presenting the perfect target. "Cum for me, Mark."

That did it. Although Lauren's gaping jaws were an impossible three feet away, no man in the world could resist that call to action.

"OH, FUCK YEAH! Here it comes! Take it, take it slut!"

The first blast was the largest and longest, missing by a large margin, low and outside. This flew wildly onto the glove box in front of them, landing with a splat, then slowly dripping down the latch handle. The second missed too, striping the front of her beautiful mauve dress. The third was bigger than the last and nearly hit the mark, most of it striking her cheek and chin.

Behind her, she heard Corey utter nonsensically, then groaned loudly. The spectacle of the stranger spraying cum around the cab of his pickup, then onto Lauren's face, was too much. With one final thrust upward into his wife's dirty slit, he came, roaring while gripping the headrest.

"GODDAMN YOU LAUREN!"

Then it happened. As that night's lucky winner and her husband looked on, Lauren came again on Corey's cock. It started with fiery eyes raised to the cab's roof, mouth moving silently as if she was trying to speak but nothing coming out. With her lissome body quaking, her right hand groped for something to hold onto, eventually landing on Mark's arm. When it did, she squeezed hard, finally letting loose the pent-up scream that pealed across the entire lot. At the same time, her pussy clamped down on Corey's spent shaft as she swamped his trousers and the seat below with a torrent of fluids.

Breathing heavily, Lauren turned to Corey and pulled his face to hers. Without thinking, he kissed her neck, then chin, the intensity of the last ten minutes causing him to ignore the salty, sticky glaze on her chiseled chin. Lips meeting, their tongues intertwined, a faint acidic scent stinging his nostrils as he realized for the first time he was tasting the remnants of another man's semen. Under any other circumstances, this would have been revolting. But there, in that parking lot, under that random happenstance, with his own cum dripping out of her unchaste hole, the eroticism of that moment could not be underestimated.

That new tattoo had certainly defined her emerging identity.

Easy indeed.

+++++

February 8th. Fourteen days to go.

Fortunately, the Iowan weather warmed into the fifties later in the week, making daytime temps perfect for cleaning out the garage. Corey pulled everything that wasn't bolted to the wall into the driveway while Lauren power-washed the concrete floor. Donning a tapered 'Cyclones' three-quarters length tee and black yoga pants, his wife's simple but sexy attire made it hard for him to keep his mind on task, but there was no other option. While she had until the following Wednesday to get back to Florida and her job, he only had this week, with still a lot to do. And even with taking vacation days, Corey wasn't entirely out of pocket. In fact, that night his boss Haul was holding a mandatory meeting at the construction site. Soon he'd need to knock off and go prepare. Still, now and then, he couldn't resist walking passed Lauren and playfully tapping her ass.

With all the ass grabbing, the noise from the compressor, and classic rock blaring from a radio on a shelf, the couple didn't notice the large man standing in the driveway leaning against Corey's pickup.

"Well, well, well, look who came home."

Somewhat startled, the pair looked up to see Zane Picardo dressed down as always. A pair of tight jeans hugged his bottom, while a denim jacket slung over a thin ribbed wife-beater seemed a bit out of place in the Iowan winter. In the street sat Bessy, his massive Harley-Davidson cruiser.

"You really should get a room."

Corey smacked Lauren on the buttocks one more time and went to shake his best friend's hand. "Good to see you, man. Didn't even hear you ride up."

Zane pushed off the truck and shook his pal's hand vigorously. "Not surprised, with all that metal playing."

"What brings you by?"

"Thought you might need some help," Picardo offered, looking past his friend, "but it looks like someone beat me to the punch."

Turning off the power washer and cradling its wand, Lauren strolled over with a parade wave and kissed him on the cheek.

"Hi. You look good."

"You too."

To say there was a moment of awkwardness would be an understatement. Finally, Corey piped up to break the tension.

"Actually, there are some pieces of furniture in the basement I need to get to the backyard for the junk guys to pick up. They weigh a ton."

"Sure man, anything you need." Zane walked back to his bike, pulling off his riding gloves. Corey saw Lauren's gaze follow the biker's firm and powerful ass, especially when he bent over the saddlebag to stow the gloves.

"Thanks. Let me grab a couple brews," Corey nodded, disappearing through the kitchen door.

Lauren and her one-time lover stood motionless, neither knowing what to say. Especially with her husband just yards away in the other room.

"Guess he didn't mention me coming into town?" she asked, a bit annoyed. The motorcycle mechanic holding her up against the wall in that dingy Bakersfield motel room fingering her to a raucous orgasm flashed in front of her.

"Nope," Zane answered flatly. Stepping forward, he closed the space between them. She wasn't the only one with memories. Her servicing him while on her knees in that bathroom stall at Freddy's was still very vivid.

"I'm glad you two are friends again."

"Me too. But are we?"

Glancing up from the massive pecs beneath the too-small wife-beater, she smiled unsurely. "Of course."

The energy flowing between the two could have powered the entire block, something that did not go unnoticed when Corey walked back into the garage with three cold beers. The look on the pair's faces told him he'd interrupted something poignant. Exactly what, he wasn't sure, but seeing the two hadn't seen each other since they'd slept together, it was a good bet that something was related.

Things between Zane and Corey could have turned sour again right then had the older man not decided to take the high road. The two friends had finally gotten past the Ashley Date and simply wanted to move on.

"To friendship!" the threesome professed, clinking the longnecks together.

+++++

"Babe, we've got this one," Corey huffed and puffed as Zane effortlessly tilted a large dresser onto a dolly. "Can you clear out the wardrobe over there? That thing is mahogany, better to move it empty."

As the two men guided one piece of furniture up a makeshift plywood ramp laid over the five basement steps to the backyard, the biker's bulging muscles were quite evident. While only a few years younger than her husband, Zane was in much better shape and built like a mountain...with a large package. Flush in the face from an imagined heat, Lauren opened the armoire and began rifling through the clothing. She pulled back a blanket just as the guys returned. Beneath it was a black leather strapless corset, liquid leather pants, and a matching motorcycle jacket.

Shit, Lauren bit her bottom lip, Ashley's outfit.

Knowing the awards ceremony was still a sore subject between the two friends, she tried to hide them, but it was too late.

"Whacha got?" Corey asked, freezing when he and Zane immediately recognized the clothes. Lauren stammered, scooping them up. "Uh, nothing, just old stuff."

She didn't get far before Corey stepped in her way. Fingering the corset she'd worn on that fateful day, the fact that he'd pushed her into the biker's arms - and deceived a friend - wore heavy.

"Some night, huh?"

Zane and Lauren looked at each other nervously. The biker cleared his throat.

"Yeah." What else was there to say?

"You enjoyed yourselves that night, yes?"

Neither of them said anything.

Corey nodded a few times, with little expression except for the sneer pulling on his upper lip. "Of course you did," he muttered, wiping the perspiration off his brow with a shop towel.

What followed was one of those pregnant moments everyone knows signals the end of a conversation. All three climbed out of the basement silently and meandered to the driveway where Corey thanked the mechanic for his help. He wasn't keen on leaving those two in the driveway by themselves, but he had to prepare for the meeting that night. Besides, what could happen? They were in plain sight of the office window.

+++++

Chloe Calleigh poured spaghetti noodles from a boiling pot into a colander, plopped huge pasta forks full onto two plates, and smothered it with zesty red sauce. Her roommate Charlie Weber used a cheese grater to spritz a healthy dose of parmesan cheese over both. Friends since the same orphanage, the two often spent the night in, smoking a little weed and binge-watching TV. Although there was more there, an undercurrent of feelings that both were well aware of, neither had acted upon it. Well, Charlie had once, being a red-blooded twenty-two-year-old. But Chloe had immediately, albeit it reluctantly, shut him down. Not because she found him undesirable. Quite the opposite, he was a cute lanky kid with mop hair standing about six-foot and appeared to be packing. What wasn't there to like? That last part made her laugh sometimes too since he'd seen her naked hundreds of times, but not once had she seen him.

No, the reason Chloe kept Charlie at arm's length was exactly because she had feelings. Feelings she'd never let on about, and may never for fear of hurting him. A sex worker did not make for a good girlfriend, in the traditional sense anyway, and most men could not handle a relationship with a woman who danced naked and had sex for a living. Oh, he might be able to handle the novelty of it for a short time, but knowing her friend's psyche, it would only be a matter of time before the peculiarity destroyed their friendship. And Chloe valued his friendship above all else. In fact, he was her only real friend.

"Glamorous Real Estate or General Med tonight?" Charlie asked, stuffing a forkful of noodles into his mouth.

"I don't think the next season of Med dropped yet. How about Zombies of Haunted Hollow?"

The young man cocked an eyebrow, looking surprised. "Wait...you and gore don't mix. You'll spend the entire movie with a blanket up to your eyes. And sometimes over them."

Next to the chipper redhead's plate, her phone began ringing. "Baaaahhhh," she playfully dismissed his jest, looking at the caller ID. "I can handle it."

Jason Aldridge, aka Jax.

Pulling a long strand of crimson hair back behind her ear, Chloe held up a finger, indicating to Charlie it was a call she had to take.

"Hi, Jason, what's shakin'?"

"Hey, love. Good to hear your voice again."

"Yours too."

Charlie sat back in his chair and chewed slowly, pretending to browse on his phone as the caller spoke.

"Listen, remember Georgie Hammond? He cast me as lead in a shoot this Monday but the chick that was supposed to work with me is MIA. Haven't heard from her in weeks. So, like, I told him I'd find a replacement. You interested?"

"Maybe. How much?"

"Two grand...might be able to get him to three since it's last minute. You got a recent test?"

Although he couldn't hear the man on the other line, Charlie knew the name, and a lump formed in his throat. The guy was an arrogant prick and whatever he was pitching he hope Chloe would pass.

"Just last week, yeah."

"Good, you in?"

"Anything I should know? Anal?"

"I haven't seen the script yet, but for that kind of money, you can probably bet on it. You good with that?"

Chloe could see Charlie's eyes close in disdain, his head imperceptibly shaking with disapproval. She tried to catch his eye, but he avoided looking at her.

"I'm good, just need to know how to prepare. Theme?"

"One of his hokey hotwife series is all I know."

"You bull or cuck?"

"What do you think?"

"Right. Who's the cuck then?"

"Don't know, maybe Ambrose Friar."

"Oh, he's perfect as that."

"Yeah. Okay then, I'll text you the address. Shoot starts at three, be there by two. You know how much paperwork there is."

"Gotcha. See ya then."

Seconds later a text chirped with the address.

Charlie finally looked up and sighed, setting down his phone like he hadn't been paying attention. "New gig?"

The dancer looked at him with a hint of endearment. "Any chance you can give me a lift to Coconut Grove on Monday?"

Although not happy she was about to make another film, he'd gotten used to his friend's line of work. It's what she did, and would definitely have to if she wanted to make her goal of retiring by thirty. Ten more years to go.

"Of course," Charlie shrugged off his scowl and smiled. "But it will come at a price. Tonight, we watch Battleground of the Dead."

Chloe giggled. "Deal. I'll do the dishes, you stuff a bowl, and get the show queued up."

+++++

From his home office in front of the house, Corey could see, but not hear, Zane and his wife on the driveway chatting. They both looked a little awkward and unsettled.

"Still friends, right?" Zane asked.

"Yep," Lauren nodded, arms folded across her chest.

"Are you sure?"

The two stared at the concrete, listening to an unusually warm breeze rustling the bushes. Quite unexpectedly, or maybe not, a mischievous thought popped into her head, so scampish that it just had to be that stepping stone to the next level. That was if Zane would play along. With hands clasped behind her back, she swayed back and forth, a devilish, conniving smirk on her face.

"Since Corey has a meeting tonight, how about we go out to dinner and talk about it?"

The biker had seen that body language once before and looked nervously at the front of the house, specifically to where he knew Corey's office was.

"He can't hear us, silly."

"I'm not sure that's such a wise thing," Zane asserted. "Me and him just patched things up."

"It's just dinner."

Picardo wrinkled his nose. Lauren's expression was one of a lioness leading her prey into the den.

"You don't think Corey is going to find that a bit uncomfortable?"

"Yeah. In fact, I'm counting on it."

Now the mechanic was really lost. "Not following."

"I need your help."

Lauren walked Zane to his bike, explaining how she was trying to prepare Corey for the move to Miami, where their lifestyle would surely ramp up. It would be better to gauge his tolerance here than there.

Straddling the Harley, the big man scoffed as he pulled his riding gloves back on. "And...you want me to be part of some grand experiment?"

"I prefer to look at it as more of a rehearsal. But only if you want to."

From inside, Corey was having trouble preparing for his meeting, especially when he saw his wife reach out and put her hand on his friend's shoulder.



"Remember, it's not like he doesn't condone me being with other men. He's into this and has it bad."

Although it was only in the mid-fifties, Zane began to sweat. To hear a woman that he'd known forever talk this way was, well...really fucking hot.

"What do I have to do?"

Lauren glanced up the walkway towards the house. Corey saw her and quickly put his head down like he was reading.

"Come on to me."

Zane cocked an eyebrow. "Seriously?"

"Flirt with me. Be my date."

"With him knowing?"

"There's no point if he doesn't."

"But doesn't he, eh, like to watch?"

"It's more than just that," Lauren explained. "The kink involves a delicate balance between pleasure and pain. Not in the physical sense, but emotionally. He needs to feel jealousy, envy, and anxiety, all at once. It's a stew that gets him off."

"I don't think I should be hearing this."

"If not you, then who? You're his best friend. Who better to cuck him?"

Zane tried to recall what he had read and seen about the fetish. "I'm not gay."

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Corey peering at them from behind the office drapes. With a deep breath, she decided it was time. Placing an arm around the biker's neck and a hand on his chest, she leaned against him in a most friendly way.

"Neither is he. Some guys are bi or whatever the term is these days, but we both know he's not. This is about him realizing he doesn't have what it takes in bed anymore and wanting to be put in his place. All day long he bosses people around. This grounds him."

"So," Zane frowned, "like I said, watching you with other guys." He was failing to see the difference.

"Watching is part of it, but not all. Lots of guys with the fetish never actually get to see their girl do it. It's more about the knowing. Knowing she's going to have sex, knowing the guy is ten times better in bed, knowing she may have feelings for them. Then there's the humiliation aspect. Some guys aren't into it. Corey seems to be, I just need to know how far to take it."

"And that's where I come in?"

"If you'd like."

"This...humiliation...like in S&M?"

Tapping fingernails on his solid pecs, very close to a nipple, Lauren shook her head. "That's physical. What I'm talking about is mostly emotional. Emotional castration." Christ, I'm starting to sound like Chloe.

"I...I don't know, Laur. That sounds like some heavy shit. I'm all for having kinky fun, but..."

"You already have what it takes."

His expression turned to one of bewilderment, not quite understanding. Lauren caught Corey looking once again, so she put her head on Zane's shoulder and whispered in his ear using her sexiest voice.



"Good God, I'm in your wife, Corey. I'm fucking your ol' lady. Deep in your wife's little pussy."

The biker dropped his head, remembering the words he'd howled repeatedly when balls deep in her the night of the awards ceremony.

"Drilling your best friend's wife excited you, didn't it, baby? You know you got off on it too."

He couldn't deny it. Finally fucking a woman who'd been only a friend for decades had been one of the highlights of his life. Knowing that she was also a buddy's wife made it that much more decadent.

"Are you in?" Lauren asked matter-of-factly.

"So you and me, um...?"

"We'll see how it goes."

A chance to be with this woman again was too much to turn down. And it was for a good cause, right?

"What do I have to do?" he asked for the second time.

"We need to make him bleed," Lauren replied softly, taking Zane's hand and putting it over her heart. "Here."

"Jesus, Lauren, I don't want to hurt the guy. I mean, c'mon."

"That's the beauty of it. He can stop it with one word. That's it. One word and it's over."

Both looked toward the house only to see the drapes flutter back into place. Both felt the developing sexual impetus. Cranking the noisy motorcycle to life, Zane put on his helmet and nodded as walked it back into the street.

"Yeah, I'm in."

+++++

Lauren was leaning over the vanity stool, foot elevated, painting her toenails when Corey poked his head through the master bedroom door to announce he was leaving for the meeting. It was curious to see her freshly showered body showing through a thin rose-colored satin robe and the plethora of makeup on the table.

"Did you and Zane have a nice chat?" he asked facetiously.

Looking up at him from behind those long, sensuous bangs, Lauren smiled. "Yes, we did."

"Going somewhere?"

"Out."

"Oh?"

"With Zane."

Corey felt that lump again, only this time it was the size of a baseball, nearly suffocating him. Lauren fanned one foot's polish, then raised the other. In doing so, he could see the freshly waxed lips between her legs.

"I asked him to dinner."

"Why?"

"You're going to be working and I'm too tired to fix anything."

Corey swallowed hard. Before Ashley, her going out for a bite to eat with Zane would have been perfectly innocuous. But now?

"The pizza joint down at the corner delivers, you know."

Blowing the bangs from her eyes with a hint of impatience, Lauren gave him one of her sultriest looks. The heavy mascara gave her a decidedly skanky appearance. "Is that going to be a problem?"

It was her way of giving him an out, a chance to protest, one which she would honor. But he didn't. As typical, he did nothing. Lauren stopped painting her nails and slowly sashayed over to her husband, who was growing paler by the second. "It's just a dinner date, okay?"

"Yeah," Corey cracked a half-smile as she kissed him on the cheek. Closing his eyes, he let the mounting angst roll over him like a wet blanket, pulling him every which way. Savoring and dreading, willing and unwilling. All at the same time.

"Tell you what. After dinner, he said we might go by one of the bars his coworkers hang out at. Why not join us after your meeting?"

Nonplussed at the suggestion, Corey wasn't expecting that. Perhaps their dinner WAS as innocent as it sounded. "Uh, sure. Let me know where."

"Good, now skedaddle, he picks me up in thirty minutes."

Reluctantly, Corey slunk back downstairs to the office and grabbed his computer bag. He was walking through the kitchen on the way to the garage when his phone received a text message.

ZANE: Lauren mention dinner tonight?

Corey swallowed that damn lump the best he could. The timing was too perfect. It was obvious his pal had been talking to his wife behind his back. So much for innocence.

COREY: You know she did.

Zane hung his head. It was she who also prompted his texting as a way to prime her husband's fetish.

ZANE: Listen, about dinner...temps after sundown are going to be pretty cold. I only have Bessy, which is fine for me but might be a bit chilly for Lauren, you know?

Corey stared at the screen as the realization of what his friend was asking sunk in.

COREY: So, let me get this straight. You want to borrow my truck to take my wife out on a date?

Zane felt like shit, still unsure of his role or whether he wanted any part of it at all. But Lauren assured him asking for the truck would 'turn the screws' that his friend so craved. With a deep sigh, he tapped back.

ZANE: Something like that.

Corey closed his eyes again, the lump in his throat dropping like a rock to his crotch, manifesting itself as a pressure that squeezed his balls in a vicelike grip. An erotic, exhilarating tightness fueled by the irony and arrogance of the ask. A pleasantry that men without the fetish could not hope to understand.

The lack of response spooked the mechanic, who decided to back off.

ZANE: Never mind, I'll get a cab to take us.

He was about to open a ride-share app when an unexpected response came.

Keys are in the kitchen. Your date knows where to find them.

Shoulders slumped, Corey threw his backpack into Lauren's Volkswagen and reconnected the cables to the battery's posts, not knowing if it would even start after seven months. Luckily, it roared to life with little prodding, and he backed out of the driveway. As he did, a photo of the happily married couple, cheek to cheek,  taken a year ago when they vacationed in the Appalachians, swung in a small frame from the rearview mirror.

It was going to be a very long meeting.

+++++

Ruth Nunnery, an elderly but spry widow, looked up from tending to her landscaping when she heard an approaching motorcycle rumbling down the normally quiet street. Frowning as it came into view, she recognized it as belonging to that rough-looking character who frequently visited the Millers across the street. Dressed like he was in some kind of gang, he always, always, revved the engine before shutting it off. What was the point of that?

Today was no different, but she did notice the man was dressed much nicer than ever before. Gone was the denim and leather, replaced with new khaki slacks and a long sleeve Henley shirt. The nosy neighbor shivered just thinking about how cold it must be riding that bike without a jacket. Peering from behind a tall hedgerow, she watched as he rang the doorbell and waited. Moments later, Ruth saw her younger neighbor Lauren open the door and step out on the stoop, dressed like she was going out for the night. Wearing a tight brown leather skirt and even tighter beige turtleneck sweater, Mrs. Nunnery gasped when the two embraced, kissed each other briefly on the lips, and disappeared inside.

Wait. Did she see that correctly? Having been in her yard for over an hour, she had noticed Corey leave by himself not long ago in that little Jetta Lauren drove. And now this?

Shaking her head, Ruth began to think the worse of the mother of two whom she had babysat numerous times. That is, until the Miller's garage door went up and she saw Corey's truck back down the driveway with the handsome, rugged man driving. Feeling relieved, she admonished herself for thinking bad thoughts. They were probably just going to meet her husband somewhere. After a quick wave, she watched the pickup drive down the street into the setting sun.

+++++

As tumultuous as his best friend's evening had started, Zane was experiencing jitters of his own. Not that he was shy or inherently nervous - if anything, most people viewed him as cocky - but because of where this whole 'date' thing might go...and how it might affect Corey.

It's just dinner, he told himself...repeatedly...yet the potential for more saw him hovering over his dresser, fingering a box of XL condoms. Twice, he took one out just to put it back. The third time, however, he slipped a packet into his wallet before heading out. It wasn't that he wanted to hurt Corey, but Christ, if the guy was on board with it, Zane wasn't an idiot. She'd been one of the best pieces of ass he ever had. Who the fuck could pass up another chance at that?

These were the thoughts that caused the biker to appear skittish when Lauren answered the door. Breathtaking in a leather skirt that hugged her ass and hips, the long-sleeve turtleneck helped accent her firm abs and braless B-cup breasts. In the right light, the areolae and nipples were clearly visible beneath the ribbed, beige material. Straight, long dark hair fell about her shoulders in both front and back, and her perfume was simply intoxicating.

After an awkward greeting, where both had stared unsurely at each other, they managed to ignore the sexual tension that threatened to take them to the bedroom rather than the truck. Fortunately, the pair was able to get on the road before allowing any primal desires to derail the plan.

The plan.

What exactly was the plan?

Lauren mulled this over as she watched Zane adjust the truck's mirrors and seat to accommodate his large frame. She couldn't lie, he looked hot. Really hot. The memories of him smacking her around and pounding her into oblivion were still fresh. It made her wet just thinking that it could happen again. Regardless of how the night played out, Corey would have to be part of it. If there was any plan at all, that was it. To cuck him hard.

Unmercifully hard.

To make him bleed.

+++++

The understandably distracted project manager drove his wife's Jetta through the construction site's chain-link gate and parked in front of the coordination trailer. Turning off the engine, he rested his hands on the steering wheel, gripping it so hard it whitened his knuckles. Twelve weeks ago, almost to the day, he was in a similar comatose state during the Ashley Date, running only on the adrenaline that came with the kink. But that was different. He'd sent Lauren away with Zane, out of town, where he merely heard about their evening together much later.

This time, they were out there somewhere close, supposedly eating dinner. Supposedly.

What if they never left the house? What if they...

The door to the trailer flew open and crew chief Haul Carew stuck his head out.

"You coming in, Miller? Or should we start without you?"

Reluctantly, Corey stepped out of the car and followed his boss inside.

While he may have been there in body, his mind was anyplace but.

+++++

After being shown to their half-moon booth, Zane and Lauren slid toward the back, close together. They sat in silence for a few minutes perusing the predominantly Italian menu and making small talk. She raved about her job and possible promotion; he complained about being in a dead-end job and how he hope to one day escape.

"You should move to Florida. Lots of motors to repair in marinas, and you can ride Bessy year-round."

Zane nodded. "And you'd be there. That's a bonus."

Lauren smiled, extracted the cherry from her drink, and shook the bangs from her eyes.

"Yes," she said softly. "I'll be there too."

Just like in that Bakersfield motel room, their gaze held fast, and for just the briefest of moments, the world stopped turning. It started again when the waiter appeared with a wine list.

"Would you like to order a bottle to go with your meal?"

"Most definitely!" the pair replied, nearly in unison, smiling sheepishly at the silliness of their identical reaction. Below the tablecloth, eager fingers interlaced.

+++++

It was nearly eight-thirty and the project manager meeting continued to drone on. Corey had been mostly quiet, letting others make decisions that in three weeks he wasn't going to give a shit about. Feigning interest in what the others were saying, he glanced down at his phone as it lit up with a photo text.

Lauren and Zane together in some restaurant.

Drawing a deep breath, he took a closer look. Both were seated in a booth, snuggling, his buddy's arm around her shoulders as they smiled at whoever was taking the snap. He marveled at how lovely and sexy she looked in that turtleneck. It was one of his favorites and for good reason. It made her succulent breasts strain against the fabric, begging to be manhandled.

LAUREN: Dinner was awesome. Zane is such a gentleman. Headed to Shady's on Ingersoll. Coming?

Corey pondered the location. It was on the other side of the city, a good forty-minute drive, and there was no telling when Haul would call it a night.

COREY: Still locked down. Planning on it.

Seconds later a heart emoji was added to his response.

Haul saw his employee's momentary distraction and grinned, guessing at who he was texting with. "What's it been? Twenty-nine years? And you guys still pine for each other? I know she's only in town for a few more days. We'll have you out of here in thirty. Don't worry, Casanova, she'll be home when you get there."

Carew's oldest and best PM smiled back weakly and sighed.

Home when I get there? Hardly. Those days are long gone.

+++++

Zane pulled his friend's borrowed truck into Shady's parking lot and hurried around to the other side to help Lauren out. Holding onto his massive biceps, she plopped out of the cab and into his arms. He started to move away, but she pulled him back with a deep kiss. Although the air temperature was cooling off, they were just getting heated up; energy hot and tearing through their veins with the same heat as they remembered. The chemistry the night of the Ashley date was back. And it felt wonderful.

The biker was the first to let go, gently brushing hair from her flush face. "Um...wow."

"Yeah," Lauren exhaled. "Wow."

Walking across the parking lot, neither said a word. They didn't have to. They knew exactly how they wanted the night to end. Problem was that a part of the plan wasn't there. Zane stopped just before climbing the steps to the bar.

"So is he coming?"

"Later."

"What do I do?"

Slipping an arm through his, she hugged him. "You do you."

"And when he gets here?"

Lauren stood on her tiptoes and kissed the big man again, ending it with some powerful tongue sucks.

"Just be my date."

+++++

Shortly after ten o'clock, Corey steered the nimble Jetta into the parking lot of Shady's Ale House, having driven the forty minutes from the construction site to the mid-town craft brewery. Spying his truck around the corner under a lamp, he pulled next to it and got out. A quick touch of the stone-cold hood told him they'd been there for a while.

With unmistakable honky-tonk flair on the outside and notes from a popular Georgia jam band blaring from inside, he sprinted up the steps. It was busy for a Thursday night, and no one took notice as the mature gentleman wearing business casual slipped in the side entrance and edged along a wall, surveying the place. Like any good tavern, it had a long mahogany bar, thirty or forty feet in length, with two dozen or so patrons crowding along the rail vying for the bartenders' attention. In the middle of the room was a birch dance floor where another dozen or so patrons grooved to the country-flavored jam. Numerous tables surrounded them, and more were set up out of the way on either side of the bar. Regardless of where one looked, it was filled with loud and boisterous customers. But nowhere was Lauren or Zane.

Crossing the dance floor, bumping into the occasional unsteady dancer, Corey made his way to the other side of the pub, looking for any signs of his wife and friend. He was beginning to think they weren't even there, but that could not be.

The truck was outside now, wasn't it?

Then he heard, in that brief instant when one song ends and the other begins, that familiar, wholly feminine, and beautiful laugh that he knew so well. Another cackle resonated through the air. Yes, that was her. Side stepping a group engrossed in a basketball game being televised behind the bar, Corey caught a glimpse of Lauren in a niche on the other side. Just enough of a profile to know it was her. She looked breathtaking in that beige sweater which outlined her small breasts perfectly and barely concealed those dark areolae. From that partially obstructed angle, he could see she had a seltzer in one hand and was standing near a table chatting with those seated. Excusing his way passed yet more customers, more of her came into view when stepping into a clearing. And that caused him to freeze.

There, yucking it up with whom Corey assumed to be Zane's coworkers, was his wife snuggled up against his best friend, he with an arm around Lauren's waist and she a hand on his shoulder. They both seemed jovial and very engaged, laughing and conversing.

Lovely.

Occasionally, Picardo's hand would drop to her ass for a squeeze, to which she'd just smile and bury her face in his neck. The doleful Miller patriarch stood there for at least five minutes watching with conflicted emotion until his wife finally looked over and noticed her husband.



"Hey there! So glad you could make it!" Lauren winked and wiggled her fingers, intoxicated, not moving from the biker's side.

Zane quickly dropped his arm from her waist, looking a bit guilty. Breaking away, Lauren pulled Corey into the group's circle and gave him a peck on the cheek, causing his heart to sink. The air about her was different, a bit distant. Odder yet was the way she introduced him...like one would an old friend.

"Hey everybody, this is Corey!"

A murmur rose from the seats as several hands shot up in acknowledgment. Trying to remember their names, the executive office manager - who prided herself on a great memory - went around the table.

"This is Kevin and his wife Mable, and um, Bill and Debbie, I think."

The two couples nodded pleasantly.

"And the two single studs over here are, eh, Arty and Bennie. Amirite?"

The young men gave her a smile and thumbs up.

"YES!" Lauren clapped her hands pleased with herself, jumping up and down. Most of the men were also pleased, watching her tiny boobs bounce freely under the turtleneck.

Corey managed a weak smile, then tried to pull her in. To his dismay, she spun out of his arms and quickly returned to Zane's side, connecting to him like Velcro, one knee bent with a hand on the mechanic's chest. The older man's eyes grew narrow whilst Zane's grew wider, the latter not quite sure of how his long-time friend was going to react. The two stared cooly at each other until, mercifully, a waitress happened by. Stopping her, Lauren laughed and pointed at the newcomer.

"Newbie buys the next round," she smiled sweetly at Corey while plucking at Zane's hair.

As everyone ordered more drinks, Lauren continued to paw at the biker, grinding the front of her skirt into his thigh, occasionally stealing an irreverent and naughty glance at her flummoxed husband. For the next several minutes, the odd man out listened to the grease monkeys talk shop like there was nothing wrong with the picture. And to them, nothing was; they were just out with some coworkers having a few drinks. Secretly, though, they were most happy to see their buddy had brought his smoking hot girlfriend again. The last time they'd seen her, she'd just blown their star mechanic in the men's room.

Not knowing much about motorcycles, Corey tuned them out, instead fixating on watching his wife and best friend interact. How smitten she'd become with him! Much more than he would have thought.

Did he really fuck her THAT well?

A half a beer later, it became clear the two were purposefully ignoring him, acting like he wasn't even there. Now and again, Zane glanced over nervously and looked like he wanted to say something, but Lauren always regained his attention, giggling at some random thing. At least his friend had the decency to look a bit shamefaced.

Corey knew deep down it was all a test. But Zane going along with it was hard to get past, especially after their recent heart-to-hearts. Then again, the lure of pussy was an age-old cause of conflict, making many a man do much worse.

The dynamics changed when Bill and Debbie got up and headed to the dance floor, pulling Zane and Lauren with them. Exhausted, Corey flopped in one of the empty chairs, looking dejected.

"Been awhile, friend," Bennie clinked the project manager's longneck.

Not long enough, but okay. "Uh, yeah, good to see you."

"Let's see, must've been at Dusty's Roadkill, right? After that awards ceremony. Glad your pal brought Ashley 'round again. He really hasn't mentioned her much."

Jesus, that's right. To them she's Ashley.

"You remember those snaps of her in those leathers, right?"

Corey shot an irritated look at the man. "How could I forget?"

"Yeah, no shit, huh? Too bad he didn't take any real interesting ones, if you know what I mean?" Bennie grinned with a crusty laugh. "Tell me man, since you're his bro...you ever seen her naked?"

"Ben!" Mable admonished the motor technician. "You're drunk. Have some respect, huh?"

"Just askin'. God what I wouldn't do for a crack at that."

"Straight up," Arty chimed in, agreeing with his friend. "What a cutie. Centerfold material. Wonder if she's gonna blow him in the john again tonight," he elbowed Bennie.

"You're a bunch of creeps," Mable rolled her eyes.

Corey couldn't disagree. They all looked towards the dance floor and saw Zane with a silly expression plastered on his face while Lauren pranced around him in circles, twerking, like some kind of drunken Mayan mating ceremony.

"At this rate, she will," Kevin blurted out, earning him a hard jab in the ribs from his wife.

Bored with talking about a woman who was clearly out of their league, Bennie, Arty and Kevin began chatting about something completely unrelated, leaving Corey to watch his wife and oldest confidant hump each other as a slow song set the mood. The godforsaken lump returned, choking his throat. Against a not so powerful will, there was a tingle below of fresh pruriency, a sure sign the kink had not abandoned him. Instead, it seemed to be thriving at what was playing out before him, obsessed with the treatment bestowed upon the lowly cuckold. The feelings began to overtake prudence and he closed his eyes, letting it all wash over his warped and depraved body.

+++++

Lauren knew exactly what she was doing, and it was working. As she fawned over Zane in plain sight of her husband, the affects were clear...in both men. Corey was predictable. Show interest another man and he fetishized it in many complicated ways. Zane was more straightforward. A recent divorcee, he was simply looking to get laid. No mystery there. Nor had there been a plan B that night, either. Had Corey not shown up, she would have still gotten her jollies. In the end, she was glad it was going the way it was supposed to.

It's more fun this way.

+++++

"You okay, man? You want another beer?"

Opening his eyes, Corey blinked at Bennie. "No, I'm fine."

Somewhere between wallowing in the building angst, he'd apparently also taken to stroking the bottle's longneck like some kind of perverted phallic symbol. Scanning the room, he saw Lauren stand on her tiptoes, taking Zane's face into her hands, and kissing him deeply, as the downtempo song ended. They made no attempt at covering their eager tongues searching each other's mouths. Dropping back on the three-inch heels, she put her head on the large man's chest and looked over at her husband, a broad, disparaging smile creeping across her face. The consternation in Corey's face told her all she needed to know. As they walked back to the table, Picardo took a detour on the other side of the bar.

"Are you sure he's diggin' this? It sure doesn't look like it."

"Enjoyment is subjective, right? Besides, he can stop it if the flames grow too high. At least I hope he would, 'cause it's going to get a hell of a lot hotter."

Zane shook his head. "I hope you know what you're doing."

The office manager's face suddenly turned solemn as she led the rest of the way to where his coworkers were enjoying fresh beverages.

So do I.

+++++

Being the last to the table, Lauren was tapped to take a group photo of the mechanics and their wives. After taking a few - just in case - Mable's eyes grew big. While staring at the camera she noticed something about Zane's date that hadn't been obvious before in the bar's dim lighting.

"Oh my God, Ashley! Are you guys engaged? Zane, you dog! Why didn't you tell us?"

Lauren immediately held up her left hand, showing off the brilliant rock.

"What? Noooo!" she giggled, pulling Zane closer. "This big lug is my date, not my husband."

That got a few snickers. It was clear they thought her response was just a silly joke.

"On the other hand," she waved in Corey's direction, "he is."

The air around the table thinned as the group fell silent, made weirder by the sounds of the pub all around them. Several looked between the couple and the man she just called her husband.

Finally, Debbie cleared her throat. "Okay, so you guys have an open marriage?" Then to Mable, "It's quite common these days."

"Oh no," Lauren corrected the woman. "He just likes to watch me fuck." Zane winced as she draped herself over him. "Manly men, like this hunk!" 

All eyes went to the older man, who felt a sudden urge to vomit. No longer was it jest. Now the titters were for real, some trying to suppress them, some not. The beer coming out Arty's nose served to highlight the initial shock.

"Really?" Corey mouthed at his wife.

With a wicked laugh, Lauren pulled her date towards the dance floor. "C'mon, move those feet!" Zane followed, doing anything that would get him away from his friend, who was obviously going to need a moment.

The other wives did the same as well, tugging on their husbands, mostly to break the palpable tension. This left Corey with the two single mechanics, both with sly but inquisitive expressions on their faces. It took them a minute to articulate what was they were thinking, but not long. 

"So, dude, you didn't mention you were married to that fox, even when we were talking that all that smack."

"Must've slipped my mind."

"Sure, whatever you say. Were you like, getting off on that or something?"

Corey's hand squeezed the beer bottle so tight his knuckles were turning white. Months ago, he would have bounced it off this clown's head. But now? Now he was riveted to the spot, an unseen force holding his tongue, a twisted divertissement borne from the sick pleasure of just being outed.

Arty blew the remaining beer from his nostrils, his face sticky from the brew. "Shit, man, I gotta go clean up."

The remaining two men watched him waddle through the throng of other patrons, wiping his cheeks. When he was gone, Bennie drew his chair closer, his voice hushed.

"So, you...uh, you really let Pic tap that, huh?"

Corey said nothing. His gaze had returned to Lauren and Zane on the dance floor.

"Noooo shit, man? Like, whenever he wants to?"

The lack of responses confirmed Bennie's assumptions.

"Goddamn, son, can I get in on this? I mean, hell," the tech chortled, "if you want to sit in the corner and beat off, be my guest!"

This time Corey turned towards Zane's coworker and blinked. That's it. Just blinked.

"Hey, I don't mean any offense, okay? Ain't nothing wrong if you like to watch your ol' lady get boned. To each his own, I always say. I mean, that kind of porn looks pretty kinky on the internet...yeah, yeah...even...transcendental."

The guy beamed, proud of himself for using such a big word.

Corey gave Bennie a most contemptuous look and turned back to where his wife was practically raping his best friend. The pair were groping and grinding now, not even dancing, both quite fucked up from several hours of drinking. They pawed, they mauled, they kissed. Zane dipped her here and there, hand cupping a breast or ass cheek, evidently no longer caring who was watching. She pushed her ass into his crotch, raking a finger or two over it in passing. Pelvis against pelvis, they turned in a circle, rubbing and stroking, oblivious to anyone else in the place.

And through it all, Corey was aroused. Really aroused, his cock slowly growing beneath ever-tightening pants.

The whole scene was electrifying and humiliating, all at once. He should have been angry at being exposed in such a manner, even if they were casual acquaintances. After all, this was still their hometown.

But he wasn't. In this respect, the kink kept him in check, reserved, paralyzed by the stew of emotions that were keeping him at bay. It was a curse; a pathetic, profane, and glorious spell which couldn't be broken, nor did he want it to be. He'd been humiliated to be sure, but there was something about it that turned him on, made him shiver with sensual gratification.

"Listen, friend," Bennie continued, scribbling something on a napkin with the check pen, "it'd be a shame to let Pic have all the fun. How 'bout you give me a call? Whatta ya say? Maybe get me a date with your ol' lady? I swear she won't be able to walk for a week."

Everyone turned and stared when the grayer of the two men quickly stood and landed both fists soundly on the table, sending empty glasses flying. In an instant, Zane jetted in from the dance floor and put himself in the middle of his two friends, apparently not as completely unaware as previously thought.

"All good, boys?" he asked, gathering from Corey's expression things were not.

"Tell your fucking pal here that Lau...Ashley...is off limits."

Picardo pat his oldest buddy on the chest, while simultaneously staring Bennie down until he took a seat.

"I'm out," Corey growled, turning for the door, ignoring Lauren as he blew past her.

"Us too, man," Zane called after him, "right behind ya."

Outside in the parking lot, Corey meandered between the Jetta and truck, bending over, chastising himself for being such a prick. He had no right to react that way. Bennie was right. After all, what was wrong with wanting a piece of ass from an obvious slut? Absolutely nothing. Standing, he took a deep breath and looked around, only to see Zane with Lauren in tow, stumbling across the gravel, repeatedly dropping the pickup's ignition keys.

Oh, hell no, you're not driving ANYWHERE.

"Not a chance, Zane."

"Cors, really, I got this."

Unlocking the Volkswagen, the older - and apparently wiser - of the three opened the front and back passenger doors.

"Get in," he barked. "We'll come back tomorrow."

Knowing his friend was right, Zane dropped the keys into Corey's hand and ducked in the back. A bit more serene, the ambushed husband began to close the rear door when to his surprise Lauren dove onto the seat next to his friend, leaving the front passenger seat cold and empty.

The lump got bigger. So this is how it's going to be, huh?

"Home James," she ordered, pointing towards the road, giggling uncontrollably.

Rattled, Corey slid behind the wheel and started the engine, his head imperceptibly shaking with disquiet. Moments later, the white sedan pulled out of Shady's lot with one bedeviled driver and two drunks in the back, whispering and falling about like a couple of blathering fools.

+++++

The Iowan night sky had become clear and cold, filled with plenty of star shine to pave the forty-five-minute drive back to the Miller residence. As the German coupe hurtled down the highway, there were as many distinct streams of consciousness marinating in the dark cabin as there were occupants.

 

Zane sat awkwardly in the seat directly behind his friend, the cramped space forcing his knees to an uncomfortable position. Next to him, behind the front passenger's seat, was Lauren, who like him, had drunk way more than intended. This left both hammered and very horny, each looking out their respective windows, thinking back to that night in Bakersfield. Although invited to the bar, the mechanic had secretly hoped Corey wouldn't show, knowing his specter would only cause unease amongst the three, and probably ruin any chances at a repeat with the slinky wife. Lauren looked incredibly hot sitting there in that thin, braless turtleneck and leather skirt. It was only Corey's presence in the driver's seat that made him behave, although Zane wasn't sure the guy would do anything about it if he did make a move. Certainly, the outing of her husband had taken both men by surprise and didn't help alleviate any tension. And yet, it served to show the older man was willing to take whatever his wife could dish out, all in the name of their unconventional lifestyle.

 

Lauren sat inches away from one of the best lovers she'd ever had, alternating her gaze between Zane's rugged features and the back of Corey's balding gray scalp as green road signs flew by the window. Fueled by the night's alcohol - and desire to put on a show for her husband - she had practically attacked the biker on the dance floor, getting more venereous by the minute. By the time they left, her panties were wet and she needed to be fucked. It was just a matter of where not when. And Judging from Corey's seemingly laissez-faire attitude at the honky-tonk - at least until the last thirty seconds - he wouldn't object to a little fun either. After all, wasn't that what he craved? 

 

The view of the cosmos out the windshield was lost on Corey as he struggled to stay in his lane and keep tabs on what was happening in the backseat. A seat belt indicator on the Jetta's dash suddenly appeared, tattling on one of the passengers.  Through the rearview mirror, he could see his wife and buddy were closer now, biceps and thighs touching, occasionally cracking up over something one of them said. But for the most part, both sat still, looking out the window at nothing in particular. Internalizing the situation, Corey fumbled with the radio dial, searching for more classic rock. Landing on an old power ballad from way back, he began tapping his fingers on the wheel, hoping to calm his nerves. That almost worked too. Until Lauren had other ideas.

 

"C'mon baby, put something on we can groove to," she purred, placing her chin on the driver's headrest.

 

"This is a car, not a dance club," Corey replied, clearly in no mood for hip-hop.

 

"Pleeeze?"

 

"No."

 

"Okay, fuck it then, I'll change it myself!"

 

Unexpectedly - and with much-impaired difficulty - Lauren began to climb between the front seats and over the middle console to get at the radio controls. The movement caused Corey to momentarily swerve.

 

"Jesus, what are you doing?"

 

"Change it!"

 

"Sit down!"

 

"Chainzzzzz zit!"

 

With one eye on the road, Corey used his right hand to get around her flailing arms and push away. When he did, she fell back, giggling.

 

"Mmm, hello there, lover."

 

Peering into the rearview mirror, Corey saw his wife had landed directly on Zane's lap. 

“Pushing me into your friend’s arms again, I see,” she cracked up, but was the only one laughing.

Hugging the biker's neck tightly, she briefly stuck out a sassy tongue at her husband, then turned and found the big man's mouth. For the next few minutes, they made out, Zane periodically opening one eye to make sure nothing lethal was coming his way from the front seat. The back got eerily quiet as the kissing continued, growing deeper and more passionate, the music drowning out the increasingly heavy breathing.

 

In the effort to divide his attention between the road and activity in the back, Corey nearly missed an exit. He managed to veer at the last second, almost hitting a jersey barrier, but was able to bring the car under control. After navigating several flyovers, he finally looked back into the mirror and clenched his jaw. Unfazed by the near-accident, Lauren and Zane had abandoned any decorum and were now sucking face. Still on his lap, she had her arms around that thick neck, pulling an eager mouth down to hers. It was a long, warm, passionate kiss, the kind that doesn't seem like it's going to end. Corey watched with mixed emotions, envying the electricity in their embrace. While it was beyond erotic to watch his wife make out, it was the first time seeing it in person with someone so close to the family. This was his best friend, for God's sake! As such, his heart began to pound as things heated up, their bodies more animated, lips mashed together, as they appeared to be seeking some pleasure not yet attainable. To say the least, it became increasingly difficult to stay on the road.

 

Lauren was acutely aware of Corey's front-seat voyeurism, sneaking peeks when traffic allowed. With each passing mile, she upped the knavery, kissing the biker's ears, neck, and shoulders. Zane responded by tugging at the bottom of the sweater and snaking a hand beneath, eventually finding her soft breasts which fit so nicely in his calloused mitt. Low, soft cries could be heard up front over the latest soft rock tune, once again drawing the captivated driver's attention to the rearview. His wife had now moved to kneel alongside Picardo's beefy body, one hand on a broad shoulder, the other foraging for something below, just out of the mirror's reach. Discretely, Corey lowered the radio's volume, hoping to eavesdrop on the husky chatter behind him. It did not disappoint.



When Lauren's hand closed over his crotch, it was Zane's turn to moan, hips arching upward to meet the friendly touch, head thrown back against the seat.

 

"Yesssss."

 

"You like that?" Lauren whispered, not really caring whether Corey heard.

Sweater raised to give Picardo better access, her tits sat beneath the roll, hanging loosely. Breathing heavily now, his hands worked her tits while she caressed his cock, wheedling a growing tent in the tan khakis. Corey barely heard the fly unzip as Zane sighed nervously.

Are we really going to do this?

 

"Wait," he heard the biker protest, and not all that convincingly. "What about him?"

 

"He can take care of himself," she sniggered disrespectfully, "he always does."

 

The inference was clear, and not too far off the mark. Since leaving the bar, Corey's own arousal had been growing significantly, to the point his entire six inches was now straining against ever-dampening trousers. One hand on the wheel, he used his other to reach down and adjust his overstimulated appendage, thumbing the nearly stiff shaft as drops of clear fluid continued to create a sticky wet spot in his briefs. Changing lanes to avoid a stalled truck on the shoulder, his attention was diverted for a few seconds, and when he glanced in the mirror next, he saw only Zane staring back at him, a silly look on his face. That changed, however, when Corey saw his friend's eyes roll back and his mouth fall open.

 

"Fuuuuuuccccccckkkkkkkk..."

 

Annoyingly, the mirror only adjusted so far, yet within its limited field of vision, the back of Lauren's head could be seen bobbing up and down, a plume of black hair visible on every upstroke. There was no doubt what his wife was doing now.

 

"Mmmmm," Lauren groaned, happy to have Zane's long, skinny, and crooked penis in her mouth again.

 

Lowering voracious red lips around the sizable member, she cupped his balls while attacking the circumcised glans with her tongue, swirling it around the head before coming up for air. When she did, long strands of spittle and precum could be seen pouring from her mouth. In a bit of bittersweet poetic irony, her glazed chin also stood in stark contrast to that of the picture suspended beneath the mirror, one of yesteryear’s faithful and devoted scout leader smiling for a selfie with her husband.

 

"How miiiiith cockthuckin' approooofal rating now?"

 

"Definitely top-shelf, baby,” Zane managed between moans.

 

Corey continued to rub his own erection as he took the exit to the boulevard that led to their subdivision. 

 

Baby...now he's calling her baby.

 

The sheer volume of traffic and construction on the main drag required additional concentration, so for the next few miles, Corey had to endure the distinct sounds of his wife giving a world-class blowjob without any visuals. There were several major intersections on the way too, causing the occasional need to stop. Knowing what was going down behind him - literally - was unnerving on several levels, the least being that anyone who happened to look over would instantly know what was going on. At one light especially, he waved nervously to a cop in a tall SUV who happened to pull up alongside them just as the light was changing to green.

 

Thank you, Jesus.

 

Able to relax - but only a bit - as they turned into their quiet neighborhood, Corey went back to the mirror. There he found Zane returning the stare, delirious and wild-eyed. Connecting in some odd, perverse way, they both acknowledged the situation for what it was. A cuck, a slut wife, and her bull. 

 

This is incredible, dude, the mechanic's eyes seemed to say, your wife gives great head.

 

Enjoy it, my friend. Give it to her. Flood the bitch's mouth. She deserves it.

 

Zane's mouth curled up in a grimace as the car neared the Miller house. A definite sign of a man about to cum.

 

"Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit."

 

Lauren kept bobbing like a lone oil rig in the heart of Texas, noisy, heavy breaths being exhaled through her nose until she struck gold. Soon, Zane was clawing at the back of her head.

 

"I'm there, I'm there, Laur, I'm gonna cum!"

 

Pulling into the driveway, the conscientious chauffeur took it slow over the curb, lest send his buddy to the hospital to explain an embarrassing accident. Rolling to a stop, rapidly repeating grunts began coming from the backseat, signaling a build-up to the biker's finale. Groping himself, Corey considered whipping out his own dick to finish right there in front of his house. Alas, it was too late. With little warning, Zane roared loudly, one hand gripping the driver's headrest, shaking the seat violently, and bashing the back of his friend's head. 

“Holy…Motherfucker…of…God!”

Then, there was nothing. Nothing but the soft sounds of the radio playing in the background.

 

Blinking, Picardo's eyes softened, basking in his post-nut glory.

 

Thanks, man, his gaze seemed to convey, she's awesome. 

 

Corey peered back at him with immense understanding, his own cock hard with unrequited love, hopeful that he could find some relief in his wife's arms that night. Moments later, Lauren's head popped up as she swallowed and smacked her lips, glancing around. She knew she'd just put on one hell of a performance. 

 

"Home already, are we?"

 

+++++

 

Across the street, Mrs. Nunnery was letting the dog out for the final time when she noticed the Miller's white Volkswagen glide carefully into the driveway and stop. She thought it odd to see Corey up front by himself when there was clearly the silhouette of another person in the back. As she peeped at her neighbors, Ruth was taken aback when a second figure popped up in the rear. Moments later, Lauren stepped out the right side, stretching and wiping her mouth on her sleeve.

 

Hmm, the nosy old lady shrugged. Poor thing must've been asleep.

 

+++++

 

"Babe, can you get us some drinks?"

 

Corey raised an eyebrow at the unsound request. There they were in the foyer, it was nearly one in the morning, and she was already having trouble standing up. He glanced at Zane looking for support, but the biker just nodded. "I'll take one too, buddy."

 

With reluctance, the older man meandered toward the kitchen. When he was out of earshot, Lauren turned to Zane and kissed him, his expression turning sour upon tasting his own semen.

 

"Whoa. slow down there. One drink and I'm out of here."

 

"Not a chance, stud."

 

"Really? What about him?"

 

"What about him? You want to fuck me, right?"

 

"More than anything."

 

"And help your friend, right?"

 

The biker looked down the hallway toward the kitchen. It was not every day that fucking a friend’s wife would be considered “helping him.” That’d take some getting used to. 

 

"Yeah," he said cautiously. "I guess."

 

"Then follow my lead. You know what to do."

 

"Tonight?"

 

Lauren grinned. "You got someplace else to be?"

 

"No."

 

"So, what's the problem?"

 

"He gets to, um, watch? Won't that freak him out?"

 

“Are you sure he's the one that’s gonna freak out? He just watched me blow you, silly."

 

Zane considered that. This much was true.

 

"And I'm supposed to, you know, be an asshole to him?"

 

Lauren put her arms around his neck and looked into his eyes. "We discussed this at dinner. His kink has been leaning toward humiliation. So…humiliate him. Be the alpha that you are. I want to push him hard, see what he can take.”

 

"I get that, I just don't want to hurt him, Laur."

 

"I know."

 

Ahem.

 

The pair turned to see their person of interest standing behind them with a vodka cranberry for Lauren and a bottle of whiskey, which Zane promptly snatched and uncorked.

 

"Righteous, bro,” he said condescendingly, taking a swig.

 

"Thanks, babe. Can you turn on some music?"

 

Navigating around the moving boxes strewn across the floor, she led Zane to the living room, sipping the cold drink and swaying slowly to the jazz music that began wafting from ceiling speakers.

 

Knowing that hip-hop was more her speed, Corey ham-fisted the music app on his phone, looking for the genre. "Sorry, I'll change it."

 

"No, this is fine," Lauren cooed, her fingers dancing across Zane's chest. "And so is this." She pulled his mouth to hers and he returned the kiss enthusiastically. “Mighty fine.”

 

The absence of hesitation on his friend’s part was not lost on Corey, nor was the audacity of him slapping her ass hard, palms popping the leather skirt. Zane’s attitude had clearly changed, from one of empathy to one of ascendancy, and it wasn’t necessarily becoming. Picardo's arrogant smile as he pawed Lauren’s body only served to highlight the odd shift.

 

"Dude, you're wife has the best fucking ass. You ever get all up in this?”

 

Hands roamed up and down her tight sweater as they continued to kiss, Zane bending her over backward until the wasted couple nearly fell. Only Corey's quick reaction saved them, catching Lauren before she tumbled to the floor.

 

"Why thank you, kind sir," she bubbled softly, keeping one arm around the mechanic's neck while hooking the other around her husband's. A mischievous twinkle lit lustful eyes. "In fact, no good deed goes undone. That’s what I always say."

 

Both men were pleasantly stunned when Lauren sank to her haunches, supported by those skinny high heels, licking her lips. Turning to Corey first, she unzipped his trousers and pulled through the wrinkled knob which had begun to go limp, a blue ball remnant from watching another man cum earlier, but not enjoying the same fate. Slurping it into her mouth, she blindly searched for, and found, Zane's fly. After some floundering, the markedly bigger cock flopped out, bouncing like a diving board, ready for another go.

 

Corey felt the lump in his throat return, belly filling with butterflies. That Zane was more endowed than he was no surprise. They'd showered at the gym together...been camping numerous times. No, it wasn't the size, it was the fact that his wife had once again taken the good friend's elongated penis in her hand like it was no big deal.

 

But it was Corey's cock whom her tongue was ministering now, pleasuring him with glossy reds as she made that all-important eye contact, occasionally pulling off, only to plunge her lips around the entire length again. That exact moment - her going down on him while jacking off his best friend - may have been the most erotic thing he'd experienced in a very long time. And after watching Lauren flirt with the guy for the last two hours - then blow him - it was no wonder the project manager was approaching the edge of no return. Unfortunately for Corey, she heard the foreboding grunts above her way too soon, and felt his dick spike, dumping a dribble of precum inside her cheeks.

 

"Nuh uh," the crouching dark-haired trollop objected, immediately letting the unexceptional fleshy stalk plop out of her mouth, slapping it with the back of her hand. "Not yet."

 

Turning a deliberately haughty back on her unsatiated husband, Lauren began to focus on the larger man to her left, swallowing his renewed erection with vigor. 

"Hmm, from economy to first class. Nice." 

At first, Zane looked upon his old pal sympathetically as Corey stood there quite befuddled and wistful, not quite sure what to do with his now abandoned penis. As lust set in, the biker's demeanor changed from one of mostly pity to one of dominance, and he began to sneer at the forlorn spouse while spearing her face.

 

"Damn, dude...fuck. Soooo good."

 

Corey looked over at his dearest pal and lifelong fishing buddy, who hadn't said two words to him since leaving the bar. He was beginning to sound more like Tony and the others. And it turned him on.

 

"I'm sorry, man, but she...she sure can suck a mean dick."

 

Tearing up, Corey stepped back, watching her lick, stroke, and deep throat the larger cock. Several times, he desperately tried to tap in, but Lauren waved him off with disinterest, gurgling, and gargling. Finally, clearly irritated, she pulled off Zane's glistening cock, and looked over her shoulder. Choking back copious amounts of spittle that had been pouring from the corners of her mouth, she spit out the excess with ire.

 

"Enough! Sit down, for God's sake!”

 

The rejection stung and stung deeply. Corey nodded with a sickly, resigned expression and plopped down in a recliner. Blue balled for the second time in as many hours, he fingered his dick listlessly, trying to stay hard, knowing the night was not yet over and there was still hope. And clearly, his wife and pal were just getting started.

 

With gentle fingers dancing along the biker's hooked member, Lauren licked the sticky glans where his precum and her saliva mixed into a wondrous concoction, naturally lubricating the shaft for deep dives to those big and heavy balls. As the grip on the back of her head tightened, she descended the entire length, the tip gliding along the roof of her mouth until her chin touched his nutsack.

 

Hold, back off, repeat.

 

Zane moaned softly, looking up at the ceiling, then down at Corey, smiling like he'd just taken that first bite of prime rib at a fine steakhouse.

 

"Doooo-ed."

 

The reflex to gag was overwhelming, especially when the head filled Lauren's throat, blocking most of the air. But she soldiered on, eyes watering as much as her husband's but for very different reasons. When stretched mouth became too parched, Lauren concentrated on licking the underbelly of the long cock, from the base to the tip, then back again, using one hand to steady and the other to maintain a smooth, rhythmic pumping.

 

Zane's expression alternated from a snarl to an O face and back again. 

"You like that dick, don't you, slut? Had to come back for more, didn't cha?"

 

Bloodshot eyes rolled back in his head upon the next deep dive.

 

"OHHHH FUCK FUCK FUCK!"

 

Lauren glugged and trilled, the resulting vibrations causing his seminal fluids to become thicker with heavier consistency. She knew he was close again.

 

"Looks like she's been hungry, my man. What's the matter, Cors, you not taking care of business anymore? "

 

With the maniacal laugh that all Miller women had, Lauren threw her head back, the large and ready-to-discharge dick slapping her on one cheek. Opaque droplets flew through the air, as she wiped them away and stood up.

 

"He can't fuck me the way you can, baby. Never could."

 

"Is that right buddy? That undersized motor got too many miles on it now?"

 

It was an obvious volley to test the waters. When there was no reaction, Zane took it up a notch, stepping behind Lauren, looping one arm around her waist, the other around her neck.

 

"You know I'm going to fuck her, right? Somebody's got to do it."

 

The lovers paused, looking directly into Corey's misty glare, waiting. Waiting for anything. He simply nodded, then lowered his gaze, both hands moving between his legs where a scrawny semi was twitching itself back to full mast.

 

"Hey pal," Zane snapped his fingers. "Up here."

 

Corey lifted his eyes to see Picardo's calloused hands rubbing Lauren's ribbed turtleneck. Shoulders, arms, belly. She leaned back, writhing with pleasure under the mechanic's rough touch, eyes closed...groaning. Groping her small tits beneath the sweater, Zane traced the outline of those perfect globes, teasing out those toothy nipples like a lab technician trying to find a vein.

 

Kissing her neck from behind, the biker sucked hard, surely leaving a mark. With a pop, he tore his lips from her skin. 

"I never did thank you for bringing us together, Cors." 

Intertwining his left hand with Lauren's, he held up her wedding ring. 

"I've dreamt about being with her since I handed you this."

“A symbol of our undying love, right babe?” Smirking, she ground her ass into Zane's crotch, sighing heavily. 

Releasing her hand, he dropped to the bottom of her sweater and began raising it, exposing firm abs, while the other hand caressed a taut tummy.

 

"Didn't know that I wanted to fuck her so bad, did ya? Oh hell yeah. All those parties, all those softball games…Christ, those tight uniform pants! She was your girl, but my fantasy." 

 

Inching the sweater up, both lovers stared intensely at Corey, who was slowly beginning to stroke his own neglected meat.

 

"Dreamt about touching her skin."

 

Zane rolled the turtleneck over Lauren's little breasts and groped them hard. She gasped loudly.

 

"Sucking her nips."

 

Lauren began to purr.

The biker could see the troubled emotions on his friend’s face and decided to give him an out.

 

"Got anything to say...friend?"

 

But Corey was also visibly aroused and very much so. He knew the safe word but didn’t use it.

“No.”

 

"Good," Zane barked, “not that it would matter.”

With a sharp shove, he released Lauren, pushing her towards her husband. 

"Now then. Strip your whore wife for me."

 

Lauren said nothing, just grinned and turned, facing Zane, back to Corey, awaiting the disrobing. Wobbling to his feet, dick flapping between his thighs, the graying wittol swallowed hard. With two hands, he gripped the sweater and pulled it over her head, casting it to the floor.

 

"That's more like it," Picardo smiled at her tiny bouncing breasts. "Mm-mmm. Did Lauren ever tell you I actually hit on her once? Yeah, back when she was coaching. Out of town tourney. Cedar Rapids, I think."

 

Corey looked over his wife's shoulder at the mountain of a man who was slipping off his pants, the abundant package swinging between his legs. 

 

"Yeah, she told me."

“Oh yeah, what do you think about that?”

Lauren giggled. “He jacked off.”

“Hah! Good one. I would’ve used her mouth to get me off instead of my hand, but hey, that’s just me. Anyway, I would've fucked her too, man. Slammed this piece until the whole hotel complained. Know why I didn't?"

 

Zane smiled, looking between the two as his friend shook his head.

 

"Cuz she wouldn't let me. Nope, totally shut me down. She was a good girl then, Cors, a real winner, the perfect wife. And now you've turned her into a grade-A slut.”

The smile on his face faded.

“Are you proud of yourself, you sick, twisted fuck? She's nothing more than a cum dump now, a toy for guys like me to use."

 

That got a giggle from Lauren as Corey stood behind her trembling, the mist in his eyes welling.

 

"Now her skirt. I'm going to fuck that 'til the whole goddamn block wakes up."

 

Eyes closed, Corey did as his friend asked. With two hands, he undid the tiny clasp at the waist, then lowered the zipper until it got to the stop.

 

"Thanks, hon," Lauren whispered, stepping out of the leather.

 

"And the panties," Zane commanded.

 

Slowly, Corey sat back down in the easy chair, pulling the silk underwear down to her ankles as he went. The aroma of her arousal hit his nostrils hard, causing them to flare.

 

"Come 'ere, bitch!" the biker shouted.

 

Naked except for heels, Lauren strolled leisurely over to her date, deliberately bouncing her firm ass so it rocked, made paler by the surrounding tanned back and legs. Knowing her husband could not see, she winked while approaching Zane. He was playing the part quite nicely. With a quick grab of her black mane, he stayed in character, whirling the lithe body into his arms once again.

 

“You want me to fuck her, don’t you? Oh, I know you do. Answer me, do…you…want…me…to…fuck…YOUR WHORE WIFE?”

 

Corey inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly, then nodded.

“I thought so.”

With Lauren's neck in the crook of one arm, the bulging mechanic walked his free hand between her legs, spreading the moist slit until her butterfly was completely exposed, bright pink lips peeking out. 

 

While she squirmed with pleasure, he rubbed his index, middle, and ring fingers against her swelling labia, the wetness coating each digit. A small gasp escaped her when the first one penetrated her yearning hole. As the second followed, the gasp turned into whimpers, her gaze locked defiantly on her husband. Bending slightly to allow better access, Zane wiggled in a third, sliding all three deeper.



His thumb eventually found her swollen button and began to massage it. The more he fingered her, the more she writhed, eyes glazing over, a sure sign she was slipping completely under the biker’s control. 

 

"Oh, God!" Lauren cried out as the first bolt of lightning shot through her seething body. 

Seeing his wife’s raw rapture, Corey sought to feel his own, a hand creeping back around his crinkled member. 

Fap, fap, fap.

Fingers flying now, Zane’s hand probed further, widening the gap between her pussy lips, allowing for greater egress of vaginal fluids as it reacted to the blistering incursion. What began as trickles had become rivulets of clear juices running down the insides of her legs, glistening in the lamplight.

“C’mon, give it up, bitch. Cum for me!”

For Lauren, the bliss was almost unbearable, causing her to twist and squeal, legs scuffling and rising from the floor as Zane held her in place. 

“Ahaaaaaaaaaaaa YES YESSSSSSS!”

Moaning more himself, Corey’s gingerly strokes became faster, more urgent.

“That’s it, man,” Zane coaxed, “pull that fucking pud of yours! Let’s see who’s gonna fuck your wife tonight, shall we? May the best man win!”

Lauren screamed, lifting both feet off the carpet at once. As she came down, Zane’s arms were the only thing keeping her from falling. Thrashing about, globs of secretions were flung near and far, landing conspicuously on various pieces of furniture. 

“Don’t stop, don’t stop! Gunna…gunna…”

Eyes snapping open, Lauren joined Zane in watching her husband furiously masturbate, like some kind of profane spectator event. Laying in his recliner, hands busy, he stared back at them, determined to cum one way or another. 

“Jack it, cucky, jack it for us. Show your buddy how you get off now.”

Corey grunted, barely able to talk, eyes fixated on Lauren’s nakedness, pussy juices puddling in the carpet below her.

Fap, fap, fap.

“OH GOD MAKE ME CUM MOTHERFUCKER!” her carnal howls echoed through the house.

With lubed ease, Zane slipped the rest of his hand up her gasping cunt, shoving it passed the knuckles, thumb working like a piston against her clit. 

“OH NO, OH NO, ohhhhhhhhhhh yesssssss!”

Legs spread wide now, Lauren was nearing the well-deserved climax she’d been earning all night. Slipping a hand behind Zane’s head, she pulled his face to hers. Open lips accepting seeking tongues, Corey looked on as they kissed as only passionate lovers can.

Fap, fap, fap.

Timing it just right. Zane closed his fist and shoved it into her sopping hole even deeper, the sounds of sloppy juices filling the room. 

"OH, MY FUCKING GOD!"

Lauren exploded with the force of a thousand novas, piercing the air with high-pitched shrills, squirming and curling as Zane tried mightily to contain her. With a deep, groan, her body suddenly went limp, collapsing against his chest, where she decompressed, panting heavily. 

+++++

Fap, fap, fap.

Corey continued his self-pleasuring while Lauren recovered, eventually looking over to see her husband struggling mightily to cum. 

"You want him to fuck me, don't you, babe? You want to see your best friend pound me with his much bigger cock, don’t you?"

Corey's eyes focused on his naked wife, fluids running down her legs. Her words were helpful. 

"Yes," he hissed.

Without needing further encouragement, Zane pounced, grabbing Lauren's wrists and pulling her forearms behind her. With one hand pinning them to the small of her back, the other grabbed a fist full of raven hair and pushed the brunette forward, guiding her until she stood in front of her husband, naked and nasty. 

"Grab 'em" he snarled, pushing her down to the recliner's padded arms.

Face to face now, the long-married couple stared at each other, perspiration pouring off their faces. 

 Fap, fap, fap.

Lauren laughed, blowing sweaty bangs from her eyes. "He's going to fuck me, Twisty. Zane’s going to fuck me silly. Right here. Right now. And you can’t do shit about it.”

Fap, fap, fap.

"HOLYEEEE SHIIIIIIT!" she exclaimed as Zane yanked hard on her hair, snapping an already sore neck back, slamming his hard, long, warped cock into her steaming slit as far as it would go. For a brief instant, Corey didn't exist to the two coupled lovers. Nothing did except for pure bliss and passion. The younger man withdrew, then speared her again, and again, and again. 

"Oh fuck...oh fuck...oh fuck. That's it, that's it! DO ME...DO ME!"

With one hand on his dick, Corey reached out and slapped one of his wife's tits as she squeezed the stuffing out of the chair. Lauren squealed with delight.

“That’s it, that’s it,” she snarled. “Treat  me like the whore I am!”

Zane grabbed her hips and ramped up the pace.

"Watch him, babe, watch him fuck your pretty little wife. All those wasted years, those long nights with YOU when I should have been fucking HIM!”

Corey cried out in twisted euphoria as that devastating dagger struck his heart. From there it traveled to his burning crotch, fueling the stew of emotions that was driving the assault on his dick.

"Laur, oh no...you don’t mean that!"

"Don’t I? Do...it...Zane," Lauren begged between long, deep thrusts, “show my button-down hubby how a real man fucks his woman."

"Such...a...hot...twat," Zane muttered, “MY twat now! You don’t want it anymore.”

He nearly blurted out that it wasn’t quite as tight as their daughters, but close. 

"How are you not hitting this EVERY SINGLE NIGHT, dude?" he panted, not missing a beat as he hammered the elder Miller’s bald pussy.  "That’s fucking pathetic. If you won't, believe me, I will."

"Every night, every night, every night," Lauren taunted her husband.

"Right there, oh...oh...oh...right there! Gonna cum again!" she brayed. 

In that moment, Corey no longer saw the woman in front of him as his wife. She was simply a whore, a rabid slut with hair drenched in sweat and spittle flowing uncontrollably from a mouth that had just sucked two dicks.

"OH GOD!" he bellowed, his small balls suddenly contracting.

"Shoo...shoo...shoot it, Twisty, shoot your load. Cum in your hand while your best friend cums in my pussy! That’s how it’s gonna be from now on!" 

That did it.

“FUCK YOU, YOU GODDAMN TRAMP!”

 

With eyes locked on his oldest pal who was busy pummeling his whore-wife’s snatch with earnest, Corey grimaced and roared, his pudgy frame shuddering violently in the Lazy Boy as he came, sending a weak, but voluminous stream of semen onto Lauren's face. 

"Shhhhhhhhittttttttt..." Zane cried out, the scene in front of him too incredibly hot to last much longer. 

Using Lauren’s long hair, he yanked the brunette to her feet, flinging her onto the nearby sofa as she simply laughed dementedly. 

"Take it, take my pussy. HURT ME, HIT ME, FUCK ME! EVERYBODY ELSE DOES!”

Smack.

The first backhand landed squarely on one cheek, splattering Corey's fresh jizz on the cushions. 

Smack, smack.

"DO IT, DO IT, DO IT. Be the man my husband can't anymore!"

Zane grabbed her throat and squeezed while he spread her legs wide. 

"SHUT THE FUCK UP, SLUT!"

More maniacal laughing. It was all fun and games until the mechanic's massive cock slammed full force into her sopping cunt, sending juices everywhere.

"Owwwwwww, GAHD-DAMMMM, SHHHITTTT!"

Faster and deeper, Zane brutally rammed his steel into the beautiful executive's hot pussy as her husband looked on with spent dick.

"Choke me, baby, make me feel it! GAAAHHHHHH!"

Unmerciful now, Zane tightened his hand around her throat and continued the assault, feeling his own climax building. Using his free hand, he slapped both tiny titties, repeatedly, until they began to redden.

"OWWWWWW!"

"My dick’s in your girl, Coreeeee,” the biker shouted over his shoulder. “In your wife’s cunt....Coreeeee!"

Lauren's eyes began to distend as his grip grew tighter. She wanted  to be his cum dump, his whore, his slut!

"Yeth, yeth, take it, take my puth-eee! All yuths baby!"

"Sweet fucking Jesus! I'm gonna cum!”

Zane pulled out and straddled her hips. 

“Where?” he gasped, fingers pumping his own cock, seconds away. 

“His ring,” Lauren sneered back, lifting her left hand, “cum on the ring!”

With a booming voice resounding off the walls, the biker obliged, unloading wave after wave of hot spunk onto her hand, coating bony knuckles until it dripped between wiggling fingers. While most of it found its way onto her belly, enough of the thick white ejaculate stuck to the shiny gold band and sparkling diamond inset to serve the purpose.

“Maybe you should’ve just kept this in your pocket, love,” Lauren professed, referring to Zane’s role in their wedding. 

Holding the ring high, she waved it at her husband who was busy cleaning up his own mess.

“See, babe,” the loving wife snickered, “the best man did win!”

+++++

After basking in the afterglow, the unconventional threesome rose, using various pieces of clothing to wipe up residual fluids.

"How was that?" Zane whispered when Corey went to the kitchen for paper towels. 

Nodding after her husband, who was soiled with his own cum, she smiled broadly. 

“From the looks of things, I'd say pretty good."

"Then my work here is done then," Zane teased.

"Like hell it is," Lauren shook her head, pulling him towards the staircase. "Follow me."

As they climbed to the second floor, she called out down the steps.

“Hey babe, be a dear and bring us up a few drinks, okay?"

+++++

Minutes later, Corey walked out of the kitchen, drink tray in hand: another vodka cranberry for Lauren, and one Old Fashion each for him and Zane.

Killing the whole-house music, Corey navigated through the lower level, turning off the lights one by one. He was a bit jollier now, encouraged by Lauren’s invitation upstairs. 

Bring us up a few drinks,  she had said, not just for me and Zane.. 

If that threesome in Miami with Max the bar owner meant anything, there was still a glimmer of hope of being with Lauren that night, although the thought of Zane being there would take getting used to. 

Corey climbed the stairs to the second level slowly, struggling to keep the tray level. At the top, to the right, were Caroline and Amelia's old bedrooms. Turning left, Corey pattered down the corridor until he got to the master, quite proud for not spilling a drop. Finding the door closed, he shook his head.

Could’ve at least propped it open for me.

With great care, he bent slightly and reached out to turn the handle.

Click.

“What?” he wondered out loud. They hadn’t locked the door in years. Didn't even recall where the key was.

“Lauren?”

A few of her giggles were discernable through the paneled wood.

 

“Zane?”

Nothing.

“C’mon, guys, I have the drinks.”

Still nothing. 

“Ain’t funny. Open the fucking door.”

Had there not been an open house scheduled for the following weekend, Corey might have considered popping the handle. But he didn’t.

What was that?

Pressing an ear to the door, he listened intently. Music. Soft music. Lover’s music. Oddly familiar.

“Dance with me,” he heard Lauren ask Zane. 

The more he listened, the more memories came flooding back. It was that song! Yes, of course was. The first tune they had danced to in their hotel room on their wedding night. Slow, tender, passionate. It was a time when the world seemed to stop around them. 

And now she was sharing their song with him. With his best friend. His best man. 

And soon...they would be sharing his bed.
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+++++

February 9th. Thirteen days to go. 

The cold, peaceful early Iowan morning was shattered as fifteen hundred cubic centimeters of pure Harley-Davidson power roared to life. Inside one of the residences on the idyllic street, Corey Miller sat upright in bed, eyes nudged open by the sudden POP-POP-POP of the idling engine.

For a moment, he couldn't quite place where he was. Squinting in the pre-dawn darkness, he began to recognize Caroline's old bedroom, then glanced down at his phone.

Half past six. What the fuck?

Tossing off a pink, frilly comforter, the red eyed father stumbled to the window and looked down at the cul-de-sac. There beneath him, flooded in orange sodium vapor, a shadowy figure on a large bike walked the machine backwards into the street, put it in gear, and zoomed out of sight.

Zane Picardo.

As the fog of sleep slowly dissipated, Corey recalled it was Friday. Of course, must be headed to the garage. While the remnants of the motorcycle rumbling faded in the distance, situational awareness began to pepper his consciousness.

Zane...Caroline's bedroom...morning.

Corey saw the frown of his reflection looking back at him in the frosty window.

It all made sense now.

Zane and Lauren had been out drinking.

Corey joined them.

All three came back to their house.

The mechanic had spent the night.

...and thoroughly fucked my wife.

+++++

Goddamnit, Picardo! the biker shook his head as freezing winds buffeted him and Bessy. Just couldn't keep your dick under control, could you?

With a crusty mixture of Lauren's juices and semen still stuck to his very cold penis, Zane cursed a profound lack of willpower and good judgment. The first time he'd been with his best friend's wife was arguably not his fault. Okay, sure, maybe a better friend would have dragged her ass out of Freddie's restroom, given her his bed, then slept elsewhere. But he'd been unaware of the Miller's game at the time, she'd thrown himself at him, and he was way lit. I mean, what's a guy to do?

But this time he knew exactly what he'd gotten himself into and did nothing to stop it. That made him as complicit as anyone. And let's face it, he didn't take Lauren out on a date to perpetuate Corey's kink. He'd done it to get another taste of that glorious pussy.

At the end of the day, what did that say about him?

+++++

Furrowed forehead against the windowsill, patchy memories of the previous evening began to reconstruct themselves in bits and pieces. Playing second fiddle to his best friend, being a third wheel to Lauren's date, being outed in a bar. If that hadn't been enough, he had to endure being blue-balled by his own wife in favor of his lifelong buddy. AND the guy purposely spilled his seed over her wedding ring, a symbol of undying love repurposed to one of affront.

Yesteryear's Corey would not have stood for it. One minute after seeing their amorous behavior in the honky-tonk, Zane would have had a fist in his face. Two minutes after that, the biker and his coworkers would have kicked his ass, but at least Corey would have taken his shot.

Now, of course, the dynamic was different. The fetish had grown from fantasy to reality, and while Lauren continued to spiral out of control with her newly encouraged freedom, so did Corey, the kink exercising a grip akin to any drug addiction. He not only wanted to experience the things Lauren was enabling but was also beginning to need it. The thrill was ever elusive now, harder to chase. At first, he was content with Lauren dressing sexier. Then it was flirting, watching her have sex, and recently, a penchant for being humiliated. What was next?

Whatever it was, his wife and best friend seemed willing to take him there.

+++++

Indeed, that addiction was the chief reason he hadn't stopped last night's show on the couch; why he hadn't broken into the master bedroom. Resigned to being locked out, he had slid down the door on his back, drink tray in hand, and listened intently. With cupped ears, he had tried to catch anything that would give him a clue as to what was going on in his room. His bed. His sheets.

There had been giggles, then passionate sighs, followed by more giggles.

'So handsome...'

'So beautiful...'

'You like that?'

'Mmmm, Jesus, you do that so well...'

More sighs, gasps, perfervid moans.

While carrying their drinks upstairs a mere five hours ago, Corey had been so sure he was going to get lucky too. Although he knew his friend was better equipped, with far more stamina, the threesome with Max the Miami bar owner only months ago had gone quite well, so the older man had figured 'why not'?

But that was then, and now the shunned project manager had found himself on the outside listening in, one hand bending an earlobe, the other clasped around a growing erection.

There had been rustling, then more whispering voices that seemed to be just on the other side of the door.

'What do you think he's doing?' Zane had asked.

'Probably jacking off,' Lauren had chuckled.

Corey remembered looking down at the hand stroking his withered penis and drawing a breath.

More giggles, mere inches away through the white panels.

'Enough about him, are you going to fuck me, or what?'

'Get in bed, bitch.'

For the next several minutes, Corey sat on the floor, in the hallway, back against the door and tugging on his cock while listening to the naughty sounds of foreplay. He couldn't always make out what the two were saying, but the sloppy kisses were unmistakable. And there were the occasional snippets.

'Right there...'

'Oh, shit, yes, make love to me...'

Gradually pillow talk gave way to random, impassioned moans. As the creaking bed became brisker, so did their fervent cries, crescendo after crescendo, until yelps of mutual climaxes were clearly heard through the paneled wood. Then...nothing.

Sliding up the door to his feet, cock dangling from rumpled trousers, Corey had left the tray of drinks outside the master chambers and staggered across the hallway into Caroline's old bedroom. A blast from the past, the couple had kept it the same as when their daughter moved out so she could relive memories when visiting.

But Corey was not into waxing nostalgic, especially right then. Hurrying passed framed photos and momentos on the way to her bathroom, he had barely flipped up the floral lace toilet seat cover when he came, one hand on his dick, the other making a fist which he bit to suppress the sound of his orgasm. Below, small jets of ejaculate shot into the porcelain bowl below, clotting in the water, then dispersing.

Exhausted, the besieged graying wittol had slowly made his way toward Caroline's decidedly froufrou bed, shedding clothing along the way, not caring where they landed. Climbing in, wearing just his briefs, Corey's evening concluded when he pulled the frilly blankets over his head and fell into a fitful sleep.

+++++

Lauren's night, of course, had finished quite differently. Both her and Zane were well oiled before Corey ever arrived at the bar, and this only served to fuel their behavior. She knew she had pushed her husband at Shady's with the bait and switch. 'Dinner with a friend' had become 'Drinks with a date', but hoped her conduct would supply the nurturing he needed. True, outing him had not been planned, yet in the moment, it seemed like a devilishly roguish way to pull his levers. And from the looks of things, it had worked.

Nor had she planned on locking him out of the bedroom, just after asking him to bring them drinks. But she could tell Zane had been a little weirded out by them having sex in front of Corey on the couch. Besides, Corey had mentioned several times how hot it was listening to her fuck. Of course, there was no way of really knowing how that affected him until morning, she told herself while brushing Zane's cum out of her mouth. The sun would come up soon enough.

+++++

As the big bike faded into the dawn, Corey turned from the window and looked across his daughter's bedroom. All along the dresser were various pictures of the family. He and the girls on fishing trips; Cee and her mom on softball and soccer outings; Lauren exuding that perfect PTA mother and wife persona. The one that used to exist BC, or 'before cuck' as she had taken to calling it. As sick as it sounded, these are the photos he masturbated to while sounds of his wife being pummeled for the countless time echoed across the way. Even he couldn't deny crossing the line when cumming on a framed photo of Lauren and Caroline hugging each other. How depraved it must have looked, his aging body kneeling on his daughter's mattress, milking hot jizz out of his withered cock onto their faces. Still, the climax experienced was simply beyond words.

Making a mental note to wash the soiled purple sheets, Corey stepped across the hallway and put his ear to the door of the master bedroom, listening carefully. Hearing nothing, he tried the knob, which turned easily, unlike the night before. With little effort, it swung open to the rosy first fingers of a rising sun falling on the king bed. His bed. Their marital bed. The bed where his buddy had just subjected Corey's wife to untold debauchery. And somewhere beneath the covers was Lauren, snoring quietly as she slept off a night of drinking and cocksucking.

Stealthily creeping closer until standing at the headboard, he peered down at the petite lump, the blanket gently rising and falling with each breath. Only a nose was visible, poking through that dark mane of hair, which appeared dirty and matted. The smell of sweat and semen hung in the air, removing any doubt of the fornication that had occurred. A quick flick of the sheets uncovered Lauren's body, nude except for a pair of woolly socks undoubtedly donned sometime during the night to keep her feet warm.

Corey drank in the lithe body, now coated with Zane's dried cum. Jesus Christ. Not one surface had been spared. Her face, tits, and pussy had all taken a load. Had to have been a cup or more. For a split second, he considered peeing on her to wash away the sticky glaze but decided against it. Open house was next weekend, after all.

Instead, he removed his tighty-whiteys and kicked them off, taking his geriatric dick into one hand and fingering hairy, pokey nipples with the other.

"Fucking slut," Corey murmured as he stroked. "Goddamn whore."

Faster he fiddled, hoping to eke out one more nut to completely deplete his aging balls. He imagined Zane on top and behind her, spearing that shaved pussy relentlessly until they both came, collapsing in the very spot where Corey laid his head most nights. Indeed, in the ever-brightening room, the natural light highlighted several dull patches on the sheets where the fibers had been sullied.

Fap, fap, fap. 

Several minutes passed as the patriarch of the Miller family stood over his wife, jerking off, eyes closed with all sorts of imaginings going through his head. He was so lost in those mental images and mutterings that he didn't notice Lauren beginning to stir, awakened by warm covers replaced by cool ambient air. When Corey opened his eyes again, he was surprised to see her sitting upright against the headboard, legs crossed, yawning.

"Well, good morning."

Caught off guard, he stopped in mid-stroke, frozen by her voice.

"I...I...I..." he stammered, caught with his fingers in the proverbial cookie jar.

Lauren looked at him with pity and mirth. She could see both arousal and embarrassment in his eyes.

"Don't stop because of me. Do you like what you see? His cum all over Moi?"

Bending her knees, she parted her legs with Hollywood flair and framed her flaking pussy with both hands. With a smirk, the sexy minx pulled open her butterfly, exposing its soft, pink bellies.

"Mmmm, Twisty, that's your best friend's spunk dripping out of my well fucked cunt. He did me soooo good, babe. All...night...long. Pity you can't do that anymore."

Corey blinked.

"Can you?"

Lowering his head, he shook it in shame.

"Here," Lauren patted the mattress in front of her. "Come masturbate for me."

With some embarrassment at being caught, he climbed onto the bed, wobbling.

Further spreading her legs, she placed two fingers each into her glistening hole. Peering at him from behind longs, straight black bangs, Lauren implored him to continue.

"Go on, then, baby. Jack it."

Hesitantly, Cory began to slide his antiquated dick once again through thumb and forefinger, tightening the grip as it passed through a sweaty palm. Lauren smiled at the once he-man construction worker kneeling on the mattress trying to keep his balance, stroking with purpose, his gray-haired weak chest jiggling. Not far below, a semi-hard manhood struggled to regain its glory while old balls battled gravity.

"Does your cock feel good?"

Corey nodded, pursing his lips.

Her middle and ring fingers pulled her labia further apart.  "It would feel better in here though, wouldn't it?"

The golden rays outside were brighter now, streaming in the two windows on either side of the headboard, illuminating the couple's degeneracy and making Lauren seem she was heaven sent. To the sixty-one-year-old, she was.

"Yes."

"Look closely, Twisty. That's where your best friend was just minutes ago. Left yet another deposit before leaving."

He did, and just below the new tattoo of a small red fox with its fluffy tail wrapped around most of its body, was a small amount of dried cum. It appeared to have ran and stuck to her taint.

Fap, fap, fap. 

"But you knew that, didn't you. Did you hear us last night? I was extra loud, just for you."

Corey nodded again. Of course, he'd heard, how could he not? Fuck me like your bitch came to mind.

"He made me cum. Over and over and over," Lauren mouthed softly, looking mercifully at her husband's much smaller dick. "Well, at least someone can." Her husband's scruffy early morning jowls formed a wrinkled O-face.

"Shit..."

Ooh, he liked that. Giggling, she slid further down the headboard, splaying her knees ever wider, giving him a good view of her pink meat.

"Wanna know a secret?" she asked singingly. "Zane told me he'd lusted after me for all these years. He spent three decades looking over your shoulder, wondering how I was in bed. Wondering if I sucked your cock at night. Wondering if I swallowed, and how it would be to fuck my little asshole."

Unsteady now, Corey shifted weight from knee to knee to relieve the arthritic pain that was beginning to set in. "I can't believe I never noticed." There had been signs of course, as recently as the mechanic's admission at Thanksgiving. Who wouldn't tap that if given a chance?

Lauren stuck out her tongue with plenty of mockery. "Wanna know what's hotter?"

Corey grimaced, barely able to speak as she pulled apart her anus. The sight of her gaping brown asshole just below that beautiful, shaved pussy nearly made him cum.

"He's not wondering anymore."

With much delight and sense of satisfaction, Lauren watched as her husband retched, then trembled uncontrollably, like with fever. Short unintelligible words came from his mouth, stuttering, like he was incapable of finishing a sentence.

"You want to fuck your whore wife, don't you babe?

His face reminded her of one of those zombie movies, where the afflicted's eyes rolled back in their heads and foam formed at the corners of their mouth.

Corey looked hopeful and took two-knee steps towards her.

"Then you'll have to do it in your mind," Lauren cooed, snapping her legs shut. "Rules, remember?"

Corey groaned loudly. "No, c'mon."

"Don't worry, I'll help you. Close your eyes and feel that little dick slip in my freshly fucked cunt."

"I don't see why I can't..."

"DO IT!"

Clearly confused and agitated, but also extremely aroused, Corey yielded, closing his eyes.

"Go now. Go where so many of your friends have gone."

"They have?" he gasped.

"Not all of them, silly. Just the ones who laugh behind your back."

"No..."

"Oh yes. They know the cuck you really are. Most have taken their shot, too Twisty." That was a lie, but he had no way of knowing and she knew it would push his buttons.

"Nuhgggggggnn-ahh."

"Remember what it's like to take be in my pussy, baby? To feel it close around your cock, all warm and cozy?"

"Mmmm."

"Feel it slip deeper, drawing you in?"

"Yesssss."

"That's it, pretend your callous hand is my nasty cunt. Think of where its been."

For second time in the last few hours, Corey found himself kneeling on a bed, jacking off. Only this time it wasn't to a picture of his wife and daughter. Lauren fingered herself while watching his fat, anile body squiggling like jelly while sliding his erection through both hands, pretending it was the pussy that was right in front of him, rather than pouncing on her and taking it like a man. Instead, he continued to masturbate, eyes closed, face contorted into a most perverted O-face.

"Feel my arms around you, scratching your back as you pound me."

One hand moved to his sensitive nipples while the other kept stroking.

"Hmmm. What's in there, sweetie? So hot and gooey and slick?"

The O-face became more defined. Corey's torso began teetering, his sagging pecs jiggling.

"Ohhhhh, is that Zane's spunk? Is it coating your dick, Twisty? Is that your best friend's cum your cock is swimming in?"

"OH GOD LAUREN!"

It was amusing in a sadistic sort of way to see the poor man thrusting his hips into the air with nothing to fuck but his hand.

Fap, fap, fap.

"Looks like you were a day late and a dollar short, cucky."

"FUUUUCCCKKKK!"

"That's it, faster, stroke it faster. Dump your load on me."

Corey could feel his release building and opened his eyes. "Please let me make love to you."

"I don't think so."

"Why?"

"I can't tell you."

"What? Why?"

Lauren sucked her lower lip into her mouth. "To tell the truth, after your buddy Zane, I'm not sure I'd even feel it."

"OH YOU FILTHY FUCKING SLUT!"

With a caterwaul that resembled the death of animal deep in a forest, Corey came hard, his scorned penis heaving and erupting with the last vestiges of semen that his tired testes could spawn. Grunting repeatedly, the small amount that did spurt onto the sheets pooled in front of him. Doubling over, his pudgy belly protruding well beyond a thick waist, he eventually fell to his elbows, wheezing.

"Nice finish," Lauren offered, gathering him in her arms after he collapsed beside her. "Better than a sock, huh?"

Corey just sighed, holding her tight, throwing a leg over hers as if he was trying to climb inside her very soul. "Not as good as the real thing, though."



Lauren giggled again, showering his cheeks and hair with kisses until he caught his breath. Then, with a long one to his forehead...

"We need to talk."

+++++

As his dick began to once again turtle, the weary husband turned on his side.

"Okay."

"Are you really good with how we are? What we're doing?"

Corey shrugged. "Seens to me you're doing all the work."

"You know what I mean. Like last night."

"You mean getting locked out of my own bedroom...in my own house...and having to listen to my wife get fucked by my best friend?"

"See?" Lauren punched a flabby bicep. "You never say anything, but then make smart ass comments later. If it's too much we can..."

"Stop? Like you would if I ask?"

Lauren chewed on that but did not answer.

"I thought so," Corey frowned. The silence wasn't surprising.

Finally, she nodded her head. "Yes. But we'd never be the same."

Corey raised his chin and rested it on her chest. "Agreed."

"Wait, that was my question and you twisted it. Now its your turn."

"I haven't used the word, have I?"

"No, you haven't.

"But you sure send conflicting messages. On one hand, you act like I'm sticking a knife in your back, but then on the other, the next thing I know you're making a mess."

Both of them looked at the newly formed puddle in the middle of the bed.

"I know, I'm sorry. It's a love-hate thing. I can't explain it. It's like...," Corey shut his eyes, trying to think of a good analogy. "It's like popping a good-sized zit, you know? You prod, you poke, you cajole. Painful and exhilarating, all at the same time. Then you grab it between your thumb and finger and squeeze. Easy at first, cuz it hurts. Then gradually harder, anticipating...until it breeches, the release overwhelmingly satisfying even though you know you've just cratered your face."

Lauren cocked an eyebrow. "That's how it feels? Pressure?"

Rolling onto his back, Corey put one hand behind his head and nodded in acknowledgment.

"Yeah. All those emotions, built over time, need relief. Every second that goes by is painfully exquisite, relishing the mounting pressure that's forged by little things. Seeing men ogle you, flirt with you. Thinking of you alone, a thousand miles away, knowing you are hunting and being hunted. It can all be solved by thirty seconds in the bathroom, but it's more fun to let the tension evolve. Then a trigger comes along to provide that valve. It can be a wet dream or..."

"A real one?"

"Yeah. Like last night."

Stroking his hair, Lauren kissed his nose. "You are quite the enigma, Mr. Miller."

Corey sighed heavily. "A broken one. I guess most guys like me are in some way."

Gently jostling his head, she disagreed.

"That's bullshit. You're just wired differently. The circuitry simply took a while to come together. You've been getting off on guys eyeing me for years, although you kept that a secret. Now, we've taken it to the next level. There are no more secrets."

Well, not many anyway, she tightened her lower jaw.

"So...how many more levels are there?" He thought back to her selling herself, well aware he wasn't the only one of them with kinks.

Rolling onto her side to spoon, Lauren ran fingers through his hair.

"It doesn't matter, we'll climb them together, okay? You know, I don't often say it, but you deserve a lot of credit for helping me see sex in a different light. It's a gift to share, to enjoy."

Corey snuggled against the contour of her back, the head of his now flaccid cock retreating into its hood at the coldness of her flesh.

"And thank you for not thinking I'm broken."

+++++

February 12. Ten days to go. 

'Your destination is on the right.'

Charlie Weber checked the GPS address and slowed his yellow Kia Soul in front of an unassuming one-story house. It didn't look like much. Clay tiled roof. A few palm trees, shrubs, and a brick horseshoe driveway. Typical for homes in the wealthy Miami neighborhood of Coral Gables. While the front was relatively austere, the inside and rear of the property would be where the real money was, many of them backing up to one of the city's canals.

Steering his small car onto the stone path and shutting off the engine, the young man hesitated before getting out. While he had dropped Chloe Ceallaigh off plenty of times at hotels and tricks' homes, this particular trip made him feel like he was leading the lamb to slaughter. Before he could come around to help remove her wardrobe trunk, she had it halfway out the backseat, landing on the driveway with a thud.

"Jeez, Chloe, how many outfits do you need in one day?" he asked, righting the hard-shell Samsonite and following her to the front door.

"Talent has to bring their own wardrobe, you know that."

"I thought you said the screenplay was mostly pool related?"

"It is, but one must be prepared."

Charlie shook his head. It seemed ironic so much clothing was needed for a scene that would ultimately contain none. Nor was he thrilled about his roommate's decision to be in yet another adult film. Sometimes it seemed her goal of retiring from the sex industry by the age of thirty was just too aggressive. After pressing the doorbell, the pair stood in silence and waited until a buxom middle-aged blonde opened the door. Dressed in denim shorts and a black concert tee, sporting pink eyeglasses, her attractive yet well-worn features indicated that she at one time may have been on the other side of the camera.

"Yes?"

"Chloe Ceallaigh to see Mr. Hammond. I'm scheduled to work with Jason Aldridge today."

The woman gave both a once over. She was definitely going to need to check the ages for these two. With some hesitation, the blonde made way for them to enter.

"They're out by the pool," she said flatly. "I'm Patti. Come back and see me before you do anything but talk, ya hear? You need to sign your life away."

A look of concern crossed Charlie's face.

"She's joking," Chloe rolled her eyes, pulling him onto the patio.

Glancing back over his shoulder, he wasn't so sure. Patti shot him an amused look.

Outside, the veranda opened to a large backyard surrounded by a tall privacy fence. Milling about were five or six crew members.

"Chloe!"

A man not much older than Charlie waved and called her over. He was standing next to a couple amicable looking gentlemen in their mid-forties. "

"Hi Jason!"

"Hi babe. You're early."

"You said there would be a lot of paperwork."

"Oh, there is. Chloe, this is Georgie Hammond, our awesome, creative director. And this is Ambrose Friar, your, uh, husband for the day. Guys, Chloe Ceallaigh."

The dancer exchanged pleasantries with the two older men. Jason was fire as always, dressed in tight midnight blue swim trunks that highlighted his large package quite nicely. Everything about him screamed sex, from large square shoulders and rippling muscles to a tight six-pack. The producer-director was nice enough too, sporting typical Miami hipster garb but speaking with a New Jersey accent. Ambrose simply smiled and looked on, knowing his place as second fiddle. In an industry where youth was king, his age had relegated the one-time star to character roles such as this.

"You done work for Bartholin House before?" Georgie asked the well-endowed redhead.

"Um, no. Actually, I haven't done many videos. Only a few. Last one was with Impure Films I believe," she replied, looking nervous.

"Great, a novice," Hammond harrumphed. "Still, fresh faces are always a plus. Nice hair. Great tits. You'll do fine. You read the script? You know what we're shooting today?"

"A sequel to Mary Poppins?" the redhead quipped, grinning.

The director looked at Jason with a grin.

"Hitchcock wasn't wrong."

Jason just shrugged.

Then the director noticed Charlie.

"Who are you?"

A pregnant pause crept over the conversation before Chloe piped up.

"My agent."

The color drained from her roommate's face. What?

The redhead bit her lip. Why the hell did I say that?

Hammond shot him a look of doubt. Mighty young to be an agent. And yet, everyone looked young to him these days.

"Good, cuz having husbands or friends around a set is nothin' but trouble." Then to Charlie, "Don't get in the way, capeesh?"

Chloe clenched her teeth and scolded herself for fibbing. Why didn't she just introduce him as a pal or even her driver? Either would have gotten him escorted out, which any other time she would have preferred. So why lie now? Did she want him to stay and watch her...fuck?

"Alright, let's run this down, then you go find Patti, sign papers, and go to makeup.

"We're doing a series of shorts about cucks. It'll be one of several, but this is the only one you three will be appearing in. Terms will be in the contract, and we don't shoot shit until you sign. This episode follows the characters of Millie and Fred, a really hot wife who we will infer doesn't get much at home. They just hosted a pool party and hubby's much younger boss is the last one to leave. But not by accident. He's been flirting with wifey the entire time and the viewer will see the sparks fly between them. Hubby notices it too but does nothing about it. It's his boss, right? What can he do?

"As the other guests clear out, he sees his chance by helping clean up. What host doesn't want that? Dialogue begins once they get to the bedroom after Millie spills wine on Jax. We'll start with a blowjob, then cunnilingus, missionary, doggy and reverse cowgirl. It all ends with anal. Wife and boss humiliate poor Fred throughout, so make sure you know your lines."

The director looked at Chloe. "You tested?"

She nodded. "About a week ago."

"Flushed out? Do you need an enema? Patti can help with that."

"No, I did this morning."

"Then what are you waiting for? Go!"

After hearing that kind of exchange, Charlie debated leaving altogether. He was used to seeing his friend take her clothes off and disappear into the VIP rooms at the club, but this was on a whole other level. Knowing someone was having sex and seeing them do it were two different things entirely, and he wasn't quite sure he could handle it. Lately, his feelings for her had grown immensely. Well beyond friendship, and while he knew she didn't feel the same, it didn't change how he felt. At the same time, she hadn't asked him to leave, either.

With a sigh, the mop-haired kid took a seat out of the way, behind where technicians were setting up lighting. She must have had good reason for him to hang around, enough to lie. Maybe she was just afraid. Or perhaps she just wanted to know he was near. Either way, Charlie had always been there, and he wasn't going to quit her now.

+++++

Inside the palatial residence, Chloe signed all legal papers Patti put in front of her. While looking them over, the older woman stole glances at the girl as the makeup artist did her thing.

"Autumn Breeze, huh? Nice stage name."

"Thanks."

"You've done porn?"

"Only a few scenes. All with Jason. You?"

Patti smiled. "A few. Hundred."

"But not now?"

"Oh, I help Georgie out when he needs a MILF or mom. But mostly I keep my clothes on these days."

"I see. Now I'll have to do some searches, just to see you naked. You're absolutely beautiful."

That was so Chloe, always the flirt, making people feel good about themselves.

"And so are you."

The two women felt sparks fly while the makeup girl carried on primping and painting. She'd seen it all before. But as much as Chloe liked the touch of a female, she enjoyed cock more, which brought her thoughts back to the fair-skinned boy waiting for her poolside.

Agent? I called him my agent. What was I thinking?

Did she really want him there? After all, there was still time to ask him to leave. And he'd probably go without protest. But why had she enabled this in the first place? It wasn't out of fear. Being an escort, she'd been alone with men plenty. Plus, Jason was there, and for the most part, Bartholin House was a reputable production company.

So why? Did she actually want him to see her have sex? Maybe for some strange, unresolved voyeuristic reason? What would be the purpose? Jealousy? Titillation? He'd seen her in the buff plenty of times, so nudity wouldn't be a big deal. Seeing her do the nasty would be new to him, hopefully. The shorts she'd done previously had limited distribution and were never on the internet, so it was unlikely he'd ever seen them. To have him see her fucking - even if it was mostly acting  - would also be opening a door on a threshold not yet crossed. For years Chloe had kept her feelings at bay and sex out of their relationship. That was intentional, of course, to save the poor boy from a lot of heartache.

So, the question remained. Why now?

+++++

The afternoon sun was not warming Amelia's old bedroom much as Lauren worked through her oldest daughter's closet, clothing piling up with items for charity. It was always tough to give away outfits that had been barely worn, but there was no sense in tossing them in the garbage. Someone would be happy to have warm, gently used sweaters. While contemplating whether to keep an old Cyclones sweatshirt, her phone rang.

"Lauren?"

"Yes," she answered cautiously. The male voice sounded familiar.

"It's Myles. Myles Kanzanka."

A broad smile crossed the brunette's face. "Oh wow, hi Myles."

"You sound surprised."

Lauren dropped the Iowa State swag into the charity pile. "Well, it's not every day a billionaire calls me."

"You know I'm just a regular guy."

"Sure, that hundred-million-dollar yacht screams normal."

Kanzanka laughed. "You got me there. Listen, interestingly enough, that's why I'm calling. I'm hosting another cruise next weekend. I was wondering if you and your husband, um..."

"Corey."

"Yeah, Corey. Was wondering if you two would like to join us."

A moment of silence followed. An earlier invite months ago had been Max's idea as part of a plot to finally give Corey what he'd been pestering her for. This, on the other hand, was a direct invitation from the owner himself.

"I'm flattered, but why us?"

"Why not you? You're a fun, energetic, liberal minded couple. You know that my parties can get a little risqué, and yet you don't judge. Precisely the people I need to go out on the dinghy with us."

She had to admit, the wealthy man was a pretty nice guy and had a way of putting people at ease.

"I'd love to, but I'm afraid my husband won't be in Miami. He's got a couple more weeks in Des Moines."

"Ah, that's too bad. Decent chap. Didn't get in the way."

You mean he didn't mind his wife getting laid.

"Well, that settles it then, you'll fly solo. Max will probably be there if he can get away. You guys can catch up."

Another fifteen seconds of dead air before Lauren drew her next breath.

"Okay, sure, I'm in."

"That's great. I'll send details to this number. As always, come as you are but bring a swimsuit. I liked the gold one, by the way."

"You remember, Mr. Kanzanka, I'm flattered."

There was a laugh at the other end of the phone before it went dead.

"You are hard one to forget, Miss Lauren."

+++++

"Let's go folks," Georgie clapped his hands. "We've already got b-roll, now let's get some establishing shots and promos."

Charlie looked up from his phone as Chloe and Jason, er...Millie and Jax...walked onto the patio from the house through a sliding glass door. It had been about forty minutes since they'd disappeared into makeup and the results were stunning. Shiny skin, typical even for tanned bodies in the scorching Florida sun, was now gone, replaced by a deep, even primer, set by powder that gave their pores an even glow for 4K filming. Dressed only in a skimpy green bikini, the dancer's face was smooth and radiant, heavy on the mascara to give her a decidedly slutty appearance. Jason's face had a more natural look now, with obvious hotspots toned down. The swim trunks he wore looked more like men's underwear than anything else and showed off his manhood well. For his part as the cuck, Ambrose was void of all makeup, allowing for a pale, pasty, unhealthy look, all by design, of course.

Such stereotypes, Charlie mused. Just like Hollywood, porn is complete bullshit too.

As if to make his point, Hammond ran the actors through several scenes that would ultimately establish the short.

- The wife and boss innocently talking.

- The boss helping her clean up after the party. They filmed a shot of them both doing dishes at the sink while they watched through a window, laughing amorously while hubby straightened up the pool deck. 

- A clumsy wife spilling remnants from a wine glass on Jax's trunks.

After that, it was the photographer's turn. As Charlie looked on, a chubby guy named Wayne guided Chloe, Jason, and Ambrose through a series of stills which would be used to promote the fine film.

- Millie the Wife and Jax, the husband's young, handsome boss tossing back and forth a large red and white beach ball, smiling and chatting innocuously as Fred sits in the background enjoying a fruity cocktail.

- Millie and Jax in the pool, splashing and flirting as the husband looks on, unconcerned.

- Several scenes where the boss rubs suntan lotion on his employee's wife's back, and she his, while staring at his impressive crotch. Then...sans trunks.

Christ, no wonder he does adult films.

"Okay, Millie," Wayne instructed, using the stage name to help her stay in character, "Millie licks the tip, holds, then turns this way."

Chloe did so obediently, lips closing around the big cock's head, eyes looking at the camera. This went on for several minutes as the photographer put them through the paces.

"Deep throat and hold." 

"Ball fondle and hold."

"Kiss, stroke...and hold."

"Condescending grins from both wife and boss towards husband."

"Hubby, arms up with questioning expression."

Charlie had to admit, even though he was watching a live action blowjob, had it been anyone but Chloe, the whole moment would have been anything but erotic. Yet, although she was relatively inexperienced at filming - her body language was hesitant, and directions had to be repeated - she was the consummate professional throughout. As everyone began to perspire under the mid-day sun, he could see the nerves in her eyes. Occasionally, she'd glance his way, just for a split second, then go back to the task at hand. Just making sure I'm here, he guessed, suppressing the urge to whisk her away. Watching her devour a penis within yards was one of the toughest things he ever had to do.

A quick break for dabs of makeup and water, then the shoot resumed. This time Jason was laying back on a chaise lounge with Chloe going down on him, topless, pendulous breasts swaying.

"Slurp and hold."

"Deep now, then slowly back up. Look at your husband."

Although patently contrived, Charlie found himself adjusting his shorts to hide an embarrassing erection. The girl he'd sat on the couch with just last night watching sitcoms was now fellating a perfect male specimen. A scene the young man had often jacked off to, although in those fantasies, he himself had been the recipient of that pleasurable activity.

And so it went, pose after pose. Chloe eventually lost her bottoms and straddled the ripped Adonis while silently mocking her fake husband. Ambrose in turn hovered over the two, acting like he was losing his mind. It was all well scripted with Wayne moving them through each sequence. Between takes, the actors cut up and joked with each other like old friends. It was all so sterile, and if the female lead hadn't been Charlie's secret crush, he doubted that he'd be sprouting the hard-on he was desperately trying to hide. A few times Patti even nudged the director, pointing at the pubescent 'agent', noting how the color had drained completely from the young man's face.



"You okay over there?" Hammond asked, grinning, to which Charlie simply nodded.

"Get him some water. We don't need the fuckin' medics here today."

Fifteen minutes later, Wayne indicated he had what was needed, but not before Georgie caught Jason trying to inconspicuously slip into his co-star. To Charlie's chagrin, the chemistry between the two was clear, and left to their own devices, they would have surely had sex, cameras or no cameras. And the crew chief knew it.

"Knock that shit off," he barked. The director wasn't above using fake cum, but he preferred real money-shots whenever possible. Best to save it for the live action.

While the crew moved lighting and sound equipment to the bedroom, the others gathered around a kitchen island, making small talk and snacking on fruit. Charlie and Chloe learned that the set was really a vacation home for a big shot Hollywood movie producer who had vested interest in Bartholin House's success. Whenever the stress in LA got too much, he'd jet to Miami and use his sailboat, conveniently moored at a dock in the canal out back.

"Sometimes even in the company of a Bartholin starlet or two," Wayne winked.

+++++

"Alright, alright, look alive, we're losing light," Georgie came breezing through the kitchen, motioning everyone into the master bedroom. Charlie slowly climbed carpeted steps to a loft with a railing overlooking the entire area. The platform was void of furniture but appeared to be meant for a home office.

"Okay, so, here's the deal," Hammond explained. "They'll be a voice over in post from the wifey's perspective explaining how well the pool party with friends and neighbors went. Now its winding down and the only one left is Fred's boss, Jax. He is SO helpful in cleaning up, and a real nice guy. Kind of cute too. We've already been through the lead-in, now this is where the rubber meets the road. You all remember your lines?"

The three actors nodded.

"Good, let's do it."

After the crew took some meter readings and makeup hit some hot spots, the director called for quiet and filming began.

"I'm sooooo sorry for spilling that drink on you," a smiling bikini-clad 'Millie' led her husband's boss into the bedroom. "Here, let's see if one of Fred's shorts will fit you."

After grabbing a pair of swim trunks from the dresser, Millie held them up to Jax's waist and giggled.

"Nope, these won't do."

With hands on her hips, she suggested the only solution would be to launder them.

"Nothing else to wear," Jax announced slyly, clasping his hands together in defeat.  "I wore these over here."

"No problem," Millie replied, handing him a pair of 'Fred's' underwear, then turned to look away, like any modest, good girl would do. "Put these on, I won't look."

In the loft above, despite mixed emotions, Charlie had to chuckle. As good a stripper, escort, and many a men's unofficial therapist Chloe may be, she was terrible at acting. 

"Cue Fred," Georgie pointed to the veranda. A second later, Ambrose appeared outside a sliding door that led from the bedroom to the patio, wide eyed, nose to the glass.

With the good wife averting her eyes, Jax slid off his trunks, once again displaying the weapon of mass destruction he was famous for. Fred's eyes got even bigger. Seconds later the younger man donned the wimpy husband's briefs only to find they were ridiculously too small for his package. The tip of the cock even protruded from the elastic waistband while his shaved nut sack hung out of the leg holes. Assuming he was now decent, Millie turned around only to cover her face in mock surprise when she saw the alluring bulge.

"Oh my God!" she exclaimed dramatically, her fingers slowly parting to sneak a peek.

"They're a little tight," Jax observed, "I may need some help taking them off."

Millie approached her husband's boss seductively. "Of course, and we better hurry before it restricts too much blood, and you have to see a doctor."

Charlie shook his head as he watched his friend kneel and slowly peel down the white undies. Who the hell writes this stuff?

From the depths of the woefully small shorts sprung the massive tool. Then things got real.

"Suck it," Georgie directed Chloe. "But no release, Jason. Save it for the money shot."

Outside looking in, Ambrose's character was beside himself, cheek scrunched against the slider, fists pounding in the door. "What are you doing, honey?" his muffled words could barely be heard inside.

"Hmm, oh this is nice," Millie professed profusely, ministering to the large cock like she had for the stills, only this time more intense and over-the-top. Soon she was taking most of it down her throat and Jax was squirming with closed eyes.

"Fuh-uh-KAH!"

For Charlie, the stew of emotions was just beginning to stir. So, this is how she looks after disappearing behind closed doors; what her regulars at Randy Sandy's were paying top dollar for.

Apparently worth every penny, he thought sarcastically. The club runner wasn't naïve, knowing exactly what happened in the VIP lounges. But it didn't make it any less painful to watch.

Less scripted than the promos, Hammond was letting them go, improvising, doing what porn stars do best. Chloe continued to appear nervous, what with all the lights and cameramen, but she soldiered on, bolstered by Jason's constant coaching.

'Long dives, big licks, lots of tongue.'

'That's it girl. Look at me, eye contact, move your hair, let them see.'

This went on for a while. Occasionally, Georgie stopped the action and repositioned the actors to get a different camera angle. Between takes, Chloe would wipe away perspiration and Jason stroked himself to keep hard. For the man in the loft, however, keeping an erection was anything but difficult. During those times when all eyes were on the performers, Charlie did his own fiddling through what were now extra tight shorts. While it was just another day at the office for most there, it was anything but for him.

When Hammond believed he had the blowjob in the can, they brought Fred in, who proceeded to go off on his beautiful wife as she administered a hand-job to his more virile boss.

'Honey, what are you doing? Millie, he's my boss for God's sake!'

'Mmmm, he can boss me around any day.'

To the casual observer, it seemed like forever to get through the 'hubby walks in' dialogue. At one point Ambrose tripped over an electrical cord forcing a retake. Minutes later one of the crew had a coughing fit which they had to let play out. Eventually, Georgie had the three actors take to the bed while Chloe once again slipped off her bikini top. 'Fred' looked on as the cameras rolled, while Jax played with her tits and told his employee what a lucky guy he was.

"Lucky?" Fred bemoaned aloud, "My wife has another man's penis in her hands! Oh no!"

Groping, fondling, massaging, and stroking, Jax and Millie got down to business, exploring the characters as they explored themselves. Through it all, none of it hit Charlie as hard as when they first kissed. It wasn't a 'I'm getting paid to do this' kiss. It was genuinely passionate; a firework inducing lip lock, hinting that it wasn't just acting between two thespians. He swallowed hard as the two embraced, tongues dancing.

Didn't seem fair, the young Weber lamented. No one knew Chloe as well as he. Her history, her likes, her dislikes.

Her fantasies.

Only him. And yet, here he was once again on the outside looking in, doing nothing while a buff arrogant prick was about ready to fuck his friend.

His girl...

His soulmate.

Despite this, Charlie's dick grew even harder.

+++++

"Have a snack, Jax," the director urged his male star.

With little hesitation, Jax pushed Millie back on the mattress and snatched her bottoms straight off.

Fred the Cuckold Hubby was really starting to get concerned. "OH MY GOD, Mr. Johnson, what are you doing. Please don't!"

"Don't you have a report to get out, Freddie?" Jax scowled at the older man as the bold boss-turned-bull dove into the busty wife's pussy, sucking her lips, tongue darting inside.

Millie moaned. "Yeah, go do your report, baby. Mr. Johnson is taking good care of me."

"Millie, PLEASE!"

"Oh, I'm sure he will please me, sweetie. Unlike your pathetic cock."

"Noooooo!"

The script was corny and predictable, but the action was hot and palpable, with Chloe moaning, fingers running through her costar's hair. Jax licked and slurped the entire length of her crimson-hair lined clam, stopping just before her clit, then repeating. After teasing his coworker for several minutes, he moved to her buttery bean, cajoling, probing, biting and lapping.

Moments later, without any direction from the crew, Chloe opened her mouth and howled, for her very first orgasm on screen that day. Above the fray in the loft, Charlie began to smell the heavy aroma of sex.

"On top, Jax," Georgie directed.

Wasting no time, Jax pulled Millie down on the bed and lined her up, aiming that iconic unsheathed cock at her rosy, landing strip lined slit.

"Nooooo!" Fred hollered again.

"Fuck me, Mr. Johnson. Fuck me like my wimp of a husband can't!"

Charlie winced as Jax eased his tool in her moist cunt, then pulled back, only to repeat, slowly pushing every blessed inch into his friend. Millie squealed with delight.

It was all pure carnal debasement from there...

+++++

The mid-February sun was just beginning to settle behind a row of oak trees that lined the back of the Miller property. Being Monday, Corey was back at work while Lauren made good use of her last two days in Iowa, cleaning out Amelia's old bedroom and packing up knickknacks throughout the home. The realtor had asked that all traces of personal items be removed from shelves and walls for open house. Something about allowing a potential buyer to 'see themselves' in the residence, not the sellers.

When she got to the hall closet, Lauren cracked a smile. On the floor, right next to Corey's bowling ball, was Zane's award.

Top Mechanic of the Year - Zane Presado. 

The one he was given in Bakersfield. The one that she masturbated with while her husband looked on.

Here it had sat since that night in the tub with Corey. Lauren's grin got wider.

Maybe it's time to return it.

+++++

"Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yessssss!"

Millie clutched her roleplaying lover's back as the bona fide porn star settled into a cathartic rhythm. Chloe was trying to get into it, she really was. Not only to earn her pay, but to make Jason glad he picked her as the understudy. And yet, the petite redhead was having difficulty staying in character. Maybe it was the cameras...or the crew...or the lights. Or perhaps it was the knowledge that her best friend in the whole wide world was watching the dancer at her most vulgar.

From above, Charlie could sense she wasn't as engaged as she could be. So did Georgie Hammond.

"Hold up, hold up," the director stopped the filming. "Millie, eh, I mean Chloe...what's going on? Talk to me."

Jason stopped his long strides and paused, dick still inside her slick gash. Chloe turned her head toward the older man and frowned.

"I'm sorry, I'll do better."

"Lines, okay? You have lines. You're fucking your husband's boss and supposed to be rubbing his nose in it."

"Right. Sorry."

"You seem distracted. Would you like me to clear the room?"

The stripper looked around at the crew of five. Most of them seemed bored, if not antsy. They'd seen it all before. Then she glanced upward and saw Charlie in the loft.

"No. I got this," Chloe muttered, never taking her eyes off her friend.

Why was she feeling so sick to her stomach and yet so turned on?

+++++

It was nearly five o'clock when Lauren heard the garage door open and Corey's truck sputter to a stop. Irrespective of what had happened the last few days, the pensive project manager was upbeat when he came through the kitchen door and set his lunch pail on the island. With Lauren leaving to go back to Miami in two days, he was determined to make the best of it.

Grabbing one of her favorite flavors of seltzer along with an IPA, Corey called out to his wife of twenty-eight years.

"Up here," came the barely audible response from the second floor.

Whistling happily as he ascended the stairs, the bullish husband entered the master bedroom with a grin on his face. The melody ended with a slow, drawn-out catcall when Corey saw his wife sitting at the vanity applying makeup. Very sexy makeup.

"Wow," he said aloud. Maybe tonight is the night. Even his cock twitched, sensing optimism.

"What?" Lauren smiled, powdering her face.

"Where are we going? I'll need to change."

Turning to face him on the small stool, she looked at him with a sympathetic half-frown. "No baby, I'm sorry. Not we."

Corey opened the seltzer and placed it on the dresser. The lump that seemed to be a permanent fixture in his throat these days returned with a vengeance. "Oh?"

Lauren glanced towards the glass wrench on the dresser. "I thought I'd return Zane's award before I left."

"By yourself."

"Yes."

Corey nodded, letting that sink in. With only two nights left with her, she wanted to spend one of them with someone else. And not just anyone. Right. Got it.

"I could have returned it for you."

"Oh, I don't mind," she smirked, standing up and walking to her closet. She was a marvel of middle-age, attributable to her near daily workouts. Her forty-nine-year-old pert b-cups still held their shape, although laying a bit flatter these days.

"Will you be back in time for dinner?"

Stroking the ends of her hair as she considered potential outfits, she snickered softly. "I hope not."

"Then when?"

"Well, I wouldn't wait up."

With much disappointment, Corey stumbled shakily to the bed and sat down, the lump growing ever larger until it began to block his throat.

Indecision about what to wear on her face, Lauren blew long bangs away from her eyes. "Can you help me find something? Something sexy."

"You want me to help find you something sexy to return an award?"

Lauren's eyes narrowed. "There, see? You're doing it again. You want me to date, but then you get pissed when I do. That has to change."

She was right of course. She's always right. Corey drew a deep breath and sat up straighter on the mattress. The one in which no more than twelve hours ago she and his best friend had been sleeping. Steeling himself against the stew of emotions that was coursing through his very being, he agreed.

"You're right, I'm sorry. You...you really like him, don't you?"

Still toying with the ends of her jet-black tresses, trying to get them to lay right, Lauren turned back to the closet and held up a turquoise dress to her naked form. "Of course. I've known him almost as long as you. He's our friend."

"Apparently a better friend to you."

Their gazes met in the full-length mirror.

"Maybe you should try sucking his dick sometime," she replied dryly, the innuendo dripping with sarcasm.

Corey shook his head at the dress, causing her to put it back.

"I'm not like that."

"I know." Lauren pulled out a few more outfits. "Just sayin'. He seems to respond favorably to a good blowjob."

Holding up a pair of corduroys and a silk blouse, the goatish brunette looked to him with raised brow. "This?"

Sighing again with resignation, Corey shook his head and went through her clothes. Most of the real scorchers were already in Florida. "I thought you said sexy? Here, how 'bout this?" he posited, pulling out a black jumpsuit. "Zane likes chicks in these."

Lauren looked at her husband with surprise. He was actually playing ball. "And how would you know?", she asked, stepping into the tight polyester Spandex material.

"We, um...talk. When we are out."

"You mean leer."

"We are guys."

Corey couldn't believe he was picking out a hot effort for his even hotter wife to wear for a buddy. As Lauren pulled the one-piece up over her hips and satin briefs, he stopped her. "No lines."

With a knowing smile, she pulled the panties off and tossed them aside. "Good point."

This time, the outfit went on even slower as Lauren made a show of it, spinning as she gradually pulled it up over the ~ EZ ~ tattoo just above her ass crack. Once in place, the gamesome imp twirled around the bedroom, giving Corey a boner inducing runway show. Backless, the jumpsuit featured a V-neck sleeveless bodice, with wide straps that crossed over the open shoulders. The plunging neckline went nearly to her navel, the material barely covering her mosquito bites of breasts. For the next fifteen minutes, he helped her accessorize. Large gold hoop earrings, a couple matching wrist bangles. Suede, open-toed ankle-strap heels. By the time they were done, it took Corey's breath away.

"You look beautiful."

"Why thank you."

Biting his lip, Corey watched as she stood in front of a full-length mirror, adjusting everything so it was just right. He had literally gotten his wife ready for a date. With his best friend.

Lauren sauntered over to her dresser and selected a soft gray cardigan, feeling the hole being burned in her back.



"Okay, what is it, then?" she asked, wheeling around suddenly.

A startled Corey quickly looked at his feet, shifting from one to the other.

"Come on, spit it out."

"I'd like to watch."

"Oh, babe..."

"I just want to be close to you."

Lauren sidled up to his chest and kissed him deeply. "I know. I just don't think Zane's comfortable with it yet."

Yet?

"You mean they'll be more...dates? In a couple weeks there will be no reason to come back here."

Cupping his cheeks in her hands, she looked him in the eyes. "We can't just turn off our friendship with him, can we? Besides..."

With a lick to his nose, she bit the tip gently. "...he fucks me soooo good."

The emotional mélange that washed over her cuckold's face was quite evident. Trembling, Corey went into the bathroom and returned with a condom pack. He held it out to her like an olive branch.  "Here."

"Oh, Honey, we don't need that anymore," Lauren giggled. "Besides, those are yours. I don't think Zane would even get one over the tip."

Pausing at the bedroom door before disappearing into the hallway, the seductress turned back with pouty lips, putting one hand on the doorjamb and kicking a leg out behind her, holding a pose.

"By the way, I washed cum out of your socks. Fresh ones are in the top drawer. You'll need them."

The condescending laughter that followed her as she descended the flight of stairs to the first floor echoed throughout the house, stinging Corey's ears.

+++++

"Are you sure you're okay?" Georgie asked again.

"Just film," Chloe replied, composing herself.

"Good. Roll it."

Jason immediately switched back into Jax the Boss character as he amended their missionary posture and began pumping his still hard rod into her again.

"You like your worthless husband watching me fuck you, don't you, slut?"

"Oh yes, I love your big, stiff cock up my cunt! So much better than him!"

Fred the Hubby fell to his knees beside the bed. "How can you say that, sweetie?"

Chloe summoned her inner Autumn, channeling the hot, nasty and playful alter ego she'd developed over the years. Grabbing Jason's shoulders, she intertwined her feet behind his back and met each thrust, matching his pace, until they were both grunting like animals in heat.

"Now that's fucking," the sound guy uttered.

"Turn her around," Hammond ordered.

Jason quickly flipped his costar and grabbed her hips as she planted her knees firmly on the mattress. Without warning, he slammed his impressive cock back into the wide gaping slit. Moaning loudly, Chloe accepted it all, shrieking as it plunged deep, then withdrew, then bottomed out again.



"All of it, all of it! Ooh baby, give me all of that cock. Make me cum like Freddy can't!"

Georgie nodded, looking around at the rest of the crew. That's more like it.

Ambrose played his character well too, punching the comforter next to him, sniffling like an idiot. "No, no, no."

"OH GOD!" Millie screeched.

It sounded real enough, a passing grade for a short porn flick for certain, though only Chloe knew for sure she was faking it. Jason, having been with her before, could tell something was amiss.

"So beautiful, so slutty, SO TIGHT!" he cried out, hoping to get her to continue the passion, but with every passing minute, whatever momentum she'd come out of the gate with this time was diminishing. And yet, together the actors fought through their fabricated performance, with Jason carrying much of the dialogue while railing Chloe from behind.

"Your wife's the best, Fred! Think of this the next time you and I are sitting in a conference room!"

"But, sir," Fred responded right on cue, holding his head in his hands, a woeful look on his face. How would he ever face his boss at work again?

"No buts about it. I think I'll take my lunch breaks over here from now on!"

"No, Mr. Johnson...please no!"

Hammond had never seen the young girl work before, so he didn't know the red-hot scorching sex she was capable of. As such, there was no reason to stop the scene. True, he'd seen better efforts from the regulars, but the chemistry between these two was good and their bodies exceptional. He was hopeful she'd pick it up some.

Likewise, Charlie had never seen his friend in the throes of passion and didn't know any different. For him, every twist of her body, every mewl, every contorted facial expression drove him crazy, wishing he could whip his dick out right there and jerk off. But that...that would surely get him thrown out.

"OH, OH, OH, OH!" Chloe moaned below. Unfortunately, from his position in the rafters, the view of her was limited. Facing away, he mostly saw the back and top of Jason's powerful body as the established porn star knelt behind the less experienced actress. Holding pallid hips tight with contrasting tan and muscular arms, Jason bit his lip and fucked her wet pussy the only way he knew how: hard and fast.

Still, Charlie caught glimpses of his crush's head, just over the man's broad shoulders, mussed crimson hair obscuring her cheeks as the full, loose mane rocked back and forth with each plunge.

"M-m-more," Millie groaned, admirably keeping pace, driving her hips back into his. Despite her reservations, the incessant pounding and knowledge that no less than five men, including her soul mate, were watching her get fucked finally began to raise her temperature. That, combined with a request from Georgie for reverse cowgirl, changed everything.

The pair switched positions quickly, with the young man lying on his back and Chloe straddling those powerful hips, putting her ass to his broad chest, small feet pressed against his elbows. As she poised the pussy above the proud, freestanding cock, she caught a glimpse of someone in the loft above. After finding Jason's cock with one hand, she looked again, this time locking eyes with Charlie, noting his expression was an odd mixture of pleasure and pain. Their gaze held as she used the other hand to grip Jason's knee while slowly lowering herself onto the imposing, pulsating shaft. Catching his breath, the youngster watching from above marveled at her wanton beauty, now on full display for him. For the first time, he could see real lust on Chloe face as the wide head penetrated her moist slit, parting the scarlet hair on it's fleshy lips, disappearing inch by inch. The further she slid down the rigid steel, the more intense the fire in her eyes. Through them, Charlie could almost feel the cock's girth slicing into her hot canal.

"OHHHHHH FUCKKKKKKKK!" the redhead cried out in ecstasy, never looking away.

With expert precision honed from years of practice, the dancer began to grind her hips into Jason's, gliding back and forth along his crotch as he squeezed her sides tightly.

"Fuck me," Millie's character gasp breathlessly, the script suddenly coming back to the redhead.

"Fuck me like he can't!

"Give me that big cock!"

Hammond sat back in his chair, pleased that the scene was now escalating as it should. He did notice, however, that the young girl's attention was held not by the accomplished actors, but by the scrawny kid in the alcove above. This was not lost on Ambrose either, who shot a questioning glance at the director. In turn, Georgie held up a hand to silence any protest. The momentum was too good to spoil.

"OH SHIT, OH GODDAMN!" Chloe cried out in pleasure, her large breasts heaving with every thrust.

Jason doubled down, thrusting his cock up and deep into Chloe's dripping hole. Charlie watched as the man's nutsack jostled erotically with every downstroke. Aware that his costar's attention was fixated on the boy above, Jason capitalized on her developing enthusiasm by banging her unostentatiously, allowing her natural pruriency to come out.

"That's it, pound my married cunt, Mr. Johnson," Millie, the unfaithful wife begged, never taking her eyes off Charlie. "Do me, do me hard!

"I want to feel your cum all over me!

"Give me that hot jizz! Faster, faster!"

Chloe smiled to herself as she saw the distressful rapture written on Charlie's face. He was suffering emoting beatitude and misery, all at the same time.

I enjoying his anguish and torture? 

"Fuck my hot little pussy," she demanded, eyes boring into her friend.

Everyone in the room knew the command wasn't directed at Jason, but it didn't matter. The scene was trending towards epic now and no one wanted to stop it. Bouncing up and down, Chloe's passion grew by the second as she impaled herself on the big cock with glee. The faster she rode, the more vocal she became, all the while probing Charlie's very soul. His angst seemingly fueled her lust, along with the tent protruding from his shorts.

Oh my God, he's hard. Hard because of me!

Difficult to comprehend, but her best pal, her confidant, buddies since the orphanage...was getting off over her getting fucked!

The thought was too much to process, too goddamn hot. A low otherworldly moan escaped her trembling, pretty lips, until it grew in volume, rising in pitch as salacity took over.

Hundreds of men had seen her disrobe, many of those using one hole or another for their own gratification.

"Muh-muh-muh-en-ewwwww."

But being ravaged in front of someone so close was irrepressibly naughty. Almost taboo.

What would he be like as a lover? Does he want to fuck me? Do I want to fuck him?

"OH GAAAAAWWWWWDDDDD!

The first wave of a small orgasm gripped her body, convulsing it in a most lovely, twisted way. Minds melding through their intense gaze, Charlie could almost feel her cum. It was something he so desperately wanted to do himself. Leaning back slightly on Jason's stomach, Chloe's outstretched arms placed her hands in his to support herself. Eyes narrowed, for the first time in her life, she purposely affixed her roommate with the most seductive bedroom eyes she could muster. With gyrating hips, she ground her pussy against the towering cock, lifting then slamming her pelvis down, lifting and slamming, enjoying every deep carnal incursion, elevating the reverse cowgirl position to new heights.

"See how wet I get for other men?" 'Millie' blurted out. "Men who get to fuck me every day while you watch from afar."

The redhead was clearly going off script now, causing Ambrose to mouth 'what the fuck?' at Georgie.

The director waved it off. 'Just go with it.' No way he was stopping this now. It was just getting good.

"What men, honey? How could you?" 'Fred' ad-libbed, trying to keep some semblance of the dialogue on track.

Thrusting her hips up and out, down and in, Chloe rode Jason faster, really getting into it. Georgie even brought in the pussy light to better illuminate the action. With the burning inner walls of her pussy cranking his cock like a lever, the young man felt his own release building. The young girl pulled out all the stops, her cunt clamping down on the quaking shaft, alternating speeds and pressure. Legs beginning to shake, the man Corey had once dubbed 'Don Juan' soon doubted just how much longer he was going to last. As if to confirm that concern, the smell of precum and vaginal juices stung everyone's nostrils. The room was beginning to overheat as even some of the crew joined Charlie in veiled concealment of bulges in their shorts.

"Your boss, your coworkers, anything with a dick. I need cock every day...something you can't give me. Can you handle it?"

As part of his character, Ambrose looked dejected, but everyone in the room knew who she was really talking to.

"Take it out, I want to see."

Hammond's eyebrows raised. That was definitely not in the script. He looked at Friar.

"Take it out, Goddamnit!" she repeated.

Several eyes surreptitiously glanced to the loft to see if the kid was actually going to do it. Seeing that her agent was in some kind of trance, Ambrose stood up and dropped trou. It was the first time in a year his older, less masculine dick had been on display. This is gonna cost you, he glared at the director.

"Are you watching him fuck me, baby?" Millie asked her fake husband but with eyes trained on Charlie. "Do you...like it?"

Ambrose response was of no consequence; the only one that mattered to her was the almost imperceptible nod that came from above.

"Please, please, please, Mr. Johnson, PLEEAAAASSSSEEEEE DESTROY MY CUNT!"

The odd symbiotic threesome was too much for Jason, who tapped her back. "I'm close," he whispered.

"STOP!" Hammond shouted, standing from his chair. He hated to stop the flow, but they had one more position to film and he didn't want to lose his big scene. "Patti, get the lube. Millie, fellate your hubby's boss...keep him hard."

Chloe smirked at Charlie one more time before breaking her gaze, easing off the stiff shaft and kneeling, taking it into her mouth. A minute later, the gorgeous assistant appeared with silicone jelly, shooing the stripper away. As Patti applied the lube to Jason's cock, Chloe climbed to the top of the mattress on all fours, looking back over her shoulder to see if Charlie was still watching. He was.

"Easy," Jason rasped to the older woman, trying to think of anything but the beautiful, retired porn star's hand lubricating his dick. "Have we worked together?"

Patti smiled as she wiped the palm of her hand on a towel. "I don't think so."

"You sure?"

"Oh, honey, no. I'd remember you."

Charlie shifted his stance against the railing and watched as Jason once again positioned himself behind Chloe.

"ROLL," Hammond called out and the set fell silent again.

"That's it, fuck my hot, filthy little asshole, Mr. Johnson," 'Millie begged her husband's boss.

'Jax' wasted no time in mounting the gaping brown hole staring up at him, gently easing into the awaiting rectum. The jelly helped to grease the way, allowing at least half of his cock to traverse the chute before having to pull back and try again. Eventually he was able to get all but a couple inches in. Charlie could almost feel her sphincter close around his own erect penis.

"Nnnnnngggg," Chloe gritted her teeth, her pelvis shuddering at the invasion.

Bit by bit, Jason began working that ass, establishing a rhythm as his unsheathed meat slid effortlessly in and out of the brown orifice, building speed. As seconds passed, he could tell her muscles were relaxing, as she matched his thrusts.

"Do it, baby, do my bunghole," the dancer yelped.

"You never let me do that, Millie," Husband Fred whimpered.

"Cause you're not man enough!" Wife Millie shot back.

Charlie was beside himself and didn't know what to do. His body was shaking, his dick was fully erect (no hiding it now) and he needed relief badly. And yet, he was riveted to the spot, watching the love of his life being fucked in the ass.

Jason pushed Chloe's face into the sheets as he crushed her colon. Her body responded by tensing, gripping his cock tighter, like a vice.

"OH FUCKKKKK!" the young man bellowed, one hand on the small of her back, the other gripping a hip.

"YESSSSSSSSS, FUCK ME!"

The two lovers began building to their mutual crescendo, grunting, moaning, muttering indiscernible words of passion that foretold the impending orgasms. Jason thrust into the slippery anus more methodically, harder and harder until he couldn't hold back anymore. Using a double tap on her spine as a signal, he withdrew his rigid member from the gushing brown hole while Chloe did a quick one-eighty, positioning herself in front of her costar, ready to take his load.

"Give it to me, Mr. Johnson," she coaxed, "Let my husband see what a real man has."

Jerking as he kneeled before her, Jason jacked faster, looking to her pretty face for the trigger he needed. It didn't take long to get it.

"Right here, baby," she purred, sticking her tongue out. "Give Millie your spunk."

Jason bayed loudly at the ceiling, grimacing as he came. Most of the first blast of milky white semen caught the redhead's forehead, the remaining falling onto the mattress. The second salvo hit the mark, coating her lips and chin with a copious amount of fluid. The last surge struck her nose and eyes, causing her to blink repeatedly.

Above them all, Charlie was sweating profusely, his face puffy and reddened as if he was going to explode. While the actors focused on earning their checks and the crew getting the perfect shot, no one noticed the faint-feeling young man making his way down the padded steps from the loft and leaving the bedroom. Mercifully, the hallway bathroom was mere feet away. Ducking inside, he yanked down his shorts and began masturbating furiously, reliving his Chloe getting pounded into oblivion. Soon, his own cum was shooting in the porcelain bowl below as he suppressed any outburst that would give him away. After every drop was milked from his thankful dick, he sighed with relief, flushed, and washed his hands. Opening the door, the now complaisant talent agent was startled to see Patti standing in the corridor waiting on him.

"We're done. She's asking for you."

+++++

'Apparently a better friend to you.'

That's not true, Lauren thought as she drove the fifteen minutes to Zane's house. And it was certainly not what she wanted. The biker was Corey's friend first and foremost, there was no doubt about that. Always had been and hopefully would continue to be. She had been the third wheel for years, never included on fishing or hunting trips. Nor invited to the rink to watch a hockey game. That had been their bond. Guy things. Regardless of what others might think of men with his fetish, her husband was still very much a man beyond bedroom walls.

So, what did she want?

Release...exhilaration...

Sex.

Rough, merciless sex. Had Corey left well enough alone, she wouldn't be driving over to Zane's place right now. Like many mature couples, she would have just been content to let the sex part of marriage fade like the setting sun behind her. Had Corey not driven her into other men's arms, Lauren would never have known the kind of excitement there was to be had there. Depravities of all sorts which she now knew. She now craved. And wanted more. What woman wouldn't?

The fact of the matter was, they couldn't go back to the way they were. Even if both agreed to be monogamous again, it would never be the same. Corey could never unsee her in the back of that limo with those frat boys; could never forget how she joined with Jax and Chloe to cuck him, or the verbal lashing that she and her lovers had subjected him to. She could never forget the countless times he jacked off while other men fucked her senseless, begging them to 'destroy the whore'. Did they love each other? Absolutely. Were they destined to grow old together? Yes, unequivocally. Could they pretend the last eight months didn't happen? Never.

Nor, frankly, did she want to. The next Rekrap Industries Vice President was not stupid. Educated and business savvy, Lauren had gotten to where she was by working hard and earning those accolades. And yet, beneath that studious façade lay a wife-turned-slut, whoring herself out for a good time, drugs, and even cash. Even the VP position had been partially earned on her back. She had raised two adult children and sold more Scout cookies than Jimmy Carter had peanuts, and yet the past few months, life had found her in many compromising situations. From taking it up the ass in an alley - and getting paid for it - to being on her knees sucking off a corporate entrepreneur for a contract and an eight-ball of coke. Not enough to condemn her as a crack whore, but definitely enough for the notion to be put to a vote.

Did that not bother her? Did it not sting knowing her friends gossiped about stepping out on Corey? Or their pastor suspecting she may have succumbed to temptations of the flesh? When she turned forty-eight last Spring, these things would have mortified her. But now, with another birthday looming and a new life well underway in the Magic City, her personal reputation in what she now considered a flyover town didn't seem to matter. Getting high and getting laid did. It was as simple as that.

This was obvious when the sexy wife pulled her Volkswagen into Zane's driveway. The fire down below already lit, she applied another layer of lipstick and tousled her bangs in the rearview. Satisfied, the wayward spouse picked up the glass wrench and slid off the driver's seat, tapping that pic of her and Corey dangling from the mirror. That's right, the one of them in the mountains, cheek to cheek and smiling. As the memento of simpler times swung poetically, a haunting, eccentric, and profane laugh came from Lauren's mouth.

See ya later, babe...that is after your best buddy pounds me into next week.

+++++

Across town, Corey paced back and forth on his deck. Had any of his neighbors been in their backyards, his distress would have been clear.

Why, Lauren? Why do you have to see him yet again? 

He looked up and yelled skyward. "Well, THAT'S a stupid question, isn't it?" The anguish in that outburst resounded across the whole of the yard.

Why can't you understand? TWO DAYS! You leave in TWO days! Only one more night together. Then...then you get to go back to a sparkling, happening city and...

...and your boy toys. And me?

A metal watering can went sailing over the railing with a swift kick.

I get to stay in this shithole while you continue your whoring!

Corey sighed heavily. Were things getting away from him? It seemed so. During her visit, Lauren had chosen to intimate time not with him, but with others. That much was clear. And the campaign to push him to his limits had also ramped up significantly, although he himself had culpability there. Yes, it was all his doing, and now the lifestyle's elixir had him by the balls, leaving him with no desire to escape.

Eying the keys to his truck hanging in the kitchen, he stroked a stubbly chin. He could take back the night if he wanted. Maybe not completely, but Picardo's house was only a short drive away. Did he not deserve to be there? To be part of his wife's consensual infidelity instead of listening through a goddamn door? Was he not...her husband?

With decidedly firm resolve, Corey flung open the screen door to the house and poured himself two fingers of whiskey. The good shit, not the kind he served at parties. Then another. And another. As the burn turned to warm courage, he grabbed the keys and headed toward the garage. Fuck 'em all.



Seconds later, several perplexed neighbors heard an engine roar to life from across the cul-de-sac. One was Ruth Nunnery who, peering over her well-trimmed hedges, saw the Millers' pickup soar backward down the driveway and screech to a stop. With tires barking, it then lurched forward and catapulted down the street.

Such strange behavior out of those two these days, she thought to herself. Maybe it's a good thing they are moving.

+++++

"Lauren."

Zane opened the door to his modest home and stuck his head out in surprise. "What brings you here?"

Although he was not expecting her, it was only logical her husband would have been with her. She'd never before visited without him. Of course, that had all been before the Ashley Date.

"Is Corey with?"

"No, he's at home," the very put-together brunette smiled. "So, aren't you going to invite me in?"

"Oh, uh yeah, sure."

Lauren followed him inside, trying to conceal her drooling over the tight tee and cute sweat bottoms he was wearing. Yet, as happy as he seemed to see her, she could detect some reluctance in his tone.

"Bad time?"

"Well, yeah kind of. I mean no, but..."

Seemingly oblivious to the answer, she stepped up and planted a kiss squarely on his lips. Not one to be shy, Zane reacted in the way any man would. He kissed her back.

Two minutes later the pair came up for air.

Lauren patted his chest. "Wow."

"Yeah," the mechanic wiped the corner of his mouth. "Um, why exactly are you here?"

Lauren pressed the wrench into his chest. "Returning your award, silly. Before it gets lost in the move. You remember THAT night, don't you?"

He cracked a nervous smile, all the while looking towards his driveway. "How could I forget?" Setting the trophy on a coffee table, he wiped his hands on the back of his sweats. "Eh, thanks."

An awkward silence permeated the air. There was an elephant in the room, and both knew it.

"Last night," Zane began cautiously, "are you sure that was the right thing to do? I mean, we were really drunk. Did he really enjoy that?"

Lauren nodded with sincerity. "Jacked off last night listening to us. And then again, this morning. In front of me."

Picardo rubbed the back of his neck. "Er, right. I'm not sure I should be hearing that."

"Why not?" Lauren replied matter-of-factly, looking at how the living room had been arranged specifically around a big screen television, like for a watch party. "You asked."

"Yeah, I gotta stop doing that."

"Expecting company?"

It didn't take long for her question to be answered. As if on cue, the front door swung open, and in walked Sean Hale and Toby Boone, each carrying a six-pack. The men were the third and fourth members of the Fearsome Four, along with Zane and Corey. Friends for decades.

"Hey bro, you ready to watch Rodriquez kick the shit out of Lane?" Toby puffed, "I got twenty he..."

The new arrivals froze as Lauren and their friend broke a tight embrace and quickly separated.

"Um...okaaaay. Hi, there Lauren," Sean gulped, eying Zane suspiciously.

"Hi, Sean. Hi Toby," she wiggled her fingers with folded arms, blushing.

Toby just grinned, then turned to Zane, "We still watching the fights, or...you got other plans?"

The mechanic frowned. "No, man, we're still on."

Lauren's eyes widened. Of course, boxing matches. She wasn't a fan but knew Corey and the guys always got together to watch.

"Oh, hey listen, don't mind me, I was just leaving."

As the beautiful office manager gathered herself to go, the men took notice of her skimpy jumpsuit and intoxicating perfume. Simply put, she was smokin'. It was Toby that spoke first. He may have been married, but that didn't mean he was dead. "Hey boys, we don't mind her staying, do we?"

Zane and Sean stood stoically as they tried to mask their gawking. They shook their heads.

"There, no good reason for you to run off, is there?" Ripping a can from the pack, Toby handed it to her. "Here, take a load off."

Lauren looked at Zane as if for permission, but he just shrugged. What's a fight without a little eye candy, he thought.

"Have a seat, first round in thirty minutes." He pointed to a plastic erase board and a magic marker on the table. "There are two fights tonight. Get your bets in now."

+++++

By the time Corey arrived in his old friend's neighborhood, he'd driven for nearly twenty minutes. He probably could have made it in half that time, but drove judiciously, waiting for the whiskey to kick in. As he rolled passed the modest house, he was surprised to see two other cars in the driveway alongside Lauren's. Braking, it slowly suddenly dawned on him whose they were.

Sean's and Toby's.

What the hell are they doing here? 

Intrigued, he decided against pulling in, but instead, continued down the block and made a right at the next corner. The side street would provide him with some anonymity, and the alley that ran the length of the eight homes on that row, some cover should he need it. Leaning against the tailgate, Corey pondered his next move.

First... why would Lauren come over here if she knew his other friends were going to be here. That made zero sense.

Or did it?

'Go where so many of your friends have gone.'

The more he contemplated that statement, the more a sinking, abysmal feeling washed over him like a cloak of doom. The connotation was so awful, so wicked that shook his head violently to try and shake the vile thought from his rattled brain.

No way. Surely, that had been just part of the tease! A way to grind his gears. There was zero chance Lauren was sleeping with Sean and Toby too, much less being here for...some twisted group thing.

Right?

+++++

Lauren browsed her phone patiently, listening to the classic rock station playing in the background while Zane, Toby, and Sean watched the pre-fight festivities on television and talked trash about each boxer. Occasionally, she could feel eyes upon her, only to look up and find one of the men looking away. All three were guilty and it happened more than once. She had to grin.

So even the married friends have wandering eyes, huh?

It was no wonder; the vertical straps that traversed her chest from neck to waist were vertically narrow, only about three inches wide, enough to barely cover her breasts while leaving most of her chest and navel exposed. A wrong move one way or the other could produce a prominent nipple slip, something the boys were surely hoping for.

How did she feel about that? It was good to be noticed, of course, and letting them look did no harm. Not that anyone but Zane would stand a chance. Judy and Shelly were her friends too, and Lauren may have been a lot of things, but a homewrecker she was not.

As the announcers continued to build excitement and boxers given last-minute instructions, she thought of Corey and why they didn't invite him.

"Hey guys, just curious. Why isn't Corey here?"

The men glanced at each other as if they had already discussed that.

"We, uh, well," Toby hemmed a bit, "we honestly thought since you were leaving soon that you would want some alone time. At least that's what Zane said."

Lauren glanced over at the biker. "Oh really?" She found it odd that he was just 'looking out for them'. More than likely, he was not yet ready to face Corey after last night. It did prove, however, that the guys had no idea of her and Corey's changing relationship. Well, two of them anyway. They fully expected the Millers to be fucking like rabbits.

Clearing her throat, the sexy executive stood and smoothed out her clothing.

"Who needs another beer?"

+++++

Corey's mind was racing a mile a minute.

Were Shelly and Judy over as well? That was plausible. Not getting an invitation kind of rubbed him the wrong way, but maybe Picardo was just feeling guilty. 

But something was off. If Zane knew Lauren was coming, why would he invite the other couples over too? Her being there without him would certainly raise a red flag.

Of course, it would. So, then the only other explanation was...

Jesus.

Settle down, dude. Think this through. No way what you think might be happening in there is. Two out of three of them were happily married.

Just like Picardo used to be.

Okay, so I need to sort this out in my head. To know for sure.

Looking behind the houses, there was plenty of darkness to get away with it. Zane's house was the fifth one down, almost in the middle of the block. If Corey could make it to the back gate, he could easily remain undetected. Any dusk to dawn lights there were had not worked for years. And he knew the house well. Doing some reconnaissance should be easy.

With a heavy sigh, he threw the hood of his sweatshirt over his head, stuffed shaking hands into faded jeans' pockets, and quickly pattered down the alley.

+++++

All three men inconspicuously bent their necks to watch Lauren Miller's ass walk away and into the kitchen. When she disappeared, Toby was the first to lean forward.

"So, you hittin' that?" he asked Zane with too much exuberance.

"Dude, not cool," Sean shook his head.

"Why? How long have we been friends? Inquiring minds want to know. C'mon Zane, give it up."

The mechanic blinked back with a perfect poker face. "Where'd you get that idea?"

Toby looked at Sean, who shrugged. "Gail. She told us about that night at Clancy's."

"Screw her. Gail don't know jack."

Toby begged to differ. "Let's see. I fucked the shit out of your wife sounds pretty conclusive, man."

"Listen, about that..." Zane frowned, clearly irritated. Unfortunately, Lauren came back into the room, ensuring that his friends would have to wait for the truth.

Leave it to Toby to remind him that he owed them an answer.

You didn't deny it, he mouthed to his pal when she wasn't looking, the corners of his mouth turning up into a broad smile. Lucky motherfucker.

+++++

"So, wait a sec," Lauren pointed at the screen, opening her fourth beer.

A young blonde in a micro-bikini was strutting around the fight ring holding a sign.

"You mean a girl comes out every intermission and bares all just to tell everyone what round it is?"

Sean chuckled. "Kind of. It's called a one-minute, but yeah, essentially."

"Why don't they just have a scoreboard like at the football games."

"Now where would the fun be in that?" Toby joked, taking another drink.

Zane agreed and fist-bumped his friend.

"Hell, I could do that," Lauren professed.

"Hah," Picardo laughed. "As if."

Lauren cocked her eyebrows. "Oh really?"

Grabbing the washable sharpie off the table, she wrote down the current round number on the betting board and stood up.

+++++

Nostrils stinging with ripe garbage, Corey dashed passed the dumpsters and trash cans until he came to a familiar garage and backyard, one in which he had shared many a drink with his best friend. In the distance, a lone dog barked, a mild threat to his presence, but not really. With a quick push, he swung open the chain-link gate and sprinted over the winter dormant lawn. This was the second time in little more than a week that he had followed Lauren to spy on her. First at Alpha Sigma Beta and now here. Feeling more like a private eye than a spurious husband, he slunk past dead bushes along the side of the home until he reached the gangway between Zane and his neighbors. Up near the front would be a tall skinny side window with a view of the living room. Sure enough, the flicker from a television could be seen filling the darkness between the two houses. Unluckily, when he arrived, the bottom sill was a foot above his head. Two minutes and a makeshift pile of landscaping rock later, he was able to peek in.

And that's when he saw his best friends... BFFs...his posse, sitting around in a circle, laughing, catcalling, and leering.

...at his wife.

There, sure as shit, was Lauren in that sexy jumpsuit, smiling and prancing around like a showgirl while shaking her ass.

And being the wife of a long-time buddy, every single one of them was looking right at it, wondering what it would be like to be so lucky.

+++++

DING, DING.

It took the peal of the round end-bell to tear the guys' eyes away from the near-perfect buttocks. Lauren seemed a little disappointed that a sweaty old fight had wrested back their attention. She vowed to rectify that.

Smiling from ear to ear, she gave each a sexy smile as she meandered to the kitchen to get another round.

The fights! Of course! Now Corey had his reason. But if true, why not invite me? The four of them always watched this shit together unless one of them was working.

Unless she was...

...the after-party entertainment?

Stop it! Just stop it!

On the television, the boxers went to their respective corners.

"Do it again," Toby toasted their personal ring girl with a big, expectant smile on his face. "Can you remind me what round it is again?" It was a clear invitation to shake her tail again.

"What are you, like twelve?" Sean asked, rolling his eyes. He liked that show as well as any man would but had to admit Corey's wife's behavior was a little erratic. And then there was that embrace when they walked in. Far friendlier than he'd want Shelly to be with Zane, that's for sure.

Lauren dismissed the comment and picked up the non-perm marker and dry-erase board. Turning around, she wrote something down, then stood in front of Toby, nearly calf to calf. He looked at the plastic still under her arm.

"Well, miss smarty pants? What round is it?"

Slowly she sank to her haunches, putting her even with his sitting crotch. With a devilish smirk, the board was revealed.

It was blank.

"Um, I think you forgot to write it down."

But she hadn't. No, not at all. With an even steamier grin, Lauren set down the placard and placed one of Toby's hands on the right front strap of her jumpsuit.

"Take a look," she glanced down at her chest, inviting him to pull.

Lauren, what are you doing? Corey scowled in the cold outside.

"Uh, oh, I..." Toby stuttered, looking between both of his pals. They simply stared back at him as his hand trembled on the material.

"Don't you want to know what round it is?" Lauren purred.

Swallowing hard, Toby pulled the polyester away from her skin. Beneath it, a small braless nipple popped out. Just above the dark areolae was the number zero.

Corey spit on the ground. I fucking knew it.

Lauren then placed his other hand on the left strap. There was no mistake in what she wanted him to do this time. He pulled that one too exposing her other tit. Above the nipple, the number 7 was written.

"Sev...seventh round. Th-thanks," Topy said, sweat forming on his brow.

Wow, Sean mouthed at Zane, who just shook his head. What's gotten into her?

Attention now reacquired, Lauren continued her tease, emboldened by beer and their reactions. The guys were doing their best to look casual about the whole thing, but the growing tents in their pants said otherwise.

"Mmm, I love this song," she said of a song that had just come on the radio.

Whether she did or not didn't matter. Rising from a squat, she began to dance sensuously around the room. Being the center of excitement these days was something she was growing quite fond of, even if it was from her husband's best friends. Somehow that made it hotter.

The fight now all but forgotten, it was hard not to notice that all eyes were on her as she began to twirl and danced sensuously around the room. Including two small beady ones peering over the windowsill.

Lauren closed her eyes and enjoyed her buzz. She felt like dancing.

Was that a crime?

+++++

"What a goddamn tart," Corey grumbled, watching his wife's hips sway and swoon seductively. SHE JUST FLASHED MY FRIENDS!

Like a wet dream, she glided through the living room, euphoric and whimsical, a witch in flight. Her body snaked suggestively, a cross between a belly dancer and a snake handler, mesmerizing the three cobras who could not take their eyes off her. With every risqué move, their heads followed, drinking in her aura, each one imagining the PTA mom naked. Unsure gazes were slowly turning into ones of longing while at the same time, she dined on the testosterone that was filling the air.

Corey snorted. This was proof it was no longer all about him. You don't even know I'm here and still you flirt. 

What a slut.

+++++

Grooving steadily to the beat, Lauren twirled methodically, hands traversing and caressing her upper body, then to her hips. Occasionally she would squat, open and close her legs, putting the stretch material to the test. From there she would spin upward, like an ice dancer ending a routine, then begin hugging herself all over again. It was sexy, erotic...

...and dangerous.

"On the mat he goes!" the announcers shouted of the forgotten bout. One of the fighters had gone down hard and the referee was now counting.

"Hell yes!" Sean broke out of the trance and jumped up realizing he'd backed the right horse in the first fight.

"Looks like you're up forty, dude," Zane tore his eyes away and high-fived his friend while handing him the three crisp twenty-dollar bills on the table.

"I'm telling' ya, Rodriquez is going to put a beating on Lane too."

"This says bullshit," Toby interjected, throwing a fifty on top of the betting sheet. Seeing Lauren's tits were great and all, but money was money.

Zane and Sean shook their heads. "No way," they argued, both showing twenty and tens to call.

"How's this work?"

The men looked at Lauren. She had taken a seat and now sat crossed-legged like a lady, arms outstretched along the back of her chair. The thin material of the bodice was gathered taut across her chest again.

"We each put in fifty," the mechanic mansplained. "If Pedro Rodriquez wins, Toby goes home with an extra hundred. If Nick Lane wins, Sean and I are up fifty each."

"Wanna play?" Toby gushed, drawing odd looks from the other guys. "What? Just trying to be inclusive."

"Sure," Lauren shrugged, "but I don't have any cash."

"That's okay, we'll figure something out."

A pregnant pause sucked the air out of the room.

"Okay, I'm in. Sounds like fun."

Given what had just happened, and any foreshadowing it may have brought, not one damn cock wasn't hard.

Both inside and outside the house.

+++++

Corey tightened the hoodie and blew tepid air into his hands. Okay, what to do?

He could leave his perch and walk in the front door, sort of 'hey bro, 'sup?' He could yank Lauren right on out of there and take her home.

But he couldn't. Something rooted him to the spot. What the hell was he there for then? To do something about this

...or just watch?

Although he couldn't quite understand what was being said inside, Sean had evidently won the bet on the first bout. The next one would be the title fight, judging from the time. Corey was wondering just how much more cold he could take when one of the stones he was standing on shifted and crumbled, throwing him to the ground.

And those dusk-to-dawn motion detectors that hadn't worked in years?

Shit.

+++++

Everyone inside the house looked toward the wall of windows when the spots came on.

"Neighbor?" Sean suggested as Zane got off his lounger and walked calmly over to where his coat hung.

"Maybe."

+++++

Bathed in blinding white light, Corey scampered for cover, jumping behind some yews big enough to hide his large frame. Holding his breath, he heard someone open a door, and then the crunch, crunch, crunch of shoes walking about on the frosty ground.

Fuck!



If Zane catches me here, I'm dead meat.

The footfalls stopped about ten feet away, almost as if the owner was looking and listening. Just then a cat decided to dart into the open from underneath another hedge, screeching and hissing. Moments later, the footsteps slowly retreated, until the voyeur husband heard the door close. The silence was blessed.

Whew.

+++++

"Yes, yes, yes, BEAT HIS ASS!" Toby screamed at the television, his hands taking imaginary jabs.

It was the fifth round of the last fight and Nick Lane was on the ropes out of gas. Without warning, Pedro Rodriquez nailed him with a wicked uppercut and his opponent hit the deck.

Back in the gangway, Corey was able to reconstruct the rocks, and, after the motion detector clicked off, was able to get eyes on the foursome again. Luckily, even though Picardo had seen the spot go on after he'd come back in, he had chalked it up to the cat. Just as the harmless voyeur peeked over the sill, Zane was turning off the tube and Sean was shaking his head in disgust. Toby, happy as a clam, playfully flipped both the bird and picked the cash up off the table.

With the TV off now, Corey could sort of hear Lauren politely offering congratulations. "But I seem to be caught without a way to cover my bet."

Still celebrating, Toby opened his wallet and squirreled away his winnings.

"What? Oh, yeah, Laur, forget about it. I got these suckers' money. That's all that matters."

Lauren thought about that for a second, then stood up. "Nonsense," she declared, walking over to one of her husband's oldest friends. "That's not fair. Let me see if I can do one better."

Only the hum of the furnace could be heard.

Corey hung his head. Why did I come here?

Sean and even Zane were a bit anxious as the raven-haired beauty strolled over to Toby and stared into his eyes.

"Lauren..." Zane said cautiously.

With little fanfare, she sank to her knees.

"Oh shit. I...I gotta go," Sean blurted out and grabbed his coat.

Corey held his breath. Jesus Christ, babe, no. These aren't strangers or those headcases in Miami. These are our lifelong friends. 

Time stopped as Lauren put her hands on Toby's thighs and came closer. Her face even with his bulging crotch, she moved her head between his legs.

Not one man moved, and each was perspiring heavily. Before anyone could react, her hands moved from the winner's knees to his shoelaces, where she promptly turned them into a nice, tight bow.

"There!" Lauren clapped happily. "Safety first!"

All three men breathed out and snickered nervously as she let go a particularly unhinged laugh. Outside, Corey exhaled with relief, his breath briefly fogging the window. 

"No seriously," she chirped, "now for the real payoff."

Sean and Zane looked on incredulously her hands fluttered to Toby's fly. A look of sheer lust came over Lauren while she tried to pull down the zipper. It was halfway down before he realized what was happening.

"Shit, oh no, I..I gotta go too," Toby cried out, standing up and turning to look for his coat. "Holy fuck, can...can I get a ride? Please? Anyone?"

"Your cars out front," Picardo reminded him, quickly moving to pull Lauren up off the floor.

As his two friends were hitting the door, he yelled after them.

"GUYS!"

Both stopped and looked back with much consternation.

"She's drunk, okay?"

Sean and Toby looked at him, then at her, then at him again. Both nodded unsurely and left.

+++++

A cool breeze whipped through the gangway as Corey's mouth hung open. Was she really going to blow Toby? Surely not?

Around the corner in the driveway, he could hear two car doors open and close, then the vehicles start. All he could think about was how would he ever face them again. It was bad enough that Zane knew she was a slut. Now them.

And yet, for all his worry, through the biting cold, Corey's dick was rock hard.

+++++

"Well, that was fun," Lauren chuckled.

Zane looked at her in disbelief. "What if he tells Judy?"

"He won't, or he'll never be allowed to come over here again. Besides, nothing happened. Nor would it have."

The biker began picking up the living room. "So, you did that on purpose, so they'd leave."

"Did I?"

"And if Toby would have let you?"

"Then I guess I'd be leaving him a cherished memory of me."

"God, what have you become?"

With little hesitation, Lauren pulled Picardo to her, then slid to the floor again Pulling down his sweatpants, she was rewarded as that big, crooked penis snapped to attention.

"Yesterday's virtue, and today's whore.

+++++

Corey watched with Job's patience through the frosty pane as his wasted wife serviced his best friend. Despite the dropping temperatures, his own dick was pressing against his moist briefs most agonizingly.

While Zane groaned appreciatively, Lauren slurped and sucked, maintaining that all-important eye contact. With his head tilted back in pleasure, she latched onto his cock with fervor, alternating between the shaft and balls, licking, lapping, and deep-throating until working up a lather any barber would be proud of. The mechanic succumbed to the song of a siren as he had before, headed towards smashing long-term friendships on the rocks of unhinged passion. Good, solid alliances that spanned decades. All for the sake of living out long-harbored desires, the coveting of another man's wife. He knew he was straying dangerously close to the rocks now but could not help himself. The more she serenaded, the more enchanted the recalcitrant bull became.

With a sudden tremor, the auburn matriarch sensed the imminent. Freeing the jumpsuit strap from around her neck, she allowed it to fall to her waist, lest it get soiled. After several more grunts and judders, the biker tensed and came. A lot. Tongue wagging the obligatory encouragement and both hands on the quaking member, Lauren directed spurt after hot spurt of sticky cum onto her face and hair, giggling as the milky white fluid ran down her cheeks.

"Now," she enticed her very own Odysseus with a classic reference to the just concluded fights. "Are you ready to rumble?"

+++++

Jesus fucking Christ!

Corey freaked as something knocked against his leg. Something...alive.

Caught off guard, tumbled back not so sneaky yelp.

"Meeerowwww."

The stupid cat had returned and was seeking out warmth wherever it could get it. Looking back through the window, he caught a glimpse of the couple inside as they moved towards the back of the home, turning off lamps as they went. Giggling and unsteady, Lauren clutched the Top Mechanic award to her chest as Zane followed.

Waiting until the final hallway light was extinguished, which thankfully threw most of the house into darkness, Corey debated his next move. He could leave, of course, and go home. That would have been the prudent thing to do. Yet, that was his wife in there, off to do what she was good at these days, to be a cumslut, a plaything. But he had every right to see that if he wanted. To experience it, even if from afar. To...feel something.

With every bit of stealth as the animal rubbing against his calf, he moved down the gangway towards the front gate, the one next to the driveway. Rusty, it squeaked a bit being unlatched but then yielded with little protest. Vulnerable now, Corey quickly stepped to the front door and looked up and down the street. Several cars ambled by without giving him a second thought. It wasn't late, maybe nine-ish, so seeing someone on the front porch was not at all suspicious.

Okay, now what?

Remembering Sean and Toby's quick exit, followed by the attention-grabbing blowjob, he took a chance that no one had thought to lock the door. Twisting the decorative knob, it turned with ease and swung open.

Yes! 

One more glance around and Corey stepped in, easing the door shut with both hands until it clicked. It was dark, but he'd been there so often he knew every inch. Like a burglar with purpose, the eschewed wittol deftly navigated around the furniture to the passageway leading to the guest and master bedrooms. There were two ways to gain access to the master. Directly from the corridor, or through the mutual bathroom it shared with the hallway. Seeing as the shitter had a small nightlight, he stayed put. Not yet willing to peek around the doorjamb and expose himself to discovery, Corey closed his eyes and listened intently.

"So here we are," he heard Lauren whisper tenderly.

"So here we are," Zane repeated. "And where exactly is your husband?"

"Home, beating off, I guess. I really don't know."

"He knows you're here?"

"Yes."

The mechanic sighed. He pictured his friend, sitting at home, masturbating to imagined scenes involving his wife and fishing buddy. For the past couple of months, that had bothered Zane quite a bit. Now, he was coming around to it. That fact that Corey did so much to encourage it all while dealing with his own demons, kind of turned the younger man on. He'd ask for it. And Zane was happy to oblige.

"Strip. Let me see your body."

A few rustling noises, then a low shriek. That caused Corey to edge one eyeball around the doorframe, only to see Zane had grabbed a fistful of that luscious black hair to yank her into his arms. Both completely nude now, the lovers melted together, arms caressing each other's bodies. Lauren threw her head back, accepting his advances and yearning for something more. Something felt right about being in this man's arms. Something decadent. Something powerful. After a few seconds of swapping tongues, the biker forced Lauren to her knees.

"You want me to fuck you, bitch?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"Fuck me."

"Fuck me WHO?"

"Fuck me, Zane. Fuck me with your big cock."

"Well, what are you waiting for? Get me hard again."

Once again on her haunches, Lauren devoured his virile tool, exploring the circumcised head and every ridge of the pulsating shaft. It was sentient, vital, and alive.

"Goddamn, you're good."

"Hmmm."

In what little light there was, Corey's pale blue eye widened as he watched with perverted lust; a wittol by any other name, vulture-like, cowering outside the bedroom like a mouse that was too afraid to scamper across the floor. Zane hunched over Lauren, his bulging back muscles and beefy ass fortifying his stance against her throat's onslaught. Anyone listening may have heard slight groans at first. Not of terror, pain, or grief, but stifled sounds that rose from the gut. Primeval, scatologic, and crude. And it grew louder...and louder...as if another orgasm was inevitable.

Suddenly Lauren stood, filling the room with that signature maniacal laugh, wagging a finger in her lover's face. "Not yet, baby."

"Oh ho! You wanna play games, do you cunt?" Zane replied with irritation. Grabbing her again by the hair, he spun her around and into his arms, back against his chest. "Okay, we'll play games."

With a quick release, the mechanic shoved Lauren hard, causing her to careen towards the bed with arms flailing to keep her balance. Landing on her belly, Corey could hear the air forced from her lungs.

"Do it then, just do it," she gasped.

Zane lumbered over and looked down at the attractive moll laying before him. Laughing at the ~EZ~ tattoo which pretty much summed up her life at the time, he climbed on the mattress and knelt behind her, pulling her pelvis even with his.

Yesterday's virtue, indeed.  

Corey saw his friend mount Lauren with ease, wishing it was him instead. Despite the darkness, he could tell when the bigger man penetrated her by the soft cries of pleasure from both.

SLAP!

Zane struck one of her ass cheeks. Then the other.

SLAP! SLAP!

Last night had affirmed her penchant for the rough stuff and he aimed to deliver again. Grabbing her hips, he buried his cock deep. The feeling of her love canal as it tightened was glorious and ethereal.

"DO IT AGAIN!" Lauren begged.

SLAP! SLAP! Her ass jiggled at each strike.

"Such a bad, bad wife," Zane berated, one hand on the small of her back, the other gripping a hipbone tightly. "Fucking your husband's best friend while he sits at home. Tsk, tsk, what a slut." His jaw clenched while gliding now fully erect steel into her extremely wet pussy.

"I...don't...want...to...talk...about...him," Lauren sputtered breathlessly, barely able to stay on all fours from such powerful thrusts. "It's just you and me tonight."

And there it was. Corey turned away from the doorjamb, leaning against the wall. Lauren in the wild cared not for her husband, only for what carnal pleasure was at hand.

"C'mon bitch, move those hips!"

SLAP! SLAP!

"Muh, muh, muh, muh!"

Corey didn't have to see her face to know how it was contorting in the darkness as his friend fucked her, tongue hanging out as she continuously gasped for air, struggling to stay up. Zane was in complete control now. Grabbing Lauren by the hair, he turned her towards him. Like a cowboy pulling a rein, her head followed until that sumptuous mouth was aligned with his dick, heavy with her juices. Without warning, he shoved the rigid cock passed her lips and down her throat, whether she was ready or not.

"CAAAAAAAACKKKKK."

Lauren gagged several times before he allowed her to come up for air. Seconds later, Lauren felt the wide tool slide back down her esophagus, blocking all hopes of breathing, while hairy balls slapped her chin. Eyes stinging, tears pouring from the corners, there were several times she thought she was going to faint.

"Take it bitch!"

Mercifully, Zane tired of the throat-burning offensive and pulled her to her knees and kissed her, shoving his tongue down deep. Snapping her head back, he slapped her face, laughing at the mascara that was beginning to run.

"Is this what you came for, whore? What your old man can't give you?"

Corey's heart sunk when she nodded, trying desperately to wipe off the spittle that was oozing from the corners of her mouth.

"I deserve it. I deserve to be fucked like a cheating whore."

"You bet your ass you do."

SLAP! SLAP! The force of the backhands sent more bubbly froth flying from her cheeks.

In one fell swoop, Zane grabbed Lauren by the throat and pounced, shoving her spine into the mattress and forcing her legs open. Instantly he was in her again, bottoming out as she clutched deliriously at his shoulder blades and howled at the ceiling.

"OH GOD YES! PLEASE FUCK ME!"

With both eyes now around the doorframe, Corey could see the dark outline of the two as they became slaves to the night. Zane was missionary between Lauren's raised, bobbing legs. It was a place he, Corey, should have been as her only and rightful lover. Instead, that ship had sailed a long time, he himself smashing the champagne on her inaugural voyage.

Driving, piercing, and tunneling, Picardo slammed into his friend's wife, making her scream at every turn. As the grunting continued to build, it was clear that Zane was close. Within minutes he was braying at the headboard, mouth stretched, dumping his load into her mature pussy while adoring eyes stared into his. Silence filled the room save for heavy breathing from both. Corey squeezed his crotch, wishing for a way to relieve the pressure. But he dare not. Even the sound of a distant zipper would be like a freight train in a quiet house. Eventually, the bed creaked, and he peeked again. Zane had rolled off and was headed to the bathroom.

Lauren lay still, a smile on her face, head filled with many happy emotions. She had not yet cum, but that was okay. With Zane, it was just a matter of time. Although Zane was only a few years younger than Corey, he was in way better shape and had much better stamina. There was no doubt he'd get her there.

Hmm, I wonder what Abby his wife used during intermissions while her husband recharged? I bet she had help! 

Taking a chance, Lauren threw off the sheet and opened the nightstand next to the bed. Not that she was expecting to find anything. After all, Abby and Zane had been divorced for months. Still, maybe the ex had forgotten a toy or two somewhere. Foraging in the dark didn't help matters, but she didn't want to turn on the lamp and reveal her snooping. Fingers groping for anything that felt like a dildo, her hand stopped on some change, a pair of socks, and...what's this?

Lauren suppressed a giggle. A tube of lube. Excellent for intercourse, it read.

Best keep that out, she smirked, resuming her rummaging. Nothing else here, really, except...

A pair of panties?

Upon closer inspection, it was clear these weren't Abby's. A bigger girl, she would not fit into them. Definitely leopard skin too. Wait, there was more. A small tag. A very familiar one, in fact. A distinctive puffy heart that bore the name of the only shop in the world that sold them.

'Magic City Unmentionables.'

What the fuck?

Bolting up, Lauren flipped on the lamp.

There was no way! OH MY GOD! 

Had to be Caroline's. There was no other explanation. The promiscuous mother had been there when her daughter bought them during the recent visit.

"Zane! Get the fuck out here!"

+++++

There are few things more comical than a man when he's busted. Upon hearing the urgent yell, he flew back to the bedroom only to stop cold when he saw what she was holding. Mind blank, the mechanic stood there silently, hoping he had fallen asleep and this was a bad dream.

Likewise, Corey shrank further into the hallway. Why was she so upset? What's with the underwear?

"Whose are these?" Lauren shouted, shaking the panties. "Who the fuck are these?"

Zane could see the recognition in her eyes. There was no use denying it. "I can explain."

"Is this my daughter's?"

Corey's brow furrowed. What?

"Answer me. ARE THESE CAROLINE'S?"

"You already know they are," he replied, going on to explain how Caroline showed up on his doorstep weeks ago.

The pretty brunette closed her eyes. That would align with the Miami visit. On the way back from Florida, Caroline had told her she was stopping in Lawrence, Kansas to watch a Jayhawks game with friends before going on to Colorado Springs. Apparently, she had not.

"Are you fucking kidding me right now?" Lauren grabbed the sides of her head, then punched the mattress. The implications were too much to process. "Damnit!"

Jesus Mary Joseph. The color drained from Corey's face as he listened to how his daughter had seduced his friend.

"She said she didn't have a place to stay," Zane protested, as if that somehow made a difference.

"And she - or you - didn't think to call Corey?"

"Her bed was torn apart already, right? You know, because of the move."

"That isn't true. And we do have more than one."

Zane chewed on that. Considering the younger girl's covert flirting, he probably would have believed anything at the time.

"I got nothing. I'm sorry."

Lauren leaned against the headboard and drew boney knees up to her chest. Arms gathered round, she fixed him with a steely stare. Tears began to form as the dumbstruck beauty came to terms with the obvious. Counting Tommy, this was the second lover mother and daughter now had in common.

"I can't believe you fucked her."

In the hallway, Corey lowered his head. The conversation in his mind was completely different. Not only had his wife cucked him, so now had his kid. This had really gone too far. I've got to put an end to it.

He was about to emerge from the shadows when Lauren tossed back her long black mane and threw out her chest, what there was of it. What she said next blew him away.

"Why?"

"I'm sorry, Laur, I should have been stronger. It's just that she's a dead ringer for you and..."



"So, because we look alike, you decided it was okay?"

"Well, yes, I mean, you're both hot."

"Does she fuck as good as me?" Lauren asked softly, her tone more conciliatory now.

Corey felt faint. What? Why would you ask that?

Zane looked at her oddly, then down at the carpet, saying nothing.

"Does she?"

"It's...it's not a competition, Laur."

"DOES...she...FUCK...as good as ME?"

A heavy exhale. He wasn't going to get out of this without an answer. "Different, you know?"

"No, I don't."

Releasing her knees, Lauren spread her legs, revealing that shaved slit in all its glistening glory. Zane and Corey were both thankful for the light from the lamp. That pussy looked delicious. But as disconcerting as the past few minutes had been, where this was going was to be even more disturbing.

"Did her pussy look like mine?"

The mechanic stared at the bald labia. "Wha....?"

"You heard me. Does my daughter's cunt look like mine?"

Corey swallowed hard. In the history of the world, that's one question that had surely not been asked much, if ever.

"As I said," Picardo breathed deeply. "You guys are almost identical."

"Mmmm. Almost."

Unexpectedly, Lauren rolled to her knees, hands grasping the top of the headboard, and stuck her ass out. Both men had a spectacular view of both her holes. Those itty-bitty titties hung down above the pillows like small pieces of flesh with nipples. Looking over her shoulder, she hit Zane with her best come-hither grin.

"Fuck me, stud."

"What?"

"Jesus, are you as hard of hearing as my husband? Come here and fuck me."

Confused by the sudden change in demeanor, Zane edged up behind her and rubbed the head of his cock in her juices for easier penetration. What a difference a couple of minutes could make. With the discovery of the panties, he was sure the night was over. Now...

They both moaned loudly when he made entry, pushing the entire length of his cock to her cervix.

"Do it, baby, it's my turn."

Zane shook his head, laughing. "I don't know about you sometimes."

"Mmmm, that's it, right there. God, I love your cock. Make me cum."

Picking up the pace, the biker focused on just that. Stroke after stroke, he doggied her, both feeling their passion rising again.

Emboldened with them facing the other way, Corey stepped a little further into the doorway, a shadow massaging its erection through thick jeans. He didn't know which was more fucked up; committing first-degree burglary to see his wife get laid or being aroused at the thought of his buddy fucking his daughter. Both were surely despicable and depraved. And yet, he kept right on rubbing.

Looking at the wall while Zane pummeled her from behind, nasty, awful thoughts began to spin through Lauren's head. Wicked, incorrigible, and shameful fancies.

"Does it feel the same as hers?" she gasped, keeping time with his thrusts.

"Wha..what?" Zane rasped back, lost in his own rapture but keeping a steady stride.

"Does her pussy feel like mine?"

Eyes snapping open, he saw Lauren looking back at him with fire in her eyes.

"Is it as silky smooth, hmm? Does it smell like mine, baby?"

Flashes of Caroline in the exact same position with the exact same gaze, nearly caused Zane to lose it.

Lauren.

Caroline.

Lauren.

Caroline.

Lauren.

"Where did you fuck her?"

It really wasn't fair, those two looking so much alike.

"I don't know. In the garage...and here."

"You fucked her in the very bed you're fucking me in right now?

The nastiness of that caused both to growl.

"That's it," she hissed, then with a playful tone, "Fuck me, fuck my little hole. Does my mommy know your fucking me?"

The men's mouths fell wide open. OH MY GOD.

Zane locked onto her satyric gaze in disbelief. She could be filthy and raunchy, yes, but this was a whole other level.

"Well, does she...Daddy?"

While his friend was barely holding back yet another load, Corey was having trouble maintaining any shred of decency. The scene in front of him was too hot, too decadent to not get off to. With both hands on the jamb, he began humping the woodwork, gliding his denim-clad bulge against the multi-ridged trim. Inside his shorts, precum began to leak.

"Muh, muh, muh!" Lauren whinnied as the tempo of Zane's hammering continued. "DO IT! FUCK ME, FUCK ME HARD DADDY!"

Zane began to question his sanity as he continued to pound the tramp, watching his cock slip in and out of her bald gash.

"DESTROY MY CUNT, GODDAMNIT!

"MAKE ME CUM!

"TAKE ME LIKE YOU OWN ME!"

Corey humped the woodwork, allowing the raised lines to caress his bulge. Just when he thought Lauren could not be any more debased, she ascended to new heights, time and time again.

"YES! YES! YES! Tell me how you love to bang your best friend's wife AND his daughter!"

Zane grimaced, trying to postpone the inevitable. Lauren began to flip her hair around like a heavy metal guitarist, grinding her hips, clearly whipping herself into a frenzy.

"Say it!"

"I love it, I love banging you both."

"You BASTARD! What kind of friend are you? Taking the only things he has and sticking your dick into them? WHO DOES THAT?"

Biker reached out and grabbed her mane, yanking her head back. They snarled in each other's faces.

"The same kind of wife and daughter two are, nothing but GODDAMN WHORES!"

"OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!"

For Lauren, the roller coaster left the gate and was slowly climbing to its apex. Thrashing about, she shook the bed so violently it threatened to come off the frame. The back of it banged the wall with every thrust.

"DON'T STOP! DON'T YOU DARE STOP!

"DO ME, DADDY! FUCK ME AND MOMMY!"

With eyes shut, she could see the biker behind Caroline, the same black hair falling about her face, grazing the pillows, begging Zane to fuck her young cunt. JESUS CHRIST. The coaster car was ready to drop.

"Gonna blow in your cunt, bitch," Zane wheezed, nearing another climax. "Gonna flood that nasty snatch of yours with all of my spunk."

Lauren was convulsing now, her hands thumping the headboard into the wall and badly denting it.

"Just...like..I...did...in...your...daughter's."

The windows shook as Lauren came, the percussion nearly blowing them out. With one intensely erotic move, she flipped her hair onto her back and screamed at the top of her lungs, letting an entire evening of debauchery flow through her body. Despite wanting last just a bit little longer, Zane let loose too, and for the second time, sprayed her womb with renewed vigor, depositing every single sperm deep, millions rushing to coat every inch of her married cunt.

As the bedframe rattling slowed, the couple fell to the mattress yet again, exhausted and played. Corey looked on, still unsatiated, unable to realize his own release in such an awkward situation. Frustrated, he rubbed his jeans furiously, hoping to fill his briefs and get relief. And he may have too.

If only his phone had not chimed.

+++++

Both lovers were on their stomachs making eyes at each other, basking in the afterglow, when they heard it.

"Where's your phone?" Zane cocked his head.

Lauren, who was still coming down from her high, had to think for a second. "Um, I think I left it in the car to charge. Where's yours?"

"In the living room.

"Stay here."

+++++

Thank God the hall closet was only three steps from where he was. As Zane got out of bed, Corey scrambled to get inside, hiding behind what appeared to be old, musty winter coats. Only about two and a half feet deep, with no place to hide the rest of his body, but there was simply nowhere else to go.

What a dumbass! Rookie mistake. How could I forget to silence the fucking phone?

Holding his breath, he waited. And waited. And waited.

From underneath the door of the tiny closet, he could see a hallway light go on.

Nothing to see here. Keep moving.

Corey's heart was pounding so hard he thought it was going to come through his chest. He could feel the pounding pulse in his neck, arms, and legs. At any moment he was sure his bowels were going to fail.

Then the door opened, and he knew he was as good as dead. Maybe it was only a dream and he'd wake up any second.

But it wasn't and he didn't. The next Corey knew, the cold barrel of a handgun poked through the clothing and touched his forehead.

Oh God!

"Move and you're part of the wall, motherfucker."

+++++

"Stay back," Corey heard Zane warn Lauren.

Jesus, this is it. This is where it ends. All I've done with my life, and it ends right here with my brains splattered on clothing that should have been given to charity years ago.

Suddenly, the weapon disappeared. Looking down he saw his friend's feet retreat.

"You want to live, you'll come out of there slow and easy. Any other way and you die."

Corey took a deep breath. With the embarrassment and ridicule he was sure to endure, death might be preferable. Deciding he had way more life to live, even as a jerk, he moved the hangers aside.

"Zane, it's me."

Picardo's mouth dropped. Lauren's soon followed. As requested, the older man stepped out of the closet, hands up. He didn't know why, it just seemed like the right thing to do.

It took a moment for Lauren to find her voice. "What the HELL are you doing here?"

Zane's brain finally kicked in and he lowered the Glock, setting the safety. Turning to Lauren he shook his head. "You were one nervous twitch away from becoming a widow."

"Goddamnit, Corey, this isn't the first time you've pulled this shit. What the fuck is wrong with you?"

"Babe, I'm sorry. With you leaving, I just wanted to be near you."

"And watch me get fucked, is that it? We've been over this!"

"NO! I mean...I guess."

Lauren stomped back into the bedroom, a sheet covering her nakedness. Corey looked warily at the gun still in Zane's hands as he followed.

"Tell me, did you enjoy the show? Did it meet your expectations?

"I didn't expect to see you teasing my friends, no."

That caused her to pause. Just how long had he been there? Sitting on the bed, still wrapped, Lauren let her nerves calm before continuing.

"I was just having a little fun."

"Would you have blown Toby too?"

Glancing between her husband and the biker, she looked indignant. "Of course not."

Neither man looked like they believed her.

"Hey, wait a minute, this isn't about me. I'm not the one hiding in the goddamned closet."

Corey looked down at his feet. "I'm sorry, I told you why I'm here."

"Look at me," Lauren demanded, her tone defiant. She waited until he lifted his eyes to hers. "You came to watch or break it up?"

There was no answer.

"I see. So, was it hot?" she asked softly, dropping the sheet.

"Y-Y-Yes."

"Mmm," Lauren sat there and considered her options. Spreading her pussy lips, the interior pink mixed with white fluid was clearly visible.

"You know what else is really hot?" she grinned. "Your buddy's cum, still swimming around in here."

A well-timed dollop of Zane's semen squirted out and rolled down her taint. Corey stared at the messy sight.

"Seems to me we're at a crossroads, huh?"

The aging wittol knew what she was offering. He'd seen the porn. He'd read the 'clean up' stories.

Zane looked on with a puzzled brow. Not having been in the lifestyle, he wasn't quite sure what they were talking about. At least half a minute went by before Corey cleared his throat.

"I...can't do that. I just want to make love to you."

Lauren turned her head and closed her eyes. Although it's what he had asked her to do, seeing the love of her life standing there so vulnerable, so complacent, so pathetic, struck a chord, somehow whisking away any indignation she may have had. A single tear formed in her eye, which she brushed away.

"Come then," she motioned, scooting to the middle of the mattress, legs now splayed wide open. "Come make love to your whore wife and feel your best friend's love deep inside."

Corey glanced over at his friend as if seeking his permission. Zane, who was tired of being played time and time again, was less forgiving.

"Go on, asshole, fuck her."

Lauren smiled seductively as her husband moved cautiously to the edge of the bed and kicked off his sneakers. Her gaze never left his as he unzipped his jeans and pulled them off, followed by his tighty-whities. Beads of sweat were dripping from his receding hairline, and he could only stare at her open arms as if in a trance.

"Look man, fuck the slut or Ima gonna go again."

The graying cuckold climbed up and onto the sheets, positioning his penis between her thighs like he'd done a thousand times before.

"I love you," Corey whispered as she helped guide his withered dick into her waiting slit.

With a feeble push, Lauren felt it slip in, covering only half the ground that other cocks did.

"I love you," he cried out with the second thrust. "I love you so much."

Her pussy was warm, slippery, and gooey, primed by Zane's copious deposits.

"I love you, too," the fetching seductress whispered in his ear. "Give it to me, give me your love."

Slowly and methodically, Corey fucked her, the high viscosity of his buddy's spunk paving the way, much of it squirting out as the small dick displaced it.

"Smack her around a bit, bro," the mechanic encouraged him. "Treat her like the slut she is."

Putting the weight of his upper body onto one arm, the older man tapped his wife's cheek lightly.

"Fuck that, man, make her feel it."

"No," Corey looked at Zane and shook his head.

"STOP BEING SUCH A PUSSY!" Lauren chided. "Just do it."

That pissed him off.

SMACK! Corey's hand landed squarely on her face. The crack echoed through the bedroom.

"YESSSS, that's it, baby. Do it again."

SMACK!

"AGAIN!"

SMACK!

Demented laughter mixed with Corey's grunting.

"Fuckin' slut," Corey spit out.

"That's it. LOUDER!"

"FUCKING SLUT!"

"Got that right," Zane laughed, finally kneeling over Lauren's head and poking her face with his much larger cock. "Nothing BUT a slut. Isn't that right, my pretty?"

"Yesssssss."

"Shut up and suck my dick, cunt."

Corey's feeble arms began to shake under his obesity. He needed to finish... and soon.

WHACK!

One of the biker's hands struck a small tit, sending it into a jiggle.

"AHHHHH FUCK YES!" Lauren wailed. "HARDER!"

WHACK! WHACK!

"OOOOOOOOOHHHHHH!"

Above, her husband struggling mightily and knew his strength was about to give out.

"FUCK ME!" Lauren cried out, her head thrashing from side to side. "Fuck my dirty pussy."

Corey was trying, he really was, but the whole of the situation was...well...difficult.

"C'mon, babe," she cooed into his ear while jacking Zane off. "Concentrate."

"Hmmmmm."

"Think about Zane fucking me."

"Yessss."

"And our daughter."

"Oh Jesus, oh God."

"That means we've both shared his seed. We've both had it in us."

"Oh, no!"

"Dripping out of our holes"

"Dear God."

Corey's thrusts became more irregular, more stabbing than smooth strokes. Lauren could feel his body tensing.

"Do YOU think we look alike?"

"No, please don't go there."

"Same hair, same hips, same slutty attitude."

"No! I can't, I can't think about that."

"Oh, I bet you can. Can you imagine how naughty?

"Nnnnnnngggghhhhh!"

"That's it baby, keep going, give me your love! Shoot it deep!"

"SHIT!"

Lauren grinned as she fucked him back. One more push should do it.

"Remember Toby tonight?"

"Yes..."

"I almost had his dick in my mouth."

"Please no..."

"He chickened out or I would have done him and Sean too. Right there, right then. Why not, everybody else has had their shot."

"Ahhhhhhh, SHIT SHIT SHIT!"

"Pretty much everything in your life has fucked me one way or the other."

"OH NOOOOO LAUREN, WHY?"

Corey came hard, grimacing, what little cum he had blasting from his semi-hard dick into her well-used pussy.

"GODDAMN, THAT'S HOT!" Zane bellowed as he unloaded too, emptying his balls onto Lauren's already glazed face, some of it landing on his friend's arm in indiscriminate friendly fire.

With nothing left in the tank, both men collapsed next to their mutual lover while she gathered them in for caresses and praise, giggling in that special way. As the three lay silently reflecting on the past hour and what they had just done and said, the whistle of a train somewhere in the distance seemed to echo the prevailing sentiment.

Where was this special relationship headed, and where would it end?

+++++
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold/group sex topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.
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===================================

Tuesday, February 13th. Nine days to go.

===================================

Corey Miller looked out over his expansive front lawn from the warmth of his study and took a sip of hot coffee. From there he could see the widespread morning frost and the metal For Sale sign reflecting the morning sun.

Open House Sunday

Noon - 2:00

Although he was, of course, excited to finally begin a new life in Florida with Lauren, the longtime Iowan had to admit selling the house that held so many memories brought about myriad mixed emotions. Birthdays and Christmases. Shed tears and happy laughs. Now, the home that had hosted all those things, the things that make life worth living, was soon to belong to another family where they too could begin making their own.

Would that happy couple find themselves beset by the same phycological fetishes and almost supernatural fervor that seemed to consume the Miller's life these days? Would the husband develop a burning desire to see his wife in the arms of other men? Would the wife acquiesce, only to find her own body longing for pleasures of the flesh, for the joy of sex that had been so mechanical and lackluster these past few years? Ironically, it was these types of thoughts that often drove him to the privacy of the toilet to masturbate. But now was not one of those times.

"The eggs will be done in a sec. More coffee?"

Returning to the kitchen, Corey took a seat at the wooden table as Lauren approached with a coffee pot in hand. Her expression was...apprehensive. Refilling his cup, she returned to the stove and slid three over-easies from a no-stick pan onto a plate.

More and more, things just seemed so surreal. Here was his wife of twenty-eight years, padding around in sweats, hair pulled back into a messy ponytail and freshly scrubbed face making breakfast for her doting husband. With the traffic report on the small portable TV and sunshine streaming in, it could have been like a thousand other mornings in their lives; a regular Norman Rockwell painting.

But it wasn't.

Lauren hadn't spent the previous evening at the school board or coaching softball. She wasn't playing pickleball or fighting the lines at the new mega-supermarket. Instead, the beautiful raven-haired forty-eight-year-old had spent it teasing guys he counted amongst his best of friends, and eventually fucked one of them. For the third time.

A whore by any other name. 

Really? Did the culpability lie with her? Or what she had become? Had he not driven her libido to the point of ignition, stoked it with pillow talk and drunken fantasies? Asked her to dress sexier and flirt with others? Indeed, he had. Had he surfaced her suppressed desire to sell herself? No. Had he led her into an alley for a gangbang? No, but there was that pool hall incident.

Had he asked her to date other men?

Most definitely, yes. 

Despite that idyllic breakfast morning scene and best efforts to maintain a semblance of normalcy, the stoic façade had begun to crack as more and more people became aware of their evolving marriage. That her buddies in Miami knew was a given. Quite frankly, all they'd ever known was Lauren the hotwife. But now Zane's coworkers back here in Des Moines knew and with her little escapade last night, longtime friends knew as well. Who they would tell was anyone's guess.

While the bacon sizzled on the griddle, Corey pretended to be lost in his phone, engrossed in the day's headlines. He wanted nothing more than to make a quick exit and go to work unscathed. Discussing last night was something he would prefer to avoid, and so far, so good. It was his love-hate relationship with the fetish that had driven him to spy on her once again and now there were sure to be consequences. After a somewhat disturbing and muddled threesome at Zane Picardo's home, all three had fallen asleep with Lauren in the middle. As the sun rose that morning, the married couple had woken and left quietly, each driving their own vehicle back home. That had been two hours ago and since then, neither had spoken a word of the encounter. Maybe it was a reluctance to discuss, or maybe they were just tired. Whatever the reason, the silence was about to end.

Click.

Lauren set down Corey's breakfast plate and switched off the TV. When someone does that, it's never a good sign.

"We need to talk," she eyed him pensively.

Corey stopped short of stuffing a piece of bacon into his mouth. Shit.

"You cannot keep stalking me."

Biting off a piece of the crispy pork, he chewed slowly and returned the rest to the dish. "You're my wife. I like to know you are okay."

"That doesn't give you a right to spy on me. You knew where I was going, and it wasn't exactly River Bend. And this isn't the first time. There was my evening with Steve. Then the fraternity house, now Zane's."

Corey took a second bite, thought about that, then swallowed. "Well, for one, if I remember correctly, the lease has my name on it. So, when I caught you with Steve, it wasn't like I was trespassing. Second, you wanted me to find you in the fraternity. Now, last night? Yeah, maybe I pushed it. But I just had to see what was so damn important that you'd give up one of our last two nights together. But that should have been obvious, right? No mystery there. Big dick, small dick."

Lauren folded her arms and gazed out the window. He wasn't wrong. She'd smelled the scent of cock and followed it across town, leaving him in the dust. In hindsight, it wasn't something to be proud of and she could see his point. Still, if they were to continue their games in Miami, there had to be some ground rules. While she didn't like being apart from her husband all the time, not having to account for her whereabouts every day after thirty years provided a certain freedom that was going to be hard to forfeit again. Lauren was just now getting used to going out whenever she pleased, with whomever she pleased. And if they were going to continue the lifestyle - the course Corey himself had put them on - he was going to have to give her some space. Perhaps it was best to take a different approach.

"So, you like stalking me, huh?"

Corey looked up at her as he felt a foot slowly creeping up his calf. Her tone had softened and both eyes were transfixed on his.

"I told you I wasn't stalk-eeen...oh."

Another foot had joined in and found the sixty-one-year-old's crotch.

"If this is going to work, you'll need to ease up on the surveillance, okay? I know you like to watch, and I promise to feed your needs, but not all guys like an audience. And there are plenty I want to fuck."

A few toes danced on the growing tent in Corey's work khakis. "There are?" he wheezed, lost in the moment.

"Don't play stupid, Mister, you've seen what's in Miami."

"I know, but..."

Quite unexpectedly, Lauren slid off her chair and disappeared under the table. The next thing he knew, frisky hands had replaced the feet.

"Do we have an agreement?"

"Wha...what's that?"

"No more spying. I'll let you know when it's okay to lean in."

ZIPPPPPPP

"But what if...?"

A pair of lips engulfed his semi-erect six inches, followed by a tongue that traveled the length of its underbelly.

"No buts. Do we have a deal?" she asked again with the seriousness of a tough negotiator. Suddenly the whole of his penis was in her mouth.

Corey slumped in his chair; the breakfast food forgotten. "Yessssssss."

"Eye fawwwht so..." Lauren muttered as she crossed the i and dotted the t. Within two minutes the beleaguered husband shuddered, eyes rolling back in his head as he ejaculated down her throat. No way was she mopping the floor yet again.

The last drop swallowed, the sultry wife crawled out from under the table and dusted off her hands.

"Are you going out again tonight?" Corey zipped up, looking glum, as if he already knew the answer. "With him?"

"No," she shook her head, handing over a fully ladened lunch pail. "Don't you remember, silly? Tomorrow's Valentine's Day. My flight's in the morning, so this evening, we celebrate!"

Shit, that's right. Of all holidays for her to be leaving on.

"So, what do you want to do?"

"I was thinking of making that lasagna you like and staying in. Just you and me. How's that sound?"

Corey's heart nearly burst when he heard that. It was what he was hoping for.

"Perfect," he gushed with a wide smile that stayed on his face all the way to work.

"Then I'll see you later, alligator," Lauren replied cheerfully as she began doing dishes, seeming every bit like the scout leader and bingo caller she'd been for years. In fact, the June Cleaver look was only dashed once as she paused to wipe a bit of sticky white cum off her chin with a bent elbow.

That stuff can get everywhere!

+++++

"Charlie, can you grab me another stack of bands, please?" the overworked Randy Sandy's door girl at the entrance pleaded into her headset. Looping the last iridescent piece of paper around a young customer's wrist, ensuring the sticky ends held, she nodded for him to go through. The pretty Latino of Cuban descent laughed when the young man joined his waiting buddies with a hoop and a holler. It was nice to see people having a good time. Plus it gave her a chance to be off her feet.

"On it," came the youthful crackling response as the greeter smiled weakly at the ten or so other patrons waiting impatiently to get inside. All were eager to spend their money on nudity and overpriced watered-down drinks.

Within minutes, Charlie Weber had once again saved the day, showing up with two large bundles of bands.

"Busy for a Tuesday," the young man remarked as the girl sighed with relief. Typically, they didn't go through so many.

"Fleet's in, I suppose," she posited, wrapping another wrist as the twenty-dollar cover was paid.

"Charlie," the floor manager squawked in the networked Bluetooth system, "can you help Rita with the reader on station four? It's not taking swipes."

The twenty-one-year-old acknowledged the request and scampered off to the middle of the showroom, where the main bar and runway were. Such was the life of a strip club runner, scurrying here and there, helping where needed. Any given night would find him taking kitchen deliveries and inventory, gathering laundry from the talent, troubleshooting electronics, rearranging tables for bachelor parties, and setting up VIP rooms. The work was tough, but he was learning a lot about the business. And it kept him close to his forever crush, Chloe Ceallaigh, aka Autumn Breeze. Sometimes too close.

As Charlie replaced the faulty card reader and waited for the terminal to reboot, he was able to take a breath and looked around the room. Several of the talent were working the crowd for tips in various stages of dress with the real goal of selling private dances. It wasn't long before his eyes landed on a cute redhead cheerfully chatting up a group of middle-aged men. Chloe was quite busty, and wearing only a G-string did nothing to help the guys keep their focus on her eyes. Not that the rest of her wasn't beautiful, but her cantaloupe-sized breasts, still only twenty years old, sat high on her chest. Definitely a pair to behold. Those working in a gentleman's club, however, tended to get desensitized to nudity over time. In fact, Charlie no longer got chubs at the dancing or knowing what went on behind closed doors, the latter being something employees were strictly forbidden to watch or participate in. For many, it truly was just another day at the office. Except when it came to Chloe. While most men lusted after her body, it was the stripper's mind that he found most attractive. A shrewd businesswoman even at a tender age, she planned to use her God-given talents to retire by age thirty. By then, she figured, there would be diminishing returns on her assets. So why not cash in now?

Punching a passcode into the touch screen and nodding to the bartender that she was back in business, he turned to the table Chloe had been at just seconds ago, only to see her leading one of the bigger customers by hand to a VIP room in a narrow corridor off to the side. Just as she ducked behind a curtain guarded by a huge man with Security emblazoned on a yellow t-shirt, the roommates' eyes met. With a barely perceptible smile, Autumn Breeze disappeared, ready to make another guy's day.

His roommate.

Would they ever be more? Charlie mused. Could they ever be more? To be honest, it was difficult seeing her strip for men who didn't give two shits if she had a brain or not, watching them ogle her nubile assets night after night. And the lucky ones could afford a lap dance and perhaps something extra. The something he longed to do. He had decided a long time ago that things would be different if the pendulum ever did swing his way. He'd make it about her, not him, while making love to that wonderous mind as well as her luscious body.

"Charlie, can you help Jada? She's having a wardrobe malfunction and all the girls are busy."

"Be right there," the young man left the bar and headed towards the dressing room.

The dancers were always having issues with their outfits, most of them were so skimpy the material often broke and had to be mended on the fly. They didn't mind the young man fluttering around, even if it meant being in their space. He was very helpful, and after all, nude was nude, whether it be on stage or back. Plus, they all knew he only had eyes for one girl in the troupe.

Jada was fussing up a storm when Charlie got there but was able to calm her down, using a handy safety pin and some thread. All was good just as her name was announced to the waiting crowd, and she left the boy with a flirty 'thank you' and the imprint of lipstick lips on his cheek.

Never a dull moment, the kid grinned, exiting backstage and stepping onto the podium which housed the DJ booth. He like the vantage point because from there he could survey the entire room, scanning for any employee in need of help, which could range from cleaning up a spill to alerting security of a rowdy customer. Charlie had just exchanged small talk with deejay Em Cee Topper when the manager ordered the runner to VIP room six to change a flickering light.

"Probably a red twenty-watter. Should be two boxes in supply. Also, check the ceiling fan is working too, please. It's about shot."

Grabbing a bulb and a small step ladder from the closet, Charlie made his way across the floor to the VIP hallway, nodding pleasantly to the guard as he parted the curtain. It took a few seconds for his eyes to adjust to the dim blue light while walking past the individual rooms. This is where the girls made the big bucks, and it was of the utmost importance that they not be disturbed. Typically, the maintenance crew would care for this during off hours, but bulbs always went out during inopportune times. There were eight rooms, with six being near the back of the corridor. Although he didn't know which one - the girls usually just took what was open at the time - that didn't make it any easier knowing his Chloe was in one. Coming to a door with a simple black-on-white number 6 plaque attached to the frame, the boy sighed and went in. On the wall were four lights that softly bathed a futon and side table in a deep red glow. After replacing the flickering one, he flipped the switch on the fan several times before it started to rotate. Scraping noises rattled the ceiling as worn bearings showed signs of disintegration. Yep, time for a new one.

Finished, Charlie reentered the corridor and stood quietly. His boss would have surely yelled at him for not immediately leaving. But Chloe was just a few feet away, on the other side of one of those doors, doing what she gets paid to do. Pleasuring men for profit. His crotch twitched at the thought.

Her body hovering over a stranger's, gyrating to songs that they paid handsomely for.

Hands permitted to lightly touch fleshy hips as her bare nethers moistened, stopping just above tented pants. 

Christ, why did this excite him? He should be jealous and green with envy.

And he WAS. But it wasn't these alone; more like a mixture of weird ass feelings. Just like while watching her with the porn star, the whole idea was...well...fascinating. Okay, it was hot, so what? But why? Why did he get aroused at these things?

Men ogling her while dancing.

Staring at her tits and ass, wondering what it would be like to be with her.

It didn't make sense, but here he was, in the middle of a dark hall getting a hard-on, imagining what was going on behind...

Almost as if on cue, a door to one of the rooms opened, allowing red light from within to mix with the muted blue of the corridor. Out came Chloe with the same rotund client in tow, a bottle of water in her hands. She was swishing the cool liquid around in her mouth. The friends' eyes met briefly, acknowledging the other's presence. Charlie picked up the ladder and acted nonchalantly like he'd just been passing by rather than daydreaming. Keeping things professional, the redhead politely escorted the man back to his buddies and asked if anyone else wanted to have fun. When her roommate walked near the table, she pulled him aside and whispered.

"The promos from the film are done and ready to be reviewed."

"Um...okay?"

"They can't use them without me first approving. Jason makes sure he has that written into all contracts."

Charlie looked around the showroom and feigned disinterest. The prospect of reliving that day on the set was appealing but didn't want to show his hand. "So?"

The dancer fixed him with expectant puppy dog eyes. "They're online so we can do it together later at home. The shots are geared for guys, so I'd really like a guy's opinion."

Never in a million years would the young man ever say no to that face.

"Well, then, you're cooking and we're smoking your weed tonight," Charlie smiled carting off the ladder. "Bong, no skins."

+++++

Corey returned home that evening to find one-half of the garage full of packing boxes. Lauren had spent her day separating items they themselves were going to move. The current plan was to leave everything in place until the house sold, then rent a U-Haul. They'd learned over the years that certain things should not be entrusted to movers. What that meant, however, was that he had to leave his truck in the driveway. It didn't matter; he was planning on selling it anyway.

Later that night, after two helpings of her famous lasagna, they settled onto a two-person wooden glider on the deck, snuggling under an old soccer blanket. The cool Iowan night was brisk but tolerable, and the sky was clear, providing a view of the stars.



"We'll soon be looking at that moon off the coast," Lauren smiled, nestling her head against his shoulder. "Together."

"No regrets?" Corey asked.

"About what?"

"About anything."

"No, you?"

He pondered that for a second, then shook his head. "No."

"I think the move will do us good. Give us some pep in our step."

Corey studied his hand pensively. "What about Zane?"

"What about him?"

That got her a 'c'mon' look.

Lauren rubbed her husband's pudgy tummy. "He's been our friend for years. Like you, I love him in that sense. We can't just turn that friendship off. It wouldn't be right. And he's your best bud, for God's sake."

"You're obviously attracted to him. That changes things."

"Well...yeah...not gonna lie, he's great in the sack," she smiled, then put a finger on his nose. "But he's not you. Nobody will ever be you. You are my rock. My constant. I can throw all sorts of shit at you and you always stand tall."

"Like sleeping around so much?"

Lauren stopped stroking his neck and lifted her head with an odd expression. "Let's remember who..."

"Yeah, yeah, I know. I started it. You just seem to be..."

"Enjoying the pass? Does that bother you? Not once have you asked me to stop."

"No."

Wishing to avoid an argument on their last day together, Corey changed the subject. He reached into a jacket pocket and handed her a small package with a smile. "If I was mad at you, would I have gotten you this?"

Lauren's eyes lit up at the blue jewelry box. Tiffany's signature case.

"What is it?"

"Just a little something. Happy Valentine's Day. You can't take flowers or candy on the plane tomorrow, so..."

Carefully, she unwrapped the bow and removed the box top. Inside, a heart-shaped gold locket and chain shone back at her in the moonlight.

"Oh my God, it's wonderful!"

"Open it."

Pressing a small lever, the two halves of the heart swung open, revealing a tiny photo of the couple from their wedding, carefully dissected so each smiled back from a side.

Lauren began tearing up, throwing appreciative arms around Corey's neck. "You're so good to me."

"A rock."

The flood waters came; she just couldn't help it. "Yes, yes, yes, a rock," the tears flowed openly now. "A great big giant mountain!"

Content, all apprehension melted away as Mr. Granite bent down and kissed the beautiful girl in his arms. One kiss turned into more, and soon they were making out like teenagers parked on Lover's Lane. Finally, coming up for air, Lauren stood and pulled him out of the glider.

"Come...make love to me."

+++++

"How about this one"? Chloe asked, taking a hit from a glass water pipe and passing it to Charlie. It was nearly ten o'clock and the two friends had grabbed a pizza before coming back to the two-bedroom apartment they shared. Now they were sprawled out on the living room floor using the cheap coffee table to view the pics on a laptop.

Less interested in the weed than the photo on the screen, he set it down. Only five pics into their review and the young man had a raging hardon which he was desperately trying to conceal. The current snap showed her poolside on top of Jason, looking directly at the camera with an 'oh my' expression. Below, the redhead's pussy was next to the base of his large cock, while the shaft lay outside against her waist, it's head nearly to her navel. The idea clearly was to show how deep it would go once inside.

A stirring in Charlie's loins confirmed the sexual tension in the room. Fuck.

Chloe gauged the boy's reaction and selected 'approve' with a smile. As they perused the online gallery, approving and rejecting, the titillation factor could not be overstated. Despite his attempt at hiding it, she was distinctly aware of the ever-present erection. Is this what I was hoping for? the dancer questioned herself. Is this the response I secretly wanted when asking him for help?

It didn't matter how cheesy or overacted the photographs were, Charlie was definitely affected. If the promos' purpose was to entice potential customers to buy videos, they certainly hit the mark. Some would be sold to the few remaining print magazines that advertised pornos, regardless of their hilarity and campness.

"Oh, Honey, what are you doing?" Charlie mimicked the porn film's dialogue as pot smoke poured from his mouth. "Millie, he's my boss for God's sake!"

"Oh yes!" the fiery redhead chimed in. "He can boss me around any day!"

The pair fell about laughing. Neither had discussed the porno she'd costarred in just days ago, not even on the way back from the elaborate mansion. It was kind of an unwritten rule; never discuss business. Whether it be stripping or escort work. This was partially because neither wanted to bring up the elephant in the room: their feelings for each other. And making fun of the script was a welcome distraction to that.

"My wife has another man's penis in her mouth, oh no!"

Chloe playfully punched him in the arm. "Oh my GOD, Mr. Johnson, what are you doing?"

If Charlie's dick hadn't been hard since seeing her emerge from the VIP room earlier with that fat slob, it was goddamn steel right then.

"Millie, PLEASE," he cackled.

"Oh, I'm sure he will please me, unlike your pathetic cock!" the stripper pushed him down to the carpet, tickling him without mercy. "That's it! Fuck me, Mr. Johnson. Fuck me like my wimp of a husband can't."

"Stop, stop, I'm gonna pee!" Charlie called out, holding her by the waist as she straddled him.

Without thinking, Chloe slid her crotch along his board shorts, encountering quite the lump. It was the first time in their long friendship they'd been in that position.

"Jesus Christ, perv, you're hard as shit!"

"AM NOT!"

"The fuck you're not. You've never been like this and you've seen my tits and pussy hundred a times at the club."

"You've never had sex in front of me before, either have you?"

The redhead stopped and let go. He had a point.

"It was just sex. There was no emotion."

Charlie gently pushed her off and sat up straight. "No emotion, huh? Was that no emotion I saw when you were riding him but looking at me? At me. You felt nothing?"

She knew he had seen the same thing in her eyes she'd seen in his. Lust and concupiscence. Perhaps even...love.

Turning back to the laptop, the amateur porn star began flipping through more photos.

"I saw it, you know."

The boy peeked over her shoulder. "Saw what?"

"This," she said, patting his still-hard tent. "While you were watching."

He gulped. It was the first time she'd ever touched him there. "Well...it was kinda hot."

"What does that mean?" Chloe asked, stopping on a pic of her mouth around Jason's cock. She clicked "approve" and leaned into Charlie's chest, the smell of testosterone filling her nostrils.

"I don't know," he replied softly, "I guess I wanted to be him."

The small bubble butt pressed into his pelvis.

"You did?" the dancer gasped.

A low moan emanated from the young man's lips. "Yes."

"You wanted your cock in my pussy?"

"I'm sorry, Chlo, I know I shouldn't."

The dancer's eyes shut as Charlie's hands caressed her quivering sides, slowly making their way to that hefty chest. He took his time, afraid she'd react like once before when he immediately got friend-zoned.

Might it be different this time? 

This put Chloe in a bad position. It wasn't that she didn't find him attractive or enjoy his company. They were best friends, soulmates even. But time and time again she'd seen her coworkers date men who simply could not handle romancing a sex worker. It took a particular kind of guy to tolerate that kind of career and there weren't many around. One with a fetish that prescribed their women making it with other men. Like the kink that Lauren Miller's husband had.

The young man's lips were on her neck now, fingers of one hand lightly dancing on her breast, the other massaging a very fat cameltoe beneath her terrycloth boy shorts.

"You got off on seeing me with Jason, Chaz?"

The silence spoke volumes.

"And at the club? Do you enjoy seeing me take off my clothes for pleasure?"

"Of course, you're gorgeous."

Charlie switched to the other side of her neck, nipping at her ears. Her moans began to blend with his.

"Could you handle men using me as their plaything?"

"I..."

"As their whore?"

"I...I..."

The exotic dancer was testing him now, of course. Chloe, if nothing else, was a well-read courtesan. She knew the signs of a potential cuckold. Might that be a good fit for her Charlie?

"Driving me to my escort clients and waiting outside while they do all sorts of bad things to me? You know what happens during my dates, right? They destroy my pussy, just like Jason did."

"Jesus, I...I just..."

"Could YOU fuck me, baby? Fuck me after a hard day at work? A day of being a dirty, filthy cum bucket?"

"Oh GOD, Chloe, please...I DON'T KNOW!" Charlie cried out, holding her tight. "I don't know, I just don't know."

Chloe's shoulders drooped in disappointment.

"Are you sure you don't know?" she whispered, like a child whose hopes of getting a coveted toy at the store are fading fast. Exhaling heavily, the stripper damned her own integrity. Taking the young man's love and nurturing it would have been good for her, but disastrous for him. She simply wouldn't ruin the friendship they already had for a few precious moments in bed. It wouldn't be fair. Wriggling out of Charlie's grasp, a tear formed in one eye and ran down her cheek.

"I'm sorry, sweetie. I can't. I just can't. I don't want to hurt you."

With that, the redhead grabbed the laptop and ran to her room, letting the door slam behind her.

Charlie sat on the floor of the tiny apartment stunned, his dick throbbing against his shorts. He could hear her sobbing, but there was nothing he could do, nothing he could say. Twice he'd taken a shot and twice shot down. While this was the closest the boy had ever gotten, the love he had for the girl remained unrequited.

Shaking his head, he crawled up on their old sofa and fired up another bowl. He lay there for a long time staring at the ceiling until the flower helped him drift off into yet another fitful sleep.

+++++

"Go on, babe," Lauren smiled coyly, "lay down."

Having had enough of the Des Moines chill, the longtime couple found themselves in bed now, naked as the day they were born. Feeling the effects of three beers, two shots of whiskey, and a bottle of wine, the graying sixty-one-year-old obeyed, his aging and weathered body trembling under her touch. Although the last few months had given her a greater appreciation for more athletic penises, it was with love, not lust, that Lauren worked her magic fingers now, massaging the increasingly wrinkled skin on his calves and thighs. While the dark-haired vixen very much enjoyed bringing those studs to a raucous orgasm, nothing was as satisfying as seeing the man she loved writhe with anticipation. Especially when her ruby-red lips descended over his twitching dick.

"Picking up where you left off this morning?" he asked, closing his eyes.

"Mmmpfffft."

Cupping the weak nutsack, Lauren easily swallowed the entire shaft, nose flinching at wiry pubic hairs, poking, scratching. The balls on younger men were much more masculine, the flesh taut and alive. By no fault of his own, of course, but Corey's had been sagging for years now, gravity having its way.

"Damn, that's...that's...sooooo good."

"Mmm, I know, lover."

Slowly, his flaccid dick was coming to life, but these days it needed more help than ever. Carefully, Lauren swung her hips over Corey's head, lowering her bald labia onto his face. The scene in the mirror over the dresser reflected the efforts of the beautiful brunette. As the skin of her ass cheeks grazed his forehead, she noticed the sturdiness of her still lithe body, abs, and hourglass figure kept tight by daily trips to the gym. In contrast, she looked out over her much older husband as she wrapped and tied off the black mane of hair atop her head. Up until eight months ago, it had been the only male body she'd known since marrying, and been contented with it in the thirty years they'd been together. Now, with his insistence, she'd found the intemperance of other men.

Still, the sixty-nine she was about to treat her husband to was done out of pure love. What else could make her enthusiastic as she bent over, hands traversing the senescent loose folds and skin tags, beginning with his jiggly man-boobs, over a pudgy tummy, passed a rippled and expanding waistline?

With manufactured gusto, she began bobbing her head up and down on his struggling manhood, hoping to get it hard enough for penetration. She so WANTED to give him the fuck he was always begging for. The one he deserved.

But...Jesus...give me something to work with.

Corey groaned while lapping at her shaved lips, his tongue darting in and out of the watering slit. Lauren moaned too. She couldn't lie, it felt good. Not Zane or Alex or Tony good, but good. Whether that night was going to be great was anyone's guess, but it didn't matter. Tonight wasn't about her.

"That's it, hon, eat my pussy. Let me feel it."

Corey obliged, spreading the butterfly wide and slurping the juices that continually flowed out of the pink hole. He'd lap it up, just for it to be immediately replaced by more. The joy he felt as his wife sat on his face was indescribable, and yet, as enjoyable as her nectar was, he wanted his cock in there too, as it had been a thousand times before.

But wasn't that when it was hard and proud and virile? When I could give her a good seeing too without resorting to toys? Christ, even now with the sight of her sex staring him in the face, he was having difficulty getting it up. The damage that did to a man's psyche was indescribable and very damning.

It was a fact that did not escape Lauren. Surfacing from a particularly long deep dive, she gasped, a bit of saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth.

"Almost there, babe," she licked the bottom of his shaft. "Then you'll be able to fuck me. You do want to fuck me, right? I'll let you. All night long."

Well, or ten minutes, whichever comes first.

"I'm trying," Corey blurted out, cursing his doctor for refusing to prescribe helpers. Something about a contradiction with his high blood pressure. Surely a heart attack would be more welcome than not being able to make love to one's wife.

Sighing, but not yet ready to throw in the towel, Lauren switched things up. Corey protested as she removed her warm ass from his face, leaving it sticky and gleaming, and moved beside him. Slowly closing fingers around the vertically challenged dick, she began stroking him with a steady rhythm, while her other hand went to his chest. Grinning, she let the back of it lightly touch one nipple, then the other, knuckles teasing the nubs to hardness. Many decades together had taught her what he liked, and this was a favorite. Rigid now, she let her nails tease the hairy areolae until his pectorals hardened in that way that men with man-boobs do when excited. As his breathing deepened and he squirmed beneath her touch, the budding cuckoldress knew she had him exactly where she wanted him.

"C'mon, Twisty, get hard for me."

The embattled penis jumped.

"That's right. I want this cock in me right now. I want to feel it in my wet cunt. Can you do that for me?"

The nervous project manager nodded bleakly, not at all sure if he - or it - was up to the task.

Goddamn wine.

"You don't want me to call Zane to finish the job, do you?"

Corey shook his head rapidly back and forth. "No, no, no."

"Then DO IT, baby, get it up. Get hard for your whore wife. I need to get fucked soooo badly!"

"Yes, yes. I will."

"Will you? Or should I get a real man over here? Maybe Toby and Sean are available to finish what I started at Zane's."

"You wouldn't."

"Wouldn't I? They know what a slut I am now, so why not? Yes, that's right, your best friends know your little wife is a whore. And, believe me, Toby felt like he had a lot to offer."

"OH FUCK!" Corey slammed the back of his head into a pillow while his hips lifted about four inches off the mattress. "Please...please!"

"Please what? Please call them? They enjoyed seeing my breasts, I could see it in their eyes. That's right, all those years of staring at me behind your back. Leering at me while you weren't looking. Wondering at cookouts what my itty-bitty titties looked like beneath those tank tops and halters. Well, now they know, don't they?"

Lauren squeezed one of his droopy pecs. It felt like what she imagined a nun's tit would.

"DON'T THEY?"

"OW...yes!"

"Now they can tell your other friends how slutty your wife is. How she nearly paid her debt with her willing mouth."

She could feel the blood surge to the newly invigorated cock in her hand. It was pulsating hard.

Corey grit his teeth, gasping for air as she laid it on thicker, fingering a bumpy nipple that sent bolts of lightning to his hardening dick.

"I should've just fucked 'em there and got it over with."

"NO!"

"Why not, YOU sure the hell can't get me off, can you cuck? You need other men to satisfy your wife."

"OHHHHHH nooooo."

"I can still do it, you know. Leave Iowa with a bang," Lauren laughed manically, "literally...one big bang, all your buddies doing me!"

"GOD HELP ME!"

Leaning over, she put her nose on his, causing the bun to fall, allowing all that perfumed black hair to cascade about them like a cloak.

"Speaking of God, perhaps I should pay Pastor Adams a visit. He always had an eye for my ass, you know."

"What?

"Uh-huh. I used to see him, watching me bend over as I put the kid's coats on after service. He sure the hell wasn't smiling at them. Maybe he can lift my pretty little Sunday dress and put the Holy Spirit in me."

"WHY LAUR, WHY? Why have you become such a tramp?"

"WHY?"

Corey's eyes grew as big as saucers as he saw her demeanor change in a flash. Noses touching, Lauren went off, spittle flying everywhere,

"BECAUSE SOMEONE HAS TO FUCK ME, YOU PATHETIC GODDAMN CUCK. YOU'RE HARDLY WORTH THE TIME!"

It came quickly and without warning. The only thing the couple remembered later was Corey erupting into an unprecedented rage, throwing her onto her back and forcing her legs open. There was some pain at first, but that gave way to wave after wave of pleasure for both as he drove - no, stabbed - his engorged cock into her dripping pussy. Meeting each thrust with her hips, Lauren stared deeply into his eyes, fingers tearing at his short gray hair, begging for more.

"That's it, CUCK! I know what makes you tick. Now do me, babe, make me cum. PLEASE MAKE ME CUM!"

The bed began to shake as the couple fucked with no restraint. This was not making love; they were simply two animals humping in the woods in a tempestuous coupling. Wrapping her legs around his tubby waist, she squeezed and tightened her grip.

"GIVE...IT...TO...ME...TWISTY!"

"UMPFFFFFF!" Corey bellowed, "FUCKING WHORE!"

"YES YES YES!" Lauren responded with her head thrown back. "I am your whore, nothing but a filthy, nasty slut!"

"OH GAWWWWD!"

It had barely been a minute, but both knew he was close.

"GIVE ME YOUR LOVE, BABY, GIVE ME ALL YOUR LOVE!"

The grunts from above told her he needed just a little more help.

"Pastor Adams...staring at me from the pulpit...me spreading my legs from the pew...revealing the promised land."

"OH FUCK!"



"Bible class, Sunday school, bending me over his desk, showing me the way..."

"GOOD GOD!"

"YES YES! His God. Fucking me in the name of the Father... Son...and the Holy Fucking Ghost!"

"SHIT LAUREN!"

"DO ME, TWISTY, CUM IN MY FORSAKEN SLUT CUNT!"

"NAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH NNNNNNNNGGGGGAAHHHHHHH!"

Suddenly everything stopped, frozen in time as Corey unloaded in Lauren's love canal, the weight of his body crushing her as those lovely muscles tightened around his dick, squeezing out every drop the older man could muster. She waited as long as she could without breathing before tapping out, begging him to roll off.

"I'm sorry," he apologized, wheezing in recovery. But the apology wasn't for smothering. "I lasted as long as I could."

Lauren held her sides and chest, massaging her skin where most of his mass had been pressing down on her oppressively. Smiling feebly, she assured him with as much sincerity as possible that their lovemaking had been really special. Corey knew it was lies but felt good just the same because in a way she was right. Simply being together, and sharing their love, was, given the circumstances, extraordinary in itself. And soon, very soon, they would be together forever.

As her husband drifted off to sleep, Lauren was happy to leave him with those pleasant thoughts. She had worked hard to learn the ways of a good cuckoldress. Online research, reading articles, conversing in forums. Even watching the ridiculous porn. Of course, she wished it could be different. Wished that Corey could be as well-equipped as his best friend, or at least have half the stamina of the men she'd met. But that was not reality, so Lauren had to make lemonade out of lemons. And judging from the man now lying next to her snoring, she'd done a pretty good job at getting him off.

Now it was her turn. Clutching an old two-speed bullet found while cleaning the house that day, reflections of recent trysts flowed through her consciousness. Pauly, Zane, and the plethora of cock she'd be returning to in just twenty-four hours caused her to moan repeatedly, mixing with the steady hum of the vibrator. With the tip of the plastic toy brushing against her unsatisfied button, thoughts of bone-shattering climaxes recently experienced, as well as those in her future, fueled her towards yet another. Jax...Tommy...Alex...so many memories peppered her body with pleasure as thoughts of them pounding her into oblivion brought her to a surging climax.

As her orgasm subsided and she switched off the dildo, Lauren cuddled with Corey and lay in his arms, one hand on his graying chest while it rose and fell.

Oh, how she loved this man! 

But Miami? Truly the Magic City. Moving there was the best thing they could have done. Yes, it catapulted them into a new lifestyle. Yes, that lifestyle had caused them some drama. Yes, there had been some arguments. But it had also invigorated their monotonous, humdrum routine. Given an edge to their marriage and a spark to their sex life. True, Corey couldn't last any longer than he did before, but at least it was somewhat exciting now. No more just him grunting once and cumming. At least she could tease, manipulate and enable his enjoyment, which in itself gave her satisfaction. And she? She was able to enjoy sex again, even if by proxy.

How could any of that be a bad thing?

=======================================

Wednesday, February 14th. Eight days to go.

=======================================

"Trans American Airlines paging passenger Michael Andrews. Please proceed to gate nine, your flight is waiting. Mike Andrews, gate nine please, this is your last call."

Half expecting to see OJ sprinting through the concourse, Lauren sat patiently, gazing out over the tarmac at Des Moines International. Her mid-morning flight was still projected to leave on time, although predicted pre-dawn flurries had turned into moderate snowfall.

I'll take eighty-five-degree temps any day.

Just as she opened a browser on her phone to check email, it rang with a smiling picture of her oldest friend Gail Weathersby filling the screen. Lauren hesitated before accepting the call, knowing she was likely going to get chewed out. Gail did not disappoint.

"So, you're in town for a whole week and don't think about calling me, huh? What the fuck?"

"Hi, Gail. I'm sorry. I came back for the reunion, then Corey and I were packing. Time got away."

"Uh-huh. I had to find out you were here from Judy, you know. And she through Toby. That's not right."

Lauren winced. Just as she suspected. Toby had mentioned seeing her.

What ELSE had he told his wife?

"Did, eh...did Judy say anything else?"

Like me teasing her man?

"No, not really. Why? She just said you were over at Zane's when the boys were watching the fight the other night."

Sighing with relief, Lauren tried to change the subject. "I'm sorry I didn't call you. I promise we'll get together whenever the house sells. I'll need to come back anyway and help Corey move some stuff down."

"Good, make sure you do."

The two women sat in silence, which grew more pregnant with each passing second.

"Laur?" Gail finally said, trepidation in her voice.

Lauren tensed. She could almost feel what was coming.

"Yes?"

"Why are you fucking Zane?"

It was a fishing expedition, but the lengthy pause confirmed the friend's suspicion.

"Gail!"

"It's a legit question and not a stretch. Zane may have some miles on him but he's still hot. You did go with him to that ceremony in Bakersfield and spent the night."

"We were in separate hotels."

"Oh yeah? Did housekeeping need to change the sheets in YOUR hotel room the next morning?"

More silence.

"Uh-huh. Thought so. He let it slip, you know."

"What? Who?"

"Zane. At Clancy's. He and Corey were drunk, and Zane got pissed. Not sure why, but he shouted out something about fucking you. Like, everybody heard about it."

Why would he do that? Lauren thought. Feeling a headache coming on, she began rubbing her forehead. "Gail..."

"Look, there's no denying it now. You were over at Zane's and in his arms when Toby and Sean showed up. What more is there to know? So, how's Corey taking it? I feel sorry for him. Pretty torn up, is he?"

The rub turned into rolling eyes. Clearly, you do not know my husband these days.

"He's coping."

"Will you split up? After selling the house, I bet? That's probably the best, you know, just split it down the middle."

"Gail, listen..."

"What's he going to do? Stay in Iowa?"

"Gail..."

"Guess he can't quit his job now..."

"GAIL!"

Abrupt dead air. With a deep breath, Lauren slowly exhaled. "You need to understand. He's cool with it."

"Cool with what? Exactly what's that supposed to mean?"

The overwrought wife let the statement sink in with her oblivious friend.

Eventually, Gail came around. "Oh. Ohhhhhhhhhhhh. NO! Really? Just how long have you guys been swingers? How the hell did I not know?"

Lauren pinched her forehead. "Um...we're not exactly...swingers."

"Too bad, Corey's kind of cute and all."

"GAIL!"

"Hey, what did I say? I mean, if everybody's fucking everybody else..."

"Everyone is NOT fucking everyone else."

"Yeah, sure, whatever you say."

The phone vibrated in Lauren's ear, catching her off guard. Pulling it away, she saw Chloe was calling.

"Hey, I've got to take this. I promise I'll look you up when I come back, okay? Until then, can you keep our conversation private?"

"You know me, I can keep a secret."

Lauren smiled. That's what I'm worried about. Switching to the other line, she went from frustrated to cheery in a split second. It wasn't hard to do when talking to the exotic dancer.

"Hi, Chloe!"

Looking at the time, she noticed it was way too early for a sex worker. "What gets you up at this hour?"

The redhead sounded tired and cranky. "Haven't slept at all."

"Why?"

"I need your help. Well, more like your husband's help."

"Corey? How?"

"It's Charlie. We almost fucked last night."

Remembering what the stripper had said about her volatile relationship with the young man, she bit her lip. "Is that good or bad?"

"I...I don't know."

It was clear the girl was trying to find the right words.

"Good, I guess. I mean, I want to, I really do. He's everything I want in a guy, it's just that..."

"You don't want to lose him."

"He's my best friend. It might be good for a while, but what if there are feelings? Real feelings? Men can't handle what I do. They always leave."

"How do you know that? You're only twenty."

"I'M OLD ENOUGH TO KNOW WHAT I SEE!" Chloe exclaimed on the verge of tears. "The older girls, they lose guys all the time. THEY JUST CAN'T HANDLE IT!"

"Whoa, slow down. I didn't mean to imply you were wrong. But how do you know Charlie would leave?"

"I don't for sure."

More sniffles.

"I guess that's why I'm calling. Until this week, I thought he was just tolerating what I do, you know, to stay friends. But Monday he went to a shoot with me and stayed for the filming."

Lauren's brow raised. "He watched?"

"Yeah."

"And?"

"He got off on it. I could see it in his eyes. Like I saw in Corey's."

The women remembered the night with Jax and Corey when the three of them cucked the grimacing husband hard. 'Now you know what your whore wife does with her free time, cuck,' the redhead had humiliated Corey while she sat on his dick, both watching the gigolo give it to Lauren.

"So, one day maybe more is now?"

"I don't know."

"Where does Corey come in?"

"They could be cut from the same cloth, you know? Charlie's just realizing it much younger."

Lauren and Amy had taken to hanging out at Randy Sandy's and certainly had seen how the boy looked at the stripper.

"Did the club trigger this? All the leering men?"

Chloe sniffled again. "Probably. It wouldn't be the first time. That, and chauffeuring me to client dates. God knows what he did while waiting for me in parking lots."

Recalling how Corey had sat outside Pauly's fraternity house when they were still single and jerked off, Lauren could empathize.

"I have a pretty good idea."

"Attention passengers. Oceanic Airlines flight 2071 to Miami International will begin boarding in five minutes. Please have your boarding pass available to scan as you board. Thank you."

"Listen, my flight is boarding. I'll be talking to Corey later. Let me ask him if he minds Charlie calling him, okay?"

Lauren could hear the younger woman trying to compose herself. Finally, she took a deep breath. "Yes."

"Cool. I have to go now."

"Lauren?"

"Yes?"

"Thanks for being a friend."

"Hey, you and Charlie rescued me from myself before, remember? We have each other's backs now, right?"

"Lauren?"

The older woman looked nervously at the line starting to form in front of the boarding bridge.

"Yes, Chloe?"

"I love you."

Lauren's heart could have melted right there, leaving a puddle on the gate floor. Her crush on the sexy redhead produced a pang of longing between her legs that suddenly reappeared. Even as the carry-on bag swung over her shoulder, memories of making love to the redhead caused a bit of moisture to form in otherwise dry panties.

Good God, she couldn't WAIT to get back to Miami.

+++++

"Hey, Ace, can you take a look at that Adventure in the morning?"

Zane Picardo glanced at the BMW motorcycle sitting just inside one of the garage doors, then back at his boss.

"Sure. What's its story? You want me to look now?"

"Timing's messed up and no, I can't afford to pay you fucks overtime, I've told you that."

The star mechanic nodded and punched out, sliding his timecard back in its slot by the clock. "Right. First thing."

Outside, the biker turned his leather jacket's collar to the stiff chilly breeze and began walking to a nearby watering hole to get a couple of shots in him before braving the shitty weather astride Bessy. Cursing, he swore he'd have a ride with four wheels before next winter.

"Hi, Zane."

"The fuck?" Zane spun around, hands clenched, startled to see Corey standing under an awning of an abandoned storefront. "Jesus, dude, don't do that. That's the second time this week you almost got popped. You gotta stop sneaking around."

The older man nodded. Where had he heard that before?

"Sorry. I know you come here for a drink after work."

"So?"

"Can I buy a round?"

Picardo looked up and down the street at nothing in particular, surprised at his own uncertainty. Never had he passed up a free drink or hesitated tossing back one with a friend. Of course, he didn't make a habit of fucking friends' wives, either.

"Uh, sure, why not?"

Shaking off the cold, the two settled in at a table in the back. Definitely a dive, Corey ordered two whiskeys from a not-unattractive waitress in a three-quarters-length Jack Daniels tee.

"What brings you here, Cors?" Zane asked, still a bit uncomfortable from the recent odd encounter with Lauren and his pal.

"Just wanted to say I'm sorry...for sneaking into your house."

"Yeah, that was fucked up, bro. You put me and Laur in a bad spot, you dig? I mean, I had every right to blow your head off, but then that would've just come back on me and her."

Corey frowned. "Not following."

"Yeah? Really? C'mon dude, you know how cops are. Husband killed in home of friend who was fucking said husband's wife. Not a good optic, right? Especially since said husband and wife are essentially separated and house is up for sale? Real reasons don't matter to cops, man. Circumstances do. And even if they eventually believed us, that's a lot of shit to make us go through."

Fuck. "I didn't think of that."

"You're not thinking a lot these days, are you? I know this whole thing you and Lauren got going has you all twisted up inside, but you can't just burgle somebody's house to get your kink on. The next guy could pull the trigger."

Corey stared at his hands as the waitress brought the drinks.

"You're right. About all of it. I suck."

The mechanic looked at the older man with sympathy. While he couldn't fully understand his friend's fetish, he still had compassion for whatever he was going through. The guy was his best friend after all.

"Don't be so melodramatic, boss. Listen, you and Laur got a...a thing, right? And make no mistake, whatever you got she's caught some of it too. You both need to learn control. And for you...that means if she's going out and you're not invited, let her the fuck go. If she loves you...and she does...she'll come back. You want to watch? Fuckin' ask. Don't go hiding in the closet of a gun owner, okay?"

"Yeah."

The men drank their whiskey in silence. Zane finished first and ordered another round.

"Besides, we came at you pretty hard with all that cuck shit. But you gotta understand, my man, I only did what Lauren said you liked."

The biker could see in Corey's eyes that she was right.

"And that whole outing you in the bar..."

"It's...it's...fine. At least it wasn't my coworkers or boss. That's the one thing I don't think I could handle."

"That would be fucking rough. What about Toby and Sean?"

"They know?"

"About your thing? I don't think so. But they damn sure know I've been with her."

"That's unfortunate. I guess they see her how she really is now."

"Now is the key word there," Zane pointed out. "Let's face facts. She usen't be that way. Until you turned her out, that is. I dunno, maybe she always had some suppressed sluttinesss. Hell, I think all chicks do. But all that would've gone to the grave with her had you not started pushing. Now you gotta deal with the creature you created. Either accept it or kill it."

Picardo cringed as those last words fell from his mouth and was quick to clarify. "Not literally."

Corey sighed. "I know what you mean."

"Good," the biker smiled at fresh drinks from the waitress. "I guess what I'm trying to say is, if you're gonna do your thing then fuckin' embrace it. Don't go moping around all the time and act all depressed. Feel it. Use it. Get off on it. But own it. You only live once, dude."

That put a half-smile on the older man's face. Zane handed him one of the whiskeys and hoisted the other.

"To kinky shit."

Both men threw back the two-finger pour in a single swig.

"Oh, by the way," the biker wiped his mouth on a sleeve as the burn tore up his throat. "You walk into my house again unannounced without bringing beer or weed and you're leaving in a goddamn box, you hear?"

======================================

Thursday, February 15th. Seven days to go.

======================================

"First stop?" CEO Stephan Jones asked as he ducked passed the limo driver and into the spacious backseat of the company limousine. He landed on his rump with a groan, his seventy-four-year-old body protesting.

"Tulane Marinas in Keystone at ten," Lauren followed him into the vehicle, hunching over. As she did, her cream-colored pointy-collared satin blouse fell away from her chest, revealing the small B-cup bra beneath. Not much to look at, but enough to catch the eye of the old man and Jules the driver, who in turn just smirked. Employed to drive official Rekrap motor vehicles for over ten years now, he'd grown to appreciate Jones as the pervert he was.

"Followed by a noon at Port au Erva, near Pelican Harbor," the bright office manager continued. "Then on to Sunny Isles for a two o'clock."

"A full day then," Jones remarked as they settled into long, plush couch-like seats opposite each other. "Let's get started."

As the sleek black Cadillac pulled from the curb, Lauren gave her boss the low-down on each company and what they knew about them. Rekrap had been wanting to expand ownership in marinas for over a year now, and with renewed contracts in place with other consortiums - some successfully brokered by Lauren herself - the monolith now had the cash flow in place to make a move. The three being visited that day had been severely damaged by recent hurricanes and were struggling to recover. Owner propensity to sell could be at an all-time high.

After the quick briefing, the pair fell silent, catching up on email or looking out the window. Lauren thought back to that morning and the orchids which had been waiting for her at the concierge desk on her way back from the gym.

Happy Valentine's Day with all my love. Corey.

Filled with love and wishing he was there, she had sent him a brief text thanking him for the flowers and assuring him it would be the last lover's holiday they'd be apart.

Gliding along Biscayne Boulevard on the way to Keystone, an occasional pothole jarred them out of their own thoughts. Several times Lauren caught Stephan looking at her, expressionless at first, but smiling oddly when their eyes met.

Dirty old man, she chuckled to herself. That old battle-axe wife of his probably hasn't put out in twenty years. Dismissing the leers, the junior executive leaned back into the seat. Crossing her legs seductively, she allowed the hem of her gray pencil skirt to rise even further, exposing fine black hosiery that disappeared tantalizingly between her thighs. So let him look.

As a business negotiator, Lauren had mad skills, even without having to resort to more...direct methods of persuasion. Her understanding of their core market substantially impressed Jones by the time Jules pointed the limo southward to Rekrap Headquarters after the last meeting of the day. Now it was just a matter of deciding on the right marina. Facing each other on the soft bench seats, Stephan poured two glasses of wine from a small bottle he found in the mini-fridge.



"You did well," he remarked, handing her one. "Let's get the discussions written up and presented to the board by Wednesday."

Leaning over to clink a toast, Lauren nodded appreciatively. "Thank you. I'll have a draft to you by Monday afternoon." Knowing she had employed a little flirting to soften up a couple of the owners, she added, "I hope I didn't cross any boundaries."

"Nonsense. All's fair in love and war. And make no mistake. Big business is war. Besides," Jones chuckled, "I think those lines were crossed with Detrevrup and Polymer Thermoset, don't you?"

Lauren knew full well he was aware of exactly how she got Stretch Madison and Angel Tagliatelle to sign contract extensions. Several more miles and sips went by before summoning the courage to ask what was really on her mind.

"So, while we're on the subject, have I proven myself worthy of Jose's Operations vacancy?"

Jones took another drink and smacked his lips. "Hmm, great wine. I didn't know we were on the subject."

"That's not an answer."

Stephan poured them both another glass and looked at his junior matter-of-factly. "Honestly? Yes, you have the chops. You're smart, engaged, and take ownership of everything you touch. And yet, any VP at my table needs to have discretion."

"I don't?"

"Did you during the audit prep?"

Lauren looked surprised. "Audit prep? What's that have to do with anything?"

Jones fixed her with an amused stare. "At the Hotel Majestic. More specifically, the garage of the Hotel Majestic."

She suddenly remembered the tryst with the Turkish salesman in his rental...and the mature couple that had happened by. For just a few seconds, the older gentlemen had paused and leered.

"You," her mouth fell open. "It was you."

"What can I say? They have a great duck on Thursdays. Although the special on level P2 looked better. But the point is not my palette nor what you do on your own time. It's your discretion. Do what you want but do it behind closed doors. I could have easily been someone you work with, especially those in the rank and file who would love to get dirt on their boss. People have blackmailed others for less."

Lauren stared out the window. "Your right," she admitted, "it won't happen again."

"It mustn't."

"I promise, I'll be more careful."

Emptying the bottle of red wine into his glass, the old man leaned over and placed a hand on his sexy manager's knee, fingers lightly caressing it through dark nylon. The sudden touch startled her, forcing her eyes away from the scenery outside to his boney knuckles. He nodded towards the front of the limo.

"You could start by proving your understanding now."

At first, she wasn't quite sure what that meant. Following her boss's gaze to Jules who was busy expertly navigating traffic, it took a minute for the meaning to sink in. As it became clear, Lauren leaned over to a panel housing a switch that read 'Partition Up' and pressed it. Almost immediately a soundproof screen began to rise from the floorboard, separating the rear seating from the front. This was followed by the driver's voice.

"Everything okay, sir?"

"Yes, yes, fine," Stephan barked back, never taking his eyes off the darkness between Lauren's knees. "Take the long way back to the office, please."

"Of course, sir."

Hoo boy, that's really discrete Hoss, she thought rolling her eyes. There was no doubt the old man wanted to play a little; the problem was...his wife.

"Why, Mr. Jones, you're married. I don't mess with married men."

"That's very noble of you, my lady. But do most married men sign your paycheck? Besides, she hasn't touched me in years."

Can I call 'em or what?

Setting her drink down, Lauren returned his stare and slowly began to separate her knees until the tight skirt and hosiery stopped any further widening. Unzipping the side provided a little additional room, just enough to lift her ass from the cushion and wiggle the material up to her waist. While her boss ogled the exposed nylon and panty-covered crotch, she proceeded to rub it for several minutes until a wet spot appeared in the cotton briefs and the aroma of her juices filled the car.

"Let me see it," Stephan sat forward, eyeballs bulging. "Show me." For over half a year, the chief executive had watched the gamy woman waddle around the office in professional yet sexy clothing, wondering what she looked like naked. And now here her beaver was nearly exposed in front of him.

Using one hand to pull the hosiery away, Lauren used the other to ease the panties to one side, causing her labia to present a very visible and shiny cameltoe.

"It's beautiful," the CEO gasped, unsurprised to see the smooth lips. She always struck him as a slut.

Glancing at the driver, Lauren could see through the one-way screen that he was still engrossed in battling other drivers, completely oblivious to what was happening in the back.

You want discretion, huh? 

"Come here," the office manager beckoned.

Jones struggled a bit but was eventually able to slide to the floorboard, his old kneecaps trembling with discomfort. Lauren placed her hand on the back of his head and guided it between her legs. Nose inches from her aromatic treasure, he sniffed the hosiery, noting the wetness now seeping through the nylon and seeping onto the seat. Arching her back, the soaked material barely touched his face, glazing it with warm and sticky juices. Stephan's tongue darted out, making contact with the fine fabric, lapping up the sweet acidic liquid as if it was life-giving. And maybe it was. The notion of her boss paying homage to her pussy, his tongue pressing the nylon into her slit, was so hot on so many levels.

"Sit down," Lauren commanded, managing to find her voice.

The senior executive pulled back, a bit surprised. He was not used to others giving him orders. Wiping a glistening chin on the sleeve of his suitcoat, the CEO was about to scold her when she planted both feet on the edge of the cushions and splayed her legs wide. With the panties still pulled aside beneath the tight hose, Lauren caressed her hairless slit over the material, gyrating her hips to the movement.

"Mmm," came the moans, mouth slightly parted.

With two fingers, she spread the thin lips, exposing the pink of a very wet butterfly.

"Goddamn," Stephan uttered, rubbing the erection that was pressing against suit pants that just seemed too small now. For a man with little eroticism in his life, seeing that pussy hiding behind dark hosiery made it even more erotic.

Slipping a hand beneath the material, the nylon snapped back to contour around Lauren's poised knuckles. As an astonished Jones watched and tightened his grip around his polyester bulge, he saw the outline of her middle finger disappear into a very bald cunt. Then in went the index.

"Will I be your next VP?" Lauren asked pointedly.

When the old man didn't answer, a foot brushed his crotch. "Take it out."

Stephan looked hesitantly at the one-way. Although he knew Jules couldn't see anything beyond his own reflection, nor would the driver disclose anything he saw, it always felt very awkward. With a pervy, self-indulged grin, he unbuckled and unzipped, then raised his stinky fat ass to drop trousers and briefs to rather formidable cankles below.

Returning his smile, Lauren caressed his erection, allowing the nylon to graze the wrinkled shaft. Jones stared at her pussy while she masturbated and plied his cock with her foot. The mesh felt like fine linen, causing the stiff dick to bounce on its own. Soon, precum began to leak.

"Am I the next VP?"

"P-P-Perhaps."

"Not good enough, Stephan."

"Then perhaps you'd care to seal the deal in a way I know you must be very good at, Mrs. Miller?"

Lauren stopped fingering herself and smirked. The next step had been inevitable. And he was right, it wouldn't be the first negotiation brokered with her mouth. With the sexiest of pouts, she slid to her knees, skirt falling back into place. Looking down at the hard but crinkled dick surrounded by a forest of unkept pubic hair and liver spots, she steeled herself, remembering the rather foul odor associated with another geriatric blowjob, that damned nosey Harvey, the concierge. Drawing her hair back, she descended on her boss's dick, first licking the dollop of clear fluid oozing from the head, then lowering her lips around it, tongue swirling against the aging skin.

The texture was that of old leather, but thankfully, unlike with Harvey, there was little odor, probably a testament to the CEO's meticulous hygiene. Up and down her boss' shaft she went, deciding it wasn't as unpleasant as anticipated. For a man in his seventies, his cock wasn't terrible; not at all like her doorman. Although now only five inches, she could tell it once had stood much longer and wider in its day. For the briefest of moments - just a tiny one, mind you - Lauren wondered what it would be like to ride the old bastard.

"That's it, Miller, suck it. Suck it hard. That's a good VP."

Alternating his gaze between the back of the woman's head and that of Jules up front driving, was the ultimate in power trips for the very powerful man. One employee driving and the other on her knees sucking him off. Life was good.

"Mmmmffff."

Hoping for a quick finish, Lauren increased the pace, bobbing with earnest and deep-throating as much as possible. His grunts increased as flabby hips began thrusting at her face and the quiet of the limo filled with voracious slurps, swallows, and heavy breathing. As with all men, Jones was lost in the skills she had perfected over the last few months. Several times, his pelvis lunged forward greedily, and the brunette readied herself, only to have him sink back into the seat, groaning in disappointment. His struggle to get off was obvious, a theme she was beginning to see for men his age. For the next several miles, mouth and cock danced, her lips building his cock to a climax time and time again, only for him to stall at the cliff. It soon became clear he, like the others, was going to need more to get him to jump.

Use your head and words, her friend Amy whispered somewhere from afar.

At a crossroads, Lauren began thinking of her next move, which on the surface, was only logical. Unfortunately, this having been a work-related day trip - with her boss no less - bringing a condom had not crossed her mind. Now what?

Pregnancy wasn't a concern, of course. Early menopause had taken care of that, and it was likely the decrepit old coot was shooting blanks anyway. Plus, given his age, any deliberating STDs would have surely killed him off by now.

Determined to put the final seal on the upcoming VP job, she slithered along the old man's withered legs and tugged her skirt up once again. Without hesitation, Lauren poked a hole in her leggings and ripped them open. Sacrificing a pair of hose was well worth the payoff. Straddling his plump waist, she moved a roll of fat out of the way and guided his saliva-coated dick passed soaked panties and into her waiting hole. A low guttural moan came from the CEO's open mouth as he looked into her eyes. Wrapping hands around his neck, she began fucking him, increasing the pace while giving him the best cowgirl he would ever experience. Burying his bald head into her chest, she pressed flush cheeks against the car window behind him, her fiery eyes watching the traffic go by while crashing her hips into his, over and over and over again. Occasionally a motorist would look over and hold her gaze as if they could see through the smoky glass and know what she was doing.

Laser-focused now, Lauren humped the mature penis with wild abandon, making sure it impaled her fully and deeply with every downstroke. One time she almost thought she had him cumming, only to be interrupted by the intercom.

"Sir, we're a couple of minutes from the office."

Huffing and puffing, sweating from mutual exertion, both junior and senior executives glanced toward the screen, cheek to cheek now.

"For God's sake, Jules, go around the block until I tell you to stop."

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir."

Lauren was relentless, slamming into the old man repeatedly. She'd pull up until the tip of his dick was barely in, then plunge again, causing Stephan to bellow. Putting her forehead against his, the two stared into their very souls.

"Do you like my pussy, Mr. Jones?"

The look told it all. It was the one most men gave her.

"Better than your wife's old dried-up cunt?"

"A...a thousand times yes!"

"Then fuck me, fuck your hot willing company whore. There's a lot more of this waiting when our offices are on the same floor, Stephan. Pussy on tap."

"Whore..." he managed to wheeze, wide-eyed.

"Yes, your own...personal...whore."

"OH, SHIT MILLER!"

The pair continued to labor together, and although Lauren did most of the work, she was impressed by how much stamina he actually had. Outside the luxury car, the bustling streets of downtown Miami were oblivious to the morning and groaning within, as a rising corporate manager literally fucked her way to the top. Slowly, the passion grew in the CEO's expression and his mouth opened in small gasps, like a fish trying to breathe out of water.

"I'm...I'm."

"Yes, Stephan, yes! Give it to me," Lauren whispered, their skin slapping together, echoing throughout the cabin. "Fill me with what your wife no longer wants."

Eyes widening, the pot-marked face went limp, as if years of deeply repressed feelings were suddenly released.

"GRRRRRRRRRR AHHHHHH GAAHHHHHH!"

With rapid wheezing and almost dangerous hyperventilation, Stephan Jones came hard. Lauren could feel a surprising amount of hot semen pumped directly into her unprotected pussy. Like a good lover, she held him tight until her muscles milked the last drop from his. Confident he was drained, the foxy negotiator pivoted off him and back to her seat across the aisle, pulling her cotton panties into place, assuring they would soak up most of the evidence. Minutes later, torn hosiery in her purse, she was smiling, all put back together and ready to face the rest of the workday.

"Was that discrete enough?"

The question was met by a thoroughly blank look as Jules pulled up in front of Rekrap headquarters.

"Well?"

"His retirement party is next month," Jones replied, finding himself and tightening his tie. "I'll make the announcement after the dinner."

A burst of sunlight and warm air displaced the darkness and air conditioning of the backseat as the driver opened the large door curbside. Assisting Lauren in getting out with an extended hand, he asked if the trip has been fruitful.

With a wink and a nod, the beautiful minx simply smirked. "Thank you, Jules. And yes, it was most profitable indeed."

+++++

Corey turned off the vacuum and cocked his head to one side, listening. He could have sworn he'd heard his phone ringing. Having just got home from work, the evening's chores included dusting and cleaning, which he was committed to. Sunday at noon, and the open house, would be there before he knew it.

Then came the ringtone again. Following the sound to the kitchen, he snatched up the device and answered. It was Caroline.

"Hi Daddy," she said cheerfully, unaware that her fling with Zane was no longer a secret.

"Hi Cee," her father responded slowly, trying to unsee Lauren twirling his daughter's panties around a finger while questioning the biker.

"So, you ready?"

Corey's mind took him to a darker place than he would have liked. Snapping out of it, he told her he was always glad to hear from her. "As ready as ever, I guess. The realtor is coming in tomorrow to help stage a few things. But yeah."

"When are you moving the family heirlooms?"

"After the house sells. No sense in paying for storage before we have to."

"Makes sense. Well, whenever you move, me and DeAndre will fly in and help."

"DeAndre?"

"A guy I've been seeing. He's an ironworker. His company was building a new wing on the school I work at. Saw me eating a sandwich in the outside break area a few weeks ago and asked me out."

Corey searched his memory banks. "What about, eh, Bernard?"

"Nah, he's history, the jerk."

"Ah. Okay. Well, you don't have to come all the way here, you know." He purposefully didn't mention that Zane would also be helping. What an awkward situation that would be.

"Nonsense, I know you aren't as spry as you used to be, and DeAndre's a giant. Seriously, he's like a freak of nature. Popeye arms and everything."

Corey was afraid to ask what 'everything' meant. "Um..."

"Plus, he's never seen an ocean. Can you imagine that? Never seen an ocean? So, it's settled. We'll fly in, rent a car, load your U-Haul and drive down there with you. That way we can help unload and then hang out on the beach with you and Mom for a few days."

"Eh, sure, Sweetie, whatever you want. You're the boss."

Caroline had to smile at that one. Yes, Father, we all know the women in your life are the boss. During the day you're the big shot, but behind closed doors, we all know who calls the shots."

"Great! Let's hope it sells quickly. I can't wait for you to meet DeAndre."

"Me either."

As the two were wrapping up their conversation, Corey felt his phone buzzing against his cheek. It was Lauren video-calling.

"I have to go, Cee, it's Mom."

"Okay, bye Daddy!"

Selecting the Hang up and Answer option, he was met with a blurred view of a wooden roof and spinning ceiling fan. Loud Latin pop music was playing in the background. Suddenly Lauren's face came into focus, staring down into the frame.

"Hi babe!"

Corey wiggled his fingers at his phone. She sounded a little tipsy. "Hey."

The video was herky-jerky at best. One second there was a view of the setting sun from around her pool, the next a view of the tiki bar with people milling around. Now her forehead.

"You'll never believe what I just won at the residents' happy hour!"

Recalling that every Thursday, management threw the event from five to seven on the rooftop of the luxury apartment building, he shook his head. "Another coozy?"

"No silly!" Lauren rolled her eyes. "LOOK!"

A pair of what might have been sporting or concert tickets were shaking in her hand, but no way he could read the wording. "For what?"

"Winter Death! Can you believe it?"

Corey's eyes widened. WD was one of their very favorite hair metal bands from years gone past. For the most part, Lauren was a Duran Duran girl, but every chick had a hair band they loved and this was hers.

"Shut up, really? When?"

"Tomorrow night at the Palatial Palace. Sadistic Beaver is the warmup."

His face fell. He was really hoping it was after he moved next week. "Oh man, that stinks."

It was so not fair! And at such a small venue too. In their heyday, the bare-chested leather-clad group of five filled arenas with their melodic metal. But sadly, over the years, as interest in the genre declined, and new material was nonexistent, the band's relevancy was relegated to that of a supporting act on the classic rock tours. Still, Winter Death flat-out rocked. He wasn't quite sure who the opener was; probably one of those neo-metal bands that toured the country these days trying to keep the music alive.

"You should go, though," Corey urged.

"I don't know about that. There is absolutely no one here that likes that kind of music."

"C'mon, you can't pass up free tics. Besides, you look great in leather."

Lauren smiled. That she did. And she had a closet full of gear that would make any rock groupie jealous. Black leathers, that thick grommet belt, thigh-high boots. Everything to make a statement at a heavy metal show.

But exactly what would that statement be?[



"You just want to see me in tight pants."

"And that's a bad thing?"

Just then a cacophony of laughter exploded in the background. One giggle sounded very familiar.

"Who's that?" Corey asked.

"Oh, just some of the neighbors. And Amy, of course, my plus one. She followed me home from work. You remember her."

The legal secretary bombshell was hard to forget. A little hottie who was not only one of his wife's coworkers but a sometimes lover as well.

"Take her."

"What? Oh, she'd never..."

"Take me where?" Amy stumbled onto the screen, her fresh, youthful mid-twenties face appearing.

"Winter Death and Sadistic Beaver."

"Hey, be nice," the blonde looked down at her crotch. "I mean, it can be a little bitchy sometimes, but cold and mean, never."

"The bands, you dork. The one I won tickets for."

"Uh-huh."

"I can't make the show," Corey piped up, "but I told Lauren she should take you."

"When?"

"Tomorrow."

Amy shrugged. "Sure, why not. But you owe me."

"How?"

"Bad Bunny is coming in the fall. On your tab, Mister. All three of us."

The project manager rolled his eyes and mugged. She knew that would be asking a lot from him. He hated that genre.

"Sure, sure. Whatever. Anything you want."

"We'll see about that."

Lauren yanked the phone back and stared into it. "Guess I have a date."

Corey's crotch tingled. Typically, that terminology when used between two female friends was completely innocuous. But considering the last time he'd seen the buxom secretary, she and Lauren were sharing a fountain of Tommy's jizz, the prospect of those two going to a concert together was incredibly exciting. He would have liked to dwell on that thought but instead opted to tell her about Caroline helping them move when the time came.

"That's nice of her. I didn't know about DeAndre. Uh, you didn't happen to mention Zane, did you?"

"No. Didn't seem like the right time."

"Good. Less drama the better."

In the background, several people called for Lauren to rejoin the party.

"You better go," Corey grinned affectionately. He tried to squash the pit in his stomach that he always felt when she talked about her friends in Miami. Some, he knew, were fucking her, and those that weren't wanted to. Still, he had decided to take Zane's advice.

Embrace it. Get off on it. Own it.

"Okay, love you," she professed. The video became jerky again as she walked back to where her friends were.

"Laur?"

The cute pixie peered closely into the phone. "Yes?"

"Can you wear your anklet to the concert?"

A broad, smug look swept over Lauren's face. "You know only old fucks like you go to metal shows anymore, right?"

"Will you?"

She detected a bit of heavy breathing in his tone.

"Can I, or will I?"

Corey gulped. "Will you?"

"I'll think about it."

"And...and...and send pics?"

She nodded and winked. "We'll see, Twisty. We'll see."

++++++

=============================================

Friday, February 16th. Five days to go.

=============================================

The end of the week proved to be a busy one at Rekrap Industries. Jones and the executive committee narrowed down the purchase of a marina from the three recently visited to just the one in Sunny Isles. Needless to say, Friday afternoon was a flurry of proposal finalization which would be presented to the board on Wednesday.

That evening, in anticipation of the concert, Amy brought a change of clothes into the city and changed at Lauren's. It wasn't a show the twenty-six-year-old was particularly excited about but just being near the older woman was kicky enough. Surely another roll in the hay with her slinky coworker was in the back of her mind. After all, the pair had made love a time or two.

An hour before the show - and a couple of hefty joints later - the pair found themselves hopping in the back of a taxi on the way to the Palatial Palace.

"Tonight's the night, folks!" the dashboard radio blared, "Eighties rockers Winter Death take the stage at nine o'clock. Don't miss seeing the classics live that we play right here on The Rock. Tics still available!"

Lauren gazed out the window as downtown Miami slid by, punctuated by an annoying number of red-light stops. She smiled nostalgically at memories of her and Corey getting stoned and rushing the stage 'back in the day'. They were as vivid as yesterday, as were all those songs by the regretfully waning quintet. The great lead singer Maxi Rath, drummer L.Z., bassist Todd Bankhead, and the dual axe attack of Sansabar Graham and Razor Rodgers!

Razor Rodgers. Guitar god, millionaire, every teenage girl's wet dream. Lauren chuckled as she remembered once, while they were having sex, Corey had asked if she ever masturbated to anyone. 'A few' had been her answer, when she really meant Razor.

Pedro the Latino taxi driver laughed when they told him their destination.

"Nice. That's zee metal sound, no? Gonna do a little mother-daughter mosh pitting tonight?"

The comparison was not new to the women; they'd been mistaken as being related before. Both found it kind of kinky. Lauren was about to correct him when Amy stopped her.

"Let him think what he wants," she whispered, putting her hand on the older woman's knee. "It's...kind of hot, doncha think?"

The office manager placed her hand over the blonde's and leaned in. "Can't disagree, Babycakes." They shared a chuckle as they saw the driver eying them in the rearview.

Nestled against each other for the fifteen-minute ride, the girls made small talk, relishing their time together, as always. While consummate professionals at work, off the clock they liked to get a little...well, wild. Neither could deny it. As an executive at their firm, Lauren had been reluctant at first to fraternize with the legal secretary outside of the office. But gradually, as they became good pals, and even friends with benefits, the coworkers became BFFs. It was true they liked to have fun, and that included enjoying the company of men and infrequently, each other. The pair had also taken to hanging out at Randy Sandy's, cheering on Autumn Breeze's performances, and getting hit on by an endless stream of horny guys.

But what would tonight bring? Lauren asked herself, stealing glances at the younger woman's attire. At such a young age, Amy was undoubtedly one of the hottest women she'd ever seen. Big bright sapphire eyes, hefty breasts, and a slim hourglass body; the girl wasn't just sexy, she was erotic, much like their friend Chloe. Tonight, the girl looked especially fine with long golden hair hanging stylishly over a sparkly black backless halter top, not unlike a princess in some children's fantasy. The spaghetti straps across her tan shoulders showed plenty of skin up top, while a light blue denim skirt did the same for her legs below. More than once had those spicy eyes enticed Lauren to do things she otherwise wouldn't. Simply delicious.

Amy wasn't oblivious to the sexuality oozing from her girlfriend either. That shiny jet-black hair had been straightened to perfection and was now falling gracefully over Lauren's small breasts. Proudly wearing a black leather corset that accentuated her curves, the older woman exuded a confidence that Amy liked to think she had a hand in bolstering over the past few months. Hugging her torso snugly, the top enhanced her figure without apology and showcased her willingness to go bold. Held together by a silver zipper that ran the length of the garment, it was just begging to be tugged on. Complimenting that was a pair of tight leather pants that clung to long legs, adding a touch of rebellion to an already hot outfit. The shiny material added a sleek and polished edge to the look, as did thigh-high leather boots, black of course, adorned with a fringe running down the back, And those heels! Those damn things could do damage if they stepped on a foot. To complete Lauren's ensemble, she had selected large silver hoops that caught the light of the passing streetlights, drawing attention to her face and framing it with a touch of metallic sparkle. Amy was pleased that her friend had taken to wearing slutty makeup too, expertly learned from the blonde no less - which emphasized her features and highlighted her confident and saucy demeanor. While some crow's feet and lines around the mouth had begun to form on the maturing face, judiciously placed dark purple eyeshadow and eyeliner eliminated their prominence and gave her a sultry look. Even bolder burgundy lipstick enhanced her lips, giving a devil-may-care allure.

With a metal grommet belt wrapped tightly around her waist, Lauren definitely nailed the 80's metal chick persona.

+++++

Winter Death w/Sadistic Beaver. One Nite Only.

Amy crouched low on the sidewalk and snapped a pic of Lauren under the large theater marquee. Finding Corey's number in her contacts, she texted it to her BFF's husband. The guy was used to getting texts from her and in much more compromising places than this one.

Queuing up in line, they made their way into the vintage movie house which, according to a plaque, was built sometime in the early nineteen seventies. Converted into a concert hall years later, it still retained its colorful walls and mosaic ceilings, although the rug in the lobby was wearing a bit thin.

As expected, most patrons were a bit older than Lauren. Fans of Winter Death tended to be around Corey's age, when a few metal bands began trending toward a more melodic, progressive-rock sound. Most of the men in attendance wore fading, too-small-for-their-pot-belly concert tees and blue jeans. Hairlines were thin, if they existed at all, and gray follicles were the color de jour. One could tell many of the women were not there of their own volition, having been dragged there by husbands and boyfriends of equally poor physiques. As the girls stood in the beer line, Lauren imagined these proud fans thirty or more years ago. Most, like her and Corey, would have worn their hair long, tits high, fists raised and had a spark in every step. It was sad to behold how time had tempered their 'youth gone wild' attitude and raped them of their health. And yet, it was a testament to the longevity of this kind of music and how, for just a few hours, everyone in the house longed to be transported back to the days when they danced in the aisles, smoked like chimneys, fucked for hours, and stayed up all night.

Perhaps that's why Lauren had decided on the outfit she did. Beyond satisfying a perverted husband's kink, maybe a small part of her wanted to keep alive the sexiness of rock n roll, even if it was just for a minute. But alas, many there had forgotten, as evidenced by the number of baggie blouses and mom jeans that most of the women there wore. And some appeared to have made no attempt whatsoever at looking good for their men. That may have been the saddest thing of all. While Lauren had never been as deep into the music culture as her husband, waiting there for beer made her wonder: what happened to sex, drugs, and rock n roll? Was it all now just Viagra, 401ks, and trips to the chiropractor?

Thankfully, not all rock fans had bad memories, and at least a few appreciated women who were thoughtful enough to show up looking like time had stood still. At least three guys, maybe more (they lost count), approached the two friends and offered to buy rounds. More interested in simply quenching their thirst and getting to the stage, the girls politely declined. But that didn't stop the quick peeks and even a few stares from all corners of the lobby as they exited the concession line and made their way to the auditorium. Not all were from men, either. It seemed there were some very insecure ladies with guys that had wandering eyes.

Armed with twenty-four ounces of golden liquid refreshments in hand, Lauren and Amy finally made their way down to the pit. It wouldn't have been their first choice, of course, but free was free. After a few selfies to send Corey, they were able to set up shop on a security railing in front of the stage, just to the left of a roped-off area that housed the monitor board. Sadistic Beaver, a young non-recording group from Jacksonville, hit the stage amidst flash pots and smoke rings. The music was raw and loud, with the energy of an up-and-coming band that was vying for their first big record deal. Most of the members appeared to be in their early twenties, all with long hair and sporting the obligatory leather. Lauren paid little attention to them, but it soon became apparent that Amy fancied the lead singer, a sneering young man with yellow hair and a braided beard. Lauren saw their eyes connect several times followed by mutual smiles and shook her head.

Uh oh, here we go.

After the opening act closed with several rousing songs, Lauren made a trip to the ladies' room, leaving Amy to guard their position. No way did they want to miss Winter Death up close and personal. Grabbing a couple more beers on the way back to the auditorium, the polished brunette sashayed down the side aisle, aware of shifting eyes that clung to her gait. Most of the looks came from appreciative men - and a girl or two - as her rolling leather-clad hips bounced her ass cheeks up and down. Predictably, some were intense daggers of despise too, flung from the faces of disillusioned peroxide blondes who had stopped caring what they looked like years ago. Whatever. Lauren wasn't about to apologize for it. She worked hard to stay tight and lean. Not only for her man but for herself. And lately, others as well.

Cutting to the front of the stage like a wedge, the older woman saw Amy still by the railing, chatting excitedly with a long-haired roadie on the other side of the rope. As she approached, the blonde was absolutely beside herself. With a huge smile she held up two laminated 'All Access' passes attached to colorful lanyards.

"From Liam the singer," Amy gushed while placing one around Lauren's neck. "For after the show."

Lauren rolled her eyes, mocking her friend's excitement. "You never even heard of the band before tonight and now you want to hang out with them?"

Amy shrugged. "I've never had tofu either, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't try it."

That got the brunette giggling. She wouldn't expect anything less from the girl.

The mosh pit - did they even call it that anymore? - was filling up quickly and the girls steeled themselves against the metal barricade lest they lose a primo spot. Several guys tried to chat them up, but with dry ice beginning to float from under a large curtain that was drawn across the stage, the two weren't interested in meeting any new suitors, right then anyway. Besides, there was such a sexual undercurrent between the pair already, they knew, regardless of where the night took them, there was some type of sexual relief in their future. They just didn't know what kind, or where.

Arm in arm, the pair held each other while waiting in anticipation. While Amy had no clue as to what songs the headliner did, she was happy for Lauren who was ready to rock out to songs that had at one time been the soundtrack to her life. The chilly special effect continued to flow over the edge of the platform, thickening, triggering a predictable response from myriad braless nipples in the crowd. This natural phenomenon did not go unnoticed by several dialed-in guys whose pre-game activities apparently included elbowing each other about the few hot women that had made their way to the front.

Then, without warning, the house lights dimmed, and fountains of fire blinded the auditorium. The curtain dropped, and suddenly there they were! Winter Death in all their glory!

From the first metal chord to the last, the band had long-time fans eating out of their hands. Razor Rodgers was directly in front of the girls as the quintet led the crowd through the first three songs without interruption. Lauren snapped photo after photo, intending to send them to Corey later. Every note triggered a memory, transporting her back many years. Only when the relentless music stopped did lead singer Maxi Rath addressed the audience, thanking those who had taken the time to come out and help celebrate thirty-six years of head-banging noise.

The girls looked at each other with somber amazement. Thirty-six years! Unbelievably, that was ten years longer than Amy had been alive! It was also sobering. Not just from the irony and their disparate ages, but the fact that Lauren's finger and tongue had been inside the younger woman's cunt several times. A pussy that had not even been born when Lauren married Corey.

Christ.

Any thoughts about the blonde's anatomy quickly faded when Razor paused and wiped his face with a towel. His gaze wandered over the crowd until it landed on an exceptionally stunning woman with black hair, who exuded a style reminiscent of metal chicks from the past. This is a chick who 'gets it'. Their eyes locked, causing the world to momentarily stand still. The band, however, didn't share the same moment and playfully teased their guitarist to start the next song. Dodging a stick thrown by the drummer, Razor reluctantly tore his gaze away from the captivating woman and launched into one of the group's most beloved songs.

Lauren followed Rodgers as he prowled the stage, just as he had for decades. Though the days of prancing around shirtless were clearly behind him, she could still see that he maintained his fitness, evident from the snugness of his vibrant shirt and the way sweaty parachute pants clung to his body. His hair remained black and long but styled more fashionably. He was still as attractive as ever, and Lauren couldn't help but sigh, secretly harboring those feelings for him over the years. And now, here he was, just a few feet away! He may have aged, but like fine wine, he had only gotten better, in stark contrast to the out-of-shape fans he was mesmerizing with his guitar solos. Enchanted by his godlike presence, she focused her phone on his every move, capturing every digital moment.

With increasing frequency, Razor started stealing glances in Lauren's direction, hoping to capture her attention. During a slow and powerful ballad, the rocker took a seat on a stool, strumming an acoustic guitar, and it felt as if he was singing directly to her. As their eyes remained locked, Lauren felt young again; her hips swayed to the music, her body moving sensually, emitting an air of sexual allure. Feeling a surge of intimacy, she moved stealthily behind Amy, her arms embraced the young woman. Resting her chin on Amy's shoulder, they felt the warmth of a shared experience and a feeling of being together.

This rather intimate moment did not go unnoticed by an audacious stranger who pressed his crotch against Lauren's buttocks. She couldn't see his face, only the array of tattoos adorning his arms as he firmly grasped her hips. Initially startled, Lauren made no effort to break free, content to engage in a slow dance to the acoustic set, her eyes fixated on Razor. Unbeknownst to Amy, she heard her friend let out a moan, only to glance down and discover that she had unwittingly become part of an unexpectedly erotic encounter.

As the stranger continued to press his groin against Lauren's backside, she pushed back, encouraging his advances. Emboldened by her lack of resistance, the unidentified fan proceeded to slide one hand between her legs while the other groped her breast through the supple leather of her corset. Between the guy molesting her from behind, and the furtive glances from Razor, Lauren's heartbeat quickened, and a sense of anticipation filled the air. Her hips began to sway to the rhythm of the music, her body moving with a sensuality that exuded unspoken desire. In that moment, nothing else mattered. The music, the crowd, the passage of time--all became significant, factors in the hipness of the scene.



As the setlist became more frenzied, so did the crowd. The pit, being what it was, found the girls struggling to hold their ground against the barricade. Determined to remain up front, their tenacity came with a price. Although they stayed as coupled as possible, both endured a lot of groping as the band rocked the crowd. A shoulder caress here, a bare waist swipe there. Ass grabbing was par for the course for females alone at a show once the house lights dimmed. As it went on, the whole scene worsened. Hands lingered where they shouldn't have and tried to creep under blouses. Most other women would have packed it in and left in disgust, but not Lauren and Amy. With rock idols a mere stone's throw away, any bumping, grinding, and feels merely served to fuel an unexpected arousal in each. Rather than being outraged, the women grinned at each other, embracing the anonymous and unsolicited familiarity.

Just like the sluts they were. 

As the defilement continued, concealed by the sea of humanity in the pit, Amy felt a dainty hand move under her halter, eventually finding a braless nipple.

"Just go with it," Lauren whispered in her ear.

Together, all three began to pendulate to the hypnotic rhythm the band was laying down. Melting back into the confident fellow who'd taken a huge, calculated risk, Lauren closed her eyes and allowed him to hump her ass through the taut and shiny pants. Sans panties, there was little material to keep her from feeling the growing bulge in his jeans. With her free hand, she took a selfie of all three of them grinding into one another. It was the first time she'd seen the guy and she had to laugh. He looked very much like one of Zane's biker friends.

Unfortunately for the handsy stranger, Winter Death abruptly ended the acoustic portion of their show and began plowing through song after scorching song, giving the hardcore metal fans what they came to hear. It was hardly fodder for gentle eroticism. To his dismay, Lauren and Amy spun away from his embrace, dancing as serpents possessed, absolute sex seeping through their sweaty pores, the pheromones captivating every male in the immediate area. There was no doubt in anyone's mind that those chick's libidos were now in overdrive.

By the time the second encore had obliterated every eardrum in the hall, Lauren stood at the barricade with other fans, hopeful the concert wasn't quite over even though the house lights had come up. Tattooed-arm-guy managed to find her to ask what she was doing after the show, but any thoughts he had of a hook-up were dashed by that damn friend of hers who whisked her away to the side of the stage. A collective groan rippled through the crowd when the roadies began breaking down the equipment, and the reality set in that the show was truly over.

With a heavy heart, Lauren turned around and discovered Amy conversing with a bald man sporting a four-inch goatee and donning a Winter Death tour t-shirt. They stood just beyond the last stack of amplifiers, near a rather plump security guard who eyed them skeptically. It wasn't uncommon for scantily clad women to attempt to gain access backstage through persuasive means, and he was having none of it. After inspecting their credentials, the bald man motioned for the guard to let them through.

"Go down this ramp, past the curtain, and into the hallway," the roadie instructed the pair, his voice barely audible due to hours of sitting in front of the Marshalls. "There's a lot of equipment for load out, so try to stay out of the way, alright?"

Nodding in understanding, the girls followed his directions and found themselves in a well-lit concrete corridor. Black rolling road cases were open and ready, each bearing white stenciled letters spelling WD. Additionally, a handful of other fortunate fans loitered, conspicuously waiting for a glimpse of the band. Amy approached them and struck up a conversation, while curious Lauren leaned over and peered into one of the crates, hoping to catch sight of a guitar or something similar. The road crew scurried about in what appeared to be organized chaos. As she ran her fingers over a band logo sticker, a voice from behind startled her.

"Better be careful not to fall in there. You might wake up in Myrtle Beach tomorrow."

Spinning around, the raven-haired beauty found herself face to face with the legend himself.

Razor Rodgers. 

"Oh my god, it's... it's really you," she gushed like a teenager. The rock star was still in stage clothes, sweat dripping from every pore.

The guitarist smiled and bowed. "In the flesh. A bit of wet flesh right now, I'm afraid."

Lauren looked at the small line of fans. "I think they missed the meet-and-greet."

Razor turned and sighed. "No, they are the meet and greet."

That surprised her. "Oh, I just thought..."

"There'd be hordes of adoring fans trying to tear our clothes off?" he scoffed. "Those days are long gone, love."

"Oh, I'm sorry."

"Don't be. Actually, I'm glad you found your way back here. You kept me going throughout the entire show. Performing can become somewhat monotonous, especially when you've been doing it as long as we have. Believe it or not, sometimes we spot someone in the crowd whom we genuinely want to meet."

Lauren blushed and looked at the ground. She didn't know what to say. This was Razor fuckin' Rodgers!

"You ever been backstage?"

A shake of the head.

"Would you like a tour?"

That got a grin. A big one. Amy saw her older friend mouth 'Oh my God' as the brunette passed by, trailing the guitarist.

"I'm warning you," Razor opined, "it's not as glamorous as it seems."

He was right. The belly of the venue was cold and sterile, comprised mostly of cement and exposed beams, pipes, and HVAC. There were no tables adorned with an abundance of food, no requests for brown-only M&M's, and no extravagant demands. And certainly, there were no crowds of glamorous models. In fact, as they strolled past another guard and entered an area labeled 'Talent Only,' the only women Lauren noticed were Maxi Rath's devoted wife, along with the girlfriends of the drummer and bassist. All three individuals were polite enough, acknowledging Lauren's presence with a fleeting curiosity. Having been good friends with Razor's wife at one time, until the divorce two years ago, they now just viewed the guitarist's nightly companions as just an endless stream of conquests. Yet they had to admit, although much older than what Rodgers usually favored, tonight's girlfriend was particularly red-hot.

Needless to say, Lauren was filled with immense excitement, resembling a giddy schoolgirl as she walked through the inner workings of the building. Here she was, being personally guided by a man who had been a rock legend for what seemed like eternity. In-person, he appeared shorter, less muscular, and the lines on his face became more apparent under the layers of makeup. Yet, his hair remained flawlessly styled, and his figure remained trim, just as it had graced the covers of rock 'n roll magazines for decades. Simply glamourous!

"I thought you guys owned your own plane?" Lauren asked as the celebrity led her outside to one of many tour buses on the back lot. "I remember seeing pictures of it with your logo on the tail."

The musician found her question amusing. "That toy disappeared along with the screaming fans waaaay back. Nowadays, we rarely even sleep in a hotel. Only if there is extended time between shows. It's just more efficient to use one of these. Plus, no bed bugs."

"Just herpes," an older man in his seventies interjected gruffly as he happened to walk by the front of the bus. "Look, we leave in an hour, Stu, so..."

"Yeah, yeah, got it."

It was almost like the two understood each other with some mysterious code. If you're gonna do something with the broad, do it quickly.

"Stu?" Lauren asked, holding the guitarist's hand while he led her up the bus's steps.

"Short for Stuart," he confessed. "What, you think my mother named me Razor?"

The Rekrap manager chastised herself for such a dumb question. Duh!

"Anyway," Razor used a sweeping motion with his hand, "this is home for the next three months. Not much but it's clean."

The tour bus was unlike anything she had ever seen before. A paneled door separated the driver's compartment from the rest of the forty-foot vehicle, which exuded an air of chrome and plush elegance. Upon entering, she discovered a spacious room that seemed to defy the limitations of its mobile structure. A cozy sofa sectional embraced one wall, strategically positioned across from a massive flat-screen TV mounted on the opposite side. Several soft velour swivel chairs encircled the viewing area, creating a comfortable space for relaxation. Beyond that, a well-equipped kitchenette awaited, complete with a refrigerator, stove, and a small dining table. Towards the rear of the bus, a neatly arranged bedroom peeked out from behind love beads that dangled across the entrance, providing a sense of privacy. Through a large picture window, the outside world came to life, with the bustling activity of equipment being loaded onto a semi-truck and jovial young people passing by, their laughter filling the air.

"Ah to be young again," Rodgers smiled.

"Sadistic Beaver?"

"Yeah, they have their own coaches over there."

"You don't hang out with them?"

"Nah, we share the bill and pass each other in the dressing rooms, that's all. They don't want anything to do with us has-beens. But goddamn, they are carrying on the tradition. Wild as fuck. I've heard some stories. Ozzy would be proud."

He grabbed a couple of beers from a mini-fridge and handed her one. "But weren't we all a little wild once?"

Sweating profusely, the guitarist apologized for the perspiration and wiped it from his brow. "Look, I need to hose off. Give me two shakes and I'll be right back, okay?"

The starstruck wife from Iowa nodded and watched him disappear through the beads and into the bedroom. Seconds later a cascade of water could be heard.

What are you doing here, Lauren? An innocent tour that wound up on a star's bus? Why? An autograph? A photo op?

A fuck?

It was obvious, wasn't it? Why else would she have left her friend and let this guy lead her to a very private setting? Knowing that a guy she'd had the hots for all these years was getting naked, just beyond the wall, was besetting. A man whose tabloid pictures she'd masturbated to time and time again. A giant in the music industry who'd rubbed elbows with all the greats. And now he was in the next room, ripe for the taking. It was all too much. Lured by a chance at bedding a legend - and feeling that perhaps she herself could do with a shower - Lauren moved cautiously passed the beads and peeked around the corner. And there...next to a small dresser was her heartthrob [sigh], Razor Rodgers, the man, the myth, the...fat bald guy? 

Her gaze fixated on a plastic stand, initially mistaking it for the musician's genuine hair, neatly arranged atop its rounded surface. Standing in front of it was the musician himself, his fingers massaging his conspicuously bald head while his other hand removed a girdle from around his midsection.

"Oh my god! Real hair and a trim figure, my ass," she muttered under her breath.

As Razor released the tight body shaper, he let out a relieved exhale, revealing a large belly that protruded several inches beyond his waist, as if the muscles in that area had simply surrendered.

Jesus Christ. Even Corey is in better shape, she thought to herself, stunned by the sight.

Downing his beer in one gulp, the guitarist unleashed a loud belch followed by a fart that would have impressed the most seasoned fraternity brother.

"Don't go anywhere, sexy. I'll be right out," Razor, or rather 'Stu,' called out, oblivious to the fact that his intended companion for the evening was standing in the doorway, horrified by the scene unfolding before her. Oblivious to her presence, he proceeded to remove an upper dental plate and placed it into a glass of fizzing cleaner.

"No need for bad breath," he chuckled to himself, until catching sight of the woman he had hoped to impress, standing there with her mouth agape, staring at the toothless wonder before her.

Razor's face flushed with embarrassment as he realized his true physique had been exposed, knowing that any chance of getting lucky that night had swiftly vanished. He quickly abandoned any attempts at nonchalance and mustered up a sheepish smile.

"Well, I guess the secret's out," he muttered, his voice tinged with a mix of self-deprecating humor and genuine disappointment. "Not quite the rock god image I try to portray, huh? Sorry to disappoint you, darlin'. Guess I won't be winning any beauty contests tonight."

He paused for a moment, his eyes filled with a hint of vulnerability. "But hey, sometimes the glamorous rock star facade fades away, and all that's left is a regular guy with a few extra pounds and a set of dentures. Can't blame a man for trying to hold on to his youth, right?"

Lauren's eyes widened in shock as she brought a trembling hand to cover her gaping mouth, unable to contain her astonishment. The realization of Razor's true appearance struck her with a mix of surprise and disappointment. Her mind raced as she quickly processed the unexpected sight before her.

Well, THAT was unexpected. 

Hobbling down the aisle towards the front of the bus as fast as those high heels permitted, she bounded down the steps and onto the pavement.

Must...find...Amy.

+++++

Outside, a row of buses stood lined up, engines running and ready to depart. It was evident that Winter Death's entourage was preparing for their journey to South Carolina. As Lauren trotted across the parking lot, she passed by other coaches buzzing with activity. Each time the doors swung open, loud music filled the air, while enthusiastic young people either spilled out or boarded the buses.

"Sadistic Beaver," she mumbled under her breath, comparing the lively atmosphere outside the buses to the lackluster energy of the headlining band's post-show scene. This was more in line with what Lauren had expected. Maneuvering through busy roadies and swiftly rolling equipment, she continued scanning the area, searching for her friend.

Probably still at the meet and greet, Lauren speculated, assuming Amy would be obsessed with meeting Liam the singer.

However, just as Lauren was about to head towards the mainstage entrance, a muffled sound caught her attention. Turning towards the source, she spotted a disheveled Amy peering through one of the bus's thick windows, frantically pounding on the glass. It appeared as if she was mouthing the word 'Mom.' The All-Access lanyard still swung from Amy's neck.

Lauren tugged her ear and mouthed back, "What?"

The legal secretary pointed to the front of the bus as if she wanted Lauren to go there. Nodding, the brunette moved quickly towards the coach's hinged door.

Why was Amy on the bus? And why so tousled? Was there something wrong?

Just as she got there, the heavy panel suddenly swung open, releasing three or four revelers, all laughing hysterically and dressed in Sadistic Beaver tour tees. Others in the parking lot cut in front of her and bounded up the steps. Amidst the throng, Amy emerged, clutching a tee shirt.

"You've GOT to see this thing!" the blonde blurted out, "it's off the chain."

Lauren accepted the extended hand and carefully ascended the non-slip steps, adorned with yellow caution strips. As she reached the top of the platform, a pungent scent of marijuana tickled her senses, causing her nose to scrunch up. Now that got her attention.

Amy handed her coworker a t-shirt, bearing the band's tour design. "Here, put this on," she urged.

Lauren examined the shirt under the light, observing the depiction of a menacing-looking beaver on the front, accompanied by the tour dates on the back. The dark colors and edgy graphics resonated with the band's heavy metal genre, exuding an intense energy that mirrored their music.

"Why?" Lauren questioned, a touch of defiance in her tone. She had put considerable effort into selecting her outfit hours ago and felt fine with her choice.

"They're being dorks. Anyone coming onboard has to wear their swag. I guess it's a prima donna thing."

"That sounds pretty childish."

Amy wrinkled her nose. "Well, yeah, I guess. But oh my God, Lauren, these guys are the real deal. I've never seen anything like it. Like, bite-the-head-off a bat real deal. And Liam is fucking gorgeous. Can we stay just for a while?"

Lauren couldn't help but notice the excitement in her young friend's eyes, and though she felt a touch of cynicism towards the whole rock star lifestyle at that moment, she couldn't resist the prospect of a fun hangout. Call it what it was - a sense of disillusionment or disappointment, perhaps - but she had become somewhat jaded with the whole idea of rock stars.

Glancing towards the back of the lavishly customized coach, Lauren observed a bustling scene filled with over fifteen people, mostly in their early to mid-twenties, all avid heavy metal enthusiasts donning the band's merchandise. Amidst the crowd, there was even a girl sitting on a band member's lap, topless, embodying a stark contrast to the solitary and desolate atmosphere of Rodgers' empty rolling hotel room.

With a nod, the hesitant brunette pulled the overpriced shirt over her head, smoothing out the fabric as she adjusted it. She fluffed her black hair, ensuring it looked presentable. "But no bat heads, okay?" she playfully admonished, wagging her finger, drawing a line at hurting animals.

Amy smiled with glee and took Lauren's hand, leading her down the aisle, navigating around partiers lounging on both sides drinking and smoking weed. Making their way down the aisle of the rocking tour bus, a female groupie caught their attention. Her vibrant, multi-colored hair stood out, alluding to her unique sense of style and free-spirited nature. With a disarming smile and a slightly hazy tone, she informed Lauren of the strict no-phone policy.

This made her frown. While she of all people understood the importance of discretion, her personal phone was also the one she used for work. Losing it was not an option.

"I already gave her mine," Amy offered. "It'll be here when you leave."

Unconvinced of its safety, but not wanting to spoil her friend's fun, the executive gently added the device to the others and snapped her clutch shut.

Little miss spacy gave the woman a cutesy smile, tossed the tub down on a counter, and returned to her friends.

Having made it past the stoney gatekeeper, the women navigated toward the back of the bus. Just beyond the kitchenette was an alcove of low-rise sofa beds and beanbag chairs. In one of those was Liam, Sadistic Beaver's lead singer, clutching a Heineken and very fat blunt. He was holding court with the band's drummer and bassist, along with another couple of guys and three girls who, from Lauren's perspective, looked borderline underage.

When the pair entered the area, Liam grinned enthusiastically at Amy and patted his knee.

"Kept it warm for you, babe," the rocker beamed as she sat back down in his lap.

Lauren did a double take. It was no wonder Amy wanted to stay. The singer was without a doubt the most charismatic presence on the tour bus. He exuded a raw and powerful sexuality that captivated on and off the stage. With a tall and lean frame, he conducted himself with an air of confidence and magnetism, and his latest catch was the legal secretary now balancing on his knee. Dressed now in a combination of leather and denim, the rocker's sense of fashion reflected his rock star persona, blending elements of edginess and sensuality. Form-fitting black leather pants hugged long legs, emphasizing a slim yet muscular physique. Like Lauren, a heavily studded belt wrapped around his waist, and a sleeveless denim vest exposed tattooed arms and shirtless chiseled chest. Unlike Razor, Liam's hair was undoubtedly real, a messy wild mane of blonde locks, purposely out of place. The undeniable leader of the band spoke with authority, his smoldering eyes drawing people in with their piercing gaze.



Fuck me.

"Hey everybody, this is Lauren," Amy giggled, as she introduced her coworker to those in the immediate area. "Lauren, this is Liam, Pete the bassist, and Colt the drummer."

"Wait, this is your mom?" Colt raised an eyebrow, his eyes wandering over the newcomer's body. Even with the wrinkly t-shirt, he could see she had it going on. Long black hair, small tits, thin waist. The snug leather pants perfectly showcased the older woman's svelte figure, accentuating her curves in all the right places. The fabric hugged her hips and clung to her legs, highlighting a taut, toned physique. But it was the thigh-high leather boots that truly caught the drummer's attention. Exuding a sense of power and sexiness, they reached high firm thighs, effectively elongating her legs. The supple leather material added an element of allure, and as she stood there, the boots accentuated a high butt, giving it a pleasant lift.

Simply the textbook definition of a fucking MILF.

Lauren laughed. So that's what Amy was yelling through the window.

"Hardly."

"Well, it wouldn't surprise me," Colt countered. "Fine ass begets fine ass."

The 'MILF' batted her eyes. "Flattery will get you everywhere."

Colt looked at her as if he'd never heard that worn-out cliché.

"See what happens?" Amy interrupted. "She drags me out to see the lame shit my parents call rock, and here we wind up with the real future of metal. You blew them off the stage tonight, you know."

Liam looked around at the others and shook his head. "Hold on now, have a little respect. Yeah, they haven't had any new stuff in a long time, and they're a little slow out of the gate, but guys like them? They paved the way. And influence? You have no idea how many riffs Pete over there ripped off Stu."

Pete looked away from one of the Kewpie dolls who was now sitting on his thigh and winked. "Never hold up in court, but yeah. The guy was the shit back in the day."

The enamored drummer stood up and shooed away the girl that had been hanging on him. Offering her seat to Lauren, Colt smiled in a way that caused her to pause. Seeming to exude a different kind of rock star energy, she immediately recognized a calm about him and genuine humility. He appeared to play to his strength of wit rather than his strikingly handsome features, and yet despite his boyish personality, nothing could hide the large, jiggling tube clearly visible beneath loose cotton shorts, nor the hairless chest and powerful biceps under a pale blue tank top. Up top, a long ponytail danced behind his head and back as he took a seat next to her.

"So, you're into metal, huh?" Liam asked Lauren as everyone kicked back following the introductions. It was a genuine curiosity. He wasn't gatekeeping or disrespecting her age. Hell, some Sabbath fans were in their seventies now. It was a genuine curiosity.

The foxy wife took a long drink. "Honestly, metal is more my husband's speed. But Winter has been a favorite of ours for a long time. I was glad to see them one more time."

"Cool," the singer nodded slowly, swigging the Heineken and hugging Amy.

Lauren sensed something about his mannerism that seemed to dismiss her response as trivial. That didn't sit well.

"Don't I look rock n roll enough for you?"

The singer looked away from Amy, who now had her arms around him, face buried in his neck.

"Well, you know, anyone can wear a tour shirt," the singer quipped.

Lauren's expression twisted into a mix of frustration and disdain. These self-absorbed rock stars and their egos were the very reason they were all wearing those tacky band t-shirts in the first place. As Colt attempted to cozy up to her, she abruptly stood up, ripping off the detested tee and hurling it at Liam's face. Standing tall with her hands on her hips, she tilted one knee slightly, thrusting out whatever semblance of a chest she had. The lambskin corset clung tightly to her bare shoulders, while the painted-on leggings accentuated her legs. In that moment, she exuded a seductive confidence, akin to a mature porn star in her leather-clad allure. It was a Sandy-in-Leather moment that none of them would soon forget, as if she personified every sultry vixen from those 'mature' scenes.

"Better?" Lauren asked coyly, a mischievous glint in her eyes, as she took the joint from Liam's hand and took a puff.

Amy leaned into Liam's chest, giggling and snorting, clearly feeling the effects of the high.

"Yeah," the raspy crooner murmured, his voice filled with awe. "I mean, damn, you look fuckin' amazing."

"Wow, look at you, Mom," Colt playfully teased, echoing his bandmate's surprise. "All grown up."

Finishing her Heineken and handing him the empty, Lauren joked, "What's a lady gotta do to get a drink around here?"

Her remark elicited laughter, instantly easing the tension in the back of the bus. The healthy banter resumed among those fortunate enough to be part of King Liam's inner circle. When Colt returned with another round, the older woman gracefully swung her toned legs over the drummer's lap and wrapped her arms around his neck.

"So, when are you boys getting a recording contract, anyways?" she inquired, genuinely curious.

+++++

Corey sat in his home study, his gaze fixated on the empty cardboard toilet paper roll resting on his desk, contemplating its potential carnal uses beyond its intended purpose. As he mulled over various ideas, a notification from the messaging app on his laptop interrupted his thoughts--an incoming text from Lauren.

"Let's see, it's eleven thirty in Miami. About damn time!" he muttered, feeling a tinge of disappointment that he hadn't received any photos or videos from the Winter Death show as promised. However, he understood that the dismal cell reception in those concrete venues was shit.

The first photo he received depicted a stage engulfed in billowing smoke, bathed in blue light, but with no sign of the band.

The subsequent shots showcased the warm-up band, a group of youngsters. Particularly catching Corey's attention was the lead singer with his golden hair. Having listened to a few of their songs earlier in the day, Corey wasn't particularly impressed.

The rest of the photos focused on the headliner, with a majority featuring Rodgers, who seemed to have captured Lauren's attention throughout the show, almost as if he was posing just for her. Among the images, Corey noticed a few of Amy joyfully dancing to the music, and then...wait, who is that?

The following picture was unmistakably a selfie, with Lauren's arm extended as far as possible. Standing behind her was a burly man adorned with tattoos and an impressive mane of hair. Lauren leaned back into his chest, his hands resting on her bare hips. They both wore joyful expressions, clearly having a great time.

"Christ, she looks stunning in that strapless corset. So incredibly hot!" Corey muttered to himself, admiring his wife's beauty.

Next, a video started playing, although the quality wasn't the best. Lauren had never been adept at working them. Corey managed to make out about twenty seconds of the band before the footage abruptly shifted to a spectacular view of her feet--two pairs of feet, to be precise. One pair belonged to Lauren, adorned with thigh-high boots, and the other...those sneakers had to belong to her "friend." Their proximity was uncomfortably close, as if the guy was almost on top of her. It was almost as if...

"Wait, what's this?" Corey questioned out loud, rewinding the video a couple of times until he could pause it at the right moment. There, right before the clip ended, he spotted something--a glimmer around the ankle of Lauren's boot.

An anklet.

His anklet.

THE anklet.

+++++

Liam hurled an empty water bottle towards a hefty fellow, who was engrossed in a conversation about twenty feet away. The bottle struck the man's unkempt hair and landed at his feet. Judging from his size, he appeared to weigh at least three hundred pounds.

"Hey Stain, the lady wants to know why we don't have a label yet."

Colt noticed Lauren's perplexed expression as she silently mouthed the name "Stain."

"He earned that nickname after thoroughly kicking the ass who dared to cross him, leaving behind nothing but..."

"A stain," Colt interjected, finishing her sentence.

"That's right. He's our manager," Colt explained.

"What do you want from me, Liam? Go hire Peter Grant and write better songs," Stain retorted.

Amy gathered scattered CDs that were casually strewn across the table. Each one was professionally produced, featuring polished inserts proudly displaying the band's logo. This piqued her curiosity.

"What are these, then?"

"Those are demos. We distribute them to radio stations and music executives."

"Can I have one?" Lauren asked. "Well, actually, it's for my husband. He's a huge metal fan."

The drummer grabbed a jewel case and handed it to her, while discreetly letting his arm rest on her leg. There was no denying her allure, and oh the things he would do to her. Her age set her apart from younger girls who typically fawned over the band. Their incessant giggling could get tiresome at times. But this woman was different. Like a fine wine, she had aged gracefully, even reminding him somewhat of his mother back in Minnesota, albeit with distinct differences. This would have been disturbing if he wasn't such a degenerate.

"So, eh, where exactly is your husband and what would he say about you being here?"

With a seductive glimmer in her eyes, Lauren leaned closer to Colt, the tingling in her pussy almost distracting. "He's in Iowa, and no, I don't think he'd mind at all. We have a special relationship."

"Is that a fact?"

Colt's gaze scanned her striking outfit, drinking in every detail. His eyes were drawn to the black corset which accentuated her figure and emphasized curves that only a gym rat would have. The silver zipper running down the front of the corset seemed to beckon him, tempting exploration. Easy, he told himself. She looks like a freak but can't be sure.

As he focused lower, he appreciated how the tight black leather pants hugged Lauren's toned legs. The fabric molded to the gap, leaving little to the imagination, as they disappeared seamlessly into a pair of alluring thigh-high boots that were quite hooker-like. But none of that caught his attention as much as the gold bracelet wrapped around the ankle of one of the boots. It added a touch of elegance and there seemed to be a mystique around it. Two shiny letters, 'H' and 'W', twinkled under the light, hinting at an unstated significance. A significance anyone who watched enough porn would recognize. And if there is one thing a band member does on long road trips it's watching porn. If she truly stepped out on her husband, then it could be a most interesting night.

"Then he wouldn't mind me doing this?" Colt asked, leaning over and nibbling on an ear.

Lauren brushed her hair out of the way and welcomed his advances, offering the young drummer her neck, which he immediately began licking. "I think he'd rather like that."

Turning into him, her fingers glided along his firm chest, hand slipping beneath the tank top to dance on a tight stomach. Soon their lips met, and the kiss deepened, a wave of passion surging between them. Their jaws opened, and tongues entwined, exploring each other's mouths.

"HOL-EEEE SHIT, girl, you go!"

The outburst shattered the kiss and they looked over at the ruckus. All this time, Amy had been drunkenly stumbling up and down the coach's aisle dancing and wiggling her butt, causing the skirt she was wearing to rise higher on her thighs with each pass. Apparently, the sway of her skirt was such that everyone soon learned there were no panties beneath.

Liam seized the opportunity as the blonde walked by and grabbed a bare ass. "Jesus, Mom, did you know your little girl was such a slut?"

Lauren rolled her eyes. Why, yes, Liam, she considered replying, I do, in fact, know how much of a whore she is. Instead, she faked a shocked looked and played along. "Missy, where is your underwear? Shame on you!"

Amy stuck her tongue out.

"Whatcha gonna do, Mommy? Spank me for being such a dirty girl?"

Maybe it was the wetness growing between the office manager's legs, or the heat of the whole situation, but Lauren instinctively grabbed the younger woman's hand and dragged her across her lap. Amy's chest landed on top of Colt's knees and her bare ass was touching Lauren's belly when the first slap came.

Smack!

It was playful, no more than a tap as the hand struck the seam of the skirt.

"Lame!" Amy shouted as others on the bus began to gather around. "Is that all you got?"

Lauren lifted the denim and pushed the material up and over her ass, revealing soft, fleshy cheeks.

Smack, smack!

Amy squealed with mock pain. "Hit me, Mommy. Hurt me. I've been bad!"

Smack, smack! The whole of her bottom jiggled delightfully, a faint rosy glow beginning to show.

"Will you be a good girl now?"

The legal secretary nodded her head furiously.

"I promise!"

"That's one fine ass," Pete remarked.

"I bet momma's got a better one," Liam posited.

"Does not!" Amy protested, feigning a spoiled brat.

"Says you. I mean your mom, or whoever she is, IS rocking the shit outta those leathers. Whatta ya think, Colt?"

The drummer looked annoyed, wanting nothing more than to continue kissing Lauren, but had to admit he couldn't disagree. "My money's on Mom here."

Amy acted offended and scampered off her pal's lap, nearly falling into the bedroom. Steadying herself against the doorjamb, she playfully threw down the challenge, grinning at her buddy. "Care to wager?"

"What's the bet?" someone called out.

The three musicians looked at each other keenly, each thinking the same thing.

"Loser shows tits too," Pete stipulated.

There were approving murmurs from the onlookers that seemed to be growing, crowding around the small sitting area in the back of the bus. The regular hangers-on who traveled with the band were used to seeing naked coeds run up and down the aisles, but it wasn't every day one had the opportunity to see a MILF like this flash her tits.

Lauren felt the party and eyes closing in and leaned over to Colt.

"Not here," she hushed. It was more of a plea than a statement.

Typically, the band would scoff at that and make a girl strip right there. Why shouldn't everyone enjoy? But the drummer felt tact would likely help prolong the night and caught Liam's eye. Nodding in the direction of the bedroom just behind Amy, he grabbed Lauren's hand and pulled her through the doorway. Reading his bandmate's cue, the singer and Amy followed, joint and beer in hand. Somehow, Stain and Pete managed to sneak in just before the door closed and stood to one side, making themselves small. A collective groan of disappointment rose from the others outside as the door closed.

Alone now with the four men, Amy and Lauren glanced at each other as the guys looked on expectantly.

"Well?" Liam asked. "We can't stay in Miami forever. Bottoms up."

The girls looked around. There wasn't much room at all. The converted bedroom was nothing if not cozy. The king-size bed, positioned against one wall was in the center, adorned with plush pillows and soft, inviting sheets. Above the bed, a small window with the orange sodium vapor light of the parking lot streaming in provided the only light. Along the sides there was some shelving for shoes and clothing, but not much else. Except for a ceramic bowl full of condoms.

Almost as if they each decided at the same time, the girls held each other's arms, the other extended for equilibrium, and stepped up onto the low-rising mattress. Hands against the faux ceiling, they turned away from the men and steadied themselves until finding their balance. Wiggling her butt a bit, Amy went first by gripping the hem of her denim skirt and tugged it upward. Slowly the edge of the material crept up until the bottom of both cheeks became visible. Smiling over her shoulder, she continued until it cleared her bubble butt and rested on top of the fleshy bottom. Just a tuft of whitish fuzz could be seen through the gap in her legs.

"Ni-sissssssss," Liam hissed his approval.

Pete took a hit off the joint and passed it to Colt. "Let's see it, Mom," he called out, snickering.

Amy shifting on the bed caused Lauren to falter a bit, but after regaining confidence in her balance she unbuckled the heavy metal grommet belt and handed it to the drummer. Pushing her bottom out in dramatic fashion, she used both hands to inch the tight leather pants down over her hips until the crack of her ass showed. In the dim light, the black lettering of her tattoo was barely visible, but it was there.

~~ E Z ~~ 

"Oh wow, just fuckin' wow," Liam pogoed around, laughing, "You are full of surprises, aren't you?"

Amy looked just as surprised. "When did you get that?" she whispered.

Lauren said nothing and continued to pull the leathers down. Colt was stroking his face which held a huge grin. The naughtiness of this woman was way beyond his expectations.

Another few inches and the pants had cleared her cheeks, providing evidence that she too was commando. Expressionless, the office manager held onto Amy as she pulled one boot off, then the other. Soon the leathers were on the floor. Both girls bottomless now, they bent over slightly to give the rockers a better look.

"Spectacular," Pete stated with the authority of an Olympic judge. He stepped forward and gave one of Amy's cheeks a tweak. "Liam?"

Liam frowned and disagreed facetiously. "Inconclusive. Let's have a spin."

Lauren and Amy obeyed and used the ceiling to do a slow three-sixty. The guys whistled as the young woman's pussies came into sight, each one with its unique characteristics. One with a tidy blonde bush, the other smooth as a buttered clam with more ink, this time a fox with its tail curled around it. Both had small amounts of clear liquid beginning to run down their legs.

Pete chortled. "I gotta meet your artist."

"I think they're both winners, eh boys?" Colt gave a brief golf clap. "Stain?"

Until then, the band's manager had been leaning up against the doorjamb, arms folded, content to let the musicians have their fun. Pushing off the flimsy wall, he moved his large frame closer to the bed.

"I think," he grinned with a twinkle in his eye, "that we need to see some tits."

+++++

As the clock struck midnight, Corey held the toilet paper tube in one hand and pulled through one of Lauren's old hose found while rummaging through a bottom dresser drawer. Fluffing it so it billowed at one end, he found himself growing restless now. After trying to stay up after a long day to hear from Lauren and how her evening had gone, it was time to go to bed. His mind was, as always, filled with questions, wondering if she had enjoyed the music, met new people, or perhaps even flirted with someone.

However, as the minutes ticked by without any message from Lauren, Corey's anticipation turned into a mixture of concern and mild frustration. He had hoped for something. More pics, a video, and any glimpse into her evening. Yet, in the silence that seemed to close in on him, Corey's hopes were fading.

Realizing that it was getting late, with a big day tomorrow, he acknowledged not being able to wait up indefinitely, pining for a message that might not come. With a sigh, he climbed into bed, setting his new contraption on the nightstand, thoughts of his wife still lingering. He wondered who the guy was in the photo taken during the show. Was it someone she knew or a stranger? Had he noticed the anklet? Had they hooked up after the concert? In the back of his mind, a mix of emotions swirled - curiosity, envy, jealousy, and a tinge of arousal.



Settling under the covers, the lonesome Iowan husband closed his eyes, hoping that sleep would take him quickly, anticipating when he would again hear Lauren's voice, hopefully with an interesting tale to tell.

+++++

With a sultry sway, Amy led the way again, slowly raising her arms, teasingly gripping the edges of her t-shirt. The fabric clung to her curves, hinting at the bounty beneath. With a quick tug, she pulled the shirt over her head, only to reveal the shiny black halter she had worn to the show. Losing her balance, the blonde stumbled into Lauren, giggling. Fortunately, the brunette had the wherewithal to stop her from tumbling off the bed and gathered the inebriated young girl into her arms. Chest to chest now, Amy smiled coyly and showed her appreciation by kissing her friend on the mouth.

As the pair embraced, the connection became palpable, and their affection for each other became clear to the band. This was not the women's first kiss. Slow at first, moist lips came together delicately, initially hesitant but quickly escalating into a fervent exchange. Tenderly cradling Lauren's face, Amy let her fingertips lightly graze the elder's cheeks as they pressed their bodies closer together while trying to retain their balance. Lauren's heart pounded in her chest as she surrendered to the intensity of the moment, her breath growing shallow with each passing second.

Reciprocating, she encircled Amy's waist, drawing her in closer still. Their bodies melded together, embracing the heat that emanated between them. A soft sigh escaped their lips, a testament to the escalating passion surging within them. With tongues entwined in an elegant dance, they explored their bodies. Low and long breathing grew louder and briefer, heavy with pleasure. Standing beside the bed, all four men stood spellbound, incredulous at their good fortune. Who would have thought this?

As Amy's lips continued to ply Lauren's, her hands instinctively found their way to the zipper at the top of Lauren's corset. With a delicate, tender touch, she began to tug at it, feeling the tension ease as she began to lower it. Lauren's breath hitched at the sudden release, her body responding to the anticipation. The soft fabric of the material strained against her curves as the zipper gradually slid down, exposing more of her bare skin to the warmth of the room. And it was very, very warm.

Following the zipper, Amy let her fingers trail along the newly revealed skin, sending shivers of pleasure through Lauren's body. Their lips parted momentarily, breathless gasps escaping as they exchanged a knowing glance, faces filling with desire and longing. Forehead to forehead, Amy's eyes begged for permission to which Lauren nodded enthusiastically. As the zipper reached the bottom of the corset, the younger woman stopped, each breathing deeply. Then, with a gentle tug, the corset loosened its grip, the two sides parting, freeing Lauren's breasts. Amy's hands gently explored the exposed flesh, igniting a trail of goosebumps in their wake.

At this point, Liam, Colt, Pete, and Stain had long forgotten about the joint in the ashtray and their warming beers. Nothing mattered but the two girls making out on the bed and their growing erections.

Fuck me, one of them let slip.

Amy playfully licked Lauren's nose before pressing her cheek against her friend's, and together they gazed at the men, smiling.

Stain gulped. "Hell yeah."

They watched as the younger woman lay the older down on the mattress, placing featherlight kisses on her forehead. After doting there, Amy moved down, her lips grazing Lauren's eyelids, leaving outlines of lipstick. The secretary continued her descent, tracing the contours of Lauren's neck with her mouth, leaving a trail of lingering kisses. Everything about her coworker was desirable; her perfume, her scent. Finding the hollow of Lauren's collarbone, Amy planted a kiss, sucking the tan skin and nibbling, a mark that would surely leave a gentle flush. The older woman audibly moaned at the peck.

With deliberate slowness, Amy's tongue skipped across Lauren's chest, paying close attention to every curve and dip of her body. She lingered at each breast, sucking, licking, teasing, her tongue occasionally flicking against Lauren's nipples, igniting sparks of pleasure. Strands of Amy's hair mixed with her fingertips, creating a tantalizing sensation as she cupped and fondled each breast, guiding them with a loving touch. Lavishing acute awareness on each tit, long blonde curls flowed freely, occasionally trailing behind her movements, brushing against Lauren's sensitive skin, offering a gentle caress as the girl teased and pleased, each stroke of her tongue and every flick of her lips eliciting gasps of delight.

The eroticism of it all caused the bassist to take a step forward to join in, only to be met by Colt's arm.

"Easy. Let them go."

Amy' barely heard him as lips continue their exploration, trailing along Lauren's stomach, leaving a trail of sensation in their wake. Every touch was electric, every kiss a foreshadowing. As the blonde went lower still, grazing her girlfriend's thighs with soft brushes of her lips, Lauren shivered with anticipation. Now between the brunette's legs, Amy savored the smell of her sex before planting soft kisses along the inner thighs, teasingly working her way closer to the center of the woman's pussy. Reaching the outer edges of its labia, she spread them gently, revealing the delicate folds beneath. With a slow and deliberate motion, Amy extended her tongue, tracing a path along the outer edges, gently exploring and savoring the intimate contours. Moving with purpose and alternating between long, sweeping strokes and more focused, circular motions, the youngster employed those techniques that she herself enjoyed. Applying gentle suction, Amy enveloped Lauren's clitoris with her warm mouth, lavishing it with delicate flicks and tenderly sucking. Listening for subtle cues in Lauren's response, she adjusted until it was clear her mature friend was going to cum.

"FUCK!"

Lauren could feel her orgasm building, made that much stronger by the men watching from the side of the bed. Slowly, the intensity built, pleasure surging through her body like high voltage, senses heightened riding a powerful wave, building and cresting. In one breathless moment, her body erupted with an overwhelming climax. Back arched and muscles tensed, release washed over her causing her to shake and quiver uncontrollably. She grasped Amy's hair, holding her face in place as her pussy pumped a steady flood of juices onto the younger woman's face.

"Amy, oh Amy, that was so good."

The two girls began giggling, at which time Liam edged to the bed, shedding his denim vest and leather pants.

"Forget this," he shouted, "let's fuck these bitches!"

With unbridled glee, the singer grabbed a condom packet, tore it open, and clambered up on the mattress. Adjusting to its softness, he slid the rubber over his already rock-hard dick and knee-walked behind Amy, whose face was still buried between Lauren's glistening thighs. Using one hand to steady himself on her hip, he began probing the blonde's fuzzy slit, coating the latex with her wetness. Looking down over the girl's bare back, he traced the elegant curvature of her spine to sloping shoulders and neck to find the older woman staring back at him. Eyes taking in her mature, toned body and perfect baseball-sized tits was certainly a bonus. When their gaze connected, it was all he could do to keep from cumming right then.

"That's right, fuck her," Lauren goaded the rocker, "fuck the whore."

Liam needed no more encouragement. With one smooth poke, he pushed his cock passed Amy's peach fuzz. Her wetness allowed easy access, allowing it to penetrate with ease. As their bodies began to move in perfect harmony, Liam, leaned over his groupie-for-the-night to achieve a better angle of attack. Supporting most of his weight on hands and forearms, the young man gently lowered himself closer to her body, chest over her back. Skin against skin, their breaths were allowed to mingle now, enhancing the intimacy of their coupling.

"Yes!" Amy cried out while being fucked, "Do me, treat me like one of your road sluts! OH, GOD!"

Watching the scene unfold in front of them, Pete and Colt could no longer contain their growing arousal. The intensity swept over them as the big-titted blonde moaned while continuing to lap at her friend's seeping juices. After exchanging glances, their gaze fell upon the only open hole there was. Pete was the first one to give in to his lust. Driven by the erection in his shorts, he too dipped into the bowl and opened a condom, then moved towards the bed decisively, removing his clothes. Positioning himself above Lauren's face, he at first struggled to adjust to the sinking mattress, but eventually found his balance. Instinctively, she grasped his hefty member as it bobbed above her forehead and began stroking. Before he could unravel the rubber, a small dollop of precum squeezed out which she dutifully swept away with the tip of her tongue. Overwhelmed by her touch, Pete's eyes closed, and his head tilted backward. With a contented smile, he channeled the sensations back to his now steel cock.

The drummer was not far behind his bassist. Clothes shed, the muscular musician climbed onto the other side of the mattress and shimmied on his knees until his polyisoprene erection too bounced like a diving board above, reservoir waving like a clown's long animal balloon. Lauren's eyes became even brighter at the prospect of jacking off two magnificent dicks. Using one hand on each of their bare bottoms, she urged them closer to her shoulders, that pink tongue flicking out rapidly like a snake's. Leaning one arm against the flimsy headboard, the young men scootched in and bounced the heads of their penises on the older woman's cheeks, each leaving abrasive red marks from the latex.

"Fuck yeah, suck it. Suck my cock."

With Liam still in her and pumping away, Amy opened her eyes and looked above Lauren's bald slit. She moaned heavily, pleased to see the other rockers kneeling above her pal and taking turns stabbing their rods down her throat.

"My, my, my, now who's being naughty, Mommy?"

Considering one of her own daughters was about the same age as the blonde between her thighs, the implication was so nasty, so dark, it was taboo. And yet, it sent a single shock wave through Lauren's body, causing it to arch, a small orgasm shaking her hips. Amy giggled at the small squirt of liquid that jetted from the hairless pussy in front of her nose.

Lap, lap, lap.

"Yeah, Mom, suck my dick," Pete laughed as his glans found the brunette's willing mouth.

And she did. For the next ten minutes, the four naked souls on the bed enjoyed themselves. Words were few, the only real sounds were skin on skin as Amy continued to submit to Liam on all fours as Lauren allowed the other men to use her mouth for self-pleasure. Across the room, the band's manager settled on a stool in the corner, his XXX-L shorts around his ankles, and watched. Being obesely overweight, the girls the guys met on tour rarely allowed him to join in, so he'd learned to be content with pure visuals.

Fap, fap, fap.

The moans and heavy breathing of passion were beginning to rise, climaxes building. Suddenly and quite unexpectedly, Lauren felt a hand grab a fistful of hair and pain shot through her scalp as she was jerked into a sitting position.

"Ow, what the fu..."

Through the sting and the fog it created, she first saw Liam reach over to a cubby next to the bed, his dick still buried in Amy. He was retrieving something. She turned to Pete, thinking he was the one who had hold of her, but saw both his hands. Without warning, there was another jerk on her hair, sending more pain through her head. Colt was peering down at her with a smirk. A look of concern cut through the mist as she realized the demeanor of all three musicians had changed.

"On your knees, bitch," the drummer demanded.

"Wha..."

"Shut the fuck up," Pete screamed at her. "Just do it!"

Colt flung her body forward, forcing her to land in front of Amy on her hands, weak knees wobbling as she stared her friend in the face. Out of the corner of their eyes, they saw Liam hand Colt something and...

Click, click.

Sudden, unexpected pressure around Lauren's neck sent a surge of shock and disbelief through her body. A gasp escaped her lips as her hands instinctively reached up to touch the unexpected object that was now around her neck. Confusion and a mix of emotions overwhelmed her as reality sank in.

A dog collar. A fucking dog collar!

As her vision cleared, she saw Amy was now also wearing one. Both were speechless at the sudden development. The younger woman had pure astonishment on her face, but before she could react, Liam seized the attached leash and forcefully pulled her up to her knees, her naked back against his hairy chest. A startled yelp escaped Amy's lips, the sudden movement and pressure causing her eyes to bulge slightly. Liam's eyes were on fire as he held the secretary's head in place by the collar, looking over her shoulder. Her chest was heaving with a shallow, almost frightened, hyperventilation.

"Colt?" Lauren looked inquisitively into his eyes, eyes which echoed the same unrestrained lust that his singer had.

The drummer leaned down and licked her ear. "You can leave anytime you want to. Do you understand?" He tightened his grip on the MILF's hair, pleased that her startled and suspicious expression softened into one of acceptance and submission.

Lauren nodded her head, breathing increasing as Liam kissed Amy's neck. With one hand holding the collar tightly, the other traced the contours of the busy blonde's upper body, stopping to cup her meaty breasts. Her eyes shut tight as he brushed her blonde curls away so a thumb could pass over each nipple, causing a moan to escape her lips. Continuing their journey, his fingers danced on her stomach, past her navel, until landing on the mound of whitish pubic hair. A trail of clear secretion ran down the inside of both thighs. Deeper groans came from low in her throat as one of the singer's fingers found her engorged labia.

Her friend's rising passion caused Lauren to relax a little. It was clear neither of them were in danger. Quite the opposite.

Colt shuffled his knees and moved behind the older woman while they all watched the younger one get fingered. "Do you want to leave?"

At first, all Lauren could manage was a weak twitch, but soon found her voice.

"No."

The musician wrapped the leash around his massive hand, shortening its length. This snapped the junior executive's head back.

"No...WHAT?"

"N-n-no, I don't want to go."

"What about your...daughter?" Colt laughed, causing the other men to titter and look in the blonde's direction.

Amy was still being held tightly against Liam's chest, his cock grazing her bare ass, his free hand's middle finger finding her sopping hole. The way she spread her legs to allow access provided her unspoken consent.

"Why?" Lauren asked breathlessly about the restraints.

"Why?" Liam grinned lasciviously. "Why do you think we call ourselves Sadistic Beaver?"

"Are you serious?"

That seemed to irritate the band's leader. A lot.

"Show the bitch," he growled at Pete.

As Colt prepared to doggy mount the MILF who had found her way to their merry bus, the bassist grabbed Lauren by the neck and twisted her face to his. "Say watermelon and this stops immediately, okay?"

Taking her feeble nod as understanding, Pete immediately smacked her ass.

"Ow!"

Taking her jaw in his hand, the rocker forced her gaze toward her pal. Amy, still held captive on her knees, was now writhing as Liam dug more fingers into her glistening gash. Eyes still bulging, her moans made it obvious he'd found her swollen clit.

"Do you like seeing your little girl finger fucked?"

"She's not..."

A yank of the leash stopped her.

"DO YOU LIKE SEEING YOUR DAUGHTER GETTING FINGERED?"

The amount of pussy juice that suddenly flowed between Lauren's legs provided the answer. It was an answer that shocked her, one of guilt and shame, but also one of profound arousal and wickedness.

"Y-y-yes."

"WHAT?"

"YES! Yes, I like seeing my daughter fucked."

It was then that Colt drew his sword and buried it deep in her cunt. Those still partying elsewhere on the bus heard a high pitch squeal that made them pause.

"Oh yeah," the drummer gasped.

The sight of him burying his cock in her buddy caused Amy to cum.

"Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh, oh, oh, YES, YES, YES!"

Liam held her fast as her body twisted and contorted under his restraint. The blonde hoped for respite now, but that was not to be. Immediately, the singer pushed her away from his chest and back on all fours. She bounced on the mattress before she came cheek to cheek with Lauren. The passion they saw in each other's eyes was clear.

"Kiss her, Goddamnit!" Liam barked. "Kiss your daughter!"

YANK! TUG! YANK!

"Kiss her!" Colt yelled.

Lauren's body reacted instinctively to the pressure of the collar closing around her neck. A shudder ran through her, senses immediately heightened. It was a mix of lust and fear, a potent cocktail that coursed through her veins as the meaning of the singer's words sunk in. The line between pleasure and pain was blurred. She couldn't believe how the musicians' attitudes had changed. Nose to nose with Amy, the girls' eyes locked, a silent understanding passing between them. They both knew the precarious situation they were in. While neither wanted to bail on the moment, it had the potential to go south at any time. Still, they were feeding off of each other's heat. Slowly, tantalizing smiles bent the corner of their mouths, mirroring the electricity that was arcing between them.

While it was difficult on all fours, Lauren extended one hand from the mattress, the other supporting her weight. With the free hand, she caressed Amy's cheek, then grabbed the back of her head, pulling it to her. When their lips met with an insatiable hunger, they both moaned, allowing their mouths to yield to a fervent exploration as their tongues swirled, almost as if choreographed.

"Goddamn, that never stops being hot," Stain commented from his corner, stroking his stubby dick.

"Fuck me," Amy called over her shoulder at Liam. "Fuck me, you bastard."

Liam obliged by burying his cock until his balls slapped her taint, causing the secretary to cry out.

"That's it, fuck my baby," Lauren chimed in. "Fuck her good."

Amy's breathing picked up again as she gasped and squealed, her hips bracing against each powerful thrust as wet, rhythmic slapping sounds filled the bedroom. Seconds later, the youngster opened her eyes to see Colt and Lauren going at it again. Her friend was struggling to keep her balance as the drummer pummeled her from behind.

"Give it to her, destroy her pussy," the blonde coerced him. "You do like Mommy's pussy, don't you?"

The musician howled.

"OH FUCK!"

An unsettling wave of arousal surged through him, and he increased the pace.

"Fuck me, baby," Lauren begged. "Coat Mommy's nasty womb, the one that bore you."

Everyone in the room groaned, causing Colt to bear down on Lauren's sweet pussy. Hands gripping her hips, he repeatedly went deep, until the entirety of his length hit bottom each time.

"Gaaawwwwdddddddd, don't stop, faster, faster!"

"Look at that horny cunt, taking your cock like a dog!" Amy screamed.

"SHIT, SHIT, SHIT! Ohhhhh NO NO NO NO, I'm gonna cum!"

"DO IT! CUM IN MY FILTHY HOLE!"

"OH, GOD!"

"Just like Daddy did years ago."

No, she didn't just go there, Colt's mouth dropped, semen rushing unrestrained from his balls, out his glans and into the reservoir that ballooned with a couple of tablespoons of rock star jizz. He would have liked to stay there savoring the feeling, but the moment was short-lived.



"My turn," Pete said, clasping a hand on his drummer's shoulder.

As Colt fell back against the headboard, the bassist took over control of the leash, grabbed Lauren's hair and pulled both so it snapped her head way back.

Smack! Smack!

The blows across her face stung, eliciting a high-pitched shriek that everyone on the bus must have heard.

Smack! Smack!

"What do you want, slut?" Pete hissed.

"Fuck me...I want you to fuck me."

"Fuck you WHAT?"

"Hard...fuck me HARD!"

Inches from her friend, Lauren saw Liam's pummeling was paying off. Amy's back arched as she took the singer's dick deep, breathing and moaning almost in a catatonic state. The deeper he plunged, the louder she got.

"OH GOD, OH GOD, OH GAAAAWWWWD!" the younger woman screamed, eyes rolling back in her head. "I'm gonna cum!"

The grunting from behind her foretold of the musician's impending climax as well.

Chest rising and falling with rapid breaths, her eyes rolled back, overwhelmed by the waves of pleasure washing over her. Indiscernible guttural sounds escaped her lips, giving an alien feel to the profound sensations that were ripping through her body until she found her primal voice.

"AAAAAAAAAAA EEEEEEEEE OOOOOOOOO Cummmmmmming!

The announcement reverberated off the tiny room's walls as weeks' worth of pent-up tension escaped, her hands and knees quivering, teetering on collapse. With one final gasp, her body surrendered, giving out, plummeting her chest to the mattress, but not before Liam got one more push, sending him too over the edge. As Amy's ass fell away from his large cock, Lauren could see the skin ripple beneath the latex and his milky white semen flood the tip. This sight started the roller coaster to her own orgasm.

Click, click, clackety, click. The coaster operator lowered the lever, allowing the cars to begin climbing the track to the big drop.

Smack! Smack!

Pete struck the older woman's ass hard as he drove into her dripping cunt, causing her to cry out.

"You like that, whore?"

"OHHHHHH!"

The bassist drilled Lauren unmercifully. The sound of their skin smacking and bed creaking in unison was indescribable. The once demure Iowan wife moaned loudly at each powerful thrust, her back arching and hair bouncing wildly. The pair squeaked, grunted, and squealed, bringing not only themselves closer to release, but also the fat road manager in the corner that was hammering his little dick.

Pulling the leash snapped the brunette's hair back, forcing her to stare at the ceiling. That's when Liam pushed Amy out of the way and grabbed Lauren's hair, smacking her in the face.

"Stupid whore! What did you expect by getting on the bus? Play stupid games, win stupid prizes."

"OOOOOOOHH, GOD! OOOOOOOOH MY GOD!"

Framing her face in his hand the singer peered menacingly at the junior executive, just inches from her nose. Behind her, his bandmate kept up his assault on her pussy.

"Fuck her, Pete. Fuck this worthless slut."

The slaps were coming more frequent now on both her ass and cheeks while the relentless pounding from the bassist's cock seemed to be reaching up through her belly and into her throat now. Lauren's entire body was sweaty, her back glistening, beads of sweat forming on her spine. Tears began to stream down the carefully made-up face, mascara and eyeliner running, creating delicate trails, eventually joining to streak her neck.

"Harder..." she managed to wheeze, soft at first, then louder. "HARDER GODDAMNIT!"

"FUCK ME! FUCK ME PLEASE FUCK ME!"

Pete growled again, his head pitched back, gripping the leash. "SLUT! WHORE!"

"YES, YES, YES...I'm your dirty slut. Your dirty whore!"

Bodies drenched in a sheen of perspiration, their carnal lust grew with each rhythmic thrust, propelling them into a frenzy of pleasure. With a tight grip on Lauren's hips, he dug deep, every inch of his manhood driving her crazy. The whole bus seemed to rock now as the bed frame was being tested. His head tilted back, howling. Her face contorted in a wild, otherworldly grimace, anticipating their climaxes.

"FUCK ME, PETE, FUCK MY HOLE! MAKE ME CUM..."

Breathing ragged, the musician kept pummeling hard, wanting nothing now but to pleasure her and himself.

Click, click, clackety, click. The coaster was almost to the first drop, ready to blow her hair back. To everyone's surprise, the older woman unleashed a demonic, maniacal laugh like none of them had heard before.

"DO ME, YOU SONOFABITCH! OWN ME! USE ME! FUCK MY SADISTIC BEAVER!"

"OH, YOU...YOU FUCKING WHORE!"

Clickaty, clack. Aaannnnd over.

Like Liam and Amy before them, the lovers came together, wave after wave of sensations, bodily fluids, and emotions being released like the energy from a single atom. Sharing a moment of sheer bliss, their bodies rippled as one large violent tremor. As vocal as they'd been, neither could now find a voice, their breath taken away from the extreme euphoria coursing through their veins like an injected drug.

And then, it was over.

Both crashed to the mattress, facing forward, Lauren landing next to Liam and Pete by Amy. All four began to giggle, recovering from the intense round of fucking. As they lay in a tangled mess of sheets and limbs, the strong smell of sex stinging their nostrils, their energy gradually returned, prompting more sporadic touching and kissing. Thirsty, they were grateful when a bottomless Stain wobbled over and handed them each a water bottle. He watched as they drank, staring at their sweaty, naked bodies while his short and plump dick stood at attention. Noticing the sadness on his face, Lauren scooted over to the edge of the bed, letting her feet dangle to the floor, the leash cold and flowing down her back. Without a word, she bent over slightly to get under his rolls of fat and took the band manager into her hands.

"Yeah, Stain, get it, big dog," Liam chuckled, propping himself up on one arm next to Amy. "Jack him off, slut."

As the MILF pleasured Stain with a slow and sensuous handjob, his appreciative fingers gently entwined in her hair, slowly encouraging her to pick up the pace.

"You like?"

Stain glanced between each musician and smiled while they watched him fuck her hand. He was a big pig, but still one of them, and they liked seeing one of their own being cared for.

"Wanna cum, baby?" Lauren asked, looking up at him with smudged makeup and puppy dog eyes.

The fat man could only nod, gripping her head.

Fingers tightening now, the strokes became longer, the four inches he did have spearing her curled hand. Only the head was visible on the downstroke. Soon, sweat beads formed on his forehead as she worked him into a twitching, gasping bowl of jelly. Snickering, Amy slid off the mattress and stood behind the big man, her leash also hanging from her collar down to her hips. Wiggling her hands under his armpits, she found his nipples and began to ply them beneath his tee. Lauren heard him moan and felt a shudder.

"Do it, Sweetie, paint my face," she cooed softly, staring him in the eyes.

"Nnnnngggggg."

The pulsing chipolata surged in Lauren's hand while Amy worked his teats.

"Fucking slut, I'm gonna cum."

"Ooooh, I want it. Give...it...to...me."

Lauren's hand was a blur now, pumping fast, occasionally spitting in her palm for lube.

"Sweet Jesus," one of the other guys whistled.

"Here it comes!" Stain wheezed. "Oh, God."

He was taking short breaths now, feeling the tightening in his balls. Within seconds a hot stream of jizz would be jetting out of his cock.

"I want it. I want it soooo bad. Cum for me, cum for your whore!"

Every ounce of his blubber began shaking. Knowing that his release was imminent, Amy joined her friend, kneeling on the floor. The first wave came, spraying gobs of steaming semen spurting uncontrollably from his glans. It landed on the bedframe, a pillow, and even Pete's foot, a casualty of being too close. The next surge was stronger, sending thick streams of milky white goo onto the girl's faces as they braced. Some of it stuck to their hair and eyelids, while the rest dripped off their cheeks and lips, mixing with the already flowing mascara.

As the women continued to cackle, wiping the cum from each other's faces onto the sheets behind them, the band members sat dumbfounded. They'd experienced a lot of kinky shit, but seeing a chick their mother's age act with such willful and eager debauchery was on a whole other level. It wasn't until there was a knock did Liam pry his eyes away.

"WHAT THE FUCK DO YOU WANT?" he called out.

The voice on the other side of the bedroom door was muffled and indistinguishable, requiring the singer to stumble over and crack it. It was the bus driver.

"WHAT!"

"Sorry to disturb you, but we leave in twenty minutes."

Liam frowned and peered over his shoulder to find Lauren and Amy now sitting on the bed, makeup a complete mess, legs curled beneath them. They were both smiling, collars around their necks, lovingly looking up at Colt who towered above them on the mattress, holding their leashes tight. His cock was bouncing back to life between their heads.

Turning back to the driver, Liam nodded.

"Make it thirty."

+++++
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.
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====================================

Saturday, February 17th. Four days to go.

====================================

As sunlight poured into Lauren Miller's Miami high-rise bedroom, Amy Rosinner squinted towards the nightstand where her charging phone was vibrating. Laying prone on her stomach, the cute twenty-six-year-old raised her head and swiveled her neck, not sure where she was. Looking to the left toward the sounds of soft snoring, she saw her best friend, twenty-two years her senior, on her belly and out to the world.

Fumbling for the phone, and dropping it at least once on the table, she managed to pull it onto the pillow and look at the screen.

Corey Miller. 

Brushing her long blonde curls from her face with one hand, Amy figured Lauren would want her to pick up.

"Thank God," Corey shouted, not even letting her get out a greeting. "Are you with Lauren? Is she okay?"

"Jeeesh, yes. Cool your jets. And I'm doing okay too, thanks for asking."

The worried husband ignored the sarcasm. "Where are you?"

"At Lauren's." Then, fully aware of the sixty-one-year-old's kink, added, "In bed. Together."

Hearing no response, she stared at the phone, a few floaters blurring her hungover vision. "What time is it?"

"Eight. Well, nine your time."

The girl let out a groan. They'd only gotten back to the apartment a few hours ago. After Sadistic Beaver's tour bus took off for South Carolina around two in the morning, they ride shared back to Lauren's, made a pizza, and fell asleep. But not before making love again. In fact, that monstrosity of a vibrator her friend called The Chairman was still nestled somewhere in the sheets between them.

"Put her on."

"She's still sleeping. I can ask her to call you back."

"What? Fuck no, I've been worried about her all night. Let me speak to her."

Amy exhaled heavily, blowing a golden tress from her eyes. Rubbing her neck, she nudged the hot brunette beside her. Damn, that collar had chafed the skin.

"Wakey, wakey, lover. It's your hubby."

Corey swallowed hard. Hearing anyone call his wife 'lover' was stirring, even when it was a woman. There was a yawn and the sound of someone stretching, followed by some whispers. Finally, he breathed a sigh of relief when he heard Lauren's voice.

"Hi babe," she breathed weakly into the phone. "What's up?"

"What's up? Jesus, I've been trying to get a hold of both of you all night. Where have you been?"

The Iowan wife blinked her eyes. That took a little processing. Concert. Winter Death. Razor Rodgers. Sadistic Beaver...tour bus...leashes...um...gangbang.

"Oh, you know. Here and there. Where are you?"

"In our master bedroom making the bed. The staging for the open house tomorrow is today." Not yet ready to let go of her radio silence, he asked, "Was your phone dead?"

Lauren recalled giving her cell up as part of the rules on the tour bus.

"Not exactly."

Still nude from her and Amy's late-night tryst, she sat up on the mattress, drawing her knees to her chest, and clung to the sheet to shield her small breasts from the morning chill. As Lauren proceeded to tell her befuddled husband how the friends had hung out on the warm-up band's tour coach, the young blonde inched up behind her, brushed the older woman's black hair out of the way, and rubbed her delicate shoulders.

"I see," Corey drew a deep breath. "My bet would have been on you hanging with Winter Death, if anyone."

"Oh, well...I did. Sort of. Razor Rodgers gave me a tour of his bus too."

There was dead air on the other side.

"Corey? Are you there?"

"Ye...yeah. Pretty...pretty cool, huh?"

"I guess. Nothing special. We had a beer, I saw him get undressed and I left. Jesus, he's in worse shape than you are."

Corey didn't know if that was a compliment or not. "But he looks so fit."

"All illusion at that age, I guess. He did have a bigger dick than you though."

"You saw Razor Rodger's dick?"

"Just the outline through his pants. Still packing more than you at any age, I'd say."

Amy giggled at that.

"What happened next?" Corey asked, his breathing heavier.

"Nothing. The guy was a pig. I went to find Amy."

"In Sadistic Beaver's bus?"

"Yeah, one of them. Turns out, Liam, Pete, and Colt were a lot of fun."

Corey's mouth began to run dry. Now she was on a first-name basis with a metal band.

"They were?"

"Fuck yeah. Off the chain."

The construction manager's stomach tightened. "How off the chain?"

Amy just couldn't control herself as she chewed on Lauren's earlobe. The blonde's pussy was getting wet again just thinking about the previous night.

"We fucked 'em all!"

Lauren's eyes widened, hands covering her mouth to keep from laughing. After about fifteen seconds Corey cleared his throat.

"All...all of them?"

"Well, no. Just the singer, bassist, and drummer."

"And road manager too," Amy reminded her pal.

"Well, that was just a handjob."

Fortunate enough to be standing next to his bed, Corey sat down, feeling a bit faint. With Lauren going back to Florida, he had hoped to give his mind - and fetish - a brief respite. Suddenly now, that was dashed as the savory mix of emotions reared their head. Jealousy and arousal began to manifest themselves as an undeniable twinge in his groin. But wait, hadn't she and Amy spoofed him one time before?

"I don't believe you."

There was a rustling of sheets. Back in Lauren's bedroom, Amy was trying to slip a hand under the covers and massage the older woman's pussy.

"They liked her red fox tattoo too," the blonde teased. "You know, this cute one above her pussy? The one I have my hand on right now."

Corey leaned against the bed's headboard in his empty Des Moines home. He could hear the girls giggle and whisper.

"Go on," Amy was saying, "Tell him about it You know he wants to hear it."

"Right now?" 

"You got something else to do?"

"I don't know..."

"They fucked us good," the secretary spoke up, making sure Corey could hear. "Those young bucks gave your wife something she will never forget."

"AMY!"

"Corey, go out to Sadistic Beaver's website."

The beleaguered husband simply stared at his phone.

"Do it, go to sadisticbeaver.com and pull it up."

Although he didn't know it, the women began to make out on the other side of the phone.

"O...okay, I'm there."

What he saw made his heart sink. Four leather-clad metal musicians with menacing smiles and buff bods. It's what Winter Death used to look like back in the day.

"Do you see them?"

"Yeah. They look...um...healthy. Larger than life."

"Oh, they were larger than life, I can tell you that. Larger than you, anyway."

More giggles.

"Those are the ones your little wife took all ways to Sunday, cuck. Smashed her cunt and mouth for hours."

Corey's thoughts went to girls and the band members all on a bed together, engaged in some big ass, wild orgy. In his mind, he saw them intertwined, moaning and gasping, the aroma of sweat and sex filling the air.

"Did you like those big dicks, hon?" Amy asked her friend.

Lauren sighed as the blonde slipped a finger into her once again wet hole. "Yessss."

"Larger than your hubby here?"

"That wouldn't take much," the brunette snickered. She knew where the young girl was going with this.

"I'm not that small," Corey protested weakly.

"You just go on thinking that, babe."

"Dude?" Amy goaded. "That small, huh?"

Lauren crooked her neck to kiss her again. "Maybe you should ask Chloe."

Amy looked surprised. "Well, well, ain't you the stud, keeping up with a teenage stripper. Are you a blue pill man?"

Corey said nothing.

"Hardly," Lauren snickered again. "More like faster than a speeding bullet."

"Ho ho, a two-pump chump, eh? Wait a minute. Not fair. Chloe got to see it. I do too."

"See what?"

"You hubby's cock."

"Believe me, it's nothing special." Lauren dismissed it, smiling to herself when she heard Corey groan.

The youngster took her phone and converted the audio call to video. It took a second for Corey to answer as he was too busy sliding his cotton pants off and retrieving the cardboard toilet paper roll from the nightstand; the one he'd rigged last night with an inner hosiery lining. To his sordid delight, Amy and Lauren's bright faces filled the screen. To his chagrin, they were in bed together. And very, very naked.

"Me first," the blonde tittered as she held the device away from her body. "I'll show you mine if you show me yours."

What Amy didn't know was that Corey had already seen her in all her glory when she and Lauren had fucked Tony and Tommy at Jack Carter's apartment. Had a video of it too. Still, the blonde's golden mane flowing gracefully over large and firm breasts was a sight to see. He watched in awe as the camera panned down passed her tummy and to a whitish tuft of pubic hair.

"You like?"

He could only nod.

The video became shaky and blurry as Amy leaned the phone against a lamp on the nightstand. As she retreated to the mattress, Corey could see her kneel behind Lauren, enveloping the office manager in her arms. After watching the women enjoy a long kiss, the blonde put a hand on each of her coworker's knees and slowly spread her legs. The small, colorful fox-wrapped-in-tail contrasted the whiteness of the area just above the crack of her bald slit.

"This is where they were last night, Corey," Amy purred, her index and middle finger spreading Lauren's butterfly, exposing the deep pink of her well-used hole. "This is where three strange cocks blew their load, making your wife cum again and again."

Trembling with excitement, Corey couldn't stand it any longer. He carefully slid the makeshift toilet paper roll over his erect six inches, watching the tip of it come out the other side and press against the hosiery he had lined it with. Puffing it out a bit made the nylon act like the reservoir of a condom. It felt incredible.

But perhaps he shouldn't have done so.

"Now it's your turn, lover," the young girl exclaimed, in a mocking, breathless, lusty tone. "Show me."

The giggles that came through the tinny speaker wrapped their spiny fingers around his heart and crushed it. And yet, his dick was rock hard. Yeah, and it was fucking a cardboard tube.

Shit.

He tried to point the phone somewhere else, but fumbled about, inadvertently showing his groin...and his dick, tightly nestled within a toilet paper roll, the hosiery-covered head peeking through one end.

Busted. 

On the other end of the line, there was a burst of raucous and amused laughter, giggles echoing throughout the bedroom.Amy could hardly stop laughing. "Very creative. Our very own Toilet Casanova."

Corey's face was flushed with embarrassment as Amy knelt behind Lauren, slipped her fingers between the older woman's thighs, and penetrated her wet and eager pussy in one push. A shudder of pleasure sped through Lauren's body, moans filling the room.

"Oh, by the way," Amy purred, her fingers delving deeper into Lauren's quivering depths, "you may want to hold onto that contraption when you come down here. Believe me, that's the only hole your pathetic dick's gonna get for a while."

Corey opened his mouth, a desperate groan escaping his lips. It was a mixture of need and abhorrence.

"Go on, fuck your little tube, Corey," Amy purred. "Fuck it hard for us."

Gripping the hosiery-lined cardboard roll tighter, his hand moving with urgency and determination. He wanted to stop, but he couldn't. He just couldn't. With each stroke the need to cum intensified, the nylon teasing his sensitive skin. The girls could hear the aroused husband gasping for air.

"Look at her, look at your slut wife," Amy urged.

Tearing his gaze away from his jerking off, Corey squinted at the small screen. There, Amy was still behind Lauren, relentlessly finger fucking her, plunging three fingers in and out of the brunette's wet and eager cunt. Lauren's long, disheveled black hair tumbled around her face, her head thrown back in unbridled pleasure.

"Look at her, Corey," she urged. "Doesn't she look hot?"

It was hard to disagree. Lauren's body writhed with each powerful thrust of Amy's hand, her small, perky tits bouncing and jiggling with every push. The faster her friend's fingers flew, the more Lauren thrashed about, moans and groans gauging the heat that was surging through her body. Amy rested her chin on Lauren's shoulders and continued to goad Corey.

"Watch your filthy wife cum, Corey!" Amy's voice rang out, her fingers never faltering, driving Lauren closer to the edge with each forceful thrust.

Corey's eyes were now fixated on the screen while he kept pumping his cock into the toilet paper roll. Lauren's cries filled the room, escaping from deep within her as her body shuddered with the building anticipation.

"Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!" she yelled, not caring if her neighbors heard. Hips began to buck uncontrollably, grinding her pussy into Amy's skilled hands, seeking that trigger that would push her over the cliff.

And it was working. The Rekrap executive's movements grew more erratic at the hands of the legal secretary. Her pelvis gyrated with animalistic motion, as tremors rippled through her body.

"Gonna cum!" Lauren announced, just before letting go with a primal howl, her torso convulsing with powerful spasms, her pussy juices cascading around Amy's fingers.

Amy, playing her role to a tee, leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Lauren's ear as she whispered in a sultry tone, "You're such a fucking slut, Laur. And your pathetic husband gets off watching you being pleasured by someone else."

Lauren's body writhed beneath the girl's touch, her moans filling the room. The waves of pleasure continued to ripple through her, driving her toward an earth-shattering climax. Her hips bucked uncontrollably, grinding as her pussy clenched around the invading fingers, desperate for release.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" Lauren's cries grew louder, mingling with the sounds of wet hands attacking her cunt. Then suddenly, her face contorted with ecstasy as her orgasm exploded, her body tensing, her mouth opening for a scream that sounded through the entire apartment. Amy felt the powerful contraction on her fingers, walls collapsing and expanding, seemingly all at once.

Corey too could no longer hold back. The sight of Lauren writhing and moaning, pussy grinding into Amy's skilled fingers, ignited his release. Breathing labored, his cock throbbed incessantly at the tube. With each stroke, the encased dick enlarged, straining against the makeshift cardboard, threatening to burst it. The pressure kept building, ready to explode.

"Ahhhhhhhhh FUCK. God yes!" Corey uttered as he came, orgasm exploding, sending thick ropes of white, milky cum surging through the hosiery lining only to be held back - somewhat - by the Jerry-rigged reservoir. The rest seeped through the nylon and created a sticky mess on his thighs and hand. Looking at the phone, Lauren's body lay limp and sated in Amy's arms, her chest rising and falling. The blonde slowly withdrew from Lauren's wetness and licked her fingers.

"Take one last look at your slut wife, you poor bastard," Amy told him with little pity, reaching for her phone to hang up.

"It's time to go. My turn...again."

+++++

That afternoon, after Amy left with a long, drawn-out kiss, Lauren decided to go shopping in the downtown district, visiting an eclectic variety of stores. There was a time not so long ago when she would avoid what she called the 'slut-wear' sections of department stores and boutiques. But not so anymore. More daring now, and certainly bolder, her first stop was a trendy boutique called "Sultry Secrets." With its provocative lingerie and seductive apparel, and the previous evening still fresh in her mind, the store seemed like the perfect place for her to explore her sensual side. She perused the racks, running her fingers over delicate lace bras, skimpy panties, and alluring babydolls. Unable to resist the temptation, she selected a sheer black lace teddy that hugged her curves in all the right places, thinking it would be a perfect way to welcome Corey home.

Next stop was the high-end fashion outlet "Siren's Silhouette." Remembering Myles' cruise the next day, Lauren selected an absolutely scorching black one-shoulder polka dot mesh bodysuit to wear with a matching vinyl skirt. She loved how the sheer fabric hugged her figure in all the right places. A tube bralette, visible just beneath the mesh, and a pair of sexy stilettos would surely garner attention.

Continuing down the boulevard, Lauren paused in front of a nondescript store, identified only by a small sign on the door: "Leather & Lace." Edgy, it featured alternative and fetish-inspired clothing that catered to all sorts of kinks. Curious, Lauren perused several aisles displaying an assortment of pain and pleasure-related toys. Feather ticklers, riding crops, paddles, including leashes and collars. Memories of surrendering control to those musicians the night before, allowing them to lead her and Amy around, began making her wet. She could almost feel the soft leather collar around her neck again, and the feeling of being restrained.

Standing there amongst the tools of dominance and submission, Lauren couldn't help but ponder the paradox she found herself in. On one hand, she loved enabling Corey's fetish, and to do that she had to be the one in control. On the other, last night showed just how addicted she was to raw, masculine energy; a play toy for men who did as they wished. Not that it was his fault, but her husband was no longer capable of commanding that type of presence in bed.

As the day wore on, Lauren hit pretty much every other shop, including one showcasing exotic and erotic fashion. Intrigued, Lauren explored racks filled with seductive costumes, from naughty schoolgirl outfits to provocative French maid ensembles. Her eyes landed on a stunning black satin bustier paired with a matching garter belt and fishnet stockings. Would that not be the perfect way to end a date, perhaps with Alex?

Finally, the afternoon grew long, and the many packages were cutting into her hands. Why did they have to use such small strings for handles? Trudging along wearily, the scorching sun beating her down and sapping her energy, she began looking for a better route to her building. A taxi didn't make sense since it was just blocks away. Remembering an alleyway ahead, the pretty executive turned off the main street and looked down the small path to the other end, where the bustling street she lived awaited. From where she was standing, there only appeared to be a few dumpsters and restaurant service doors between her and the other side. Nothing too foreboding.

This all changed about forty yards in. Somehow, the shadows now grew deeper, casting an eclipse-like veil over the once inviting shortcut. Doubt crept into her mind as various odd noises emanating from who knows where peppered her senses. Quickening her pace, her heart pounded with each step, hoping to quickly escape the creepy mistake. Suddenly, a sound echoed behind her--a faint but distinct noise that made her blood run cold. She spun around and her eyes widened in alarm. Two menacing figures, who she could only describe as thugs, were closing in on her, their expressions not at all friendly. As the pair came closer, Lauren could see they were two Latino teenagers with tattoos on their necks. Her heart raced, and for the first time in a long time, she felt a surge of real fear.



"Hey, pretty girl," one of them barked, a smirk on his face. "What's a girl like you doing in a place like this?" The other one laughed heartily like it was the funniest thing he'd ever heard.

Lauren tried to stay calm, but her voice understandably trembled. "I'm just trying to get home. Please, leave me alone."

"Aw, don't be so shy! We just want to talk. What do you have in those bags?"

Lauren clutched the plastic closer. "Nothing you'd care about."

The first boy took a step, eyes filled with mischief. "Let's have a look anyway."

The young men sneered as one of them snatched a shopping bag from Lauren's grasp, the one that held the lacy bustier and garter belt. His eyes roamed over the lingerie, a wicked grin forming on his lips.

"Nice," he leered, his voice dripping with crude desire. "Looks like our lost puta here is naughty."

Lauren's heart pounded in her chest as adrenaline coursed through her veins. The situation was dire, and she was keenly aware that there was no one around to help.

The other boy stepped forward. "You know, we could have some fun with a nasty old slut like you," he taunted. "You like showing off, don't you?"

Lauren's mind raced, searching for a way to escape. The alley felt like a trap, its walls closing in fast. In a blink, one of the young men lunged forward, wrapping his arm tightly around her neck.

"Let's have some fun, whatta ya say?"

Mind racing, she desperately searched for a way out. Fighting against the guy's grip was useless.

"Leave her be," a man's voice boomed behind them.

A towering figure emerged from the shadows, stepping out from what appeared to be a makeshift encampment behind a nearby dumpster.

"He's just a bum, chero," one of the boys reassured his friend. "You best go crawl back under the rock you came out of, man. This ain't your concern."

Ignoring the boy, the man moved forward. His dark skin contrasted with the dimly lit alley, with a beard that was rough and untamed. A scar stretched from behind his ear to just under the chin.

"Let her be," he repeated.

Locking an intense gaze onto the boy holding Lauren, his eyes were filled with the grit life had given him. A palpable tension was in the air as the teenagers weighed their options. They could stand and fight a man twice their size or cut and run. They chose the latter. Releasing Lauren, they retreated down the alley, opposite from where they had come. Visibly relieved, she began to cry into her hands.

The large black man approached her. He acted like he wanted to put a comforting hand on her shoulder but thought better of it.

"They're gone now. You're safe."

Taking a deep breath, Lauren composed herself and picked her bags up off the ground.

"I can't thank you enough," she expressed her gratitude. The man's eyes scrutinized her carefully as if assessing her motives and trustworthiness. Such was the nature of life in his alley, where caution was second nature.

"Twern't nothing," he grumbled in a gravelly voice, words gruff but unassuming. "You shouldn't be cutting through alleys like this," he cautioned.

Lauren nodded, acknowledging her mistake. "I know. It's just that I live off Fifth Street and this seemed faster," she explained. "It was stupid."

The man nodded. "Fancy places over there. You best be going then."

It was clear he did not like entertaining visitors. Trespassers in his eyes. Lauren turned to leave but stopped. Her heart sank looking at his encampment which consisted mostly of an old broken tent and plywood of various sizes covered with a ripped tarp.

"You live here?"

He nodded again. "Going on two years."

She searched for some comforting words, but what was there to say?

"I'm Lauren by the way."

"Nate. Nate Jackson."

With a heavy sigh, Lauren reluctantly moved down the alley, occasionally looking back over her shoulder as the man stood watch until she emerged onto the busy street at the other end.

"Thank you, Nate Jackson", she muttered under her breath.

+++++

Corey had just helped the realtor stage for the open house when he heard his phone ringing from the study. It was not a number he recognized, but it had a Miami area code so he felt compelled to answer.

"Corey Miller?"

Eyes narrowing, the project manager confirmed his name.

"It's Charlie Weber. My...roommate...is a friend of your wife."

Corey searched his memory bank but came up with nothing.

"Chloe Ceallaigh? She's a dancer at Randy Sandy's."

Ah...now that's a name Corey couldn't forget. Redhead, big tits, nice pussy. That he'd been intimate with the young girl was something he kept to himself, especially since it involved him getting heavily cucked.

"Right, gotcha, I remember now. We met at Lauren's apartment. What can I do you for?"

Charlie hesitated before responding. He had a delicate topic to broach. "Look, I hope I'm not catching you at a bad time. I wanted to talk to you about..."

"I know why you're calling. Lauren said you would," Corey cut him off.

"Then you know..."

"Yes."

"I appreciate that you're willing to talk about it. I just didn't know who to turn to. The internet is just a Wild West. You can't rely on anything people write there."

"What is it you want to talk about?"

Charlie took a deep breath, gathering his thoughts. "Well, Chlo and I, we've been best friends like forever. We grew up as kids together in an orphanage, or whatever it is they call it these days. There's always been this thing between us that just won't seem to ignite. I want to be more than friends, but she seems to think I won't be able to handle it. You know, her being a stripper and all."

"She has a point."

"Yeah, I know. Look, I do get jealous and all. I mean, guys pay her to...do things. But I...I..."

A small smile crept over Corey's face. "Go ahead and say it, son."

"I kind of dig it too. It feels weird like I'm not right."

There was an awkward moment of silence as Charlie breathed a sigh of relief at getting that off his chest. Corey, likewise, began to see a little of himself in the young man.

"What can I do to help?"

"How do you deal with it?"

Corey sat down at his desk. This was not going to be a short conversation.

"I'll be honest with you, sometimes not very well. I feel everything you just mentioned and much more. It doesn't get any easier. It's a rollercoaster of emotions and they are very hard to explain or turn off. I'm not sure any man who's been bitten by it can justly articulate it. It's just the way we're wired."

"I'm not sure I'm like that."

"No? Tell me what you feel when she's stripping or giving a private dance."

"I don't know, man. It's like weird as fuck to talk about. Part of me wants to pull my hair out and the other part wants to...you know. It fucks with my mind so bad."

The pair sat quietly. For Corey, it was the first time another guy had described him perfectly.

"Our circumstances," Corey continued, his mouth dry, "are obviously different. Your Chloe is just doing her job. Lauren does it because I asked her to and, well, she likes sex more than ever now. For Chloe, it's a matter of survival."

"But we both have to deal with the end result."

"Yes, we do."

"How do other guys deal with it?"

"I wouldn't know, Charlie, you're the first guy I've ever discussed it with."

The silence returned as the men suddenly felt a bit of kinship, in a strange way. After a long pause, Charlie spoke.

"I don't know what to do. On one hand, I want to tell her I can handle it..."

"But on the other, you don't really know, right?"

"Yeah."

"Look, nobody has a crystal ball. After almost thirty years of marriage, I can tell you that love is hard work. A hell of a lot more work than sex. Now, add in this particular little fetish and it's a potential powder keg."

"How so?"

"It's a gamble. Boy wins girl...boy loses girl. Happens all the time even without this plot twist. But you...you have nothing to lose by pursuing it."

"It could destroy our friendship."

"Yep, it could. Only you can say if it's worth it."

Charlie mulled that over. "I appreciate your perspective. Any advice?"

Corey exhaled heavily. "Uh, well, I'm the last one that should be giving advice, but, um...always remember it's her body and she makes the decisions about it, no one else. You do need to be there to help her make wise choices. No one is infallible. Don't demand to watch unless the metaphorical door is left open."

"Okay."

"And Charlie?"

"Yes?"

"Never, ever film without permission. And for God's sake, don't ever spy on her."

+++++

When Lauren got to her apartment, she was still shaking from her brush with the thugs in the alley. Anything could have happened if Nate hadn't been there.

A half bottle of wine helped ease her nerves and she turned her attention to preparing for Corey's imminent move. She began by thoroughly cleaning the apartment, leaving no corner untouched. From scrubbing the floors to dusting every surface, she made the place gleam. Next, she reorganized the closet, designating a special section for his belongings. In the bathroom, Lauren carved out drawer space for his toiletries and a place to keep his toothbrush.

Since they were only keeping the Jetta, she went to the property management office on the first floor and signed up for a parking pass. On her way back to the apartment, Lauren called her husband and told him that they'd at least have a spot to park one car. She also took the opportunity to divulge Myles' outing the next day. Seeing how disappointed Corey had been about not going to the Winter Death concert, she had been holding that little invite back until the last minute, although once told he seemed to take it surprisingly well. Something about 'embracing and owning it'. Whatever.

Lauren then made a reservation at a restaurant he'd raved about during his last visit, figuring that would be a nice way to celebrate them being together again. Forever. After selecting an eight o'clock dining time online, she began to tidy up the nightstand that would be on Corey's side of the bed. Among other things, that's where she kept condoms at the ready. Occasionally, Tony or Tommy - and sometimes both - would show up drunk, wanting a little loving. They were size XL, which would certainly be an awkward thing for Corey to see right off the bat, knowing there was no way his six-inch pecker would fill them out. She picked up the carton but paused, a mischievous grin pulling up the corners of her mouth. Smiling, she simply centered it conspicuously in the middle of the drawer so he wouldn't miss them and closed it.

Welcome home, darling.

====================================

Sunday, February 18th. Three days to go.

====================================

As the petite but long-legged Lauren approached the pier, she couldn't help but feel the stress flow from her body. How could it not? The shimmering sunlight danced upon the waters, creating a serene walk down the boardwalk. Her eyes widened at the sight of Myles' massive 175-foot yacht. It never stopped being awe-inspiring in terms of sheer size and elegance.

Just like she remembered, the boat's bow featured a sunning deck, perfect for ray bathing and savoring the stunning views. The open-air party area on the stern was still equipped with plush loungers, an assortment of chairs, and comfortable sofas meticulously arranged to provide maximum comfort for guests.

Stepping onto the gangplank, Lauren was warmly greeted by a friendly hostess who thoughtfully asked her to point out her name on a manifest rather than say it out loud. Then, for the second time in a week, she was asked to relinquish her phone. Fishing it out of her purse, the pretty Iowan wife handed it over, relieved to see that at least this time it was going into an actual safe.

"Don't worry", the attendant assured her. "You'll get it back when you leave."

Venturing deeper into the vessel, Lauren relished the over-the-top opulence that surrounded her. With room enough to house up to fourteen guests, plus two VIP suites, the comfort and luxury were unparalleled.

Strolling along, the melodious acoustic sounds of a solo guitarist filled the air, giving it a beachside café vibe. She couldn't resist swaying to the rhythm and feeling the vibrant energy of the music as she made note of the other guests milling about. There appeared to be six women and about nine men, all dressed casually in appropriate, ocean-going attire. A sense of relief washed over her as she realized her outfit--the same blue and white striped yeoman's top, three-quarter-length white capris and tan boat shoes she'd worn on Alex's sailboat--blended seamlessly.

An eyebrow lifted in surprise as a shirtless male server, donning only loose linen sailor pants and a striking red bow tie, presented her with a flute of champagne. Fleetingly, she pondered how these handsome servers could easily command the stage of a male strip show. A familiar voice calling out to her from across the deck dismissed the image. Myles emerged from the crowd with a warm smile and outstretched arms.

"Lauren! I'm so thrilled you could join us," he exclaimed in that aristocratic way he had about him. "Come, let me personally show you to your cabin."

As they walked, he reminded her of the ship's layout, mentioning that although service would only be a snap away, as the night went on, the crew would purposely be less visible to ensure utmost privacy. Thinking back to the threesome with Max and Corey in Cabin 2, Lauren figured that was probably a good policy. Entering the inside party room, her eyes widened with excitement. The space had transformed into a cozy and indulgent chamber. Shiny balls dangled from the ceiling and instead of typical chairs and sofas, soft pillows lined the entire room, inviting guests to lay back and relax. In the middle of all the cushions, a small dance floor waited with wood planks. Two shiny stripper poles stood conspicuously in the center too, making no apologies for their not-so-subtle overtones.

"Do you dance?" Myles asked with a wicked smile.

Lauren winked back, remembering her debut at Des Moines' Dank's Ballet. "Maybe."

Eventually, the pair entered the third deck where the overnight cabins and VIP suites were. As they passed Cabin 2, Lauren's pussy tingled, fondly remembering it as the place where it all had truly begun.

"Fond memories, eh?" her host chuckled, well aware of the tryst between her, his good friend, and her husband. "Unfortunately, none of the VIPs are available this time. Those were reserved by some of our more...wealthier...guests."

Wealthier than the owner of the most successful nightclub in Miami?

Stopping in front of Cabin 6, Myles slipped an access card into her hand.

"Which reminds me. This outing is a bit different than the last. Then, almost everyone, save you and your husband were long-time friends. This time, that's not necessarily true. These are some of the higher-profile folks in South Florida, and while they know of one another, don't assume they're friends. Also, the use of names is strictly forbidden. Real ones anyway."

"But even I know who the alderman and weather girl are, so what's the point?"

Myles smirked, fingers forming air quotes. "Yeah, it's all a game. They seem to think it provides an air of mystery."

Lauren shrugged. It reminded her of a movie she saw a long ago. "So, what should my name be if asked?"

Myles' eyes drifted over her tight body and thought carefully. "Meadow. Endless beauty, soft enough to lay upon."

With that, he turned and disappeared into another passageway, leaving his guest staring pensively at her key card.

+++++

In the privacy of her cabin, Lauren unfolded the shiny gold two-piece bikini, the one Myles asked her to bring. Sliding her arms through the thin straps of the top, which wasn't more than two shimmering globes held in place by a thin braid, she adjusted them for a perfect fit, then picked up the other piece. Like the top, the strand of the bottoms delicately hugged her hips, accentuating her waist and round hips. Its minimal coverage left lots of her sun-kissed skin on display.  

With the swimsuit sitting just right, Lauren slipped on her soft cotton cover-up, letting it drape over her body. Itself skimpy, the eyelet fabric allowed for furtive glimpses while providing a hint of modesty. After one last check in the mirror, she gathered her long black hair into a ponytail and secured it with a tie. Feeling confident yet comfortable, assured but a bit nervous, she stepped out of the cabin and headed to the pool.

+++++

Like everything else on the impressive yacht, the pool deck was bigger than one would expect, with numerous lounge chairs adorned with colorful towels, a bar, and even a few float sticks. A DJ spun island music and most of the guests she'd seen earlier were already there, engaged in animated conversations. Taking a deep breath, Lauren walked across the no-slip surface to the railing where an empty chaise was, hips swaying naturally with each stride. As she removed her cover-up, she noticed several pairs of eyes glancing up from conversations. Nothing creepy, but it was certain she'd been noticed.

With the warm sun baking her skin, Lauren reached for a bottle of suntan lotion, conveniently located in a bin hooked to each chair, and squeezed a small amount into her palm. Starting with her shoulders, she gently rubbed in the lotion, applying it generously. Burning would not be good.

Near the straw bar, one of the couples kept looking toward the woman in the gold suit who'd just appeared. A looker for sure, whose toned body and long black hair appeared to be slightly younger than they were at fifty-three. Occasionally, the husband and wife glanced at each other, happily watching the sexy brunette lather up. Did she not know how sensual she was as she traced the contours of her curves, ensuring every inch received a generous amount of lotion?

Previously oblivious to the surreptitious peeks, Lauren suddenly felt eyes on her and looked up to find the couple casting friendly smiles in her direction. Sitting at a table within arm's reach of the tiki bar, a handsome man and a regal-looking lady in their mid-fifties were conversing, with the occasional glance her way. His hair was styled in a messy, contemporary way, and had a hairy chest that reeked mature GQ. The woman was shorter, with shoulder-length auburn hair and a plump figure, but despite being a bit dumpy, exuded a generally pleasant appearance. Her best feature by far was her face; sexy, with a bright smile. 

Not thinking much more about the couple, Lauren reclined on the lounge chair and let the warmth of the sun envelope her. The lotion's sweet scent mixed with the salty sea breeze, making the atmosphere feel calm and peaceful, like a little slice of paradise. In fact, she felt so relaxed, it didn't take long for the gentle music and fresh air to lull her to sleep.

+++++

"Welcome aboard, everyone! I'm so thrilled to have each and every one of you here today."

Lauren snapped one eye open and looked over the bridge of her polarized Chanel's. It was Myles, now clad in white trunks and a muscleman shirt. His voice was filled with genuine gratitude and was making sweeping gestures at the pool and the rest of his floating mansion.

"Please make yourselves at home and let the good times begin. We have a fantastic day ahead of us, filled with laughter, good food, and unforgettable memories. Whether you know the person next to you is not important. What is important is that today, we are all friends. As such, we do not judge, nor do we preach. Our staff is highly trained and at your beckon call. They are paid very well and are very discreet. What happens on the dinghy, stays on the dinghy. I just ask you not to entice them into any activities you may partake in. They are here to serve you, just not in that way.



"Please also know there are assorted sundries available for those that want them, just ask an attendant. Dinner is at seven in the dining hall, followed by a DJ spin in the party room. Before you ask, there is no real dress code because, well, I'm sure at some time during the evening that will become a moot point."

Gentle laughter rippled through the crowd.

"Anyway, thanks for coming, and this is the last speech of the day."

A smatter of clapping followed as Myles once again disappeared. 

Hot now, Lauren made her way to the edge of the pool, allowing her hips to sway as she went. Although she didn't know what the evening would bring, it was always good to leave a lasting impression. Sitting on the fiberglass skirting, she let her legs dangle in the cool water while splashing it over her arms and shoulders. With the dark oversized sunglasses, she exuded an air of elegance and sophistication, almost like a movie star relaxing in a glamorous setting. And it was very glamorous.

"Hi there," a man's voice startled her out of a daydream. It was the same one she had noticed before. He was shuffling through about four feet of water accompanied by his companion. They both had friendly smiles on their faces. "Mind if we join you?" he asked warmly.

"The weather today is amazing, isn't it?" the woman added cheerfully. "It feels like an oasis."

Lauren nodded in agreement. "And this ship is something else."

"Your first time?"

"With Myles? No, my husband and I were lucky enough to have spent the night some time back."

The couple stole another glance at each other.

"So, you've known our host awhile?"

"Not really."

A lull in the conversation prompted the man to grab three plastic flutes of champagne from a raft that was floating by.

"Cheers!"

All three raised the bubbly.

"He's a great guy," the man remarked.

"Yes, and he throws great parties," Lauren giggled.

More sideways looks.

"Do you come to many of his parties?"

"Oh no, just that one. This is my second. Different people too."

"Well," the lady smiled sweetly, placing a hand on one of Lauren's wet knees. "I hope this one lives up to your expectations."

The Rekrap executive returned the smile. "It's off to a good start."

"I'm Lucy, this here is my husband, Ricky."

Lauren had been taking a sip of champagne and nearly spit it out, laughing. "I am so sorry, I wasn't prepared for that. I thought we weren't supposed to give names."

"Do you really think our names are Ricky and Lucy? I mean we have to call ourselves something, don't we?"

A moment of 'duh' swept over the younger woman. "Of course. I'm...um...Meadow."

Ricky held his hand out. "Well, pleased to meet you, Meadow."

Lucy continued to rub a thumb on Lauren's calf. "That's a very pretty name, isn't it Rick?"

"Very special, yes."

The three continued to engage in light conversation, getting to know each other without giving away too much of their personal life. Lucy and Ricky shared stories of their travels and adventures, while Lauren explained in great generalities how she came to live in Miami. The more they talked, the more they drank, and eventually things took on a flirtatious tone. Up close, Lucy and Ricky couldn't help but admire their new friend's body, what with her firm abs and surprisingly pert breasts mere feet in front of them. The alcohol began to relax Lauren a bit and she too noticed how attractive Ricky really was. With sandy hair and deep, alluring eyes, his intentionally tousled hair gave him a middle-aged surfer look, and one could imagine him sipping vodka martinis while donning colorful Hawaiian shirts. His teeth sparkled with a hint of vanity, a testament to his affluence, while his native Florida tan added to a well-groomed appearance.

Certainly, a great catch for Lucy who, let's face it, wasn't exactly a showgirl. Wearing a blue one-piece swimsuit, it was evident it was holding back an apron belly, and there were a few rolls of skin under her arms that belied her plumpness. Still, there was a sexiness about her that came out in every smile and through her twinkling eyes. Large and meaty breasts, barely constrained by the swimsuit, hinted at sizable areolae which were becoming visible through the wet fabric. Despite her fullness, Lucy had enough curves to catch the eye of many men. And what truly demanded attention was her face. It had a gentle charm, framed by that shoulder-length hair that cast a slightly reddish hue in the sunlight. A porn star's face, honestly, accentuated by full and very kissable lips. On the inside of her right wrist was even a small, vibrant tattoo of a majestic eagle, wings spread wide in flight, clutching an olive branch delicately in its beak. This as if to convey "not your average housewife".

  

Eventually, the champagne demanded a bathroom break, so Lauren excused herself and made her way to the most ornate bathroom on a boat she'd ever seen. After peeing and adjusting her suit, she walked back into the sunlight intending to go back to the pool. She never made it.

"Hey, Lauren! How about a game of corn hole?" Ricky asked, motioning to several rows of boards set up next to the hot tub. He looked on expectantly while standing near Lucy and another man. 

"Oh, I, uh...I'm not very good at that."

Ricky shrugged. "So what? It's all about having fun, right? Ken will help you out, won't you Ken?"

'Ken', likely not his real name, was standing next to Ricky's wife with a big smile, tossing a bag between his hands. Although his wife was nearby in a chair talking with another couple, he didn't hide obvious leering at the newcomer's golden bikini. "Of course. And no worries, you'll be great."

Like Ken, Ricky couldn't resist checking out Lauren's smoking hot body as she bent over to pick up a set of bags. The thin straps of her top hardly covered her tits, what there was of them, and the skimpy bottoms showed off her tight ass and barely concealed what they guessed had to be a closely shaved snatch.

"Okay, why not?" Lauren smiled unsurely, feeling the weight of the bags. She'd never been very athletic and didn't want to embarrass herself or disappoint her teammate. 

As the game kicked off, a good-natured competition between the teams was evident. Encouraging each other with every throw and suggesting strategy, the foursome continued to drink and have a good time. Ricky's eyes kept wandering, stealing lustful glimpses of Lauren's revealing bikini. 

Lucy was a little distracted but tried to focus on the game. She knew she wasn't in the same league as those trophy wives on the cruise -- and certainly not the goddess playing corn hole with them -- but despite this, she was anything but insecure. Between each toss, the plump wife fought a growing arousal; dark thoughts wondering what it would be like to taste the sweetness between the brunette's thighs, tongue flicking against her clit, and making her moan. 

As the match heated up under the scorching sun, Lauren found herself sweaty, drunk, and very horny. Nearby, other female guests were losing their tops and enjoying the feeling of the sea breeze on bare skin. Unable to resist commenting, Ricky smiled and suggested she too cool off. 

Blushing, Lauren returned the grin. "You'd be disappointed."

"I doubt that," Lucy piped up. "Go ahead, sweetie, show 'em what you got."

After a brief hesitation, Lauren relinquished. After all, she'd gone topless on the first cruise and at Haulover too. Then there was that crowd of rowdies at Dank's. Reaching behind her, she slowly untied the strings of her top. With a teasing smile, she let it fall away, her itty-bitty-titties now unencumbered. Nipples, already aroused, stiffened quickly as the sea breeze hit them. Looking around, Lauren was relieved when no one around them blinked an eye. That is, except for her companions.

"Nice set," Lucy commented playfully. "Wish mine were displayable."

"Nothing's stopping you, honey," Ricky told her.

"Yeah, nothing 'cept gravity," his wife quipped.

And then suddenly, just like that, the match was over, with Lucy and Ricky the winners. Handing the bags back to Ken, Lauren grinned sheepishly. "Sorry, I suck so badly." 

"I don't believe that for a minute." 

The innuendo reddened Lauren's cheeks. 

"Sorry. Anyway," he continued, "my wife..."

"Let me guess. Barbie." 

The man laughed. "Good guess, but no. Her cruise name is Sally. Anyway, thanks for being my partner and we hope to see you again at dinner."

"I'll be there."

+++++

After another dip in the pool, a topless Lauren and very enthused Lucy and Ricky gathered their belongings from the pool and made their way to the inviting bar area, seeking respite from the sun. Armed with a few seltzers, the trio settled in for a leisurely game of darts, which the office manager was equally terrible at. And yet, the couple didn't seem to mind, their gazes landing on Lauren's nipples whenever she threw. There was something about the girl that sent pangs of desire through their veins. Her bubbly personality, her boldness, and her incredible body simply captivated them.

After a few rounds, Lauren paused and slipped back into her bikini top, much to the disappointment of her companions. As she did, her nipples pressed against the fabric, causing a jag of electricity to jet to her pussy. All of this was so exciting!

Ultimately, the clock above the bar drove them to drain their drinks and retreat to their cabins to freshen up for dinner. Several heartfelt hugs later, they waved goodbye, promising to seek each other out later that night. Navigating the passageways to their respective rooms, each held a slight smile as they reflected on the new friendships that had just been formed.

And for what might lay ahead as they charted the open waters. 

+++++

Lauren stood under the warm, cascading water, her long black hair clinging to parched wet skin. The steam enveloped the bathroom, causing droplets to form and roll off her small breasts. As she reached for the provided body gel, her mind replayed the past few hours. Despite the hot shower, the petite brunette shivered at the thought of being half-naked in front of the strangers she'd just met. Hand moving lower, tracing the contours of her belly, a soft moan escaped her lips.

Ricky's hands, were so strong and sure, like the construction workers Corey worked with. 

Lucy, plump, but so sexy, with kissable lips and radiant face. 

With water continuing to pour over her, Lauren's fingers dipped lower between her thighs. She imagined Lucy's lips against her own, their tongues entwined in a passionate dance. Leaning against the fiberglass wall, her breaths became ragged; touching, teasing her pussy with gentle strokes. Spreading the now slippery lips, the wetness coating her inner walls was not from the shower. Slowly, she inserted two fingers, enjoying the tightness and warmth that surrounded them.

"Ohhh."

There was Ricky, his hard cock filling her up.

Fingers move faster.

Deeper.

Her pleasure grew with every thrust of her hand. A moan escaped her lips as fingers danced across her sensitive clit.

"Mmm."

Soon, the other hand naturally found its way to her chest, massaging those tiny aching tits, pinching and pulling at her erect nipples. Electric pulses surged as images of what she imagined Lucy's fat pussy and Ricky's throbbing member looked like. Fingers plunged in and out of Lauren's wet cunt, shaking her to the core, her body rocking back and forth in the shower as her mouth opened to a perfect O.

 Back arched.

Muscles tightened.

Sparks.

Spasms.

"OH, GOD!"

Legs trembled, barely able to support her. Lauren crashed against one side of the stall, tremors traveling from quivering thighs to quaking calves.

"OH FUCK!"

And then silence, except for the running water. After a long minute, she let out a soft giggle, embarrassed at masturbating in someone else's shower, but feeling alive.

Using the glass door as support, she reached for a towel and consciously calmed her breathing.

Easy, Lauren. It's going to be a long night.

+++++

Corey was sitting in the back of Clancy's sipping on a glass of whiskey when the call came in.

"Hello?"

"Corey! It's Finn," the enthusiastic real estate agent boomed through the small speaker. "How's it going?"

A surge of relief washed over the eager home seller. "Oh, hey, I've been waiting to hear from you. How did the open house go?"

"I've got some incredible news for you, my friend! It was a massive success. We received no less than six offers on your house, and guess what? All of them were over the asking price!"

Corey's eyes widened in disbelief, and a grin spread across his face. "Wow! Really? That's amazing, I can't believe it!"

Finn chuckled warmly. "Believe it! Your house is in high demand. People loved what they saw. You better plan on clearing out soon."

Corey couldn't contain his gratitude. "Thank you so much. I really mean that."

"You're welcome, but it is my job, after all. When can you and Lauren meet to discuss the offers? We've got some impressive bids here."

Corey's face fell a bit, remembering that his wife was likely unavailable until the next day. "Can we do it tomorrow? Laur's kind of out-of-pocket right now."

"Sure, sure. But we need to respond no later than tomorrow night, okay?"

Understanding the importance of deciding quickly, the soon-to-be ex-Iowan agreed. "Yep, will do."

Hanging up, Corey closed his eyes. The noise from the bar seemed to fade into the background.

Finally. Thank you, Jesus. It was finally happening!

+++++

Wrapping her hair in a soft towel, Lauren stepped out of the shower and went to her overnight bag. Fishing out a sharp safety razor, she filled a Dixie cup with hot water, then situated herself on the edge of the toilet. With the remnants of trickling juices still lingering in her folds, she parted her legs and peered down at the moist slit. Having not shaved for a couple of days, a bit of stubble formed a prickly surface. Applying some travel shaving cream she found in the cabinet beneath the sink, she wet the tool in the cup and used deliberate, careful strokes to whisk away any fuzz, leaving a smooth canvas of silky skin.

Energized, Lauren picked up the sexy black bodysuit and strapless bralette purchased the previous day. The see-through fabric with embroidered white dots was perfect for an evening of frivolities. Lifting her arms, she pulled on the bralette - nothing more than a tube top, really -over her breasts and adjusted it, shuddering as her still-hard nipples pushed against the ribbed material. Next, she did the same with the onesie and let it settle around her upper torso and shoulder. Reaching between her legs, she grabbed the ends and fastened them. They melded together with a satisfying click. Nice, Lauren swiveled, hands on hips, looking at her reflection in the full-length mirror. One shoulder exposed, the other not, the sheerness of the one-piece left nothing to the imagination. It clung to every minute curve (and imperfection). Indeed, her recently groomed pussy lips were clearly visible behind the not-so-dark veil, and so would her tits had it not been for the thin bralette.

Sitting at a small table tucked away in a corner of the small cabin, Lauren began applying her makeup. First, a favorite dark purple eyeshadow that matched her top, then black eyeliner, followed by a thick coating of crimson lipstick spread across pouty lips. Finally, she dusted on a rosy hue to the apple of her cheeks. Turning her head from side to side, she considered her work. Slutty, but elegant.

Perfect.

Next came the tight black vinyl mini skirt that purposely left little to the imagination. With it glimmering beneath the room's recessed lighting, Lauren stepped in, feeling the cool smoothness against her skin. The tight fabric hugged her curves as she shimmied it up and over her thighs until clearing her round little ass, which it barely covered. The skirt's highly polished silver zipper was in the front, in an unusual diagonal pattern, and its metallic teeth shone brightly as she tugged on the pull to tighten it around her thin waist. Last to go on were the thigh-high self-supporting fishnet stockings, black of course, and three-inch stiletto platform heels.

Stepping back, she smoothed out the clothing and twisted this way and that, pleased that everything hugged her like a second skin.

With a heavy exhale, the dark-haired beauty decided she was ready for the evening.

+++++

"You've reached Lauren, you know what to do."

Corey let out a deep sigh, his excitement deflating like a balloon losing air. He stared at the ground, head hung low, and absentmindedly shoved his phone back into a pocket.

It was only six-thirty - seven-thirty her time - and he knew it was unlikely she'd be back from the cruise already. Yet, with a heart bursting with excitement about the house offers, he had to at least try.

The cruise. 

Another sigh. To say he was not envious of her going out on a hundred-million-dollar yacht to party would be an understatement. But darker yet, he knew what Myles' excursions in international waters meant. It was very likely his wife was going to be fucked by someone that night. Possibly Max the bar owner, or a stranger, or even Myles himself.

And it made Corey hard. Real hard.

Pulling the shades in his study, the conflicted husband sat at the desk and pulled up the video he'd secretly saved of Lauren in bed with the two fraternity brothers and Amy.

'Do me, Tony! Fuck me pleeeeaasssseeee!' 

'FUCKIN' WHORE!! Gonna cum! Here it comes!' 

With the grace of someone who'd done it way too many times before, Corey lifted his ass off the leather chair and pulled his sweatpants to his ankles.

'GOD YESSSSS, I want to feel your hot love on my face!'

Fap, fap, fap.

++++

As she walked into the dining hall, Lauren couldn't help but notice the grandeur of the room. The tableware was all black and white with some shiny gold accents. The plates had lots of patterns, almost as if they were a work of art, all dramatic and sophisticated. Even the crystal stemware and centerpieces made a statement. Of course, no name placards were on any of the tables, so she was unsure as to where to sit. Luckily, none other than Ricky and Lucy noticed and gave her a friendly wave.

With a relieved smile, Lauren gracefully approached the table, feeling grateful for their gesture. Ricky pulled out a chair as Lucy's grin lit up the room. He was dressed in well-fitting khaki chinos, a light blue button-down shirt under a navy blazer, and comfortable leather boat shoes. Lucy was looking equally as chic, wearing a lightweight floral sundress paired with comfortable flat sandals that allowed her feet to breathe. There was an awkward silence as both stared at their fellow dinner guest, eyes roving over the sheer bodysuit.

"What?" Lauren asked meekly as the waiter filled her water glass.

"You...you look stunning," Lucy replied softly, "and your makeup. Wherever did you learn to do that so expertly?"

Lauren thought of Amy. "A friend."

"Well, it looks professional, like in the movies."

Yeah, a professional slut.

It didn't take long for the trio to pick up where they'd left off earlier. Comfortable conversation flowed easily. With Myles's warning to stay away from anything too personal, like line of work or where people lived, they pretty much stuck with favorite foods, music, art, and movies.

"What is your favorite movie?" Lauren wanted to know.

"Wild Things," Ricky professed a bit too quickly, his dark eyes locked onto hers while taking a drink of wine. "Hands down."



"Ooh," Lucy waved her hand in front of her face, "that pool scene..."

"I've never seen it," Lauren replied, eyes cast down as she unfolded her napkin and placed it in her lap.

"You should definitely experience it sometime," Ricky recommended with a wink.

Like their time at the pool, the air was again sexually charged, fueled by innuendos and double entendres. Suddenly two figures cast a shadow over the white linen tablecloth. Another couple, much younger than any of them, stood behind empty chairs.

"May we," the man asked.

"Of course," Ricky was quick to answer, "please do."

The newcomers settled in, adjusting their place settings. Both were dressed nicely; he in a lightweight long-sleeve button-down shirt, and she in a beige cocktail dress.

Not one to beat around the bush, Lucy asked them what their cruise names were.

The husband seemed unsure and looked to his wife.

"I don't think we've really thought about that much."

Ricky raised an eyebrow. "Are you new to the scene?"

The couple looked puzzled.

Lucy spelled it out for them. "Do you fuck other people?"

"Oh," the man replied softly, "we've...we've been to a couple...um...clubs in the area. That's where we met Myles."

Lucy grinned mischievously. "From now on, you shall be known as Rhett and Scarlett."

The couple glanced at each other, amused by the names that had been given them. They both nodded in unison.

From a corner of the room, a male attendant in a white tuxedo and red bow tie appeared, gently ringing a triangle to get the guests' attention.

"Dinner is served."

And what a dinner it was. Fresh fish, succulent steak, and every kind of side were set before the diners. Each bite was a burst of flavor, expertly prepared by the talented culinary team that Myles had brought in. As they savored their meal, the attentive host made his rounds, engaging every guest in a brief conversation, ensuring every need was being cared for. His warm demeanor was a hallmark of his personality, earning him the nickname, among others, the "Friendly Billionaire'.

Dessert came, a tempting selection of cheesecake, crème brûlée, or bundt cake. The ladies at the table passed, but that didn't stop Ricky and Rhett from digging in, claiming it was a 'cheat' day. Palettes had barely been satisfied and food had just begun digesting when the male attendant appeared again with the triangle.

"Master Myles would like to express his gratitude for dining with him tonight."

As he spoke, other crew members began to peel back an accordion partition, revealing another large room--the very same one Lauren had been shown earlier, adorned with disco balls, stripper poles, and a sea of pillows scattered across the floor.

"Please join us now for the entertainment portion of tonight's program."

Gesturing toward a row of picture windows where a beautiful crimson sunset painted the sky over a glistening ocean, he cracked a knowing grin.

"Red sky at night, sailor's delight. Red sky at morn, sailor take warn. May you're entire evening be a delight."

The dinner music changed to livelier tunes, mixing newer FM hits with catchy 90s songs. Guests stood from the tables, taking drinks with them, and sifted their way through soft pillows and cushions, finding open spots to relax in. As they settled, there was low murmuring amongst themselves with the occasional burst of laughter. Conversations now flowing, the guests soaked up the energy, tapping their feet and bobbing their heads to the rhythm of catchy tunes. The transition from a semi-formal dinner to an all-out party had been successful.

With cozy pillows beneath them, there was an abundance of gaiety, drinking, and lively music. Lucy, Ricky, Rhett, Scarlett, and Lauren found a small patch of cushions along a wall and settled back, content with talking and tapping their feet. That would not last long.

About twenty minutes in, the room darkened as the DJ began spinning the sultry melody "Fever", finger snaps and all, setting the mood. From the shadows of the now darkened dining hall emerged two women, slowly gyrating towards the centrally located dance floor. One was a blonde bombshell, her hair styled in youthful pigtails. She wore a sailor's beret and a white and pink front-tie crop top that highlighted ample tits. Below was a cute pleated mini skirt with embroidered anchors that showcased her shapely hips.

Next to her, a brunette rotated hers beneath a stretchy soft-cup dress that hugged plentiful curves. Navy piping and gold foil bows adorned the sides, drawing the eye to a large chest and hourglass figure. There was a general buzz amongst the guests: Myles' had done well.

The strippers wasted no time engaging the guests with teasing and playful moves. They skillfully worked the poles, bodies intertwining in a mesmerizing dance that left the room captivated. With every swivel of their hips, their hems lifted ever so slightly, revealing glimpses of toned thighs and sometimes much more. The blonde reached out, running her hands up and down her companion's back, while the brunette reciprocated, caressing her coworker's exposed midriff.

With every eye on them, the dancers played with each other, skin pressing together in sensual embraces. They knew exactly how to entice the crowd, their suggestive movements leaving little to the imagination. The blonde leaned against the pole, arching her back and offering a seductive smile to one of the male guests while the brunette glided across the dance floor, hips swaying with a hypnotic rhythm. She moved closer to a woman on the other side, closing the distance between them until their bodies almost touched. Their eyes locked as the stripper provocatively traced her fingertips along the woman's arm, leaving a trail of goosebumps in her wake.

As the music continued to pulse, the girls continued to work the poles. Lauren could not help imagining Chloe up there, back to the pole, allowing her smooth ass to traverse the cool metal as she sensually scratched it, eliciting a devilish smile. When both women began grinding their pussies against the hard surface, a wave of catcalls erupted from those in the room.

With every minute, the performers grew bolder and more explicit. The blonde stepped forward, pigtails bouncing playfully, and untied the front of her crop top with a teasing grin. The fabric fell away, revealing her perky breasts, topped with rosy nipples that begged to be touched and sucked. She cupped her tits, offering them to the audience, enticing them with the promise of pleasure.

Across the dance floor, the brunette continued to run her hands sensually along the curves of her own body, tracing the outline of luscious hips and small waist. With a flick of her wrist, she released the dress, causing it to fall, revealing a quite impressive figure. Her firm ass was now on full display, barely covered by a skimpy thong that hugged her curves seductively.

As the music intensified, her partner swayed provocatively as well, the mini skirt riding higher with each tantalizing shake. The crowd held their breath as she hooked two fingers into the waistband and slowly pulled it down, exposing her lacy panties. The fabric clung to her swollen cunt, outlined with tufts of blonde pubic hair. Teasingly, the dancer traced a finger along the edge of her underwear, highlighting the wetness beneath.

Those in the spotlight weren't the only ones getting wet. Lauren, who began rethinking her choice to go commando, felt the skin between her legs getting slicker. Glancing around the room, she noticed those with dates were closer now, arms around shoulders, fingers stroking skin. Some had completely abandoned watching the show and were now into heavy petting. Next to her, Ricky was massaging Lucy's shoulders with deep rubs as his wife's eyes were glued to the strippers. Likewise, Scarlett was now on Rhett's lap, his hand up under her dress.

Back in the middle of all this, the dancers were just getting started. Reaching for the brunette's bra, the blonde unclasped and pulled it away, revealing the dark-haired woman's mighty tits. Next to be discarded were the panties, granting a grateful crowd a tantalizing glimpse of her slick, glistening folds.

Naked, the performers dropped to all fours and crawled out amongst the guests, like lionesses seeking mates. Multiple hands reached out for a caress and a grope as they circled the partiers. Stopping in front of the alderman, the blonde sized him up, then unzipped his pants, freeing his throbbing cock. Within seconds, her lips parted, and she took him eagerly into her mouth, skillfully working her tongue along its length.

Meanwhile, the brunette set her sights on the weather girl, no doubt recognizing her from the local television station. Sitting in front of the meteorologist, the dancer spread her legs, revealing a glistening, pulsating pussy. Taking the woman's hand in hers, she guided it to her labia. Fingers intertwined, together they penetrated the stripper's willing hole.

In a blink of an eye, the room was a blur of pleasure, everyone giving in to the physical and emotional lust that had been building since they first set foot on the yacht. Bodies began twisting and turning, hands groping and squeezing, the floor pulsating with a blend of moans, sighs, and the wet sounds of lips and tongues.

The air thick with the scent of sex and the sounds of pleasure, Ricky's hands roamed Lucy's voluptuous body, his touch causing her to gasp. As his fingers traced her sides, he felt the familiar soft rolls of fat that he'd learned long ago to accept and cherish as part of her sensuality. Nestled against her husband, Lucy yielded to him as he kneaded and squeezed. It didn't take long for his fingers to find her meaty tits and juicy ass.

Coming up for air, the couple looked at Lauren, who was watching with reserved lust. Taking their beckoning eyes as an invitation, she leaned in as Ricky kissed her deeply, tasting the sweet warmth of her mouth. Immediately their tongues sought each other as he groped the small breasts he'd ogled all afternoon.

Atmosphere thick with desire, the trio continued to explore bodies over clothing while Ricky moved back and forth between Lucy and Lauren, mouths frantically seeking lips. At that moment, amid the developing orgy, they only had eyes for one another. Soon, one of Lucy's hands found Ricky's bulge and with a firm grip, she rubbed his cock through his pants, feeling it grow harder with each grope. With the other, she pulled Lauren closer, fingers entwined in the soft strands of her shiny hair. Their lips met in a fiery kiss, tongues dancing, lips sucking, as if they wanted nothing more than to jump down each other's throats.

Flinching when Lucy tugged at his zipper, Ricky regained his senses, thinking that whatever was going to transpire would be far more enjoyable in a bed.

"Cabin?" he managed to ask the women through hot breath.

Lucy nodded emphatically and stood, pulling him and the svelte vixen to their feet.

Lauren simply smirked and began following them out of the party room.

"I thought you'd never ask."

+++++

Corey was making dinner - for one, of course - when his phone rang where he'd left it in the study. Hopeful it was Lauren, he ran to it, nearly slipping on the hardwood floors in the foyer. He answered without looking and was slightly disappointed when it was the real estate agent again.

"Corey, it's Finn, sorry to bother you, but it's important. Are you sitting down?"

Corey's heart skipped a beat and lied. "Yeah."

"Another offer just came in, and it's a big one. The buyer is willing to pay fifty grand over the asking price, cash, and they're even willing to waive the inspection!"

Corey's eyes widened in astonishment. "How is that possible?"

"Corporate move, from Hoboken. Needs to happen fast, and there lies the catch.

"They want to close in two weeks and take possession."

"Oh, man."

Mind racing, Corey considered the offer. His last day at the construction company was in three days, so that wasn't an issue. And it wasn't like he didn't have a place to go. But...how the hell would he get movers there so fast, even if they put it in storage?

"I'll have to call around tomorrow and try and find someone to get my stuff."

Finn cleared his throat. "Yeah, about that. They need an answer tonight."

Shit.

It was a sweet offer, one that was a dream situation. Cash too, no loans for the deal to fall through. And with the extra coin, he could throw money at a mover, even if they were local and had to store the crap in Des Moines for a while.

"Okay, Finn. Send me the paperwork. Let's do this."

+++++

Ricky's hands fumbled with the key card as the girls watched him insert it into the cabin's lock. Instantly, it lit up green and all three of them tumbled into the dimly lit cabin. Clothing their only obstacle, he unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the toned chest and trail of coarse hair that had caught Lauren's eye at the pool. Slipping the blazer off his broad shoulders, it fell to the floor with a soft thud. Lucy kicked off her sandals as nimble fingers made quick work of the lightweight dress, releasing a chunky body from its confines. Trembling, she surged forward, finding her husband's mouth while her hands unfastened his belt, sliding it out of the loops with agonizing slowness. A snap later, the chinos dropped to the floor along with the rest of the clothes.

Taking a step towards the couple, Lauren put her hand on Ricky's shoulder, prompting him to turn her way. Tongues dancing, she guided his fingers to the shiny zipper of her skirt. Moaning, together they pulled it down, the teeth uncoupling easily as the vinyl material slinked down her legs, revealing that perfectly sculpted ass.

Nearly naked now the trio frantically hobbled to the bed, almost falling into a heap before reaching it. Ricky watched intently as the girls shared a passionate kiss, lips locked in a fervent embrace as Lauren worked to remove her heels. Their tongues swirled and explored each other's mouths, moans escaping hungry lips. With little hesitation, Lucy's delicate red fingernails glided over Lauren's smooth skin, the lightness of the touch on her neck, collarbone, and points further south electrifying.

"Oh, God," Lauren mewled, especially when prying fingers lightly grazed her pussy through the onesie.

Lucy grinned as she felt the sticky mess that flooded the mesh material, primed by an entire day of constant arousal. With a quick jerk, the snaps on the bodysuit were undone, releasing the two sides to dangle toward the mattress. Eyes locked on each other, Lucy rubbed the bare slit beneath her hand, eventually slipping a finger inside. Lauren lurched forward into the chubby woman's arms, quaking. Never one to shy away, Ricky moved swiftly to his wife's side and gently lifted the mesh, clearing that taut stomach then over the little bralette holding back small but proud breasts. Tossing it in the sizable pile beside the bed, Lucy moved to the bralette, her licking Lauren's nipples through the thin material before pulling that off too. Both Ricky's and Lucy's lips attacked the freed itty-bitty titties with their mouths, each suckling on a breast as Lauren pulled them in with her arms, gasping and moaning.

With a soft whimper, Lauren arched her back, offering herself to Lucy's skilled ministrations. Eventually, the woman ventured lower, parting the folds of that smooth pussy with a tender touch. Her digits danced along the slick warmth, teasing, exploring, seeking out the holy grail of sensitivity. Lauren's breath hitched, her body quivering with anticipation. Lucy knew exactly how to please her, using her fingers to find the perfect rhythm. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure in unimaginable ways.

Beside them on the mattress, Ricky watched his wife masturbate their newfound friend and stroked his cock, waiting his turn. He had to release his grip several times as the chorus of moans and gasps made it very difficult not to cum as his wife's fingers danced with knowing precision, gliding over Lauren's slick walls, finding every sensitive spot that elicited a response from her trembling body. And respond it did, writhing beneath Lucy's touch, her hips instinctively rocking against the waves of pleasure crashing over her. The brunette's hands gripped the sheets, desperate for something to hold onto as her moans grew louder, echoing through the room, mingling with the sound of wetness and desire. Intensifying her effort, the larger woman curled her fingers inside Lauren, hitting that sweet spot, making her arch and her eyes roll back in ecstasy.

OH, FUCK!"

A finger had found its way to Lauren's engorged clit, circling and teasing with an expertise that only another woman could have. It was then that husband and wife noticed the tat above the executive's ass crack.

~EZ~

"Oh my," Lucy cooed, grinning at Ricky. "I believe we've found us a first-class slut. Is that, right, Meadow? Are you a little slut?"

Suddenly, a crescendo of euphoria consumed Lauren, crashing over the lithe body like a tidal wave. Body convulsing, every muscle tensed as the orgasm washed over her, cries of pleasure filling the room. Lucy continued to stimulate her, until her hand was soaked and until Lauren finally collapsed back onto the bed, panting and spent.

Unable to contain himself any longer, Ricky leaned over and kissed the woman with a hungry passion. Lucy, her body glistening with sweat and desire, straddled Lauren's waist as they locked eyes. Slowly, she began sliding her pussy along a still quivering leg, creating a delicious friction that had both moaning in no time. Lauren grabbed Lucy's hips, guiding their grinding motions, feeling their juices flow and mingle, like the confluence of two major rivers. Their bodies rocking together in perfect harmony, the room was filled with increasingly wet, squishy sounds.

Ricky wanted more for his cock than his hand but didn't want the erotic sapphic scene to end. Nor would the girls have wanted it to. Melding together, Lucy's and Lauren's pelvis ground against each other with an insatiable hunger. Their pussies met in a sensuous collision, the soft folds and wetness as one. Clits, engorged and throbbing, pressed together, the sensitive nubs finding perfect alignment. The pair rocked their hips, movements growing more frenzied, their pace quickening, chasing the elusive but inevitable release. The wetness between their legs lubricated their grinding, providing slickness to the rhythmic dance of overheated heated pussies.

On the brink of release, Lucy tribbed harder, her rocking motion becoming more urgent. Without warning, a loud amplified guttural moan escaped her lips, an explosion of mini-climaxes rippling through her.

"Oh fuck! Yes! Right there!" she cried out, eyes squeezing shut as waves of pleasure crashed over her, consuming her mind completely.

Inner muscles clenched and throbbed at Lauren's cunt, as if it was trying to devour it. Arching her back, Lucy's fingers dug into both her husband's shoulder and Lauren's hip. A string of unintelligible moans and gasps spilled from her lips, lost in the final crashing cymbals of the climax.

"Mmmmmm...ahhhhhhhhhh."

With her body still buzzing, Lucy lifted herself off Lauren, their legs slick and glistening. As she made room for Ricky to take her place, she turned, a seductive smile playing on her lips.

"Baby, you've got to taste her. She's incredible," Lucy purred, her voice dripping with encouragement as she leaned over, combing Lauren's tousled hair with her fingers.

Ricky wasted no time in positioning himself between Lauren's spread legs. His gaze met hers, a mix of anticipation and primal desire burning in both their eyes, before his face disappeared from her view. Tongue darting out, it traced a path of hot spittle along Lauren's inner thigh, inching closer to her aching clit. Like his wife, he was no novice at eating pussy, and when his tongue flicked against sensitive flesh again, teasing and exploring, Lauren's moans attested to the continuity of the sensory overload. Ricky's hands gripped her thighs, holding them steady as he delved deeper, his mouth watering at her taste, acidic and sweet, all at the same time. With each lap of his tongue, he unleashed little surges of pleasure that traveled through Lauren's body like signals along a telegraph line.



"Fuck, Ricky! Eat me! Make me come!" Lauren gasped, her fingers tangled in his hair, pushing him into her dripping hole.

Ricky's hands held her buttocks, holding her close, as his tongue plunged deep inside her, exploring every inch of her velvety walls. The smell of pussy and the musty odor of asshole stung his nostrils. Lauren's body bucked uncontrollably above him, her moans growing louder and more desperate with each expert stroke of his tongue. She was on the precipice, teetering on the edge of an explosive climax.

"That's it, baby!" Lucy purred, leaning over to kiss Lauren. "Eat her hot cunt!"

Lauren's body tensed, small but powerful orgasms crackling through her body once again. With a scream that echoed through the room, she peaked, her thighs squeezing Ricky's ears and fingers tearing through his sandy hair. That was as much as he could take. Tearing his head from her grip, Ricky ascended Lauren, moving his hips between her gaping legs, his gaze finding hers full of gratitude, desire, and fire.

"Do it," Lauren begged him. "I've wanted it all day, now fuck me. Fuck me hard."

Lucy moved swiftly and unfurled a condom on her husband's shaft.

"Well, you heard the lady."

Still on her back, Lauren felt hands pulling her by her calves until she was under him. Positioning the tip of his hard steel at the entrance to her drenched, freshly shaved gash, Ricky slowly pressed the head between the pink butterfly, feeling the torrid heat that had just singed his tongue. Easing himself in, Lauren stared with smoldering embers, watching his dick slip in. Eyes then locked on each other as he continued to penetrate, Ricky could see her light up the moment she felt him inside. Beneath him, her pelvis pushed up into his, yearning for him to go deeper.

"That's it, do me. Do me in front of your beautiful wife."

With steady and deliberate motions, Ricky did just that. Lauren felt his thick shaft slide past her folds and into her tunnel. It expanded easily to accommodate the girth.

"Ahhhh, fuck," they both gasp in unison.

Their bodies securely coupled, she felt his fullness as they synchronized their rhythm, moving together as one. Ricky grasped Lauren's hips firmly, using them as leverage to drive himself deeper, his cock plunging in and out with unrelenting force. Lauren's nails dug into her new lover's back, legs wrapped around him, pulling him closer, urging him to take her harder. Time seemed to blur. They'd both wanted this since meeting at the pool and now here they were.

"Harder...give it to me harder!" Lauren's voice demanded, filled with both desperation and desire, her words punctuated by gasps and moans. Arching her body against him, seeking deeper penetration, served only to egg him on.

Ricky growled in response, his voice strained, face grimacing.

"Fuck, you're tight!" His voice was ragged, filled with an absolute and urgent need to cum. Hips moving relentlessly, his cock plunged deep, retracted, then plunged again.

The room seemed to spin as their bodies continued their illicit dance. Ricky's thrusts grew faster and more erratic, primal instincts taking over. He could feel the coil of pleasure tightening within him, ready to explode.

"Don't stop," Lauren cried, "I'm so close...so close! "

Ricky didn't want to cum yet, but he could feel her walls clenching around him, her body trembling on the edge of a monumental release, one he so desperately wanted to give her. With one final powerful thrust, he pushed Lauren over the edge as she shrieked unabashed pleasure, her orgasm crashing like a tidal wave, her body convulsing in pure bliss. Continuing to move inside her, Ricky rode out the waves of her climax, gradually slowing to allow his steam to settle somewhat.

Withdrawing from Lauren, the latex condom glistened with her juices. Pulling it off and tossing it across the room, Ricky shifted his focus to his wife, pulling her underneath him, their bodies now in a passionate embrace. Like Lauren, Lucy's eyes burned with desire as she welcomed Ricky's weight on top of her.

Lauren, still recovering from her release, drew her knees up beneath her and watched them intently, her voice full of encouragement.

"Go on, fuck her good. Make her scream like you made me."

Bareback now, Ricky positioned himself at Lucy's pulsating pussy, cock throbbing with carnal need. Unlike before, he dispensed with any niceties and entered her with a primal thrust, both of them gasping loudly as his shaft sunk deep.

"OH MY GOD YOU FEEL SO GOOD!" Lucy screamed, wrapping her legs around her husband's waist, pulling him deeper. "Give me all your love!"

Their bodies moved in perfect rhythm, the kind of familiar cadence that only comes from being together for a very long time. The intensity built with each forceful thrust, eyes trained on each other as they read expressions they'd seen countless times before.

Lauren stroked Ricky's hair as he gave it to Lucy, cajoling, whispering in his ear.

"Take her with that big cock. Pound her like you mean it. Make her come buckets."

Lips seeking each other in hot fervor, Ricky and Lauren kissed deeply, their mouths colliding hungrily, tongues swapping spit. As Lucy's body undulated beneath him, Lauren's hands roamed Ricky's; his shoulders, arms, back, everywhere. When her lips latched onto one of his nipples and slurped it in, he thought he was going to cum, but quickly steadied and was able to hold back.

To reach his other pec, Lauren swung her hips over Lucy's forehead, her still-wet pussy hovered inches above the woman's mouth. As Lauren's tongue flicked out like a serpent against Ricky's teats, so did Lucy's, wagging and begging for that sweet cunt to sit on her face. Understanding her grunts, Lauren lowered her moist slit, just making contact with the tip of the pink appendage searching for moist folds. A shiver of pleasure coursed through Lauren's body as Lucy's tongue found, then explored, her pussy, seeking out every ridge and corner.

As Ricky fucked his wife, their bodies moving in sync, he held Lauren's mouth to his chest while she alternated between nipples, pinching and suckling, suckling and pinching. Occasionally she'd sit up straight and throw that black mane back to get it out of her eyes, which gave him a perfect view of her little breasts bouncing in rhythm.

"God, you have perfect tits!" Ricky exclaimed, reaching out and squeezing them.

Lauren's eyes locked onto his, and she took his hand and guided it to her throat. Her expression told him what she wanted. Fingers wrapped around her delicate neck, he tightened them, lightly at first, then slowly added more pressure, as her breaths became shallower, eyes rolling back in her head. Moans became breathless gasps as her body became alive like she'd rarely felt it, teeming with a thousand pricks. Below her, Lucy continued to assault the pussy hovering above her face, circling and teasing Lauren's sensitive bud with an extended tongue.

Lauren's breaths came in shallow gasps, her voice hoarse as eyes pleaded for Ricky to choke her harder. This, and slamming into his wife below, were no small feats. A testament to the man's stamina, indeed. As Lauren's moans grew louder, her breathing became erratic, the slight asphyxiation overwhelming her senses, pushing her closer and closer to the edge. With a cry of absolute ecstasy that peeled through the cabin, the orgasm - her fourth, fifth, who was counting? - washed over her, juices gushing from her throbbing pussy, drenching Lucy's face in a deluge of stickiness.

Releasing Lauren's neck, Ricky turned sole focus to his wife, hastening the pace, his hips slamming against Lucy's violently, the sound of their bodies colliding reverberating off the walls.

The scent of sex filled the air, mingling with increasingly loud panting. Lucy's breathing quickened and her walls clenched around Ricky's cock, desperate for release. With Lauren's love now running off her chin and down her neck, she could feel the waves of her own pending climax building. Moaning loudly, Ricky's cock pounded deep into her wet pussy. Her soft, pudgy body writhed beneath him, rolls of skin flopping about as they rocked back and forth, her back arching, fingers clawing at the sheets.

"Harder, baby!" Lucy moaned, her voice filled with need. "Give it to me! Fuck me harder!"

Ricky obliged. He could feel the heat building within her, years of experience telling him that she was on the edge of an explosion. His cock throbbed with anticipation, eager to push her over that edge.

"You want it, baby? You want to come all over my cock?" Ricky growled, his voice rough and demanding.

"Yes! Yes, Ricky! I need it! I need to cum!"

Ricky's thrusts became even more relentless, his manhood slamming into her with raw, animalistic stabs. Lucy's body tensed, her moans growing louder and more urgent. She was so close, so close to that sweet release.

And then it hit, sending her into convulsions as the orgasm tore through her. Her walls squeezed Ricky's cock as she rode out the intense waves of pleasure. He could have stayed in her, let her milk out what was building in him as well, but he wanted just one more go at their beautiful new friend...and her ass.

Withdrawing from his wife's hot canal, he flipped Lauren over on her belly, then pulled her pelvis to his. Knowing what he wanted, she propped herself up on her elbows and presented her ass with a seductive sway of her hips, beckoning him to take her. With a steady hand, Ricky spread those little ass cheeks apart, revealing the tight, pink ring of her asshole. Gripping his cock, he rubbed it in the river of juices flowing from Lauren's cunt, coating it with natural lubrication. Forgoing a condom, he slowly, inch by inch, pressed the head of his shaft against her puckered opening, applying gentle pressure.

Lauren gasped, reaching back and gripping his thigh for support as he continued deliberate, slow penetration. The tightness of her ass gripped him, resisting entry at first. But with each gentle push, Lauren relaxed more and allowed Ricky to inch deeper inside her.

As the wide cock slid further into Lauren's ass, they both moaned with pleasure. Ricky's hands roamed over her smooth skin, caressing her back and hips as he began to establish a rhythm. He withdrew his cock almost completely before gradually pushing it back in, building a steady pace that had Lauren crying out in ecstasy.

Their bodies moved in harmony, deepening with each thrust. Ricky's cock glided smoothly in and out of her tight ass, a place only a few men had gone before. As he continued to pump, the incredible fullness caused her to pant endlessly. Her tight anal walls stretched around his girth, accommodating his size with a delicious discomfort. She reveled in the way her rectum clung to his cock, the tightness sending shockwaves of pleasure to her entire body. The clenching was not lost on Ricky either as his eyes had a perfect view of his thick prick disappearing into her starfish hole. The way the tight opening stretched around him, the way her delicate skin yielded to his relentless thrusts, the way his cock glistened with her juices, and the distinct associated odors fanned the flames.

As her entire being lit up, Lauren remembered Amy's wisdom.

Use your words.

"That's it, baby, pound my ass like a fucking animal!" she howled. "Give me that big thick dick of yours. Fill me up, make me feel every inch of you!"

Her words acted like a dirty symphony, driving Ricky wild. He could feel his climax building, fueled by the way Lauren begged for his cock.

"Dirty...little...slut," he sneered.

"Yes, I'm your filthy little anal whore! Give me what I need! Fuck my tight little asshole!"

The unmistakable scent of anal fucking permeated the room, a unique blend of earthy and lingering musk that stung their nostrils.

"Oh, fuccccckkkkkkahhhhh."

Ricky's hips bucked forward one final time as he emptied his balls into Lauren's tight ass. His hot cum shot forward, a shotgun blast shooting deep inside her. The force of the voluminous release caused blowback, some of it squirting out around his dick and running down their legs. The scorching semen flooded her depths, sending pulses of shockwaves rippling through her body. Although she did not cum, her arms and legs shuddered, like a fever that could not be quelled.

Slowly, Ricky pulled his cock out of Lauren's still-tight, glistening asshole. There was a distinctive pop as the head emerged, followed by a splattering of residual spunk that escaped from the stretched opening. Some of the milky ribbons landed on the bedsheets. Breathing heavily, bodies covered in a sheen of sweat, they both collapsed alongside Lucy, their chests rising and falling rapidly.

As they lay there, hearts racing and bodies still quivering with aftershocks, Lucy kissed each one, all three tangled in sticky and wet limbs. Snuggling up close, each sought solace in the other's presence. With contented smiles on their faces, it didn't take long to succumb to the blissful fatigue that washed over them. Breathing gradually slowed, eventually becoming light and steady as they drifted into a deep and peaceful sleep...

...wondering what daybreak would bring.

+++++

"You've reached Lauren, you know what to do."

Despite trying to follow his best friend's advice and embrace the new lifestyle, Corey felt a profound sadness as he sat alone in the empty house, a thousand miles away from where his wife was surely getting laid, or at least hit on, by strange men.

Through misty eyes, he stared at a picture of Lauren during simpler times. The Lauren he so desperately wanted to share the good news with. But that was impossible, at least right now. She was undoubtedly having the time of her life, oblivious to his feelings of longing and emptiness.

Defeated, Corey closed his eyes. What should have been a time to celebrate felt like a punch in the gut. In that moment, he was simply a shell of his former self. Useless, drifting aimlessly in a sea of his own making. Those same doubts, the ones he thought he'd banished, came slipping back. Did he truly want this arrangement, or was he just pretending to? Was it worth it? The beautiful agony? The bittersweetness of not only sharing his wife, but practically giving her away?

The photograph fluttered to the ground as he fell into yet another fitful sleep.

A wittol by any other name...
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold/group sex and proxy-incest topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.

Those that do choose to continue, please know reading previous chapters will help you better understand the characters and their journey.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Anything depicted has no relation to past or current people and events. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

The last section of this chapter contains proxy-incest role play. If you are turned off by such topics, close this story and find another one to stroke off to.

For Patti and Mark, thank you for sharing your unusual encounter with your daughter that spans this and the next chapter. You Californians are a special breed.

===================================

Monday, February 19th. Two days to go.

===================================

The sound of sultry music drifted through the air at Miami's premier gentleman's club, Randy Sandy's. Even at eight a.m., the atmosphere mixed with lively conversations and bursts of laughter as the scent of expensive cologne and perfume mingled with the smoky aroma of cigars. Monday morning crowds weren't the best, but those that were there were raucous, a product of all-nighters where no one wanted to go home yet. To the cheers of the bunch lined along the stage, a stunning redhead sauntered with a confidence well beyond her youthful age. 

Stopping mid-platform, Chloe Ceallaigh, known to the regulars as Autumn Breeze, paused with hands on hips, giving the crowd a good look at her new three-piece lingerie. Long fiery red locks cascaded down around a white lace bra with cage-style cups, matching thong, and lace garter belt, the kind with thigh-high stockings clipped to the belt. It was her last performance of the four-to-nine a.m. shift she'd agreed to as a favor to another dancer needing the time off. 

As the lights dimmed, a spotlight illuminated her youthful figure, and the heavy bass of the music reverberated through the hall, setting a rhythm for the seductive performance. With deliberate grace, she began to sway her body, movements fluid and enticing. Fingertips tracing a tantalizing path along soft skin, she glided them up and down her thighs, hands meeting in the thong's triangle and pulling at the material, hinting at the treasure below. A consummate professional even at twenty years of age, Chloe locked onto each individual, holding their attention captive for just a second, leaving them yearning for more as she moved on to the next leering customer; some men, some women. Sexuality radiated from every pore as she moved sensually, gyrating her hips and arching her back, revealing the subtle curve of her spine. The seductive sway of her pendulous breasts hypnotized the audience, drawing lustful gazes from every corner of the room. 

Across the way, Charlie Weber looked on from the DJ booth where his friend, Em Cee Topper, spun tunes for dancers four hours a day. Today, Weber and his roommate, the mysterious Autumn, were lucky enough to have pulled the same shift. As the music got faster, Chloe went from playfully tousling her hair to swinging it from side to side. The young man's heart churned with a mix of intense emotions, just as Corey Miller had mentioned. Envy, hurt, and undeniable arousal coursed through his veins as the girl he loved was now whipping her red mane in circular motions, driving the men wild. Even before speaking with the older man, Charlie had felt these feelings, he just hadn't had a term for it. Corey had called it 'angst'; the strip club runner simply found it hot. Despite having witnessed Chloe's routine numerous times before, the familiar mixture of emotions surged within Charlie. They swirled like a tempest, tightening the knot in his throat while simultaneously igniting his cock with desires that he was only beginning to confront. 

As he watched Chloe move with practiced grace, her body undulating and teasing, the boy couldn't deny the raw arousal that coursed through him. It was as if every sway of her hips, every seductive gesture, unearthed a dark corner of his thirst; a strange excitement in exploring uncharted territories within himself. 

His gaze lingered on her exposed body, bare skin gleaming under the stage lights. The way her breasts jiggled with each enticing movement, the inviting curve of her ass, and the delicate clam of her pussy hidden beneath the thong --it all awakened a forbidden curiosity within him; thoughts that were both thrilling and unsettling. And not all of them involved Charlie. 

Images flashed in his imagination--vivid scenes of Chloe not just performing for the crowd, but intimately entwined with other men. The thought of her succumbing to their advances, reveling in their touch, providing them the pleasure their wives at home could not give them, filled Charlie with a profound sense of arousal. It was a twisted desire he was only beginning to address. The stew that Corey Miller had alluded to. 

The lump in his throat tightened further as guilt wistfully mingled conflicting thoughts of voyeurism and the cuckoldry that was stealthily scratching their way to the surface. Extreme jealousy clawed at his chest as he watched the lustful gazes of the men in the audience, responding to Chloe's enticement, blowing kisses at each man who showered her with bills, inviting them to take a peek. They hungered for the girl, and who could blame them? The way she moved her body, the way she teased and enticed, awakened a primal need deep in each, including Charlie. Who could resist the provocative bewitchment that sent a jolt of pleasure straight through every paying patron? 

Chloe knew, all too well, and continued to command the stage. With a mischievous smile, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the black thong, slowly peeling the lacy fabric down, revealing a neatly trimmed crimson bush, coifed into a triangle with the lower point drawing eyes to the promised land. As the music pulsed through black-grilled speakers, the wound-up dancer unveiled the pink lips of her labia, flushed and swollen, glistening with her own arousal. No matter how many times she did this, it always made her horny. More so now that she suddenly realized Charlie was watching her from afar. Recent discussions about advancing their relationship had been weighing heavily on her mind. 

Even from his perch by the DJ, the young man could see her wet clamshell, drawing the eyes of every mesmerized onlooker. The soft, velvety texture encouraged further exploration, but everyone knew it was for looking, not touching, a journey that none would ever take. With the thong clinging to her knees, Chloe's eyes sparkled as she turned around, arching her back and pushed her round, firm ass outward. Mouths fell open as the crowd caught a tantalizing glimpse of her exposed pussy from this new angle. Smooth, dewy lips of an aroused vulva parted slightly, inviting visions of what it would be like to doggy the beautiful entertainer. 

Arching further, she spread that perfectly sculpted ass, revealing the tight entrance to her brown starfished holiest of holies, shaking it about before kicking the thong aside. With a smile, the redhead straightened, bringing her hands to the back of the bra, fingers deftly unclasping the lacy strip. Teasingly, Chloe lowered the bra straps, allowing the delicate fabric to graze against her smooth, pale skin. Her breasts, perfectly shaped and full of young exuberance, pressed against the white lace, their roundness outlined beneath her hands. The room buzzed with anticipation as she toyed with the audience, nipples pert and veiled through the sheer material. 

With each deliberate move, the star stripper lowered the garment further, revealing more creamy flesh, inch by titillating inch. Finally, to an eruption of cheers and whistles, she paraded around, shaking what her mother had given her, sitting high on a proud chest, nips erect and rubbery. Naked now except for the garter belt and stockings, Chloe worked the room, relishing in the fives and tens that were being shoveled toward her. As usual, the big tippers got a squat and spread; fifties or more got a closer peek and even a sniff. 

Fingertips traced a path along her body as she danced, leaving a trail of heat in their wake. They stepped along the curve of her waist, over the gentle swell of her hips, before finally coming to rest between her thighs. As the song neared its end, Chloe's fingertips grazed the delicate lips of her fully exposed pussy, moist with mock anticipation. Her touch was both tender and urgent, an arousal evident in the way her breath hitched, and eyelids fluttered. And then...the music ended to an eruption of praise as the crimson beauty gathered discarded garments and left the stage, leaving plenty of overheated patrons lusting for more. 

Including one very aroused, twenty-one-year-old lovesick boy. 

+++++ 

Lauren squinted against the bright morning sunlight as she stepped off Myles Kanzanka's luxurious yacht and onto the solid footing of the pier. It was now early Monday morning, and she only had ninety minutes to get back to her apartment, shower, and get to the office. 

God, she hated Mondays. Especially where she'd had little sleep the night before. 

Walking alongside the marina, then crossing over Biscayne Boulevard, memories of the wild threesome with Ricky and Lucy - or whatever their names were - still lingered. The excursion had promised a perfect blend of sun-soaked fun and intense sex, and it delivered on all counts. The married couple had been delightful, both of them skilled in the art of pleasure and they fucked like animals possessed. It was a shame that she would probably never see them again. 

Checking the time, Lauren noticed a string of missed calls and text messages from Corey. A twinge of guilt hit as she called him back, tempered only by the knowledge that he would soon be with her again. 

Pulling a strand of hair behind her ear, Lauren dialed his number. 

+++++ 

Chloe breezed through the dimly lit room, her body glistening with a soft sheen of sweat borne from the exhilarating performance. Long, shiny red hair cascaded around sleek shoulders and onto her back, the only thing masking her nakedness besides a fresh thong - orange in color this time - and high heels. Shoes clicking on the cement floor, she swayed her hips like a beacon, advertising availability as she went from table to table, soliciting lap dances. She would have preferred to just end the shift and go home, but there were bills to pay and a 401k to invest in. 

Stopping at several regular businessmen who occasionally came in to have 'tits n eggs', Chloe leaned in close, whispering words only they could hear, making their eyes widen and twinkle. Realizing that this day they were only there for pancakes and eye candy, she left them, fingertips tracing starched white sleeves which successfully planted ideas in their heads for the next visit. 

The table beside that one was much different; a rowdy group of college kids who should have been in class but decided to skip instead. Their eager eyes had followed the redhead's every step since appearing after her set and suddenly turned all shy when the stripper playfully tugged on one guy's polo, causing snickers from the others. While taking her to the back room would have made their day, unlike the businessmen, it became clear none could afford her. 

Like the good huntress she was, Chloe then spied a meek-looking man sitting by himself in the rear of the club. Mild-mannered and reserved, he was typical of the men who frequented Sandy's. A guy - married, maybe not - who wasn't getting what they needed out of their current relationship and wanted more. Here, they knew there was no judgment, no ridicule, no pressure. And pretty girls that smiled at them. What could be better? Experienced sex workers knew these types could not be rushed. Sometimes, before opening their wallet, they needed someone to just talk to them over a friendly drink. Sometimes not. And so it was that after running an errand for the assistant floor manager, Charlie found his friend - the object of his unrequited love - sitting down next to the milquetoast, smiling in that way she had of making one feel special. As the two chatted, the young man's arousal grew, knowing the dancer had one hooked and they'd soon be disappearing. 

As predicted, the boy watched as she and the meek, nervous man finally rose from the table and began walking towards the VIP corridor, just beyond the yellow-shirted security guard. Patrons at other tables stopped what they were doing and watched as the girl strutted by with an ever-seductive smile, long red hair cascading down her naked back like a flaming waterfall. Her gait itself was incendiary enough, but coupled with those leg-defining high heels and a thong that accentuated firm, round buttocks...her path was nothing less than molten lava. 

"Thanks, Earl," Charlie saw her mouth to the burly black guard who parted the curtain leading to the lap dance rooms. And then she was gone. 

Moseying over to the entrance, the runner nonchalantly engaged Earl in small talk. To management, it would just look like two employees shooting the shit, but Charlie had an ulterior motive. He wanted to speak with Chloe, no matter how brief. At first, the guard looked at the kid strangely - you have nothing else to do? - but nevertheless carried on a polite conversation over the din of the current performance. About fifteen minutes later, the red light on one of the VIP rooms turned green, and out came Chloe with her now very satisfied prey. Startled to see Charlie standing at the entrance to the hallway, the redhead thanked the client again and hung back. When she did, Charlie gently took her arm and guided her back into the room, looking over his shoulder at the guard's reaction. Earl simply folded his arms and shrugged, acting like he'd seen nothing. What was the harm? Everyone knew the two were roommates and friends. 

"What's going on?" Chloe asked with genuine curiosity as the door closed behind them. 

Charlie didn't answer, he simply kissed her. 

Clearly surprised, Chloe retreated to one of the walls, flustered, her mind racing somewhere between angry and nonplussed. 

"What the hell are you doing? Seriously, we can't do this here. We could get fired." 

"So what?" 

"SO WHAT? You know this is the best club in town. I have no degree, no technical skills. Neither do you. Use your head, Charlie." 

Removing a wallet from his back pocket, the young man took a seat on the ugly futon and produced two fifties. 

"Then I'm buying a dance. This should cover three songs, right?" 

Chloe looked flustered. "Charrrrleeee," she whined in a sing-song voice, "we'll get cawww-awwt." 

Charlie shook his head. "It's not even nine." 

Both knew that the club's general manager never came in before ten, and the only floor supervisor on duty was some flunky that hit on all the girls. Throwing the bills on a small table alongside a clear acrylic box that contained essential tools of the trade like condoms and lube, Charlie fixed her with a stern gaze. 

"So...dance for me." 

The air between the two crackled as what he was asking for sunk in. 

The stripper's eyes widened in the dim room; her inner turmoil palpable. While both had hoped for eventual intimacy one day, this wasn't exactly how she pictured it going down. 

"I don't know, Chaz." 

The boy peeled off another fifty. "Why not? My money not good? You can take a pervert's cash but not mine? You're a dancer for God's sake. So FUCKING dance." 

Chloe bit her lower lip. His was a risky proposal, and yet she too felt the heat of the moment. She eyed the money, lube, and condoms; none of them would be needed. Heart racing, she eased over to the door and pressed a button. Outside the room, Earl saw the green light turn red again. The ever-vigilant guard scanned the showroom for any signs of management, eyes rolling and an almost indiscernible smirk creeping across his face. 

Back against the wall, Chloe turned up the music, then towards Charlie, luscious lips parting into a sultry smile. With a hypnotic sway of her hips, she slipped back into character, the Autumn Breeze persona she'd so carefully crafted over the last couple of years. Standing in front of her friend-turned-paying customer the redhead towered above him, their knees almost touching. With his best of poker faces, Charlie gazed up at her, admiring her nakedness as if for the first time. Pale skin, heavy breasts, wide hips...and the holy grail just out of sight beneath the bright thong. He could feel the heat emanating from her. With a teasing wink, the stripper slowly straddled his lap, soft thighs pressing against his groin. The friction sent shivers down both their spines, igniting a primal hunger neither had any intention of denying. 

As the beat from the speakers hit a mesmerizing stride, Chloe's body moved in sync with the seductive rhythm, hands tracing the contours of her own body, teasingly caressing her breasts, her hips, and the curve of her ass. At first, they said nothing, as there was nothing to say. Gasping several times as the thin strap covering her pussy brushed against the bulge of his jeans, she quaked with a feeling of warmth and well-being. Having coaxed cum out of hundreds, perhaps a thousand, men and women in these rooms over the years, it should have been old hat. But it wasn't. This time it was different. This time it was love. 

"Touch me. Feel how wet I am for you," her voice dripped with desire, her words - as they always did - intending to ignite a flame deep inside.

Charlie's hands trembled with anticipation as they glided over Chloe's smooth, exposed skin. He cupped her breasts, feeling the weight and softness in his palms, thumbs grazing her hardened nipples, eliciting a soft cry. Grinding her pelvis against his, they rocked back and forth, the outside world and danger of being caught forgotten. This they shared for several minutes until the boy suddenly stopped and stood up, letting the young girl slide to the floor. Picking her up by the shoulders, he bent her over the futon, unzipped his fly, and let the denims and briefs fall to his calves. 

Chloe moaned, watching Charlie move into position behind her. "Don't...don't do this unless you can handle...handle it. 

"Handle my girlfriend being a whore?" 

"Y-y-yes." 

With a snarl and a sneer, the young man pushed his aching cock past her engorged lips. They parted easily, accepting his rock-hard shaft. The lack of a condom or need for lube was acutely apparent when he whispered in her ear. 

"I'm doing this because you are a whore." 

+++++ 

Corey walked Building 5 of the seven total his construction firm had built over the past three years. The medical center was all but complete now and a ribbon-cutting ceremony was planned for next week. He stopped and sighed; a bit sad that he wouldn't be there for it. After two decades with the company, his last day would be Wednesday, and by Saturday he'd be a permanent resident of Florida and reunited with his beloved Lauren. As if on cue, a ringtone rang, the sexy one he'd assigned specifically to his wife. The eager project manager damned near dropped it as he ripped it from his pocket. There was so much to tell her!



"Hi babe." He tried to sound upbeat. No one had to remind him where she had been the night before, or what she had likely done. "How was, um, the cruise?" 

"Pretty much like you'd imagine," Lauren raised her voice against the hustle and bustle of traffic as she walked back to her apartment. 

Corey swallowed hard. "Really." It was more of a statement than a question. 

"Myles' was the perfect host, as always, and the food was awesome." 

"That's...nice. I guess." 

There was some huffing and puffing as the office manager hurried across a street to beat a signal. 

"I met a nice couple too. Ricky and Lucy." 

"You're joking." 

Lauren giggled and assured him they were real people, citing Myles' policy about names. 

"So, you don't know who they were?" 

"No, not really. But I'd recognize them again. He's kind of a hunk, and she had the cutest little eagle tattooed on the inside of her wrist." 

"An eagle?" 

"Yeah, you know, in flight. With an olive branch. It's so amazing what they can do these days with ink." 

Corey stepped into an empty room, away from the painters in the hallway, and took a deep breath. 

"And what did they think of yours?" 

It was a baiting question, and both knew it. The only way to see hers was if she wanted them to be seen. 

"I think...I think they found them...delicious." 

The sounds of car horns and surrounding chatter caused an awkward, albeit surreal pause in the conversation. 

Corey swallowed again. "I see." The annoyance was clear. 

"C'mon now, don't be jealous, babe. You'll be down here in two shakes and we'll do these things too..." 

"I sold the house," he blurted out. 

Lauren pulled up short on the busy sidewalk, almost causing several fellow pedestrians to plow into her. "What?" 

"Fifty grand over asking, cash sale, no inspection." 

Looking at the sky peeking down between the high-rises, she pumped a fist. 

"OH MY GOD, BABE! That's incredible! How did you manage that?" 

Corey briefly considered telling the truth about the realtor's negotiations but decided to take credit himself. "Twas nothing. Sorry for not running it by you first, but they needed an answer last night and you were..." 

"No, no, it's all good. Jesus, that's more than we could have hoped for." 

After sharing a moment of celebratory silence, Corey cleared his throat. "There is one hitch. We have to close and be out in two weeks." 

"Oh shit." 

More silence. 

"Can we do that?" Lauren asked, a tinge of concern overshadowing her happiness. 

"I've already called three local movers. One can do a move to short-term storage right here in Des Moines this Saturday. The others are three weeks out." 

"Well, I guess we have no choice. And our furniture?" 

"They say they can store it locally until we're ready for it. Then another company of our choice can pick it up and haul it down to Miami when we're ready." 

"I suppose that's the best we can do. Do we have to be there for that?" 

"No, the realtor will take care of everything and lock up. He's even having a cleaning crew come in." 

After a minute of contemplation, Lauren finally reached her apartment building and slid through the revolving doors to the lobby. 

"Okay, listen, I'll fly up on Wednesday night and help you tie up loose ends. We can drive the breakables and valuables down Thursday." 

She heard a sigh of relief. 

"Sounds good," Corey replied, glad to have the help. "I'll get a U-Haul rented." 

"Remember, Caroline said she'd fly in and help too," Lauren laughed. "I think she just wants to make sure all her memories stay intact. And remember, Zane said he'd help as well." 

There was a brief hesitation as the sixty-one-year-old bristled at the mention of Picardo. 

'Use it. Get off on it. But own it.' 

"Yeah, I remember," he said dryly. "Is that going to be a problem, what with you and Caroline and all?" 

Lauren brushed the hair out of her eyes as she approached the concierge's desk. 

"Only if you make it one." 

Her point was well taken. "No, no. I'll call him and Cee and let them know. You just get a flight." 

"Okay, babe. I love you. Great job on the sale. See you soon." 

Dropping her overnight bag on the floor, Lauren rang the bell on the lobby desk. Her heart sank as Harvey the doorman peeked out of the small office behind it. She instantly remembered how disgusting the old man's dick had felt in her mouth. 

"Mrs. Miller. How can I help today?" he said with a slight sneer. The mature tenant's lips around his cock were not an easy thing to forget. 

"Any packages?" 

The old man checked a log. "None yesterday, and we haven't yet had our deliveries today." 

"Thanks." 

Lauren picked up her satchel and began walking toward the elevator. 

"Oh, Mrs. Miller, I hear your husband will be joining us soon." 

Her eyes narrowed suspiciously as she punched the call button. "Yes." 

Harvey's eyes twinkled with mischief. "That'll make for some stimulating happy hours now, eh?" 

The door closed as his cackle filled the lobby. Lauren leaned up against the lift's back wall as it began ascending. 

He wasn't wrong. With no less than four lovers living in the building, things would definitely be...interesting.  

+++++ 

"Mmmmpfffff, OH SHIT!" 

Chloe grunted into that hand that was covering her mouth as Charlie laid into her. 

"Do it, fuck me. Fuck my pussy, baby." 

The deeper he thrust, the more they moaned. 

"Harder," whispers of pleasure beseeched him. "Deeper." 

From behind, Charlie reached under the dancer's arms and fondled her large danglers, teasing each nipple between thumb and forefinger. Their coupling felt amazing as they finally consummated the love they knew was always there. For several minutes they reveled in it, wondering why they'd not done this before. Each knew they were making love for the first time in a long time, and recognized this milestone for what it was worth. 

And yet, in the back of Chloe's mind, she also knew, now the inevitable was here, there was one more test the young man had to pass. Looking over her shoulder, the stripper put on her sluttiest bedroom face. 



"Why are you so hard, baby?" Chloe purred. "Does my dancing turn you on?" 

It took a second for the enraptured Charlie to answer. "You...you know it does." 

"Taking my clothes off in front of all those men?" 

"Mmmm." 

"Watching me play with my cunt?" 

Charlie grunted loudly and gathered crimson hair around his hand. 

"How does it make you feel, all those guys wanting to do nasty things to me? Paying me to be their slut?" 

"OH FUCK, CHLOE!" 

She paused and let her words linger and soak in. 

Panting heavily, he eventually managed to respond through clenched teeth. "I love it. God, I fucking love it." 

Their bodies moved in sync, the sound of their moans filling the room despite best efforts to stay quiet. For several more minutes, they were lost in themselves, thrilled that they'd taken their relationship to the next level, but nervous about its volatility. Jealousy, envy, uncomfortable situations, and risks would pose an ever-present danger to their courtship. But for now, they were no longer just friends; they had become lovers, and likely more. 

A string of moans and gasps poured from them as they fucked like rabbits. 

"You know what I do back here, right?" she asks, her voice dripping with seduction. "Men fuck me, Charlie. Does that make you hot?" 

Grunting. Lots of grunting. 

"Fuck, yeah." 

Chloe giggled and tossed voluminous hair back over her shoulders. "Good, cuz you're just gonna have to jack off while I'm doing my job taking big dicks. Can you handle the heat, baby?" 

"I..I..." 

"Fucked by other men while you're at home jerking off. But you already do that, don't you?" 

The sound of skin on skin seemed like thunderclaps, resulting in a steady flow of juices raining from the redhead's pussy. 

The boy spied a recently used condom carelessly tossed in a small metal can off to the side. Had to have been from meek and mild. 

"Like him," he screeched, leaning over the curvature of her spine and putting his back into it. 

"That's right, baby, that's his fresh spunk. His...COCK was right where yours is now, Charlie. How's that for an encore?" 

"So...hot." 

"Sometimes I let them flood my cunt with their junk, coating my nasty hole." 

That was a lie - she always made customers wear condoms - but it sounded hot at the time. It was even edging her close to an orgasm. 

"Slapping me with his balls, the same taint yours are touching now." 

Charlie grabbed Chloe's hips and pulled her back onto his cock, pummeling her from behind with an increasingly hard and fast rhythm. Chloe cried out and arched as Charlie's fingers curled into her hair, pulling her head back. 

"Oh, God," Chloe panted, "fuck me harder, make me YOUR dirty little slut." 

Grunting repeatedly now, Charlie slammed into her, nutsack swinging with each thrust. Chloe's massive tits bounced at least several inches, matching the force of his drives, nipples hard and aching. Moaning relentlessly, the part of her hair that wasn't being gripped was whipping the new lovers into a frenzy. Skin slick with sweat, cock in cunt, the pair felt their releases imminent. 

Knowing he was close, like a good fuck toy she was, the dancer knew how to get him there. 

"Fuck me, use me, make my cunt bleed, BITCH!" 

"Goddamnit, I'm gonna cum," Charlie howled, his voice low and guttural, with a hint of disappointment. 

Deeper and longer, his thrusts became more erratic, slowing, but harder, using her hair to counter the motion of the plunges. He could feel her walls clenching and quivering, sending him over the edge. 

"Where?" he gasped. 

"IN ME! FILL MY PUSSY WITH YOUR LOVE," Chloe screamed, blatantly ignoring the dangers of someone hearing them. She couldn't help it, this was the man she loved hitting all the right spots, driving her wild with lust. 

And then everything stopped, and she felt it. With a roar behind her, Charlie sent the first hot, thick spurt into her pulsating canal. The second went even deeper, seemingly reaching into her womb. Neither could speak, their bodies quivering uncontrollably as their mutual releases hit. Looking down her ass to the back of her head, the young man felt buckets of thick hot jizz rocketing from his cock into her depths. 

"CLOE-EEEEEEEEEE, OHHHH, CLOEEEEEEEEE!" 

The redhead screamed with otherworldly pleasure, her body dealing with the convulsions of her own orgasm. Spent, she collapsed face down on the futon, utterly exhausted. It had only been minutes, but it seemed like hours. As she fell forward, Charlie's dick slipped out and he stood with jeans at the knees, panting, residual semen oozing from its slit. 

"We...we have to go," Chloe murmured reluctantly, sitting upright and regaining her senses. "They'll be looking for us." 

Knowing this to be true, the two hastily composed themselves and started for the door, until she abruptly stopped. 

"Wait." 

Shuffling back to the table, the entertainer picked up the three fifties and tried to hand them back to her new man. Charlie simply zipped his pants and shook his head. 

"Keep it, you just earned plenty." 

For just the briefest of moments, an ominous shadow crossed Chloe's heart, although she couldn't quite put her finger on it. With a feeble smile, she tucked the bills between a hip and a thong strap and pressed the button again. 

Outside in the hallway, Earl noticed the green light and saw the two exiting. With a quick glance around the main floor, the guard waved them out, nodding to Chloe who emerged first and headed to the dressing room. A minute later, Charlie gave his best new friend a fist bump and followed. 

===================================

Tuesday, February 20th. One day to go.

===================================

Lauren tuned the bedroom television to the local news and removed an overnight bag from the bottom of her closet. Tossing it on the bed, she sighed. The day had been especially stressful. Deadlines and commitments, not to mention having to convince Rekrap's CEO to let her take off yet another few days to go to Iowa, especially after just coming back. But ten minutes on her knees under his desk had convinced him to let her go. Lastly, she held an exhaustive comprehensive meeting with her own staff, briefing them on the week's upcoming tasks. Finally, just after seven o'clock, the soon-to-be VP was able to leave the office, confident the company would survive another week without her. 

Fingers sliding over her wardrobe, Lauren carefully considered what to pack. This was not a vacation getaway. She would need something sturdy and 'moving' appropriate. Wednesday would be a travel day, likely loading the U-Haul that night. Thursday morning, they'd get up early and start driving. It was definitely not a day trip, so a stop somewhere between Des Moines and Miami would be needed, then a final push into South Florida the next day. A couple of pair of older jeans and sweaters should do it. 

Lauren smirked as the local weather girl gave a teaser about the upcoming forecast. 

'More on potentially severe storms coming up in ten minutes!' 

Why news stations did that was evident, but it was silly all the same. Just tell me the damn weather, already. 

Then, quite by accident, she noticed it was the same meteorologist who had been on Myles' excursion. The same woman that, the last time seen in the party room, was taking on at least three guys in various positions. The next segment was an op-ed piece on a grassroots effort by Floridian sex workers to legalize prostitution by way of licensed brothels, similar to how Las Vegas operates. Surprisingly, this was a recurring topic that surfaced now and again, but each time the bill had died on the vine. During the story, seedier parts of Miami were shown, with numerous girls walking the sidewalks, some appearing intoxicated. Their faces were blurred to obscure identities, but one could plainly see the scantily clad bodies, not all of which were particularly attractive. 

I can do better than that. 

The photojournalist showed one woman getting into a car, the passenger door closing as long legs swung in. Lauren's heart rate doubled, trying to quell the kink she'd been harboring for many months now. One germane to selling herself for a pittance. Between toned legs, a dark longing tingled. She imagined getting into that car and driving off to be someone's whore for hire. It was...breathtaking. 

Eyes flitting from the screen to her closet, they landed on a red Lycra mini-skirt, one she had bought with Amy a while back on a shopping spree. Removing the comfortable yoga pants, Lauren stepped into the tight skirt, shimmying it up over her hips until the stretchy material hugged her ass like a glove. Placing her hands on taut gym-maintained abs, the forty-eight-year-old checked the mirror. 

That's hot. 

The low-rise skirt was so tight that it looked like she had been poured into it, with her small but firm ass cheeks bulging out the back, and hips jutting out in front. The fabric felt smooth as she ran her hands over silky thighs, feeling it against her skin. Damn, it was short, the hemline barely covering her ass, leaving just enough to the imagination. Walking back and forth in front of the mirror, she noticed the skirt rode up even further, revealing just a hint of soft flesh between her butt cheeks. No way would anyone ever notice the varicose veins and emerging pock marks creeping in below. 

It didn't take Lauren long to find the perfect top, either. A black satin crop that showed ample midriff while giving easy access to those little breasts. The straps were thin and delicate, framing her shoulders and neck, allowing for plenty of eye candy for anyone looking. Slipping her arms into the tight top, she pulled it over her head and down across her breasts. Like the skirt, the soft and smooth material molded to the small globes, doing nothing to conceal the small nubs of her nipples. It literally sent shivers down a mostly exposed spine. Adjusting the straps to make sure they were just tight enough to hold the top in place without digging into her skin, she stood back, swiveling from side to side, admiring her little dress-up game. As Lauren traced fingers over her body, the arousal grew...fast and strong. She tried to squelch the thoughts of prostituting herself, but it was a powerful draw. Walking the streets, men - and maybe even women - stopping their cars to check out the menu. The whole idea had her pussy absolutely dripping. 

And yet, it was a perilous proposition. She had been warned about the dangers, even by Chloe, a professional who knew her shit. Indeed, hadn't Lauren learned a valuable lesson with those Latinos in the alley? And yet, the appeal was great, a force to be reckoned with. With this being the last night alone before Corey moved in, the window to scratch these itches could very well be closing. 

Despite the risks, the Iowan wife sat down at her vanity and slowly opened her makeup kit. 

She was getting really good at looking like a slut. 

+++++ 

Corey spent his day making arrangements around the mini-move. He called Zane, then Caroline, letting each know about the house sale. Without even asking, both reiterated their desire to help, with Zane telling his best friend that he had some time coming to him and that it would be no problem. If there was room in the U-Haul, would anyone mind if he brought Bessy along? That way he'd have a ride back to Iowa. 

Caroline was happy to pitch in as well. If her new boyfriend DeAndre could get off work, she'd bring him as well. Even though what they were moving wasn't very heavy, extra muscle always came in handy. 

Hanging up, Corey then called around to see if any dealer would be interested in buying his old truck. Most weren't, but one agreed to provide a preliminary quote, subject to onsite inspection. Next, the project manager planned the route to Miami. Fifteen hundred miles through various states using myriad highways. Approximately a twenty-six-hour drive, he figured two legs would suffice. The first to Clarksville, where they would spend the night, then do a big push the next day, getting them into South Florida on Friday night. That's when he hit the first snag. No hotels - or even cheap motels - along I-24 had three rooms available on such short notice. It took another hour of searching until he found an Airbnb that had that many rooms. Nothing more than a converted guest house behind a bigger bed and breakfast, it was clean and cheap. Good enough for one night's stay, he booked it fast, lest they be sleeping on the side of the road. 

Later that afternoon, after turning in his company laptop, his boss Haul Carew and longtime coworkers Dan and Jerry took Corey out for happy hour that night to celebrate their many years together. They selected a hotel bar near the construction site and settled in for some serious drinking. 

+++++ 

Lauren felt tinges of excitement and nervousness as the rideshare took her through one of the sketchier Miami neighborhoods, close to Lemon City. Several streets were home to working girls, of all ages and races, most of whom looked high or drunk. When they turned onto a random stretch where their absence was conspicuous, she asked the driver to stop. Scratching his head, the Latino informed her that the address she was paying him to take her to was still two blocks ahead. Seeing a tavern conveniently located across the way, Lauren got out, simply saying she was thirsty. Realizing prostitution at that level was a territorial thing, she quickly hustled into the 'BAR NONE'. 

It was a typical dive; dimly lit and smelling of stale beer and cigarette smoke. The walls were adorned with neon signs advertising cheap liquor, and there were a few pool tables and dartboards scattered around the room. The patrons were mostly men, all of whom looked like they had seen better days. Many were just nursing drinks and shooting the breeze. Lauren could feel the eyes of the patrons sizing her up and trying to figure out why such a classy broad had just entered their world. It was a place where strangers were not taken kindly, as evidenced by the skeptical look from the bartender when she ordered a beer. The others went back to their business after a few moments of staring, but Lauren could still feel their eyes while sipping the brew. Little wonder. The red skirt clung to her body like a second skin, the tight fabric molding to her curves, the bottom of which barely covered her thighs. The material literally looked like it would burst at any moment, and yet it somehow managed to stretch over her ample ass, hugging every bulge. It was a skirt that begged to be touched, to be pulled up and peeled down, to be ridden hard and fast. 



"What are you doing here?" 

Looking up from her drink, Lauren saw the bar keep staring at her. "Sorry?" 

"Why are you here?" 

"I...I was...was," she replied shakily at first, then puffed her bangs out of her face and took on an air of confidence. "I was in the neighborhood and got thirsty." 

"In the neighborhood, huh? Just passing through? You're either the sluttiest cop I've ever seen or you're one of Shady's girls. And you're too pretty to be one of his." 

Lauren choked back her nervousness. She suddenly felt like she had to pee. 

"I...I'm not a cop." 

Shaking his head, the bartender slinked away to pour a draft for another customer, occasionally glancing back at her suspiciously. 

What ARE you doing, Lauren? You need to get OUT of here. 

Fishing a ten spot from her clutch, she laid it on the counter and left the half-drank beer on the counter. Outside, she leaned up against the building's façade and nearly threw up. 

Dumb idea. Dumb, dumb, dumb.  

Composing herself, the would-be-hooker glanced back into the bar through the etched glass and noticed the barkeep on the phone and looking her way. 

Shit. 

It was at that point Lauren realized she'd made a terrible, terrible mistake. Beginning to shake, she started to walk down the street aimlessly, trying to calm her nerves enough to order another rideshare back to safety. The nearest one was ten minutes away. 

Now what? 

Looking back towards the tavern, she saw a black Cadillac pull up in front and three large dark-skinned men exit and go in. 

Shady? 

+++++ 

"Man, we're gonna miss your sorry ass, Miller," Corey's boss slapped him on the back. "Who's gonna bring the laughs and keep us sane on site?" 

"And the donuts!" Dan chimed in. 

Jerry gave Corey a titty twister. "Yeah, look what them jelly bellies did." 

The men laughed and ordered another round. As soon as it came, Corey proposed a toast. 

"For the past twenty years, we three have built this town together, one beam at a time. I'm gonna miss you guys too." Downing the drink, he didn't see Dan nudging Jerry and both looking over his shoulder. 

"Gotta take a leak," Haul announced, pushing back and swinging off the stool. 

"Right there with ya," the other men fell in behind their boss. 

Alone at the rail now, Corey checked his phone for messages. Nothing from Lauren, nor anyone else for that matter. Even Zane. Although his work buddies had taken him out, and the prospect of a new life down south was just around the corner, he never felt lonelier than at that moment. 

"How's the bourbon?" 

Looking towards the stool on his left, he found himself peering into a pair of the most gorgeous green eyes he'd ever seen. 

"Uh, pretty good. Four Roses." 

"Blend or single barrel?" 

Corey's eyes lit up. It was a rare woman who knew her whiskey. 

"Cask." 

"Sounds interesting," she smiled sexily, then to the bartender, "I'll have what he's having. With a ball, please." 

That got another eyebrow to rise. Someone who drank her whiskey the way he did. And it didn't hurt that the woman was a knockout. About cute-thirty, maybe, with curly blond hair that cascaded around her shoulders, framing a chiseled, tastefully painted face, and fair skin that glowed under the warm lights of the bar. Her lips had a subtle hint of pink, and below she wore a simple red long-sleeve sweater dress that clung to her hot body, accentuating curves in all the right places. 

"I'm Trish, by the way," the blonde extended a hand. "You seem like a fun one." 

Corey was mildly amused. Was she flirting with him? 

And where the hell were the guys? 

+++++ 

"You working?" 

Lauren's attention landed on the murky figure inside a Toyota Camry that had just pulled to the curb. Looking back at the bar, there was no sign of the three men who had hastily jumped out and disappeared inside. 

"Well?" the man pressed. An unpleasant odor of muskiness and old onions wafted from the open passenger window. Just like in her recurring dream. 

"I, uh..." Lauren stuttered, "I don't think..." 

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the guys emerge from the tavern, look her way, and begin walking. 

Goddamnit, Lauren, what have you gotten yourself into? 

The man behind the wheel wasn't keen on how the hooker was hesitating, but the sight of her tempered his patience. Although older than most, this one was far prettier than the others that frequented these blocks. The low-rise mini-skirt clung tightly to her waist, and he could tell by the way those small titties jiggled loosely under the satin crop top that she was a hot little number. 

"Yes, yes, I'm working," Lauren blurted out, yanking open the door handle and practically throwing herself in the passenger seat. 

"Whoa, wait a minute, sister, we ain't even talked bizness yet." 

"Hey, you!" 

The sound of approaching footsteps grew louder on the concrete sidewalk. Glancing in the side view mirror, she saw the trio drawing near. 

Objects in mirror are closer than they appear. 

"I'll give you a discount. PLEASE, JUST GO!" 

It was then the john saw both the pure fear on the prostitute's face and the extremely mean-looking dudes closing on his car. 

"Hold on." 

Putting the Camry into gear, his foot hit the accelerator just as the bigger of the three men was reaching for the handle. The Toyota sped away from the curve and screamed down the empty street. Looking behind them, Lauren stole a final glance at the diminishing figures shaking their fists. 

Her heart felt like it was going to burst. 

+++++ 

Corey fidgeted with his whiskey glass, palms slick with sweat as the blonde bombshell next to him continued to flirt. His pulse was racing, and he couldn't help but shift uncomfortably in his seat. Having been married twenty-eight years, it had been a minute - okay, three decades - since a woman had flirted with him out of the blue. And although his relationship with Lauren had morphed into an unconventional one, he still couldn't help feeling that continuing the conversation was a bit...perfidious. 

Trish sat up straight on her stool and turned away when Haul, Dan, and Jerry returned. 

"Hey, Cors, looks like you found a friend," Dan nodded at the woman. 

"Um, yeah, guys, this is Trish." 

The lady in red smiled politely and wiggled her fingers. 

Haul shook his now ex-employee's hand. 

"Listen, we're taking off, my friend. Lots to do tomorrow. I gave the bartender my card number. Drink as much as you like." 

The older man's face fell a little. They were having such a good time. "Oh...okay. I'll be in first thing in the morning." 

"Nah, it's your last day. Blow it off. We got it. Use the time to get ready for the move." 

With a round of hugs, the three parted ways. 

"Don't be a stranger, you hear?" Dan said pointing a finger back at his friend as he followed the others out the door. "Enjoy." 

Corey didn't notice the subtle wink exchanged between him and Trish, nor did he fully understand the latter salutation. 

"Damn, Haul, she's fucking hot," Jerry exclaimed when they got to the parking lot. "Where'd you find her?" 

"Nun ya." 

"Five hundred is kind of steep, no?" 

Haul twirled his keys around his finger. "Look, that guy has made the company millions over the years. Maybe billions. Best project manager we've ever had. Five Benji's ain't shit compared to that." 

"Pretty nice send-off, boss." 

"She's nothing compared to what he's got waiting for him in Florida." 

"No shit," Dan agreed. "His ol' lady is grade-a prime. Lucky bastard, keepin' all that lovin' for himself. I don't know how he keeps up." 

+++++ 

Lauren sank into the small of the Camry's seat, audibly exhaling a sigh of relief as it barreled down the side street. Her hands were still shaking. 

"What was that all about?" the man asked nervously, glancing over at her with annoyance. 

Checking the side view to ensure the Cadillac wasn't pursuing them, she finally got a look at the man who had unwittingly rescued her from a fate unknown. In the driver's seat of the weathered sedan, the disheveled man hunched over the steering wheel, driving with purpose. His shabby short sleeve checkered collared shirt clung to him in the Miami heat, the blue and white pattern slightly faded from years of use. Beneath, rolls of belly fat, soft and pliable, pressed against the fabric, creating valleys and mounds that rose and fell with each breath, straining the buttons. A double chin nestled into the folds of his neck, making him look older than the mid-forties he was, his face pockmarked and blemished. The banged-up Toyota wasn't fairing any better either, stinking of sweat and fast food. Despite being repugnant, the guy sure knew how to drive. 

"You gonna tell me what the hell those guys wanted, or you want me to take you back?" 

Looking out the passenger window, Lauren cringed. "I...I don't know who they were." 

"So not your pimp?" 

She looked at him again. 



"Uh...um...I'm...I'm independent." 

"Independent? Ain't nobody independent in Little Haiti. No wonder they were coming for your ass." 

Lauren shook her head imperceptibly. The stupidity of her idea was becoming more and more apparent. "Sorry, I made you part of that." 

The Camry stopped in a crosswalk at a red light. 



"Whatever. Look, I'm not looking for trouble, just a piece of ass. If you're..." 

Lauren touched his plump arm, causing him to look down at her dainty hand. "There'll be no trouble." 

"What about that discount?" 

She took a deep breath. Pulling a trick with a guy who likely had trouble walking wasn't exactly what she was hoping for, but... 

"I meant what I said." 

"Alrighty then, I'll find an alley." 

"No, please," Lauren fixed him with puppy dog eyes. "Brickell." 

"Brickell? That's like fifteen blocks from here. What the fuck's in Bricknell besides banks and rich shitheads?" 

"Sick mother," Lauren lied. 

"Uh-huh." Unconvinced, the fat man feasted upon the long black-haired prostitute's body. Even in the dim lighting, he could see the mini-skirt riding up her thighs, damn near giving away the farm. The satin crop top didn't hide much either, although she didn't have much in the tit department. A part of him wanted to cut and run, but the long hair, bangs combed down in front of smoky eyes and a faint scent of alluring perfume told him he'd be missing out on something special if he did. 

"Brickell it is." The light turned green, and the car turned onto a busier boulevard. 

"By the way, I'm Joey," the reluctant hero held out a stubby-fingered hand. 

"Laur...eh, um...Meadow." 

"Okay, Meadow," Joey grinned, knowing that wasn't her real name. "How much for a blowjob?" 

Lauren's heart began to race again. After the Escape from New York parody minutes ago, she'd almost forgotten how she wound up in the Toyota. A warm wetness began to pool between her legs and her pussy started to throb. Kumiho was awakening. 

"Uh, for you, twenty-five...I guess." 

"Condom?" 

Oh, most definitely. 

"That's a solid yes." 

"Pussy?" 

Why did this have to be so complicated? She hadn't come prepared with a schedule of services! Let's see. What had she charged Ahmad? A thousand, right? No way this guy had that much on him. 

"Five bills." 

Jesus, she almost sounded like a hooker. 

"Five bi...? Do you know what neighborhood you were working? A hundred gets me round the horn every time. Plus, I'm going miles out of my way here. What happened to the fucking discount?" 

Lauren frowned. He had a point. 

"Okay, two-fifty." 

She flinched as chubby fingers caressed her bare thigh. 

"Deal. You better be worth it. I ain't no goddamn taxi service." 

+++++ 

At a bar counter where empty whiskey glasses were stacking up, the new acquaintances continued to talk about fine bourbon. 

"And this one," Corey grinned at their fourth neat pour, "is Michter's Ten-Year. Tell me what you think." He knew there was a bit of a slur to his words, but that was okay. He was just happy to find someone that appreciated good brown. 

Trish rolled the liquid around the snifter and took a sip. Her lips curled up in a delightful smile. "Wonderful." 

The pair continued to talk about their love for drink and what they did for a living. Corey told her how his company had just completed construction on the new medical center. 

"And now you're leaving our fine city." 

The gray-haired project manager paused, but just for a second. Had he told her he was moving? 

Realizing she had made a blunder, Trish redirected by polishing off her Michter's and placing a hand on his knee. "I think I need some fresh air." With fingers dancing up to Corey's crotch, she slid off the stool and headed towards the front door, glancing over her shoulder with that 'come hither' expression that every man knows. 

Shit. 

It had been a long time since a woman had shown interest in him like that. The not-so-subtle flirtation, the shared laughter; it was all surreal. He was flattered by the attention, of course; Trish was undeniably charming, and he found himself drawn to her in many ways. And yet, well, there was his marriage. 

Well, there was that. But things were different now. The arrangement with Lauren, her perpetual hall pass...did that preclude him from capitalizing on opportunities when they presented themselves? Like...now? 

Corey tapped the highly polished wood to get the bartender's attention. 

"Ready to close out, please." 

+++++ 

The Camry crossed over South Miami Avenue and Lauren could just make out the four red aircraft warning lights blinking from the corners of her high-rise apartment building. 

"There," she pointed at a parking garage just beyond the next cross street. "Pull in there." 

It served several banks in the financial district and was sure to be empty this time of night. Slowly, Joey guided the car beneath the yellow height warning bar and pulled into an out-of-the-way spot that could not be seen except by someone walking through. Placing the car in neutral, the man unbuckled his safety belt and eased the seat back. Lauren looked on nervously as he unsnapped his XXL shorts and pulled them and his briefs down enough to expose a fat, unimpressive cock. 

"Let's make it two-seventy-five, shall we?" he panted, alluding to that blowjob. 

"M-m-money first," Lauren stuttered, as she stared at the sweaty groin. 

Vexed, Joey produced several bills from his wallet. She placed it in her clutch without counting and sized up his dick. Of the two size condoms she'd brought - medium and XL - she removed the former, tore open the package, and shifted to her knees. Leaning over the center console Lauren held the ring of the rubber between her thumb and forefinger, then gently guided it over the thick, throbbing cock. As the condom slid down the length, she pressed it firmly at the base, ensuring it would stay securely in place. 

Above her, she heard the fat man grunt and felt him grab a fistful of her hair. His patience was clearly gone; it was time for her to earn her pay. 

"Suck it, slut," he said with a raspy snarl. "And easy on the teeth." 

+++++ 

Anyone paying attention to the unsteady couple walking almost aimlessly through the parking lot would have thought they'd been together for a while. As Corey and his new friend Trish weaved through vehicles outside the bar, the gas vapor lights above cast an eerie glow on their faces, revealing broad grins that stretched from ear to ear. Their laughter, boisterous and stilted, rose above the din of passing cars on a highway overpass just behind the building. Pausing to catch their breath, Trish dug through her purse, coming up with a cigarette between her fingers. 



"Got a light?" 

Corey shook his head. "Don't smoke. Your car?" 

"Taxi." 

Through the fog of the alcohol, a brilliant idea occurred to him. Sober, it was a no-brainer, but drunk? Freaking Einstein! Fishing a fob from a pocket, he chirped the Jetta's alarm a few times until he saw its light flicker a couple of rows away. 

"Follow me." 

+++++ 

Lauren lowered her head between the man's legs, locking on his little but girthy cock, all the while being quite wary of the hard steering wheel next to her right ear. Not wanting a repeat of her days in high school, she wrapped a hand around the shaft's base and angled it to maximize room. Giving it a firm squeeze, she leaned in closer and let her tongue trace a slow, tantalizing path along its length, feeling it twitch and grow even harder beneath her touch. With each languid lick, she savored the taste of his precum, a sign she was well on her way to satisfying him. 

"That's a good little, whore. Blow me, bitch." 

The pretty brunette moaned. The whole scene was as decadent as it gets. Cold, concrete garage, a stranger's dick in her mouth, money in her purse, the very real chance of getting caught. The wetness between her legs grew, her pussy becoming a hot and pulsating mess. She could feel the juices begin to ooze from her gash and moved her free hand to it. With a lurid smile, Lauren pumped the fleshy tube faster, alternating between a lick and a suck. 

"Good God," came the not-unexpected response from above. 

+++++ 

The Volkswagen chirped twice as Corey pressed the fob, unlocking all four doors. 

"Lighter's in the dasshhhh," he offered as the pair fell against the Jetta, laughing. A bit of mist began falling from the sky and the whiskey was hitting them both hard. Before he could open the passenger door for her, Trish pushed him against the wet frame and kissed him. Seconds later they were falling into the backseat, giggling like teenagers as the blonde's hands slid up his shirt. Made clumsy by the booze, Corey tried to right things and pulled away several times, only to be drawn back down again. Their lips locked in a passionate embrace, tongues exploring each other's mouths. The only sound was the pitter-patter of a beginning rain shower and heavy breathing. Trish ran her hands through the older man's gray hair, getting him hotter. Soon his hand was fondling one breast through her dress, then the other. Next, fully clothed hips were grinding together in a slow, sensual dry hump. Corey could feel his jeans filling out, a hardness somewhere between flaccid and erect. 

"Sit up," the covert escort demanded. "Now." 

+++++ 

"You nasty...fuckin'...hoe." 

Inside the Toyota, Lauren was in the midst of giving her customer his undervalued twenty-five-dollar blowjob. Lips wrapped tight around his dick, she bobbed up and down, taking him deeper with each stroke. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock as she sucked it hard, making him groan with pleasure. On every upswing, the pretty executive made sure she cleared the steering wheel, lest her ear suffer the same fate as years ago. 

"Take it all the way." 

"Mmmmppffff." 

Lauren doubled down. Her lips stretched wide to take its girth, the weight of his balls tickling her chin as she worked. With veins pulsating against her tongue, she slid the five-inch shaft into her mouth, taking more with each pass, the head grazing the back of her throat, eliciting a gag reflex that she had learned to expertly suppress. Slowly, saliva began to build up, coating his dick, creating a slick and wet viscosity. 

"Goddamn, you're good at this." 

It was true, and she knew it. Her ascent from little league softball coach to rampant tramp had been a meteoric one, and now she found herself selling her body to a fat man in a smelly car in a downtown Miami garage. It was degrading, immoral, depraved, and illegal. 

And she fucking loved it. 

+++++ 



"What's wrong baby, don't you like me?" 

Trish had been working Corey's cock for several minutes now and she could tell he was having a problem getting hard. It was something she'd encountered before, but usually with much older men. 

"You like it when I touch you, hmm?" 

Sitting with pants around his ankles in the backseat, he nodded. It wasn't that he didn't like the feeling of his dick in her hands. There was just something...off. 

"Talk to me," Corey suggested. That usually helped. 

The prostitute smirked. She was good at that too. With lips next to his earlobe, she began whispering sweet nothings that were guaranteed to wake the dead. 

"I want you so much. I want your big, hard cock in my pussy, filling me up. 

"I want to feel it in me, throbbing in my wet cunt." 

That got a moan. Then another. 

"Don't you want to fuck me, baby? Put this inside where it's all warm and gooey?" 

That got another twitch in her hand. 

"That's it, get hard for me and then do me. I want you to bang the shit outta me right here, right now!" 

"Mmmmm." 

A lurch, a pulse. That was promising. At least there was firmness now. 

"Make me scream your name as you pound me like no other man can." 

No other man.  

Corey winced. Like my wife does regularly. 

STOP IT! What the hell are you doing? 

Here was the perfect opportunity to get some strange and he was busy thinking about his whore wife?How about having some balls and doing something wanton and decadent for a change? It wasn't like Lauren could complain. This was consequence-free. 

And yet, like a loser, here I am consumed by images of her. Of our wedding. 

Her beautiful white gown. 

Feeding each other cake.  

The bouquet toss.  

"Come on, baby, let me make you feel good," Trish pleaded, gripping his limp hose tighter, trying to will it hard. Leaning in, she kissed him long and deep, placing one of his hands beneath her dress, directly against her neatly trimmed pussy. 

"Feel how wet I am? I'm ready for your hot cock." 

Corey sighed, feeling adrift. "I...I'm not sure I can." 

Fuck. Did I just say that?  

Outside, the mist had turned to a steady drizzle. 

+++++ 

With the driver's seat eased back, Lauren scrambled onto the fat man's lap and straddled him with her thighs. Lifting her skirt, she moved aside the thong, then slowly sank on his erect latex-covered dick. Both sighed when its head slid past her wet, swollen lips, sending shivers down her spine as the shaft slid deeper, scratching an itch that only a cock can. With the steering wheel pressing against her back, the would-be hooker gripped the back of the seat tightly, nails digging into the leather as she rode him with frenzied passion. Hips grinding, they moved in a circular motion to maximize the depth. The pair's breathing increased and moans began to fill the Toyota's cabin. 

"Fuck, yeah," Joey gasped, his hands reaching up to push the delicate straps of her crop top off her shoulders. This caused them to fall to the outside of her upper arms, exposing those luscious and small breasts. 

With hands grasping opposite sides, Lauren lifted the blouse over her head and tossed it onto the passenger seat, then grabbed the sides of his collared shirt and ripped it open, causing at least one button to fly off and careen against the windshield. As she straddled him cowgirl, he saw a mysterious, almost frightening glint in her eyes, akin to a bedeviled succubus in B horror movies, salivating over his huge hairy pec-tits and round belly that pressed against hers with profuse sweat. Head lowered slightly, the hooker looked at him from the top of her eyes with a fire he'd never seen. It was almost as if his blemished face, double chin, and thick neck actually turned her on, elevating her to another level. She even twisted and pinched his nipples, savoring the sounds of pleasure and pain that escaped his mouth, going where no woman had gone before. 

"Yessssssssss," Lauren hissed, her pussy spreading wider to accommodate his paunchy cock with every thrust, building pace and momentum. 

"Fuck me, please, I need it so bad!" 

+++++ 

Back in a Des Moines parking lot, Trish's head was bobbing up and down on her mark's flaccid dick, trying to earn her money by methodically coaxing an erection out of him. Like an oil rig on the side of a Texas road, her lips engulfed and cajoled, utilizing every trick she knew to get bubbling crude. Talking dirty, undressing to her waist, letting him play with her tits. And still, it was limp. 

Corey tried his best, he really did. He drank in her beauty, grabbed her hair, and set the pace of her mouth on his dick. Nothing worked...nothing. 

Until... 

A stray headlight beam from a car moving through the lot briefly illuminated the small photo of him and Lauren hanging from the rearview mirror. A simpler time to be sure. As he stared at the effigy, her smile morphed into images of her and Zane in that very backseat, doing the exact same thing that Trish was doing...only unlike Corey, Zane had been up to the task. 

Below in the older man's lap, the blonde felt the cock finally stir. 

'What about him', Zane had said to Lauren as Corey had driven them home. 

'He can take care of himself,' she had replied with a disrespectful chuckle as she unzipped his best friend's fly, "he always does."  

The cock in Trish's mouth began to grow substantially. 

"Thwap's it, bayyyba," she murmured, her mouth full, "gif thwit up!" 

+++++ 

More than a thousand miles away, that same slut wife was riding yet another man, but this time for profit. And arguably, more esoteric reasons. 

"DO MEEEEE! FUCK MEEEE!" 

Lauren was damn near out of control, grinding her hips into her john with wild and erratic intensity. With the steering wheel raking her back, she gripped the headrest behind Joey's head for leverage, using the seat to lift herself, then slamming down onto the cock with a force that made both cry out. They were indeed off to the races, building quickly towards their own powerful releases. 

The Camry rocked back and forth with each thrust, a very recognizable sight to any bank employee that would have been working late that night. Inside, Joey grimaced as the whore's cunt squeezed his cock, milking it with every thrust. Warm and velvety, it clenched and released, over and over again with a relentless grip. The friction between the two ramped up as a jet-black mane of hair cascaded around them, whipping about in the air as they fucked with abandon. Occasionally, she would lean down and press her chiseled face against his fat cheeks slipping her tongue past his pudgy lips to taste his foamy saliva. His moans and quaking body were reward enough. Grabbing the sides of his head, eyes aflame, she stared into his perspiring, beastly face. 

"You fuck me now, you hear?" Lauren begged, softly at first, then growing louder. "Fuck me like your own dirty little slut. You paid for it, now use me." 

Lost in the moment, she was no longer an Iowan wife. She was a whore, a filthy five-hundred-dollar whore, a cum dump for any man willing to pay to deposit their seed in whatever hole they wanted. 

"GIVE IT TO ME YOU FILTHY PIG! GIVE ME YOUR GODDAMN CUM!" 

With his hands on her tits, groping, pinching, she picked up the pace, their pelvis grinding together as much as the confines of the driver's seat allowed. Their movements became more urgent, moans and groans increasingly heavy. 

Heads thrown back in pure bliss, customer and contractor faces contorted with pleasure. Lost in the rhythm, Lauren's hair cascaded around her, a hot mess of visual desire, while she rode him with unbridled fervor. Hips against hips, she took him deep, the sound of their bellies - one trim and firm, the other obese and sweaty - slapping against one another. 

"GIVE ME YOUR COCK!" 

"TAKE IT YOU FILTHY FUCKING SLUT!" 

"Oh shit, gonna cum," they announced, nearly at the same time. 

+++++ 

"Mmmphfft." 

The saltiness of precum hit Trish's tongue as she swirled it about, head bouncing in her trick's lap, thankful her efforts had not been in vain. Little did the gorgeous escort know it was more what he was thinking than her ministrations. 

Specifically, the memory of his wife giving his best friend sloppy head while he chauffeured them around. His buddy was staring back at him now in the rearview, delirious with lust as Lauren sucked his cock. Eyes that seemed to thank Corey for letting his slut wife get him off.  

"Oh, God!" Trish heard a cry from above, prompting her to suck harder. 

'Holy...Motherfucker...of...God!' Zane had uttered as he bashed the front seat's headrest repeatedly into Corey's head and exploded inside Corey's wife's mouth.  

Trish felt the fully erect cock quiver and expand. He was on the verge. 

'Thanks, man,' his pal's eyes had seemed to say. 'She was awesome.'. 

"OHHHHHH FUCKKKKKKKK!" 

Corey came hard, with the final image of Lauren popping up from Zane's lap, opening her mouth and showing her husband her prize. 

"Cumming," he barely whispered as he pumped his spunk into another woman's mouth. 

And just like he was unaware of Trish's true agenda, so too was he oblivious to a similar scene playing out on the shores of the Atlantic. 

+++++ 

"GIVE...IT...TO...ME!" 

For a hooker, this broad was into it. A pleasant departure from the streetwalkers that Joey usually employed, those who wanted to be anywhere else. 

"That's it, that's it, right there. OH GOD, RIGHT THERE!" 

Pushing... 

Grinding... 

Grunting... 

Lauren's breath grew ragged, her body slick with sweat while riding him harder, faster; her pussy squeezing the small but thick cock relentlessly. 

Shaking... 

Things jiggling... 

Hair flying... 

As each approached a release, something miraculous happened. Amid their coupling, eyes locked with an intense, fanciful understanding. In that instant, they shed the roles of client and whore, becoming something so much more profound...simply put: lovers of sex. 

The tension was palpable, the air thick with anticipation. Suddenly, Lauren's body tensed, a growl escaping her lips as an orgasm hit. Her pussy clenched around Joey's dick, milking him relentlessly as waves of pleasure flowed through shaking limbs. Back arching, she dug her nails into his pink shoulders, then raked them down his chest, leaving deep scratches which began to bleed. As her eyes rolled back into her head, a primal scream of ecstasy rose from her throat as she surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure. 

Joey wasn't far behind. The sight of the prostitute convulsing unchecked pushed him over the edge. With a guttural groan, his body contracted, releasing his load into the condom. For what seemed an eternity, muscles he hadn't used in years tensed as he rode the waves, excessive endorphins wracking his system. 

And then there was silence. 

As Lauren's body trembled from the aftershocks, she let out a satisfied sigh, her pussy still pulsating around her trick's deflating cock. The Camry was filled with the musky scent of sex, a fitful fragrance for the debauchery that had just been had. They sat there for a moment, catching their breath, both feeling the once erect cock slowly softening inside her. A trickle of cum began to ooze from the condom, prompting Lauren to swing herself off Joey's lap. Moving with grace, she landed on the passenger seat and slipped on her top. 

Somewhere in the distance, the siren of an emergency vehicle wailed, en route to help someone who was having a bad night. 

"Can I see you again," he asked, the fat chin quivering with hope. 

Images of that pimp and his posse closing in on her caused Lauren to shudder. She shook her head. 

"Unlikely." 

Swinging open the car door, an unusually cool breeze swept through the cabin, causing the mini-skirt to flutter against her thighs. The fabric clung to damp skin, hinting at the lewd activities that had occurred inside. Stepping out onto the pavement, the click of her high heels resonated through the empty garage. With renewed confidence, Lauren adjusted her clothing and began walking towards the street. 

And with that, the prettiest hooker Joey had ever seen walked into the night, leaving only a feeble hope of seeing her again. 

He never would. 

+++++ 

The rain was coming down in sheets as Corey made his way home, making it difficult to see the road ahead. Still buzzed from the whiskey, he could only hope there weren't any roadblocks on the way. Luckily, the traffic was slow, and the cars ahead of him were barely moving, giving him reason to methodically plod along. 

As a line of headlights coming the other way reflected off the wet pavement, he felt a headache looming. A night out to celebrate his farewell had ended in him being unfaithful for the first time in his twenty-eight-year marriage. Oh sure, there had been that encounter with his wife's friend Chloe, but he didn't technically consider that cheating since Lauren was right next to him enjoying a porn star and cucking him at the same time. 

But tonight? The guilt was eating him up. He should have never let Trish touch him, but he'd been too drunk to resist. Feeling like a fool, there was no denying how she had made him feel. 

Attractive... 

Special... 

Wanted... 

Even though Lauren was acting the slut these days, deep down he had still betrayed her. The hypocrisy was not lost on him, of course. Many might even applaud him for taking the next natural step. And yet, here he was, almost penitent. Ashamed but at the same time aroused. Quite the cocktail of emotions for the budding wittol. 

Jesus Christ, I'm a fucking mess. 

+++++ 

Lauren walked hastily towards the red lights atop her high-rise just blocks away, the memory of being accosted in the alley fresh in her mind. 

Damnit, I did it again. 

Such a slut. 

Indeed, she was. One with a mixture of regret and arousal; emotions that left her feeling numb. How dangerous and stupid was that? It was exactly what she'd promised Chloe she'd never do again. Still, at the same time, she couldn't deny the thrill it had given her. 

Mingling with the pedestrian traffic that crowded the boulevard on that cool Miami evening, she savored the breeze blowing through her hair and took a deep breath. Being sorry was a tall order to fill. With her pussy tingling in the afterglow, there was a throbbing ache between her legs that reminded her of the sex she just had. The naughty sex. The illegal sex. It was hard to believe that she'd done it again, but in that euphoric walk of shame, Lauren couldn't say for certain it would be her last. Selling herself to the night just made her feel so fucking alive! 

But that debate was for another time. For now, she just wanted to get home, take a hot shower, and masturbate while the memory was still fresh in her head. There was no changing the past. Three times she'd prostituted herself now, and three times there were regrets. Each time could have ended badly, but they didn't. Each were dangerous situations in which she had ignored sage advice. There was contrition and excitement; and a ton of arousal. A drug, to be sure. A powerful narcotic that she couldn't seem to resist. 

Despite the self-reproach, there was only one real fear as Lauren walked into the lobby of her place. 

Did The Chairman have fresh batteries?

=====================================

Wednesday, February 21st. 0 Days Left.

Forever Together.

=====================================

Corey sat in his pickup truck, parked at the bustling airport's cell phone lot, a bundle of anticipation and nervous energy. Numerous cars came and went, most sitting in front of a gigantic flight board as if they were in a drive-in theatre, watching the status of the flight they were interested in. 

With the thrumming of aircraft engines cycling up and down, and planes taking off, his fingers tapped the steering wheel, pulse increasing as the flight tracking app on his phone showed Lauren's flight five minutes out. 

What would he say to her? 

Honey, we need to talk? 

Sorry, babe, the boys at work took me out for a drink last night and I had a weak moment?  

He had laid in bed all night practicing what he'd say. 

Or say anything at all? 

These are the conflicting thoughts that had tormented the poor man since Trish had gotten out of his car and disappeared into the parking lot. Corey knew he shouldn't feel guilty. Lauren had just admitted to having a threesome with another couple, what? Three days ago? So why the hell was he so torn up about having one little fling? And...he didn't even fuck the woman. It was just a blowjob for Christ's sake. 

Still, he felt sick about it. They had decided early on that a keystone of their 'arrangement' would be transparency. So how would she react? Angry? Indifferent? 

Jesus, here they were on the cusp of starting over again with a new life in a different city and he may have just fucked that up.  

Just then, the screen on Corey's phone lit up with a text from her. 

LAUREN: Landed. 

A lump rose in his throat as he started the truck and put it in gear. 

That the couple's new adventure had begun the minute the plane's tires touched the runway was a milestone of epic proportions. 

+++++ 

As Lauren made her way to the arrivals pick-up lanes, excitement and nostalgia tugged at her heartstrings. Nostalgia because this was it. Likely the last time she'd ever be in Des Moines, the place where she'd spent most of her life, got married, and raised her kids. Stepping out of the terminal and into the frigid breeze, the petite wife was grateful for the cozy sweater she was wearing. Shivers coursed through veins accustomed to eighty-five-degree air. But despite the cold, she was filled with an unequaled excitement. No more snow to shovel, no more allergies, and a renewed life with her husband. 

Several minutes later, a familiar truck swerved around a car loading a family and braked hard at the curb in front of her. For just a moment, the long-married couple's eyes met and held, a rare connection each felt had been missing for the past few months. That feeling of immense love fostered by decades together swept over them as they smiled through the dirty, bug-splattered windshield of Corey's truck. Both felt it. With the house being sold and the move to make things permanent, the fresh start it would facilitate was almost overwhelming. 

Perhaps it was the regretful backseat interlude with Trish that weighed heavily on Corey's mind, or maybe it was Lauren's remorse for her recent late-night foolishness. Whatever the reason, the couple was filled with a desire to reconnect. It was quite unexpected, and the conversation on the way home was surprisingly light and airy. Just normal stuff, mainly around the sale of the house and things they needed to do over the next twenty-four hours. No mentions of kinks or fetishes, boyfriends or trysts. Just like the old days. 

During the cheery thirty-minute drive home, Corey went over how he saw it going down. First, they'd drop Lauren's overnight off at the house, pick up her car, then take the pickup to a dealer he'd found that had offered a reasonable price. They'd keep the Jetta, but there was no need for two cars in a metro area like Miami, especially when she could walk to the main office. Next, they would finish packing all the valuable items they were going to transport to themselves in a U-Haul, leaving everything else for the movers to stow in short-term storage. 



There were lots of shared glances and grins between the two. Having seen his wife dress like a bar slut the last few visits, he was pleasantly surprised to see her wearing a simple cowl neck sweater and mom jeans. Cream in color, the sweater still accentuated her figure and small breasts - braless, of course, but in a tasteful manner. Gentle folds draped gracefully around her neck, drawing attention to a face that was conspicuously free of heavy makeup. Simply put, Lauren, 'BC'. 

And then came the first poignant moment of the day. When Corey rounded the corner into their cul-de-sac, the sight of the SOLD sign in the front yard seemed to squeeze Lauren's heart. Pulling into the driveway, the brave front she'd put on for months burst like a dam. While Corey had had plenty of time to come to terms with them moving, he recognized the visual impact it must have had on her. Standing on the lawn, the two embraced and held hands, tears running down Lauren's cheeks which brought a bit of a mist to his eyes. 

After what seemed longer than it was, the pair walked up the front path, arms around each other, and entered their Iowan home for one of the last times ever. 

+++++ 

Chloe stretched her naked body, feeling the warmth of the sheets against her skin. She turned her head to the side and saw Charlie lying next to her, eyes still closed. A soft smile formed on her lips as she admired his handsome face. After he had taken her in the VIP room at Sandy's, they'd clocked out and come back to the apartment they shared, no longer just roommates. After a bowl of good flower, they spent the night entangled in each other's arms, exploring their newfound love. 

"Hey, sleepyhead," Chloe purred, her voice filled with satisfaction. "Time to wake up. I have to go to work soon." 

Charlie stirred, his eyes fluttering open as he adjusted to the mid-afternoon light. He blinked a few times, then focused on the pretty redhead next to him, a drowsy smile gracing his lips. "Morning, gorgeous," he replied, his voice husky with sleep. "Last night was...wow." 

"Uh-huh. Double wow." 

Chloe leaned closer, her fingers gently tracing circles on his chest. She couldn't help but feel a twinge of vulnerability, a fear that their connection might only be fleeting. 

"About...us. Are we finally? I mean really..." 

"A couple?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you want to be?" the boy asked, kissing her forehead while brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. 

"I...well, yes," Chloe stuttered, trying to find words. "More than anything. I've felt this way for a long time..." 

"But..." 

The girl sat up, holding the white sheets to her sizable breasts. "You know what the but is. Congratulations, you're now the boyfriend of a professional whore. That scares me." 

"I know what you do for a living, I've been there since you started, remember?" 

"I do. In fact, you've been there for me long before that. What, since we were twelve?" 

"Something like that. Anyway, it doesn't change how I feel about you. I can't deny that it won't be challenging, but I'm willing to take that chance." 

"Chaz, we're best friends. I don't want to lose what we had." 

Charlie smiled broadly, pressing a tender kiss to Chloe's forehead. 

"I'm not going anywhere."



 

"Even knowing what I do behind closed doors?" 

The young man felt a twinge between his legs. 

"Y-y-yes." 

Chloe's gaze dropped to the growing tent beneath the sheets, a devious grin forming on her lips. 

Her new man's fledgling penchant would serve them both well. "You sure?" 

"Y-y-yes." 

"Even when you know I'm doing this?" Her fingers trailed teasingly along the bulge, causing Charlie to gasp in pleasure. 

"Or this?" 

The redhead's fingers danced seductively along his chest, tracing a path towards his nipples, her touch light and teasing. She leaned in, her breath hot against his skin, before taking one of them between her lips. 

A low moan escaped Charlie as pleasure shot through his body. Chloe's tongue flicked and swirled around his hardened bud. She was young, but experienced, and knew exactly how to push any man's buttons. 

"F-f-fuck." 

"Hmm." 

While continuing to suck and nibble, alternating between his nipples, her hands roamed freely over his upper body. The cotton material of the sheets below grew damp, a small wet spot forming as the tent lurched to and fro. 

"Or this..." 

Chloe's mouth left the boy's chest, her lips trailing a path of wet kisses down his abdomen, inching closer and closer to his straining erection. But just when Charlie thought she would finally touch him, she pulled back, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. The heat radiating from his cock was conspicuous, but there was no doubt she was in control, teasing him without mercy. 

A whimper escaped him as his dick desperately strained against the 200-thread fabric. "Please!" he pleaded in a voice thick with need. "Touch me. I can't take it anymore." 

The stripper's laughter filled the room. "Not yet, baby," she whispered. "I have to go to work." 

"What work?" As far as Charlie knew, they had the day off from Sandy's. 

"An offsite client." 

Amidst heavy breathing, the young man tried to slip a hand beneath the covers, only to find it slapped away. 

"No Chaz, you have to wait." 

Charlie's body trembled, controlled in singularity by one appendage that was standing tall and alone, straining against the sheets. 

"PLEASE!" 

"First, I have to do my job, baby, you know that. Filthy things like getting on my knees and sucking a stranger's cock like a greedy little slut. A nameless man taking me from behind while I scream, making him feel like he's the best lover in the world. Can you picture that, baby?" 

Chloe's eyes lit up as she saw the semen stain spreading around the tent in the covers. Grinning, she lowered her voice and whispered into her boyfriend's ear. 

"But you know what the best part is, baby?" she teased, her lips brushing against his ear. "You're going to drive me there." 

The room filled with grunts and groans as Charlie's hips convulsed and bucked. His neglected cock, rock hard and pulsating, unleashed a torrent of cum that surged from the tip. The sheet acted as a shield, directing most of it back onto his stomach where it pooled in his belly button. Chloe watched in delight as the milky white spunk soaked through the cotton, leaving a sheen of slippery, sticky goo. Pulling the covers back, she chortled, amused at how the semen, fresh and glistening, had splattered across his skin. It clung to the contours of his hips and waist, with remnants trickling down his dick, stopped only as it clung in pearly strands around the base in a tangle of pubic hair. 

Poised between the boy's legs, she leaned over and let her tongue dart out to lick up the remnants of the powerful release. It glided along the glistening trails the load had taken, lapping it out of his naval, relishing the tangy and sweet flavor that filled her mouth. Working her way down, the girl's lips pressed against the head of the now deflating member, capturing any stray droplets that oozed out of the glans. Tongue flicking and teasing, like a good slut, she was determined to leave no trace. Sliding down until reaching the base, Chloe twitched her nose at the sticky pubes, then raised up and with a final lick, withdrew her mouth, leaving a trail of saliva along his softened cock. It listed, then fell, resting against a thigh, glistening with dignity. 

Charlie watched his new girl roll off the bed and head to the bathroom to get ready for her date. 

"I'll need the address," he croaked as he gathered up the soiled bedclothes and threw them in the washer. 

+++++ 

By late afternoon, Corey and Lauren had checked off most items on the day's plan. After selling the pickup for a lot less than Corey thought it was worth, they swung by and picked up the step-van rental, then returned to the house where they puttered around, ensuring everything was in order. Once they left for Miami, it would be the final time either of them would set foot in their long-time home. As they were in the garage putting packing tape on the last of the moving boxes, a car pulled up out front. 

Caroline and her boyfriend. 

Lauren ran down the driveway, shuffling in her flats to greet her daughter who had jumped out as soon as the cab stopped. Both fell into each other's arms, babbling like a couple of schoolgirls. When the driver pulled out two large suitcases, Corey watched from afar as one of the biggest black guys he'd ever seen emerged from the back seat, towering at least two feet above the taxi's frame. After paying the cabbie, the mountain of a man picked up the luggage with ease and lumbered up to where the women were still squawking their hellos. 

Breaking apart from her mother, Caroline turned and acknowledged him. 

"Mom, Dad, this is DeAndre Brown," she said with a smile. 

Lauren offered her daughter's friend a kind smile and gave the newcomer a warm hug, a clear attempt to make him feel welcome. It was not lost on the big man, who clasps his large arms around her back, returning the gesture. The brunette's eyes grew wide at the strength of his biceps, a hot flash flushing surprised cheeks. 

DeAndre extended a hand to the older man behind her. "Pleased to meet you, sir." 

Corey shook the huge hand that dwarfed his own. The guy was right out of a men's muscle magazine, chiseled body and all. Sitting atop a towering six-foot-six frame, his head was broad with closely cropped hair and twinkling eyes. The guy was a perfect specimen of a construction worker. Massive arms and chest of a steelworker, skin a flawless shade of coal, and a stride confident and true, a necessity when up on beams hundreds of feet high. 

"We could stay at a hotel, you guys," Caroline conceded while hugging her father. "I know most stuff is ready for the movers." 

"Nonsense," Lauren countered, "it's just sheets. Since the mattress is going in storage for who knows how long, I'll just be throwing them away anyway." 

"Sure, okay." 

"Then it's settled. Tonight, we order Chinese and pack up the U-Haul. Tomorrow, we hit the road." 

+++++ 

Charlie sat in the driver's seat, his hands gripping the steering wheel tightly as he watched Chloe adjust her outfit. For that night's 'date', she had chosen a simple red skirt that clung to her hips and a white silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to hint at the lacy bra that concealed her ample breasts. Sophisticated and provocative, all at the same time. To the young man's chagrin, he knew it was all going to be on the floor sooner than later. 

"You okay?" Chloe asked, leaning over and giving him a soft kiss on the mouth. 

Charlie nodded. That's what was so different than all the other times he'd chauffeured her to a client. There hadn't been any romance yet, no shared intimacy. But that had been then, and this was now. 

"I'm good. Be careful." 

Chloe smiled. "You're on speed dial." 

Looking toward the doorman of the posh hotel, she carefully opened the Kia's car door and stepped out. With a quick wave, she began walking down the sidewalk, hips swaying seductively, the form-fitting skirt clinging to luscious curves. Even the valet drivers noticed the woman who was jiggling in all the right places. And then she was gone, her prior presence revealed only by the intoxicating scent of her perfume that lingered in Charlie's nostrils. 

With a sigh, he pulled away from the no-parking zone and looked for a pay lot. 

+++++

The fortune you seek is in another cookie." 

The foursome laughed as Caroline read the strip of paper with her fortune printed on it. Throughout the kitchen, the room smelled delicious with the remnants of the Chinese dinner. Dumplings, sweet and sour chicken, vegetables, and fried rice had all been hits. 

"Wait, wait, here's mine," DeAndre smiled. "Never play leapfrog with a Unicorn." 

"How true!" Lauren clapped her hands in delight while Corey made a funny 'ouch' face. 

"Read yours, Mom," the younger Miller implored her mother. 

Cracking open the crisp wafer and unraveling the prize, Lauren narrowed her eyes. This one was a bit more cryptic than the first two. And too close to home. "Be careful what you wish for; everything that is, was first a dream." 

How many times had the first phrase been uttered in cuckold lore? 

"Ooooh," Caroline snickered, "that's...uh...deep, I guess. Your turn, Dad." 

Corey broke apart the stale cookie. He tilted his head to one side as he read. 

"One man's loss is another's gain; be willing to risk everything for nothing." 

The other three paused. Whatever happened to happy fortunes? The Miller patriarch could feel his daughter's eyes bore a hole in him. It was the first time they'd seen each other since she'd spent the night with Zane and been told of her father's kink. The queasiness that Corey felt at that moment had nothing to do with dinner. 

"Well, there's another odd one," DeAndre chuckled, oblivious to the common thoughts his girlfriend's family were quietly sharing. "Those Chinese are crazy." 

Why is there such a pregnant silence? he thought. 

After dinner, all four retired to the living room where they drank and shared stories from the past. Some were embarrassing, like Caroline's lanky and dorky prom date. Some were interesting, like DeAndre's stint as an ironworker in New York City, traversing buildings seventy-five stories in the air. Around seven o'clock, Corey put on a DVD, and they watched a short rom-com together, with the intent of being in bed by nine. Ten hours of driving was not going to be easy, whether you were driving or not, and all would need plenty of rest. With their hosts on the sofa, Caroline and her boyfriend took over a nearby loveseat. Occasionally, Lauren would rise and go to the kitchen to refresh drinks and snacks, drawing DeAndre's gaze. He couldn't help but notice the uncanny resemblance between Caroline and her mother. Both were hot as hell. Although his girlfriend's tits were bigger than the baseball-sized breasts that were flopping around on her mother - and the older woman had a few more lines around her eyes and some varicose veins - they were nearly identical. Both had toned legs, tight asses, and lips made for sucking dick. Products of daily workouts, no doubt. The black man could not help but wonder if mom gave the same great head as her daughter. He bet they did. 

A bit past the halfway point of the movie, DeAndre found it increasingly difficult to resist stealing glances at Lauren. At one point she leaned forward, allowing her long, midnight-black hair to fall about her body. Just like Caroline, damnit. So much like her. A couple of times the older woman would lean back against her husband, causing the top she was wearing to hitch up, pulling the polyester material tight against her braless boobs. The next time he stole a look, he found her staring right back at him. Without a sound or expression, she silently pulled the blouse down so it covered her navel again, then returned her attention to the movie. 

Eventually, the final credits rolled, and the two girls took the dishes to the kitchen while the boys busied themselves with disconnecting the TV, video player, and soundbar, carefully repacking them away in their storage boxes. Minutes later, Lauren and Caroline heard the guys outside on the deck and smelled the unmistakable odor of cigars. Peeking out the patio door, they saw both kicked back on Adirondack chairs chatting like old friends about building construction, and blowing plumes of smoke into the air. 

Returning to the sink, hands submerged in soapy water, their eyes wandered back towards where the men were puffing, their voices mingling with the smoke as they engaged in a very animated conversation punctuated by a lot of laughter. 

"Well, they seem to have hit it off," Lauren grinned, setting down a few beer glasses to dry. 

Caroline giggled. "A project manager and a construction worker, who woulda thought? But seriously, he's a great guy, Mom, Kind, respectful." 

"Handsome." 

"I hadn't noticed." 

"I'm glad he treats you right." 

"That he does, in every way." 

Lauren cocked an eyebrow with a smirk. "Do tell." 

Caroline's lips curled into a knowing smile as she locked eyes with her mother. 

"Maybe that's for me to know and you to find out." 

"CAROLINE!" 

The men briefly turned their heads towards the small kitchen window at the outburst, then went back to their chattering. 

"That's your boyfriend you're talking about." 

Caroline scoffed. "What? A whole month? Let's say he's just a friend that has a great many benefits, okay? We aren't exclusive or anything." 

"I see." 

Lauren's eyes went back to the guys, who seemed to be enjoying each other's company. It was hard to concentrate on the dishes. 

+++++ 

"Fuck Chinese steel!" DeAndre yelled into the cold Iowan night. 

Corey blew a perfect circle of smoke that was soon carried away by the light breeze. "Yeah, FUCK it. Buy American." 

The two fist-bumped as they continued puffing. 

"It's the only shit I'll walk on in the air," the burly but gentle black man professed. 

Corey drew on his beer and considered his guest. The guy was freaking huge. His imposing physique seemed to radiate pure power and strength. How difficult must it be to find a button-down shirt that would fit around that thick neck, corded with muscles, and then cover those broad shoulders and massive chest? It wasn't that there was an ounce of fat either. It was a good thing his legs were like tree trunks, obviously the result of countless hours of squats and lunges. 

"You uh, play football in school?" 

DeAndre shook his head. "Tried out, didn't make the cut. Had the size and gumption, but for the life of me couldn't get the playbook. Besides, I was too busy chasing tail." 

The flat look he received quickly made him recognize his blunder. 

"I mean, um, it's not like that with your daughter, of course. I'm not like that no more. She was on lunch break, so was I. We just hit it off, you know? Just like that." 

"Just like that?" Corey smirked. 

Just like that. 

+++++ 

Lauren went around the lower level and turned off the lights as Corey set the house alarm. Their daughter and her friend had gone upstairs ahead of them to Caroline's old bedroom to get ready for bed. The older couple soon followed, making their way to Amelia's old room since the master king had already been broken down. With the two rooms sharing a Jack and Jill bathroom, it wasn't the ideal situation, but it was only for one night. No big deal. 

It took some effort, but all four managed some semblance of privacy while brushing their teeth and taking that final pee. With a last goodnight through the thin walls of the decades-old house, all snuggled beneath warm covers, anticipating a marathon drive the next day. 

Lying beside her husband, Lauren mentally went through a last-minute checklist, which Corey graciously endured. 

"Real estate agent has the house keys?" 

"Yeah." 

"Utilities off tomorrow night?" 

"Yes." 

"Trash cancelled?" 

"Check." 

Satisfied, they lay silently staring at the ceiling, both debating on telling the other of their recent encounters. Lauren had vowed to be transparent, and the rare infidelity for Corey was consuming him completely. A confession seemed imminent, but then they heard it. 

Soft, breathy sounds. Barely audible. Hushed and gentle at first, like someone whispering a secret, they grew louder. 

"Are you shittin' me?" Corey murmured. 

"Shhh, they'll hear you." 

"They'll hear US?" 

The moans ebbed and flowed, rising and falling, gaining momentum. In time, Caroline's bedframe began creaking rhythmically. There was no doubt their daughter was getting laid. 



Corey turned on his side, throwing a pillow over his head. "Just great." 

"Ohh...baby...yes...right there..." 

Lauren giggled. 

"Jesus CHRIST, you're so big." 

The older woman's eyes widened, a hand going to her mouth. She remembered Caroline's QOS tat and what she'd said about black men. She could almost see DeAndre between the girl's legs, repeatedly penetrating her with the big dick he surely was packing. That's it, I need to go to sleep. 

"That's it, fuck me hard. Show me how much you want this white pussy." 

Holy shit! A strange heat began to build between Lauren's thighs. Breathing heavier, she rolled over and spooned with her exasperated husband who was desperately trying not to listen. 

"You like that, baby?" DeAndre's voice seemed to boom even when trying to remain quiet. "You like the way I stretch you out? 

Lauren's right hand began rubbing her moistening slit through her cotton pajamas while her left hand began caressing Corey's arm. 

"Mmm...yes, keep fucking me," Caroline could be heard groaning. "

"Harder...faster...make me cum all over your big cock!" 

Silently, chest to his back, Lauren extended her arm around and slipped her hand beneath Corey's t-shirt. Her fingers leisurely traced his skin until they encountered a soft pectoral. Beneath the hush of the plush pillow, the project manager cracked open one eye, yet said nothing. The moans from the next room continued to waft through the walls. He sighed as his wife thumbed the sensitive nipple, applying just the right amount of pinch. Beneath her fingers, she felt the bumps of the areolae respond to her firm touch. 

"Lauren..." 

"Sorry, does that bother you? Do you want me to stop?" 

Rolling onto his back, Corey looked up into her perfect face. "No." 

Straddling his waist, she leaned over and licked the hard nubs sitting atop his sagging pecs, still veiled by the thin tee. He sank his head deep into the pillow. "Oh, God." 

"Do you hear them?" she purred. "That's our daughter. That's our Caroline." With great leisure, Lauren suckled his nipple, a small wet spot forming on the material, as if lactating. "That black man is pounding our little girl into the mattress she grew up on." 

Corey shook his head. "No, we can't, its wrong." 

"Is it?" 

With one quick motion, Lauren pulled her negligee top over her head, freeing those tiny B-cup breasts to bounce, then settle into place. 

"Laur..." 

She put a finger to his mouth. "Shush." 

Instinctively, Corey reached up and cupped her tits. "So beautiful." 

With the grace of a cat, Lauren shimmied her buttocks along Corey's chest until it was positioned above his face. The sweet, slightly tangy yet musky aroma of her sex helped his cock come alive. 

"Eat my pussy...cuck." 

The very mention of that word elevated the arousal. 

"Suck my clit." 

Using his tongue, Corey brushed aside the delicate fabric of her panties and licked the length of her sultry, clean-shaven passage. 

"Yesssss. Lick it. Lick the places other men explore." 

Corey grunted. She had learned well. 

"OH GOD! OH GOD! FUCK ME WITH THAT BIG BLACK DICK!" 

The sounds of his daughter getting railed next door sent his tongue deeper into her mother. 

Lauren gripped the back of the bed even harder and howled at the ceiling. Her hips ground into Corey's cheeks, sweaty thighs crushing his ears. It did not drown out the weak bedframe in the other room that was thumping into the wall. 

"FUCK MEEEEEE!" 

"Beg for it, bitch. Say my name and BEG FOR IT!" 

"I'm your bitch, DeAndre. Fill me up with that black meat!" 

"You my WHAT?" 

"Your bitch, OH SHIT...I'm your ever-mother-loving GODDAMN BITCH!" 

Lauren thrashed her head wildly as the decadence played out just yards away behind the wall, her black hair dancing wildly. Beneath her, Corey willed his tongue deeper, striking gold while trying not to suffocate in the torrent of juices pouring into his mouth and down his chin. 

"Big...cock," he heard her whisper. "Big...black...cock." 

Jesus, she was almost too into this! 

Lapping at her hole like a dog trying to eat peanut butter from a toy, he flicked Lauren's clit as several small orgasms swept her body. Like they had for decades, she bit her hand as one wave after another hit, trying to shield her release from her daughter down the hallway. Only this time, it was different. Much, much different. 

With an unseen fire in her eyes, the raven-haired beauty once again slid her snatch down Corey's belly, this time leaving a wet snail trail. Freeing his throbbing cock from loose pajama bottoms, Lauren positioned her hips over his shaft and lowered herself quickly. The slickness of her own juices and recent saliva made the penetration effortless. She gasped when it slid in but couldn't help feel a twinge of disappointment at the aging, half-erect member. 

Shit. If she wanted to get fucked tonight, she'd have to work for it. 

"Wha...what, babe?" 

"What the fuck am I supposed to do with this shriveled-up worm?" 

That sinking feeling - the one that all men with Corey's fetish get - struck his bowels. 

"I...I can do it." 

Lauren moved her hips with purpose and stared into her husband's eyes with sympathy and frustration. Still, the softness of his half-erect cock lacked the fullness and hardness she needed. Clenching her pussy muscles, she tried to coax it harder, letting it slip in and out, a motion that caused Corey to moan loudly yet had no effect on his stiffness. This called for drastic measures. 

"Well, you sure can't do it like him." 

The sounds of interracial coupling resonated in their ears. 

"Listen," she whispered. "His cock is in her now." 

"No, please, no." 

"We're not so different, her and me." 

"Wha..?" 

Lauren slid her hips up and down the pale pelvis of her hubby, the wet walls caressing his flaccidity. 

Same silky hair, same smooth skin, same figure." 

"No." 

"Same ass." 

"Please no..." 

"Same tits," she laughed, "'cept she got the better deal." 

Just then Caroline's voice peeled through the entire house. "OHHHHHHH FUHHHHHCKKK...I'M THERE...I'M THERE!" 

The wanton wife bit her lip. 

"We even cum the same." 

Corey groaned involuntarily, hips bucking upward as Lauren worked her magic. With each nasty word, he found himself getting harder. It didn't go unnoticed. 

"Fuck me, Twisty," Lauren cried out while riding his narrow and unremarkable dick, her body undulating with each thrust. 

"DO ME, motherfucker! Give me that big black cock!" 

"Gonna fuck that white pussy all night long, ya goddamn slut." 

Corey groaned. He shouldn't be listening to this. And yet, he couldn't deny the iron his dick had become. Lauren tossed her shiny black mane about as she rode him hard, gripping his man boobs in her hands. 

"You like that, baby? You like hearing our little girl getting destroyed by that big black cock?" 

"So...fucking...hot."

"Get on your knees, bitch, gonna doggy that cunt," they heard DeAndre bark. 

"Yes, Daddy." 

Seconds later, the moans and groans continued; the wet slapping noised of skin-on-skin intensifying. 

"That's it. Fuck me...fuck me HARD, Daddy, so I can't walk." 

The older couple's eyes widened in disbelief. It was like listening to their kid in a porno. 

Only this was better than a porno. 

With a naughty smirk, Lauren got off Corey, his hard cock slipping out of her wet pussy with a loud pop. She eagerly dropped down on all fours, her ass raised high, tempting and ready. Looking back at his aging body, loose skin in abundance, the wanton wife gave him a wicked look. 

"C'mon, Daddy, you heard her." 

For a few brief moments, Corey was in a state of disbelief as he listened to his daughter's cries of pleasure coming from the other side of the wall. He couldn't believe what he was hearing, but also couldn't fathom how the decadence of it all was turning him on. He gaped with lewdness at Lauren wiggling her ass provocatively. Caroline was a spitting image of her, and despite the gray-haired man's desperate attempt not to, the connection was undeniable. Amidst the sounds of brutish and animalistic sex next door, Corey gave way to primal urges that could be traced to the Neanderthal's, when primal urges and savagery were the hallmarks of life. Reaching out, he grabbed the hips that were in front of him and abruptly pulled them near, thrusting his cock balls deep in the fleshy slit, and like a caveman, not caring if he injured or not. 

Lauren bellowed when he entered. 

"OHHHH GAAAWWWD! YES! YES! YES! TAKE ME!" 

She had not felt her husband's cock like that in a long, long time. Fierce...forceful...uncaring. The more she screamed, the faster he fucked her. 

But who? WHO was he really fucking? 

On the other side of the door, DeAndre showed no signs of slowing down. 

"Oh GOD...fuck...yes...harder...deeper!" Caroline moaned incessantly. 

"Who fuckin' you?" 

"DeAndre..." 

The crack of a hand on an ass cheek echoed off the walls. "Say it louder, cunt." 

Suddenly the twenty-seven-year-old became spatially conscious again. "But...my...my parents!" 

"Too late, they know how their little girl rolls now." 

Another slap. 

"NOW SAY IT LOUDER!" 

"DADDY!" 

"What?" 

"DADDY! POUND ME LIKE A FOUR-LEGGED BITCH, DADDY!" 

Back in Amelia's room, Corey was a machine, almost like his younger self, burying his six inches as far as it would go with every drive. He could hear his daughter moaning and screaming from the other room, but all he cared about was the woman in front of him, the woman who looked so much like her. 

"Your momma's hot, baby doll," they heard DeAndre say. "Wouldn't mind laying this black pipe to her white snatch too." 

Any of the neighbors who might have been in their backyards that time of night would have, at exactly the same time, heard two women bray loudly, bovine-like. Lauren's was exceptionally jarring. 

"Damnnnn, girl, sounds like your momma getting' herself some too. She sure is one fine piece of ass. Maybe I'll go over there and show your ol' man how to do her right." 

Caroline's face grimaced as another orgasm manifested. 

"Do...do ya...wanna?" she yelled. "Do ya wanna do us both, STUD?" 

Somewhere in the house, she heard her mother shriek "OH MY GOD!" 

That was it. The younger girl couldn't help it. She came again. Hard. Real fucking hard, the results squirting down her legs. 

DeAndre roared at the ceiling while in the other room, Corey threw his head back too, hollering into the chilly air, the double whammy of taboo and cucking turning his cock into carbon steel. Lauren noticed the difference too and pushed her hips into his, willing him deeper, moans growing desperate, on the verge of a huge release. 

"Listen to our little girl, baby. She's a size queen," Lauren panted heavily, "just like me." 

"Stop it..." 

"Can you imagine..?" 

"NO!" 

"We're both sluts, Twisty. Whores for the taking. I guess the leaf didn't fall far from the tree." 

Corey shook his head violently. 

Lauren jerked her head towards the wall. "And she landed right over there." 

"Babe..." 

Getting manhandled by a big black man with a massive cock. Stretching her out." 

The poor man's knees began to weaken, his age finally cutting through the lust and catching up to him. 

"Do it, Sweetie. Give me your love, fill me up with your hot, sticky cum." 

Corey was pistoning now, his pelvis a blur. 

"Hurry up," came a maniacal laugh, "so I can go next door and get fucked by a real man." 

"JESUS CHRIST! SHIT! SHIT! SHIT!" 

She could feel his body tense up. It wouldn't be long. 

"Don't worry, Twisty, I won't need to go far, and then give you the sloppy seconds you deserve.". 

With a beastly grunt, loud and long, Corey unleashed his load deep into his wife's pulsating pussy. She felt it too, latching onto the sheets as she took whatever dribble he could muster. Collapsing to his haunches, the deflating dick slipped out, glistening with the remnants of the ancient spunk just deposited in the flushed cunt staring back at him. The room was filled with the scent of sex, and pregnant with the elephant in the room. 

"That was amazing," Lauren puffed a bang from her face. "You were amazing." 

"That was wrong," Corey held his head in one hand while wiping his sack off on the sheets. "On so many levels." 

His wife pulled him down on top of her, intertwining her fingers with his. "Your dick didn't think so." 

"My dick is depraved in more ways than one these days." 

Suddenly, a light show brightly where the Jack and Jill bathroom door meets the floor. They could hear someone peeing, then the toilet flush. Just as it went dark again, a small rap of knuckles came from the other side. 

"Hey," Caroline whispered, sniggering softly. "Try to keep it down in there, okay? We're trying to get some sleep over here." 

+++++ 

The streetlights cast a dim and eerie glow over the quiet downtown apartment building, its facade screaming post-modern South Florida. A man sat in a car, parked discreetly along the curb, eyes fixated on the building's entrance. He was shrouded in shadows, hidden from anyone passing by. His pulse quickened every time he saw a woman emerge from the lobby through the revolving doors, then slowed with the realization that it wasn't her. 

For some time now, he'd debated whether to approach the object of his affection. Ever since his buddy had bedded the beautiful mature office manager, he'd watched her every move within Rekrap Industries headquarters. Being in IT, it was easy to fake upgrades to her networking and PC, getting him close enough to catch a whiff of her perfume. Each sway of her hips, every subtle glance, the tight-fitting outfits she chose, all convinced him she was advertising. And why shouldn't she? After all, the broad's husband was nowhere around. 

With a deep breath, he grabbed the bottle of premium wine he'd brought with him and stepped out of his car, walking quickly through the entrance and into the ornate lobby. Must be nice to live like this. 

It took a minute for the concierge, Harvey, to look up from his magazine and take notice of the man. 

"Can I help you?" he asked with a guarded voice. 

"I'm here to see Lauren Miller." 

Harvey sized up the young man in the collared button-down shirt and slacks. Thirty maybe, and definitely professional. 

"I'm sorry, sir, but Ms. Miller isn't in right now." 

A pang of frustration shot through the man's chest, but he masked it well with a disappointed smile. "Oh? That's a shame. I was hoping to catch her tonight." 

Harvey's eyes twinkled. Was this another one of twenty-three F's boy toys? 

"I can take a message if you'd like," he offered, more of a way to pry than to be helpful. "Pretty lady like that is very busy." 

The man cleared his throat. "She is pretty, isn't she?" 

"Hot even." 

The two men stared at each other with curious eyes. 

"Hot even," the stranger repeated. Did the old man know something he didn't? 

"You have no idea," Harvey chuckled. 

"I might." 

The ancient concierge looked around the empty lobby. Finding no prying eyes, he held up his cell phone. "You tell me your story, and I'll tell you mine." 

Shane Carson nodded and set the expensive wine on the counter. "Got a corkscrew?" 

+++++
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======================

Thursday, February 22nd

======================

The early morning sunlight seeped through the curtains of Corey and Lauren Miller's cozy Des Moines home, casting a golden hue across the master bedroom. As they sat and stretched on the edge of the mattress, both felt an unspoken mixture of excitement and melancholy that hung in the air as the family prepared to leave their home of decades for the last time. Saddened by the memories they were leaving behind, but happy about the new life and adventures that awaited them in Miami.

After a round of hurried coffee, Corey and their daughter's current friend with benefits, DeAndre Brown, took to carefully strapping down boxes in the U-Haul and ensuring a balanced load. Inside, Lauren donned a ribbed turtleneck sweater and a pair of old blue jeans, then moved from room to room, checking to make sure nothing of value was being left behind. Although she had sneakers on, her footfall eerily echoed against the bare walls. Upon entering Caroline's room of youth, where the younger couple had slept in the prior evening, the odor of stale sex stung the older brunette's nostrils. Lots of sex, judging from what she and Corey had heard.

The furniture and mattresses were going to be in storage for a while, and as such, she began to strip the bed to throw the linen away. In doing so, a hand landed squarely in the middle of the fitted sheet. The center was already dried and stiff, but the surrounding fabric felt wet and slippery. An unmistakable sweet scent lingered. Ironworker cum, no doubt.

"Mom?"

Startled, she turned to see Caroline leaning against the doorframe. The younger woman was dressed in a pair of sweatpants and a Colorado Rockies tee. She saw her mother's hand still thumbing DeAndre's drying semen. Embarrassed, Lauren turned beet red and crumbled up the sheet.

"Yes?"

"Sorry about that," the girl apologized for the mess. "It was a long night."

"So we heard."

Caroline smirked. "I could say the same thing." Then, after a quick pause, "He's that good you know. Rocks my world every time."

Lauren threw the dirty linen into a trash bag and stood straight, hand on hips. "Like Zane?"

The high school emotional health counselor stiffened. That biker had a big mouth.

"I..."

"Yeah, he told us."

"You and Dad?"

"He's our best friend," Lauren shook long bangs from her face, "among other things. What did you expect?"

Caroline threw her hands in the air with a huff. "Hell, I don't know. I figured he'd have some discretion. Fuck."

"Like mother, like daughter."

The two women stared at each other, unblinking. Finally, the youngest cleared her throat.

"And...and what did Dad say? About me and Zane."

Lauren sighed. "Your father is, well, shall we say...a bit of an enigma these days. It's hard to read him."

"And last night?"

Caroline was left with no choice but to interpret her mother's silence.

"Oh shit, he got off listening to us...me, didn't he?"

"I didn't say that."

"You didn't have to. Oh my God."

The young Miller didn't know what was worse: her father finding pleasure in her having sex or the bubbling fascination within herself.

In the distance, a low rumble broke the still of the morning. The timing couldn't have been more relevant.

Zane.

The closer the sound got to the cul-de-sac, the more it reverberated through the neighborhood. Both women went to the window and watched as the large chrome Harley-Davidson glided down the dead-end street. Astride the powerful bike, Zane Picardo sat helmetless, confident, and without a care, leather jacket flapping in the wind. Pulling into the driveway next to the U-Haul, he cycled the machine down and looked around. It was not his graying friend and the large black guy standing next to him that caught his eye. Rather, Corey's wife and daughter looking down from Amelia's old bedroom caused him to smile. Corey followed his gaze and gulped. DeAndre was the only one the poignant moment was lost on, unaware that his girlfriend and her mother were both another notch on the biker's bedpost.

With little effort, Zane gracefully swung a leg over the motorcycle's seat and planted both feet firmly on the ground, removing his gloves. One hand opened the Jetta's trunk and the other threw in a camouflaged duffle bag.

"I'm guessing you want me to drive that thing?" he jerked a thumb towards the rental truck.

Corey extended a hand. "Sure, have at it. Um, this here is DeAndre Brown, Caroline's friend. DeAndre, please meet my best friend, Zane Picardo."

The men shook, only one of them having a secret.

"Hey," Zane turned back to Corey, "mind if I bring Bessy? I can wheel her in the back. I'll make sure she cools off."

DeAndre cocked an eyebrow. "Bessy?"

"His bike," Corey replied. "He's in love with the goddamned thing. I swear he'd fuck it if it's tailpipe wouldn't burn his dick."

"Fuck you, chump," Picardo punched his slightly older pal on the arm. He could have said more. Much more. But didn't. "It's my ride back," he explained to the handsome black man. "Plus, I'm gonna hit the Keys first."

"What the heck are you guys waiting for?" Caroline shouted, walking out of the house with her mother, both women with luggage in tow. "Let's get this shitshow on the road."

"Go on," Corey nodded at Zane, pointing to the Harley and then the truck. "Just make sure it doesn't fall over. Fifteen hundred miles is a long way."

That was no joke, either. The entire journey covered a formidable distance, and it would take two legs to cover the twenty-six-hour jaunt. For safety reasons, they'd drive first to Tennessee, spend the night, then get up refreshed and finish it off.

Zane took off his jacket and wheeled Bessy up the ramp and into the U-Haul. Using a stability bar and rope, he made sure it would not shift in flight. Tying everything off, he glanced out of the back to where DeAndre and Corey were loading the remaining luggage into the Jetta.

QOS for real, huh? the mechanic thought, remembering Caroline's tramp stamp. He wasn't sure how long she'd been dating that guy, but there was a real good chance she already was when she showed up on Zane's doorstep. A nympho, just like her mother. And how did he compare to Mandingo here?

Stowing the ramp in place, he locked the box truck's doors and hopped down.

Guess neither chick can't get enough these days. 

On the lawn, DeAndre and Zane stood at a respectful distance as Corey and the girls gathered in front of the one place that had seen so much of their lives. After shedding a few tears, the family hugged each other and piled into the Volkswagen. With a toot of the horn, Corey took one more look, then pulled away from the curb, Zane right behind them.

Above the Midwestern city, the sun inched higher in the sky, illuminating the clear, cold morn.

The final move had begun.  

+++++

Amy Rosinner lay in her bed, smoking a joint. It was a little early to get high, even for her, but it was one of those melancholy mornings that were hard to face for a single woman looking for love but having no prospects. After calling in sick, she had rolled a fatty and sunk deep in the pillows, balancing an ashtray on the edge of the mattress. Frustration in her current love life had been building for some time now. She knew her friends considered her happy-go-lucky, content to have one-night stands and then throwing the guy back after he'd rearranged her guts. But the truth was, she was looking for much more. Not that there had to be complete monogamy, either. Hell, she'd settle for a decent-looking guy that had at least some brains and the same interests. Most of the guys she went out with were classic meatheads: muscular and amazing in bed but couldn't hold down a conversation around world events if their life depended on it. The online dating sites had been a letdown, filled with self-absorbed individuals only interested in getting laid. And while Amy was okay with that short term - she was a self-proclaimed slut, after all - the wish for more than just a quick lay persisted. Sometimes the legal secretary longed for a companion who shared her passion for hiking, dancing, and the beach. Even gender was irrelevant, although she did have a particular fondness for cock.

And there had been many of those. With a body count of at least thirty, there was no question the twenty-six-year-old loved to fuck. At least two-thirds of those had come in the last three years; mostly guys she'd met at bars. But there were those frat boys too, Tony and Tommy, from Lauren Miller's apartment building.

And then a couple of other guys from work...

...and the park...

...and the...

Lauren...

Who'd have thought she and the rising star executive at Rekrap Industries would hit it off? After all, Lauren hadn't exactly been a wild one when they met. The consummate Iowan wife and mundane office manager had only turned slutty after her husband encouraged it.

Lauren...

Ah, those Demi Moore looks that had captivated so many men and women since showing up in Miami some eight months ago. The Midwesterner who had taken to hanging out with a barely legal stripper.

Lauren.

Even with a twenty-two-year age difference, Amy had to admit there was something about the older woman's lithe body, small breasts, and full lips that drove aspiring lovers to introspect. Including the secretary herself, who had suckled the older woman's clit more than once. As she thought back to her first time with the brunette beauty, a hand absentmindedly drifted to the bottom of her well-worn tee, pulling it up and over her braless breasts, resting it on the top of the well-formed globes. They bounced a little when popping out, the air-conditioned temps causing the nipples to tighten in response. Stabbing out the half-smoked blunt, she laid back against soft, fluffy pillows, letting nimble fingers flit over her tits.

Amy's mind continued to wander, as did her hands, finding their way to pleasurable spots, eventually between glistening thighs. Legs spread wide, her heartbeat raced as she plunged a couple of fingers into her wet slit, envisioning her BFF's body next to hers. Tearing one hand free, it attacked the younger woman's breasts once more, squeezing and kneading the supple flesh, imagining it was Lauren pinching and pulling at her hardened nubs, the gorgeous friend's lips and teeth devouring them.

Lauren...

+++++

Route 61 through Iowa was an endless road of asphalt, white lane markings, and grain silos. Dull, drab, and utterly characterless. Alternating between Corey's classic rock and DeAndre's hip-hop playlists, along with mindless chit-chat, provided the only entertainment. Hours passed, and the sun climbed higher in the sky, casting a welcome warmth into the Volkswagen's cabin and chasing the frost from the many cornfields.

Perhaps one redeeming value - maybe the only one - of being stuck in a car on a long ride with others is how much you can learn about them, and by the time they reached St. Louis, Lauren and Corey had learned a great deal about their daughter's latest boyfriend. It seemed DeAndre Brown was born and raised in Atlanta to a hardworking African-American bus driver and a compassionate ER nurse. After struggling through conventional school, he picked up odd jobs, mostly as a laborer at construction sites, where the foremen liked his work ethic and attention to detail. Soon, he was working alongside experienced ironworkers, and the rest is history.

As the day wore on, fatigue began to set in. Taking advantage of the occasional rest stops, the convoy would pull over, pee, and stretch their legs. Always one to doubt the GPS, Corey spent most of this time alone verifying the map app and double-checking headings. On one such stop, he happened to look up from the dashboard and watched from afar while the others interacted. Lauren and Caroline appeared like starstruck schoolgirls in the presence of the other two men. No longer was Corey the apple of their eye, the man in their lives. Big dicks and confidence attracted them now, neither of which the older man possessed.

Tired eyes traced the girls' movements as they flirted in the most obvious ways. Subtle touches, stilted laughter, the twisting of hair. Except for age, at twenty-five paces, they appeared as identical twins.

Horny twins.

A twinge of jealousy mixed with frustration and longing, setting into motion the emotions he'd given himself over to the last few months. Now that both mother and daughter were aware of each's dalliances with the biker, every lingering glance caused Corey's dick to twitch with that strange blend of arousal and jealousy he'd come to crave...to need. Made even more acute by how they were glancing over at him, not caring what he saw, as if he was no more than a hired driver that was waiting outside a bar for them.

And now, as they entered a new chapter of their lives in Miami, he and Lauren's relationship was either poised to propel the couple into the next level of their shared kink or threatened to burn bridges that were dry and flammable, only needing that one particular spark to destroy them forever.

Miami...

Corey had been eagerly anticipating this day, the day when he would no longer have to bid a tearful goodbye to his wife at an airport. But as excitement was the soup de jour, a new sense of anxiety began to creep in. What would their dynamic be like now, with him constantly by her side, twenty-four hours a day? Would his fetishes continue to be indulged, or would this newfound proximity push their boundaries even further? Or shatter them?

The thought of humiliation, a fancy that had simmered beneath the surface, now loomed larger than ever. Would Lauren take it to the extreme, testing his limits in ways he had never imagined? He knew all too well that his wife was more than willing to dish out whatever excited him. His mind wandered to the possibility of things like cages. While not appealing at this moment, was this the next natural step in his spiraling emasculation? Was this where things were headed?

Corey gripped the steering wheel tightly, feeling his palms moist with perspiration. Within arm's reach, the most important people in his life - one his bride of over twenty-eight years and the other a product of his loins - stared at him through the windshield, taunting him. Zane at one point grinned back at his older friend, flashing him devil horns. A year ago, that would have solidified their affection for rock and roll. Now, however, Corey wasn't so sure that was his intended message.

While he and Picardo had come to terms with their recently modified and peculiar friendship, the project manager at times felt very vulnerable. Zane, a bull? Really? Although it seemed surreal, it was technically accurate. One-night stands were traumatic enough. Could Corey handle the intensity of his wife having bona fide boyfriends? Would their marriage survive these fantasies realized? These kept him awake at night, gnawing at his twisted gut.

And then there was DeAndre. He could see the way Lauren leaned into him while chatting. The wry smiles, the fingers lingering on his chest. Listening to their daughters' escapades the previous evening had obviously stoked her curiosity. And ambition.

A passing air horn from a semi on the highway caused everyone to flinch, signaling the end of the break. Corey was surprised when Caroline jumped in the front seat with him, allowing Lauren to scramble into the back with her daughter's friend.

"What?" the girl answered her father's questioning expression. "Can't a daughter hang with her daddy? Besides, you need some serious help with those tunes."

Corey mustered a weak chuckle, his heart sinking deeper into his chest. The question pierced his fatherly facade, a painful reminder of the shifting dynamics within their family. He desperately wanted to believe it was Caroline's innocent desire to spend time with him, yet below it all, it whispered subtle, insidious suggestions.

As Zane cranked up the U-Haul, the two drivers signaled each other and began the long crawl back to highway cruising speeds, forcing Corey to shelve his doubts. He was glad to continue the trip but was beginning to fear the price that may have to be paid.

+++++

A loud moan escaped Amy's lips while several fingers continued their exploration into her soft and slick pussy. As they moved in and out as one, her cunt walls clenched around them, feeding off the now erratic heartbeat pulsing through wet digits.

"Mmm, oh yes..."

Drawing on memories of her and Lauren, she harked back to the party at Jack Carter's penthouse apartment. Images of her, Lauren, and the two fraternity brothers Tony and Tommy going at it seared her masturbating mind. Especially when picturing Lauren's sloppy hole, puckering, hungry, waiting for Amy's tongue to take her to new heights. And she did, while the two boys looked on in amazement. It wasn't every day one got to witness Sapphic love between women of such varying ages. But they did. And loved it.

"Fuck."

The imaginings continued to come, fast and furious. Her tongue in Lauren's slit, lapping up the sweet acidic juices that flowed. Pink on pink, velvety, plush.

"Yesssss."

The two tribbing, hips joined in one continuous pelvic thrust, clit against clit.

"That's it."

Tony and Tommy kneeling before the raven-haired wife from Iowa as she serviced them, head on a pillow. The scorching heat from all four as they fell together in a cacophony of moans.

"SHIT!"

Lauren cumming. Amy cumming.

"Nuhhhhhhggggnnn," her lips drew into a sneer, "Oh, baby, yes."

Suddenly, her spine curved like a bow, back muscles tightening and flexing. Beneath her, the bedsheets twisted and wrinkled as she arched higher, grinding wildly against some invisible force. Like a freight train, it hit, a string of indiscernible utterances, moans, and whimpers pouring out of a gaping mouth as a flood of wetness soaked Amy's thighs, fingers flailing.

As the peak passed, the young blonde slowly lowered her back to the mattress, a contented sigh beginning the march back to regulated breathing. Body relaxed, she loosened her grip on the sheets and relished the warmth between sticky legs. A serene smile graced Amy's lips as her mind slowly returned to reality.

She could not wait for her friend to return home.

Please hurry home.

+++++

As the Volkswagen barreled down the freeway, it was understandable that Corey was a little distracted from his driving duties. Occasional glances at his wife sitting next to DeAndre in the backseat stirred visions that felt obscene with his daughter just feet away. It felt...well...wrong.



And yet arousing.

As the miles passed, Lauren leaned in closer to her daughter's boyfriend, her body language, tousled hair, and coy laughter clear in their intentions. It wasn't overt, but DeAndre seemed to pick up what she was laying down. Sitting in the front seat, Caroline feigned obliviousness, engaging her father in idle and meaningless conversation, all while sharing a knowing grin with the two in the back. The younger woman didn't mind the flirting. It was evident she and her mother were cut from the same cloth sexually. Besides, DeAndre wasn't someone Caroline was committed to; they simply enjoyed fucking. The idea that her undeniably attractive mother had captured her friend's attention only added to the excitement.

Two hundred miles later, both girls dozed off. One with her bare feet resting on the Volkswagen dashboard, the other with her head nestled on the shoulder of a burly steelworker. Soon enough, he too succumbed to sleep, his woolly hair brushing against the window. Through the windshield, the road stretched out monotonously before Corey, leaving him alone with his thoughts and the soothing melodies of classic rock on the radio. Now and then, he would glance at the sideview mirror to ensure that Zane was still following close behind. With his wife snuggled comfortably against the sizable black man, peculiar images of DeAndre with Caroline, and then with Lauren, fired in Corey's mind like a steak cooking on a hot grill. Vibrant and twisted, these illicit visions morphed and evolved as he pressed the accelerator, passing the speed limit.

DeAndre and Lauren awakening, hands exploring each other's bodies. 

Their lips meeting in a hungry, feverish kiss, a pink tongue flicking from ebony cheeks into white ones. 

Sighs and moaning. Clothes rustling. Skin. Lots of skin.

The images were so clear there was no need to look in the rearview. Even as meaningless green and white exit signs flew by, the backseat was transforming into a virtual play pit where black and white bodies contrasted in a flurry of foreplay, then outright fucking. Consumed with such wayward thoughts, a hand drifted from the steering wheel to his crotch, where he cautiously squeezed and petted a growing cock beneath rumpled denim jeans. Every so often his eyes flitted over to his daughter who was slumbering peacefully only a yard away, feet planted firmly against the windshield. Being caught would surely be the death of him. And yet...

With his throbbing six inches straining against ungiving fabric, the friction sent shivers of pleasure coursing through his body. The back of the Jetta took on an ethereal, translucent light as otherworldly hallucinations took over.

Silhouettes of figures entwined in a passionate embrace.

A symphony of moans and sighs filling the cabin.

Lauren begging to be fucked by a big black cock, admonishing Corey for his inadequacies.

'Why can't you satisfy me like other men can?'

Whispers of passion swirled around his head, their murmurs of longing and exaltation echoing through Corey's mind, causing his fingers to aggressively trace the outline of his erection beneath the jeans. It became increasingly necessary for the older man's consciousness to be divided between steering and the caressing of his rock-hard dick. The rules of the road were losing.

'Do you see what he does to me? Do you see how he makes me come unglued?'

SHIT! Did that come from the passenger seat? Startled, he glanced over to see Caroline, head propped up with one hand, grinning, staring at the tent in his pants.

NO! 

And then she wasn't. In a blink of Corey's eyes, his daughter was asleep once again, snoring even.

Fap, fap, fap.

'Why can't you do this to me, loser? Why can't you be a REAL man anymore?'

The old vacation photo of Lauren and he dangled from the rearview mirror, her smile mocking him. His hand continued to move against the bulge in his denim, grasping, pulling, and prodding. Meanwhile, fifty feet behind the Volkswagen, Zane noticed the sedan gently swaying between the white lines. It wasn't anything perilous, but attention-worthy, since their speed has increased significantly.

'Does it hurt, Twisty?' Lauren's disembodied voice oozed with sadistic pleasure. 'Knowing that there is cock filling me in ways yours no longer can? Does it sting, knowing that you'll never be enough?'

A small gasp escaped Corey's mouth, imperceptible over a Pearl Jam song. The hallucination's humiliation cut deep, but he savored it like a sweet morsel of crab meat.

Fap, fap, fap.

The pressure and heat building in his underwear were nearly unbearable now, driving him to the brink of madness. Every squeeze brought Corey closer to the edge. Imaginary screams of rapture tormented him as his hips began to buck.

'Go ahead, Cuck,' Lauren's ghost taunted, 'stroke that pathetic cock of yours. That's all it's good for these days.'

Corey grimaced. The Jetta involuntarily changed lanes, forcing two other cars to swerve with horns blaring. A profusion of cum erupted into the project manager's tighty whities, flooding his thighs with sticky goo. The reality of masturbating just feet from his sleeping daughter suddenly hit him and instantly turned his stomach. Hastily, he overcorrected the drift, first skirting the shoulder, then shooting into the middle lane where the sedan's trajectory was finally stabilized.

Wild eyes peeked first at Caroline, then in the backseat. Thank God. Beyond a little jostling, all three passengers were still sleeping, serenity on their faces. Slowly but surely, a calmness returned to Corey's breathing. He felt and saw a small wet spot forming in his crotch just above his pants leg.

For Christ's sake.

Just then his cell rang. It was Zane.

"What the fuck are you doing up there, dude?"

+++++

Chloe Ceallaigh and newly minted boyfriend Charlie Weber stepped from the back door of Randy Sandy's and savored the humid air. The club tended to crank the ac at max, and after eight hours, the warmth felt good. Glad to have made it through another shift, they simply wanted to go back to their apartment and enjoy a quiet evening together. Secretly, the young man was more than happy to go home. It beat driving Chloe's alter ego Autumn Breeze to another 'date'. The last time he had waited for a good three hours in a parking garage while her client did God knows what to her. It was something she didn't talk about, and although he was eternally curious, something he didn't press her on.

As they reached Charlie's Kia Soul, a long, sleek limousine pulled into the lot, gravel crunching until it glided to a stop in front of them. With a wary eye, they watched as a back window rolled down, revealing a handsome, debonair man in his forties.

Chloe smiled.

Santiago 'Hammertoe' Pimento. 

A notorious figure associated with the Ruidoso Clan, Santiago was known for his involvement in a variety of crimes in South Florida, including racketeering, loan sharking, and prostitution. He also had a taste for BDSM with young girls. Chloe was one of his favorites, despite having his own stable of hookers. Another man, dressed impeccably in full chauffeur gear, stepped out and approached the couple. His voice was calm and businesslike.

"Miss Autumn, my boss is in need of your services tonight. He's throwing a party."

Chloe's shoulders slumped, face etched with disappointment. She had been looking forward to a quiet evening in, away from the demands of her profession.

"I'm not really dressed for a party."

The chauffeur glanced back at Santiago, who waved his hand.

"Mr. Pimento will double your normal fee."

The stripper-escort narrowed her eyes. That would mean four grand more for her retirement fund, all for a few hours of work.

"You have to go through the service," she told him. Everything had to go through Prurient Stables or there would be trouble.

The chauffeur cleared his throat. "Please check your phone."

Chloe paused and dug the device from her purse. Sure enough, there were three messages from Prurient asking if she would accept the assignment.

"Mr. Pimento realizes this is a last-minute request, so he is prepared to add a handsome bonus too, which the service need not know about."

Charlie could see the wheels turning in his girlfriend's head. "Your call, babe. That's a lot of money."

Actually, it was a no-brainer. A small fortune for just being what she was, a whore.

"Sure thing," the redhead nodded and started towards the limo. "I'll see you at home later," she told Charlie, surprised when he grasped her elbow.

"I want to go too."

"What? Oh no, Chaz, that's against the rules. Besides, you REALLY don't want to go."

Her client's term for gangbang was 'party', and as exciting as porn made them out to be, they weren't pretty. Especially for budding romances.

"Yes...yes, I do."

"No! No, you don't."

Finally, Santiago spoke, a bit of impatience in his Spanish accent.

"Let him come," he grinned, a grill of gold teeth shining in the lot lights. "We'll make a man out of the boy."

"Shit!" Chloe wrested her arm from Charlie's grasp, clearly displeased. "Now you've done it. Do you have any idea who this guy is? What he likes?"

The club runner's face fell. He didn't mean any harm. It was just that he wanted to be part of every aspect of her life.

"I'm sorry."

A sneer formed on the stripper's lips.

"Alright," she growled, thick with annoyance. Breaking from Charlie's side she blew past the driver and ducked into the limo.

"I guess it's fuckin' take your child to work day."

+++++

DeAndre Brown's eyes fluttered open as a particularly nasty bump in the highway jostled him from a deep sleep. Head heavy from the disturbed nap, he began to sit up straight, only to realize his girlfriend's mother was still asleep in the crook of his arm. A quick look at the front seat confirmed Caroline was out as well. There was little else to do, so he cast his gaze downward, letting his eyes wander over the stunningly beautiful mature woman leaning against him. The resemblance between mother and daughter was uncanny. Sure, Lauren was older, but beyond a few crow's feet and lines on her hands, her body was nothing short of flawless. A MILF by any other name. Tight, lithe...simply spectacular. Braless petite breasts, unrestricted beneath the tight turtleneck sweater, and their dark areolae, beckoned to be thumbed and pinched. Further below, fitted mom jeans contradicted their textbook definition, actually accentuating her curves and hinting at a nice, juicy cameltoe.

The virile black man sighed. In another place and time, he could see himself making this woman scream his name instead of her husband's. It wasn't like he was averse to fucking married women. Still, he checked himself; having been invited along to help this nice family move and hang out with them, this was not that place and time.

For now, he'd settle for whatever fell into his lap.

+++++

The air was filled with tension and simmering salacity as Hammertoe's sleek black limo headed to the swanky part of town. Chloe sat next to the mob boss in white leggings and sports bra, staring with exasperation at Charlie, who sat opposite the pair, looking back with inquisitive eyes, not sure if he had made the right decision to come along. The young man was used to most of 'Autumn's' clientele. Most were married, not particularly attractive, and unsure of themselves. This guy was different. Sitting confidently with one hand on Chloe's knee, Santiago looked like he was in organized crime. Fancy suit and vest, exuding an attitude that was just north of cocky. Contrary to most mobsters depicted in the movies, Pimento was fit and handsome with a chiseled face and well-groomed beard, meticulously shaped to trace the outline of a strong jaw. Yet, in his eyes, there was something sinister, something depraved. Scary, but invigorating.

"And who is this again?" the dapper capo squeezed Chloe's leg while evaluating the unexpected guest with a guarded eye.

"This is Charlie. He works with me at the club. We're...roommates."

The hand moved up to the inside of a thigh. "Is that right?"

Roommates? It was clear from that introduction that Chloe did not want their true relationship revealed.

"That's right," Charlie feigned a smile. "Roommates."

Why the hell had he asked to come along?

The man they called Hammertoe blinked, then cocked his head to one side. "I have been watching you, amigo. The way you've looked at her since we left the club...the uncertainty when I laid my hand on her...the unspoken agitation when I touch her. This is not the indifference of someone who is simply a roommate. Or even a friend."

Neither Chloe nor Charlie said a thing.

"If this is true," Santiago continued, "you won't mind me doing this."

With a boldness one would expect of someone in his position, he moved the hand to the redhead's crotch. Using most of his fingers, he began massaging her pussy through the tights. Chloe gasped, then spread her legs wider.

"We've been friends too, haven't we, Autumn? For a very long time."

The stripper agreed and let out a moan.

The color drained from Charlie's face, but he did not look away.

"You see, roommate, she is without a doubt my favorite whore. The nastiest of the nasties."

Hearing his longtime friend and now the love of his life being called out made his cheeks flush, the heat radiating to his ears.

"Oh, you didn't know? Has she not told you of her adventures?"

Chloe's eyes widened, protesting his disclosure, but slammed shut again when he pressed his palm into her crotch. "Mmmm."

"Dress up, role play, latex..."

Charlie swallowed hard. He dared not say a thing.

"Rimming, anal, plugs..."

The redhead's eyes opened again, head shaking a silent plea.

"Tight seals, slavery, assorted toilet play. Tell me, friend, have you ever pissed in her mouth? I must tell you, it's a thing to behold."

"Sir!" Chloe sat upright. "Please!"

Santiago grinned from ear to ear. "I'm sorry, love. I just thought Charlie here might want to know the things his roommate does for a living. Now, let's see. What can I do for you?"

Without asking, his fingers sank into her slit, taking the legging material with it. He could feel the cotton wick away the dampness as she cried out. Applying just the right amount of pressure, Pimento continued to tease her now swollen clit with gentle circles. The dancer's hips instinctively rose and ground against his touch, a silent plea for more.

"What do you want, slut?"

Squinting, Chloe opened her lips, but just slightly. "I want to cum, sir."

Charlie watched in quiet disbelief as the mob boss skillfully pleasured his girl, who was anything but complaining. With each dig, Santiago could feel the wetness increasing, the fabric growing slick beneath his fingertips. Both men could smell the sweet tang of her arousal as her pussy throbbed against his hand, begging for deeper penetration.

"Then do it, love. Cum for Santiago."

As Chloe arched her back, he used the other hand to press against the hard clit protruding through the mesh, drawing shudders of pleasure deep within.

"Oh...fuck..."

"What do you think, Charlie? Shall I let her cum?"

The boy's gaze flitted between the older man's face and hers. His mouth was arid, making it difficult to even move his tongue to speak. "Yes," he croaked weakly.

Chloe's hips bucked against the Spanish jefe's palm, with a need for release becoming undeniable. Pervasive keening filled the confined space of the limo, loud and unfettered. Even the chauffeur glanced in the mirror as the sounds grew in intensity. Santiago's touch became more insistent, his fingers slipping beneath her tights, finally making direct contact with her eager cunt. A finger plunged into the waiting slit, then another, responding to the tightness and warmth that enveloped them. Drenched pussy walls clenched around each digit, thankful for the incursion.

"Harder...f-f-faster," Chloe begged, words punctuated by gasps and moans. She was losing her mind now, slick wet noises accompanying the flowing juices that ran down her ass crack and onto the leather seat.

Hammertoe continued his relentless assault, hand a blur now as they hit just the right spots. Tensing and relaxing, the escort's muscles coiled like a spring as numerous fingers pistoned in and out of her. Soon, Chloe's nails were digging into the leather seat, her hips lifting to meet every thrust.

"Oh, god... I'm gonna cum... I'm gonna fucking cum!" Chloe's voice quaked, lips quivering.

With a pleased look on his face, Santiago paused, then forced his entire fist into her pussy,

"Oh, FUCCCCCKKKKKKKKKK. Yes... yes... YES!"

With her body convulsing in a powerful orgasm, Chloe's hips lifted from the seat, pressing her taut nipples against the fabric of her top, as wave after wave of intense pleasure washed over her. The odor was unmistakable as she came, drenching Santiago's hand with copious amounts of clear, sticky marinade. The crime boss held her tightly as her pussy clenched and released, clenched and released. His eyes were locked onto Charlie but his own arousal was clearly evident in the bulge straining against his pants. As the dancer's cries gradually subsided, her torso went limp, breathing ragged.

Santiago smiled. "And that is how friends take care of one another, yes?"

Chloe nodded and was about to say something, when the big man cut her off, grabbed a handful of red hair, and forced her to her knees on the floorboard.

"Now, from one friend to another..."

With a heart beating out of his chest, Charlie watched with disconcerted and perverted wonder as the stripper unzipped the wealthy criminal's fly and fished his cock out.

For the second time in as many weeks, he was going to watch his girl suck another guy's dick. 

+++++

A yawn next to Corey caused him to glance over at his daughter, who was awakening from her nap. He glanced at his crotch, hoping there was no evidence from his little jerk-off session.

"How long still?" she asked, stretching.

"A little over an hour, give or take."

Looking back over her shoulder, Caroline saw Lauren still snoozing on DeAndre. The handsome black man had a big grin on his face.

Uh-huh, I know what you're thinking, ya perv, she wanted to say but didn't.

If there was one thing they both had in common, it was sex. Dirty, unwholesome sex. And after what he had said about her mother the night before...well.

'Your momma's hot, baby doll. Wouldn't mind laying this black pipe to her white snatch too.'

Caroline shook her head. She didn't own the guy, couldn't, and wouldn't tell him what or what not to do. But she couldn't lie: the prospect of the woman who had brought her into the world taking black meat was kinda hot. Whether it would actually happen was anyone's guess.

One thing was for sure though. Mom was definitely curious about black dick.

Would she ever cross over to the dark side?

+++++

Chloe glanced at Charlie and saw the stew of jealousy, envy, misplaced anger, and arousal in his eyes. Without hesitation, and almost as punishment for asking to come along, she pumped the mobster's cock in her hand, feeling its pulsating veins and warmth. She could already taste the pre-cum oozing from the tip and ran her tongue over the glans. Condoms were a must for fucking, but not for blowjobs. At least not with this client.

Leaning forward, her lips parted, taking him into her mouth. With a long lick, she could feel it throbbing against her cheeks. Skilled hands stroking his shaft, her head bobbed up and down, taking more of him in with each pass. Occasionally the average-sized dick hit the back of her throat, triggering an involuntary gag reflex that lasted only a second but caused tears nonetheless. That was okay. Chloe wanted to please him, to show him why she was his favorite whore.



Santiago sunk back into the plush leather seats, fingers tangled in her hair, urging her to take him deeper. She obliged, letting him fuck her mouth with abandon. The sounds of wet slurping and moans filled the air, mingling with the already pungent smell of sex that hung heavy around them.

Charlie squeezed his erection below navy blue board shorts, watching as Chloe sucked off the criminal, her mouth working him hard with rhythmic suction and wet slurps. Corey Miller was right, the emotions he was feeling were a powder keg and were very hard to deal with. It really did hurt so good.

Santiago's gaze shifted towards the young man on the bench seat across from him, a knowing grin playing on his lips.

"This IS your girl, isn't it?" he asked, voice dripping with amusement.

Charlie, unable to hold Santiago's intense gaze, simply nodded.

The grin turned into a wide, wicked smile, Pimento's eyes glimmering with self-importance and dominance. "You enjoy seeing your girl get others off?"

The boy remained silent, unable to muster a response, choked by the angst and the stew of gut-wrenching susceptibilities that Corey had warned about.

The clan boss managed a hearty laugh between breaths hastened by Chloe's ministrations. It reeked of superiority. "Of course, you do," he cackled. "Why else would a guy date a stripper?"

Over time, his groans grew louder, a loose grip tightening on Chloe's red hair, growling primal grunts. With eyes trained on Charlie, he exploded in the dancer's mouth, hot spurts of his creamy cum shooting passed her gums. Remembering what the man liked, she held it in place, savoring the sweet smell and salty taste.

With the smuggest of looks, Chloe turned towards Charlie, making sure he had a front-row view of the depravity of her profession. The wide-eyed boyfriend simply tugged on his dick through his shorts and remained quiet while she opened her mouth, displaying a pool of cum, rolling it around with her tongue, feeling its thick, slippery texture against the roof of her mouth. Turning back to Santiago, the escort extended her tongue, allowing thick strands of his jizz to stretch and dangle, each droplet glistening in the passing street light. Finally, Chloe let it slide down her throat as effortlessly as a Pacific oyster.

"Now that," Pimento sighed, "is how friends treat each other, yes?"

The crackle of the limo's intercom startled pretty much everyone.

"Sir, we're here."

Looking out the window, the young man hadn't noticed them cross the causeway onto the wealthy Star Island. As he peered down a brick-paved, fountain-lined driveway to a magnificent mansion, Charlie suddenly realized he was about to witness yet another aspect of the girl he'd fallen in love with.

And he wasn't sure he was going to like it.

+++++

The sun had just dipped below the horizon when the Miller caravan peeled off I-24 at the Clarksville, Tennessee exit, and followed signs to the Tobacco Row B&B. Heeding earlier instructions from the owner, Corey pulled the Volkswagen behind the bed and breakfast and stopped in front of what looked like an old building with a fresh coat of paint. Zane wasn't far behind, the bright headlights of the U-Haul sweeping across the parking lot. As they stretched their legs, the quintet took a moment to survey the surroundings. Just as advertised, a converted barn stood before them with rustic charm. Its weathered wooden exterior alluded to its history, while modern upgrades such as illumination and vinyl trim added a touch of flair. Lauren smiled her approval at Corey. She should have expected this; the quaintness of the place was right up his alley. Too bad they were here for only one night.

While the others waited with the cars, Corey walked to the office, enjoying the brisk winter air that filled his lungs. Inside, he was greeted by the smell of freshly baked cookies. The elderly couple who owned the place introduced themselves as Hal and Bertha Strikestra and invited him to sign in on an old-fashioned registrar, fountain pen, and all. With a warm smile, Bertha handed him a set of keys and leaned over the counter.

"I hope you have a lovely stay, dear. We just love having wholesome families stay with us."

She went on to tell him about how the old barn had three bedrooms, central air, and an attached solarium at the rear of the barn, recently updated to house a small, heated pool. "Feel free to swim if you'd like."

Knowing everyone in their party was traveling light, Corey didn't think frolicking in a pool was on the agenda, but he thanked them anyway, and made his way back to the others.

Amused at having real keys instead of the more modern key cards, Corey unlocked the front door and held it open as the others entered, each carrying their own overnight bags. Inside, the Airbnb exuded a charming rustic vibe, with wooden beams and cozy furnishings. The air was scented with a hint of lavender, and fake candles burned throughout. The first floor contained a kitchen and a door to a glass atrium where the pool was. Up a steep flight of stairs, there was a sitting area with a large screen TV and the bedrooms. One had two queens, while the other two were kings. Being the odd man out, Zane threw his carry-on onto one of the queens and left to check on Bessy, hoping she hadn't tipped on the trip down. With DeAndre and Caroline claiming one of the kings, Lauren unpacked some toiletries in the other. While the travelers settled in, Corey searched for a local pizza joint that delivered both pies and beer. After being in the car for nine hours, none of them felt like going out for dinner, but they all felt like drinking.

+++++

Chloe and Charlie stepped out of Santiago's limo, pausing in the driveway to appreciate the scenery. In the middle of the circular drive was a spectacular three-level fountain, the water lazily bubbling from the top and cascading over the sides of each tier. An expansive manicured lawn stretched for a hundred yards each way, all the way to rows of privacy bushes. On either end of the home were towering palm trees gently swaying in the tropical breeze.

"Have you been here before?" Charlie asked, mouth agape.

"No," Chloe whispered back. "Never. We usually just meet at hotels."

Inside, the foyer was a sight to behold, adorned with cool marble flooring and not one, but two, crystal chandeliers emitting a soft glow over the room. Its intricate design, reminiscent of swirling waves, added a touch of whimsy to the opulent space.

Adding to the ambiance, the walls were lined with tastefully curated works of art, each piece carefully chosen to enhance the decor. Paintings depicting vibrant tropical scenes were meant to transport the viewer to distant shores, while sculptures, carved from precious materials, evoked a sense of timeless beauty.

But the centerpiece of the entrance was a grand staircase, its steps covered in a plush carpet that invited a long climb. On the second floor, along the top of the landing, were several portraits of men, all stoic, all businesslike.

More mobsters, Charlie thought to himself.

Eerily, a stunning brunette in a shimmering evening gown appeared almost from thin air and stood next to Chloe. The dress clung to every curve, quite literally a woman with an hourglass figure.

"Welcome, Autumn. I've heard a lot about you. I'm Layla, please follow me."

Extending her hand, the brunette held the sultry redhead's and began to lead her up the staircase to the second level. Charlie watched with intense interest while the girls ascended, savoring the sight of Layla's perfect ass. There was something about the way she had used her free hand to hold her dress up to keep from tripping that was elegant yet foreboding. Doing so caused the side to split to her waist, revealing much more leg than a modest lady would have intended. As they disappeared from view, he found himself in an empty foyer. No butler, no staff, no Santiago. Nobody.

What the fuck?

+++++

"Thanks for the pizza, guys," Zane flashed a thumbs up while tossing a crust into an empty box. "I'm stuffed."

The others nodded in agreement, pushing back from the picnic table next to the pool where they had decided to while away the hours until bedtime. Lauren noticed Corey's furrowed brow and a distinct look of pain on his face.

"What's wrong, babe?"

"Headache. Guess from all that driving."

"Did you take aspirin?"

"Yeah, it hasn't done a thing."

Caroline eyed her father meekly and glanced at DeAndre, who nodded back imperceptibly.

"Um, I have something that might help." From a small purse, she produced a tin of confections and opened it. Inside were six or seven spheres of joy, sugary coatings glistening in the solarium lights. She appeared nervous in even offering them. After all, this was her father, the one who had lectured her on drugs her entire life.

Zane perked up. "And you got this through TSA how?"

"That's not important," DeAndre winked.

"You got enough to share?"

With a sly smile, Caroline dropped a small candy into Zane's hand, then her boyfriend's, before popping one in her mouth.

"Mom?"

Lauren grinned without hesitation. "I'm game. Babe? It really might help."

Corey delayed his response. Not because he was opposed to getting high, of course, but even in this day and age, it felt awkward at the prospect of imbibing with one of his kids. Still, was it really any different than having a drink with her? And certainly not as taboo as listening to her have sex the night before.

"Sure, hit me."

Everyone took a long draw on their beer to wash the edibles down and leaned back in their chairs. It wasn't long before Lauren and Caroline were pulling at their travel clothes. The solarium was a balmy eighty-five degrees, and heavy tops and jeans weren't cutting it.

Deciding to change, the girls stood and walked around the table, both subtly placing their hands on Zane's back, causing the biker to lock eyes with Corey. If the touches were meant to be discrete, they were anything but. Corey swallowed hard as his wife's fingers trailed across his best friend's shoulder.

"It's not the heat, it's the humidity," DeAndre quipped, watching the women disappear through the door leading to the Airbnb.

"You ever been to South Florida, man?" Zane asked.

"Nope."

"Then you ain't felt humidity yet, bro."

+++++

Charlie's mind raced with anxiety and uncertainty as he was ushered into a room where four other men and Santiago waited with drinks in hand. Like the mob boss, they were all dressed smartly in suits and ties. Associates, no doubt.

The furnishings were sparse, but there was no mistaking this for anything but a playroom. To one side was a gothic four-poster king bed with plush pillows and a thick mattress. Along one wall was a hand-carved wooden rack filled with sex toys, on full display like pool cues might be in a suburban rathskeller. In the corner, a sex swing was suspended from the ceiling by four sturdy straps. Leather hand and feet restraints dangled from the soft and moldable cowhide seat, waiting.

Where the hell was Chloe?

Pimento had surely brought her here for sex, that much was certain. How and when was less so.

"You not going to be any trouble, eh?" Santiago asked in broken English, looking pointedly at the young boy.

Charlie felt his hands get sweaty. "No sir."

Why the hell had he called him that? 'Sir' was a show of respect, and this guy was nothing but a rich thug.

"Good. We don't want no trouble." With a clap of his hands, the older man raised his voice. "Bring her in."

The men's attention was drawn to a pocket door that slid open without a sound. The gorgeous brunette that had greeted them upon arrival entered first, holding a leash. On the other end, behind her on all fours, crawled Chloe, now fully immersed in her Autumn Breeze persona. Charlie gasped. Seeing his freshly minted girlfriend looking slutty was an everyday occurrence at the club, but this was next level. Dressed in a tight black twist-back leather halter, matching mini skirt with no panties, and thigh-high boots with silver grommets, she looked like the devil's plaything. A gold spiked collar was snug around her neck, guided by a leash that Layla held taut.

A murmur of approval rose amongst the nameless guests, their ravenous eyes fixed on the escort's voluptuous figure as she crawled towards them on all fours. Her movements were deliberate, each motion calculated, like a leopard stalking its prey. Slinking slowly towards the middle of a circle, Chloe moved gracefully, knees protected by boot leather, hands careful not to land on the long red mane that cascaded down around her cheeks and trailed on the floor. With pendulous breasts straining against a swaying top, those bright green eyes flickered from one man to another, locking onto each of them as she passed. A seductive smile played on her lips, assuring each she was there on her own accord and ready for some fun.

"Gentlemen," Santiago announced with a sneer, "the bitch is here for breeding. Shall we oblige her?"

+++++

Lauren was pulling one of Corey's thread-bare Iowa Cyclones tees over her head when she heard a knock on the bedroom door. It was Caroline, now dressed in a red bandeau tube top and Daisy Duke shorts.

"Zane looks good, don't you think?" the twenty-seven-year-old asked as Lauren slipped on a pair of hot pink terry cloth running shorts.

"Have you, um...been with him since Bakersfield?" The younger woman was clearly fishing.

The look on Lauren's face was hard to miss. "You mean, more recently than you?"

Caroline froze, but just for a second. "So, I take it you know."

They stared at each other for a long period. Now with a common lover, the tension in the room was as powerful as one would expect. No longer were they just mother and daughter to each other. They were competitors.

"Mom, it just happened."

Lauren laughed. "Save it. You went to his house and seduced him. There's nothing else to say."

"It...it..."

The girl's shoulders dropped. It was no use. Her mom was right. She had no comeback for that.

"You had spoken so...highly...of him when I visited you, well, I just had to find out for myself."

"And?"

Caroline's jawlines became softer. "He rocked my world."

The two stood blinking, expressionless, until mischievous grins began to form on both faces.

"Mine too," Lauren acknowledged. "Several times."

"How long ago?"

"Just last week."

"And Dad?"

"A bystander. Sort of."

"Jesus fuck, Mom. I can't tell you how freakin' wild that is. You guys went from a Norman Rockwell painting to a Larry Flint article in under a year."

"A lot has changed, sweetie." Lauren gave her daughter the once over. She had grown into her body nicely, young and tight in all the right places. A spitting image of herself at thirty. "A LOT."

The tension that had been so sharp began to be replaced by another feeling. A weird, infallible, and gamy aura. Both felt it; neither wished it away. Finally, Caroline mustered some courage.

"How was he?"

Lauren's lips curled into a knowing smile. "As good as you remember. Rough, in charge...considerate. I'd ask how Mr. Brown is too if I hadn't already heard the audiobook last night."

Caroline put her hand softly on her mother's shoulder and squeezed.

"You can fuck him if you'd like, you know."

Lauren's pulse quickened, the smile leaving her face. She was still the girl's mother after all.

"I don't think that's a good idea."

Caroline raised an eyebrow, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Come on, Mom. I think we're beyond the mother-and-daughter thing, aren't we? Maybe it's time to be friends."

The older woman stiffened at the hot breath on her neck and acknowledged the irony. "Maybe."

"Good," the younger brunette whispered as she turned and walked out of the room. "Then let your conscience be your guide."

+++++

A wave of emotions came over Charlie as he watched Chloe crawl towards the men. His heart raced, torn between his love for her and the reality of the situation. Part of him wanted her all to himself. But he knew that wasn't realistic. She was a sex worker. It was all she knew how to do, and in turn, it was clearly fueling his budding cuckold fetish. The sight of his girlfriend's seductive moves, her ass high in the air as she shuffled on all fours through a throng of legs, stirred the stew of fascination and jealousy that he battled internally. It was truly a primordial contradiction, to possess...or to witness?

The thought of Chloe having sex with others - and to be honest - finding pleasure in it too - evoked a sense of arousal, vulnerability, and a strange sense of liberation in the boy. Charlie knew he was at a crossroads, but at the moment, there was very little else he could think about as she stopped in the middle of the circle, rose to her knees, and looked up at the five gentlemen, eyes full of desire. Her fiery red hair cascaded around sloping pale shoulders, some of it falling over her chest, some down her back. Now at eye level with the guests' crotches, her face seemed primed to be violated, especially when she began licking her full, red lips. The leather halter was almost laughable in what it covered, pushing sizable tits up, and nearly over, the top, while the mini skirt fluttered in the breeze from an overhead fan. Whether her lust was simply an act or real didn't matter much. Did it?

Gathering closer, each man pulled his own cock through the fly of freshly pressed suit pants, their fingers stroking in anticipation. Chloe's hands instinctively reached out, her fingers wrapping around the first man's stirring shaft, giving it a firm stroke, feeling its heat and hardness in her palm. Gradually, she made the rounds, working the magic she'd spent years honing, turning a wobbly mass of flesh into carnal steel. The redhead's touch was confident and skilled, delicate digits exploring every inch, teasing and coaxing each dick to its fullest potential. Every so often, the girl would steal a look at her boyfriend, who stood conspicuously away from the crowd, a look of confusion and arousal on his face.

'You wanted to come along,' Chloe's narrowed eyes seemed to say in contempt. 'Now behold the whore you fell in love with.'

+++++

A brief quiet fell over the conversation, one of those disquieting lulls that people say happen every so often. Zane filled the void by tossing beers to the other men from the twelve-pack that was delivered along with the pizza. Searching for something to talk about, Corey remembered what Caroline had mentioned about her friend.

"Never seen an ocean, huh?"

The big man shook his head. "Nope. Only on Baywatch."

There was another pause, but it didn't have anything to do with theories.

"Good Lord," Zane muttered under his breath just loud enough for the other two to hear.

All three turned to see Lauren and Caroline re-enter the room, back from changing. Lauren moved sensuously in the thin Cyclones tee and terry cloth shorts, the latter hinting at a clandestine cameltoe. Behind her was her daughter, denim shorts short enough to show plenty of ass.

"What we talkin' 'bout?" Lauren asked, grabbing two beers and sitting at the edge of the pool, legs dangling lazily in the heated water.

"How DeAndre's never seen an ocean," Corey offered.

"You'll like it. It's wet and warm," Caroline quipped, taking one of the beers from her mom and taking a seat next to her.

"Most things wet are," Zane laughed.

"Then you'll like this," the girl giggled, kicking up a plume of water that drenched the biker.

"Oh yeah?" Picardo responded, quickly closing the space between his chair and the pool, then pushing her off the edge where she landed with a splash. Moments later the brunette surfaced, sputtering. Because the water line was not quite high enough to conceal her breasts, the outline of her meaty tits was clearly visible through the waterlogged tube top.



"Goddamnit, Zane, what the fuck?"

Lauren tried to suppress a snicker but couldn't.

"Oh, is that how it is?" Caroline shot back at the family matriarch, wiping her nose. In the blink of an eye, she grabbed her mother's arm and yanked her off the platform.

The men jeered as Lauren also entered the water with a piercing yelp. Seconds later, she too came to the top, spitting water from her mouth.

"God, Cee," she gurgled.

Both women then looked down at their clothing and began giggling uncontrollably. The guys peered down from the loungers too, enjoying what they saw. Hair, once perfectly brushed, now clung to their faces and shoulders, wet and glistening. Tops clung to buoyant breasts, nipples excited and hard, and once carefully applied makeup formed slight smudges around their eyes, providing a sultry, come-hither look.

"Now that's better than Dank's wet t-shirt night any day, eh?" Zane elbowed his friend.

By then, the edible was beginning to work its magic. Through glazed eyes, Corey stared at the pair in the water, his brain processing the sensory overload. His wife and little girl were hopping about in the water, leaving nothing to the imagination. Fuck.

"C'mon in, boys, the water's fine, fine, fine," Caroline called out while lazily swimming to and fro. The hint of mischief in her voice was unmistakable.

DeAndre and Zane exchanged furtive glances. It was an invitation that many men couldn't resist, and they weren't about to be the ones that would. With silly grins sliding across their lips, they stripped off their shirts, revealing much different physiques. One young and black, with the ripped muscles and tight abs one would expect of a construction worker. The other white and older, yet fairly fit for a guy in his late fifties.

Corey's eyes widened as he watched his daughter's boyfriend and his best friend prepare to join the ladies in the pool. He couldn't deny the erection growing in his boxers and cursed himself for finding this in any way, shape, or form to be erotic. Still, he couldn't help but compare the bulges in the men's white briefs to his own. Pathetic, really.

Caroline smiled as Zane and DeAndre approached the edge of the pool. Swimming behind her mother, she pressed her boobs onto her back.

"Nice packages, huh?" she whispered, nuzzling the older woman's neck. "Looky there."

For a second, Corey thought the guys were going to shed their drawers too. He sighed a bit of relief when they decided against it and eased themselves into the pool, skivvies and all.

"Damn, baby, you look fine as hell," DeAndre whispered as he tiptoed to her, strong hands finding their way to her waist.

Zane stood immobilized, staring at Lauren. So, he was in the pool with soaked underwear clinging to his dick. Now what? She looked as fuckable as he'd ever seen her, but the fact that her husband was undoubtedly watching their every move was a bit of a cock block. And yet, isn't that what his buddy liked? It wasn't until she shuffled over and put her arms around his neck that he relaxed.

But only for a minute or two.

"Chicken fight!" Caroline yelled, clambering up DeAndre's back onto his shoulders.

Lauren looked at Zane with a knavish smile, who simply shrugged. With a little help, she managed to straddle his muscular neck, feeling the heat between her thighs as she shifted to find balance. He returned the smile as her tits pressed against the back of his head through the wet tee, hardened nipples brushing against his skin.

With DeAndre and Zane sharing a grin, the girls on their shoulders locked arms and began a fiery effort to topple each other. Corey watched from the pool deck, mind blazing with THC, cock hard. His stoned vision could only focus on the two sets of tits flopping about, constrained only by the fabric of their weak tops. Especially Caroline's, whose tube was struggling to contain her considerably larger breasts, nipples poking out as if they were going to slice through the material. Shivers shook his spine.

Get a grip, asshole. That's your daughter.

The battle raged on as the gallant horsemen below the two fair maidens tried to maneuver in ways that would give their riders a tactical advantage. It didn't take long before the competitiveness of the women came out and they were trading soft but firm blows. Eventually, the momentum began to favor the younger couple and in a moment of desperation, Lauren reached out for Caroline, only to grab a handful of loose top. In that instant, quite unexpectedly, mom lurched forward and pulled daughter's tube down around her midsection, exposing the Denverite's pallid tits and leaving them to bounce unrestrained.

"Oh shit, I'm sorry," Lauren's hand went to her mouth.

Zane stopped maneuvering in the pool and gawked. DeAndre felt his girlfriend's freed tits whacking him on top of the head.

"Oh, hell yeah."

Through the fog of Delta-9, Corey saw his daughter's naked breasts flapping around, bolstered only by the tube top that was now around her belly. He opened his mouth to utter rebuke, to remind them that they were not at home anymore, but then realized no one else was around. That was the beauty of this Airbnb...total privacy.

"What are you laughing at?" Caroline cried out playfully and struck back, leaning over and merrily gripping her mother's tee. "Let's see YOUR tits."

With one pull, Lauren's oversized shirt came over her shoulders. In an instant, those itty-bitty titties were free, dampness from the discarded fabric forming rivulets between her small mounds, carving a path to her abdomen and waist.

Corey thought he was going to pass out. DeAndre and Zane simply maintained their grins.

Momentarily stunned, Lauren quickly recovered and pushed Caroline backward, causing her to fall off her boyfriend's shoulders and into the pool. The older woman soon lost her own balance and joined her daughter in the water.

Finding her footing on the concrete bottom, Lauren resurfaced, hands in the air, breasts lying flat against her chest. Literally.

"We win!"

Gleefully, she snuggled up to Zane who had swam to the other side to take a sip of beer. Putting her arms around his neck as matted hair stuck to her face, they floated together across the pool. Although Corey couldn't see below the water line, it was clear she had her legs tightly wrapped around his hips. Without regard to anyone else who may be looking, including her husband, Lauren gave Zane a kunik, and then kissed him. Not a celebratory peck, mind you. A full-blown, lips parted, tongue-touching kiss. On the other side of the water, Caroline had nestled into DeAndre's chest and those two also began nuzzling.

Corey squinted, trying to power through the euphoric buzz, his brain trying to comprehend what was playing out in front of him. His daughter, naked from the waist up, making out with her black boyfriend while his wife, also topless, French kissed his best friend, tits against his bare chest. To say the older man was out of his mind and cock rock hard was an understatement.

DeAndre was also trying to process what was going on. Here was his girl, titties out in front of her parents, while her own mom sucked face with her father's best friend. He shook his head when Caroline came up for air between kisses.

"Your family is total whack."

"You have no idea."

Meanwhile, Lauren and Zane were getting into it, lips smashing, tongues tangling hungrily, saliva mingling. Water splashed as the biker's big hands roamed freely over her body. That is until he happened to catch a glimpse of Corey sitting on the lounger, pale as a ghost.

"Um, what about him?" he asked calmly but cautiously. Although it wasn't the first time in front of his buddy, being intimate with the guy's wife - even endorsed - was still new and awkward.

"Just kiss me," she purred, turning his chin back to her ruby-red lips. "He'll take care of himself if you know what I mean."

Zane feared he did. Glancing over at Corey with one eye as Lauren began kissing him again, he wondered how things had gotten to that point. Here was his lifelong friend, apparently content to be a perpetual bystander, hand down his shorts, staring blankly at the two couples necking. The mechanic had resigned himself to the fact that his pal was simply different these days. All three of them had ushered in a new era marked by some weird dynamic driven by a fetish that Zane would probably never fully understand. It tested the biker's loyalty, of course, a bro code whose conventional sensibilities would keep him at bay from another's chick. And yet, the couple had invited him into their new reality, and, Goddamnit to hell, he did love that pussy. With a small sigh, Picardo folded his arms around his chum's wife and held her tight. If this is what the guy wants, then he'd certainly oblige.

Back in the lounge chair, Corey suddenly felt very high.

Caroline and DeAndre...

Lauren and Zane...

Bobbing in the water...

Kissing...

Groping...

Very, very high.

Needing water, he attempted to stand, trying to remember where the door to the kitchen was. Legs wobbling beneath him as they tried to support his weight, the loaded project manager managed to push himself off the chair and lurch towards something that looked like an exit but wasn't sure. With his body seemingly disengaged, Corey teetered and stumbled through the solarium, grasping at passing planters as he went. The erratic path did not go unnoticed.

"Dad, you okay?" Caroline stopped kissing DeAndre and shouted after him.

Lauren's brow furrowed in concern and Zane was about to go to him when he disappeared around a fake palm tree with a thumbs up.

"Maybe we should go in too," the impish daughter cooed, shuffling over to her mother and taking her hand. "We can check on him...and, you know...stuff."

Emerging from the pool together like two enchantresses, the women intertwined their fingers while water cascaded off their naked backs and down shapely legs. The men followed, spellbound, eyes glued to the firm, round asses in front of them, the wet fabric of their shorts clinging to buttocks that rippled with every step. The fact that these two were related made their dicks that much harder. The prospect of bedding them both was like having two sides of the same coin, yet different.

A lot different.

+++++

With both hands each jacking a cock and her lips around another, Chloe continued servicing the five men on her knees, three at a time. They groaned at her deft touch, bodies swaying with the rhythm of proficient skills.

She too reveled in the ever-changing sensations--the warmth of a penis in her mouth and the firmness of another in her hands. Her lips moved with purpose, soft tongue dancing along the shaft of the lucky dick-of-the-moment as she bobbed her head, engulfing each member with voracious hunger. Having only one mouth, Chloe ensured the others were being cared for in the interim, hands gliding up and down engorged shafts, fingers caressing and squeezing. When she sensed one was about to blow, she moved on, her lips tight and wet, tongue exploring every ridge and vein.

From afar, Charlie watched as his new love moved from one cock to another, her mouth a mess of foam and spittle that stuck to the corners of her lips, creating arching strands of precum that stretched until distance broke the bond.

"Yes, yes, that's it, boys. Fuck my face like a dirty slut."

Glub, glub, glub.

"C'mon, is that all you got?" Chloe peered up at the men with an insolent but playful expression. "GIVE ME THAT NASTY SPUNK!"

A particularly well-hung one grabbed her hair and held her head fast, growling. Thrusting his engorged cock deep into the escort's waiting mouth, he fucked it with relentless force. Charlie could see her eyes widen, both surprised and overwhelmed at its girth. Like a pro, she relaxed her jaw, allowing it to graze her palate. Seconds later, the man groaned and came, sending a surge of blood-warm sperm to the back of her throat. Gagging, Chloe took most of it. What she could not, spilled over her gums and down her chin as she turned her attention to the next guy.

On and on she went, shifting her knees and boots around to service the other three, wheezing for air in between sucks and deep dives. Disappointment punctuated each man's desperation when she would pull her mouth off one cock to go to the other, but she always returned, lips open, eager and willing. Swaying in their crumbled suits and displaced ties, Chloe could sense the men were close. Picking up the pace, her mouth became a whirlwind, sucking, stroking; stroking, sucking, creating a perfect storm. This was, after all, in her job description.

Without warning, another one of the men tensed, his muscles contracting, a primal groan escaping his lips as he blew, this time dick in his hand and aimed at the whore's pretty face. Ropes of cum arced through the air, landing in Chloe's hair and on her cheeks. Now that the dam's spillway was unplugged, the others came hard, spewing out uncountable thick streams of white semen that rained down on the stripper in torrents. Purring and cooing as it dripped down her neck, she milked their dicks, coaxing out that one last spurt from each. Some of it managed to find its way onto her black halter top and provided a twisted contrast between the murky white liquid and a dark, porous fabric. From where Charlie was standing, Chloe's figure cast a fitting, glistening tribute to what a professional cumslut should be.

Wiping gobs of customer sperm from her eyes, she finally caught a glimpse of her friend, who, to her dismay, looked away in what seemed to be disgust and disapproval.

'I told you not to come,' she mouthed, as Layla scolded her for attempting to talk, yanked the leash, and led the redhead to the swing.

'I told you.'

+++++

The first thing noticeable upon entering the Airbnb from the solarium was the temperature difference. Warm still, but with a lot less humidity. The second was loud snoring coming from the common area just before the bedrooms.

"Snakkkk, apppp, pewww."

"Still a freight train, huh?" Caroline gibed as they passed her father passed out on a couch.

While the others made their way to Zane's bedroom, stripping off wet clothes that hit the floor with a soft thwack, Lauren kissed her husband and draped a decorative throw over him.

"Corey, honey, are you okay?" she asked, caressing his graying hair.

Barely conscious, the sixty-one-year-old stirred and mumbled.

"I am soooooo fucking high."

That was all he could muster. His eyes remained shut, lost in his own hazy world.

Lauren smiled gently and tucked him in, then gazed towards where the others had gone. She was at yet another crossroads. The raven-haired beauty could either simply go to sleep for the evening and wake rested for the final push to Miami.

Or...

As the mother of two's gaze lingered on the doorway of decision, she ran her fingers through her damp hair, pushing it away from her eyes and throwing it over her shoulder. The midnight black locks hung down her naked back and slapped it like a wet rag, drops of water flying. With hopeful eyes fixed on Zane's room, she took a step forward, hands finding the waistband of her soaked terry cloth running shorts. Step by step, Lauren slowly peeled them down, first revealing the fox red tattoo with curled tail, inked in Miami on a whim, and sitting conspicuously above the bare labia of her pussy. Soon, her entire ass was visible, a testament to all those squats and lunges.

Bare cheeks rocked up and down until she reached the doorjamb and stopped. Inside, the air was heavy with anticipation. Caroline and DeAndre, both completely naked now, laid side by side on one of the queen beds, bodies slick with residual pool water and sweat, kissing. The sight of the latter's ebony skin against her daughter's pristine white flesh beckoned to the older woman's inner Kumiho, fueling her lust. Across the room, Zane sat in the other bed, his cock engorged and standing proud while watching the couple exploring each other, tongues dancing feverishly.

With a seductive sway of her hips, Lauren moved towards the mechanic, her bare skin brushing against his as she sat next to him on the edge of the bed. As he stroked his dick with one hand, his other found its way to her back, fingers tracing gentle circles that sent shivers down a delicate spine. Their eyes never left Caroline and DeAndre, the wet sounds of their kisses and the rhythmic movements of their bodies filling the room. Seconds later, the young girl sat up in bed and curled her legs beneath her. Without hesitation, Caroline's lips engulfed DeAndre's throbbing cock, tongue swirling and teasing, savoring the heady taste of salt and musk.

A mere three feet away, Lauren's breaths came out in ragged gasps, her pussy aching with need and panties soaked. Unable to resist, she seized control, brushing Zane's hand away from his throbbing erection. With a firm grip, she took matters into her own hands, matching Caroline's fervent cocksucking on the adjacent bed with a hunger that mirrored her own.

"Fuck, baby, that's good," DeAndre moaned, his voice thick with pleasure and admiration as he lifted his head slightly from the pillow. His eyes were ablaze as he took in the bawdy scene.

And oh, what a view it was.

Caroline's lips tightened around DeAndre's pulsating, eight-inch cock, showcasing a level of expertise that left Zane and Lauren utterly captivated. She skillfully stretched her mouth wide, effortlessly accommodating his thick girth that could rival a beer can, engulfing it deep into her throat. Meanwhile, DeAndre's sizable testicles swung heavily beneath, brimming with the promise of another powerful release. It didn't take long for his moans to grow louder, a clear indication of a mounting climax. Sensing that, Caroline slowed her pace, focusing solely on teasing the sensitive head of his cock. With a subtle motion, she beckoned her mother to join them on the mattress. Lauren looked hesitantly at Zane, then back at the big black cock waving in the air mere feet away. The conflict was palpable, the idea of her naked in a bed with her daughter both provocative and taboo. Lubricated by the gummies, beer, and her own twisted libido, she dismissed any reluctance and closed the gap between the beds quickly. With twinkling in her eyes, Caroline firmly grasped the back of Lauren's head and with a steady, almost forceful pressure, guided her mother's mouth onto DeAndre's throbbing cock, the tip glistening with precum.

"Suck him off, Mom."

The black man groaned as the Iowan wife's lips tried to fit around his shaft. While not the longest cock she had ever enjoyed, it was definitely the thickest. The musky sweet smell of semen hit her nose and caused it to crinkle.

"Yeah, momma, suck my dick," DeAndre lifted his head again, enjoying the view, hardly believing he was part of something very few men ever get to experience. The striking resemblance between mother and daughter was uncanny...and very, very hot.

Caroline tightened her grip on Lauren's hair, urging her to take DeAndre deeper. Each push sent her boyfriend's enviable tool deeper down her mother's throat, frequently triggering a gagging reflex.

"Do you like that black cock, Mommy?" the younger woman would ask, allowing spittle to flow from Lauren's mouth before shoving it back down on the very dark, very veiny shaft.

Glub, glub, glub.

Fascinated by a side of her mom she'd never seen, Caroline began fingering herself with a free hand. While she had witnessed firsthand her mother's infidelity with that frat boy Tony, this was different. The likelihood that her father could come walking through that door and catch them all was downright deviant.



Her father.

Wonderful person, great dad. Cuckold.

While Caroline had accepted the fact that he had internalized a great deal of loneliness and jealousy in a fetish, inspired by the months he had spent by himself, the fact that he got off on watching other guys fuck her mom was still kind of hard to accept. This was the man that taught her how to play catch, fish, and yes, stand up for herself. And now he loved nothing more than to beat off while being sexually humiliated? Very odd indeed. Still, her parents were beholden to no one on how they should live their lives. And as someone who daily encouraged people's passions, paving the way for personal happiness, Caroline understood that this was a lifestyle that was emerging from the shadows and gaining popularity - or at least recognized acceptance - in society. Many people no longer looked at it as a mental illness, just another part of valid human sexuality. Perhaps it was time for the free-spirited girl to help her parents out.

Right at the moment, however, Mom was proving herself to be a first-class cumslut, bobbing her head up and down with abandon, swirling her tongue around DeAndre's massive and swollen head, stretching her mouth to accommodate the expansive girth.

"That's right," Caroline encouraged her, "Milk that shit with your tight throat. Show him what a hungry slut you really are."

Lauren's moans reverberated through the room. Such dirty talk pouring out of a mouth that she once breastfed was overwhelming, sending tremors down the older woman's spine. As waves of arousal crashed over her, her pussy responded eagerly, drenched with a surge of juices that flowed freely. Her ass wriggled enticingly in the air, a tempting invitation as she continued to lavish oral attention on the well-endowed black man before her.

"Please fuck me...oh God, I need to be fucked so bad!"

Accepting the challenge, the biker positioned himself behind Lauren, hands gripping her hips firmly, cock throbbing with the need to penetrate something...anything. With a low growl, he moved forward, sliding effortlessly into her slick canal. Just a few inches at first. Adjusting her pelvis to his height, he pushed again, this time filling her with the fullness she'd come to love. Something her husband could no longer provide, if he ever did. Suddenly a low guttural sound escaped the brunette's lips; a raw and untamed noise that reverberated through the room.

"Ohhhhhmmmmm..."

+++++

As Layla tugged on the leash, Chloe heeled, crawling like an eager puppy on her knees, stilettos pointing at the ceiling. Lowering herself into the swing, the madame's grip tightened on the lead and commanded Chloe to 'sit like a good bitch'. The redhead obeyed, awaiting further instructions.

Slowly, Layla spread her legs, her tanned thighs opening the gap in her gown as they parted. Soon the dress appeared like an erotic husk around her lower body, showcasing a neatly trimmed bush and ever-moistening cunt. Yanking on the leash, Layla pulled Chloe's face to her belly, leering salaciously at the escort.

"You know what to do, slut."

The entire room gather closer as the bridled girl buried her face in the assertive woman's juicy pussy, lapping up the nectar that flowed from her cunny. Layla's moans mixed with the sound of slurping and licking, as Chloe's tongue worked tirelessly, thrusting and twirling, tasting and flitting. More than a few times, the grip on the leash tightened, guiding the whore's movements, urging her to be the obedient cum-slut she was.

Every lick, every suck, was an act of pure submission, and the men could barely contain themselves as they stroked back to full mast, eager to get another turn. The swing creaked as it began to sway from the motion of Chloe's cunnilingus. Layla's head hung back over the chair, hair dangling to the floor, mouth open as pleasure racked every fiber of her being. Instinctively her fingers found the stripper's crimson mane, pulling and pushing. Chloe responded eagerly, her tongue delving deeper into the pink wetness, lips forming a seal around an engorged clit.

Gradually, the brunette's knuckles grew white as Layla cried out, back arched, legs trembling. With little warning, a primal scream tore from her throat as a world-class orgasm ripped through her. Like a champ, Chloe continued nibbling at the woman's clit and didn't stop until she felt the telltale signs of post-climax collapse, hair being released and slack in the leash.

For just a moment, the entire room paused, four dicks in hand while the hired help surfaced from between glistening thighs and looked around.

"Well done, Autumn," Santiago clapped his hands and took the leash from his assistant. "Now...please allow us to reciprocate."

+++++

Back on the couch in the Airbnb, somewhere in Clarksville, Tennessee, Corey's consciousness slowly returned, his head pounding as he groggily opened blurry eyes. The first thing he heard was a seemingly distant feral growl, a sound akin to an animal in the throes of passion, lost in the depths of the wilderness. Confusion and unease washed over him as he lurched to his feet, body heavy and disoriented.

Stumbling about, his glazed eyes landed on a trail of discarded clothing strewn haphazardly on the floor. Wet garments clung to his feet as he stepped through them, adding to the disorientation that surrounded him. They appeared to lead to the bedroom Zane had earlier claimed. Plodding forward, Corey's heart pounded in his chest, his pulse beating in his ears. Pushing open the bedroom door, his eyes squinted in disbelief and shock. There before him was the now familiar sight of his wife being taken by his best friend from behind, and his youngest daughter, naked as the rest of them, scrambling onto her boyfriend to ride him. All in the same bed.

Jesus, Joseph, and Mary.

Feeling faint, Corey grasped the doorjamb while each creak of the bed bending under every forceful jab could plainly be heard. Breathing labored, he watched his buddy fuck Lauren hard, her body trembling with an untamed fervor, any and all inhibitions obviously shattered. The growls were louder, more urgent, exactly like a wild beast getting plowed.

"Fuuuckkkk meeeee!"

"Yeah, slut," Zane grunted, slapping her ass. "God, I love your pussy."

"Yes, I'm yours, baby, all yours!"

At the head of the bed, Caroline moved swiftly. Facing DeAndre, she swung her legs over his pelvis, straddling his waist while placing her hands on his strong chest. With a seductive sway of her hips, the Miller girl guided her boyfriend's erection to her eager slit. As she slowly sank, she brayed as his ebony member, well-lubed from her mother's spit, slid inch by inch into her young pussy.

Corey's knees began to knock.

Oh no.

The lack of strength was no longer due to the edible. Reeling, he reached for the nearby empty mattress and flopped down on it, landing on his ass, somehow managing to escape notice from the others.

As a discordance of moans, soughing, and grunts filled the room, the older man felt considerable turmoil raging inside, twisting his gut into knots. Although he had listened to Caroline have sex less than twenty-four hours ago, this was on a completely different level. If that was wrong, then what was this? Where were his fatherly instincts to protect his child's innocence? How was this shielding her virtue? No, here he sat as disgust, guilt, shame, and arousal washed over him like some sick blister straining to be popped.

And then there was his best friend, humping Corey's wife from behind like a stray dog, both oblivious to everything but their own pleasure. Lauren's body was glistening with a thin sheen of sweat, ass raised high in the air so Zane could better access her willing cunt.

That look. The look on her face...so primal, so alive, so full of lust. An expression that Corey had not seen in years. Moans and gasps were uttered through parted lips, long black hair tousled and tangled with perspiration, clinging to her forehead. The way her body responded was pure carnal poetry. Body arched, fingers gripping the sheets tightly as her tiny breasts hung down and swayed like two small pieces of flesh capped with nipples. With every push of Zane's dick, a wince of felicity played across Lauren's face.

But that wasn't the most erotic thing overloading the ambivalent wittol's senses. Next to his wife was Caroline riding her boyfriend cowgirl for all she was worth, hips doing a number on his thickness, a well-coifed pussy slamming down on that glossy black cock. Corey's eyes darted between the two women as their bodies moved in sync, their skin occasionally touching as they yielded to their yearnings. The similarities between the two were bizarre, blurring the familial differences. Slowly, but not without shame, the graying husband and father rubbed his crotch through his khaki pants. Although the war in his conscience was waged day after day, the current battle was being won by his ever-growing erection. It didn't help matters that his wife had her filthy mouth running.

"Fuck me harder, Zane, give me every inch of your cock!

"Don't hold back, baby! Give it to me rough and deep!"

The vile spewing from her mother seemed to spur on Caroline's efforts too. Doubling down on the ride she was giving DeAndre, she leaned back, propping her hands on his knees. With face to the ceiling, her mane of hair cascaded down her shoulders as her hips became a blur. In an instant, her body trembled, and moans escalated to desperate cries. Mouth open but no words, she came, and seconds later crashed on top of her boyfriend's chest.

Corey squeezed his bulge and narrowed his eyes in perverted mirth. He had just joined the very small populous of men who had ever witnessed their daughters having an orgasm. The coming days would judge him in the eyes of society, but for that night...

"I'm cumming!"

Behind Lauren, Zane had frozen and thrown his head back, howling at the suspended light fixture, no doubt unloading into her. After a couple more strokes, he pulled out, sporting a satisfied look, cum dripping from the tip of his hard and reddened cock.

Thankfully, the next couple of minutes saw a lull in the action. Lauren swiveled from all fours to sit legs beneath her, while Caroline rolled off DeAndre to take a seat next to him. For just a moment, the girls' eyes met and held, both realizing they'd crossed into the rarest of air. Small half-smiles were creeping across their faces when the hunky black man snapped them back to reality.

"Oh, shit."

All four looked to the other bed, finally noticing the huddled mass of the Miller patriarch staring back at them in the dim light.

"Cors," Zane muttered, dick flapping against his thigh.

"Shhh," Caroline hushed the mechanic with a finger to her lips.

Sliding off the mattress, she cautiously drifted across the space between the queen beds and sat beside her father.

"Are you okay?"

Corey nodded bleakly. "I think so."

The tent in his trousers beneath a cupped hand confirmed that.

This is wrong. What am I thinking?

"Are you angry?"

Across the room, the others were silent, looking for some indication of the older man's state of mind. Corey shook his head.

"So, you liked what you saw?" Caroline asked sweetly.

Another nod.

She took his chin in her hand and turned his uncertain face towards hers.

"Did you like seeing me fuck, Daddy?"

The young girl could see it in her father's eyes as they began to mist up. The shame, the remorse, the compunction. But there was more. Much more. The hint of immense arousal, the titillation, the angst. As taboo as it was, Caroline could see the fight he was putting up, draining his mind and body. He was putty in her hands, and both knew it.

"Would you like to see Mom taking that big black cock?"

The twitch beneath his pants answered her question. Lauren's lips curled at the corners but said nothing.

"She's already sucked his dick, you know."

An involuntary moan escaped Corey. He squeezed his small package again.

"Go on, take it out. You know you want to."

Watching his wife crawl to DeAndre's side, the aging hubby unbuckled his pants and slipped them off.

Caroline giggled. "And the underwear."

Hesitantly, Corey lifted his butt and slid off the navy-blue Hanes. He had never intentionally allowed his daughter to see his genitals, so to say stripping made him uncomfortable was an understatement.

"Are you shittin' me right now?" the black man whispered to Lauren, looking nervously between her and her husband. She shook her head as if to confirm.

"Cuck."

"No shit? I mean, I've screwed married broads before, but I don't think their hubs liked it."

"Welcome to my life."

DeAndre pulled the mature wife into his arms, fondling, groping, kissing. "Well, why didn't you say so? Let's fuck, Mom."

Caroline settled next to her dad as they both looked on.

"She looks so pretty, doesn't she, Daddy? See how his dark skin contrasts beautifully with her golden tan?" The younger Miller smirked as her father's wrinkled penis lurched with excitement.

That's pretty pathetic, Caroline simpered scornfully. No wonder Mom's no longer content. 

Across the aisle, Lauren and DeAndre lay naked on their sides, bodies pressed against each other while kissing. Corey watched intently as the young masculine African American caressed her cheek, that long shiny black hair falling disheveled against a fluffy white pillow. Their mouths groped hungrily, his thick tongue snaking passed her ruby lips, reaching deep. Soft moans escaped as their hands roamed freely.

Lauren breathed heavily while her delicate fingers explored the ironworker. This was as close as she'd been to any black man, and he was quite the specimen. With a broad and powerful chest, each pectoral muscle rippled with strength, blue veins snaking across them beneath his ebony skin. Biceps were thick and bulging, impossible to place her hand around them. Not that it mattered. Below, his legs were pure brawn. Perfectly sculpted glutes, meaty calves, and strong and sturdy legs. But the prize was this man's cock. Every bit eight inches and extra-wide, her fingers wouldn't even touch when she put her hands around it. Moreover, thick veins ran from the tip of the massive head to the base, pumping blood where it was needed most, while a forest of black, wiry pubic hairs rounded out a simply magnificent penis. The perfect fucking machine.

"They look like they belong together, don't they?" Caroline asked Corey as he slowly stroked his cock. "I don't think she'll want what you're selling much longer."

DeAndre's hands, large and calloused, glided along Lauren's supple form, teasing and tantalizing every inch of her. Fingers finding those small breasts - much smaller than Caroline's - he cupped them with just the right amount of pressure, eliciting low moans of pleasure from the older woman's lips.

Holy fuck! This was his girlfriend's mother! The construction worker had done some crazy shit in his life, but this took the cake.

Lauren shifted on the mattress, pulling herself on top of DeAndre and laying prone. Her slender limbs wrapped around his waist while kissing his neck and sucking on his dark and dusky nipples.

"Uh oh, Daddy," Caroline whispered. "I think she's going to fuck him."

The kisses grew more urgent, more fervent, as one of Lauren's hands ventured lower, sliding past the man's abdomen and wrapping around his throbbing cock, stroking it with a firm grip. DeAndre reached down between her legs and inserted one, then two beefy fingers into her pussy, almost immediately finding her swollen clit. This caused the older woman to cry out.

"Oh, he's definitely going to fuck her now."

After a minute or two of heavy petting, Lauren sat up on DeAndre's pelvis, a hand still on that engorged cock. Looking down between her thighs, her hair falling into his face, she carefully placed her slick labia against the tip of the throbbing shaft, rubbing it along her bare slit, but without penetration. The mere contact sent trembles down her spine, but she resisted the urge to sink on it, contemplating whether she could even accommodate its massive size. The past eight months had seen her pussy stretched by large dicks, but this one...

This one was a beast.

With facial expressions swinging between uncertainty and determination, Lauren bit her lower lip, eyes fixated on the throbbing member hovering at the entrance to her quivering hole.

DeAndre's hands settled on her hips, applying gentle pressure, encouraging her to take him.

"You can do it. They all do. Caroline did."

Lauren glanced from the big man to her daughter on the other bed, where her upside-down view of the world landed on Caroline and Corey, the latter masturbating with purpose. That's when something in her gave. Call it Kumiho, call it perversion, call it mental illness, but something in the forty-eight-year-old snapped. With new resolve, the brunette lowered herself decisively onto DeAndre's cock, tentatively, inch by inch. Working through a blend of pleasure and slight discomfort, it began to disappear inside her. As she felt him stretching her walls, filling her completely, a moan escaped. The countenance on her face went from one of uncertainty to one of pure bliss.

"OHMYGOD, OHMYGOD, OHMYGOD."

DeAndre kept gripping her tightly. Lauren breathed in and breathed out, much in the same way one would if getting into a roiling hot tub. With one final push, she sank all the way and let out a low moan that grew in volume.

"OH...OHHHHHHH!"

A dollop of precum oozed out of Corey's decidedly undersized dick. At six inches, it was quite average, but compared to DeAndre's monster and Zane's long and crooked staff, he was the small guy on the playground.

"Yessssss, baby, fuck mommy," Caroline blurted out. "Fuck 'er good."

And fuck they did. With Lauren holding her hair atop her head, she began to move her hips along the shiny black man's. Hands on her waist, he guided her back and forth, helping her set the pace. Slow and deliberate, the grinding increased, seeking deeper penetration. As they settled into a passionate groove, she leaned forward and grasped her new lover's chest, fingernails raking his pecs. In doing so, all that hair came tumbling down around her body, creating a veil that cut her and DeAndre off from the rest of the world. It wasn't until she heard her daughter moan loudly that she turned her head, puffing bangs out of her eyes to see. There on the other bed, Zane had crawled between Caroline's legs and was feasting on her young cunt while her father sat nearby, looking on.

Fap, fap, fap. 

+++++

The sex swing swayed beneath its sturdy chains as Chloe exchanged places with Layla, who unceremoniously unzipped her gown and let it fall to the floor, naked save for a pair of heels. The seat was surprisingly comfortable, plush with a velvet cushion and thick leather adjustable straps. These were soon secured around the young girl's legs and wrists.

With a huge smile on his face, Santiago himself stood in front of the chair, between its suspended chains, and took Chloe's chin in his hand. Looking down, he watched with bated breath as she spread her legs, the front and back of her leather mini skirt drawing taut against her smooth, creamy thighs. The other guests leaned in, leering at the soft, delicate wings of her pink butterfly, pussy lips plump and glossy, begging to be fucked. Charlie, sensing what was about to happen, looked away.

While the men continued to gawk, Layla placed her hand around the edges of Chloe's black halter and slowly pushed it up and over her breasts. Free now, they bounced a few times, then settled on her chest, their fullness causing them to spill slightly to her sides. The mob boss drew closer, his waist against the swing's seat. Massaging the redhead's tits, he let his fingers toy with her erect nipples. Chloe gasped and closed her eyes in blissful darkness. That didn't last long.



SLAP!

SLAP! SLAP!

Twice Santiago's hand struck both breasts, the sting catching the stripper off guard. She cried out in surprise, even though she knew it was coming. The clan leader liked his sex dominant and rough.

"OHHH YESSSS!"

The next strike was a backhand to the cheek.

"FUCKING WHORE!"

Charlie's concern for Chloe's safety briefly jarred him out of the suspended state he'd placed himself in. He took a step forward but then stopped when he realized she was not at all in danger.

"Is that all you got?" the young escort scoffed, then spit on the man. "I've had better Latinos in Little Havana."

Enraged by the audacity, Santiago pushed his suit trousers to the floor and kicked them away. Throbbing cock in one hand, he stepped forward, the other holding a swing chain for balance. Layla bent over, condom in hand, and rolled it with care over the length of his shaft. With a gritty sneer, he lifted what little flap of a skirt there was and, without regard to any pain it might inflict, forcefully shoved his rigid dick into Chloe's wet and eager pussy.

Bleating with pleasure, she took the onslaught as the crime boss brutally fucked her, each deep and powerful stroke sending toe-curling shockwaves of exhilaration coursing through her body, inner walls gripping and clenching around the molten steel.

"OH GOD, YES! Fuck me like the dirty bitch I am!"

As tears of shock ran down Charlie's cheeks, mesmerized by the level of carnal depravity his girlfriend showed an immense propensity for, he did the only thing his conflicted mind allowed him to do, and that was to step up and join the other men in the room. Shouldering himself into place, he lowered his shorts' zipper and pushed his briefs aside. Seconds later, he was jerking off like the rest of them.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

Corey's eyes were transfixed on the scene in front of him. He couldn't help it. He was immobilized watching Zane, his best friend, godfather to the woman he was now eating out, bury his face between his little girl's splayed thighs. In that moment, Caroline's christening, first day of kindergarten, and high school graduation seemed a lifetime away. Between her moans and his wife being fucked to oblivion mere feet away, poor Corey's senses were on overload as he beat off.

"Fuck YESSSS!" the younger woman cried out, squirming as Zane's hands cupped her ass. She arched her back and twisted her hips while pulling frantically at hard nipples. Every so often he would change position and Corey could see the tip of his tongue entering his daughter's snatch and the glistening wetness of her butterfly.

I'm going to hell for this, the abhorrent father thought while his dick slipped through his fingers. I just know it. 

Zane's lips were locked onto Caroline's labia flaps, his tongue delving deep into the pinkness of her canal. He expertly explored every inch, occasionally flicking and teasing her sensitive clit. His mouth was a master at its craft, employing a mixture of soft licks and forceful sucks that sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Caroline couldn't help but writhe beneath him, her moans escaping in throaty bursts. Fingers tangled in his hair, and she urged him to continue his oral assault.

"Don't stop, baby. I need you...just like that...just like that. Show me how much you crave my pussy."

When Zane looked up from his goddaughter's vagina and saw her father, his longtime friend, jerking off, the mechanic knew he too had crossed over to the other side, sucked into Lauren and Corey's licentious and arguably despicable new life. But that didn't keep him from digging deeper into that pink slit as copious amounts of juice poured from the pretty little gash.

"I'm close," Caroline mewled. "God, I'm so close."

Tongue lapping faster now, it flicked rapidly against her clit with a feather-light touch. Every little movement was sending the ravenous youngster into a frenzy of pleasure. Corey watched as Caroline's hips bucked against Zane's face.

"Yes, yes, yes, yes, YES!" she caterwauled, "Make me cum!"

Coming up for air briefly, Zane inhaled, then grabbed her ass even harder and pulled her cunt to his mouth, alternating between swirling circles around her clit and quick, teasing flicks. His lips closed around her swollen bud, sucking gently and sending electric shocks of pleasure coursing through Caroline's body.

"SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!"

Corey's eyes locked onto his daughter's tensed muscles, a clear sign that her body was on the brink of orgasm. Her breathless gasps filled the room as her hips ground against Zane's face, a desperate plea for release. And then, in a sudden surge of ecstasy, Caroline's body arched off the bed, her back bowing as a primal moan erupted from her throat.

"Cumming!" she cried out, "I'm cumming! Oh God, I'm cumming!"

With an unholy look of want, Corey paused masturbating briefly to keep from blowing. Shame took him by the shoulders and tried to shake some sense into him. But he was having none of that.

Fap, fap, fap. 

+++++

"Take my cock, you worthless cum dump!"

A cacophony of moans rose from the circle surrounding the swing. It swayed from Santiago's tireless pounding. Flesh against flesh echoed throughout the playroom as Chloe met each thrust with equal force, lips curling up into a fiendish jeer.

"Give it to me, baby, show these guys how a real man fucks."

"Goddamn right, cunt," the mobster shouted back, eyes gazing down on his favorite whore, the one who understood his need for dominance, the one who 'got him'.

"Fuck her, Santiago. Make her scream," Layla shouted.

The two bodies sustained a ferocious rhythm as they collided.

SLAP! SLAP!

Strikes to Chloe's breasts continued, not only from her psychotic client but his naked secretary as well.

"Pretty little tramp, pretty little tramp," Layla repeated, over and over, an unhinged laughter that was as unnatural as it was hot. Quite by accident, Chloe looked over and locked eyes with Charlie's, her expression telling the tale. She was in full slut mode and loving every second of it as she earned her pay. There was no remorse, no apologies in those bright green eyes. Just unfettered lust and a love of everything carnal.

"Harder...faster," she begged for it, "breed me!"

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

"Who be pounding this sweet little pussy of yours?" DeAndre growled, looking up at the mature wife riding his cock.

"Dee...DeAndre."

The sweaty black man smacked her ass. "Who?"

Lauren's eyes met his, lust and surrender bubbling as she quickly understood.

"Daddy," Lauren sighed, clutching at his pecs.

The first strike to the breasts came quickly. Smack! Smack!

"WHO?"

"Daa-deeeeeee," she squealed, her small tits recoiling.

"That's, right, bitch. I'm your Daddy now."

DeAndre's hips surged forward with unprecedented force, driving his pulsating cock deeper into her depths. Corey's mouth dropped as Lauren's moans grew louder, more desperate, her lips begging for it. Beneath them, the Airbnb bed squeaked and protested, struggling to withstand the intensity.

"Harder, Daddy! Give it to me like the fucking whore I am!" she pleaded, grinding her pelvis into his.

Nearby, Caroline was watching with great interest as her father masturbated. It was getting weirder by the minute.

"See that? Mom's finally getting the real deal. A cock that can actually satisfy her. It seems you've lost your touch, Daddy. IF you even ever had it."

Corey grunted and lurched as Lauren's hair flew, DeAndre driving his steel upward into her dripping cunt.

"But you keep on trying, don't you? How'd she ever put up with that little thing? Oh, I can see the envy in your eyes, Daddy. Another man doing what you've never been able to do. Pity."

Fap, fap, fap.

Caroline was shocked at her own words. Normally, she would never think of being mean to him in any other context. He was her father, after all. But circumstances were different now. Dad wanted, no...craved this, the corporeality of body, mind, and soul demanding belittling and humiliation. Who was she to deprive him of depravity?

"Hard to believe I came out of that little worm. You'll be lucky if you ever get it in her again. Not that she'd feel you."

A grimace painted Corey's face as he beat off, a desperation to cum welling up inside. Gripping his dick tightly, he was hit by both his daughter's cruel words and his wife screaming another man's name. He deserved it. He deserved it all.

Strokes came fast and rough, his brain processing the visual and aural data, bringing them together as one does salt and pepper.

Lauren...riding...black...cock.

Caroline...teasing...my...manhood.

His fingers slid up and down the length of his underwhelming shaft, the friction causing rub burns where he gripped too tight. Face contorted with pleasure and torment, eyebrows furrowed in concentration, Corey's lips parted to gasp. Beads of sweat began to form on his forehead as he tried to keep from cumming.

Not yet.

Please...

Not yet.

+++++

Santiago's grip tightened on the chains of the swing as Chloe wrapped her legs around his hips, her ass firmly planted in its seat. From the waist up, the mobster was still in a dress shirt, tie, and vest. Below, he was mercifully fucking the whore's ever-loosening cunt, sending waves of pleasure coursing through both.

The young girl stared into his eyes, a sneer forming as she took the onslaught.

"Fuck me, you bastard, fuck my hole into next Sunday!"

With one final push, Santiago shook, roared, and came into the condom, the heat of the redhead's pussy almost excruciating through the latex. Pulling out, he stumbled back and grabbed Layla by the hair. After giving her a deep kiss, he pushed the brunette to her knees, his cock bobbing like a diving board. Sensing her duty to clean up, she grabbed his shaft, eyeing the reservoir which was now weighted by a tablespoon or more of semen. Without batting an eye, the seductive assistant pulled off the rubber and immediately engulfed the still-hard tool with her lips, mouth, and tongue vacuuming up any remaining remnants.

Back in the swing, Chloe glanced around, looking each of the other men in the eye.

"Well, boys, who's next?"

+++++

"Do me, Daddy!" Lauren yelled, bouncing on DeAndre's cock, hair flying wildly.

The black man chuckled and looked at Caroline. "Your momma fuck like you!"

Seeing Zane sitting at the end of the bed, dick in hand, he beckoned for the biker to join in.

"Come here, bro," DeAndre motioned him closer, "Let's stuff this bitch."

His huge hands stopped Lauren's hips in their tracks. Pulling them up while still keeping himself firmly lodged inside her, he spread her ass cheeks apart, exposing a tight, puckered hole.

A strange sense of dread came over the older woman.

"Wha...noooooo," she fretted, shaking her head.

DeAndre put a finger to his lips. "Hush now. You gonna love it."

Even Zane was a bit hesitant, for several reasons. One, he had never done what was being suggested. In all his worldly experiences, a DP had not been in the offering. Two, he wasn't young anymore. Neither was Lauren. The pornos made it look easy, but he suspected it was not. Definitely a young person's thing. Still, the sight of Lauren's brown starfish on display made his hard cock even harder. Slowly, he knee-walked across the mattress to where the couple lay. Caroline followed.

"I don't know," Lauren protested feebly. It wasn't anal she was unsure about. It was taking two cocks at the same time. This was uncharted territory.

"You'll be fine, Mom. The feeling is incredible."

"You?"

"Yes," her daughter assured her. "Several times."

Nodding, Lauren lowered her head and waited. With DeAndre's thick pole in her, it's all she could do.

Zane drew closer. Knowing she was okay with it, he felt better. Rising carefully from his knees to a half-standing position, he shifted his weight from one foot to the other. Placing both hands on Lauren's back for balance, the mechanic looked down to see the head of his dick knocking on her back door.

Caroline snickered, her eyes locked on her godfather's throbbing cock. "Seems like you could use a helping hand," she purred. Without hesitation, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, feeling the heat against her palm.

Using her throat to summon a generous amount of saliva, she spat on his dick, smearing the slippery mucous along his rippled skin, ensuring every inch was slick and ready.

Placing her hand on the small of Zane's back, Caroline exerted gentle pressure, coaxing him forward. Slowly, deliberately, she guided the swollen head towards her mother's tight, star-shaped entrance. "Take it easy now," she whispered.

Trying to remain upright, Zane did small stuttering steps on the mattress, like the fast feet exercises football players go through for agility. Leaning over Lauren, he caressed her back as he began to ease in.

"You okay?"

With a firm grip on her hips, he positioned himself and guided the tip of his hard cock toward the tight entrance of her asshole. A low, guttural sound escaped Lauren's lips as Zane's cock breached the unyielding ring of her anus. She gasped, feeling a mix of pleasure and a mild ache as he slowly pushed deeper. The throb sent shivers of ecstasy through her body, mingling with her own racing heartbeat.

Zane's hips rocked forward, inch by inch, as he buried himself deeper inside Lauren. At first, the sensation was overwhelming, pleasure and pain blurred together. The tightness of her sphincter clung to Zane's thick shaft, gripping it tightly as Lauren adjusted to the intrusion. Designed for exits only, it wasn't a natural thing, and her body tensed as her muscles fought against the invasion. But with each gentle nudge, the biker was able to work his cock, stretching her rectum until all resistance disappeared.

Gripping Lauren's hips as he increased the pace, Zane's pushes became more forceful. The combined sensations of their cocks moving inside her sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body. It was an intoxicating blend of agony, elation, and pure sex.

DeAndre's moans mingled with the older man's, their voices loud and boisterous. The thin barrier between them allowed each to feel the other's every movement, every shift of their cocks while moving within her.

"I told you you'd like two dicks," Caroline smiled. "Such a dirty slut."

Lauren's mind exploded, her body trembling like a major earthquake. The sensation of taking two big dicks was like a wild ride through heaven and hell, all rolled into one. It was next-level shit that she'd never experienced before. Her pussy, already reddened and wet, clenched the black man's thick cock, the ridges and veins rubbing against her walls. And with Zane behind her, crouching in a crablike stance and steadily ramming into her ass, it felt like pure, unadulterated bliss.

"Fuck, yeah! Take it, baby," DeAndre grunted. "FUCK!"

"You're doing great, Mom," Caroline comforted her mother.

The ironworker's hands struck both of Lauren's breasts.

SLAP! SLAP!

"Ow!"

Corey gasped, cock in hand. Suddenly Caroline's head popped up from the other side of her naked mom.

"Oh, you little pervert. You like that do yah, Daddy?" Caroline teased, puffing those long black bangs from her face. "Hearing your slut wife being used up?"

Corey tore his eyes from his daughter's face to his wife's. Lauren's eyes were rolling back in her head as she gurgled with delight. She had no idea he was mere feet away.

"This is what she needs now, Daddy. MORE cock, BIG cock, ANYTHING BUT YOUR SHRIVELED PECKER."

Corey's hand gripped his fleshy appendage harder, doubling down on brisk strokes, face beginning to contort as his own release became imminent. His daughter's words were cruel but truthful.

This was just a wet dream! It had to be, right? This was too twisted not to be. Surely a piece of undercooked potato. 

Fap, fap, fap.

As Zane's dick slid in and out of Lauren's tight asshole, the friction, the tightness, the way his balls collided with DeAndre's shaft, intensified every sensation. The mechanic wasn't gay by any means, but there was just something about the whole scene that was off-the-chain.

"Take it, slut," Picardo growled. Like her husband, he knew how much she liked to be degraded. "Take it all."

"Yes, yes, oh YES! Fuck my asshole, baby, FUCK IT RAW!"

Zane's hands came down on her buttocks. SLAP! SLAP!

SLAP! SLAP! DeAndre added a backhand to her face, striking each cheek. Tears began flowing down Lauren's face.

"You okay?" Zane asked again.

"Yes, yes! Don't stop, DON'T YOU DARE STOP!" she cried at the top of her lungs.

As the three bodies moved in perfect sync, each man worked together to maintain a firm grip on Lauren's pelvis, making sure she didn't endure too much pain. Zane, positioned behind her, guided her movements with a gentle hand as he repeatedly pushed into her tight brown hole. Meanwhile, DeAndre held her tired legs upright, gripping her toned thighs tightly as he plunged upward into her dripping wet pussy. They didn't rush, everything they did was slow and deliberate. The last thing they wanted was a trip to the emergency room.

"Take it, babe. You're doing so fuckin' good," Zane grunted, his voice filled with praise.

Lauren moaned in response, her body trembling with pleasure and exhaustion. The pressure from Zane's cock in her ass and DeAndre's relentless pounding in her pussy sent waves of ecstasy coursing through her veins. She was completely at their mercy, a willing participant in a filthy fuck fest.

DeAndre's grip on her thighs tightened, his fingers digging into her flesh as he thrust harder and deeper. His hips slapped against her ass, creating a deliciously dirty rhythm that echoed through the room.

"Damn, your pussy's fly, slut," DeAndre groaned, panting.

Lauren's head lolled back, her hair cascading down her back as she surrendered herself to the waves of pleasure. Her makeup was smudged, giving her a sultry, fucked-out look that only served to punctuate her attitude. Sweat coated her body, glistening in the dim light of the room.

Zane's hand moved from Lauren's hip to her ass, his fingers digging into the soft flesh. He guided her movements, ensuring that each stab was perfectly timed and delivered with just the right amount of force.

"Fuck, yeah. Ride that dick, baby," Zane growled, his voice filled with lust.

The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, the wet slapping noises of their bodies colliding, and the intoxicating scent of sex. They were lost in their own little world of pleasure, pushing each other to cum. Lauren's legs quivered, her muscles screaming with a mixture of pleasure and fatigue. But she pushed through, determined to ride it out. As the biker continued pounding into Lauren's tight asshole, a lewd, wet farting sound filled the room. One by one, nostrils flared as the unmistakable odor of feculence wafted through the air.

"Goddamn, girl, see? You getting' after it!" DeAndre chuckled.

The scent of raw, primal lust along with the musky aroma of anal sex and the tang of semen push them over the edge. Then, without warning, a surge of pleasure coursed through Lauren's core, gripping her with an intense contraction that radiated from deep within. Her body convulsed uncontrollably as waves of ecstasy crashed over her, and she succumbed to the powerful release of her climax.

"OHHHHHHHH Miiiiiiii GAWWDDDDD!"

The mature woman's pussy and ass tightened around the two throbbing cocks that were buried deep within her. Seconds later, Lauren felt another surge, a pressure building that was not to be denied. With an explosive force, her warm juices gushed forth, squirting between the wide black cock and the velvety walls of her canal. The torrent flowed past her swollen labia, uncontrollably spewing and drenching everything in its path.



"Whoa, fuck, look out!" Zane yelped in surprise.

The spray arched from the brunette's battered pussy, first catching Zane's nutsack and inner thighs, then splashing DeAndre and the mattress below.

"You go, Mom!" Caroline squealed with glee.

"OH SHIT!" Corey hissed from the other bed. The sight of his wife squirting with both her holes filled was too much. He just made it to the edge of the frame when several spurts of hot, creamy cum shot out of his quivering shaft, landing with a splatter on the carpet between the beds.

Zane didn't fare much better. With a roar, the biker pulled out of her dripping pussy, his cock ladened with her juices. The sight of her perfectly round ass, the ~EZ~ tattoo just above the dirty brown hole that he'd just fucked, hit him hard. Aiming at her lower back, he unleashed a torrent of milky white cum that spilled across her beautifully tanned and toned skin, leaving a memorable pattern.

Seeing the mechanic pull out and clear, DeAndre seized the moment to get his nut. Grabbing Lauren firmly by the mid-section, he flipped her over onto her back, her pussy still wrapped tightly around his throbbing cock. With a sense of urgency, the young black man unleashed a relentless assault on her wet hole

"Gonna fuck you good, you dirty bitch," DeAndre growled, "Gonna fuck you so hard you gonna split."

Lauren instinctively wrapped her thighs around his waist and slid her arms under his, gripping his muscular shoulders tightly. She pulled him in closer, craving every inch.

"Yes! Give it to me, baby," she moaned, her voice filled with desperate need. "Give me your hot, creamy spunk! Fill me up!"

Their bodies moved in perfect unison, the slapping of flesh against flesh as DeAndre drove deeper, his powerful lunges driving her into the soaked mattress. Soon, he began to shake and grunt repeatedly. Lauren stared into his eyes and sneered.

"That's it! That's it! Make me your dirty little cum slut. Fuck my white pussy with your big black dick! FILL ME WITH YOUR BLACK SEED!"

DeAndre threw his head back, freezing in place before opening his mouth and letting out a primal howl. Lauren could feel his thick cock releasing hot streams of cum deep into her slippery, unprotected pussy. A surge of intense pleasure washed over both of them as they gazed appreciatively into each other's eyes, the sensation of his warm spunk flooding her womb invoking warm and tender amity.

While those two came down from their highs, Caroline and Zane nestled up alongside them, bodies intertwining in a blissful post-sex embrace. The younger woman snuggled up against her boyfriend, resting on his broad chest. She traced lazy circles on his skin with her fingertips. Zane wrapped his arms around Lauren from behind, his body pressed against hers in a comforting spoon, nuzzling his face into the crook of her neck and planting gentle kisses along her shoulder.

Everyone in the room was exhausted and well-fucked. Except for one.

+++++

Charlie stood on the sidelines, his eyes glued to the wild scene unfolding in front of him. His own cock stood tall and throbbing in his hand, aching for release. One after another, guests took turns plunging into his girlfriend. The air was thick with moans and gasps, punctuated by the occasional smack or pinch. When the second guy came, shooting his hot load into the condom Layla had provided, Charlie couldn't hold back any longer. His body trembled, muscles tensing as he unleashed a deluge of hot cum onto the polished wood floor. Embarrassed, he hastily stuffed his deflating dick back into his rumpled shorts and discreetly made his way out of the room.

As post-nut clarity washed over him, the thrill of the moment faded, replaced by a hollow ache in his heart. Corey Miller had warned him about this too, but it didn't keep reality from feeling like a punch to the gut. The realization that the girl he loved would never truly be his alone was a bitter pill to swallow. And yet, because he loved her, he had to make it work. With a heavy heart, Charlie walked down the long hallway that led back to the grand staircase. As he descended to the first floor, he could hear Chloe's lustful screams as the men continued to fuck her. Slowly, the wails were lost in the big house, replaced by only one voice.

'I told you not to come.'

+++++

Away from the limelight of orgasms and wet sheets, Corey tucked his now flaccid dick back inside his cargo shorts. Sadly, in their post-coital state, none of the others noticed as he walked towards the bedroom door. The four had now collapsed into a heap of naked bodies, entwined and undulating like a nest of slippery snakes, their lips smacking and soft sighs filling the air. Forget the images of his beautiful wife being DPd, the tormented father had watched his own daughter get fucked senseless. Who the hell does that?

A strange tightness gripped Corey's chest and arm while stepping over the trail of discarded wet clothes in the common area, his mind racing with a mix of emotions. He had felt the odd sensation, before, but that night it was much more prevalent.

Entering the quiet and undisturbed bedroom, Corey's hands clenched into fists, his knuckles turning white as he fought against the overwhelming mix of jealousy and arousal that consumed him. Laying down on the oversized king bed, his thoughts began to spill out in a stream of consciousness, a torrent of self-doubt and resentment.

Why? Why do I get off on this shit? Watching my wife fuck other men. And now my kid, my little girl? What kind of sick fuck am I?"

The walls seemed to close in around the graying man as he grappled with his very identity, a tortured soul that was staring back at him in the reflection of the chrome ceiling fan.

And he wasn't sure he liked what he saw. What he thought might had been an indigestion-induced dream was none of the kind.

That was no undercooked potato.

+++++

Chloe stepped out of the grandiose mansion, taking in the front lawn that seemed to go on forever. Her eyes scanned the area, searching for a familiar figure.

"Where the fuck is Charlie?" she muttered to herself, frustration evident in her voice.

The events of the past few hours played in her mind, the intense role-playing and the wild group encounter that had left her breathless, satisfied, and wealthier. She couldn't pinpoint exactly when Charlie had disappeared amidst the chaos. It could have been during the vigorous swing session or perhaps when the men had later taken turns ravishing her on the bed.

Now dressed in her original outfit, the escort adjusted her tight leggings and sports bra, ensuring they accentuated her curves perfectly. As she made her way towards the circle drive, she noticed the familiar sight of the luxurious limo parked nearby. The driver stepped out, ready to open the rear door for her.

"Mr. Pimento has instructed me to take you wherever you'd like," the driver said, a tinge of curiosity in his voice.

Peering into the limo, Chloe's eyes immediately fell on Charlie, curled up against the far door. Relief and concern washed over her. "Take us back to Sandy's, please."

Tossing her purse on the floor without care, she huddled close to her man.

"Baby, you scared the shit out of me. I had no fucking clue where you went," she said, her voice filled with genuine worry.

Charlie squinted his eyes in the dim lighting of the car. It was clear he had been crying.

"Oh my God, Charlie, are you okay? I told you..." Chloe's voice trailed off, her own expression turning misty.

"Yeah, yeah, I know," Charlie replied, his voice tinged with sadness.

Chloe's heart sank, realizing the toll these experiences had taken on her boyfriend. She pulled him close, his head resting on her shoulder. "I knew you weren't ready," she whispered.

With a shake of his head, Charlie vehemently denied her assumption. "Yes...yes, I am."

"Really? Look at you!" Chloe scoffed, her arms wrapped tightly around him. "You're a fucking mess."

Charlie tightened his embrace, his body trembling slightly. He hesitated for a moment, carefully choosing his words. "But...I...I thought it was...hot."

"Then why the fuck were you crying?" Chloe asked, a mix of confusion and concern in her voice.

"It's just...hard to watch, you know? It's both incredible and...gut-wrenching at the same time."

Chloe held him even tighter, understanding the conflicting emotions that came with being a wittol. She couldn't believe she finally found someone who found pleasure in her promiscuity.

"I get it. But they're not all this intense," she reassured him.

"All these years, I never knew the things you did were so..." Charlie paused, searching for the right words.

"Depraved?"

Charlie nodded. "Stripping, lap dances, the occasional date. That was all okay. But what I saw back there..."

"It's my job, baby," Chloe interrupted, her tone firm. "I made a shitload of money tonight, all towards my future. Our future. I'm not going to apologize for it. Just because you didn't know the details doesn't mean you weren't aware of what I do."

"I know."

Chloe's lips pressed against Charlie's neck. She understood the importance of aftercare. It was crucial for him to feel wanted and reassured, to chase away any vulnerability he felt from watching her with other men.

"I love you," he whispered.

"I'm glad," she murmured, her breath hot against his ear.

Charlie's grip tightened, pulling her closer. His lips tasted her skin while inhaling her intoxicating perfume. Another erection began to stir.

"But maybe you'll not want me to stop. Maybe you'll like it too much. Me fucking other men. Two, three at a time."

Chloe's fingers deftly undid his shorts and freed his throbbing cock. She wrapped her hand around it, her touch sending waves of pleasure throughout his body like only she could do. Her lips found his, capturing them, toying with them, their tongues in slow motion. The smell of semen and the taste of sweet earthiness reminded him of where she'd been just minutes ago.

"I did," the boy murmured, "Jesus...I liked it. A lot. You're so beautiful when you...when you're..."

"When I'm a slut?"

"Yessss."

"When I'm naughty?"

"So, so naughty."

Charlie's breathing grew heavy, his eyes locked on Chloe's as she continued to pleasure him.

"You're such a fucking tease," he managed to say between ragged breaths.

Chloe's lips curved into a wicked smile. "Oh, baby, you have no idea."

Suddenly, she leaned down and took him into her mouth, sucking him deep. Her tongue swirled around his throbbing shaft, tracing every ridge and vein. The taste of his precum mingled with the lingering flavors of her earlier escapade. It made her want to please him even more.

"OH FUCK!" Charlie exclaimed, grabbing at the back of her head and pushing down. "Suck it, suck it hard."

His hands ran through his slutty girlfriend's hair, gripping it tightly as she bobbed her head up and down. He couldn't help but cry out, it felt so good. "Fuck, Chloe, you're so...you're so..."

She looked up at him, her eyes sparkling. "You like that, baby? You like it when I take your cock deep? Just like I do with all of them?"

Charlie's response was a primal grunt, his hips quaking involuntarily. Chloe's mouth worked its magic, her tongue dancing around his sensitive tip, her lips enveloping him in a tight, wet embrace. The combination of suction and pressure was driving him wild, pushing him closer and closer to the edge.

"God, Chloe, I'm gonna cum," Charlie warned, his voice strained.

She pulled away, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "Not yet baby. Uh uh. I want to taste you right here," she said, trailing her finger down to her pussy. Slowly, she dipped her finger inside, coating it with her own wetness. She brought it to her lips, sensually sucking off her juices and his precum.

Charlie's eyes widened, his cock throbbing with anticipation. She smirked at his reaction, her finger still glistening. With a swift movement, Chloe was on top of him, positioning herself right above his aching cock. She sank onto him, her slick pussy clamping down hard. Their bodies began to move, synchronizing each thrust.

"Ride me, babe," Charlie moaned, his hands gripping her hips, guiding her movements. "Ride me hard."

Chloe obliged, her hips grinding against his. The sound of their bodies colliding filled the car, rhythmic slapping that would have been evident to the driver. As the limo sped on, the couple writhed together, oblivious to anything but their own small world. Finally, Charlie came, emptying what was left in his balls into his girl's womb. Chloe tensed when a small orgasm hit her pussy, then milked him for every last drop of his cum.

They collapsed against each other on the leather bench seat, a sheen of sweat coating their skin. Chloe's lips found Charlie's, and they kissed passionately.

"I love you," Charlie squeaked, his voice filled with awe and gratitude.

"I love you too, baby," Chloe replied, the tenderness genuine and sincere.

Satiated, at least for now, the young man looked pensively out the oversized tinted window.

Maybe going to the office wasn't so bad after all.
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This narrative is part of a multi-part story that explores the sexual exploits of a Midwestern couple who wanted a change in locale, but are experiencing much, much more.

Warning: subject matter includes hotwife/cuckold/humiliation/group sex and near-incest topics. This story is tagged as such, so if you do not care for these types of tales, move on. You are your only enemy if you continue reading.

Those that do choose to continue, please know reading previous chapters will help you better understand the characters and their journey.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Anything depicted has no relation to past or current people and events. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

**************************************************************************************************

As prep to the next couple chapters, here is a message from the IRL Lauren:

If the fictional non-fiction character of 'Lauren Miller' comes across as being a heartless bitch sometimes, then we certainly nailed the type of person I was during those years. Those who follow us on another (more tolerant) forum know that Ascending Lauren is an amalgamation of not only mine and Simple's life together, but stories about hotwives/cuckoldresses and their spouses that we've befriended over the years. The next couple chapters, however, are more personal, relating a period of time when I took Simple's kink and amped it up to the extreme, fucking everyone I could and being one of the cruelest human beings you can imagine (at least in a cuckolding sense). During those years, I kept telling myself that's what he wanted. And to some extent, he did, only using our safe word once the entire time. Still, looking back, I am not proud of myself for some of the things I subjected him to (even though he clearly asked for it). And yet, to not retell these would be to deny a time in our lives that did exist. Therefore, the next few episodes will touch on a few of those things, which may not be for the faint of heart.

NOTE: For those of you who cannot fathom what wittols crave or find pleasurable in, and are disgusted by same, please do yourself a favor and skip this one. Like my husband, they are wired differently and you'll never understand why. They don't even understand why. You've been warned. 

*************************************************************************************************

======================

Friday, February 23rd

======================

Corey's body jerked awake as the piercing sound of his phone's alarm shattered the early morning quiet. He let out a groan, quickly silenced the device, and rubbed his tired eyes. In the dimly lit bedroom, Lauren lay beside him, her body curled up on its side, clutching a pillow. The thin, three-quarter-length tee she wore hugged her curves, emphasizing her toned figure and perky, gravity-defying breasts, which, despite her age, remained firm and youthful.

As her eyes fluttered open, a playful grin tugged at the corners of luscious lips. "Good morning, stud," she purred.

Corey's throat tightened as he swallowed. His mouth felt as dry as a desert.

Why does my mouth feel like it's been pissed in?

"Good morning," he managed to squeak out, his heart pounding in his chest.

Lauren's eyes narrowed as she made note of her husband's unease. Her lips curved into a cautious smile. "Are you alright?" she asked.

Corey hesitated, his thoughts swirling in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions.

"Regarding last night, I mean," she clarified, her eyes searching his.

Shame seemed to paralyze Corey's voice; his heart heavy with it. Before he could respond, Lauren climbed on top of him, straddling his waist. In the darkness, blood involuntarily surged to Corey's groin, his cock twitching and growing hard beneath her.

"Oh my, I think you did," Lauren grinned.

Corey's vision blurred as he watched Lauren reach down, her fingers firmly gripping the hem of her bed shirt. With tantalizing slowness, she peeled it over her shoulders, revealing the glorious sight of her b-cup breasts, naked and begging for attention. The remnants of the previous night's edibles had, to this point, clouded his mind, making it difficult to focus, but the sight before him now cut through the haze like a lighthouse.

Lauren's face lit up as she felt Corey's throbbing cock growing harder beneath his tighty-whities. Eagerly, she slid her panties aside, revealing a glistening slit. With a teasing motion, the forty-eight-year-old guided him towards her wet pussy, and with a gentle push, his modest six-inch length slipped inside her. As the tightness enveloped him, Corey couldn't help but notice a peculiar sensation of stickiness and grit, reminiscent of half-dried glue.

Good god, was that...his? Was that his crusty semen?

Despite the nagging thought, Corey couldn't resist the intoxicating rhythm of Lauren's hips rolling against his. The memory of his best friend, Zane, and the black ironworker, DeAndre, relentlessly fucking her earlier in the night flashed through his mind. Zane had left his mark on her back with a thick load of cum, while DeAndre had howled in pleasure as he emptied himself into her bare hole.

Are these the remnants I'm sliding through right now?

Instinctively gripping his wife's hips, Corey aided her in setting the pace, although it was far tamer compared to the wild pounding Lauren had received from Zane and DeAndre. It was the rhythm of a couple who had spent thirty years together, their bodies moving in sync, lost in the moment of pure intimacy.

In that fleeting moment, there were no other lovers or lascivious notions. It was just them, hearts pounding as one as they made love. And yet, it didn't take long for those ever-present thoughts to creep back in. As his eyes feasted on the sight of her bouncing breasts and the way they flattened against her chest with each thrust, Corey couldn't help but think about how up until recently only he had had the privilege of beholding those perfect tits.

Now...they were the playthings for many men.

His breath grew ragged as he reached up and mauled the nipples.

So many others had held them...sucked them...came on them...

As Lauren quickened her pace, her scent filled the air. She felt pleasure too, but it was not the kind she encountered with bigger men; it was the contented, heartwarming kind that came from the deep love they shared. She didn't need to cum on his dick; what mattered most was their deep connection.

Leaning forward, Lauren rested her hands on Corey's chest for support. His nipples brushed against her skin, sending electric shocks through his body. She could feel his heart pounding beneath her palms, mirroring the intensity of her own.

Corey's hands moved from Lauren's hips to her ass, gripping it firmly, urging her to go faster. The Airbnb bed creaked, and the sound of their bodies colliding grew louder, filling the room. Both began moaning as Corey dug his fingers into her flesh, thrusting upward into the hole that had been fucked by a black man and his best friend just hours ago. The thought of it sent him over the edge.

"Ahhhhh, mmmm..."

Gritting his teeth, Corey came. It wasn't a loud, earth-shattering orgasm, but it happened inside his wife's pussy, something that had become exceedingly rare in recent times. And for that, he was grateful.

As their trembling bodies gradually stilled, Lauren collapsed onto Corey's chest, their breasts pressing against each other, his nearly as big as hers. They lay there, savoring the moment.

"I love you," Lauren whispered, her lips brushing against his as she kissed him. The fact that she had said it first meant the world.

"I love you too."

Laying there, knowing that the day was beckoning, the raven-haired beauty looked deeply into her husband's eyes.

"I've missed this."

A smile flitted across Corey's face, then faded. Interlacing her fingers, palms down on his meaty pecs, Lauren rested her chin on her knuckles. She could see the conflict in his eyes.

"Nuh-uh. C'mon, that's not the look of a hubby finally reunited with his loving wife. What gives?"

His eyes shifted to the right, a sure sign of lying. "Nothing."

Then, after some deliberation, he dismissed that with a wave of his hand.

"Everything. This."

Lauren narrowed her eyes, taken aback. "Us? But we're finally back together."

Corey reached out, tenderly brushing a stray strand of his wife's glossy black hair away from her flushed cheek, his fingertips trailing down the curve of her neck.

"And I'm so happy. It's been a long year."

"So, what's the problem?"

"I'm...I feel. I feel like a freak sometimes."

"Okaaay. How so?"

A deep sigh.

"Our lives. Oh sure, we go to work, go to the grocery store, maybe take in a movie. Everything we should be doing. But then there is the dark side of us. I need not explain that part."

Lauren tilted her head slightly. "A dark side we both agreed to."

"I know that. I'm not pointing fingers. I know who started it. That's why I feel like a freak."

"There's always been pillow talk."

"That's just it. A lot of couples talk the talk. Few walk the walk. Had we not decided to move, I don't think we would have ever acted on it."

"And yet here we are."

"Exactly," Corey sighed. "And I can't stop thinking about it. Every time you mentioned going out, even if it was alone for dinner, I fantasized about you meeting someone. And when my imagination's fried, I think about guys you've already been with. Zane, the frat boys, that entrepreneur, the cowboy. It's sick."

"I wouldn't call that sick."

"Oh, no? I can hardly get it up without thinking these thoughts. Sometimes, I actually get off on the prospect of you ditching me for somebody else. And then there's Caroline."

Lauren shifted her body, a thigh rubbing against his wet, shriveled penis. "Okay, well, I have to admit that was...unusual. But she's a grown woman. Just because society frowns upon something doesn't make it evil."

She smiled inwardly. The honest banter, albeit about a taboo subject, was refreshing. This was the first chance they'd had to chat now that there would be no long goodbyes. And it felt really good. Still, it was unclear what he was getting at.

"So...where is this going?"

Corey looped his arms around her neck and kissed her forehead. "I think I'm chasing a high."

"You just got high."

"Not that kind."

"Then what?"

"I need more."

"More? Like you want to date other women?"

"No, god no. You're enough woman for any man."

"Then what, Corey? This conversation is going nowhere."

He shrugged and cast his eyes downward. "More...you know. Things Twisty would like."

Lauren cocked an eyebrow. To hear him talk about himself in the third person was a bit eerie.

"Um...you mean like...hurting you?"

Corey nodded, the shame misting his eyes. It was a scary thing, admitting that he wanted her to amp things up in the ways of humiliation.

The Iowan wife paused. Was he really asking her to escalate? To intensify the cruelty? There was a vulnerability in his voice that gave Lauren a glimpse of the battle raging inside him.

"Corey, are you sure?" It was a legitimate question. Surely, she had exceeded his expectations over the past few months, sleeping with a plethora of other men, including his best friend. Then there were the ones he didn't even know about.

The graying wittol nodded.

"Why?"

This time he shook his head as if he was trying to erase the notion. "Never mind."

Lauren poked him in the chest. "Nope, not getting off that easy."

Corey took a deep breath. "I don't really know why. I've tried to articulate it and can't. While I was in Des Moines, something about being away from you amplified the thoughts of you being with other men. Something I eroticized internally. What was just pillow talk suddenly became possible, with you being in a big shiny city all by yourself. Making a new life and new friends. Meeting rich men and good-looking young ones. The potential of losing you to one of them is...hot."

"So, you actually get off on the gamble? And you're willing to take it?"

The sixty-one-year-old hesitated. She could tell he was not comfortable talking about it.

"That's why I'm a freak. The more it's rubbed in my face, the hotter it is. I want to feel the daggers, the torment, the pain, the danger. Like a cutter relieves emotional distress by cutting themselves, but in my case there's no blood."

Lauren locked eyes with her husband of twenty-eight years. They had talked about his fetish before, but never this in depth. The man she was married to had just revealed a side of himself that she had never fully recognized before--a subtle shift in his persona. While he remained the epitome of an alpha male, exuding confidence and strength in most aspects of his life, there was now an underlying need for dominance and control, a desire to relinquish power. This likely emerged when she moved. On one hand, he had immense pressures at work, where he had to assert authority and manage challenging situations. This was counterbalanced by a situation he had no control over. He no longer had any say on where she went and who she went with. While they spoke often, they'd sometimes not speak for days depending on their schedules. So, in the middle of those long nights alone, the pain of not knowing what she was doing merged with that pillow talk and his own erotic cogitations to form an escape from the pain. This then, is what started the ball rolling. In many ways, her husband fit the mold of a classic cuckold--a person who found solace in emotional emasculation, using it as a release valve for his pent-up frustrations. The deeper the emotional wound, the more profound the relief.

Blinking, Lauren saw a little bit of her in his reflection. He wasn't the only one who had found a submissive side.

"So, the potential for someone to sweep me off my feet?"

"Terrifying."

"And?"

Corey swallowed hard. "Immensely arousing."

"Losing me to another man actually excites you?"

The silence spoke volumes. Pursing her lips, Lauren contemplated that for a minute, then rolled off his jiggling belly. This flavor of the kink was the oddest yet, and yet another in a long line of his penchants she didn't fully understand. Sitting up in bed, she gathered her long mane into a single tail and stroked it for a long time, staring at the wall. Finally, she tossed it behind her and turned.

"Alright," Lauren cleared her throat.

Corey opened his eyes. He had nearly dozed off again. "Alright, what?"

"I'll give you what you want," she said firmly. "I'll be your Rasputin, your Bloody Mary. You want torment? You want to embrace the pain? You want me to give away a piece of my heart? Fine. But promise me, Corey, promise me it won't go too far. Don't you DARE let this ruin us. If things get too intense, use the safe word, damnit. We ARE going to grow old together, got it?"

As if to punctuate that rousing discourse, the snooze on the phone's alarm went off again. The couple could hear sounds in the Airbnb's common area as the others began to stir.

Time to rise and shine.

+++++

A layer of frost blanketed the grass as Corey made his way to the bed and breakfast office. Outside, Lauren, Caroline, Zane, and DeAndre silently gathered in the parking lot, engines of the U-Haul and Jetta warming, anticipating the final leg of their journey to Miami. Their minds were weighed down by the gummies from the night before, and they spoke little, lost in their own thoughts as the first rays of sunlight began to illuminate the sky.

Not surprisingly, the owners, Hal and Bertha Strikestra, were already awake and preparing breakfast.

"Sure you don't want to stay for pancakes?" the elderly man asked, hanging the Airbnb's keys on a pegboard. "Bertha here makes great grits."

Corey politely declined, "Gotta make a thousand miles today." As it was, they'd be lucky to reach the Miami-Dade county line by eight that evening.

"My husband tells me you were able to go swimming after all," the white-haired hostess smiled kindly. "Was the water to your liking?"

Hal looked away nervously and busied himself with nothing as Corey shot him a curious look. Not so private after all, huh?

"Yes, ma'am, everything was fine. May I have a receipt?" Corey inquired. Dale Dactyl, owner of Dactyl Construction, his new employer, had graciously offered to pay his moving expenses.

Exiting the office, Corey's thoughts raced. Did the old man spy on them last night? Did he see the girls half-naked, breasts flopping about in the water? Half of Corey was disgusted, but he couldn't very well complain after his own behavior now could he? The other half? Well, that mental note went into the spank bank for later recall.

As Corey returned to the parking lot, he was pleased to see the vehicles warmed up and ready to go. Zane was in the U-Haul, adjusting the oversized mirrors, while Caroline and DeAndre huddled in the back of the Jetta, still half asleep. And there, in the front passenger seat was Corey's beautiful wife, the cornerstone of his life, his anchor in the stormiest of seas. She was right where she belonged, forever by his side.

+++++

Two hours into the final push to South Florida, the occupants of the Volkswagen remained silent, content with gazing out the window as Corey drove at the speed limit, soft rock drifting lazily from the speakers under the dash. There was no mention of the previous night's events, though they were undoubtedly replaying in the minds of each passenger.

Caroline stared listlessly at the passing scenery, while DeAndre couldn't help but smirk. The images of the mother and daughter eagerly taking his cock, practically at the same time, played like a raunchy movie on a loop in his mind. How fortunate was he? Two beautiful white women worshipping ebony dick. It was a brother's dream. As he lingered on Lauren's profile from the back, he admired her long black hair, now combed and free of cum, as it fell to the seat below. It was a tough call to decide who was better in bed. Perhaps he would get another taste before this adventure came to an end.

Much like DeAndre, Corey's mature wife was lost in her own thoughts, holding Corey's hand over the console and staring out the windshield without focus. She too was reliving the electrifying events of the night before, a night of firsts.

Her first black man, his dick, thick and pulsating, filled her mouth for the first time. The taste of his skin, the way he guided her with his hands, as she succumbed to curiosity. Caroline's assessment of black cock appeared to be spot on.

And then there was Zane, Corey's best friend, who, at DeAndre's encouragement, had taken her by surprise with his long and crooked shaft up her ass, while her daughter's boyfriend filled her pussy. The sensation of being filled in both holes simultaneously was, simply put, a surreal revelation that both pleasure and pain can push one to the edge of ecstasy.

Caroline, the X factor. She had proven to be an unexpected surprise, embodying the younger version of her now sexually liberated mother. Their encounter, though not technically sex, was undeniably taboo by any standard. And yet, it had ignited a fire within them all.

It wasn't just the act of being naked in the same bed that had aroused them. No, it was the electric atmosphere created by the presence of mother and daughter engaging in such nasty acts in such close proximity. The effect it had on the men in the room was so, so hot!



Would they dare repeat such an experience? Would Lauren's motherly instincts kick in and shut down any possibility of a "next time"? Only time would tell.

Corey.

Lauren glanced at her husband, who was focused on driving, and gave his hand a reassuring squeeze. He returned her smile with a playful wink. The conversation they had that morning had opened their eyes to new possibilities. In less than a year, he had gone from suggesting she flirt with other men to encouraging her to fuck them. Granted, while reluctant at first, after experiencing sex like never before, she too had changed. To satiate him along the way, she'd sprinkled in a smattering of humiliation as well, just like the textbooks said. But now he wanted her to go hell-bent for leather. So how? How to pull that off without it being an absurd portrayal straight out of a cheesy porn movie? And how to do it without jeopardizing his well-being? Sure, they had a safe word, but would he ever use it?

Like her mother, the twenty-seven-year-old high school counselor was also pondering last night's events. The idea of having sex in front of her parents while her mother was being boned and her father masturbated was simply twisted. There was no other way to think about it. None. Period.

And she wasn't just a bystander. Oh no. She had helped guide her mother's mouth onto her friend's cock. Encouraged the double penetration. Thrilled in the humiliation of her dad. That was some sick shit. And yet, it got her off.

Why?

Was her part in emasculating him just a daughter wanting to please her dad? Or was it something darker? Some type of twisted retribution for him being overprotective when she was growing up? Was she getting back at him for the dates she was never allowed to go on? Was it her way of taking control and showing him she could do whatever the hell she wanted with her own body?

Caroline couldn't help but feel a twinge of sadness deep within at the thought of the once towering figure in her life being reduced to a weak spectator. But just as she and her mother had emerged as friends, so too was she realizing that her father was just a man. And if her psychology degree had taught her anything, it was that the male psyche could be a fragile thing, a paradoxical mix of strength and vulnerability. On the surface, a hard shell to be reckoned with. Underneath, a tender core, susceptible to the pressures and complexities of life. And every man dealt with those differently.

Back up front, Corey glanced around the cabin, first at his wife, then in the back at his daughter and her boyfriend. When his eyes returned to Lauren, she gave him a pleasant smile. A surge of pride came over him. She was a knockout to be sure. That she let a guy almost thirteen years older than she put a ring on her finger when she was still a child herself, much less still being together almost three decades later, was simply amazing.

She was no ordinary beauty either, and not by chance. It took a lot of hard work and dedication to sculpt her body to that level of perfection. Even at forty-eight, she was nearly flawless.

The way her straight, jet-black hair cascaded down her shoulders, reaching halfway down her back in some places and extending just below her breasts, which were only barely considered B-cups.

Visibly defined abs ripped in appearance, but soft in a feminine kind of way. Even her navel was sensuous. 

And well-rounded hips and a tight ass that gave her just enough of an hourglass shape to rock any outfit. 

The physical difference between Corey and Lauren was now evident. While she maintained her body impeccably, he had allowed himself to slide, carrying about thirty extra pounds that he shouldn't have. His belly, flabby and protruding, his thighs meaty, and his chest boasting distinct man-boobs were a result of indulging in too many doughnuts and greasy lunches. Things had begun to change for the better as he worked hard with Zane back at the local gym in Iowa, shedding ten pounds and making some improvements. He hoped to continue this progress during their time in Miami and eventually feel confident enough to remove his shirt without feeling the need to cross his arms. Maybe he would even catch the eye of one of those beach bimbos who usually just ended up giggling and guessing his bra size as he walked by.

As if.

Of course, Corey's angst ran deep, a potent cocktail of jealousy and insecurity that bubbled beneath the surface. It gnawed at him, fueled by the undeniable truth that Lauren was breathtaking these days, someone who effortlessly drew attention from both men and women. He couldn't deny how hot it was to see Lauren transform before his very eyes. She had since shed her modest attire and emerged as a woman on the hunt, wearing very little these days and exuding an irresistible confidence that turned heads wherever she went. All of this was a constant reminder that she was no longer just his in bed but also someone who embraced her own perversion and played her cards skillfully. What started as compersion had grown to much more. His ever-evolving fetish, a force that found him pleasure in being humbled and yes...even humiliated. And her being driven to seek felicity in progressively depraved exploits, partially to enable his kink, but increasingly to also satiate the inner slut she'd discovered.

There was no doubt the way she carried herself, with a newfound sensuality and magnetism, left him both enchanted and tormented. Seeing her bask in the attention of others fueled that cocktail to new heights. It was a delicate tightrope, balancing between envy and arousal. Corey couldn't help being regretful that he could no longer please his wife sexually. Of course, she probably would have gone to her grave not knowing what she was missing had he not opened the proverbial Pandora's Box.

As he thought about the potential consequences of his actions, Corey realized that there were darker realities at play. A random hookup could go badly, or someone might want more from a relationship than Lauren was willing to give. On the other hand, she might find someone she prefers to spend her time with romantically. The thought of losing her to someone else left Corey feeling dry and anxious.

So beautiful. 

His cock stirred, even as he knew he was sinking into a deeper abyss. One where he craved increasingly cruel humiliation. What was it about that which turned him on so? Was it the scorn or the raw honesty? Were not the insults hurled at him truthful? Her other lovers were better in bed than he was. They did have bigger dicks. He was fat and pudgy. These were all god's honest truths. Those things may have been degrading and hurtful, but they were not lies.

In a way, it was cathartic. A situation where denial, punishment, jealousy, fear, helplessness, voyeurism, exhibitionism, and emasculation were all rolled into one big mindfuck. It was a twisted fascination that seemed to defy logic and reason. Perhaps Corey thought, it was the element of surrender that enticed him. The relinquishment of power and control, the vulnerability of being stripped down to his most primal self. In those moments of degradation, he found a strange liberation, a release from the weight of societal expectations and masculinity. Indeed, it was during the anticipation and build-up that he felt himself truly alive and fully present in the moment, all the while knowing that post-nut clarity would send him crashing down to the reality of his wife in the arms of another. A man who may very well wind up challenging him for the very thing he loved the most. The agony was bittersweet and very arousing. Indeed, he'd begun having dreams where he was beginning to lose her, and instead of waking in horror, he woke to an erection. That's some more fucked up shit.

Corey's intense retrospect was rudely interrupted by the car announcing an incoming call.

'Call from...Dale Dactyl'

A wide grin spread across the project manager's face, lightening the mood. Other than being reunited with Lauren, if there was one thing he was looking forward to most, it was his new job.

"Hey, Dale!" Corey greeted his new boss warmly. "You got some nice weather lined up for us down there? We'll be there in about ten hours."

"Seventy-five degrees and sunny. How's that sound?" Dale's voice crackled through the speakers.

"Perfect. Considering they were calling for an ice storm when we headed out of Des Moines this morning, I'd say we lucked out," Corey chuckled.

Lauren smiled. "No more snow shoveling!"

"You got that right!" Corey agreed.

There was a brief pause on the line before Dale spoke again, his tone curious. "And who was that lovely voice I heard just now? The missus, I presume?"

"Oh, yeah, sorry about that. Dale meet Lauren. Lauren...Dale."

Lauren raised her voice a bit to compensate for the road noise and two-way speaker. "Hi, Dale! I've heard a lot about you. Looking forward to meeting you in person."

"The pleasure's all mine," Dale replied graciously. "My wife Amanda and I will have to take you two out once you're settled in. Show you around Fort Lauderdale a bit."

"It's a date!" Lauren confirmed, smiling at the conversation and looking lovingly at her husband.

"Sounds good," Corey added, getting back to business. "I'll reach out next week and we can go over my onboarding and all that jazz."

"Plenty of time for all that HR nonsense later," Dale dismissed lightly. "You two just focus on getting here safe and sound."

"Will do. Talk to you soon Dale. Thanks again."

"Absolutely. Take care of our boy now, Lauren," Dale directed warmly.

"Always do," she assured him before Corey ended the call.

Turning to his wife with a grin, Corey's mood seemed lifted. "He seems nice."

"I like him already," Lauren agreed, giving his hand an encouraging squeeze. "This move may be the best thing we've ever done."

+++++

As the Volkswagen and U-Haul rolled into the roadside truck stop, the sun high in the Georgia sky, Zane and Corey brought the vehicles to a halt on opposite sides of a fueling island. The girls and DeAndre wasted no time in heading inside the massive building to pee and find some much-needed refreshments. Meanwhile, the other two men began to gas up.

With pump handle in hand, Zane caught Corey's eye and spoke up, his voice low and filled with a little anxiety. "Cors, about last night..."

Corey unscrewed the Jetta's gas cap and shrugged nonchalantly. "What about it?"

Zane hesitated, his words hanging in the air. "It was...unexpected."

A smirk played on Corey's lips as he carefully inserted the hose handle into the fill pipe. "You think?"

Zane blinked. "How...how do you feel about what happened?"

Corey stared at the pump's meter. "I think we're past the point of questioning the 'hows, 'whats' and 'whys', don't you? It is what it is."

Zane nodded, relief in his eyes. "Okay, yeah, sure. It is what it is."

As the U-Haul began to fill, the mechanic decided to take a quick trip to the restroom just as the others were emerging. When Caroline and Lauren ducked back into the car, DeAndre approached Corey who was tapping the last of the dispenser's gasoline against the metal grommet.

"Hey listen. About last night..."

Corey rolled his eyes, the weariness of the subject evident in his expression.

"You did what any man would do when faced with that kind of willing pussy. I get it."

DeAndre raised an eyebrow. "So, that's it? You...understand?"

Corey placed the pump handle back in its holder and waited for the receipt. "Yeah, I do."

DeAndre could hardly believe his ears. He had fucked this guy's wife and daughter right in front of him, and all he got was a casual "I get it"?

"So, um...I guess we cool?"

A smirk tugged at Corey's lips as he folded the paper receipt, his gaze locked on DeAndre over his sunglasses. "Sure, don't sweat it. We're cool."

DeAndre opened the rear door of the car, but before he climbed in, he turned back, his voice low so the girls would not hear.

"You know, brah, before we leave I might..."

Corey held the black man's gaze fast, a twinkle in his eye conceding that his wife might just entertain such an idea.

"Yes, DeAndre. I expect that's true."

+++++

After two more full tanks of gas and many tiring hours, the group of five finally arrived at the U-Haul storage facility in Buena Vista. It was just past eight o'clock when they stepped out of the van to stretch their legs. They all agreed that they would rather unload the rental truck before heading to the apartment. Once they completed a brief round of celebratory high-fives, Corey opened the back of the box truck and started directing the unloading process.

Bessy, Zane's prized Harley, was unloaded first. The group then efficiently transferred their most cherished belongings into the clean, climate-controlled storage space. Within less than an hour, Lauren felt a sense of relief as a heavy-duty padlock secured the locker. She was glad they had taken the extra care to safely store their most prized possessions themselves. This way, they ensured that the movers wouldn't have the opportunity to damage any of their items.

After depositing the rental truck keys into the night deposit box, Zane started his bike and smiled as it idled smoothly. The warm and humid air provided a pleasant contrast to the cold they had experienced in Iowa, making it ideal riding weather for one to clear their head after the long drive. With Lauren's address confirmed and a promise to meet them there, the mechanic rode off into the evening with a salute.

The others waved and then began discussing what to do for dinner. None wanted Chinese or pizza again. Since they had been sitting for twelve hours, Corey suggested taking a walk along the boulevard, which would not only help them get their legs back but also offered numerous sidewalk cafes to choose from. They all agreed that this was the best option, so they got into the Jetta and drove towards downtown on I-95. A short while later, they spotted the four red aircraft warning lights atop Lauren's apartment building, just above the large, white illuminated sign on the façade that read "Majestic Summit Arms."

He tore his gaze from the interstate traffic just long enough to see Lauren beaming back at him. She reached over and squeezed his shoulder, a gesture that seemed to say 'you're home...you're finally home'.

The significance of that moment could not be overstated. It had been nearly a year since they had planned the move and now it was complete. It was time to start afresh, to search for a nice house in the suburbs where they could retire in peace and maybe enjoy their yet to be born grandchildren one day.

Corey smiled as the high-rise loomed larger.

Home, indeed.

+++++

The leisurely walk along the boulevard and a much healthier dinner made everyone feel a lot better. Upon returning to the apartments, they saw Zane standing at the concierge's desk engaged in a heated discussion.

"I'm telling you, I can't leave a Harley out on a downtown street overnight," the biker said in frustration. "It's a goddamn Cruiser. She'll get stolen for sure."

Lauren frowned when she saw the attendant on duty was none other than old man Harvey.

"I'm sorry sir, but we don't allow motorcycles to be parked in the building unless you live here. You'll have to find another parking garage."

"Everything okay over here?" the sultry resident stepped up and asked.

Zane turned with a sigh. "This guy won't let me park Bessy inside where she'll be safe. Says the rules don't allow it."

"Well, hello, Mrs. Miller," Harvey said thickly with a smirk. "Welcome back to paradise."

Not interested in any small talk from the likes of him, Lauren ignored the snarky reception. "I came to collect the keys for the guest apartment. Perhaps we could also work out a solution for my friend's bike situation. Zane will be staying the night as our guest."

The geriatric doorman raised an eyebrow as his gaze shifted between Zane, Corey, and DeAndre. His tone made Lauren bristle. "Is that so?" he replied, the innuendo clear.

Lauren held her tongue, unwilling to give the unpleasant man any satisfaction at baiting her. She waited expectantly for the keys, eager to remove herself and the others from his insinuating presence.

"Alright," Harvey nodded. "I'll allow the motorcycle to be parked at the far end of the garage, just this once. But it can't be a regular thing."

As the group headed toward the elevator lobby, they heard him call after Corey.

"Welcome to your new home, Mr. Miller. We've been waiting for you. I'm sure you'll find your stay...enlightening."

Corey stopped and looked back at the old man, who was smiling in an unsettling manner. It was almost as if the doorman knew something he did not. His tone carried an ominous implication that caused the newly minted Floridian to pause. Before he could respond, Lauren took his arm and steered her husband towards the lift, thankful to put an end to the suggestive greeting.

She cringed at the things that may surface now that Corey was there.

And so, it begins.

+++++

After helping Caroline and DeAndre settle into the guest apartment, Lauren, Corey, and Zane returned to Lauren and Corey's place. Lauren made drinks in hopes that the alcohol would ease some of the tension that was clearly between them.

As they sipped their cocktails, an unspoken awkwardness filled the air. The elephant in the room was undoubtedly Lauren and Zane's blossoming sexual relationship. The apprehension, combined with the long day, dampened spirits, left none of them quite sure what to do or say.

Finishing their drinks in relative silence, Lauren made up the couch for Zane. "I think we're all beat from the long drive," she remarked, grateful for the distraction. While she turned the sofa into a bed, Corey grabbed fresh linens from the hall closet.

Once everything was set, Corey announced he was turning in for the night. Lauren followed, bidding Zane goodnight with a soft if not lingering smile. As the lights were extinguished in unit 23f, so too were they in the guest apartment.

Exhaustion had set in. There would be no sex for anyone that evening.

======================

Saturday, February 24th

======================

The next morning, Lauren suggested taking DeAndre to the beach to see the ocean. Although he was born and raised in Georgia, he had never visited the coast. Even though the air temperature at ten o'clock was just reaching seventy degrees, which was too cold for non-natives to swim, the others agreed that it was perfect weather to enjoy a walk on the sand.

Caroline smiled as her boyfriend caught his first glimpses of the Atlantic, first on I-195, then along Alton Road and Indian Creek Drive. As they got out of the Jetta and walked down the boardwalk, DeAndre took a deep breath of the fresh air, his eyes widening at the vast blue expanse before him. "Whoa, it's huge!"

Everyone but Corey suppressed a chuckle at the unsaid association.

Walking down to the wet sand, they slipped off their shoes to feel the cool grains between their toes. DeAndre bent down to sift it through his fingers. When the gentle surf rolled in, lapping at his feet, he jumped back with a shout. "Damn, that water's cold!"

Caroline wrapped an arm around his waist. "Come down here during the summer, and you won't be saying that."

They began making their way north, strolling leisurely. The young black man kept glancing out at the horizon, still amazed by the vastness of blue to the distant meeting of the sea and sky. Gulls called and wheeled overhead as a salty breeze tousled their hair.

Coming upon a large shell half-buried in the sand, Lauren stopped and studied its spiral design. As Corey, Caroline, and Zane continued walking ahead, DeAndre stopped to wait for her. And in that instant, the ocean wasn't the only thing that took his breath away. The older woman's whole look was effortlessly beachy. Knowing there would be no swimming that day, she had worn a lightweight cotton floral romper that clung to her body in all the right places. The scoop neck plunged just low enough to reveal the swell of her small breasts, her braless nipples evident in the slightly chilly breeze. Bending over, she picked up a shell and approached her daughter's friend, her hips swaying seductively, drawing his eyes to her narrow waist cinched by a thin pale purple belt.



"Here," Lauren said with a sincere look. "A small gift to remember your first beach visit."

DeAndre gazed down at the mature white wife, drinking in her beauty. What was it about this woman that made him instantly hard? Was it her still perky breasts, begging to be touched? Was it her perfectly round, peachy ass--unusual for a woman her age--that cried out to be squeezed and spanked? There was no doubt she was a submissive, even more so than her daughter.

Or was it just her attitude? Free-spirited, caring, and undeniably fuckable?

Smiling softly, DeAndre accepted the small token and stuffed it in his pocket. He glanced down the beach where the others had roamed. The only one who seemed aware the two had fallen behind was Corey, who was looking back over his shoulder, trying his best to be inconspicuous about it.

"So, he really doesn't care you get with other guys?"

"Oh, he cares," Lauren said, brushing wind-whipped hair from her face. "Just not in the way you'd think."

"We have some unfinished business, me and you," he said.

The sun-kissed beauty smirked. "As much as I'd like that, you need to focus on your girlfriend, mister."

Caroline's voice, carried by the breeze, finally reached the two. "You guys coming?"

DeAndre curled his lips at the double entendre. One of his fingers traced the outline of Lauren's cheek and jaw, then tapped her nose. "Perhaps again sometime?"

"Perhaps," Lauren replied with a knowing smile, then trotting after the others.

Perhaps.

+++++

The rest of the day passed quickly. The group stopped at the Taffy Snapper for lunch and walked along the pier where Myles Kanzanka usually moored his yacht. Unfortunately, it was not there, likely off entertaining dignitaries somewhere around the world. Their conversations remained lighthearted, each trying hard to avoid topics that might bring up the events of Thursday night.

As late afternoon approached, they decided to return to the apartments to freshen up for dinner. Before leaving the boardwalk along the causeway, Lauren noticed Corey staring down at a less busy marina housing smaller boats. The name of one boat in particular caught his eye.

"Amarillo Sky," she said, creeping up behind her husband and slipping her arms under his, clasping her hands together around his waist. "Alex's cabin cruiser. You remember Alex, right?"

"Tex. How could I forget?"

"Perhaps you'll be able to join us for a spin in the bay someday."

Despite the warm temperature nearing eighty degrees, a shiver ran down Corey's spine as he remembered the tall, broad-shouldered Texan who always wore a cowboy hat. Alex was just one of the special friends his wife had met during their time apart.

'Join us for a spin'.

So, she was still seeing him. Corey swallowed hard but his mouth was dry. Always dry. Why so dry?

Of course, that made sense. From all accounts, the realtor was a nice guy. It was just...this all was going to take some getting used to. When he'd been in Iowa, none of her relationships had been so in his face. Now, there was no more pretending, no more fantasizing. This was real.

Lauren peeled back as her phone rang. "Hello? Oh hi, Amy!

"Yes, I'm back.

"Um, tonight? We're taking Caroline and a couple of friends out to eat, sort of a thank you for helping us. Plus, they're leaving tomorrow. Would you like to join us? I'd love for you to meet them...

"Really? Awesome. Can you meet us at the chophouse on Fifth Street?

"Yeah, that's the one. Eight o'clock.

"No, no trouble at all. See ya then, love."

Lauren wheeled around to find Corey's beady eyes looking lost. She could see he was overwhelmed by how much her life had changed. The bright lights, the ocean, her new friends, the faster pace.

"Amy's going to join us for dinner, is that okay?"

Corey managed a smile and nodded. He knew the blonde was another one of those 'friends'. A rowdy one, not to mention one of her lovers.

Yeah, this was definitely going to take some getting used to.

+++++

The five-star Harold Hill Steakhouse took pride in its white linen service and strict dress code. Unfortunately, neither Zane nor DeAndre had brought appropriate jackets on their trip. However, with a couple of borrowed ties from Corey and their imposing stature, the nervous maître d' agreed to waive the coat requirement.

The party of six was seated at a large round table; Caroline was between her boyfriend and Zane; Amy was next to Lauren, who in turn was between DeAndre and her husband.

Soon, a smiling sommelier approached with an extensive wine list, which Corey promptly dismissed. "We'll start with the 2018 Pinhel Grande Escolha Siria," he said expertly.

"Excellent choice, sir. I'll bring it right away."

A few raised eyebrows came from the women, and Zane let out a low whistle. "Dude, ordering wine like that would get your man card revoked back at Clancy's Pub," he teased.

Corey flashed his best friend a sheepish smile.

"I think men who know wine are attractive," Amy came to her host's defense.

Zane mockingly raised his hand. "Boone's Farm, 2010 please," drawing a satirical swoon from the blonde and a contemptuous look from the wine steward.

"So sexy," she said dramatically.

Everyone shared a chuckle which effectively broke the ice. The sommelier returned and poured the wine into oversized glasses. A short time later, warm laughter filled their side of the room, and all six were enjoying themselves immensely.

Even Corey, although his concentration during various conversations was occasionally broken by how familiar his wife was getting with DeAndre. The young man was obviously taken with the woman almost two decades his senior, complimenting her on the elegant, sleek black dress she was wearing. Corey had to admit, as good as she looked in her slut wear, she was absolutely stunning in that chic outfit. The Lycra fabric clung to her tight body, showing off each delectable curve, and the tight bodice teased a glimpse of her perky B-cup breasts. Always accessorizing, she had chosen delicate multi-colored bracelets that jingled softly with every move, drawing attention to her slender arms.

Still, the older man winced when DeAndre complimented her on her attire, saying the only thing missing was a pearl necklace.

"You're probably right," Lauren agreed, one hand coming down on his forearm, the other caressing her decolletage. "But wherever would I get one this time of night?"

As the evening progressed and the wine flowed, the whole table seemed to be flirting except for Corey. At one point, Zane playfully nudged Caroline, drawing her attention to the sparks flying between her mother and DeAndre. "Looks like your mom's having a good time," he said, taking a sip of his drink.

"Yeah, no shit," Caroline chuckled. "Seems like I'm the odd one out tonight."

That was a direct reference to how famously the biker and Amy were getting along.

"Jealous?" Zane asked.

Caroline rolled her eyes. "Please, you are my godfather."

"That didn't stop you before. What about your boyfriend and your mother?"

"Pffst. I can't remember the last time I was jealous over a guy."

"Uh-huh, sure."

There was a moment of silence, then the mechanic had to ask.

"And your dad?"

"What about him?"

Picardo frowned.

"You mean his...thing?" The girl shrugged. "Lots of children get a glimpse behind their parents' green door as they grow up. You'd be surprised how many kids catch 'em fucking. Or find their sex toys. I counsel students on that stuff all day long. It can be an 'ew' moment, but certainly not traumatizing. Hell, even middle schoolers know the 'rents have sex. It's when they catch one with someone that's not mom or dad. That's when the trauma starts."

The mechanic nodded. "So, what do you think about the whole situation?"

Caroline thought about that, searching with her eyes.

"The first time I had any inkling was when she came home from Bakersfield for your award ceremony. Dad insisted it was just a platonic date, but women don't dress the way unless they are looking to attract attention. And their husbands sure don't condone it. Well, usually."

"And now?"

"I love them. They may be my parents, but they're also adults. Who am I to tell them what to do?"

"Amelia?"

"That strait-laced sister of mine would kill them."

Amy, who had been chatting with Corey, excused herself to the restroom, smiling broadly at Zane as she left.

Caroline winked at the biker, who took another drink and shook his head.

"Oh no. Hey, I'm only here to help my friends move and then I'm off to the Keys to find myself."

"You might find yourself balls deep in more than Florida sand if you're not careful."

Zane was about to say something when he noticed Corey looking his way. The older man's jaw was clenched as if in deep thought. And he was, a mixture of jealousy and arousal swirling within him. He hadn't been in Florida more than twenty-four hours, and it was the little things that began to cut the senior man deeply. Lauren's fingers trailed down the length of DeAndre's arm, her touches lingering just a little too long, smiling at every witty thing he said. Knowing the rest of the table was quite aware of the coquettishness, Corey was growing increasingly uncomfortable. He felt a knot tighten in his stomach and took a deep breath, trying to quell the surge of emotions threatening to consume him. He glanced at Zane, hoping for some sort of solace or understanding, but his friend of forty years simply raised his glass as if to say, 'isn't this what you asked for?' Predictable, since the biker knew of Corey's proclivity.

The rest of the meal was pleasant though, filled with enough amorous flirting to get everyone randy except for Corey, who sat at the head of the table, content to drink and watch the rest have a good time. Eventually, as the last drop of a fourth bottle of vintage wine was poured, Amy stood and made a toast, officially welcoming Corey to the Magic City. The oldest member of the group bashfully acknowledged the affable gesture with a blush. It was nothing short of surreal to see those five faces looking back at him, smiling and honoring his presence with clinking glasses, all of which had now been naked with his wife in bed. The slightly awkward obeisance ended with a peck on the cheek from Lauren, who hugged her husband's arm and told him it was time to go home.

The move was over, but the voyage had just begun.

+++++

 

The next couple of weeks passed uneventfully. Caroline and DeAndre returned to Colorado the day after the dinner without any further adventures. Zane took off for the Florida Keys to find himself, though not before acquiring Amy's number.

Beyond the whirlwind of getting settled in and Lauren beginning her grooming at Rekrap Industries to take over a top vice president position, life was surprisingly normal, even boring. Grocery shopping, dry cleaning, long walks along the boulevard, watching TV on the couch until they both fell asleep - all reminded him of the life they'd once had. They'd even found time at night to make love, easing Corey's mind that her 'no pussy' rule was just a cruel joke. 

Of course, there were still adjustments to be made. It had taken some getting used to for both --Corey in finding his way around an unfamiliar city and Lauren adapting to having someone else now living in the apartment. Corey appreciated the concessions she had made too, which included giving up closet space that was once hers alone and dividing up bathroom time. He was sure there were other accommodations they would have to make as well, such as cooking for two--things they would surely work out over time as a team.

Changes.

There had undoubtedly been some. With Lauren at work, Corey found himself alone and started settling in comfortably. As he did so, he noticed distinct differences from previous visits. The condoms that had usually been in the nightstand were no longer there. Additionally, the sexy lingerie and revealing clothes he referred to as her "slut clothes" were nowhere to be found.

This was peculiar in itself. Was she trying to hide these things or simply purged them? Was this just another sign that things would be different now that he was living there permanently? Slower paced? More controlled?

Whatever the future held, Corey expected that he would be consumed by his new job for some time. He had already driven up to Fort Lauderdale a couple of times to meet with Dale. The meetings were to discuss the details of his new position. Since Dactyl planned to scale back his involvement in day-to-day operations, Corey would be overseeing no fewer than thirty major projects throughout Florida. The pay would be fantastic, though the days would be long and would require some travel. That level of responsibility and challenge was exactly what the experienced project manager had in mind. His first day was scheduled for the following Monday, which suited him just fine. With Lauren also set to be promoted to vice president at her company the next month, she too would likely be kept busy at work.

Things were definitely looking up. 

======================

Friday, March 9th

======================

As if to validate those predictions, Lauren came home that Friday before, harried and in need of a drink. She dropped her purse on the kitchen island with a thud.

"What a day!" the well-put-together executive exclaimed, blowing her black bangs from her face with a sighing puff of breath.

"Rough one, huh?" Corey looked up from the plethora of architectural diagrams he was trying to learn from various job sites.

"You could say that. Cruthersville Fiber can't deliver a major shipment of raw materials for another two weeks when it was due today, and do you know how hard it is to find toner for seventeen locations?"

Corey looked surprised. "People still print things out these days?"

Lauren looked down at the schematics her husband was pouring over on the coffee table, then back at him with hands on her hips. "Really?"

"Uh, yeah, I guess they do," he chuckled, going back to the drawings.

Grabbing an already-opened bottle of wine from the fridge, she gave herself a large pour. After studying him a minute from across the room, Lauren tilted her head and set down the glass.

"Hey, how 'bout I take a shower and then we go out on the town? We really haven't been since you moved here."

Corey's face brightened. "A date?"

The pretty brunette returned his smile. "Yeah, sure. A date, baby. Just you and me."

+++++

After taking a refreshing shower, Lauren emerged from the bathroom, clad only in her soft pink cotton robe. Meanwhile, Corey had been dividing his time between the Miami Heat game and facing the dilemma of what to wear. Casual? Coat and tie?

"What are you feeling tonight, babe? Roadhouse or white linen?"

Brushing the length of her straight midnight black hair, Lauren pursed her lips. "It's basically our first night out together, so you choose."

"Honky tonk it is."

Lauren smirked. "That's so you."

They shared a laugh before Corey remembered he hadn't seen anything remotely sexy in her closet. 

"Um, well, yeah. About that," she cleared her throat, trying to find the right words, unsure how he would take what she had to say. "I moved a lot of my clothes to 23m."

"What is 23m?" Corey asked with curiosity. 

"It's a small one-bedroom apartment down the hallway that Rekrap reserves for visiting VIPs like clients or executives from out-of-town offices. It's rarely used."

Lauren's explanation tumbled out in forced nonchalance. She knew it sounded a lot like what it wasn't.

Funny, he didn't remember her mentioning moving her clothes.

"I see," he replied dryly. "Your own little love nest, then?"

"I told you it's the firm's. It's how we got this unit, remember? Through Rekrap."

"How convenient."

Lauren shook her head and grabbed his hand. "You're being silly. It was the only way to make room for your stuff. Here, come with me and you can help pick out my outfit."

As she guided him down the hallway, Corey couldn't help being a smartass.

"Wander around in your robe a lot, do you?"

Always quick with a comeback, Lauren pecked him on the cheek. "Only for my dates. Besides, many of the men in the building have seen much more." Corey bit his lip as his cock twitched.

Upon entering the reserved corporate apartment, he was relieved to find it impeccably clean and undisturbed, clearly professionally furnished and maintained--not what one would envision as a hotbed of sin. It wasn't until she led him into the bedroom that his Spidey sense tingled. There, Lauren has set up her vanity, replete with a full makeup kit and a small closet filled with her clubbing clothes. 

As he looked around the tiny room, Corey couldn't help but wonder what the chest of drawers and nightstand contained. The missing unmentionables and box of XL condoms? Was he the first man she'd brought here, or just one of many?

"What happens when someone needs to stay here?" he inquired.

"Then I'll clear this all out. It's not like I won't know in advance if someone's coming to town," Lauren replied breezily.

The inquisitive husband's mind was filled with questions, but he decided to defer them for now. The last thing they needed that night was a fight. Dismissing anything that could be construed as argumentative, Corey began thumbing through her dresses. 

"Casual tonight, right?"

"So you say."

After considering several options, he came across a pair of faded low-rise blue jeans and the barely-there silver metallic halter top he'd seen in photos of her out clubbing with Chloe. Shiny and backless, it left little to the imagination.

"How about this?" Corey pulled out both pieces and displayed them.

Lauren tilted her head approvingly. "I can work with that. You know your eyes won't be the only ones it catches though, right?" she asked.

Corey stiffened. "I...I know." It was double-edged sword to be sure. One he would either live by or die by.

Tossing the clothing over her arm, Lauren ushered her husband out of the bedroom. "Preference on elegant slutty or roadhouse slutty?"

"Um..."

Lauren nodded towards the vacant apartment door. "Go change and I'll be back shortly."

Beaming, Corey kissed her goodbye and walked back to their apartment, feeling optimistic.

Our place. Finally. He liked the sound of that.

+++++

The steam cleared as the water ceased, and Corey emerged from the shower, stepping onto the floor mat. He caught sight of his reflection in the foggy mirror, and it wasn't a pretty sight. These days, he wasn't fond of what he saw. His body had gone to shit. Graying hair, a pudgy physique with love handles around his waist, and sagging pecs. The thinning hair on his head showed the passing of time, a salt-and-pepper look taking over. The lines etched on his forehead and around his eyes spoke of the joy and worry he had experienced, especially with the chaos his fetish had caused recently.

In days gone by, Corey wouldn't have given a second thought to stripping off his shirt by the poolside. But now, he avoided such situations whenever possible, fearing ridicule. The weight gain had made his pecs lose their firmness, and tight shirts only emphasized that fact. He started going to the gym with Zane's help and saw some initial progress, even catching Lauren's attention during one of his visits. However, like most things that troubled him, he fell back into old habits and now looked worse than ever before.

And then there was his dick. It used to be a respectable six inches, doing its job reasonably well. But now, more often than not, it was a shriveled two. With sagging balls, one hanging lower than the other, wrinkled and veiny, there was no doubt Corey's virility was declining. This while his wife's libido was on the rise. In most marriages, it would be a recipe for disaster. In theirs though, likely a quirky perversion.



Or a trainwreck.  

+++++

Down the hallway in 23m, Lauren shrugged off her old outfit and pulled the shiny silver metallic halter over her head. The top felt sleek and stylish against her skin as she adjusted the thin spaghetti straps over her shoulders, pulling them tighter to get a better fit. She smoothed out the fabric around her small breasts, making sure they were tucked in neatly behind the draped cowl neck. The areolae were visible through the blouse, with dark outlines clearly discernible.

Next, she slipped into a red thong and carefully pulled it up over her calves and thighs, feeling it stretch and tighten within the confines of her butt crack. After ensuring the waistband rested securely on the top of her pelvic bone, the sultry temptress settled down at a makeshift vanity and opened the center drawer. Inside lay a small vial, a metal straw, and an ornate mirror. She smiled with delight at the sight. Unwilling to risk bringing coke through TSA, Lauren had left behind what little she had remaining from Stretch Maddison's "gift." Maybe it was time to pay him another visit. A blow for some blow. It wasn't as if she was addicted or anything, only using the drug as a pick-me-up and to escape from her chaotic existence. 

Right?

But why keep it from Corey? It wasn't like he was opposed to recreational drugs or anything. 

Lauren carefully tapped two lines of white powder onto the mirror and placed one end of the straw into a nostril and inhaled, then repeated for the other. Her nose wiggled several times and her eyes blinked repeatedly. Feeling satisfied, she opened her makeup kit.

If one thing was clear, the tone had to be set with Corey from the beginning. After all, it was he who had turned her into a slut, and now he had to live with the consequences.

And what were those exactly? The trysts and drugs her husband knew about...or the ones he didn't? Were the latter simply sexual exhaust, a consequence he would have to accept? One where she wouldn't always tell him everything? Hadn't he just said he was aroused at her going behind his back? Yes, actually.

Lauren carefully traced the contours of her face, using jet-black eyeliner that perfectly matched her hair. By dragging the pencil along her lash line, she created thick and intense eyelashes that gave her eyes a sultry and seductive look. Next, she applied a vibrant and alluring shade of crimson to her lips, giving them a glossy finish that made them look luscious and irresistible. Finally, she added a little blush to highlight her cheeks. Wiping her nose again, she admired the trampish look that she preferred these days, at least away from work. Let's face it, she no longer dressed to impress just her husband; Lauren Miller dressed to impress everyone else now - and it all screamed "fuck me."

Corey would need to learn that the net she cast these days was not for him alone.

+++++

Back in their apartment, the graying Des Moines transplant appeared to be examining his saggy nutsack when his wife suddenly appeared in the doorway.

"Kind of hard to find, isn't it?" she teased, catching him off guard, holding up a hand indicating a small space between her thumb and forefinger.

Corey's deer-in-the-headlights expression was priceless. His gaping mouth struggled to form a coherent response.

"It's...it's bigger than that."

"If you say so."

Lauren twirled, spreading her arms to showcase her entire outfit. "What do you think? I went for roadhouse slutty."

"Jesus, babe," Corey's eyes darted across her body, taking in the sight. "You look great."

She wasn't just slutty; she looked like she had just arrived from Sodom and Gomorrah. The low-rise blue jeans he picked out for her hung low on her hips, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her pelvic bone and the top of her ass crack. Above it, the winged "EZ" tattoo was easily visible to anyone looking at her butt. And he knew there would be plenty of guys doing just that. The top of a red thong peeked out, rising in the back to a small lacy triangle above the denim. From there, it branched out to two small bands encircling her waist, leading to a hidden V in front behind a button-down fly. The sexy lingerie wasn't just underwear, it was part of the look. Some of the top buttons of her jeans were undone, as if to get a head start, and threatened to expose the colorful fox-in-tail tattoo cunningly inked just above her pussy. Her makeup, too, was as striking as her outfit. A pornstar look for sure.

Corey's flaccid two inches began to stir, growing slightly. He tried to hide it behind a towel, but it was a futile effort. The sight of her in that tiny, shiny metallic halter top was too much. As she spun around, the revealing design showed her entire back, smooth and inviting. Thin spaghetti straps held a deep plunging cowl neck in place, naturally drawing the gaze towards her cleavage, modest as it may be.

"Very eighties," he croaked, his erection causing him embarrassment. Although he believed she had used questionable judgment in getting the tattoos, they were admittedly quite hot, adding to her trampy persona.

Smiling, Lauren glanced down at his pink appendage. "Hmm. Looks like I have your attention. Good."

Stepping closer, careful not to let any water droplets from his naked torso touch her, she placed a hand on the back of his neck, teasingly brushing her nose against his.

"I'm so glad you're finally here. Don't ever leave me," she whispered.

Corey closed his eyes, drinking in the intoxicating scent of her perfume. "Never."

Her free hand wrapped around his now hard member. "Never ever?"

"No," Corey stammered.

Her delicate fingers began to stroke his cock as she purred in his ear, her warm breath sending shivers down his spine.

"Even when I step out on you? Even when I fuck other men?"

"N-n-no," he managed to respond.

"Because I will, you know...fuck other guys. I'm the slut you never knew you married."

Lauren's hand moved faster over his dick, picking up the pace. She loved the feeling of being in control and knew that her husband was completely at her mercy. Lowering her head, she sucked on one of his nipples, then the other. Corey moaned loudly, his head tilting back in pleasure. He couldn't believe how much control she had over him and was loving every minute of it. He closed his eyes tight as he felt himself getting close. Loose skin on his body trembled, and they both knew he was about to blow.

But it wasn't meant to be.

Just as suddenly as she had appeared, Lauren removed her hand from his cock and turned away, a wicked smile forming on her lips.

"Sorry, Twisty," she said, her voice dripping with sadistic satisfaction, fingers trailing slowly down Corey's chest, leaving a trail of goosebumps. She knew that each touch sent torturous electricity through his body, and as she leaned in, her hot breath grazed his ear. "Now that you're here, that cuck in you is going to have to learn some patience. I decide when you cum, capeesh?"

Corey's body quivered as he looked longingly into Lauren's eyes. He couldn't fault her; after all, he was the one who had asked for this. Nodding, he knew that continuing down this path was not for the faint of heart. It was to be craved; it was to be embraced.

It was to be feared.

"Yeah...capeesh."

+++++

The ride-share pulled into the packed gravel parking lot of the Stetson Saloon, billed as Miami's newest honky-tonk hotspot. Neon signs glowed on the outside of the weathered wooden façade, advertising cold beers and live music. As the pair entered, Corey purposely hung back, savoring the sight of Lauren's well-rounded ass swaying in her tight denim jeans. The bar's diffused lighting lit her bare backside, highlighting the shadows of her shoulder blades and the red satin thong peeking out over the tops of her butt cheeks. As predicted, the ~EZ~ tat was clearly visible.

Well aware that her husband wasn't the only one whose gaze was lingering, Lauren swayed her hips seductively as she walked towards a row of tables near the bar. Corey's heart pounded in his chest as he observed one head after another turn with hungry glances. Luckily, another couple was just leaving and waved them over to claim the seats before some millennial punks could swoop in.

Minutes later, a flight of whiskey was sitting in front of the two and glasses were clinking.

"To us," Lauren smiled genuinely, looking him in the eye. "And our new home."

"To us," Corey replied, beaming, "and a carefree life in sunny Florida."

With modern country and western playing in the background, the long-married duo talked about the next steps in their lives. Sure, luxury high-rise living was convenient and had its advantages, but writing that check every month without building equity was hard to do. Both wanted to stick to the plan and buy a house somewhere in the suburbs. Maybe High Pines or Ponce-Davis? It wasn't something they needed to rush into. Lauren's lease at the Majestic Summit wasn't up until June, and they could easily extend it another six months to a year, so there was no hurry, especially with all the changes in their careers. With Corey starting a new job and Lauren's promotion not more than a month away, there would be no time to look for property any time soon.

"You've been talking a lot with Dale," she said, finishing off her second whiskey and dabbed her mouth with a napkin. "Ready for the first big day Monday?"

Corey tossed back the last few drops in his glass and picked up the third snifter.

"Yeah, lots to do next week. Dale's taking me to a buddy of his who owns a dealership to pick out a company car."

"Oh, that's right! What kind are you going to get?"

"I dunno. I've always had a truck."

"Um, you might want to rethink that. No way a truck fits in the apartment garage."

"Fair point. Maybe something with good gas mileage. I will be traveling a bit. A Prius?"

Lauren started to scrunch up her nose at the idea when the house band suddenly picked up the tempo with some good foot-stomping music. Seemingly out of nowhere, dozens of people appeared on the dance floor from every corner of the room and lined up.

"Let's go!" she exclaimed, grabbing her husband's hand and leading him towards the sea of others twirling and hopping. Corey played along, a little sheepishly at first, but soon got into the rhythm of things. With a silly grin on his face, he let her guide him through the first leg slapping, line shifting, and foot pivoting moves until he seemed comfortable to hold his own.

Although Corey was a rocker at heart, he had to admit that he was actually having fun there at the roadhouse with his girl by his side and no distractions. The two laughed out loud as they spun and stomped, marveling at the more experienced dancers and clucking at their own mistakes. It was a special moment for Corey, who had missed the camaraderie of his soulmate. Several times he stopped and gathered her into his arms, ending each with a stirring kiss.

After several songs, Lauren excused herself to the restroom and Corey headed back to their table, feeling relieved to have a moment of respite. It was becoming more challenging to keep up with a woman who was almost thirteen years younger and looked years less than that. Sipping on his third glass of whiskey, he scanned the crowd. Mostly urban cowboys, they were white collar by day and dusty boots at night. He half-expected to see Alex Cartwright there.  That guy was the real deal. These then? Not so much. Amused at the wannabe antics, he ordered two more flights.

As the waitress walked away with the order, Corey noticed his wife navigating around other patrons while returning to the table. She was a vision of hotness, exuding sheer sex appeal. Her tiny braless breasts jiggled freely with each step as she walked towards him, barely covered by the draping halter that accentuated firm and tanned abs. Her hips rolled from side to side as she moved, the exposed thong clearly glistening in the DJ's rotating and blinking lights. She had almost made it through the gauntlet of turning heads when a couple of those fake cowpokes stopped her and struck up a conversation.

Corey rolled his eyes. The men were dressed in standard rustic wear, one with a cowboy hat, both with boots. Rugged in a seventy's western movie kind of way. Of course, they were. It wasn't a creepy thing, just two gutsy guys wanting to meet the pretty lady they'd seen earlier on the dance floor. He could see their smiles and detected the flirting from twenty feet away. Lauren didn't do anything to discourage it either, twirling a piece of her hair in her hands, laughing at whatever clever lines they were coming up with. Several times they had her face away from them while they stared at her ass; undoubtedly asking about the ~EZ~ tattoo. Corey thought about going over and rescuing her, but there was no indication she wanted to be. Nor, quite frankly, did he necessarily want to.

Was this how it was going to be from now on? Lauren 3.0 in the wild? He seemed to get the feeling that these kinds of encounters were commonplace. In the supermarket, restaurants, at work, not to say anything about bars. Just how many guys had hit on her since she had taken to spicing up her wardrobe and propping up her confidence? Dozens? Hundreds? How many had bedded her? What kind of unseemly things had she done down here that he didn't know about? Had she actually cheated on him - kissing but not telling? Either physically or emotionally? The idea awakened his groin, the same one that had been denied just hours before. How sick is that? It was one thing for him to fantasize about her to fucking others in the open, but to eroticize his wife carrying on behind his back?

Do I really get off on that? 

Just as his fetish began conjuring up all sorts of fantastical images, Lauren hugged both strangers and returned to her seat, all smiles.

"Yee haw," Corey muttered under his breath.

"Hush," she admonished him with a wry grin. "They're nice."

"I'm sure they are," he replied sarcastically.

"They're kind of hot too."

The tingle below his waist spread like heat through his mid-section.

"So are you."

Lauren's dimples came out. She reached over and took one of his hands in both of hers, her thumb caressing his. "That's sweet."

They looked at each other lovingly for the longest time, the music thumping in the background. Both felt it. The same connection that tugged at the heartstrings when they first met at a mutual friend's wedding, fused with the uncertainty and vulnerability of their relationship today. Finally, her eyes wandered over to the two who had chatted her up.

"They're still hot though."

Corey followed his wife's gaze to the men. Having moved on, they were now at the bar, knocking back craft beer with two bleached blondes. Although he detested dancing, Corey stood, emboldened by the whiskey.

"Shall we, Mrs. Miller?"

Lauren cocked her head in mock wonderment. "I'd love to, Mr. Miller."

Hand in hand, they walked to the dance floor, though Corey felt as though he floated, so elated that this beautiful woman was by his side. He knew strangers found her enticing, that was a given. But to still be as excited about someone after decades of marriage as he was the day they wed, that was truly special. They began dancing, and he followed her lead, finding rhythm as they glided amongst the other dancers. The first number was a catchy country rocker, giving way to one conducive to a two-step. Corey was lost here, but Lauren guided him the best she good.

"Quick, quick, slow...quick, quick, slow."

While she was teaching him the basic dance moves, her sparkling eyes reminded him of why he fell in love with her in the first place. She demonstrated great calmness and patience while instructing his footwork. Over the years, she had endured his passion for fishing, sports, and live music, as he spent excessive amounts on tackle and concert tickets. She tolerated things that would test even the most loving of wives, such as crashing the truck - not once, but twice, frequently losing large sums of money they couldn't afford in poker games and coming home drunk. Through it all, she remained his constant companion. If Lauren considered him her rock, then she was his anchor.

By the third song, Corey was thoroughly enjoying himself. He dipped and swung Lauren around, not caring what others might think of his awkwardness. As the song ended, they shared a kiss and embraced, deciding to return to their table to finish their drinks. Amid the pulsating speakers, Corey led the way, cutting a path through the growing crowd of patrons. At one point, he felt Lauren's hand slip from his grasp but thought nothing of it, as she often tucked herself behind him to maneuver more easily through large groups. When he reached the table, he pulled out a chair for her, but she wasn't there.

"Lauren?" he uttered with a sense of concern.

Scanning the room, he saw that one of the two pseudo-cowboys had pulled Lauren aside and they were already deep in conversation, with their heads close together. As the music blared, they talked cheek to cheek-in order to hear each other. Corey watched from behind the empty chair as his radiant wife once again flirted, hands on his broad shoulders, listening intently to every word. It was an uneasy reminder that things would be different here, their lives in Des Moines forever ditched for a new reality.

As if to underline that thought, both Lauren and the knockoff suddenly looked Corey's way, smirking. Roy Rogers stared the older man down condescendingly and she giggled, likely corroborating an assumption. Finally, she held up an index finger, indicating she'd be back in a minute. Shaking his head in sufferance, Corey sat down and grabbed a snifter. Taking a drink, he closed his eyes and waited for the burn, then the aftertaste. When they opened, Lauren was nowhere to be seen. Neither was the cowboy. They weren't on the dance floor, nor were they at any portion of the bar he could see.

Another vanishing act from Lauren 3.0

+++++

Outside, the Cowboy pushed the black-haired flirt against a dirty brick wall and pressed her body against a grimy iron beam. They were in an alleyway, just to the right of the bar's kitchen door. The area flickered with dusk to dawn lights, casting eerie shadows on the worn-out fire escapes. Their hands roamed quickly over each other's bodies, hungry lips smacking, tongues dancing as a rough beard brushed against her soft skin.

"Whoa, slow down there, Hoss," Lauren patted the man on his chest, noting they were just mere feet from a bustling work area. Nearby, several workers from other establishments sharing the alley milled about on break.

"Lots of eyes back here."

"So what? Let's do this before your husband misses you."

"I'm sure he already has."

Cowboy frowned. This one might need some priming. Reaching into his pocket, his hand came back with a small vial, its white contents shimmering under the dim glow of the vapor lights. "Maybe this will help take the edge off, huh?"

Lauren's eyes lit up and she nodded knowingly. The man flattened out one of her hands and deftly tapped a small amount of the powdery substance into a long, painted nail. Lifting it to a nostril, she took the bump. Then another. She shut her eyes and scrunched up her nose, pinching and inhaling again. The rush hit hard as the aroma of sizzling meat and spices from surrounding restaurants seemed to come alive.

As her eyes fluttered open again, Lauren's gaze locked onto Cowboy's. Deep within, he could see a burning ember sparking. Without breaking eye contact, the sexy vixen slid to her haunches, letting her hands trace the denim until she found the hard outline of his cock straining against it. In two shakes, the man's belt came undone with a satisfying clink, and then his jeans. Hooking her fingers into the waistband, she pulled them and his briefs down in one smooth motion. The fabric initially got hung up on his hips before finally giving way. As his pants and briefs slid down his thighs, the fake cowpoke's cock sprang free, throbbing. A bead of precum glistened at the tip, teetering on the edge before flicking off, destination unknown.



Someone throwing trash into a dumpster drowned out the man's initial moans when Lauren took him into her mouth, wrapping her lips around the firm head of his cock. Forming a tight seal, she began to suck and explore. All concern about having an unsuspecting audience evaporated as her tongue caressed every inch of his throbbing shaft, tracing the veins that pulsed with a quickened heartbeat. She took him deeper, feeling him grow and harden, relishing the sounds he was making above as she slid up and down his shaft.

Without breaking eye contact, Lauren continued to suck Cowboy off. The sight of her long lashes looking up at him with purpose was amazing. Reaching down, he slipped a thin halter strap off one shoulder, then the other, allowing the top to fall away from her chest, held up only by the straps now around her elbows.

The broad's tits, nothing more than welting mosquito bites really, weren't anything to write home about, but the sight of her half-naked body next to the slimy grease disposal was hotter than shit.

As he thrust his hips forward, fucking Lauren's face with abandon, the lucky patron glanced nervously toward the back door. The last thing he needed was a jealous husband jumping him into such a vulnerable position. Cowboy gripped Lauren's hair tightly, guiding her movements as she eagerly took him deeper into her mouth. The wet, warm sensation of her lips and tongue working their magic was too much to bear. Just as the pressure in his groin peaked, the man let out a low groan of pleasure. His body tensed, and he exploded into Lauren's mouth, his hot cum filling her eager and waiting throat. She swallowed every drop, eyes locked with his, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

Breathing heavily, Cowboy pulled out, his cock twitching with aftershocks. He leaned against the beam, trying to catch his breath, while Lauren wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, a satisfied smirk on her face.

The stranger quickly zipped up his pants, eyes darting around to assess whether they'd drawn anyone's attention. There were two or three men about thirty feet away jaw-jacking, but no indication they'd heard anything.

"Thanks, babe," he curled up his lips. "That was worth a couple bumps."

And with that, Cowboy disappeared back into the honky-tonk, leaving Lauren to tug her clothes into place. There was no guilt, no shame. Both had used each other for something the other needed. And neither found that bothersome in the least bit.

Taking a moment to compose herself, she pinched her nose and sniffed heavily, making sure there were no lingering telltale signs of the coke. Then, with a determined nod, Lauren stepped through the kitchen door and emerged into the main room as if nothing had happened. Immediately, Corey noticed his wife floating through the crowd, a hazy, euphoric look on her face. Their eyes met, hers glassy, his laser-focused.

Was she...high?

Before he could utter a single word, Lauren walked up to him quickly and kissed him. Corey could smell the musky odor of semen and taste its unmistakable salty sweetness as her tongue probed his mouth.

"Jesus, Lauren, were you...did you..?"

"Shhhh," she hushed him with a finger to his lips. "Don't worry about it. Just take me home and fuck me. I need you inside me."

Without a second thought, the beleaguered husband signed his tab and stood from the table, heart pounding. Grabbing her hand firmly, Corey led his bride through a throng of arriving customers, a silent thrill rushing through his body. Was this it?

Was this indicative of what just another day in Miami was to be?

+++++

The couple did make love that night, but Lauren kept Corey guessing about what exactly went down when she had disappeared. She was especially attentive and enthusiastic, fueled by something he couldn't quite put his finger on. Predictably, he came fast, his throbbing dick tortured by all the possibilities.

Afterward, they had another serious talk, this time about Corey's submissive and humiliation penchants. He admitted that being her wittol turned him on, tormenting him in a twisted way. Lauren teased him relentlessly, calling him a weak cuckold who got off on her fucking other men.

"Only losers would do that," she taunted, stroking his cock and fueling the fire.

When she went on a rant about how even the resident virgin nerd satisfied her better than him, he erupted again, this time all over her hand, his cum flowing out like a slow volcano. Oddly enough, they felt a deeper connection than ever before in their thirty-year history. They both had unusual fetishes and kinks that had emerged after they uprooted their lives and moved. These quirks liberated them from their increasingly boring existence. Before they fell asleep, he sincerely told her that he wouldn't change a thing. She snorted and turned away.

"Don't bet on it, loser."

The tone was indeed being set.

+++++

The rest of the weekend passed uneventfully. Corey began his new job at Dactyl Construction the following week, commuting daily to their Fort Lauderdale offices. It had been years since he had last been onboarded to a new company, and he found the bureaucratic paperwork insufferable.

"A project manager should be managing, not pushing paper," he mumbled while signing employment verification and tax forms.

Lauren stayed busy as well, meeting with suppliers in preparation for her accepting the transfer of the Operations department from the retiring Jose Rodriguez. Rodriguez's long-running career was coming to an end, with his retirement dinner scheduled in two weeks. There was much for Lauren to learn about the role.

Thankfully though, the couple was able to find downtime too, usually late in the evening after the dishes had been done and the last email read. They had settled into a comfortable routine during the week. Usually, Corey made it home from work first, so he'd prep for dinner while she'd either take a shower or go to the gym in the building's lobby. He swore he'd hit some weights too someday when able, but for now, he was content being their chef. Later, after they ate, the two would cuddle up on the couch and watch the news, then, at the very least, the first half of the late show. Most of the time, it would be lights out for one or both before eleven.

The evening of the following Thursday began as any other. Corey was feeling warm and content as he checked on the baked chicken in the oven, still with good vibes about the move. Lauren made it home at half-past seven and wearily dropped her purse on the counter. Corey poured her a glass of wine, continued to cook, and listened patiently to her day as she untied the colorful scarf around her neck. He had to admire how sharply she dressed for work these days. As an office manager at the paper distributing company back home, she would dress conservatively. Now, on any given day she would leave in a pants suit or pencil skirts with blazers. Still conservative, still very VP, just with a flare.

While Corey set the table, the rising executive changed her attire and emerged with her hair tied back in a ponytail, wearing a thin ribbed wife-beater tee and old sweatpants. Following the meal, the pair settled on the couch and watched one of those popular reality shows that Lauren enjoyed so much, before switching to the news.

"Coming up on WBBN, News Channel 7, a Florida man tries to outrun authorities on a lawn mower."

Corey chuckled. "Floridians are crazy," he said with a smirk.

Lauren looked up from her phone and smiled. "You're one of them now, dork," she replied playfully.

A sudden loud knock on their apartment door startled them both. They hadn't anticipated any visitors, especially at ten-fifteen on a weeknight.

"Larrrrr-ennnn," a booming male voice echoed from the hallway outside. "C'mon, open the door."

Corey slowly rose from the sofa to answer, Lauren's expression of "not now" was especially disconcerting.

Another knock, although this one was more like a jazzy knuckle rap.

"Larrrrrr-ennnn."

"I'll get it," she stopped Corey, the look of apprehension on her face a bit worrisome as she padded across the floor.

"Who is it?" he asked uneasily.

Ignoring his question, Lauren removed the latch and threw back the deadbolt. The fact that she didn't need to look through the peephole suggested she was already familiar with who it was. The figure of a man rushed inside and flung her over his shoulder in a fireman's carry. Laughing playfully, he carried her into the living room and spun her around.

"Hey slut, let's fuck!"

"Stop!" Lauren screamed in a muted protest, her hair flying about. "You're drunk!"

"Hell yeah, I am!" the stranger slurred, struggling to maintain balance as he started to carry her to the bedroom. He paused when he saw the older man standing off to the side.

It was then that Corey got his first good look at the mysterious intruder. Tony Reed, the twenty-two-year-old college student who had tasted Lauren's charms in the past.

"What the hell is he doing here?" the boy stammered as Lauren slid off his shoulders and into his arms. Instinctively, Corey tensed as the kid pulled Lauren possessively to his waist. The conflict on her face was clear.

"Well, he is my husband."

"I don't give a shit, get rid of him."

"I can't do that," she said bluntly. "He'll be living here from now on."

Tony sneered at Corey with disdain. "Really? After all this time, huh? How cozy." He was not impressed by the reunion.

Corey stared at his wife in disbelief as she petted and kissed Tony's chest through his tight shirt to calm him down. The frat kid tightened his grip on her.

"Well then, hubby, welcome to Miami. Did your little wife here tell you how she's been whoring it up while you've been playing with yourself up north? Yeah, man, I come by and fuck her whenever and however I want. Ain't that right, babe?"

His words sent a chill down Corey's spine as the older man realized just how little control he had over the situation. Babe? Whatever this was, it was clear the visits were not new.

"I...I guess so," Lauren cast her eyes downward. When the young man put it that way, she realized how much of a slut she'd really been.

"No," Corey retorted, "I guess she forgot to mention that. How long...babe?"

Lauren thought back, answering meekly. "Since Jack's party, I think."

Corey shook his head in disbelief. "Four months? That's a long time to keep something from your husband." He grabbed a beer from the refrigerator and popped the tab, the sound echoing through the small apartment.

Lauren nodded. "I...I was going to tell you, but..."

"The time never seemed right?"

"I suppose."

"So here we are," the older man grumbled, looking between the two. "Well, now friend, it seems I've interrupted your regularly scheduled booty call."

"He doesn't have to stay," Lauren offered.

"Fuck you say," Reed protested drunkenly, pulling her back. "I ain't goin' anywhere. You said the old coot likes this shit. I mean, he did dig me and the boys gangbanging you in that back of that limo. So he won't mind you sucking my dick now, will he bitch?"

The words caused Corey to recoil. In a weaker moment, he had cheered this kid on as he videoed him, Tommy, and Amy fucking Lauren in that penthouse. But right then, there was nothing but loathing as he stared at the younger man with a seething glare. And a growing erection.

Tony's eyes never left the older man's face as he placed one hand on top of the mature wife's head and pushed her to her knees. Heart pounding in her chest, Lauren glanced over at Corey. The air was thick with tension, while the boy, cruel smirk on his face, unbuckled his belt and let his board shorts drop to the floor. He could see hurt and anger in the old coot's face, his weathered jaw clenched tightly.

"Go on, slut," Tony taunted, his voice dripping with arrogance. "Show your husband what a good little cocksucker you are."

Shit. A territorial fight for his wife was not something Corey had considered a possibility. That a man might actually want to challenge him as the alpha male in her life. And yet, even as they stared each other down, there was something disturbingly dissolute and appealing about this kid's attempt at domination.

Lauren's heart raced. The thought of the two men fighting over her left her feeling primal and hot. However, as the adult in the room, she had to find a way to temper the heat. Hesitating, her eyes flicked between the two men, trying to decide what to do. On the one hand, she remained emotionally loyal to her husband. On the other, her raging nymphomania was impossible to ignore. With a deep breath, Lauren decided to do what Corey would want her to do and reached out to Tony's throbbing shaft. She offered a feeble and intentionally snarky apology before taking the boy into her mouth, slurping and sucking with vigor. Even though the cocky young man was a bit of an asshole, she couldn't deny the perverse thrill that shook her very soul.

Corey's heart pounded in his chest as he watched Lauren, eagerly take Tony's cock into her mouth. The sight of her lips wrapped around another man's shaft never failed to send a mix of anger and arousal coursing through him. Reed's words taunted him, reminding Corey of his worthlessness in the bedroom.

"This is what you like, right, old dude?" Reed snarled, watching his shaft vanish between her lips. "I've been knocking on Lauren's door for months now. At least once a week, wouldn't ya say, darlin'?"

Lauren's muffled response only fueled Tony's arrogance.

"And she always answers with open legs."

Tony's laughter filled the room. "And open mouth. Damn, man, you really get off on this, don't you? Watching your wife suck my dick. Pathetic."

Lauren's head bobbed up and down, her mouth working diligently to please Tony. She moaned softly, relishing in the taste and texture of his cock, her eyes occasionally glancing at Corey, as if daring him to intervene.

Corey had no choice but to acknowledge his inadequacies. He knew deep down he didn't have what it took to fulfill his wife's needs, and now he was being forced to witness her getting another man ready to do what he couldn't.

Fully aware of Corey's torment, Lauren continued to pleasure Tony with expert skill. She explored every inch of his throbbing member, teasing and licking, her hands stroking him with a firm grip. The sounds of her wet, sloppy ministrations were a constant reminder of what the older man's place was now.

Tony groaned with pleasure, his grip tightening in Lauren's hair. "Fuck, you're so good at this, slut. He can never make you cum like I can, can he?"

Lauren's eyes locked with Corey's, defiance shining bright.

"See?" Reed continued, his narcissism evident, "while you've been playing with your erector set in Iowa, I've been tapping this pussy, day in, day out. Ain't that right, whore?"

"Mmmphfffffff."

Corey's hands clenched. He hated himself but couldn't move.

"Hey, don't blame me, man. You threw it away. All I'm doing is giving the dog the bone she wants. Jesus Christ, dude, I can see it in your eyes. Your a sick fuck."

Lauren lowered her head, her lips meeting the coarse tufts of pubic hair at the base of Tony's throbbing member. With deliberate slowness, she closed her mouth around him, her tongue swirling and caressing his sensitive flesh. Soft moans escaped her lips, the vibrations of pleasure sending shivers down her spine.

Her eyes focused intently on Tony's shaft, studying it with a mix of hunger and desire. Like a girl savoring the perfect way to devour a melting ice cream cone, she expertly licked underneath the tip, tracing the ridges and contours with her talented tongue. Encircling the head of the boy's cock, Lauren created a tantalizing pressure that made him groan. Her hands joined in too, skillfully stroking him with a firm grip, her fingers working in unison with her mouth. Using both, Lauren worked the college kid over, her nails grazing his thighs, sending shivers down his spine. Corey stood transfixed. This was no longer the girl he married, just a whore to be used, then discarded. The way she peered up at the boy with those sultry eyes, the sight of her lips so eager and willing, shook her husband to his very core. She never looked at him that way anymore, if she ever had.

Tony leaned over Lauren, his knees slightly bent as he firmly gripped her head with his hands. As she sucked, her cheeks hollowed, her throat tightening around him, skillfully milking his dick with her recently perfected blowjob techniques.

And yet, Tony grew bored. Without warning, he reached down and firmly grasped her hair, pulling her off his throbbing dick with a wet pop.

"That's enough," Tony growled, his voice dripping with nastiness. "Time to get naked."

He dragged Lauren to her feet, forcing her towards the bedroom. With a deliberate shove, he pushed her forward, causing her to stumble across the threshold. Tony cast a dismissive glance at Corey and followed the outstanding MILF into the bedroom, kicking the door closed behind him. Corey was left standing there in the living room, his gaze fixated on the boy's discarded shorts that lay abandoned on the floor.

+++++

Corey stood gobsmacked. What the hell just happened?

The realization that Lauren was on this kid's speed dial for recurring sex was now obvious.

'Gonna fuck you any time I want,' the college student had asserted months ago.

He apparently had followed through.

The problem wasn't so much that she'd been having sex or that she put out whenever Tony came around, it was the omission of such things.

Creeping closer to the bedroom door, he listened intently.

What else was she hiding?

+++++

Tony couldn't resist the small buds under the sparse wife-beater. Leaning in, his breath caused the tiny nipples to grow and strain against the cotton material. He tried to press his lips against the taut fabric but was rebuffed.

"He needs to be a part of this," Lauren insisted breathlessly, half-heartedly pushing the boy away but at the same time tilting her head backward to give his eager mouth better access to her neck. A pang of guilt plucked at her conscience.

"Fuck that," Tony disagreed, kissing her tanned skin. "You said so yourself, he's a cuck."

"That cuck is still my husband," Lauren replied.

"So what?"

Lauren put a hand over his lips. "So...open it."

Tony stopped his advances and peered into her eyes. That look told him she was serious. If he wanted any pussy, things would need to get kinky.

"Whatever," he sighed, reluctantly opening the door.

Outside, Corey saw the knob turn. For a moment, he simply stood there, blinking. It was almost like an invitation, albeit a foreboding one. Slowly and hesitantly, he approached the doorway and peered around the jamb, unsure of what he would see. To his surprise, Lauren was standing by the bed while Tony stood between the two. Lauren was fully clothed, but the boy had only his t-shirt on. Both were staring back at him with expectant expressions.

"Well, get your ass in here. Welcome to the party, boomer," Tony grumbled, unhappily at first, then turned the corners of his mouth up in a most evil grin. If this was going to happen, he was surely going to have fun with it. Spying Lauren's frilly vanity chair, he grabbed the back of it and twisted the seat so it faced the bed. It was one of those antique wooden ones with a spindled back where a fancy pillow was needed for padding. "You're betrothed wants you to be part of the circus, so it's your lucky day. You get to have a ringside seat."

Corey frowned and felt a tinge of anger. He despised the tone this still-wet-behind-the-ears kid was taking with him, but then again, the guy was a six-foot-two graduating safety with a D1 football program. The odds did not favor a physical confrontation.



Tony could sense the older man's hesitation as he watched Corey trudge to the princess chair. He stopped him when he tried to sit.

"Uh uh, slick, not yet," Tony simpered. "Strip."

Corey looked at him oddly. "What?"

Tony grabbed a couple of belts hanging in the half-opened closet.

"You heard me," he said, unfurling them from their hooks. "Let us see your man melons, Cor-eee."

Corey's face turned beet red and thought back to that day at the pool when he tried to hide his chest from the others while playing volleyball, always staying just below the surface of the water.

"C'mon, man, show us what you got. Gotta be packin' something to have won over this firecracker, eh?"

Out of the corner of his eye, Corey saw a smirk forming on his wife's face.

Et tu, Brute?

Tony's demeanor towards her husband made Lauren uncomfortable at first, but she then realized that the boy's arrogance was playing right into her hands as a good cuckoldress. And after all, that's what she was.

"Do it, Twisty," she purred. "Show us your tits."

Show us what you got. Corey could feel the weight of their stares as he took a deep breath. Deep-seated embarrassment washed over him as he stood there, his once-toned body now a shell of its former self. Hands shaking, he reluctantly grasped the bottom of the undershirt and began to wriggle it up, first over his protruding belly, then rather prominent sagging pecs.

"Nice jugs, bud," Tony chortled. "Now them shorts.

As Tony's laughter echoed through the room, Corey felt his face flush a deeper shade of red. Part of him did not want to be subjected to further ridicule, but another larger part most certainly did. Then the most ill-timed and awful thing happened as he looked down at his briefs. The front of them began to tent, and Corey realized that he was getting an erection.

Tony snickered and glanced at Lauren. "You weren't kidding about the cuck thing."

Taking a deep breath, Corey's hands trembled and reached for the waistband of his briefs. With avidity and humiliation, he slowly began to pull them down. As the fabric cleared his hips, his wrinkled but growing member and sagging balls flopped out, exposed to the cool air of the room.

Avoiding eye contact, Corey kept his gaze fixed on the floor, unable to accept the fact that he was stripping for his wife and her lover. Shame and resignation hitting him hard, he let the briefs slip from his fingers, allowing them to fall to the ground, his body now fully exposed.

"Gotta say, old dude, that's pretty underwhelming," Tony chortled. "And this thing got you off?"

Lauren looked upon Corey's now exposed member, the only penis she had known intimately for the past thirty years until recently. With feigned disinterest, she responded, her tone dripping with disdain. "When did I ever say it got me off?"

Those words cut Corey like another dagger, hitting him in the heart and between the legs. His cock throbbed with undeniable arousal as he slumped onto the chair, his engorged member bouncing freely in the open air. The softness of the pillow against his naked ass provided no comfort amidst the tumult of emotions.

"Tie him up," Tony instructed, tossing Lauren two of the older man's belts. She started to protest, but he quickly explained there would be no physical torture.

"It's just so he doesn't touch himself."

Assured the only pain would be emotional, Lauren took the belts and approached the chair. Her eyes locked onto Corey's as she wrapped one around his left hand, then did the same to his right. The tension was palpable as they remained silent; one in charge, the other clearly not. Tearing her gaze away from her husband's, she then went around to the back. After she had cinched his arms together and tested the bind, Tony gestured for her to return to his side where he drew her close, her back pressed against his chest. Folding his arms in front of her, he rested his chin on her shoulder. "Take a look at your man now," he said with a smug smile. "The man you married, gave children to, spread your legs for."

"Pathetic," Lauren squeezed the young man back. "Why do you think I agreed to fuck his friend?" She could see from Corey's dick's reaction that the slight had hit home. "His best friend."

Tony smiled and groped her small mounds through the wife-beater. He pressed his growing cock into the depression left by her ass in her sweatpants. A moan filled the bedroom. "Who was your first?"

Lauren cooed as his lips found her neck again, planting small kisses on the nape, her cheeks, and earlobes. "Paul...Pauly," she purred. "College boyfriend. Not my first but he really broke me in. God, I miss his big fat cock."

"Oh? Bigger than your hubby?"

"Please, what do you think?"

Tony lifted a finger from her lips and pointed it at the bound Des Moines native. "But you married him."

"I should've stayed with the better dick," Lauren fixed her gaze on Corey. "Did you know this...man...was a cuck even back then, jacking off in the car while Pauly fucked me in his dorm room?"

Corey's eyes widened in horror as he realized that she had just revealed one of his deepest secrets. Yet, more mortifying twas the fact that his erection was flapping about.

Tony quickly kicked the chair. "Hey, man. Eyes up here."

Looking up, Corey saw that the boy had raised Lauren's shirt, revealing her toned abs and well-defined gym rat muscles. Her breasts were small, firm, and perky, defying gravity as they rested on her chest. Nipples stood erect, a slightly brighter shade of pink than the surrounding areolae. Tony cupped one nipple in each hand and thumbed the hard nubs. His face had turned to mock disgust as he glowered at the older man.

"You really spanked that thang outside her boyfriend's place? Bold move. Still some sick shit, though, dude."

With one hand mauling tits, Tony's slid the other beneath her loose sweatpants. It was quite obvious when one of his fingers slipped inside her cunt.

"Oh...yesssssssss."

"Tell me about the other cocks that's been in this pussy since you've moved here," the frat brother coaxed.

"Your buddies, his best friend, and M-M-Max, the club owner. They showed me what I've been missing."

"And what have you been missing?"

"A real...a real cock. Cumming on a real cock."

"But what about hubby here?"

Lauren began squirming in Tony's arms as he fingered her with purpose. "I can't...I can't even feel him anymore."

Corey grimaced in bittersweet ecstasy. She might as well have stomped on his dick with stilettos. But as deep as the barb cut, bringing tears to his eyes, it brought twice the amount of fire to his groin. While he watched helplessly, Tony slowly pulled Lauren's sweatpants down over her hips, then thighs and calves so she could gingerly step out. The exposed bare outer labia showed five o'clock shadows of pubic hair stubble as three of the cocky kid's fingers buried deep inside her and moving rhythmically, covered with glistening juices. With each stroke, her body tensed, and she felt wave after wave of pleasure. More moans flowed, louder this time as he spread her feet apart and continued to finger-fuck her in front of her husband. Both men could smell the aroma of her sweaty pussy filling their nostrils, and they knew she wouldn't be long.

"Oh my god," Lauren exclaimed, turning her face towards Tony, attempting to kiss his lips but missing. It appeared as though she was trying to escape from her own body.

"Fuucccckkkkk..."

Tony curled his fingers upward, searching for that sweet spot. When he found it, her body jerked, and a gasp escaped her lips. Lauren involuntarily arched her back, grinding her hips against his hand like a wild animal in heat. From across the room, Corey could see her clit, red, swollen and sensitive, peeking out from its hood. The whimpering continued as Tony flicked his thumb over it, applying the perfect amount of pressure. Her breath came out in short, desperate gasps. Even the rugged football player was having trouble holding her against his body as she squirmed and writhed with pleasure. Lauren's hips bucked against his hand and her pussy clenched and throbbed around his fingers. It was like trying to contain a hurricane.

"Oh fuck! Yes! Yes!" she screamed, the words tumbling out of her mouth, tripping over each other. Her body convulsed, every muscle tensing and releasing in perfect sync with her orgasm. Pussy throbbing and pulsating around Tony's fingers, he felt the walls gripping them tightly, as if unwilling to let go. Torrents of sticky liquid gushed from her hole, coating his hand and running down her legs.

Corey watched, mesmerized, as his wife came down from the intense climax, her body relaxing and her breaths becoming slower and shallower. Tony could feel her pussy muscles loosening, eventually relinquishing their grip on his fingers. Lauren, now calmer, gracefully spun away from the boy's embrace and began to walk toward her husband with the finesse of a runway model. Each step was calculated and sexy, placing one leg in front of the other. Her small, perky breasts jiggled gently with each stride and when she finally stopped, her pussy lips, reddened from Tony's fingers, were mere inches from his face.

The sight was bedeviling, a provocative invitation that left Corey both aroused and tormented. Only it wasn't an invitation. It was a chance to stop the madness. Standing above him, she asked if he had anything to say, a clear gesture allowing him to use the safe word. One word would have stopped everything.

With a blank expression, the aging wittol stared up at her, naked and vulnerable, appearing embarrassed and confused. Despite the folds of his flabby chest resembling an old woman's floppy breasts and his protruding stomach nearly touching his pubic hair, the humiliation he felt wasn't nearly as degrading as his rock-hard dick flailing hopelessly above the decorative pillow, yearning for the touch that would not come.

When her question remained unanswered, Lauren nodded with understanding and smiled contemptuously. Peeling the tee off over her head, she tossed it on the floor and put her hands on her hips, striking a pose that would make a men's magazine model envious.

"Are you sure you have nothing to say, cuck? Cat got your tongue?"

One little word...

Corey said nothing. Emboldened, Lauren leaned over him and placed her hand on his forehead, forcing it to meet her chest at eye level. Her petite breasts were barely within reach of his lips. A rush of blood surged through his already swollen member, causing it to twitch involuntarily. Chuckling softly, she used her other hand to tenderly stroke the tip of the head, which had turned an intense shade of purple.

"Does all of this make you hot, Twisty?"

Lauren moved her tits slightly to make them jiggle. Corey tried in vain to catch a nipple in his mouth.

"Nuh-uh," she giggled, "not for cuckolds."

Moving up a bit on his thighs, her smooth pussy dripped wetness on the seat cushion and briefly touched the glans of his desperate dick. A dollop of pre-cum squirted out, causing Lauren to lift an index finger in front of his face.

"Nope, none of that either," she said firmly. "Not now."

The look of torment on Corey's face brought a sadistic grin to his wife and her lover as she slid off her husband's thighs and placed her hands on his knees. Bending over, she shook her ass at the boy standing behind her.

"Whose pussy is this?" she asked playfully. Taking the cue, Tony sidled up behind her and lifted his t-shirt to reveal his own raging erection.

"Mine, bitch," he growled with confidence.

Lauren's eyes locked on to Corey's as they stared into each other's souls.

"Then fuck me," she asserted. "Fuck me like this loser can't."

With her face mere inches from his, Corey watched her eyes roll back in her head as Tony grasped her hips and slid his cock into her eager cunt. Already wet from the finger-fucking, it slid in easily, allowing her to take all eight inches. Lauren cried out, her body arching back against him, hands gripping Corey's knees for support. Her lids shut tight, and then reopened only halfway.

"Oh...my...god," she uttered in pure ecstasy.

The sight of his wife being fucked from behind by her boy toy was more than Corey could bear. A shell of his former self, he had been reduced to a mere spectator in the face of his own humiliation. His dick twitched and leaked onto the pillow, desperate for release. A force to be reckoned with, but a cowardly loser in the bedroom.

The rhythm of Tony's thrusts intensified, causing the skin on Lauren's buttocks to ripple and quiver. Her breasts, just inches from Corey's face, might as well have been light-years away.

"Do me, Tony," she breathed into her husband's ears, "FUCK my cheating cunt."

Corey lunged toward Lauren's mouth, once, then twice, failing to kiss her. Tony grabbed her ponytail and yanked her head away and out of his reach.

"No way, freak," he snarled. "All mine."

Lauren laughed maniacally at her hubby. "You REALLY think you can join in? Oh, that's rich."

Tony tugged on her black mane again, snapping her head back, and exposing her neck to him. He leaned in, his lips grazing her throat to ear.

"You love being my dirty little slut, don't you? Tell him how much you need my cock."

"Oh god, yes. Harder, Tony! Fuck me harder!" Lauren moaned loudly, her words seeping into Corey's soul like lace and arsenic. Her cries of pleasure echoed through the room, mingling with the sound of Tony's grunts and their bodies colliding.

Although her face was to the ceiling, she managed to look down with the whites of her eyes bulging, straining to look at Corey.

"I...I need his cock, babe. I need it so bad."

"How often?" Tony snarled.

With her hair pulled so taut, her face looked Asian. When she failed to answer, the young man slapped her on the ass again.

"How often, bitch?"

Lauren's eyes widened in pain. "Every week. Every...goddamn...week."

"That's right, slut," Tony scowled, abruptly withdrawing from her pussy. Grasping her ponytail firmly, he pulled her upright and in one swift motion, spun her around and effortlessly flung her onto the bed, her body landing with a soft bounce.

Lauren's breath caught in her throat as she found herself lying before the youthful hunk, her head hanging off the edge of the bed. Their eyes met in an intense gaze that immediately told Corey how much sexual chemistry was between these two. Clambering onto the mattress, the young man knee-walked along the length of her body as she watched his impressive tool dangling between his legs. An attempt to catch it in her mouth as his muscular frame passed over her face failed. Instead, she found his ballsack and ass hovering directly above. It didn't take much for the pretty executive's senses to be overwhelmed as Tony's weight pressed his nuts to her forehead and his asshole to her face.

"Toss me, baby."

Corey stared in disbelief as Lauren's tongue emerged from her ruby-red lips, obediently flicking out like a lizard testing its surroundings.

Yet another specialty she has never done for me?

Gracefully, the mature wife glided the tip of her pink tongue along the contours of Tony's puckered anus, moving in slow circular motions that caused the muscles beneath her tongue to relax. A soft moan escaped from both of them. With her face pressed deep into the crevice of his ass, Lauren gripped Tony's firm thighs for support as she continued to explore as far into his asshole as his sphincter would allow. Each flick and swirl sent shivers of pleasure coursing through the scumbag's body.

When the fuck did she learn to do THAT?

The taste of his skin filled Lauren's mouth, slightly salty, musky, and more than a bit earthy. Her lips formed a perfect seal around his hole, creating a suction that intensified the sensations as she alternated between sucking and lapping his tight bung. Her tongue traced delicate circles around the sensitive rim before delving deeper into the velvety warmth.

"Oh, you nasty hoe!" Tony's body quivered with pleasure amongst the sounds of wet slurping and his ragged breaths. He closed his eyes and let out a deep groan as Lauren continued to massage his brown star. "Right there, right there!"

Probing further into every hidden recess, her fingers expertly worked his cock, keeping him hard. She couldn't see it but could feel the throbbing in her palm.

Perched on the girlie chair, Corey began to squirm not to escape but to relieve the excruciating pressure that was building within. His erect penis was so hard that he felt like he would ejaculate if anything brushed against it. Like Tony, his pulse raced, and his breath came in short, sharp gasps. The desire to touch himself was overwhelming, but the belts that bound him to the chair made that impossible. The project manager's naked, wrinkled body jiggled as he futilely attempted to untie his hands. The belts that bound him to the chair were tight and served their purpose. He could feel the sweat trickling down his forehead as he pulled at the leather with all his might, but they remained stubbornly in place. Although he could have escaped if he truly wanted to, the question remained: did he want to?

Corey desperately wanted to scream, to shout out in frustration and anger, but he couldn't. All he could do was sit there, helpless and naked, as he watched his wife continue to devour Tony's ass as if it were the most delicious thing in the world. Lauren alternated between blowing cool breaths into the guy's anus and light to deep excursions with her tongue, expertly pleasuring Tony's asshole, taint, and cock. It was unbelievable to Corey that this was the girl he had courted, married, and had children with. In that moment, she was the nastiest slut he had ever seen.

"ENOUGH!" Tony shouted and slid his buttocks off her face. As much as he like that sensation, he needed to put his dick somewhere.

Flopping onto the mattress and landing on his freshly eaten ass, back against the headboard, Tony used Lauren's hair to guide her mouth onto his cock. Her lips parted eagerly and enveloped it, savoring the warmth and hardness. For nearly ten minutes, she fellated the young man with fervor, occasionally glancing across the room at Corey, who was straining against the belts. Smiling, she licked her lips before taking another deep dive. After one particularly intense descent, she emerged gasping for air, foamy spittle dripping from her mouth like some demon-possessed.

"Tell him. Tell him how his tiny little dick can't do it, babe," Tony leered, his gaze flitting from the naked brunette and her husband.

Lauren's tongue took another tour of the eight-inch shaft, down, then back up. After shaking her long black bangs from her eyes, she looked at Corey from behind the football player's pulsating manhood.

"He's right you know" she sneered at her husband. "You can't even compare, Twisty.

"Pauly, Max, Tony...Zane...they all take me places you never could."

Corey clenched his teeth in tragicomic agony, and his marginalized six inches trembled as if it were about to explode.

"That's why you'll NEVER be the man HE is," Lauren taunted.

The older man's head thrashed back and forth as he tried to break free. If only he could touch his own dick and make the pain stop!

After a long slurp and a giggle, the torture continued.

"Those flabby tits of yours are almost touching that thing you try and pass off as a dick," Lauren teased mercilessly. "Thirty years I put up with that. What am I supposed to do with it now?"

Corey was on the verge of climaxing, his face turning pale, his mouth drawn back in an almost perfectly formed 'O'.

It was then that Lauren decided she needed to be fucked. Creeping to the edge of the mattress, she reached into her purse on the nightstand and pulled out a condom. Hovering over Tony's cock, she wrapped one hand around the base of his shaft, squeezed it firmly, and unrolled the latex down the length of his thick member. The fingers gliding smoothly over the rubber caused Tony to moan loudly. With the cum bag securely in place, Lauren laid back on the bed and dragged the boy on top of her.



"Looks like you're about out of lives in this stupid game, aren't you, wimp?" Tony looked over his shoulder as he mounted the forty-eight-year-old.

Deliriously, Lauren folded her arms around Tony's neck and pulled him in for a smoldering kiss. He didn't seem the least bit worried about the taste of his own bowels.

"You want me to fuck you, baby?" he looked down on the raven-haired beauty, caressing her hair.

Pursing her lips in an expression a child would use to beg for a toy, she narrowed her eyes.

"Yesssss, please, baby, show the cuck what a worthless husband he really is."

Tony gripped his cock tightly, feeling the veins pulsing beneath its skin as he aligned himself with the moving targets that were Lauren's hips, thrusting up with a sense of urgency, begging for him to spear her.

"How many lives, Twisty?" she barked.

The image of the last power pill draining in an old arcade game flashed before Corey's eyes.

"HOW MANY?"

Both Lauren and Tony grinned at each other before turning their heads to look at the shell of a once proud man, his face and body both craving release from the mounting pressure of venereal lust that was eating him alive. With demented glee, her hand wrapped around the kid's thick, pulsating cock, relishing in its girth and the way her fingers glided along its veined surface. She squeezed it firmly, feeling the weight and power of it in her hand. The anticipation coursing through her body made her tremble.

With a wicked grin, the clever enchantress guided its head into her already wet and throbbing labia, the rough texture of his nutsack brushed against her inner thighs. She teased herself, rubbing the tip against her clit, feeling the electrifying jolt of pleasure shoot through her body. Tony didn't waste a second. He took control, gripping her hips, and pushed himself into her slick, eager pussy. The feeling of his thickness stretching her walls made Lauren gasp and arch her back, her nails digging into his shoulders. The scent of sex filled the air yet again as the youth's size forced air from her heated hole and those farts sent the aroma wafting through the room.

"HOW MANY, CUCK!" Lauren badgered.

Game Over appeared in Corey's head. Please deposit another quarter. "N-N-None?"

"That's right," Tony growled back. "Zero left. You lose, bitch."

"Forget about him, baby, " Lauren beseeched loudly, grasping Tony's chin and forcing his eyes to hers. "He doesn't deserve this pussy anymore."

"You know it, whore."

"Yes, yes, I'm YOUR whore tonight. Now fuck your whore. PLEASE FUCK ME!"

Corey watched with a whirlwind of emotions as the graduating senior began to plunge his slick tool into his wife. At first, he approached the task with gentleness and care, but as Lauren's love canal gave no resistance, he became more confident and ruthless. The sight of Tony's cock disappearing into Lauren's wet snatch, and the way her body writhed and trembled with pleasure, both infuriated and aroused the older man. He couldn't help but feel a mix of jealousy and want, a disgusting excitement that twisted his insides.

As the boy went faster, Lauren moaned louder. Holding her tiny ass with both hands, he buried it deep, an impossible task given its size. Lauren grunted unceasingly as the mighty eight inches repeatedly disappeared before bottoming out, a slap of primed balls against her bare ass being the only thing left to load her up. With his hands above her shoulders, his muscular arms supported and held him high, occasionally leaning down to flick his tongue out to dance with the tip of hers, before gently nibbling her nipples.

The relentless sweet agony that blistered Corey's untouchable dick was excruciating. He would have fucked a blender if it would have made the pain stop. Every pulse, every throb, intensified the ache, making him desperate for relief. It's as if his dick had a mind of its own, aching to be stroked, squeezed, and engulfed in wet warmth. The sheer frustration of not being able to touch it while a man forty years younger than he banged his wife was driving him to the brink of madness.

And it wasn't so much how Lauren's moans filled the room, or how her body writhed against him, hips grinding in search of more friction, more pleasure. No, it was the look of pure lust that was tattooed on her face as she looked into Tony's eyes, the mewling and groaning he evoked with each stroke. She had never been that vocal with Corey before now, encouraging and pleading for more.

"Oh god, YES! Fuck me! OH GOD!"

Tony gritted his teeth and pummeled her hard, driving her towards another earth-shattering orgasm. He reached down with one hand and slung one leg over a shoulder, before doing the same with the other. At that point, Lauren's eyes rolled back in her head.

"OH, MY GAWWWWD"

Grabbing the frat boy's face, she pulled it down to hers and stared into his eyes, pupils dilated and bulging. Her words came in short gasps now.

"FUCK ME TONE-EEEEEE, gasp gasp, FUCK ME, gasp gasp, FUCK ME, FUCK..."

Suddenly she held her breath and grimaced before the second orgasm of the night came crashing down around her.

"OHHHHHHH FUUCCCCCKKKKK!"

With Lauren's ankles around Tony's neck, her body shook uncontrollably, and copious amounts of fluids erupted from her pussy, spraying the mattress.

"You feel so good inside me," she whimpered as the flood subsided. "So much better than him."

Whether she intended for Corey to hear the remark or not made it even hotter.

"You're fucking amazing."

Unwrapping her thighs behind his head, Tony ducked out from under Lauren's legs and flipped her over onto her belly. Instinctively, she raised her hips and presented her raw and battered pussy.

"You mean... he never does this?" Tony chuckled, amused at the whole situation, knowing full well the answer. He gripped her hips firmly and guided himself towards her drenched cunt. With brutal force, he plunged his entire length deep inside her, causing a blood-curdling scream to escape her lips.

"Aaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh, nooooooooooooooo!"

"Beg for it, bitch. Beg for this cock," Tony growled, his fingers releasing her hips to explore her body further. One hand found its way to her breast, squeezing it firmly, while the other grabbed a fistful of her disheveled hair.

"Oh god, it feels so good, TONE-EEE!"

"Beg..."

"Use me...use me like he can't, baby. His worthless worm can't fuck me like you do."

"Don't tell me, tell him," Tony taunted dominantly.

On her elbows and knees, Lauren jerked her head around and turned in Corey's direction, sending the mane of midnight black hair to her back.

"He's sooooo good, Corey," she muttered, gasping for air, eyes rolling back in her head, "reaching all those spots you can never with that paltry pecker of yours."

Tony's thrusts escalated, his hips crashing against her ass, sending waves of pleasure coursing through their bodies. The smacking sound of his hand meeting her ass cheeks - not once, but twice - echoed in the small bedroom.

"Spread that cunt for me, bitch!" Tony bellowed, demanding and with a lot of authority not often seen in such youth. His slaps on her ass grew harder,

"Make me cum, you filthy whore."

"YOU did this to me, Corey! You made me the tramp I am today!"

Slap, slap!

"OHHHHHHHH!"

Helpless, Corey watched with tears in his eyes as Tony pummeled his wife like he was breeding a dog. The kid's knees were firmly planted into the mattress as he remained behind her, his arms and elbows supporting his weight on her pelvis, while her cunt spread wide, inviting him to further ravage her. Once again, the scent of their sex - a heady mix of musk and semen - permeated the small area, adding to Corey's sensory torture.

With each forceful stab, Tony felt the muscles of Lauren's pussy contract around his cock, seemingly pulling him deeper. He could feel every bump and curve of her inner walls as they pressed against his shaft for the final milking.

"Oh god, Lauren!"

"FUCK ME TONY!"

They moved together seamlessly as if they were two parts of a single whole - one body made up of two people who were completely in tune with each other. The contours of their firm muscles and curvatures of their spines, sweaty and glossy as they bent their bodies in the midnight hour, added to carnal visuals that Corey would soon not forget.

"Remember, you're mine now, Lauren, you don't get to fuck him anymore."

Corey's eyes widened as he struggled against the bindings.

"Bullshit!" the older man protested.

Using her hair as a rein, Tony swung their torsos around so they were facing her husband. "Not your place to say anymore now is it, old dude?" He yanked painfully on Lauren's ponytail. "IS IT LAUR?"

"Owwwww! Nooooo, this pussy's all yours, Tony!" she cried out in pain.

"Tell him."

Corey wiggled in his seat and saw Lauren trying to focus on him through a lustful grimace as mini-orgasms began to rake her body. Her voice dripped with defiance as she looked directly at her husband, half-shut eyes with a barely-there expression.

"All those lost years I've put up with that mediocre stub when I could have been fucked by real men. Thank GOD your best friend stepped up and showed me what I was missing! Should've fucked them all."

Her words hit Corey like a sledgehammer to the gut, a harsh reminder of his place now in their twisted life. There was no more talking about what things would be like when he moved down there, no presumptions. Any quixotic fantasy was out the door. The capitulating patriarch squirmed against his restraints, filled with tears that began to run down his cheeks.

"That's right, you fucking whore. Say it louder, let your pathetic husband hear how much better I fuck you."

"SOOOOOOO MUCH BETTER!"

"Stupid cuck," Tony scoffed with dismissal, turning focus to his cock disappearing into the bald pussy in front of him. "Who throws pussy like this away?"

Lauren's mouth dropped open as a series of climaxes hit her. "DO MEEEEE TONE-EEEEE, do my married cunt!" she cried out.

Tony's grip on her hair tightened, his voice laced with a sadistic edge. "You're both worthless sluts and cucks," he spat, his words dripping with contempt. "How pathetic."

"YESSSSSS......!"

The young man fixed a steely stare on Corey. "Tell me to cum in your piece of shit wife, cuck," he demanded.

Corey squirmed like an inconsolable puppy in the chair, craning his neck as he endured the verbal edging. He shook his head, trying to escape the torment.

"Do it, Corey," Lauren taunted from the bed with an evil smile. "Tell him to cum in me."

"Do it, cuck," Tony repeated sternly. His pushes were slower now, longer and more controlled. He was close but needed to hear the whining slug of a husband beg.

The aging project manager's chin drooped to his chest in exhaustion. His head rolled like he'd been beaten by the Mafia.

"Cum," Corey gasped, looking down over his weak and portly body, his unimpressive six inches now the source of incredible agony, the head now an unnatural black cherry.

"Cum in her," he murmured. "Cum in my whore wife."

"WHAT, I CAN'T HEEEARRRR YOU, CUCK?"

"For god's sake, just do it. FLOOD HER GODDAMN CUNT!"

With a pop, Tony pulled out of Lauren's hole and tore off the condom. They both gasped as he immediately thrust it back in, driving it deep until his balls slapped against her taint. For the next sixty seconds, the lovers were oblivious to everything but their own coupling, like two beasts in the jungle. Tony's grip on her hips tightened, fingers digging into her flesh, his pace picking up, becoming rougher and more urgent. He could feel the familiar tightening in his balls as he bore down. Their bodies moved in perfect unison, cock sliding deep and relentless, each one driving them both closer to the edge. Lauren clawed at the sheets as he leaned over her, both mouths open, spittle forming around their corners. The only sound was their labored breathing, the bed creaking, and a long string of moans. It wasn't long before the young man froze, jaw slack, and came.

"Laur...nuuhhhhhhhggggggghhhhh," he bellowed as Lauren's body convulsed around him, her pussy walls clenching tightly.

Corey helplessly watched as the lithe figure arched her back like a cat, nails digging into the sheets as she too came. The boy's contorted face and heaving hips confirmed his load was spraying into her womb. As Tony's climax subsided, he felt his muscles relax and his weight shift, causing him to slowly slide off Lauren's body. His legs, still trembling, gently fell away. As he did so, his cock withdrew, spent and softening, the friction of her wet, swollen lips against his shaft causing a spurt of his semen to be released from her slit, which began to drip down one of her legs. Herself drained and weary, Lauren dropped to the mattress face down next to Tony and hugged a pillow.

For several minutes after, they cuddled, whispering and caressing each other's arms, lost in the post-coital haze. Corey looked on, hanging limp and defeated in his frilly chair, despondent and needing to cum. Slowly, the lovers regained their situational awareness. Tony's head popped up first and glanced the older man's way, followed by Lauren. At first, her heart sank as she saw the pain etched across her husband's face. Then remembering it's what he had asked for, she giggled and gave him a most condescending look.

"What about him?" the boy whispered. Lauren murmured something that Tony laughed at, but Corey couldn't make it out. Finally, just before his aging dick began to deflate, the well-fucked wife slithered off the mattress and crawled across the carpet on all fours. She looked like a kitten that was about to play with its food.

Corey watched with enormous anxiety as she slinked to a stop before the vanity chair and rose to her knees, placing her hands on his liver-spot-speckled legs once again. Her hair was tousled, giving her that just-fucked-look, and her slender tan body was gleaming with perspiration, small breasts covered with beads of sweat forming on the swells. Below, rivulets of semen dripped from her reddened slit. Knowing Tony could not see her face from that angle, she cocked an eyebrow.

"Well?"

Lauren was giving Corey another out, a chance to stop the unsavory carousel and get off. When he said nothing, she gathered her hair behind a shoulder and leaned forward.

"Did you like that, Twisty?" Lauren smirked, looking over her husband's tubby body and scoffing. "Did you see what a real cock can do to me?"

Corey remained silent and locked eyes with his wanton wife. She could see the arousal, the lust, and the desperation. Leaning over his dick, she examined it closely, taking care to avoid contact, lest it set it off. Now a raw, inflamed crimson color, it quaked and danced in mid-air, turgid and swollen, begging to be touched. It must've been unbearable.

In an act of deviant pleasure, Lauren summoned a glob of spit in her mouth and parted her lips, letting it dribble slowly from her tongue onto the bantam cock. The mere anticipation made Corey cry out, which turned into a long, almost painful groan when the strand of spittle elongated and found the glans, forming a delicate bridge between her mouth and his quaking shaft.

"So now you know how I've been spending my evenings," Lauren confessed, face still poised above the trembling member but eyes looking up.

Corey's dry mouth swallowed. "When did you find time?"

"Usually after you and I had our nightly chats."

"When you said you were going to bed..."

"I really was," she giggled. "To get fucked."

"Jesus, Lauren."

"Uh-huh. There were other men too. Lots of them."

At that moment, nothing in the world was more important to Corey than to cum.

Lauren's tongue flicked out to lick away a dollop of precum that suddenly appeared.

The quivering project manager closed his eyes, relishing the brief contact. Touch...any touch...was to be savored. When he opened them, Tony was standing behind her. Christ, even flaccid the guy was at least five inches. Corey sneered when the young man put his hand on his wife's shoulder.

"She's fucked a lot of guys, old dude," Tony said with a nonchalant smirk. "That pussy gets used every week. If not by me, then some other lucky son-of-a-bitch."

With his arms still bound behind his back and attached to the chair, Corey tried in vain to free himself. The humiliation of sitting there naked, a chest and physique he was already self-conscious about on full display was crushing. Nipples erect and sensitive, an erect cock jutting out in front of him made it that much worse. Tony staring down at him and laughing only added to Corey's embarrassment.

"Who knows?" the young man snickered. "Next week, I might bring a friend. You remember Tommy? Or maybe Hunter?"

Corey's heart sank when he heard Lauren echo the kid's laughter. He realized she'd taken advantage of her hall pass, but now, it seemed like she had no use for him at all. As if to confirm that, a wicked grin began spreading across her face.

"Do you know why I need those men? Because your pathetic excuse for a cock can't satisfy me anymore."

Her voice held such disdain, that Corey didn't know if the taunting was real or role play.

"Face it, cuck, she's the town whore now. Guys from all over were hitting this while you were up north with your prick in your hands." With a sly sneer, Tony leaned down and snorted. "She doesn't want your sorry-ass dick anymore. Hell, you should be grateful that you even get to watch her."

To Corey's dismay, Lauren's silence clearly acknowledged her concurrence. Instead of defending her husband, she crept closer, rising and straddling his legs. As her thighs parted and her pelvis slid along closer to the older man's groin, her used pussy released the remnants of Tony's semen, which pooled obscenely on the soft cushion below. Smelling of sweat and cum, Lauren's lips latched onto one of Corey's nipples, her tongue flicking and sucking at the overly sensitive skin. She pulled on the fleshy nub with her teeth, causing it to strain and stretch. Her hair dangled down over his chest, adding to the poignant caressing of his skin as she continued to play with the hairy areolae, listening to the whimpering that ensued. Looping both hands behind his neck for leverage, she brought her hips forward until her slippery slit almost touched the penis that bobbed freely in front of her. In a moment of desperation, Corey lifted his buttocks and made futile stabbing motions toward her treasure.

"Do you really think," Lauren whispered into an ear, "that you can truly satisfy me with that little thing anymore?"

Corey's eyes mirrored his misery as he continued to thrust forward in vain. Each time she moved her pussy just out of reach.

"Aw, it's so cute how you try, really, but that ship has sailed," she cooed. "You showed me what I've been missing, how other men can make me scream with pleasure. No way you'll ever measure up now."

"Lauren, please..." Corey pleaded.

"Oh, I'll do as I please," she giggled, continuing to dodge his attempts at penetrating her. "Nice try, Twisty, but does that tiny pink worm really deserve my pussy?" she asked sarcastically. "Tell me, does it turn you on to know that I crave bigger, harder cocks now? That I moan and scream for them, but barely feel you? Does it make your little dicky throb to imagine me taking every inch I can get while you're left panting and desperate?" Her words were filled with disdain and taunting.

"Jesus, Laur..." Corey groaned in frustration.

"Oh, Jesus isn't going to help you now, love."

"SHIT!" Corey could feel the rush of blood to the tip of his cock, making it feel like it was going to explode. It lunged forward involuntarily. In a move that even caught Lauren by surprise, the head slipped past her battered butterfly.



"Ooooo, you naughty boy," she meowed, sliding her ass along his thighs to allow it better access. "You caught me. Now what are you going to do? Do you even remember what to do?"

Behind her, Tony let out a hoot.

Without the use of his hands, Corey was at her mercy. Slowly, agonizingly, his slut wife rocked back and forth, controlling just how far he entered her. In and out, just a few inches, then more, then less.

"Please," he gasped for breath as he begged for release. "I need to cum."

"Cum?" Lauren cut him off with a sly grin. "You want to cum? Then admit how much you love me fucking other men and being humiliated."

Corey nodded rapidly like a child wanting ice cream as he surrendered himself completely to her control. The heat of Lauren's body felt good on his naked skin as she brought her hips closer and allowed several more inches to breach her whore cunt. Inside, her love canal was warm and gooey with the remnants of Tony's earlier deposit that had flooded her pussy.

"Uh-huh, that's Tony's spunk. You better get used to it."

Corey's body began to convulse, his breathing rampant.

"Tell me, cuck."

"Please, Lauren, PLEASE!"

"Then say it. I want to hear you admit it, loud and clear."

"OH GOD!"

She scooted closer to his groin. Another inch slipped in.

"SAY IT!"

The sixty-one-year-old writhed and coughed, his head drumming from side to side.

"I..."

Gripping his shoulders tightly, Lauren pressed her forehead against her husband's, eyes boring into his soul.

"Let me make you cum, sweetie, just say it," she bade him softly. "Just say it and you can cum. You want to, yes? Do it and you can finish."

"I...," he moved his quivering jaws, a cottonmouth making it difficult to annunciate, "I love you fucking other guys...

"And?"

Corey was tired. So, so tired. "And...humiliating me."

Lauren caressed Corey's cheeks and chin tenderly. "See, was that so hard?"

Leaning further over him, her tits in his face, she unbuckled the belts, freeing his hands. In doing so his dick slipped from the confines of her warm, moist pussy.

Realizing he was no longer bound, he tried to wrap one arm around her waist while the other grabbed his twinging cock in a futile attempt to re-penetrate. To his chagrin, she instead slithered off his lap and back to her knees, eye to eye with his wrinkled groin.

"Now...jack off for us."

The senescent hubby's eyes swung between Tony's and Lauren's. Both gawked at him with patronizing expressions. "But you said..."

"I said I'd let you finish. So do it. Show us how much you love being humiliated."

Corey stared down at his exposed body, emasculated in more ways than one. It was covered in a light sheen of sweat, and his skinny, unimpressive cock stood erect and bobbing in front of him, begging for attention. With a deep breath, he began to masturbate, slowly at first, fingers gripping his shaft firmly and stroking it up and down. The first few touches on the sensitive skin were slow and deliberate.

Lauren laughed at his efforts and encouraged him to go harder. "Come on, babe," she said impatiently, "show us how much you love being a cuck."

Aiming to please her, his hand moved faster, breaths becoming heavier, chest heaving with each inhale and exhale. His free hand reached up and pinched and pulled at his nipples.

Still standing behind Lauren, one hand on her shoulder, Tony looked smug, "That's it, old man, play with your tits."

Corey groaned as his dick throbbed in his hand, veins standing out prominently as blood rushed through it. Another bead of precum formed at the tip's hole, glistening in the dim light. Eye-level with his balls, Lauren licked her lips.

"Think of how many men have put their cocks in here, how many have busted a nut in my throat."

Eyes wide, webs of saliva forming at the creases of his gaping mouth, Corey's hand moved faster, a death grip on his worn-out member.

"Especially Zane. Your best man, fishing buddy, confidant. The person you completely trust. You have no idea how good his cum feels on these pearly whites."

"Oh no, Lauren..."

"What? Now you have something to say? I don't want to hear it. You're nothing but a worthless cuck, aren't you, Twisty? Just a sad little man who gets off on being humiliated by his own wife. And you know what? I fucking love it. I love making you feel like the pathetic wimp that you are."

The hurt and profligacy in Corey's eyes told the story as the weight of the debauchery launched his orgasm. With a guttural cry, his hand moved with a frenzied urgency, his cock jerking and spasming in his grip as the first rope of semen shot out, landing on Lauren's face with a satisfying splat, the thick liquid spreading across her cheek leaving a sticky, glistening trail in its wake. Each following stream was weaker than the last, as if his deflating spout was a lazy geyser, sputtering and spitting out its load in a series of weak, desperate squirts. These dribbled down the sides and onto his wrist.

In the minutes afterward, Corey's breathing became more even, and his heart rate slowed to a more manageable pace. His hand, still gripping a now spent cock, moved away from it slowly as he looked curiously at his wife and Tony in a daze as if he was trying to make sense of the despicable thing they had just made him do.

"Are you okay?" Lauren asked with genuine concern. This had been an intense session, and above all else, Corey's physical welfare was paramount.

"He's fine," Tony jibed, dismissing the older man's welfare. "He just came for Christ's sake."

Standing, Lauren moved to the side of the chair and gently cradled her husband's trembling head between her breasts.

"I think we're done here," she told the kid. It wasn't a request. "Please see your way out."

"What? C'mon, we were just getting started," Tony protested.

"LEAVE!"

"Okay, damnit, whatever," the younger man muttered. "Stupid cunt."

Corey tentatively pressed his face into the warmth of Lauren's body, unsure of how she would react. The last time he had attempted to embrace her, she had abruptly pulled away. When she didn't, he held her tight. With renewed compassion and thoughtfulness, Lauren reciprocated by gently gathering him in her arms and lifting him from the chair's pillow, which was now coated with his sticky and tepid cum. Without uttering a single word, the dark-haired vixen led Corey to the bed, laid him down, and crawled up beside him. They listened in silence as the apartment's door to the hallway opened and shut behind Tony, leaving them alone to spoon with their thoughts.

The last thing Corey remembered as sleep overcame him was the eerie welcome offered by the elderly yet creepy doorman downstairs.

"Welcome to your new home, Mr. Miller. We've been waiting for you. I'm sure you'll find your stay...enlightening."
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Note from IRL Lauren: For those of you who cannot fathom what wittols crave or find pleasure in, and are disgusted by same, please do yourself a favor and skip this. Like my husband Simple, they are wired differently and you'll never understand why if you do not have those proclivities. Even they don't understand why. You've been warned.

**************************************************************************************************

======================

Thursday, April 12th

======================

Two men cast their lines overboard from the deck of a sleek sailboat bobbing gently in the warm turquoise waters just off the coast of Fort Lauderdale. The salty ocean breeze carried with it the faint scent of seaweed and fish as hungry squawking gulls circled overhead, scanning for an opportunity to snatch up what the fishermen might discard.

"Really appreciate you asking me to come out here," Corey Miller nodded in the mid-April Florida sun, his eyes scanning the line for tension. It was not yet ten o'clock, but the temps were already in the eighties.

"Stick with me and we'll both have boats out here," Dale Dactyl grinned as he grabbed another beer from a cooler and handed it to his newest project lead. His unbuttoned white linen collared shirt fluttered in the wind, exposing a solid hairy salt-and-pepper chest.

The perspiring project manager graciously accepted the aluminum bottle and returned the smile, wishing his physique was as good as his host's. Although Dale's bank account was astronomically bigger than his own, there was little doubt the two were cut from the same cloth. Comparable in age - Corey was a few years older - their mutual love of fishing, classic rock, and the pair's hatred for formality and a similar laid-back attitude had convinced him that he and his new boss could easily become friends.

"Lauren would like that," Corey agreed.

"Yeah? She's a keeper then. How is she?" the billionaire entrepreneur asked with genuine interest. "I hope she's enjoying the coast."

"She is."

"When we first spoke, you mentioned she was a bit shy. Making friends?

You have no idea, Corey thought. "She's opened up quite a bit since moving here, yes."

"Good, good. We still need to do lunch, all of us. Amanda is dying to meet her. How about two weeks next Saturday? A friend of ours has a gallery showing in Miami. We could have a bite to eat after. What do you say?"

"Sounds like a plan," Corey replied. Hobnobbing with the boss outside of the office could only bode well for his career and their budding friendship. Suddenly, his expression became somber. Sitting up on the bench seat, he took a drink and looked over at Dale. "Can I ask you a question?"

"Shoot."

"Does everyone in Florida have such a liberal attitude towards sex?"

Dactyl lowered his sunglasses and looked over the brim at his employee as if assessing an answer that his HR person wouldn't give him grief over. He decided to gamble on the truth.

"The short answer is yes. Well, at least from Boca on down. West Palm has a lot of older folks, but most of them are still pretty hip. Sun, skin, beautiful women, bikinis, and coke tend to loosen people up. Why do you ask?"

"Just curious."

Dale laughed. "Suffice it to say, when they're not doing it, they're thinking about it. A bit different than Iowa, huh?"

"A tad."

The construction magnate chuckled, studied his guest, then leaned back, pushing his Persol's into place.  "You, uh, looking to expand your horizons? Things can get pretty weird on the Gold Coast."

"What?"

"Is the little lady getting behind?"

"Huh? Oh, no. Well..."

Dactyl got up and grabbed a couple sandwiches from the refrigerator. "Relax, I didn't mean anything. Marriage is a fickle beast, you know? Sometimes things get stale. And down here, there's no shortage of ways to keep it fresh."

Corey furrowed his brow. He couldn't put his finger on it, but something about that statement felt...unfinished.

"Let's eat," Dale gestured towards the hoagies. "I'm fucking starving."

Taking the cue, the older man sat down and unwrapped a sub. The two sat and munched hungrily, dreading the return to the office where they had several tough meetings that afternoon.

Meetings that would not go well.

+++++

Lauren Miller stood behind the sneeze guard of a cafeteria line, equipped with a large spoon and metal tongs. With a warm smile and a brief conversation, she greeted each homeless guest as they passed her station, extending acrylic plates for her to place vegetables and meatloaf onto. Most of the guests expressed gratitude for the food, returning the smile. However, some looked away in embarrassment and hopelessness as they accepted the food, weighed down by the circumstances that had led them to the Soup Galley Mission in downtown Miami that night.

It was here that Lauren found solace. After volunteering at Christmas with Corey, she made it a point to return whenever she could. Despite feeling somewhat overwhelmed thinking about the broken lives that passed through her station, it provided her with a sense of purpose amidst the chaos that had consumed her life in the past year. Unlike many other professions, office managers often didn't receive the same level of satisfaction in helping others. Doctors, nurses, lawyers, and even veterinarians aided someone every day. The soup kitchen provided Lauren with some comfort in knowing that in some small way, she was making a difference in someone's life.

With Corey in Fort Lauderdale, Lauren had decided to stop by that afternoon to lend a hand. Between spoonfuls of green beans, her eyes wandered down the long serving line towards the front door. The kitchen was set to close in thirty minutes and many in needy Miami were still looking for a hot meal. With hands wrapped in hot pads, she carefully lifted an empty pan of meat off the serving line, placed it on a waiting cart that had been wheeled from the kitchen, and replaced it with a full pan. Removing her gloves, Lauren looked up to serve the next guest and was surprised by a familiar face.

Nate Jackson.

It was a beard she'd never forget, especially the scar that stretched from behind one ear to his chin. This was the unlikely hero who scared off the thugs trying to rob her in an alleyway at Christmas time. His alley. Lord knows what those two boys would have done had he not been there.

"Well, hello stranger," Lauren grinned while filling his plate. "I don't think I've ever seen you here before."

With little expression, the large black man shrugged. "I could say the same about you."

That caused Lauren to pause. He's right, I should come around more often. As she looked down at the steaming pile the Mission considered a meal, she could see in his eyes that the once proud man was not accustomed to taking handouts.

"Thank you," Nate mumbled as he stepped aside to make room for the next person.

Lauren watched as he walked over to a rickety picnic table and sat down with other strangers. His gait was slow, as if he was carrying the weight of years of struggles on his shoulders, but he stood tall and imposing, as if to salvage some dignity. During a lull in the line, she glanced over to find him eating quietly, avoiding conversation with those around him. Likely in his mid-fifties, he had an unkempt beard that hung down past his chin, and his hair was gray and straggly, framing a face and neck that were wrinkly and leathery from living outdoors. Dressed in a tattered brown hoodie and old, worn-out jeans that were ripped and stained with dirt, his feet were clad in only a pair of tattered flip-flops that looked too small on the large feet that carried his six-foot-seven frame. Her curiosity piqued. What was his story? How did he end up here?

As the line began to thin, Lauren turned off the warmers and began to wipe down her station. When she happened to look to where Nate had been seated, the big man was no longer there. Nor was he anywhere in the dining room. With some sadness, she finished cleaning and stowing the leftovers in the walk-in refrigerator before retrieving her purse and cardigan sweater from lockers volunteers were assigned. It was an unusually cool mid-March evening, and she was glad to have brought the extra layer to put over the black sleeveless sheath dress she'd worn to work that day.

Stepping out of the Mission's entrance, Lauren scanned the street with caution. While soup kitchens were necessary for those in need, the area surrounding them could be a bit rough. It was already dark, and there was little traffic except for a rickshaw rental whose driver had stopped nearby to grab a pack of smokes from the Vape-n-Go. Lauren considered calling a ride-share but changed her mind when she spotted the faint glow of a cigarette being shared among several men across the street. The figures were shrouded in shadows, but one of them bore an uncanny resemblance to Nate, standing tall and imposing over the others. With trepidation, she watched as beams from a passing tow truck confirmed her suspicions - it was Nate.

Taking a deep breath, Lauren gathered her courage and cautiously approached the smokers. As she neared, they fell silent, their downtrodden eyes sizing her up from head to toe. The pungent body odor was hard to ignore, and one of the younger men whistled before starting to say something snarky under his breath. But his words were cut short when Nate placed a firm hand on his shoulder with a stern glare.

"Mind your manners," the larger black man scolded his friend.

Lauren raised her hand, wiggling her fingers in a friendly greeting. "Hi Nate," she said warmly.

"Fifth Street," Jackson reluctantly acknowledged her presence, stepping in front of the others. He seemed to be annoyed that she had intruded on their conversation, muttering under his breath about women in fancy clothes not belonging in these parts.

"I just wanted to thank you again for helping me that day," Lauren said sincerely.

"Just protecting my turf," he replied gruffly. It was clear that he didn't want to discuss his motives for saving her, and Lauren didn't press the issue. There was a glint of benevolence in his eyes, despite his gruff exterior.

"What do you want?" Jackson asked brusquely, turning away from her. "We don't have anything to talk about." He seemed dismissive of her presence and unwilling to engage in conversation.

Lauren frowned and reached out tentatively, lightly touching his elbow while trying to maintain eye contact. Despite their differences, she felt a connection with Nate and was determined to understand more about him and his life on the streets. "Please? Just for a minute."

Nate sighed and looked down at the petite brunette. "Five minutes, then you go, okay?" He knew how mean the streets turned after dark.

The tinkling sound of a bicycle bell rang out as the rickshaw that had been parked down the street pulled even with them, now with a cigarette chomping Asian driver. Lauren's Dior dress and Coach purse had been like beacons to the entrepreneur.

"Pretty lady and handsome man want ride? Twenty dollars, take you anywhere." Lauren burst out laughing while Nate tried hard not to smile.

"C'mon," she tugged on his sleeve, "it'll be fun."

Nate dropped his shoulders, reluctantly giving in. Spending a few minutes with a beautiful woman would beat hours with his smelly street buddies any day. He watched for a moment while Lauren attempted to pull herself up into the back of the three-wheeled, hooded cart. It was not an easy task in heels. Seeing her struggle, he thought twice about it, then very gingerly grasped her tiny waist to give her a boost. The last thing he needed was for some rich lady to think he was being inappropriate. As he lifted her, the back of the dress brushed against a cheek, and he caught a whiff of her Chanel perfume. It had been a very long time since he'd been that close to a woman who smelled so good.

After the two settled on the back bench seat under a surrey top outlined in bright white LED lights, the driver began to peddle nowhere in particular. Nate sat silently looking at the passing storefronts, avoiding eye contact with the wealthy uptown resident who seemed so determined to talk. He was clearly out of his element. It had been years since he'd even been in a car, much less this glitzy mode of transportation he only saw tourists use.

Lauren could sense the giant's nervousness and decided to keep things lighthearted.

"Where are you from?"

Jackson rolled his eyes but did not look at her. It was almost as if he was afraid to.

"Mobile."

"Alabama, huh? War Eagle!"

That got enough of Nate's attention to turn and correct her. "Roll Damn Tide."

Big mistake, as he was instantly drawn in by her gorgeous face and piercing eyes.

"I...I...should go," he stuttered, making a move to jump off the buggy.

"Wait," Lauren pleaded, placing a hand on his forearm, struggling to ignore the unpleasant stench from his clothing. "I just want to know more about the man that saved me from being raped."

Nate looked away, eyes back on the passing scenery. "A fetchin' woman like you ain't got no business being in alleys. What makes you think I wouldn't have done the same thing as those shadies?"

"Would you have?"

"Of course not. But I ain't like them. Younguns today have no respect for life or liberty."

"And you do?"

"I used to."

Squaring her body to his, she pressed him. "What's that supposed to mean?"

Jackson sighed and Lauren could feel his body relax a little as he sank deeper into the seat. He went on to explain how he had enlisted in the Army as a way to avoid the gang life of Detroit and wound up in Desert Storm for two years. Received an honorable discharge but had nothing to show for it. None of the VA programs helped, since being a military ditch digger in civilian life wasn't much of a resume. Eventually he had worn out his welcome in the homes of friends and family, so he decided to come south where at least he wouldn't freeze to death on the streets.

Lauren felt even more sadness in her heart as she listened to the vet's tale, the pain evident in his voice. She gripped his arm tightly, her hand trembling slightly.

"I'm sorry," she said softly. "It's not right the way our government shits on people. But please know that what you did for me meant something. Everything."

It was clear that the wall he had built to protect himself from pain was a thick one. Lauren now understood the reason behind his distrust and hostility. They rode in silence for a few more minutes until she fought through the odor and snuggled up to him, looping her arm around his neck. When Jackson turned his head in surprise, she leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss to his cheek, the coarse whiskers of his beard tickling her chin.

"Thank you."

The black man's gaze was so intense that it sent chills down Lauren's spine as she unconsciously leaned in to kiss him on the mouth. Their noses touched, and he too shivered despite the warm sixty-five-degree weather. She could see the longing in his eyes, but he remained frozen, unsure of what to do. In the dim light, the bulge in his jeans seemed to grow larger. It was clear that it had been years since he'd had any intimacy with a woman. Any hookers who might be around wouldn't have given him the time of day.

Suddenly, Nate broke away from Lauren's embrace and tapped the driver on the shoulder. "Stop, this is me."

Lauren had been so absorbed in his story that she had lost track of where they were. Looking around, she recognized the street and the entrance to the back alley where the cart came to a stop. It was where the courageous ex-private first class lived. If you could call it that.

Stepping out of the rig, Jackson curtly told Lauren to go home, then pulled his hoodie over his head and quickly disappeared into the forbidding darkness of the narrow corridor.

"Where to, pretty lady?" the friendly coolie grinned as he lit another cigarette.

Lauren's eyes flitted between him and the shadows where Nate had vanished without so much as a goodbye. After a moment of reflection, she hurriedly reached into her purse and handed the man twenty-five dollars. He watched as she clamored down off the rickshaw and stood motionless at the alley's entrance.

"Miss, are you sure you want to go in there?" the driver asked with concern.

Lauren hesitated and gathered her sweater tightly before starting down the path cautiously, passing by a dumpster and a grease bin.

"No, I'm not."

+++++

It was well after dark when Corey Miller turned his sleek, brand-new Audi A6 south on I-95 toward Miami. After the morning fishing trip, he and Dale had returned to the office for a grueling meeting with all of Dactyl Construction's thirty-one on-site project managers. The atmosphere in the room had been thick with tension as Corey laid out his expectations, which would not be easy to achieve. Still, he promised to stay out of their hair as long as their projects stayed on track and there were no financial overruns. Unfortunately, not all were as healthy as he would like.

This came to a head when Corey called five of those PMs into his office and let them go. It should have been no surprise to them. Their leadership had been a mess, and they'd been warned several times by Dale Dactyl himself to get things under control. They had not, and today was one of reckoning. Being a hatchet man came with the territory for any incoming executive, but that didn't make it any easier. The pressure to keep many plates spinning was certainly going to be a tall order for Dale's right-hand-man, requiring an iron fist approach.

It was for these reasons and more that Corey's blood pressure remained consistently high despite the doctors' efforts to manage it with medication. There had been some significant decrease in his readings over the last few months which some shrinks might attribute to a rejuvenated relationship with Lauren. As his relief valve, she had indulged his fetish and become the dominant one in their marriage, at least in the bedroom. It was immensely cathartic for him to allow someone else to call the shots, even it was for just a few hours.

And yet, he knew that continuing in the lifestyle, to allow his budding sexual proclivities to widen, was a slippery slope that most men would find abhorrent. To suggest his wife seek out multiple partners was one thing. But to suggest that her cheating on him behind his back would be hotter yet? To admit the risk of losing her provided the same rush as a lose-it-all wager in a high stakes poker game? How absolutely fucking twisted was that? Still, Lauren had agreed to indulge his kink, and not exactly all out of the kindness of her heart. There wasn't any doubt that she liked the sex, and the filthier the better. She had turned into one nasty little slut, a byproduct of his kink, and she enjoyed nothing more than pushing his buttons. The moans, the screams, the dirty talk. All part of the enablement. As a lover, he was mediocre at best. Not only was his age and stamina a factor, but his wittol aberration was so prevalent now that it impacted his ability to perform. The sight of a naked Lauren, a knockout in any guy's eyes, was no longer enough to get him hard. Now, it took exceedingly perverted thoughts of her doing obscene things to get him off.



"Shit!" Corey cursed as the highway traffic suddenly ground to a halt, forcing him to slam on the brake pedal. Thankfully, he had not yet passed Twelfth Street and was able to swiftly change lanes, taking the exit ramp just in time. He followed the rerouted directions and wound up on some unfamiliar side streets near Chinatown. This was an overlooked side of Miami rarely seen on television. Boarded up storefronts lined the streets alongside tent encampments for the homeless and prostitutes walking the blocks. The weary sixty-one-year-old man felt relief when he stopped at a red light just blocks from Fifth Street and the Majestic Summit Arms hotel. He nodded tiredly at a grinning rickshaw driver who pedaled across in front of the Audi, smoke trailing from his cigarette as the brightly lit carrier passed by.

We should do that sometime, Corey thought, exhaling the days troubles away. Lauren would think that to be fun.

+++++

Lauren walked through the alley nervously, her heart beating fast at every sound that echoed off the surrounding buildings. She kept turning around to make sure no one was following her. After all, it was here that she had been nearly robbed before Nate had come to her rescue.

As she neared the end of the alley, the skittish office manager spotted a blue burlap tarp draped over two large pieces of plywood leaning against an abandoned building. With a great deal of apprehension, she cautiously peered into the makeshift lean-to and saw a shadowy figure lit up by a small votive candle that must have been retrieved from one of the dumpsters.

"Nate?" she called out, but there was no reply.

Lauren carefully unhooked the frayed bungy cord and pulled back the flaps to take a closer look. Inside, she saw Nate lying awkwardly on a bed of old and oily sleeping bags and comforters that made up the floor of the tent. Their eyes met, and Lauren's heart nearly came up her throat. The smell was enough to peel paint off a wall, but she entered anyway, silently, their gaze locked on each other. Hunching over, she carefully smoothed out her skirt and sat beside him. The wily veteran shook his head.

"You shouldn't have come. You don't belong here."

The self-deprecation was met with a warm, sympathetic smile. It was hard to know whether the gentle black man was simply nervous around women or whether he was genuinely angry she was there.

"I don't get many visitors, especially none as pretty as you."

Lauren quickly put an index finger to his chapped lips.

"You think I'm pretty?"

"Like an angel."

Looking towards the burlap flaps of the tent entrance, Lauren furrowed her brow and bit her lower lip, contemplating her next move. Turning back to Nate, convinced of the charitable thing to do, she carefully removed her cardigan, revealing the elegant dress she had worn to work that day. Jackson remained silent but found the courage to extend a trembling hand and gently brushed against the straight and shiny midnight mane that hung like two drapes on either side of her cleavage. Something in her eyes indicated that there would be no repercussions. Seconds later, she affirmed this by placing his other hand on a still clothed tit. Lauren sighed with exhilaration as he groped a breast through the chiffon fabric. There was something so stimulating, so galvanizing, so...wrong...about begin there with the intriguing vagrant that she felt a bolt of electricity mainline through her veins.

The ex-soldier couldn't help but feel a sense of awe as he ran his fingers through her silky hair. It was rare for someone who had been through so much to touch something so pure and clean. Nate Jackson knew that this was taboo, unconventional for someone so rough and rugged to be so close to something so delicate and beautiful. He knew that he was nothing more than a societal outcast, looked upon as trash by many, while she might as well have been from another planet.

But despite his rough exterior, she seemed at ease. She didn't walk away like the others did, pretending he wasn't there so she could feel better about her own privileged life. Instead, she allowed him to hold her breast in his grubby hands, savoring the intimacy that few others had given him before.

The only sound in the tent was Lauren's shallow and pensive breathing. She reached behind her with both hands and undid the clasp at the top of her dress. Nate sat silently as the Dior fell away from her skin, revealing a peach bra that held the most delightfully small tits. Timidly, he reached out again, running a finger along the wireframe of the undergarment in disbelief that this moment even existed.

As Lauren allowed the homeless man to caress her breasts through the gentle curves of her bra, she couldn't help but take a closer look at his features. His complexion was pockmarked from years of neglect and his wrinkles spoke of a life filled with hardship. His salty hair hung disheveled around his forehead, his thick, untamed beard covering most of his face, lending him a wild appearance. With an intense and brooding gaze, the sunken, shadowy sockets that seemed almost hollow at times were impossible to ignore. And then there was the prominent scar that ran from his ear to beneath his chin. Lauren shook her head in sorrow and rubbed a thumb across a wound whose physical pain had long since faded. Nate nuzzled his head in her hand, like a puppy seeking love.

"Iraq?" she asked softly.

"Kuwait," he replied matter-of-factly. "Ten-year-old boy. He watched his brainwashed mother blow herself up on one of my patrols. Somehow, he blamed us for her decision." Nate paused for a moment before continuing, "Went after me with a dead buddy's ka-bar. Got me good before vanishing into the crowd."

Lauren's eyes widened in shock as she listened to the tragic story. "I'm so sorry," she whispered softly, tears welling up in her eyes as she looked into Nate's wounded gaze.

With renewed compassion, the charitable patriciate leaned over and unzipped his crusty jeans. There was no surprise when she saw he wasn't wearing underwear.. Her eyes locked onto the impressive length of the man's erection as she gently took hold of it in her small palm. Her fingers wrapped around the base, stroking slowly upwards towards the sensitive tip. She could feel the heat emanating from the flesh beneath her fingertips, sending shivers down her spine. The veins pulsated with each beat of the man's heart, and she traced them carefully with her thumb, maximizing his pleasure.

Lauren worked silently, squeezing and caressing, enjoying the way her nails dug into the soft skin. Nate grunted loudly and tried to do more, but she pushed him back on the comforters.

"Shh, just let me make you feel good," she whispered in his ear.

Lauren gripped Nate's erection tightly with both hands, working her way back and forth along the entirety. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead, and his balls hung heavy in his sack, jostling slightly against her palms. Appreciation was etched into the lines of his face as she stroked him slowly and methodically. Tears welled up in her eyes as she recognized the desperation behind his gaze. This was more than just sex; it was a chance to make this man feel like a real person once again, to remind him that he mattered.

As Lauren continued to work her magic on Nate's erection, he couldn't help but lean forward, yearning for a kiss like a lost Bedouin yearns for water. When their lips met, his tongue invaded her mouth with force, searching, digging. She tried her best not to recoil from the yellowed teeth and pungent odor of bad oral hygiene that assaulted her nostrils. Despite the repulsive scent, she persevered, allowing him to slosh around in her mouth and scraping the roof of her throat.

Picking up the pace, Lauren finally felt the slickness of pre-cum coating Nate's tip. She used her thumb to swirl around the sensitive head, teasing and tormenting. Eventually, Nate's breathing grew ragged, moans turning to labored gasps as he laid back on the comforters. He was teetering on the edge, and she could feel his balls tense. Seconds later, a blast of cum rewarded her efforts from about a foot away from her face. Hot sperm jetted from the purple and black fire hose, spraying steaming spunk everywhere onto Lauren's body and chest area; one particularly large glob struck Lauren's nose and eyes while several landed lips and chin area with force. The spurts continued weaker than before, but powerful enough to hit random places.  Lauren glanced down at Black man's thick jizz that splattered against her bra, soiling soft cups that held undulating breasts.

For what seemed hours but were only minutes, their eyes locked onto each other without words, neither believing what had just happened. Lauren eventually removed her hand, allowing the limp cock to fall sideways, while scooping up stray trails of cum with a finger, flicking it onto a nearby towel.

Taking her leave, Lauren stepped alone into the dark alley as a surprisingly chilly gust tugged at her clothing. Looking back, she saw the tent's flickering candle illuminate movement within. At first, it looked oddly like the graceful outline of a shapely woman. But then, to her amazement, it seemed to morph and transform, growing additional tails until assuming the unmistakable nine-tailed shape of the mythical Kumiho.

"What the fuck?"

Lauren blinked and rubbed her eyes, unsure of what she'd seen.

Just as quickly, the shadowy figure reverted to the beautiful woman's silhouette, which suddenly appeared to evaporate. Before Lauren could make sense of it, the candle was abruptly extinguished, plunging the tent into murky darkness. Gathering her composure, she began walking toward the main thoroughfare's relative safety, pondering the vision's existence. Had that really happened, or was she just tired and hungry?

Before leaving the alley's mouth, the alluring but shaken executive turned and peeked back down the corridor.

Everything was now pitch black. Normal as it had ever been.

As it had ever been.

+++++

"Fuck me! Please fuck me. I need you to fuck me!"

Corey couldn't believe his luck as he hovered over his very aroused wife. Fifteen minutes earlier, he had been making chicken wraps and a side of rice when she burst into the apartment door and began molesting him. He wasn't quite sure what had triggered such verve, but he wasn't about to complain. Now on the bed, his clothes scattered across the floor, and she clad only in her bra and panties, here she was, begging him for cock.

"Do me, I need it SO bad!" she whispered.

Determined to give her what she needed, Corey stroked his cock desperately, trying to get it hard. Leaning over, he mouthed her tiny tits through the bra, ignoring what appeared to be a fresh, moist, gelatinous stain. But it was no use. A declining stamina and his invasive fetish made it difficult to achieve a full erection these days without certain, well...environmental stimuli. Corey gripped his floppy six inches tighter and futilely tried to push the spongy pink tube of flesh past her labia.

"Pleeseese," Lauren begged. "Hurry!"

The older man started to panic. Why did this always happen?

Lauren tried to stay positive, clawing at his bare ass, pulling him closer, trying to extend what he did not have to give.

"FUCK ME GODDAMNIT!" she moaned in frustration.

It was no use, and the pressure certainly didn't help matters. Slowly, the semi-erect Corey began to deflate and even shrink.

Fuck.

Embarrassed and dejected, he began to roll to the side. "I'm sorry. So sorry."

Lauren saw the indignation in his eyes and grabbed his shoulders before he could move. "Wait."

She was all too aware of what would help his psychosomatic-induced impotency.

"Not so fast."

Corey strained to support his upper body over hers, shifting weight from one arm to the another. Lauren fixed him with a sullen frown. She knew what it took these days. It was cruel, but he needed to get hard and she needed to be fucked.

"Listen, you pathetic excuse for a man," she hissed. "You think I'm going to let you off that easy? Fuck that. If you want to stay married, show me what you're made of, even if it's nothing more than disappointment."

Corey felt his collapsing dick twitch with life. Lauren looked down past his drooping man-boobs to his groin and smirked. Nothing like a little emasculation to get a cuck up.

"Come here, you worthless piece of shit," she sneered. "Let's see if you can even begin to satisfy me. Don't get your hopes up, loser. I doubt you'll come close."

Corey adjusted his hands on either side of her head, and once again positioned himself between Lauren's spread legs. He desperately wanted to please his wife, to be the man he once was. But every attempt seemed to fall short, leaving him feeling more inferior. As with all wittols with his penchant, inadequacy was the primary source of self-loathing and arousal.

Desperation turned to alarm as he struggled to get his cock hard enough to penetrate.

"Please, God, please," he whispered in prayer. He knew he was nothing compared to the well-endowed guys she preferred now, but he also wanted to salvage some shred of dignity.

With unwavering resolve, Corey grasped his torpid cock, trying to will it erect. He stroked it frantically, hoping for some semblance of stiffness that would allow him to break through that juicy pink treasure.

"Look at you," Lauren sneered with purpose, "struggling to get that sorry excuse for a dick hard. You're nothing but a useless, limp-dicked loser."

Corey's face may have flushed with embarrassment, but his wife's strategy was working. Eyes filled with shame and arousal, his craving for degradation was bringing about that twisted pleasure which came from being reduced to nothing more than a cuckolded husband. And that translated into one hell of a rock-hard staff.

"Tell me babe," Lauren said with spite, "do you even remember what it feels like to satisfy a woman? Or have you become so accustomed to being a disappointment that you've forgotten what it's like to truly fuck me?"

With those insults, there was finally a glimmer of hope. Believing there to be enough thickness now to breach her, Corey positioned himself yet again between Lauren's impatiently spread legs, ready to provide what little pleasure he could. With a desperate thrust, he attempted to stab, stab, stab his way into her cunt. Her pussy was wet enough, but his manhood still lacked the strength and girth to penetrate. He winced in frustration at the feeble effort.

"Is that all you've got? Pathetic. Absolutely fucking pathetic," she spat, eyes intentionally filled with cruel delight. "I've seen better from a limp-dicked virgin. You're a fuckin' joke."

Laughter echoed through the room, streaming daggers into his heart, which appeared to trigger a peculiar response.

"Fuck you, BITCH," Corey shouted back with newfound anger and resolve.

Lauren's smirk faded, replaced by amused shock at her husband's sudden turnaround.

"Oh my GOD," she gasped in disbelief as her husband grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head with an iron grip that bordered on pain. "Finally find your balls, cuck?"

She squirmed and struggled against his hold but found herself helpless against his strength and determination. A wicked grin spread across Lauren's face as she realized that this was exactly what she wanted.

"C'mon, Twisty," she taunted him again with a sly smile on her face as she felt him harden, driven by his anger and desire to be the man she needed him to be right then. "Show me what you're made of, you flabby weak wimp."

Without warning or hesitation, Corey struck Lauren across the cheek with the back of his hand hard enough to leave a red mark. He could see the flame in her eyes as she felt the thrill of pain mixed with pleasure. He wasn't the only one with a kink.

"OH GOD, YES," she moaned with need. "Fuck me like you mean it."

Corey rammed his cock into her pussy, no longer caring if he caused her discomfort.

"Swing and a miss," Lauren laughed maniacally, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Trying to be the man you used to be? I'll believe that when I see it."

Slap! Slap!

As Corey continued to smack her across the face, Lauren moaned louder and louder, her body writhing, vulva clamping down on his cock. It was no secret her submissive side had recently surfaced while beneath certain men, and she was trying really hard to feel that with her husband. But try as she might, he just wasn't them.

Corey doubled down at the task at hand, thrusting, jabbing, banging away, his balls slapping against her taint. As he did so, his cock throbbed and pulsed inside her love canal, aching to blow. Clenching his jaw tightly, the project manager tried to focus on something else, anything that would help him hold on just a little bit longer. Budget figures, construction deadlines, the proverbial baseball box scores. But it was no use. Between Lauren's hot pussy and her filthy mouth, he was getting closer. Much closer.

"Shit, c'mon cucky," Lauren frothed, "ARE YOU EVEN IN ME? It's so hard to tell."

Those last words sealed Corey's fate. "Gonna cum," he murmured.

The disappointment was clear on his wife's face. "So fast?" she sneered. "Christ's sake, can't even get five minutes out of your miserable pecker anymore."

"Fuck! Fuck! Fucking hell!" Corey roared, tensing up and grunting as his dick began to spasm uncontrollably. Hot cum shot out into her womb.

Frustration replaced the disappointment. "Now why did you go and do that?" she asked him angrily.

Corey hung his head in shame as he looked at Lauren with tears forming, his wet noodle of a dick slipping out of her.

"I give you a chance and what do you do? Minute Man Manny. I think I'll text that back to your friends in Iowa. Minute Man Manny. Would you like that?"

Lauren could see the hurt in her husband's eyes, but more prevalent was the elevated arousal. She had pushed him yet again, satiating his kink with yet more cruelty. And even wallowing in his humiliation, Corey couldn't deny the twisted excitement that it brought him. The degradation, the verbal abuse--it all fueled a dark deviant desire within. He was drawn to the abasement that now defined their bedroom.

Lauren propped herself up on her elbows and blew away straight black bangs from her face. Despite pleasing her husband, the last few minutes had not calmed the itch that had started in Nate's tent.

"Well," she huffed with insolence, "go get him." Then, pointing at a bottom drawer in the chest, "At least I know he can get me off."

Flustered, Corey slid off the bed and retrieved the ten-inch vibrator that had become an essential part of their lovemaking. Lauren deftly unhooked the clasp at the back of her bra and slipped out of it, letting it fall to the side. She ran her fingers through her hair, tugging at a few strands of her fine, straight black mane. Taking a deep breath, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and shimmied them down over her hips, wiggling until they dropped to the floor beside her. Her skin tingled with anticipation as Corey stepped closer, clutching The Chairman of the Board.

Spreading her legs wide, Lauren's juicy pussy shimmered from her wetness. They were a luscious cotton candy pink, framing the smaller, more delicate inner lips that peeked out between them. Perched above. her throbbing clit emerged from the swollen labia, desperate for balling. A slick, pearly drop of juice formed at its tip, begging for attention. As Corey climbed onto the bed and positioned the vibrator between Lauren's legs, the sight sent shivers down his spine. Her naked, baseball-sized breasts stood proudly, their dark areolas contrasting against the smooth, ivory skin. Her erect nipples, firmly pebbled, begged for his touch.



His eyes traced down her toned, flat stomach, admiring the defined abs that hugged her hips. The firm, taut skin stretched smoothly over her muscles, a testament to the hours she spent maintaining her perfect physique. Curvy hips flared out in a seductive contrast to her slender waist.

"You've been a bad girl," Corey teased as The Chairman began to whir, knowing full well her suppressed vagaries. Two can play this game.

Lauren's face softened, and she playfully bit her lip. "Yesssss, I have. Very bad."

Reaching out, he stroked the stubbly crescent between her legs, petting it like a Chia pet. A little more liquid seeped out of her slit. "Such a sexy pussy," Corey said with approval. "Men would pay handsomely for a chance at this."

Moans escaped Lauren's lips; her mouth fell open slightly as he cupped her cunt and let his middle finger slide inside her butterfly.

"And they have, haven't they?"

A bray, not unlike a donkey in heat, burst from her lungs.

"Perhaps we should head back to the bookstore and see if there are any shiny cocks that need sucking?"

Lauren caught her breath, hips arching slightly off the mattress.

"I wonder what the Latinos are doing?"

This time a long "meowwwwwww".

"Or maybe I should just take you down on Twenty-Seventh Street and cash you out."

"Oh, GAWWWWD!"

The unmistakable thrill of a stranger paying for her body overloaded her synapses and she damn near came.

"Dress you up in leather and lace and parade you in front of men looking to abuse a tight little body like yours."

"Jesus, Corey, I'm..."

"A hot ass tramp? Yeah, I know that now. What was it you said? The slut I never knew I had?"

She sighed heavily as he placed the tip of the thick vibrating dildo on her lips.

"Suck it, whore. Give me what I paid for."

As Lauren obediently sucked the hard shell of the vibrator, Corey couldn't help but smile. In past months, she had assumed the dominant role in their sex life, but here, for a fleeting moment, his wife had morphed into the submissive he'd seen her be with other men.

"We're in a seedy part of town, the kind of neighborhood where every window and door have bars. Do you hear me?"

Lauren nodded, her eyes closed, imagining what her husband was conjuring up. Given her recent encounter in Lemon City, it wasn't a stretch at all. He shoved the dildo deeper into her throat.

"We pass other working girls," Corey growled, pulling The Chairman from between her teeth, her mouth falling open with webs of saliva. "Black, oriental, Cuban. Some pretty, some not. Like them, you are wearing a pink belly shirt, no bra, and blue metallic mini-hot pants."

Unhurried, he wrapped his hand around the dildo's girth, and torturously let the tip graze Lauren's rock-hard nipples. With each touch, she wiggled and whined.

"I stop the car, leaning over you and throwing open the passenger door, demanding that you get out.  You look at me like I'm crazy, and yet..."

"I get out."

The forty-eight-year-old beauty's breathing was irregular as she kept her eyes shut tightly, wanting the scene to play out.

"'Go be the whore you are' I insist."

Corey traced the vibrator down the center of her stomach, stopping at her navel.

"I circle the block and stop down the street where I can keep an eye on you. In no time, a car pulls up and you lean in."

Heavy moans echoed through the room as she pressed the back of her head against fluffy white pillows. Midnight hair spread out around her like a dark shroud, framing her face in shadows.

"What does he want?" Corey asked, his voice barely above a whisper as he leaned closer to his wife's ear.

Lauren shook her head, eyes still squeezed tight.

"WHAT DOES HE WANT?"

"He...he wants to party," she eventually managed to get out through gritted teeth, remembering her brief time on the streets. "He wants to fuck me."

"Oh, you are a dirty little slut, letting strangers pay money for your pussy. Do you want to go with him?"

Laurens pelvis instinctively grinded against the toy, seeking more contact.

"Do you?"

The image of herself leaning into the stranger's car, his hungry leer, the criminality of it all. Lauren could almost feel the john's hands on her body, roughing her up, abusing her...

"Yesss," she hissed.

Corey gently widened his wife's legs, carefully placing the vibrator on her inner thighs, skimming her skin. Lauren clenched her jaw as it inched closer to the apex between her legs. She groaned loudly as The Chairman reached the excited, pulsating slit.

"SHIT!"

Juices flooded Corey's hand and this time she did cum. Nothing earth-shattering, but it was there.

"Jesus, babe," Lauren gasped as she raised her head briefly from the pillows, staring at him.

"Such a fucking whore. A nasty, filthy whore."

Burying her head again, she began to squeal. Suddenly, the tip of The Chairman brushed her clit and the soughs turned to whines.

"OH, OH, OH. Right there, right there, right there, right there."

Another mini quake. Copious amounts of fluids beset Corey's hand. Gently, he slipped the vibrator off her button, moving it between her pink lips. With little effort he pushed it into her moist hole, watching with interest as the tip of the vibrator disappeared inside her. He had always marveled at the way a pussy could expand to take something so much bigger that physics would call for. Corey continued to work the toy into Lauren's pussy, gradually getting deeper and more intense with each stroke. He focused on keeping it shallow at first, allowing her body to adjust and relax. But as she began to stammer, Corey knew that she was ready for something more. Much more. He increased the speed of the strokes, making sure that The Chairman was hitting all the right spots. The suction helped draw her juices out, making her even wetter than before. He could feel see her muscles tightening around the polymer as it went deeper and faster.

"You look so pretty in your pale pink crop top, nipples hard and cutting through, hands on the hips of your shiny mini-skirt. How much are you asking?"

Lauren thought back to Joey the trick, when she had fled from the pimp. "Two...two bills."

"That's quite a bit for some cheap street hooker. Are you worth it?"

"Y-Y-Yes."

"SLUT!"

Corey plunged the dildo deep into her cunt. "FUCKING SLUT!"

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh."

"You disappear into a shiny large Lincoln SUV. He drives you to an alley. I can see you through the windshield as he hands you several bills. The next thing I know, his hands are roaming over your body, grabbing at your tits and squeezing them."

Small mewls as Lauren's hips rose and fell from the mattress.

"Does...does that make you hard?" she had the presence of mind to ask. "Another guy manhandling me?

Always the cuckoldress.

Corey paused as his limp dick twitched. It did indeed. "Especially when the lucky fucker raises your top, your small, perfect tits flopping out. He wastes no time in grabbing them, squeezing and kneading them like a fucking animal."

"Hmm."

"He pinches your nipples, you throw your head back."

Lauren gasped. "What are you doing?"

"I'm standing in his high beams, cock through my fly, jacking off. You pull your long hair back into a tight ponytail. Without warning, your head disappears."

The wanton wife's face grimaced. "I'm sucking him off."

"That's right, babe. A stranger's cock is in your mouth."

Corey pulled himself to his knees on the mattress between Lauren's knees, one hand on the dildo, the other on his dick. "Tell me how you blow him."

Lauren exhaled, another grimace. "My...my lips are around him, tongue licking. I can taste him, smell him."

"I can only see the back of your head as it rises above the dash, bobbing, dancing, your hair bouncing. There are wet sounds of your mouth sliding up and down, slurping, sucking."

"Hmm."

"You exit the passenger door and he the driver's side, both quick to get into the back seat where you both disappear. The anticipation is killing me while I wonder what's happening behind those tinted windows. Although it's really no mystery. And then, I see your legs in the air, spread wide. What's he going to do?"

"He's gonna...OH GOD...he's gonna..."

"That's right, slut. He's gonna fuck the shit out of you."

"Mmmmmmmmm ohhhhhhhhh."

"Tell me what he does to my whore."

Lauren's head moved slowly from side to side as the images raced through her mind.

"He pushes me back onto the seat, hands holding me down. There is no foreplay, no romance. He plunges into me, filling me with his meat."

Corey began stroking his own cock faster while undulating The Chairman into his wife's eager hole, alternating between long and short dives.

"You love having this guy pay to fuck your whore cunt."

Lauren's whole body seemed to levitate, then crashed back down on the bed. "I DO! Christ, help me, I do. PLEASE FUCK ME!"

With each movement of his hand, the dildo effortlessly slid in and out of her sopping hole. After years of experience, he knew precisely how to hit the right spots, his wrist flicking with precision. Lauren responded by lifting her hips to meet every thrust. Her moans grew louder and more desperate, her breasts jiggling.

"You filthy whore," he whispered, "selling that tight, rented pussy of yours to the highest bidder. You love being used like a cheap fuck doll, getting filled with strangers' cum."

Lauren gasped and moaned, fingers digging into the sheets. Her pussy clenched around the vibrator, pulsating with pleasure.

"You're just a cum-hungry slut, aren't you? Taking any cock that comes your way, no matter how big or small. Your pussy is nothing but a tight, wet cum dump, ready to be fucked hard and fast.

"Cheap whore, taking love on the run. Next you know, you'll be fucking your boss."

Memories of her bouncing on in the lap of the elderly Rekrap Industries CEO struck her like a thunderbolt, an afternoon that Corey was blissfully unaware of.

"OH GOD!"

"Begging for every drop to be pumped into your greedy cunt."

Head thrashing on the soft pillows, Lauren's hair was flying everywhere.

"Every time you sell your pussy, you're proving what a slut you truly are. What would your dad think of you now? My daughter, the tramp, that's what he'd say. I don't think that's what he had in mind when he gave you away at our wedding. Of course, now you've fucked the best man too."

"COR-EEEE!"

The only sound was slick wetness as The Chairman worked her over. Lauren's eyes rolled back, lost in the moment. Corey grabbed a tight hold of Lauren's black mane of hair and yanked her head from the pillows. Without mercy, he shoved the toy way deeper than it should have gone. The brief pain made her shriek in pleasure and agony.

"You little slut," Corey growled. "I thought I knew you. PTA mom, huh? Softball coach? Scout leader? My ass. You're nothing but a cum-sucking wench that sells her ass to men in alleys. What would Amelia say if she saw her mother taking money from men in the shadows?"

Lauren howled, her neck swiveling like a rag doll as Corey's hand continued to shake her head.

"You know what? Fuck this," he swore, tossing the toy aside. "Fuck all of it."

Tightening his grip, his fingers dug into her scalp. With a sneer, the amped-up husband bent down and growled, "You can give it away or make 'em pay for it, but at the end of the day, you're just a piece of meat now to spit their seed into. And now it's my turn...again."

Reaching down between his legs, Corey grabbed his dick, and without warning, he pushed forward, forcing it into her slit. The vigor caused Lauren to cry out, her groin pressing into his. Compared to The Chairman, her husband's cock was woefully underwhelming, but at the moment, it didn't matter. She was just happy to see him back in the saddle, no matter how briefly.

"Go on, then, fuck me, baby! Show me you're a man...if you can."

Given the motivation, his chest touched hers, nose buried in her cheek. Arms wrapped around her neck, Corey began grunting like a water buffalo, methodically stabbing Lauren's pussy like a man just released from prison. Clawing at his back, she squirmed beneath his portly figure, partially to position herself, partially to avoid suffocation. Despite his recent inability to get her off, Lauren could feel the familiar warmth building. Her hips rose in response to each push, meeting his every move with eagerness.

"Do it, Corey. Fuck your whore wife. Make me cum."

Corey scrunched his face. Must hold on. There was no reason for him to expect he was going to last longer this time around, but he had to try.

"Or should I find a real man to do it for you?

"No..."

It was Lauren's turn to grab a tuft of her husband's short, graying hair. Scoffing with seething contempt, she stared into his eyes, boring into his very soul.

"You can't, can you? You can't even make a nun cum, can you?"

Her maniacal laugh seared his ears.

Must...hold...on.

"Useless as fuck..."

Corey's heart sank as he realized that his efforts to satisfy his wife were hopeless. No matter how hard he tried, there was no overcoming his age. And yet, unbeknownst to him, Lauren had already begun to feel the roller coaster chugging to the precipice, now at the edge. Surprisingly, the surge of passion wasn't brought on by some huge, blue-veined monster or the prowess of a young lover. No, emotion carried the day, ignited by a long-fostered intimacy shared with the man she loved. The man she would do anything for, even if was to inflict the emotional pain he needed so badly.

It wasn't long before their rising moans gave way to snorts and high-pitched squeals. Then, quite unexpectedly, Corey felt Lauren dig her fingernails into his flesh and her body tense. With a low guttural howl, she held him tightly and shook.

The older man slowly began to realize what was happening and beamed with pride. Beneath him, the bedsheets became soaked.

He had done it. He'd actually made her cum. 

Sad, really, given this was the benchmark by which he valued himself now. That thought stayed with him as he began to spew his love inside her for the second time that evening.

"Oh god, Laur...

"Laur...

"Laur...I love you...I love you...god, I love you."

The couple held onto the moment, not wanting to let go. Lauren squeezed her legs around his meaty hips and let him empty into her, stroking the sides of his face and bearing his weight until he settled down.

"I love you too," she assured him, as Corey rolled off her lithe body and kissed her.

"We deserve each other, don't we?"

Lauren smiled thoughtfully and turned on her side, chest heaving, catching her breath. Turning more somber, she reached down between her gooey legs and scooped up a glob of spunk and held it over his face, watching the thick white liquid slide down her fingers. As her hand drew closer to Corey's face, he watched in awe as the semen separated into strands, hanging from her fingers like a spider's weave. Corey's eyes widened as he felt the first drops of his own load hit his lips, the salty, musky scent filling his nostrils. His mind reeled with disgust and arousal while Lauren pressed her palm firmly against his mouth, the thick white liquid pooling between her fingers and his lips. Removing her hand, she leaned down and kissed him, permitting the majority of the cum to seep into his mouth. The smell was overpowering, a pungent mix of sweat, sex, and masculinity. Corey moaned as the bitter taste flooded his senses. Lips soft and wet, her tongue explored every inch of his as she forced him to swallow the rest of the thick and slimy mix. He felt like he was going to be sick, but at the same time, part of him was turned on by the degradation. This marked yet another milestone in their short yet storied journey.

"Yes," Lauren replied calmly. "I guess we do."

======================

Thursday, April 19th

======================

The ensuing weeks flew by in a whirlwind of activity. Corey ventured on a journey to various construction sites, immersing himself in the intricacies of each project. Meanwhile, Lauren embarked on a mission to shadow Jose Rodriquez, meticulously preparing herself to step into his esteemed shoes as VP of Operations upon his retirement at the end of March. As promised, CEO Stephan Jones made the official announcement during Jose's retirement celebration earlier in the week, causing a buzz of excitement throughout the company. The facilities and IT departments wasted no time in orchestrating the logistics to seamlessly transition Lauren into Jose's office. Even Stretch Madison, Rekrap's most valued client, took a moment out of their busy schedule to personally extend their congratulations to her. This encounter left the aspiring executive feeling a surge of confidence and satisfaction, particularly after a brief encounter in a supply closet that left him grinning with contentment and her discreetly pocketing two eight-balls of primo coke.

And to top off an eventful week, there was the call that interrupted Lauren's walk home from the office that evening.

"Well, hello there, Ames," Lauren chimed, trying to conceal her excitement at hearing from the charming Texan, Alex Cartwright. "I heard this morning that the Longhorns managed to recruit one of the best running backs in the nation."

"Riley the Rocket? Yep, he's coming out of one of them small high schools in Louisiana. Too bad the Cyclones can't snag players like that."

"Hah, very amusing."

There was a brief moment of awkward silence before Alex continued. "Um, listen, I was wondering if you would be, uh, available on Saturday. You know, for dinner. It's been a while, and I thought we could catch up."

For a moment, Lauren's heart skipped a beat. She hadn't seen the laid-back travel agent since their memorable date in Key Largo, which ended with her spending the night on his boat. The answer to his question seemed obvious, and she was about to accept before remembering that there was someone else to consider now.

"Well, I'd like to..." Lauren paused, searching for the right words. Alex could sense her hesitation in her voice.

"But?" A small sigh from the other end of the line indicated that he could tell she wasn't sure.

"It's Corey. He's here now. With me." Lauren winced at her own words.

"I see," the gentle giant replied, trying to conceal his disappointment. "I... I understand. Well, you must be thrilled to have your husband around now."

A hint of indecision caused her to hesitate, but then she responded honestly. "Yes, I am."

There was a prolonged silence as Lauren navigated through the bustling crowd, waiting for Alex to say something.

"I'm happy for you, Lauren."

Somehow, those words weren't what the sophisticated executive wanted to hear. As she stood at a red light, she happened to catch her own reflection in a storefront window. The initial thrill of hearing from Alex had faded, leaving a frown on her face. Just a month ago, the passionate wife wouldn't have hesitated to accept his invitation. But now, with Corey in the picture, it wasn't as simple.

"I..." The shimmering image of the beautiful woman in the window, coincidentally dressed in the same attire, seemed to reflect an inner conflict.

"Listen, Lauren, don't worry, I get it. It was fun and all, but..."

"Saturday night, eight o'clock. I'll be at the Linguine Bistro."

More silence.

"Are... are you sure? I know you said he's okay with it, but now that he's here..."

"Linguine Bistro. Eight o'clock," Lauren stated firmly, hanging up before she could change her mind. Most of the men she had been involved with were merely acquaintances, with Zane being the one exception. Alex was different. Good-natured, friendly, and kind-hearted. He had the potential to be boyfriend material, and that terrified her. The possibility of developing feelings for him was undeniable. Hell, she already had some. Even Corey's zelophilia seemed to encourage her to pursue a relationship that was more than just a casual fling. But that notion was dangerous, carrying potentially dire consequences. Consequences that she and Corey may not be equipped to handle.



Don't you DARE let this ruin us, Lauren had admonished him when he confessed to his latest proclivity. As a woman, she understood that matters of the heart were fickle.

Nevertheless, she truly had a soft spot for Alex, which meant there was only one thing to do.

Go shopping for a new dress.

+++++

That evening, Corey greeted his wife with a glass of wine and guided her to the sofa, where he tenderly massaged the knots from her tired feet. As usual, he had returned from Dale's ahead of her and had prepared a steaming pasta dish, which they shared at the dinner table. After some light conversation over a delicious Spaghetti allo Scoglio, Lauren smiled uneasily.

"Alex called me today," she revealed.

Corey's heart skipped a beat, but he tried to remain composed, handing her a tissue. It seemed she had suddenly developed a runny nose. "I see. And how is he?"

"Good," she replied.

They both took a few bites of their meal, chewing thoughtfully.

"He wants to meet me for dinner. To catch up," Lauren continued.

"Catch up," Corey repeated skeptically.

"Yes."

Setting down his fork, the conflicted husband took a sip of wine. Lauren dabbed her mouth with a napkin and reached out to hold his hand.

"This is what you wanted, right? It's nothing new," she reassured him.

"No, you're right, it's not."

"But..." Corey's thumb gently caressed her knuckles. "Do you have feelings for this guy?"

Lauren smiled compassionately. "I do."

"More than the others?"

"I care for him, if that's what you mean."

"More than Zane?"

She straightened in her chair. "The physical connection with Zane is... incredibly intense. But he's one of our oldest friends. When it comes down to it, I value our friendship above anything else."

"But Alex...there could be something more?"

Lauren squeezed his hand. "Yes."

She wasn't lying. While part of her motivation was to ignite his kink, she genuinely believed that the ex-rancher could be more than just a friend.

Corey's emotions churned. He knew that all of this had started with him. And yet, until now, the only thing he had to be jealous of was the size and stamina of her other lovers. However, Alex Cartwright was different; the big-hearted Texan seemed to be the first genuine competition for his wife's affections. While the idea of his wife dating other men was thrilling, it was also terrifying. Indeed, Alex had the potential to ignite a flame that could jeopardize their marriage.

A smile returned to Lauren's face. "I need a new dress. Would you like to come with?"

Corey seemed momentarily lost in his thoughts, then shook them off. "Of course, yes. Um, when?"

The petite executive rose from her seat and began clearing the dinner plates.

"Just as soon as we get these cleaned up."

+++++

As Corey observed his wife of twenty-eight years browsing through dress after dress, a wave of jealousy began to consume him. Each outfit she picked up and discarded served as a painful reminder that she would be wearing them for someone else. While he had often fantasized about this scenario, seeing it unfold in reality was an entirely different story.

What would Alex think when he saw Lauren in the dress she ultimately chose? Would he be as captivated as Corey was when they were dating? Would the Texan experience the same rush of emotions? This man was different from the others, posing a threat from an emotional standpoint. He wasn't just a mere boy toy. Cartwright had principles, and his views on marriage bordered on the Victorian. How a temptress like Lauren managed to disrupt his moral compass remained a genuine mystery. But she had succeeded, even to the point of having the travel agent toss out feeble insults aimed at humiliating Corey.

Boutique after boutique, the couple searched for the perfect outfit. The more they looked, the more aroused Corey became, especially when Lauren began seeking his opinion. There was something deviant about a man helping his wife choose clothes for a date he wouldn't be a part of, and it twisted his kink strings with a torturous delight. Finally, in a small dress shop, Lauren spotted a dress that caught her eye. It was a white, ruched, sleeveless number with delicate spaghetti straps.

"This one," she exclaimed excitedly, holding it up for her husband to see, "is perfect."

Corey clenched his teeth, recalling the advice from his best friend. Embrace it. Get off on it. Own it. Unable to tear his eyes away from the dress, he could already envision Lauren wearing it, dancing with Alex, their bodies moving in sync to a slow rhythm.

"It... it is perfect. He'll... he'll love it."

"You think so?" she gushed with the enthusiasm of someone going on their first date.

"Of course. Try it on."

Lauren disappeared into the dressing room and slipped into the dress, admiring herself in the mirror. The fabric hugged her curves in a very flattering manner. Alex would be absolutely mesmerized when he saw her in it. Taking a deep breath, she emerged to show off her selection. Corey's eyes widened. The outfit looked even more stunning on her than he had imagined. It clung to her body like a second skin, accentuating her natural curves and making her appear ethereal. Emotions ran high as he envisioned her wearing it for another man.

"Wow," he breathed, barely above a whisper. "You look amazing."

Lauren blushed at the compliment, feeling reassured. Though initially nervous about the dress, she now felt like a million bucks wearing it. She playfully spun around, allowing the fabric to flow around her toned physique.

"Do you really think so?" she asked, radiating excitement.

"I do," Corey confirmed with a troubled nod. "It truly is perfect. Especially for... for Alex."

A pang of guilt surfaced at the mention of the hesitant bull, but the brunette pushed it aside and walked back into the fitting area. This was what they both wanted -- for her to be noticed, to allure and attract. And the dress certainly achieved that. Ten minutes later, they stood outside the store on the sidewalk, with Lauren clutching the wrapped garment.

"Now what?" she inquired.

Across the street, a neon sign from a nail salon beckoned.

"Perhaps a manicure?" Corey suggested, half-jokingly.

"Hmm. I like the way you think."

It was almost comical how quickly his face fell.

+++++

There wasn't but one other customer in The Sophisticated Cuticle, so they were able to take Lauren as a walk-in. Nearly empty, Corey was able to take a seat in a booth nearby and watched with fascination as the manicurist removed old nail polish, then made sure the surface was free from any oils and dirt.

"Special occasion?" the girl - Babs, according to her nametag - asked as she trimmed excess skin with the nippers.

"Hot date," Lauren grinned. "Right, babe?"

Corey blinked with a blank look on his face. "If you say so."

Babs glanced surreptitiously at the older man before returning her eyes to her customer's hand. Whatever the couple had planned, it didn't appear he was too excited about it. "What color are we thinking this time?"

Lauren scrunched up her nose in thought, then deferred to Corey. "What do you think Alex would like? Anything goes with white but make it something sexy."

Babs remained expressionless as her eyes went back to the woman's husband. A bit odd she referred to him the third person, but whatever. 

"What'll it be, Alex? We can do classic red, a nice rich burgundy, maybe a shiny emerald?"

Corey coughed. "I'm...I'm not Alex."

The girl cocked an eyebrow.

"Alex is my date. That's why we're here," Lauren explained bluntly.

Julie's gaze alternated between the two before sighing. Nothing about Miami surprised her anymore.

"So, um, not Alex. What color?"

++++++

Sporting a fresh coat of metallic blue nail polish, Lauren slipped her hand through Corey's arm as they walked leisurely down the boulevard back towards the Majestic Summit, occasionally stopping to window shop or for her to wipe her nose. Those sniffles seemed to be getting worse.

"You like him, don't you?" he asked, trying not to show too many jitters.

"I do," she replied quietly. "There's a lot to like. He's kind, respectful, and cares what I think. Alex actually wants to get to know me. He listens to me and cares about my thoughts and opinions. It's refreshing, you know?""

"Oh."

Lauren leaned into him, smiling. "What?"

There was a deep breath, trying to suppress his growing unease. "It's just...I have to admit, I thought you'd say you like his cock or something. I didn't realize you had...feelings...for him."

The fetching office manager raised an eyebrow, a smirk on her lips. "Are you jealous?"

Corey frowned. "I...I'm sorry. Forget about it."

"Are you afraid I might run off with him?"

"No...yes...I don't know."

"Do you want me to?"

"God no!"

Lauren stopped in the middle of the busy sidewalk and pulled her husband close. She could feel his erection pressing against his slacks. "But you like to think I might, don't you? Get on his boat and sail away."

"Laur..."

Leaning over, the back of her hand brushed his groin as she whispered in his ear. "Admit it."

Corey glanced around as pedestrians walked around them. "It's...it's kinda hot. That someone else would want to make you his."

"He's a great guy."

"I thought I was too."

"But he's got a big cock."

More people broke their stride to navigate around the couple.

"Yeah?"

Lauren's eyes shifted up and down the street before locking on Corey's. "Huge." She cupped his crotch and squeezed. "A helluva lot bigger than this, I can tell you that. He makes me cum. Every time."

An almost imperceptible shudder of bittersweet angst rolled across the project manager's body.

"I can't even begin to tell you about all the things Alex does to me. The way he touches me, kisses me...and how it feels, deep inside. Deeper than you will ever get."

A sparkle twinkled in both her eyes, as she herself began to get aroused. The mix of emotions on her malleable spouse's face was intoxicating, a blend of jealousy, desire, and a hint of resignation. It thrilled her to know that she had the power to provoke such strong reactions in him. As the walk light turned white, they crossed the street, their bodies still pressed close together. In some ways Corey felt relieved. What his wife had described was physical attraction, not emotional. Any reassurance, however, was short lived.

"So that's it," he asked. "Just sex?"

Reaching the other side, Lauren couldn't help but notice the way Corey's chest was rising and falling rapidly. It was quite obvious he was in turmoil.

"No," she shook her head, pulling him aside. "It's more than that. We have a connection."

Corey's face fell and a shiver ran down his spine as the implications of Lauren's words sank in. It was obvious her interest in the guy went way beyond the tip of the El Pasoan's cock. The doleful husband's dick was hard but heart heavy. "A connection? What does that mean?"

"I don't know. Just like you can't describe your...thing, neither can I. He doesn't care how I live my life. What we are, whatever that is. He just...gets me."

Corey's eyes narrowed, uncertainty clouding them. He couldn't deny the excitement that surged through him at the thought of his wife connecting with someone else on a deeper level. And the fear of actually losing her to another man was an unbelievable turn on. The tent in his pants, even in the midst of the busy avenue, make Lauren laugh. She could see the exquisite suffering his fetish was putting him through. Time to give him what he wanted.

"You really are fucked up."

"Huh?"

"You heard me.

It was a strange, twisted emotion, one that he had never expected to feel. But as he stood there, his heart raced and his blood pumped faster, fueling the fire of a fetish that would not leave him alone. Corey couldn't understand it but couldn't deny it either.  He was afraid of losing his wife, but also turned on by the idea of her being desired by someone else, and potentially being replaced.

"I know."

Lauren giggled, running her fingers through her husband's hair as they continued walking to their apartment. "Thank you."

Corey exhaled heavily. Jesus, he was horny. "For what?"

"For being a girlfriend to me when I needed one."

"Say again?"

"This. You know. Girl talk and stuff. Nails, dating, clothes, hot boyfriends."

"Is that what this was? Girl talk?"

"You're cute, trying to act like it wasn't."

Standing waiting for the walk light to turn white, the analogy hit Corey hard.

"Lauren, I don't think it's fair to compare me to..."

"A girlfriend?"

"Yes."

Instead of crossing the street when it was time to walk, the fiery brunette forcefully guided her husband into a narrow alleyway between two older downtown buildings. The space was dimly lit and covered in grime, only wide enough for them to stand sideways, their bodies pressed tightly against each other. Above them, an iron fire escape from a bygone era loomed. Casting a quick glance over her shoulder, Lauren ensured that no one witnessed their discreet retreat into the small enclave. Satisfied with the privacy, she slipped her hand down his pants, suppressing the urge to sniff away a hint of nasal mucus, her eyes filled with a wild intensity.

"What the hell, Corey? You choose a dress and nail color for a date you won't even be on. I open up about my feelings for another guy, and now you're getting hard, for God's sake."

Corey winced. She was right. Every word she said hit home, making him feel even more insecure. He could almost visualize his man-boobs expanding as his head gently thudded against the rough brick wall behind him.

"You're driving me insane."

Lauren's eyes gleamed mischievously. "That's the plan," she growled, her hand delving deeper into Corey's pants. "It's always been the plan."

"Oh, shit, Laur!"

"Yeah? You like that?"

Corey's face contorted with pleasure as her fingers wrapped around his less-than-impressive penis. He leaned against the coarse brick, stealing glances at the street just a few feet away from their hidden darkness. Passersby rushed past, completely unaware of their presence.

"Fuck."

Her hand moved skillfully up and down his shaft.

"Are you my bitch?" she asked, eagerly awaiting her husband's response. It was something she had come across online. This was textbook behavior.

"N-No."

"No? Because you're certainly acting like a bitch. Do you have sexy pumps for me to wear?"

"What? No!"

"Tips on how to style my hair?"

Lauren's grip tightened around Corey's throbbing member as she quickened her pace. With a wicked grin, she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear.

"I'm going to fuck him, you know. Fuck his humble, big-hearted, Lone Star brains out."

Corey's body trembled. "I-I-I know."

"He likes me, babe. Likes me a lot."

Pressed against the wall, the Iowan transplant's face contorted, signaling his impending release.

"I like him a lot too."

"No, Lauren."

"Who knows? Maybe someday..."

"No..."

"He and I will run away, be together, just the two of us."

Corey's hips began to quiver. Drops of pre-cum moistened Lauren's hand beneath his boxers, increasing the slickness around his member.

"NO!"

"Will you set me free, Twisty? Set me free to be me?"

With his mouth agape, a guttural moan escaped Corey's lips, growing in volume and intensity until Lauren had to cover it with her hand.

"Do it, bitch. Cum for me. Cum for me, my cuckold."

Corey clenched his eyes shut, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through his body. His tortured member spasmed, releasing its pent-up desire in a sticky eruption that coated both his hand and his underwear.

"Fuck, baby. Look at you, shooting your pathetic load all over yourself," Lauren taunted, her voice dripping with scorn. "You're such a weak little cuck, aren't you?"

As the tremors subsided, she withdrew her hand from his pants, using his shirt to wipe away the opaque evidence of his climax. Leaning in closer, her voice laced with condescension, she continued, "You know what's even hotter? Imagining that's Alex's cum. You know, the man who can actually satisfy me."

Without saying another word, Lauren picked up her shopping bag and turned to leave. Stepping out onto the bustling sidewalk, she flashed a gratified grin and composed herself. Slowly and sensually, the mature seductress embarked on the remaining two-block journey home, never once glancing back. Behind her, Corey stumbled under the glow of the orange vapor streetlights, adjusting his trousers, his gaze fixed on their apartment. He caught a fleeting glimpse of her hips swaying in the crowd.

"Things can get pretty weird on the Gold Coast," Dale had warned.

No shit.

======================

Saturday, April 14th

======================

The Millers made their way to the rooftop of their building just as the afternoon sun burned off a bit of Saturday morning fog. It was the first day the pair had wrangled enough time to visit the pool as a couple since the move, and spending a little time together before Lauren's date that night seemed the thing to do. As they exited the elevator, Corey watched intently as his wife strutted her stuff along the pool deck in her barely-there black bikini. Her long, flowing black tresses cascaded down her back, adding to a goddess-like entrance. The contrast between her sun-kissed skin and his own pale complexion, a result of the harsh Iowan winter, was stark. As Corey glanced down at his pudgy body, a wave of self-consciousness washed over him, reminding him of why he despised going to the pool.

During the seven months they had lived in this place, Lauren had managed to befriend many of the so-called "beautiful people" who frequented the poolside bar. It seemed that this was the go-to spot for residents to unwind and engage in casual conversations. As Lauren strolled near the pool, warm smiles of recognition greeted her, and she reciprocated with nods of acknowledgment to the familiar faces. Corey couldn't help but notice the attention she received, realizing that some of these connections went beyond mere platonic friendships.

Standing waist-deep in the water, engrossed in conversation with a buxom blonde, was Tommy Myer, the college football player who had once pleasured Lauren on his couch while Corey watched. He then noticed a group of bodybuilders who raised their glasses in salute as Lauren passed by. Even a skinny, unassuming figure beneath a large umbrella watched her with rapt attention. Must be the nerd from apartment 15b. The hundred-pound weakling with an anorexic build. If that was indeed the case, Corey couldn't help but wonder how desperate Lauren must have been on that particular day. And as they made their way to the other side of the water, Corey spotted Jack Carter, the wealthy penthouse dweller who had also enjoyed the pleasures of Lauren's company. It was a virtual cornucopia of men from the building who had screwed his wife, and they were all watching her intently.

Remembering.

Feeling the weight of their gazes, Corey's mind raced with thoughts of what they must be thinking. Here was the slut's chubby husband, well aware of what each had each done to his wife. Were they mocking him with those shit eating grins? Did they see him as weak and pathetic? So inadequate that she had to fuck other men to get off? The awkwardness of the situation made his palms grow sweaty and the insecurity began to gnaw at him. And yet as awkward as it seemed, he couldn't deny that the knowledge of Lauren's past encounters with these guys made him feel a strange sense of arousal.

After settling into lounge chairs along the poolside, the couple applied sunscreen and began to bask in the warm rays of the sun. Soft rock melodies floated through the air, creating a relaxing ambiance on the rooftop. Every now and then, a resident would pause and strike up a conversation with Lauren, their smiles carrying an undertone of recognition towards Corey. Even the dweeby milquetoast happened by to say hello, albeit nervously.



"Hello, Luke," Lauren greeted her neighbor from the fifteenth floor. Meanwhile, her husband discreetly assessed the thin and gaunt physique of the man. Corey couldn't help but be surprised that Luke hadn't discovered a method to attach a pocket protector to his swim shirt made of rayon.

Really, Laur? Really?

Shifting in the lounge chair, her bikini-clad body glistened with sunscreen. Luke couldn't help but notice her perky breasts, accentuated by the bikini top, as her chest rose and fell with each breath. The sight reminded him of the sauna, where she had been one of the few women ever to offer themselves to him.

"Oh, um, hi," he stuttered, trying to maintain an air of indifference in front of Lauren's husband. Little did he know, the husband was already aware of their past encounter in the gym sauna. "Good to see you...again."

As soon as those words slipped out of Luke's mouth, his eyes widened in realization. "I didn't mean again, like in that way," he mumbled to Corey. "It's not like we've spent any time alone together, you know."

Lauren shifted in her seat, allowing her knees to slightly part and the bikini bottoms to form a tight cameltoe. The young man's eyes snapped to the deep cleft. "Oh, don't be so modest," she smiled broadly, enjoying watching the guy squirm. "Me and Luke have broken a sweat together, haven't we?"

The memory of her wet, meaty vagina gripping his inexperienced cock caused Walters to sprout an embarrassing chub.

The way she moaned, making him feel special...

Letting him take her like a Viking...

Her bare married slit folding around his...

"Oh, uh, yeah," he searched for words, trying to play it cool, "workout buddies."

"Nice to meet you," Corey offered a hand which Luke accepted weakly.

"I gotta go," the anxious resident blurted out, hastily taking leave without even bothering to glance back.

Before either could even utter a word about the awkward encounter, Jack Carter, the confident, middle-aged millionaire with a chiseled physique, stepped up. He greeted his gorgeous neighbor with a warm smile, eyes lingering on her luscious curves, before turning his attention to Corey.

"Hey there, Kyle."

"Corey," the project manager corrected him sharply, his annoyance palpable. The guy's tight yellow trunks hugged his perpetually tanned skin, calling attention to a bulge in his package that was undeniably impressive. Is everyone in Miami hung like fucking stallions except for me?

Lauren seemed to be staring as well, perhaps remembering the time when most of it was down her throat. "Hi Captain Jack," she responded playfully.

"I just realized you've never given me an answer on going for a ride."

Corey looked puzzled, clearly taken aback by the audacity of this man asking his wife out right in front of him.

"He has a Bastion," she explained matter-of-factly, as if that was supposed to clarify everything.

Corey forced a smile, as if the guy owning a three-hundred-thousand-dollar sports car made going out with him okay.

"Well?" Jack stood towering above them, smiling down expectantly.

Corey cocked his eyebrows. Is this guy for real?

Lauren's face brightened and looked at her husband as if they could both share in the excitement of the invitation like two girlfriends at the community pool.

"That would be wonderful, Jack. Wouldn't it babe?"

Squinting into the sun, one brow still raised, Corey clucked back. "Of course. So wonderful, yeah."

I mean, the stones on this guy.

"I'm flying out of town tonight for a few days. Next Sunday, then? We can hit the Everglades and have a picnic."

"Of course," Lauren exclaimed cheerfully, "Sound spectacular. It's a date!"

Jack tipped an imaginary hat at Corey again before turning and walking back to the pool.

"Kyle."

The corners of Corey's mouth turned up into a seething sneer.

Picnic, my ass.

+++++

Corey stood in the bathroom, his heart pounding in his chest like a wounded beast. The anticipation and apprehension that had gripped him earlier now intensified, coiling around his lungs, suffocating them like a heavy fluid. He'd been here before, back in Iowa, as she got ready to go to that award ceremony with his best friend Zane. But tonight was different. Zane was a friend to both he and Lauren, but Corey knew the biker would never be anything more to her than that. Tonight, however, she would go on a date with Alex Cartwright, a man who, for the first time since playing, had awakened a whirlwind of emotions within Lauren. As the jittery project manager drew her a hot bath, he could see the happiness on her face and knew Lauren's heart was fluttering with excitement. Allowing her to go out that night was setting a dangerous precedent, and although unlikely, could signal the beginning of the end to their marriage.

Tonight, the stakes were higher, and the humiliation more palpable. Despite this, Corey's cock was as hard as granite. He struggled to maintain composure as he drew a hot bath for her, his jittery hands barely able to contain their excitement. The contrast between the excitement in her eyes and the turmoil within him was stark. Deep down, the graying Miller patriarch understood the risks involved in their unconventional lifestyle, and this evening felt like a turning point. Yes, it was just a 'date,' but true to a cuckold's masochistic tendencies, it was a cruel form of humiliation that he had willingly invited into his life, and could no longer live without.

Quickly shooing him from the bathroom, Lauren slipped into the warm, inviting water, feeling the gentle caress of the bubbles against her naked skin. The steam rose as she thought, for a moment, of what her husband would be doing while she was out with Alex. A little whiskey, no doubt, followed by an early spring baseball game. Then he'd undoubtedly jack off into a tissue or one of his makeshift toilet paper rolls.

Moving the loofah over her tits, she gently massaged the soft skin with a circular motion, enjoying the sensation of the bubbles against her sensitive nipples. Eyes closed, Lauren reflected on how different their thirty-year relationship had become. Corey had always been her constant, her rock, an anchor she could swim back to. He was still a strong man, an alpha at work and in many ways, but a definite beta behind closed doors, now that his fetish had reared its ugly head.

Moving the cloth to her thighs, she used long, gentle strokes to get them extra clean. Alex's tongue would surely find its way between them later.

Ugly head.

Corey's kink, while unconventional, was not necessarily ugly. It was a victimless fixation that brought him pleasure, and Lauren saw no harm in indulging him. After all, she was having the best sex of her life, and she couldn't deny that there was something thrilling about being with her husband while knowing that she would soon be with another man.

She understood, too, that there was the potential for some type of emotional distress, especially if Corey was pushed too far. Divorce was unlikely, but she knew that he got off on the possibility of it, and so she needed to keep him thinking it was conceivable. The Iowan wife also knew that she had to be careful not to let him get too consumed by it all. There was a fine line between indulgence and addiction, and it was not always easy to see.

At the same time, Lauren couldn't deny that there was something exciting about the danger of it all. She loved the thrill of being with Alex while knowing that her husband was at home, waiting for her, anticipating her return. That his imagination would be running wild, to the point that he would eventually succumb to his hand. Cute, in a pathetic kind of way.

And yet, while Corey's kink was hurting no one except for his willing ego, there was undoubtedly a rock bottom for every fetish. With him sinking deeper and deeper into it, the loving wife couldn't help but wonder if there would come a time when it would all become too much for him to handle. Lauren couldn't help but wonder how far she would be willing to go to satisfy Corey's kink. Only time would tell, but for now, she was content to play the game and enjoy the ride.

Calling for a towel, Lauren rose from the bath, water dripping off her body and forming rivulets that flowed from her waist down to her hairless pussy. He couldn't help but stare, of course, taking in every inch of her wet, glistening skin. There was a pang of jealousy while he imagined Alex's hands on her body, her allowing his arms to envelope her, his mouth on her hardened nipples, licking and teasing them until they were red and swollen.

Lauren caught him staring and smirked. "Like what you see?"

Corey blushed, feeling embarrassed at being caught. "I'm sorry," he stammered. "It's just...you're so...so beautiful."

Lauren rolled her eyes. "Save it for your little buddy," she said, looking down at the tent in his jeans and patting him on the shoulder. "You're going to need it. I'm going to get dressed now. No need to keep Alex waiting."

Selecting a pair of lacy underwear from her dresser drawer, she picked one leg up and carefully threaded it through one leg hole, then the other, slipping the cream-colored panties on, pulling them snug against her bare mound. Lauren took a moment to admire herself in the mirror, with the material outlining her lips, before she continued getting dressed for her date. With not so much as a peep, Corey watched from the bed, his eyes glued to his wife's movements as she slipped on the lingerie. He knew he wouldn't be the one to take it off later, and the thought made him salivate and nauseated. Lauren met his gaze, a wicked twinkle in her eyes, as she pulled the lace taut against her skin, the cream color a stark contrast to her dark hair.

"Do you think he'll like it?"

Reaching for a pink satin robe, she draped it over her freshly showered body, leaving it loose enough to reveal a thin line of flesh from her small breasts, past her navel to her waist. Corey continued to stare. If she moved just right, he could see an entire breast, the partial concealment seemingly even more erotic with the robe than without. He knew better than to ask for more, knowing that very little about that night was about him.

Next, Lauren applied her makeup meticulously, not making it too provocative--she knew Alex wouldn't appreciate that. The tension from the older man sitting just a few feet away was palpable; his sexual frustration grew with each stroke of her makeup brush. She caught him looking a couple of times and winked, knowing the emotional turmoil he must be experiencing.

Finally, she put on her nylons, followed by the white, ruched, sleeveless dress with spaghetti straps. She turned her back to him and asked Corey to zip her up. The man's hands trembled as he helped her, struggling to hook the tiny eyelet at the top. Smoothing out her outfit and turning side to side, Lauren asked him how she looked.

"Unbelievable," he croaked, gripping his crotch to contain the growing ache.

Lauren checked herself one last time in the mirror, ensuring everything was in place. She picked a piece of lint off her dress, adjusted her heels' straps, and smoothed her hair, making sure every strand was perfect. Satisfied, she lifted her wedding ring from the jewelry tray and conspicuously slid it onto her finger. Grabbing a clutch, she turned to Corey.

"I'll text you later, 'kay?"

Corey nodded, trembling with a heart heavy. "You're wearing your ring."

The frown that crossed her face darkened the mood.

"It's not for you. It's so he knows just how special he is."

"Oh." He had opened the nightstand, where she used to keep the XL condoms, but then realized they had been moved to the Rekrap-held suite down the hall.

"I won't need those," Lauren shook her head as he cocked an eyebrow. "A guy like him, he's clean. If he wants to use one, that's his choice."

Closing the drawer, Corey sank onto the bed as if in a daze. Bending over, he felt the soft lips against his cheek as she gave him a peck.

"Will you text me?"

"Enough so you know I'm okay."

"And?"

"No," Lauren scoffed, "Alex won't go for pics and video. Not like that anyway. I had to talk him into the phone thing last time. Besides, this night is for him and me alone. You'll hear from me when you hear."

Corey's chest heaved, his body trembling as the dagger pierced a place in his heart that had until then been unscathed. The dagger sank deep, leaving him reeling. This was different, then. Her telling him the different ways she was going to have sex with the cowboy would have hurt less than what her words just implied. This was not a fuck and suck meet up. No, it was a romantic rendezvous, a date that could have consequences far beyond one night. His wife's happiness would lay in the hands of another man that evening, not beside her husband, and that was a tough pill to swallow.

And yet, amidst all that pain, there was a perverse pleasure that fed Corey's psyche, a bitter-sweet feeling that he had grown to crave, like a junkie seeking his next fix. A tweaker that knew what he was mainlining could result in the destruction of everything he held dear, and yet he keeps depressing the plunger.

Laying back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, Corey's pulse raced as Lauren's heels echoed through the small apartment on her way to the hallway door. Part of him wanted to leap from the bed and stop her, using his hands to guide her into his arms and not letting go. Instead, his hands involuntarily wandered down his belly, a palm cupping the bulge beneath the denim. The ratcheting sound of the jean's zipper mixed with the door closing behind her and the fading clicks of high heels.

It was going to be a long night.

+++++

Shane Carson did a double-take as he straddled his Trek touring bike near the Solar Amphitheatre in Biscayne Park. Handing a street vendor a five-dollar bill for a vanilla latte, he peered through several rows of trees, trying to get another peek at a woman whom he had just had the briefest of glimpses.

There. Near the observation wheel. A brunette with long, straight black hair falling halfway down her back. So familiar...and gorgeous.

Ensuring the Styrofoam cup's lid was secure, the Rekrap IT guru began rolling again, one-handed, eyes darting up and down the walking path, past the tiki huts and toward the restaurants. Normally, he'd dismiss the sighting of a beautiful girl - Miami was filthy with them - but somehow the image of her backside and heavenly hourglass figure in a tight white dress had attached itself to the same brain receptors usually reserved for opioids.

Carson stopped peddling and coasted to a stop on a sidewalk just outside a boardwalk. Damnit. Nothing but fat tourists and food deliveries obscuring his view. Oh well, if he wanted to ogle girls, he could just head over to the beaches. Of course, leering was all that was in the cards for him. Although the guys at work thought the lanky networking sage was a real ladies man, nothing could be further from the truth. Oh, he'd tried, what with the tight clothing and gold chains and all, but that usually only got him laughed at. Fuck all them bitches if they don't want a real man.

Disappointed, Shane was about to turn back to the park when a box truck belched a plume of blue exhaust and lurched forward. Behind it, about halfway down restaurant row, the computer specialist spotted her again. This time it was clear she was not alone. A large, tall man in his thirties, with one of the largest off-white cowboy hats he'd ever seen had a hand on the small of her back as he opened the front door to a fancy Italian Bistro. Her profile became clear as she tilted a cheek to accept a kiss.

Lauren Miller.

Holy shit, that's Lauren Miller!

Lauren Miller, the Rekrap office exec who had recently been promoted to VP of Operations.

Lauren Miller, the broad his nerdy IT pal at headquarters had boned.

Lauren Miller, the chick he'd spent hours spying on, just to be close to her. Faking IT issues to hang out in her office. Waiting outside her apartment building hours on end until he learned her husband was back in town.

Lauren Miller, the unsuspecting porn star, whose encounter in a sauna with a man who was decidedly not her husband he now had a recording of, thanks to that sleazebag of a doorman.

And here she was a guy that looked nothing like the framed picture of her hubby on her desk.

Dismounting slowly, Shane's expression changed from one of surprise to something darker. After chaining the Trek to a rack, the bicyclist leaned against a wood railing that ran along a pier and had a clear view into the restaurant, which boasted floor-to-ceiling windows. Perhaps he would be afforded another glimpse, just to make sure it was her. Several minutes passed and no sign of them. Maybe they were early for their reservations. Swanky places like that always required reservations.

Then, to his relief, the couple suddenly appeared - and what luck - right next to a huge glass pane overlooking the marina. It was definitely Lauren, who looked stunning in her white, ruched dress. Her date seemed out of place in his plaid blazer and white cowboy hat.

I bet he has boots on too.

Shane couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy as he watched the two of them laughing and chatting, clearly enjoying each other's company. Pulling out his phone, he acted like he was taking a picture of the boathouses at sunset, but in fact, zoomed in on the pair who had now interlaced fingers over the linen tablecloth.

Snap, snap.

A twitch in his crotch reminded Carson just how much he enjoyed being a voyeur. In high school, he used to follow the girls he had crushes on around on the weekends, sneaking up behind their dates' cars as they parked out of sight for a little lovin'. Sometimes he got to see some skin, but typically the fogged-up windows and the squeaking shock absorbers were usually enough for him to imagine it was him in there, not the soup du jour varsity jock.

The man with the close-cropped hair suddenly switched seats and took a seat next to Lauren. She seemed smitten while holding the cowboy's hand. Both had smiles from ear to ear. Did she have her wedding ring on?

Snap, snap.

Minutes turned into an hour. Shane watched as salads were eaten and salmon dissected on its serving planks. Occasionally there would be a fit of chuckles where one would playfully bash a shoulder into the other. At one point, Lauren took out her own phone and pointed it down the pier, appearing to take a pic of the boats. Then a small dessert came, and it happened. As the sexy executive popped a piece of the cake into the man's mouth, she leaned closer and kissed him. A full-on, tongue-invading, sigh-inducing smooch.

Oh wow, that's nice. That's REAL nice, Carson breathed heavily.

Snap, snap.

Adjusting his satin jogging pants, the peeper took a sip of the now-cold latte. Maybe he'd stick around a while and see what else Rekrap's newest VP was up to.

+++++

Back at the Majestic Summit Arms, after a rather unsatisfactory masturbation attempt and then some apartment cleaning, Corey had decided to take a walk. As he wandered aimlessly through the streets of Miami, he tried to push the thoughts of Lauren and Alex out of his mind, but they lingered there, nagging at him.

The older man was broken and he knew it. Mentally deficient, he didn't seem to be like other wittols he read about on social media. The ones that were head over heels about their significant others fucking around on them. No, instead, Corey brooded about it. On one hand, he couldn't get enough of Lauren's newfound promiscuity, yet on the other, it disturbed him to the core. Other guys in the online communities didn't seem to have as much anguish and turmoil. And yet, wasn't that what they all craved?



Drawn to the calmness and serenity of the water at twilight, he sat down on a bench and watched as the waves crashed against the seawall, feeling the cool breeze on his face.

Like sand through an hourglass...

This was the new reality. Gone was yesteryear, the days in Iowa that seemed so orderly now, so predictable. The children were grown and gone. His wife was no longer a scout leader, no longer baked cakes for the big church sale. She was a bona fide slut now, a creature of his own making, evolved by her inner, suppressed sexuality. Even if they stopped this tempest today, things would never be the same. Ever.

With a deep breath, Corey pushed off on his knees and stood, stretching in the growing darkness. The glowing lights from the Biscayne Park Observation Wheel churned not too far away. As he started the long walk back to the apartment, the poor man's mind spun like a Con Ed generator.

+++++

Shane watched intently over the railing at the couple finishing up dinner as her date took a credit card out of his wallet. They were leaning into each other and appeared to be whispering sweet nothings, only breaking apart when the waiter returned with a pen to sign the check. Rising first, the guy extended his hand as Lauren took it, using it as leverage to shimmy out of the booth. Smiling, she smoothed out the bottom of her dress and grabbed her clutch.

Carson quickly unchained his bike.

They're on the move.

+++++

Corey felt the phone vibrate in his pocket before he heard the ping! of an incoming text message. Pushing his way through the revolving doors into the lobby of the Arms, he stopped near a row of couches, nodding briefly to an old lady with a wiry and decidedly tight-wound terrier. Fishing it out of his pocket, he pressed the notification on the home screen.

Lauren.

Almost immediately, a photo of a marina popped up, long shadows of the setting sun playing off the main masts of the myriad of sailboats. Then another photo. And another. They were selfies, both of his wife and Alex, smiling at the camera held at arm's length. In the background were hallmarks of fine dining. Italian, no doubt.

'You'll hear from me when you hear,' she had said. Was this just proof of life then, and nothing more?

"Mr. Miller?"

A crusty voice from across the lobby shook Corey from his thoughts. Looking up, he saw the elderly concierge, Harvey, holding a plainly wrapped package in his hand.

"You have a delivery."

"Um, thanks."

It was the external SSD he had ordered for his laptop. Signing the receipt log, the preoccupied resident began to walk away.

"Damaged, sir?"

"What?" Corey asked, looking back. The old man's choice of words was ironic if not timely.

"The package, sir. Open the package to confirm no damage."

"Oh, right. I will."

With a strange look, Corey returned to the desk. "Can I ask you something?"

Did I enjoy blowing my load in your wife's mouth? Harvey joked to himself. It had been in the small room behind them where not too long ago the whore had convinced him to delete that video of her and 15b going at it. Which he had not, by the way.

"Shoot." Another chuckle. See what I did there?

"Laur..., eh, Mrs. Miller. She seems to know a lot of the residents."

The doorman could hardly keep a straight face. "You might say that. She's extremely popular."

"How popular."

Harvey squinted, his face falling flat. He sort of felt sad for this putz.

"Very."

Corey drank in the man's expression, trying to read it. It was almost as if the guy was trying to tell him something. "T-T-Thanks," the Iowan replied, walking slowly to a table near where the old woman and her dog awaited a taxi.

Sitting down, he unwrapped the box, noting any tears or punctures that might damage the product inside. With one tug, the shiny silver solid state drive slid from the packing popcorn, and he held it up, examining it in the artificial light.

"We'll, that's pretty," the lady remarked, smiling kindly.

"New SSD," Corey replied politely. "Lots of data to store."

"I don't have too much use for computers. Not at my ugly age."

"Well, good thing you've shown attractiveness knows no age."

The woman rolled her eyes. "Well, aren't you the blind one." Extending her hand, she introduced herself. "Gertrude. Gertrude Lagily. Twenty-three G."

"Hi Gertrude. Corey Miller. Looks like we're neighbors."

"Really?"

"Yes, twenty-three F."

Within seconds the smile on Gertrude's face vanished. "Oh." Then with a most condescending scowl. "You're her husband?"

The change in her demeanor was evident, but Corey kept smiling. "Yep, I just moved down here myself. Had to sell a house and all."

"I see."

"Is there something wrong?"

Mrs. Lagily clutched at her purse with white knuckles.

"Look, you seem like a sweet man." She looked away, then back again. "Do you know about her...visitors?"

Corey's heart leapt into his throat. "Visitors."

Eyes cast downward onto her shoes, Gertrude whispered. "Yes. Men."

"Men?"

"And women," the older woman snapped. "Women too! All kinds. Young, old, some residents, some not."

Setting the package down, Corey leaned in, his hands trembling. "Many?"

"Enough."

"And...how do you know this?" It was a question he had to ask, although he wasn't quite sure he wanted to the answer.

"I hear them. Mostly at night." The nosey neighbor noticed her cab had pulled up and fixed him with one final steely stare. "That wife of yours is a real screamer."

The yippy terrier barked for barking's sake as the woman shuffled out into the driveway, not looking back. As her words sunk in, Corey's phone received another text accompanied by a pic. No surprise on the sender.

Had a great dinner. Going for a walk.

The accompanying photo of Lauren and Alex had been taken along a wooden railing that separated a small lagoon with the walking path. The moon was high above as they posed, cheek to cheek. In the background, several tourists mingled, while some dork on a bicycle in a ridiculously tight running suit and gold chains tried to look inconspicuous.

Such strange people in a strange land.

+++++

The twilight cast a cool glow over the marina as Lauren and Alex strolled slowly along the wharf.

"A simply beautiful evening," she sighed, holding her phone high and snapping a picture of the two with the boardwalk behind them. With the screen being so small, she barely noticed the bicyclist mere feet away.

Alex, is it? Alex is a lucky man.

"It's just so..."

"Twisted?"

The big man stopped and turned towards her, uncertainty in his eyes. "Complicated."

Lauren pulled him close, looping her arms under his. "And yet you called me."

"I did."

"Why then?"

Alex brushed a stray bang from her eyes.

"I couldn't stop thinking about you."

"Oh, really? But I'm married, remember?" Lauren countered, a teasing smirk on her face.

"That's what makes it so messed up. It goes against everything my parents taught me about...well, everything."

Lauren patted his chest mischievously. "So, we can just be friends then."

The two stared into each other's eyes before the cowboy pushed the brim of his Stetson back and lowered his lips to hers.

"Not a chance. Not a chance in hell."

+++++

That's four threes already tonight for Ali Karim!" the play-by-play announcer barked excitedly as the basketball tournament flickered from the wall-mounted television. "He's on a pace for at least ten in this game alone!"

Having changed into some comfy sweats, Corey settled in to watch the game, phone in one hand and the remote in the other. A half-empty bottle of top-shelf whiskey sat on the coffee table with a full rocks glass beside it, its seal opened when he had first sat down an hour earlier.

It had been some time since Lauren had sent the last text. Where were they now?

He set down the remote and picked up his drink, swallowing at least one-finger of the two-finger pour. Then there was the photo.

That smile. You can't fake something like that. Genuine, at peace, heartfelt.

And the Texan. Rugged, with a disarming grin. Pleasant enough, like a guy you'd want to go drink beer with.

The combination was, above all else, so natural that it was volatile, dangerous...flammable.

Corey unconsciously let a hand travel to the soft, oversized sweatpants, giving his crotch a squeeze. They might still be on their walk along the pier, arm in arm. Lauren would look stunning in her tight white dress, her long black hair cascading down her back. Beneath the cotton seam, the project manager felt his cock spasm.

Arms draped around her, Alex would look like the cat that ate the canary. A guy like that would be hesitant to date a married woman, but resistance to her charm and beauty was futile. All guys thought with their dicks, but Cartwright wasn't the fuck-'em-and-forget-'em kind. His interest went beyond the sex, and that's where the peril in Corey losing her lay.

So why is my cock so goddamn hard?

Taking another drink, his thoughts wandered.

Waves crashed against the docks and seawall as the couple walked without urgency, arm in arm, her head resting on his shoulder. Alex's other hand would drop to her ass, casually groping her through the thin fabric of her dress.

Corey squeezed his balls again and cast the phone's photo to his TV, accepting the receipt on the larger display. Hands free now, he pulled the sweatpants down, just enough for his humble six-inches to spring free. The smiling faces of his wife and her date, cheek to cheek, were now in large-screen high definition, just beyond the view of his shaft bobbing in the air.

Alex's hand molesting Lauren's ass, feeling the curve of her cheeks and the heat of her body. 

As if by instinct, one foot crossed over to the adjacent knee, and off came a tube sock.

Suddenly, the couple came to a halt. Alex's hand gently glided up from Lauren's waist, delicately tracing a path along her side and over her chest. Lauren's nipples responded, becoming erect beneath the sheer fabric of her dress. A subtle moan escaped her lips as Alex playfully teased her. Drawing her closer, the Texan enveloped Lauren in his strong embrace, pressing her body against his. Under the enchanting moonlight, he tenderly kissed her, their lips intertwining with passion. The vibrant lights of Miami illuminated the backdrop, intensifying the air of romance that surrounded them.

With one hand wrapped around his own dick, Corey imagined Lauren cupping Alex's bulge through his perfectly fitted slacks. Lauren's fingers tapped, tap, tapped on the trousers, exploring the length of the impressive package.

Taking a deep breath, Corey unfurled the sock and began to slip it over his cock. He could feel the thick, absorbent cotton sliding down, until the band fit tightly around the base. It took a few adjustments to ensure it was evenly distributed around his shaft, the tip pulsating against the toe of the stocking.

Now, where was I?

+++++

Shane saw Lauren Miller and her companion abruptly stop ahead, just at the entrance to a marina that housed small to medium sized motorboats. The two turned to each other and embraced, she tilting her head back as the man began to nibble her neck. Hands roaming over her body, Alex gripped her ass and pulled the raven-haired beauty closer.

The voyeur ducked behind a tree with his bike as he watched them kiss. When her date hiked Lauren's dress, revealing her bare, smooth legs, Shane had to readjust himself.

This shit was hot as hell.

+++++

Corey's hand stroked the underside of the sock with one hand, while the other pulled the banded elastic taut around the base. He could feel the throbbing beneath as he continued to think of his wife and her date making out.

Alex's fingers traced a path up her thigh, his touch gentle but firm. She arched her hips towards him, wanting more, biting her lip as he reached the lacy panties, teasing the bare pussy lips through the fabric.

Without warning, Lauren pulled her unsuspecting date behind a wooden shed used during business hours as a shelter to sell boat rides. Glancing around for any prying eyes and seeing none, she sank to her haunches, slightly raising her dress to maintain a precarious balance. Her fingers trembled as she quickly undid the buckle of Alex's belt. As the zipper reached the bottom, the outline of Alex's cock through his boxers became clear. Seconds later, his glorious cock sprang free.

As the water lapped against the boardwalk pylons, so did Lauren's tongue, darting out to taste the tip of Alex's cock. A low moan escaped his lips, and he shuddered with pleasure.

+++++

The IT specialist observed from a distance as the couple strolled along the wharf towards a different marina. This particular marina catered to a variety of small personal watercraft, some of which served as people's homes. Eventually, the duo meandered down one of the piers and arrived at a slip housing a moderately sized yacht. While not as impressive as the neighboring colossal vessels, it possessed its own charm. Concealing his bike amidst a hedgerow near the pathway, Shane discreetly trailed behind them as Alex displayed his gentlemanly demeanor, assisting Lauren from the gangway onto the stern of the boat, holding her delicate hand. Once they were safely on board, the burly man turned around and planted another tender kiss on her lips before guiding her down a set of steps into the cabin.

Seeing his chance, the bold voyeur moved quickly, darting to the rear of the boat, making himself small in the darkness. He made note of the name.

Amarillo Sky. 

Of course, why wouldn't it be?

The muffled sound of giggles came from within, indicating that the couple was fully engrossed in their own world. Seizing the moment, Shane agilely leaped onto the gently swaying transom, his fingers firmly grasping the smooth wood. Using the small toe rail as a support, he skillfully scoured the boat's exterior, searching for an uncovered portlight. Though most of the curtains were drawn, he held onto a glimmer of hope that at least one remained open. His eyes canvassed the length of the yacht until he spotted his prize: a rectangular window near the front of the cabin, emanating a cozy, golden glow amidst the nocturnal ambiance. With the nimbleness of Spiderman, he cautiously maneuvered towards it, ensuring his balance did not falter, lest he plunge into the water below. His perseverance paid off, and suddenly Shane found himself affixed to the fiberglass, his nose pressed against the glass.

The view before him was well worth the danger of being discovered.

+++++

Back in the apartment, Corey groaned. Spreading his legs wider, he pinched the fabric of the sock about halfway down his shaft, pulling it taut against his shaft and increasing the friction. With a gentle but firm motion, he moved the Gold Toe up and down, simulating a soft and warm snatch. Closing his eyes, he was once again there in the pier's shadows, spying.

Behind the shed, Lauren moved her head back and forth, sucking harder and harder. Alex's fingers were tangled in her well-coifed hair, fucking her mouth. She took him deeper and deeper until it scraped the back of her seasoned throat. Anyone watching could tell the wayward wife wanted the big guy's seed to savor.

As he pulled the sock's band tighter, the older man's breathing became rapid and ragged. The tension - the glorious tension - was building, needing release. With his free hand, Corey reached up to his chest, feeling the soft flesh of his man-boobs beneath his fingers. He let out a gasp, as he began to knead and caress them, teasing the nipples into hard peaks. The growls that escape come in low stutters, punctuated by the sound of heavy breathing. Inside the cotton tube, his cock throbbed and pulsated.

Meanwhile, Lauren's mouth worked tirelessly on Alex's throbbing cock. She bobbed her head up and down, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, desperate to taste him. 

Corey's hand moved faster, the fabric of the sock rough against his sensitive skin. He could almost feel the slickness of his own precum, his arousal coating the length of his shaft. Cuckold moans grew louder, more primal, as he stared at the TV screen, the two lovers' cheeks touching.

Take my girl, Goddamnit, kick me to the curb! Everybody else has.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++

Shane couldn't believe his eyes. The sight before him was straight out of a wet dream. His coworker, the hotshot VP, spread out on the cushions of the yacht, the top of her dress down to her navel, the thin shoulder straps hugging her forearms. The rugged cowboy was on his knees, inching the skirt up her thighs, tongue licking her tanned skin. Carson's heart pounded in his chest as he watched the scene unfold, phone in hand, his dick growing harder by the second.

Snap, snap.

With a firm grasp, Alex yanked up Lauren's skirt, revealing her toned legs. His eyes fixated on the center of her thighs, where her off-white panties clung to her wetness. The fabric showcased a damp patch, a clear invitation that he couldn't resist. He wasted no time, plunging his tongue into her cameltoe, tracing its way along her slippery slit. His urgency grew as he tore through the delicate lace that separated him from her throbbing core.

With a hunger in his mouth, Alex attacked her pussy with an unyielding determination. He delved deep, devouring her sweet nectar as if he couldn't get enough. His tongue relentlessly flicked and lapped at her swollen clit, while his teeth nibbled and bit at her engorged lips. Lauren's moans filled the air as she ground her hips against his face, matching his rhythm with every movement. Despite his conservative upbringing, Alex was a master at pleasuring a woman, especially when it came to feasting on her sodden pussy.

"Yes, deeper, suck my cunny!"

Outside, the front of Steve's pants pressed against the boat's side, the window fogging from his breath.

Damn!

Alex's tongue flicked against Lauren's redden nub, causing her to arch her back and moan in ecstasy. He gripped her thighs, spreading them wider, giving himself better access to the sucking hole that opened and closed like a hungry mouth. With her fingers tangled in his air, Alex's tongue explored every inch of those slick lips, the heat warming his ears, as she writhed.

"OH GOD. OH SHIT. YOU'RE DRIVING ME CRAZY."

Lauren's moans grew louder, audible even from outside the boat with water swirling about. Her hips rocked against Alex's face, desperate for more. Shane's hand petted his dick, gripping it tightly, matching the rhythm of Alex's tongue. He longed to be the one pleasuring her, to taste her sweet nectar. But it was her date's pleasure tonight, licking that drenched hole, savoring her every whimper and moan. A deep dive into her canal made her shudder again and again.

"I'm almost there. Deeper, DEEEEPER!

"Oh my God, I'm gonna cum!"

Without warning, Lauren cried out, hips bucking against his mouth as she felt the first spasms hit her.

"Here it comes, here it comes, HERE IT COMES!"

As Lauren lifted her pelvis high, arching her back off the sofa, a surge of warm liquid suddenly gushed from her impassioned cunt. Alex's face contorted with surprise and as her orgasm splashed against his cheeks, drenching him in her clear, sticky juices. Her screams of pleasure filled the room, intensifying as her fingers dug into the cushions, seeking something to hold onto.

"Holy shit, holy shit, holy SHIT!"

In that very moment, as Shane captured more photographs, the owner of a houseboat two slips away made the decision to release his dog for its final outing of the evening. Unbeknownst to the lovers inside, the furry creature began to bark relentlessly at the mysterious silhouette clinging to the side of the adjacent triple-screw cruiser, shrouded in darkness.



Damnit! Carson cursed, tearing his eyes from the window as the animal drew nearer. He looked around for options to escape but knew there was really only one.

+++++

everal blocks away, Corey's body became taut, his muscles primed with anticipation, his hand clenching the sock with an almost unimaginable strength. A sense of desperate urgency propelled his movement, as he sensed the coil within him winding tighter and tighter, on the verge of a powerful release. His hips trembled involuntarily, the impending eruption building within him.

Lauren's lips and tongue were working in perfect harmony now. God, she was such a slut! Alex grabbing her head with both hands as he began to convulse. The sound of his grunts mingled with the rhythmic slurping noises as she sucked him with fervor.

Fap, fap, fap.

With a deep, guttural moan, Alex's cock throbbed in Lauren's mouth, signaling the imminent release of his hot, creamy load. Sensing his impending orgasm, she pulled back slightly, her eyes fixated on his pulsating member, ready to receive his jizz. A final mutter, then an unexpected eruption, think ropes of cum spewing across that lovely face.

Clawing at his nipples and with a few more strokes, the gray-haired wittol came hard, his cum spurting violently into the sock, puffing out the toe. He gasped for breath, wheezing as his body trembled at the depraved pleasure that washed over him.

+++++

"Hmm, come here," Lauren pulled Alex onto the couch and kissed him, tasting her cum. "That was fantastic."

"Anything for you."

"Is that so?"

Outside, a dog was going nuts. Nearby, there was what sounded like a splash in the water, causing the brunette's eyebrows to raise.

"Did you hear that?"

"Flipper," Alex smiled, explaining that it was probably just a school of dolphins that tended to overnight in the marina.

Reassured, Lauren sat up and reached for the wine that had been abandoned minutes earlier. Taking a deep drink, she picked up her phone and opened the texting app as Alex nibbled on an ear. Typing out a message, she stared at it undecidedly, just before smirking and sending. Turning to her capable lover, the flirtatious wife pushed the cowboy's face to her chest.

"Now, where were we?"

+++++

Corey's body gradually relaxed, his grip on the sock loosening as he took a moment to catch his breath, relishing in the aftermath of his release. A satisfied grin adorned his face as he gingerly removed the sock from his pulsating member. The cotton fabric now clung stickily, dampened by the semen that should have painted his wife's face instead of her boyfriend's. Nonchalantly discarding the sock onto the floor, he reclined back on the sofa, his gaze wandering aimlessly around the room, a slight disorientation lingering within him.

Her boyfriend. 

As Corey's eyes gradually readjusted to the glow of the television, the screen of his phone suddenly illuminated, causing the device to vibrate once on the coffee table. His heart raced with anticipation as he reached for it, lifting it to eye level and squinting to read the message. A sense of dread washed over him as his heart sank, and he found himself staring at the words on the screen, allowing their weight to slowly seep into his consciousness.

Don't wait up, I won't be home tonight.

A deep stir of jealousy, like a green-eyed monster, started to rise within him. Nausea clawed at his belly, as conflicting emotions intertwined. Alongside the jealousy, there was a familiar sensation, a bittersweet agony that held a tormenting yet strangely delightful allure. Even with post-nut clarity, the tang of degradation was gratifying.

The smiles of the two lovers cheek-to-cheek were still emblazoned across the big display, seemingly mocking him in some twisted, telepathic way.

Tonight, someone else would be making love to his bride of twenty-eight years.

Tonight, she would be a star in someone's else sky, cuddling, whispering sweet nothings.

Tonight. Tonight could be the beginning of the end.

Corey defiantly took a lengthy swig straight from the whiskey bottle, then turned his focus to the smug couple taunting him from afar. With shaking hands, he reached down and removed the sock from his other foot.

Fap, fap, fap.

+++++
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**************************************************************************************************

Note from IRL Lauren: For those of you who cannot fathom what wittols crave or find pleasure in, and are disgusted by same, please do yourself a favor and skip this. Like my husband Simple, they are wired differently and you'll never understand why if you do not have those proclivities. Even they don't understand why. You've been warned.

**************************************************************************************************

==================

Sunday, April 15th

==================

Corey Miller groaned and rolled over in bed, trying to ignore the sound of his phone vibrating on the nightstand. He opened his eyes and reached for the device, squinting at the screen as he read the text from Lauren.

"Having brunch, be home later."

This was followed by a selfie of her and Alex Cartwright sitting on the stern of the Amarillo Sky, drinking mimosas at a fiberglass table with eggs and toast in front of them. Lauren wore no makeup and had drawn her long black hair into a ponytail. No doubt the photo was taken shortly after waking up. Shirtless, the big man leaned into her with a tongue-in-cheek grin as he pointed to the burnt orange t-shirt Lauren was wearing, clearly emphasizing the logo to the viewer. That was the most disturbing part of the whole photo.

A Longhorns tee.   

It was a subtle, almost sophomoric attempt by the Texan to humiliate the lifelong Cyclones fan. I fucked your wife and turned her loyalty too. Corey sighed and set the phone down. And to think he was one of the nicer ones. 

Looking over at the emptiness that was Lauren's side of the bed, he realized just how woebegone he was, countered only by the reluctant arousal that had consumed him all night. A pair of stiff socks and a few crusty tissues beside him on the sheets bore witness to that. Several times he had awoken in the middle of the night only to be reminded by her absence that she was spending the night with Alex on his boat. Each time, as he lay there staring at the pebbled ceiling, his mind would wander to the yacht's bedroom. Lauren on top, riding the big cowboy; then on all fours. And each time, the graying wittol could not help but unload a great deal of semen into whatever was handy.  

But now the morning had come, and falling back to sleep was no use. The image of Lauren and Alex with champagne flutes while enjoying their breakfast was seared into his brain. Rubbing sleep from his eyes, he looked at himself in the mirror and winced. There was no one else to blame for the incredible amount of jealousy he felt at that moment. He had encouraged Lauren to date and even admitted that the thought of losing her turned him on. It was one of the darker perversions of the fetish, and few would ever be able to understand the bittersweet stew it manifested. 

Standing under the showerhead, Corey tried to let the hot water wash away his anxiety. Where their relationship was headed was anyone's guess. Even recently, Lauren had assured him that she was going nowhere and that they were going to grow old together no matter what happened. And yet they had already broken the boundaries that most cuckold couples set to keep the marriage intact--no feelings, no overnights. What was next?

Lauren's transformation was nothing short of remarkable. In just ten months, she had gone from a reserved, devoted mother of two to a shameless, insatiable slut. She had become a woman who craved cock, who reveled in the feeling of a man's hard shaft pounding her pussy, filling her up with his hot, sticky cum.

Her body had changed, too. She had lost weight, gained muscle, and her tits seemed perkier than ever. Her skin was glowing, her hair was shinier, and her eyes sparkled with a newfound lust for life. She was a woman who was proud of her body, who loved to show it off, who loved to tease and tantalize.

She had fucked his best friend, her old boyfriend, his buddies, a bar owner, neighbors, Latino punks, women, and who knows who else? It was like she was forty-eight going on twenty-five, with no intention of slowing down. She was a woman who was driven by her pussy, not afraid to try new things, who had discovered her love of dominating and being dominated. Someone who loved to be used, being a whore to men who just wanted a plaything. And there was no indication the mature wife was going to slow down.

And why should she stop? At sixty-one, he couldn't satisfy her anymore, especially with her husband's obsession with his peculiar fetish taking over. It was a fetish that consumed. Even as he stood under the scalding hot water, he could feel the shiver of arousal coursing through him. The image of Alex and Lauren's selfie, with their wide smiles, graced by the morning sun, invaded his thoughts. He couldn't help but imagine Lauren's lips, those luscious, full lips, wrapped around his cock, contributing to the grin he now wore.

 

Corey leaned against the glass door, the water cascading down around his aging body. His cock twitched and began to harden, defiant against the torrent. The weight of his pudgy man-boobs pressed against his chest as he grabbed them, rolling his nipples between his chubby fingers. He closed his eyes and let out a low groan, feeling the familiar sensation of his dick growing harder by the second.

 The shower stream pelted his round belly, sending rivulets of water trickling down to his groin. His cock emerged from beneath the prominent roll of blubber that marred his middle, the head peeking out of the foreskin. Corey couldn't help but stare at it, the feeling of inadequacy fanning his arousal. 

"He fucked her," he muttered loudly, nodding as if to affirm the thought. "Fucked her good."

Fingers tracing circles around his fatty areolae, Corey squeezed his eyes together as the images came fast.

In the bowels of the yacht, Alex plowed her every which way. Her screaming his name and cursing her husband for having such a limp dick.

Corey grimaced as he raised his face to the showerhead, gurgling and spitting as the water choked him. 

Alex on top, kissing, touching. His hips thrusting forward, filling her completely as she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper inside.  

Unable to resist anymore, a wet hand traveled down passed Corey's flabby belly and to his soapy dick. 

Her hands roaming over his muscular back, her fingers tracing the lines of his muscles as they moved together until he sprayed his seed deep in her womb.

Corey's palm glistened with a sudsy lather, gripping his unimpressive cock tightly. Stroking quickly now, his fingers pulled hard at the swollen shaft skin.

"OH GOD!" Corey yelled, his cries echoing in the marble-covered bathroom. 

Faster and faster his hand went, the friction between his palm and his cock becoming unbearable. And then, with an explosive surge of pure emotion, the older man's body convulsed. Hot spurts of cum shot from his glans, mixing with the water and soap, creating a sudsy mixture that hit the textured shower stall floor.

Collapsing against the side wall, chest heaving, Corey regained his composure, trying to not feel the shame that would come over most men reduced to jacking off over their wife's infidelity. He studied the last of his semen slipping lazily through the silver plate covering the drain between his feet. Was his marriage to meet the same fate? 

+++++

Lauren was standing in the galley washing dishes, brushing loose strands of hair from her forehead, when Alex came up behind her and pressed his bare chest into her back. 

"Do you think he noticed?" he asked, his hands gently groping her small breasts through the oversized Longhorns tee that was clearly his.

A mischievous smirk spread across Lauren's face. "Oh, he noticed." 

She was sure of that. Her wearing a rival team's logo and the suggestion that she was 'switching teams' was a double entendre that her brilliant project manager of a husband would not miss. 

Oh, the dagger he must have felt! Bet his cock went rock hard.

Slowly, Alex's hands found their way beneath the shirt's thin fabric, his fingers tracing a slow, deliberate path upwards, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. As his hands reached the swell of her breasts, he paused, savoring the moment, while his cock strained against the confines of his briefs, the tent poking the buttocks of her panties, leaving a wet spot.

"I just don't understand why he allows this. You're one fine lady."

"We've been through that," Lauren shuddered as the ex-rancher nibbled her neck. "He's got this thing."

"Yeah, I know. A thing."

He knew what she meant. Swinging and cuckolding were not news to the travel agent. Polyamorous resort events were not something that his particular clientele asked for, but their existence was well known. He just didn't think he'd ever be involved.

"Does that bother you?" she asked, rinsing the suds off a drinking glass.

Her breath caught in her throat as she felt his fingers graze her hardening nipples. They had fucked no more than an hour ago and the embers continued to glow. Leaning back into him, she let herself be enveloped by his body heat. The gentle flicks of his thumbs over her sensitive nipples sent jolts of electricity straight to her pussy, causing moistness between her thighs. The scent of sex filled the galley, mixing with the aroma of freshly washed dishes.

With one quick move, Alex pulled her hips tight against his crotch, then pressed her back downward. Lauren gasped loudly as he bent her over the sink, moving her panties to one side. With the other hand, he fished his cock through the fly in his shorts and guided it into her sopping, eager hole.  

"I guess that's a no...ohhhhhh!"

Lauren's hands gripped the sides of the soapy sink, her face inches from the long, curved silver neck of the faucet. 

"Do me, baby. Do me hard."

Alex didn't hesitate, immediately beginning to thrust in and out of Lauren with powerful, deep strokes. The sound filled the small galley, accompanied by their raw and primal moans. Soapy water sloshed from the sink as the motion of their bodies rocked the boat. She could feel every inch as it plunged in and out of her, causing the moans to become louder and more urgent.

"Do you like being the other man?"

Grunts from behind assured her he was warming up to the idea.

"Dropping your load in a married cunt for her husband to slosh about in?"

"Fuck yeah."

Despite the size difference between them, Lauren was able to hold herself up, meeting Alex's thrusts with her hips. Her body moved in time with his, the muscles in her legs and back tensing and releasing as she took him in again and again and again.

"Oh god, yes. Just like that, don't stop. Fuck your whore."

Alex's fingers dug into Lauren's hips, leaving small bruises that would surely be noticed by her husband. She welcomed the pain, feeding on it as she chased her release. In the small porthole above the sink, she saw her breasts bouncing and jiggling beneath the Texas Longhorn bull's head and horns as she tried to keep pace. The irony that she was wearing Cartwright's t-shirt from a rival school, was not lost on either of them. Lauren knew the sight of her wearing it would be like a dagger to Corey's heart, sharper even than the large cock buried deep inside her. It fueled the lovers' frantic lovemaking, the thought of cuckolding the older man adding a collective sadistic layer of excitement to each of their impending orgasms.

In that very moment, the immoral act of fucking a married woman ignited an unprecedented surge of exhilaration within Alex. The potential disappointment and rebuke that his deceased parents would undoubtedly rain upon him became nothing but a distant whisper in the face of the howls in front of him and Lauren's soft pink walls, clenching and squeezing, gripping his cock with an insatiable hunger. 

If this woman's depraved husband wanted to share her pussy, then so be it.

With renewed strength, the Texan plowed into the greedy gash, watching his dick disappear between her ass cheeks. 

"Harder," Lauren demanded, arching her back, one hand supporting herself on the sink, the other reaching back to pull Alex's face to her neck. "Fuck my married cunt."

Married cunt. A wicked smirk spread across Alex's face as he embraced the role of a once reluctant bull. He could barely keep from cumming right then.His eyes burned with fire as he pummeled her dripping hole with all his might, each thrust emphasizing his willingness now to exert dominance over her and the man who had all but given her away.

"Your sorry excuse for a husband can't fuck you like this, can he?" he growled, his voice finally taking on the air of arrogance and contempt of a proper extramarital boyfriend.

Lauren's body shook as she witnessed the transformation of the reserved rancher's son from El Paso into a felicitous bull. The implications were... were... were...

"Fuck, I'm gonna come," she cried out. With one final, juddering thrust, the bent brunette came hard, letting out a long, low bay as the orgasm took hold. 

Alex wasn't far behind, and for the fifth time during their date, he emptied his balls into her blistering pussy. Lauren could feel the twitching shaft, pulsing inside her, the hot, sticky warmth filling her up. Shortly afterward, they decoupled, each leaning back against a cabinet, like prize fighters retreating to their own corners of the ring. Huffing, puffing, grinning. 

"Wha...what do you want to do now?" Alex asked, taking a kitchen towel and wiping off his slimy erection.

Lauren glanced down at the traitorous Longhorn t-shirt, now quite wet with dish soap, and snickered.

"More schwag?" he grinned.

"But of course," the slinky coquette giggled as she brought his face to her jiggling chest. 

"Hook 'em, Horns!"

+++++

Corey walked briskly through the bustling streets of Miami, his mind consumed with thoughts of Lauren and their unconventional relationship. With every step, there were conflicting emotions -- envy, jealousy, and a deep sense of vulnerability. The image of Lauren and Alex together on the boat, sipping mimosas and reveling in their affair, mocking him, were seared into his brain. As were the dozens of happy couples he passed, holding hands, laughing without a care. It was the blissful state Lauren and he used to be in all the time, but now the weight of his fetish had become both a source of pleasure and torment, blurring the boundaries of their relationship and leaving him constantly questioning their future. 

Was it worth it?

Stopping at the entrance to one of the downtown area's largest indoor malls, Corey gazed up at the marquee adorned with promotional posters for various retail stores within. Among them, a florist boasted of having the freshest flowers on the Gold Coast. Inspired, Corey stepped inside, his eyes wide with wonder as he took in the towering three stories of shops wrapped around elegant glass and silver balconies encircling exquisite artwork and lush greenery.

Entering the fragrant flower shop, he immediately saw a display of tightly bundled blossoms and selected a particularly bright bouquet. His fingers grazed the velvety petals as he envisioned Lauren's smile when he gave them to her. This was no ordinary arrangement; it contained the finest roses, meticulously handpicked, with sprigs of gossamer baby's breath, and green foliage that served as a striking contrast. Beaming, Corey approached the cashier who raised a brow at the ninety-five-dollar price tag.

"We don't sell many of these. Must be for someone special," she commented while carefully wrapping the delicate bundle.  

He nodded enthusiastically. "My wife."

"You must love her very much."

"I do."

Exiting the floral peddler, Corey stopped and smelled the tokens of his love as other shoppers hurried by. These would make Lauren very happy indeed. He looked up and down the long mall corridor at the various offerings. High-end jewelry and overpriced handbags. An electronic billboard advertised designer sneakers. 

The last one caught his eye. Bembe's Kicks. Hmm, he could use another pair of running shoes. Not that he ran much, but they certainly looked cool. And socks. Seemed he was going through a lot of socks lately. Happy to be doing something other than thinking of Lauren on her date, Corey began strolling towards the middle of the shopping mecca, eyes peeled for the shoe store. Things were looking up. Until they weren't. 

Coming to the center of the mall near the food court, he had not yet seen Bembe's. Walking aimlessly to try and find one store would be futile. Fortunately, he spied several people hovering around a backlit map of store locations. Joining them, he tried to interpret the legend along with the color-coded tiers. Why the fuck did they make these so damn hard to understand?

It was then he heard the giggle. A familiar, haunting giggle. Peering around the towering megalithic directory, Corey's eyes landed on a couple sitting at a table near the Sourdough Special food counter. Their back was to him, but there was no mistaking the large, brimmed hat and white dress. 

Lauren and Alex.

"Are you shittin' me?" the older man muttered under his breath.

Sitting at a two-top with a salted pretzel, the jovial couple were laughing and feeding each other bite-sized pieces. Lauren was leaning against her younger friend, one hand caressing the back of his leathered neck, while the other popped strips of the baked dough into the cowboy's mouth. This was quickly followed by kisses to the cheek. They were completely engrossed with each other, like there was no one else in the world.

Using the map as a blind, Corey stole surreptitious peeks as often as he dared. Another bite, another kiss. A couple of times Lauren looked aimlessly over her shoulder in his direction, causing him to flatten against the directory. Wait, why was he hiding? It didn't matter who she was with, Lauren was his wife. HIS wife. There was no reason why he shouldn't walk over there and order his own goddamn pretzel.

But he didn't. Nope, not even close. There he stayed, hidden for fear of being seen, his zelophilia casting its perverse net over him as she hugged and cuddled with the Texan. Suddenly both pushed their chairs back and rose. Lauren came around the table and Alex pulled her into him as they began ambling past the storefronts without any urgency. Fingers interlaced, the couple playfully frolicked and laughed, sometimes even skipping. The irony of seeing his wife on a date like she was twenty again, all the while holding a bouquet meant for her, was excruciating. And... indescribably hot. Just the idea made Corey's cock throb, straining against the fabric of his pants.



The beleaguered husband discreetly followed them to a popular national lingerie boutique where Lauren and Alex, still holding hands, browsed the racks of skimpy outfits. Occasionally, she would pick up a lacy full-figure bra from a rack display and hold it to her small chest, prompting eye rolling and giggles. The ex-rancher seemed to be enjoying himself immensely, even picking out a few baby-dolls for her to try on.

While Lauren disappeared into a dressing room and Alex patiently waited outside, Corey crept to a spot in the store that afforded him a better view. From his vantage point, he couldn't see directly into the stall but knew from the wide smile on the cowboy's face when the louvered door opened that he was getting quite a look. Knowing that she was modeling in next to nothing for her date nearly caused Corey to pass out. His hand involuntarily reached down, his fingers brushing against the bulge in his pants. A sales clerk passing nearby snapped Corey back to reality. He had to be careful. Groping himself in public where children were abound would surely end badly.

After several minutes and several outfits, Lauren proceeded merrily to the counter, arm in arm with Alex. She selected a lacy, red baby-doll from the pile of clothes and handed it to the cashier with a smile. Anticipating their imminent exit, Corey hugged the back of the wall, making his way back to the main hallway. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the big man wrap his arm around Lauren's waist, pulling her close and nuzzling her neck.

The couple continued to wander the mall, oblivious to the voyeur that shadowed them. As they walked, Lauren continued to giggle and leaned into Alex, her body pressed close to his. She was as happy as Corey had ever seen her. Satisfied. Glowing even. Well-fucked. It was a painful realization, one that pierced his heart but also tightened the growing knot in his crotch. He knew he should turn away, leave them to their new relationship energy. But he couldn't bring himself to, couldn't help but watch as they flirted and fawned over each other.

Next was a stop at a chic French purse designer outlet which was filled with brightly colored clutches, totes, and satchels, each one more stylish and sophisticated than the last. The pair chatted animatedly as they went, their hands brushing against each other as they reached for different bags. Despite the heartache he felt and the pangs of jealousy that gripped him, Corey couldn't help but admire the way Alex and Lauren looked together. There was something about them that was undeniably captivating, a chemistry that almost made one want to root for their success. Yet, at the same time, there was something dangerous about their aura, something that was foreboding and portent.

It became even more evident when Alex picked up a kidney-shaped, blue-leather purse and handed it to a salesgirl. The surprised expression on Lauren's face turned to delight as she threw herself at him, wrapping her arms around his neck. The kiss that followed was deep. Passionate.

Corey watched from a distance, face shielded by roses bearing the tag "with all my love". His heart ached when he saw the way they looked at each other. Energized, euphoric. Corey could see the outline of her nipples through her dress, hard and erect. He knew that she was turned on, and maybe even a little infatuated.

The shop next door specialized in team apparel for a variety of sports. With his jeans feeling like they were going to burst, the doleful but highly aroused project manager turned and ran as his wife and her lover browsed jersey wear. He couldn't take the pressure any longer. Dashing through the crowded mall, he searched frantically for the nearest public restroom, heart pounding, stomach heaving. Finally, he saw the international signage up ahead. Sprinting towards it, his legs shook with need. As he burst through the men's door, he entered an empty stall and locked the door behind him. With one hand against the metal wall, Corey paused to catch his breath, looking woefully at the bouquet of flowers in the other. In an impulsive moment, mist in his eyes, he threw the arrangement into the toilet. As the beautiful roses and baby's breath floated listlessly on the surface of the murky water, the estranged highly aroused husband lowered his pants, overwhelmed with a sense of self-loathing and disgust. Not only was he repulsed by his voyeurism, but he was deeply ashamed of where it had led him. For hours, he had been stalking Lauren and Alex through the crowded mall, dick painfully hard in his pants. He couldn't tear his eyes away from them; couldn't help but be drawn into their flirtatious banter and playful touches. He alone used to be the one that made her laugh and smile. And now...

Leaning over the toilet bowl, one hand on the tile behind it, he began to stroke his hardness, his mind replaying the last twenty-four hours like some kind of tormenting porn loop. 

The picture of them at dinner.

Having breakfast.

Feeding each other lunch like so much wedding cake.

Fap, fap, fap.

The coyness, the playful frivolity.

Fap, fap, fap.  

The stolen looks of genuine affection.

 "OH LAUREN," Corey cried out as he pumped his cock furiously over the commode, the words echoing off the empty bathroom walls. "OH BABY!"

Her throwing her arms around Alex's neck and kissing him deeply. Like a low-budget movie, his mind's eye zoomed in on his wife's hands, clasped behind her date's neck, her wedding ring, glinting in the bright mall lights like a full moon, taunting and ridiculing. A twisted reminder of love once won and now shared. 

"FUCK!"

With a final, desperate stroke, Corey came hard, his cum erupting and spraying into the cruddy bowl below. It rained over the rapidly dissolving flowers that not too long ago were a symbol of hope, much the way that ring was on their wedding day.

"FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!" he yelled, punching the wall repeatedly until his knuckles bled. They made an unhealthy crunch against the dirty tile. 

Pushing back in pain, Corey pulled his pants up, flung open the stall's door, and stumbled to the sink, washing his hemorrhaging digits under lukewarm water. As he was bent over, caring for his damaged hand, he heard heavy, boot-like footsteps enter the restroom and caught a glimpse of a figure wearing a white cowboy hat enter the same stall he'd just jerked off in. That was followed by a now very familiar voice.

"What the tarnation...?"

+++++

Corey sat in front of the television, eyes glued to the baseball game as he nursed a beer. The early afternoon matchup between the Yankees and Twins was proving to be an exciting one. It was only the sound of the apartment door unlatching that pulled his attention away. With some amusement he watched Lauren struggle to get through the doorway with a handful of shopping bags which she plopped on the kitchen island.

"Been shopping?" he asked whimsically.

The tired brunette blew back jet-black bangs from her perspiring brow. "You're quick."

"Cold seltzer in the fridge if you're interested."

"In a minute. Look what Alex bought me!" Lauren gushed. She held up the sleek blue purse that Corey was already well aware of. She said it with all the enthusiasm of a college girl getting pinned. 

"Travel agents make good money, huh?"

Her nose scrunched. "It's not about the money."

"No, I suppose it's not."

"It's about kindness. He's genuinely kind," she professed. "With a hint of naughty."

Corey looked at his feet, the emotions beginning to rise once again. "Naughty?"

Lauren grinned and pulled the red baby doll from one of the bags. "Very naughty." 

"It suits you."

"Yes. Yes, it does." Tossing her head back playfully, she sauntered towards the bedroom, hips swaying seductively. "Stay here, now. No peeking."

He waited until the door closed, then adjusted his thinning, gray hair in the mirror that hung over the sofa. With a quick exhale into his hands, Corey checked for bad breath. There was a good chance he was going to get lucky!

Standing dutifully outside the bedroom, he shifted from one foot to the other anxiously, salivating. All the spank bank images of his wife fucking Alex bounced around in the older man's head. And now it was his turn.

"Come in," Lauren's sing-song voice beckoned through the closed door.

Corey entered and froze. Lauren was on the bed, legs curled beneath her, nude except for an off-gray t-shirt. One with the silhouette of a steer with extended long horns across the chest.

"Well?" Lauren asked seductively, sniffling a bit.

"Enchanting." The sarcasm was obvious. "Is that how it's gonna be? No more Fight, Ames, Fight? No more ringing the Victory Bell?"

"To the victor goes the spoils."

"I'd expect as much from a traitorous whore."

"Traitorous?" Lauren sneered, scooting to the headboard and unfurling her legs. "Who had this to themselves for twenty-seven years and then gave it away?"

"You know why..."

"All I know is that your dick doesn't work unless I'm screwing someone else. So, what the hell am I supposed to do? Now get the fuck over here."

Slowly and unsurely, Corey moved to the bed.

"Take off your clothes."

Demeaned, Corey removed his shirt and shorts as she spread her legs, exposing the pinkness of a freshly shaved labia. It was a delicate shade of pale pink, but slightly red and swollen, evidence of the pounding Alex undoubtedly gave her that morning. Positioning himself between her legs, the older man gently placed his hands on her knees, spreading them wider. He couldn't wait to hold her, to taste her, to have  her...

The backhand across his face snapped Corey out of his leering.

"What do you think you're doing?" Lauren admonished him, wiggling an index finger in his face.

"Wha...?"

"I'm not fucking you if that's what you're thinking."

Crestfallen, Corey abruptly sat back. "But."

Lauren smiled inwardly. Another chance to turn the screws. 

"Do you deserve this pussy?

"I'm your husband."

"Really? How many men have I slept with since being down here?"

Corey appeared flustered as he tried to recall. "I-I-I dunno. Eight?"

"That you know of," she scoffed, rolling her eyes and crossing her arms. "And how many did you stop me from sleeping with?"

"I-I-I..."

"NONE is the correct answer. What kind of husband would allow that?"

Relishing in her husband's confused gaze, Lauren slowly uncrossed her arms and placed her hands on her thighs. With a deliberate motion, she spread her legs wider, offering him an unobstructed view of her glistening treasure. Her pussy, smooth and hairless, was as beautiful as any other. The lips slightly discolored with waves of wrinkles. And the aroma. Holy shit, the aroma!

"But I thought..." Corey sputtered, looking down at his flaccid staff.

"Oh please, the only way you're going to get off right now is with your hand."

A maniacal laugh cut him to the quick. Naked and vulnerable, Corey's dick twitched. He loathed himself for feeling this way, but the pull was too much.

"Would you like to hear about my date?"

The flustered and trembling wittol nodded his head.

"I had tons of fun. Alex is such a gentleman."

Corey said nothing as he stared at his wife's small, braless breasts beneath the Longhorn tee.

"Oh yes. A little reluctant to be seeing a married woman, but he got over it quite nicely."

Lauren's eyes locked onto her husband's as she reached down and used both hands to pull apart her butterfly, showcasing the flesh of her inner pussy. The glistening wetness was evidence that she too was enjoying this moment. A low moan escaped her parted lips, as the cool air caressed her exposed canal.

"Alex is a masterful cunnilinguist, you'll be happy to know." Lauren pointed to the top of her moistening slit. "He licked me right here. Tasted every inch of my sweet, wet pussy. You know, the one YOU can't get it up for anymore."

Despite rather feeble resistance, Corey's erection did harden, the barely six inches quivering in the air over his nascent crotch. Below, wrinkled balls jostled slightly.

"Touch it," Lauren nodded at his geriatric manhood. "Touch that thing you've tried passing off as a cock for thirty years."

Her fingers moved teasingly over her engorged lips, grazing the hood of her clit.

"Stroke it, just like I'm doing to my nasty hole."

Corey's hand trembled as he obediently gripped his shaft. He watched intently as his wife circled her throbbing clit, her own body humming. 

"He stuck his tongue into my cunt, Corey. He made me cum."

Lauren stuck her tongue out and touched the bridge of her nose, eyes never leaving Corey.

"I came on his face, baby. Alex lapped it up like a cat."

Corey's tightened fingers around the thin skin, his strokes listless as he listened to her words.

"Gotta do better than that, bitch. C'mon, fist that dick."

The project manager was visibly shaken as he bore down on his aching member, movements faster, more methodical. He watched as his wife continued to circle her throbbing clit, drops of liquid oozing from the bottom of her intemperate gash. 

Lauren's eyes narrowed with a mischievous glint as she continued to finger herself.

"That's right, keep jerking, Twisty," she encouraged with a wicked grin. "Do you want to hear all the dirty things Alex did to me? You ready for that, you dirty fucking pervert?"

Corey's hand moved faster, his cock throbbing with anticipation. It was this type of symbiosis that the rakish wittol craved. He was eager to hear every explicit detail.

"Y-Y-Yesssss. Tell me everything."

Lauren's lips curled into a devilish smile as she began to recount how Alex had gone down on her, the feel of his tongue snaking its way in, making her cum several times before taking her to the boat's well-appointed berth.

"He pounded me like a goddamn animal," she moaned, her voice lilting with the memory, three fingers now buried in her snatch. "His was a real cock, nothing like your useless pencil dick. Look, see how it stretched my tight cunny? Shit, Corey, I screamed his name like a dirty little whore, begging for more."

In front of him now, Lauren's fingers were buried deep inside her whore pussy, furiously rubbing against her clit with each thrust. Her moans grew louder and more frequent, breaths coming in short, sharp gasps. With the other hand, she groped and pinched her breasts, tweaking them roughly, letting out one low moan after another. Corey's strokes grew increasingly frantic as he hung onto every word that spilled from Lauren's lips. The images of her writhing beneath the Texan were more vivid than the night before, more than enough to bring him to the edge several times.

"He took me raw, baby. I could feel every ridge, every vein, every inch. Sooooo much different than yours." 

 "No con...no condom?"

"No why would he? Boyfriends don't wear rubbers."

Those words hung in the air, not unlike clouds above the bed in a meme.

Boyfriend.

Corey's face was a picture of pure pleasure as he beat his meat. His forehead was covered in a sheen of sweat, his eyebrows furrowed in concentration as he doubled down. His eyes were closed, cheeks flush.

"B-B-Boyfriend?"

"Mmm, yeah, cucky. So good, I almost forgot you even existed. You're no longer a starter on my field, babe. Hell, you're not even a pathetic bench warmer."

Clenching his jaw so tight his temples throbbed, Corey gritted his teeth, tongue pressed against the roof of his mouth as he fought to maintain control. Nose scrunched up, nostrils flaring, he pulled his lips back in a telltale grimace. 

"FUCK!"

Eyes squeezed shut, his thighs tightened, and his chest heaved. The first rush of hot semen rushed unfettered from his balls. The number of spurts that erupted was impressive, given how many times he'd already jacked off. Thin, sickly-looking ropes of cum shot up, landing on a paunchy belly, some of it hitting his chin. When he finally looked, his chest was covered, some of his jizz pooling in a jello-like navel. Lauren squealed at the expression of shame and humiliation washing over him.

"Fucking cuck," she ridiculed him, clambering across the mattress to sit on his face. Now do what every cuck across the country is doing tonight. Finish me, bitch."  

Lauren lowered herself down onto his face, her pussy hovering just above his lips. She was wet, and copious amounts of juices flowed from her pink hole and down his cheeks. Her eyes were bloodshot, and the runny nose was getting worse.

"I'm sure a bit of Alex is in there somewhere. Suck it dry, Twisty."

Corey inhaled the musky, tangy odor from her dripping fluids. It was a scent that wars had been fought over. The wetness glistening on her lips beckoned to him and he began lapping at it like a thirsty dog. Whether he was consuming another man's semen mattered not. Lauren began to moan incessantly.

"Yes, Alex, tongue fuck me, baby."

Corey's body trembled like an earthquake when she called him by his name. His cuck meter soared as the wooden bat of humiliation struck his temple with force, but he stayed in the game, his tongue exploring every inch of the pussy that another man's cock had been inside just hours before. Even as her thighs tightened around his ears, and her vulva created a seal against his mouth, making it difficult to breathe, he continued licking and sucking as if his life depended on it. Second by second, Corey could feel her getting closer, the muscles in her legs quivering against his cheeks. Several deeper dives with the tip of his tongue extended to its fullest and Lauren's body convulsed in bliss, her back arching, and a string of obscenities pouring from her lips. Corey continued to lap at her, riding the orgasmic waves with his face, gagging and gurgling on the torrent of cum that streamed from her flexing slit.

Lauren looked pleased, came down from the quick release, and dismounted her husband's face.

"I hope you appreciate getting a taste of my pussy," she cupped his slimy chin hard, giving it a little slap, before gripping it again. "I guess the Eyes and the Cum of Texas is upon you."

Corey dropped to the mattress with contrition, prompting her to peel off the Longhorn tee and throw it in his face. In seconds, Lauren's attitude changed as she slinked off the bed and headed to the shower. "Don't look so down, baby. I'm fixing dinner tonight. What would you like!"

Wiping the remains of his wife and her lover's seepage from his face with the shirt, the malleable project manager blinked his eyes.

Anything but cheesy cauliflower.

+++++

And that's how the Miller's life seemed to be unfolding: a mix of Lauren's indiscretions and the mundane routines of normal life. They would wake up in the morning, discussing their plans for the day over a cup of coffee, and then share a kiss before parting ways. Their evenings were typically spent in front of the television, except for those occasional nights when a heavily intoxicated Tony would come booty calling. Sometimes Corey could watch, but most times he had to settle for listening from the living room. Truth be told, when Lauren wasn't engaging in sex with others, their lives were as ordinary as could be. Some would even say, monotonous. But what the future held was anything but routine.

==================

Friday, April 27th

==================

"Remember we're going to the art gallery showing with Dale and Amanda tomorrow," Corey announced as he buttoned the cuffs of his shirt sleeves.

When Lauren straightened his tie, he noticed she was wearing the gold Tiffany's locket he'd given her in Iowa. The heart-shaped one that had two halves that swung open, containing tiny smiling photos of each from their wedding, one a side.



"I'm looking forward to meeting your boss. Who is the artist again?"

Corey handed her apartment keys and her new purse. Yes, the one that Alex had bought her a couple of weeks ago. The purse certainly complemented the new navy pantsuit she had ordered online. 

"No idea, Benoit something or other. Fascism?"

Lauren tilted her head to one side, a grin creeping across her face. "Fauvism?"

He snapped his fingers. "That's it."

Her chosen outfit was sexy but professional, this one featuring a finely tailored, form-fitting jacket with large labels and no buttons. And who would want it closed, given the provocative dark blue camisole that was underneath? Just the right movement afforded just a hint of a black lacy bra. Then there were the pants. Made from rayon, they hugged her small, perfectly shaped ass. 

Simply spectacular.

With a quick peck on the cheek, she snatched the keys from his hands and slung the strap over her shoulder.  

"Listen, I got a text from Griffin this morning. He wants to meet me for a drink."

"I didn't know you were going out tonight."

"I wasn't," Lauren fingered through her purse for something, until looking up, puffing bangs from her face. "Until this morning."

Corey's eyes narrowed. The name sounded familiar but couldn't place the face. "Griffin?"

"I met him at a bar before I went to my reunion."

"The guy that called while we were at Bart's Meet House."

"That's him."

Corey shrugged on his suit coat. "What about Alex?"

"We aren't exclusive. Besides, he's in Spain leading a group of tourists."

The irony that she was speaking to her husband while professing she wasn't exclusive to her boyfriend was rich indeed.

Embrace it. Get off on it. Own it.

"So, where are you meeting him?" He tried his best to sound indifferent.

"Club X. Look don't try any of your creeper shenanigans, either. I know how you get. Besides, the guy's cute and all, but at this point it's just drinks, okay?"

Lauren blew him a kiss as she walked briskly to the door of their apartment, her long, shiny black hair swaying three-quarters of the way down her back. She was wearing it much longer these days. Nodding, the fake grin waned. Another Friday night alone, but he supposed he should be thankful that his wife was sleeping next to him most nights.

"Have fun," Corey squeaked, not that she heard him as the door shut behind her. "I love you."

+++++

As Fridays go, the end of the work week wasn't too hectic. Lauren spent most of the day settling into her new office, a spacious room adorned with a sleek mahogany desk, a comfortable leather chair, and a large window overlooking the city skyline. The plaque outside her door read "Lauren Miller, VP of Operations," and she still couldn't believe it.

As Lauren unboxed personal knick-knacks - mostly photos of her children and Corey - there was a knock on the open door. Looking over her shoulder, she could see it was one of the networking guys. The tall lanky one. The same one that was buddies with Steve, the guy in IT she'd slept with some months back.

"Got a trouble ticket here for your Wi-Fi connection? 

The new VP stood and walked behind her desk, the tech's eyes following her, glued to her ass. She wasn't trying to be sexy, not at all, but with those tight cheeks encased in taut pants, it was impossible not to be. Her long, straight black hair cascaded down her shoulders as she leaned over her desk, her piercing brown eyes focused on the screen in front of her. The scent of her strong, intoxicating perfume filled the room, making it difficult for the tech to focus on anything but her.

"Your name is, um, Shane, right?" Lauren asked as she moved her fingers over the trackpad. In doing so, her jacket shifted the camisole, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her lacy B-cup bra. Shane Carson couldn't help but stare. He felt his cock stir, remembering what those fleshy baseballs looked like through the window of that cowboy's yacht without any clothing. 

"Yeah, that's right."

"Hmm. Okay, see right here? I click on available networks but the Rekrap VPN never shows up."

Carson looked out the corner of his eye as Lauren bent further over the laptop, her squeaky-clean hair touching the keyboard. Jesus, that perfume! 

"Is it in airplane mode?"

"I don't think so, see?"

Shane leaned closer, a shoulder nearly touching hers. "Right. That's not it." He set his equipment down. "Might be the wireless adapter. Let me have a look."

Lauren turned her head towards his, lips no more than a foot away. "Sure, thanks. Be my hero."

While he worked on her laptop, Lauren sashayed back over to the box on the floor, her form-fitting pants hugging her curves as she moved. She bent down gracefully, bending her knees, hair cascading around her shoulders as she rummaged through the box, searching for the softball trophy she had won coaching her daughter Amelia. Only minutes passed before Shane was packing up his things.

"All fixed. Had to reinstall the adapter."

Lauren propped up her Iowa State degree on a shelf and turned on a dime, heels clicking. A glance confirmed she was back on the network. Shane jumped when the VP rested a hand on his forearm. 

"Thank you. You're one of Marjorie Olsen's crew, right? I'll make sure I mention your bedside manner to her."

The mention of a bed made Shane chuckle nervously with irony. "Sure, yeah, that would be great. Well bye."

Lauren thought nothing more of the interaction and went back to her box, lost in her thoughts. She didn't notice just how unnaturally long he lingered outside her office, his breath fogging up the glass panes.

+++++

Griffin Schultz leaned against a wall at the club, a charming smile on his face as he observed the plethora of women passing by his booth, en route to the ladies' room. His appearance, while not classically handsome, had an appealing ruggedness, and his expensive clothing certainly didn't hurt. Like the ladies, he was accustomed to sidelong glances and flirtatious smiles.

On most evenings, Schultz might have engaged with one who caught his eye, striking up a conversation as they returned from the restroom. Tonight, however, he had other plans, the result of another wide net cast. A woman, approximately his age, with long, dark hair and a mouthwatering ass, had piqued his interest on a different night on the very dance floor he was looking at. If his memory served him right, there had been a wedding ring, but her friends - a knockout redhead and a busty blonde - had dragged her away before he could ask. At least he was able to get a phone number first.

Lauren walked around the lower levels of the club, searching for the oddly attractive fellow who had asked for her number that fateful evening. She didn't remember much about him but recalled feeling a strong chemistry between them. While he wasn't conventionally handsome like a movie star, he possessed an abundance of charisma, and that was enough for her to want to see him again.

Griffin smiled cordially at the mature woman as she approached. The outfit she was wearing was conservative but daring enough to show off her curves. He rose from his seat and kissed the back of her left hand, then invited her to sit. The wedding ring was unmistakable. They talked about the usual mundane things first. He owned a pawn shop on the west side of town, nothing fancy, but enough for him to live comfortably. She spoke about her role at Rekrap Industries and how much she liked being in Miami... with her husband.

That got Griffin's attention. As a self-professed ladies' man, he knew there were a few types of married women who would give out their number in a bar. Those that were pissed at their husbands, those that weren't getting what they needed at home and were flat-out cheating, or those who did so with the blessing of their significant other. 

Of the three, Griffin preferred the latter as it was much safer. No jealous hubbies. He also thought of himself as an expert in playing the bull, and especially liked women whose guys were limp-dick wimps. These chicks were typically submissive to other men. And that was his specialty. Merciless humiliation with a little sadism mixed in... for everyone involved. 

"Does your husband know you're here?" Schultz asked as he twirled her ring around her finger. 

Lauren cast her eyes downward to her drink. It was a sign of submission that did not go unnoticed. "He does."

Griffin moved his other hand to the thin chain that held the locket buried beneath the top of her camisole, slowly pulling it out. With the flick of his thumb, it popped open, revealing the smiling newlyweds beaming back at him. Interesting choice of jewelry for a fling.

"First time?"

The Iowan wife laughed and brushed a strand of hair behind an ear. "We're not ready for any lifelong achievement awards, but no."

"Open marriage, then?"

"Not exactly. What's good for the goose is not good for the gander."

"Tell me about it," Griffin smiled warmly, closing his fingers into her palm. He was beginning to be glad he had dialed her number.

Lauren gave him a sidelong look. She wasn't ready to divulge her home life to a stranger. At least not before a few drinks. 

"Why don't we dance first?"

+++++

Zane Picardo stood behind the young Latina woman, her body slick with sweat as he pounded her with his crooked cock. She cried out in pleasure, her lack of English making it even hotter. 

"¡Joder, sí! ¡Oh Dios, jódeme!" the girl screamed, her voice bouncing off the walls of the dimly lit shed.

Zane's hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her skin as he drove into the tight pussy again and again. He had found this one waitressing at a small cantina off the beaten path in Old Town, Key West. A long, black-haired beauty not unlike the Miller girls, although this one couldn't have been more than nineteen.

 "Hazme venirme," the pretty chica demanded, her glistening body bucking, gripping the shelves of musky tequila in the shack she had led the biker to behind the bar. It wasn't often that such a mysterious gringo came into her uncle's place. She'd been fucking customers in the shed out back since the tender age of eighteen, but nothing like this guy. And he was about to get her off.

The room was filled with the sounds of their moans and gasps, their slick skin sticking and releasing. 

"Oh, FUCK!" Zane yelled, ready to let go of his load. 

"¡Sí, sí, sí!"

Somewhere over the din of the carnal warbling, a commotion outside began to build. With a loud gasp, the girl pulled away from the mechanic, smoothed her skirt, and gathered the sides of her blouse. 

"¡Mi tío y mi padre!"

Now, Zane didn't know much Spanish, but he knew enough to know there was fear in that voice. Someone was coming, and it wasn't going to be him. Not only that, but a close-knit Latino community like this wouldn't care much for a fifty-eight-year-old drifter robbing the cradle. Understanding his luck had run out, he scanned the shed for an escape route, eyes settling on the rear wall. With a swift kick, the rotting wood broke away easily and he sprinted through the tall grass, making his way to the cantina's parking lot. Once there, the biker carefully surveyed the area, taking note of the patrons who were heading towards the commotion in the back. Seeing an opportunity, he made a beeline for Betsy and quickly fired up the big cruiser. He didn't ease up until he hit the blacktop about a mile off the dirt road that he had somehow found his way down earlier. 

Zane let out a sigh of relief. Holy fuck, that was close. And although he didn't blow, it had been totally worth it. The comely Cuban had indeed reminded him of Lauren and Caroline, only with a tighter pussy. Fond memories of banging mom and daughter were something he'd jerked off to many lonely nights since he'd left Miami under the auspices of 'finding himself'. What he hadn't told Corey and Lauren was that he had actually quit his job just before helping the family move. Despite having won many awards, repairing motorcycles wasn't what he wanted to die doing. And with sixty staring him in the face, he had decided he had to do something about it. Until now, wandering around the tip of the U.S. on Betsy and getting the occasional strange was all he'd come up with. 

+++++

By half-past nine, Lauren and Griffin had warmed up to each other remarkably well, sharing a few kisses on the dance floor. By ten, they were more than a little tipsy and in a ride-share on their way to the Majestic Summit Arms, their hands exploring each other's bodies in the back seat in full view of the wide-eyed driver. Initially, Griffin had suggested heading to his place in Pinecrest, but since Lauren's apartment was just a few minutes away, it seemed the better option.

The groping continued through the lobby where a stop at the front desk led to a smirking Harvey providing her with a fob to the Rekrap leased unit on twenty-three. She was on the permanent entry list, leaving little room for objection. Upon stumbling towards the elevators, the couple crossed paths with only one other resident: Lauren's nosy neighbor, who shot them a disapproving glance as she took her dog out for the last time that evening. Finding that amusing, Lauren stuck her tongue out playfully behind the old lady's back, nudging Griffin into the elevator with a giggle.

+++++

Shortly thereafter, Corey heard a bump in the hallway outside the apartment door, as if someone had fallen against a wall. He had been lounging on the couch waiting for Lauren to return from her work function and watching Team Stoner and Team Jock battle for island immunity and a one-million-dollar prize. Personally, he was rooting for Team Stoner.

Just when the tribe was voting off another contestant, the second bump came, followed by hushed laughter as whoever it was pinballed off the walls. They were getting closer. Intrigued, and a little bit bored, Corey tore away from the screen and padded to the apartment's door. Peering through the peephole, a couple of faces passed by, unrecognizable in the elongated, distorted view. A guy and a gal, that was for sure, drunk and giggling. Shaking his head, he returned to the sofa and the TV. A soft drink commercial was on.

Crap, missed it. Who got kicked off?

+++++

Lauren's lips were locked with Griffin's, her eyes sneaking a peek at the metal door of 23f as they stumbled down the hallway. Was there a bit of movement in the peephole as they passed? She couldn't lie. That her husband was on the other side doing God knows what while another man manhandled her was empowering and energizing. Pulling her date further down the corridor, they continued to stagger until reaching 23m, the Rekrap unit leased for visiting VIPs. Knowing no one was there, the company's sexiest brunette opened the door with the fob and pushed Schultz inside. Immediately, her fingers traced his chest, feeling the hard muscles beneath his shirt. She could feel his cock stiffening in his pants and bit her lip with anticipation.

Griffin's hands continued to explore Lauren's body, cupping her breasts and squeezing them gently. She moaned, arching her back and offering him her neck. In no time, he shed his tweed sports coat, letting it flutter to the floor. The beautiful executive made quick work of her jacket and pulled his polo shirt over his head. Sinking to her haunches, she unbuckled his trousers, allowing them to fall to his ankles. In doing so, the fully erect cock popped through the fly of his underwear. Always one to oblige, Lauren yanked the Hanes to the floor and wrapped her fingers around its girth. Griffin shuddered and groaned, his head falling back in pleasure as she began to tease him.

Leaning forward, her tongue darted out to swirl around the tip of his cock, tasting the salty-sweet flavor of his precum. She took him deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching around the thick shaft. As Griffin began to thrust, she dug her fingers into the firm flesh of his hairy ass, pulling him deeper into her throat. The sensation of his cock hitting the roof was intense, rubbing her tonsils raw with every thrust. 

"Acccckkkkkkk."

Griffin's temper turned darker, his grip on her hair tightening as he continued to fuck her mouth.

"You like that dick, bitch?" he growled, his voice low and menacing.

"Gaaahhhhhhhh."

Twisting her long black hair around his fist, he jerked her head to get the best angle of attack.

"Shut the fuck up and suck my cock."

Alarmed by the sudden change in her date's demeanor, Lauren tried to pull back, only to be met with greater force. Struggling for air, Lauren had no choice but to take every bit of his length, choking back her saliva and his leakage as swinging balls slapped her chin.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it, slut?"

The brutal and relentless oral incursion continued. Writhing against his strong grip, panicked whimpers escaped the corners of her mouth as did a frothy waterfall of spit and cum. Just as suffocation became a real concern, Griffin let out guttural groans, feeling himself on the cusp. With one final thrust, he held her nose to his wiry pubes and exploded, sending cum spewing down Lauren's throat. It was a major load, one that would have been difficult to swallow even in more laid-back conditions. This time, survival instincts caused her to push back against his thighs, freeing her mouth from the wide and fleshy plug. Falling to the floor, she choked and coughed, nearly vomiting. 

Laughing, Schultz towered over her figure crumpled on the apartment hardwood. "You like it rough, eh?"

Lauren rolled over onto her back, sputtering and wiping her lips. "Is that all you got?"

Griffin walked over to a small stereo on a shelf and turned it on, tuning the dial to a hard rock station.

"That's my girl," he chortled as he grabbed her hair once again and dragged the married vamp across the living room carpet to the bedroom. "C'mon, cunt, you ain't seen nothing yet."

+++++

It had been about an hour since Corey had heard the disturbance in the normally quiet hallway when he heard an almost imperceptible scratching noise. Muting the TV, he cocked his head to one side. There it was again. 

Mice? On the twenty-third floor?

Standing, he slowly walked around, listening intently. Nearing the kitchen, he stopped and happened to look at the bottom of the apartment door just as a piece of paper was being pushed between the sweep and the sill.  

What the fuck?

Cautiously, he tip-toed over and put his ear to the jamb but heard nothing from the hallway. Below, a small piece of lined paper was folded in half. Picking it up, he squinted at the simple handwritten message.

23m.

Corey blinked his eyes. Twenty-three M? For a moment it didn't click. Then it did. 

The Rekrap unit? Why on earth would someone shove THAT under the door?

Was there something wrong? Mechanical failure? A leak? Should he call Lauren? No, it wasn't like she could do anything. 

Curious, Corey peeked out into the hallway and looked both ways. No sign of whoever had left the note. Padding down the corridor in his sock feet, he stopped in front of 23m and put his ear to the steel door. There were no voices, but there was clearly hard rock music coming from within. That didn't seem right. It would be odd for anyone out of town to be visiting Rekrap on the weekends. Not to mention, Lauren hadn't said anything about visitors.

Deciding not to bother her with something that might be nothing, Corey rode the elevator down to the lobby to inquire at the front desk, only to be greeted by a grinning concierge.

"Harvey, is there anyone staying in 23m tonight?"

The elderly attendant could hardly contain himself but managed a straight face. 



"Not that I know of, sir. Is there a problem?"

"There's music coming from the apartment."

"That is odd." 

For the briefest of moments, the two men stood staring at each other. Finally, Harvey opened a locked cabinet and returned with a key fob. 

"I know this is unorthodox," he deadpanned, trying not to burst out laughing, "but I'm here by myself and can't leave the lobby. Would you be so kind as to check things out up there? I fear it might be an alarm clock left programmed by a previous guest and I wouldn't want it to disturb the surrounding residents."

Alarm clock. Corey mulled this over. That was quite likely what he heard. He took the key, promising to report what he found.

"Thank you so much, sir. Just silence whatever you find," Harvey cackled as the cuckold in 23f walked away. 

Best of luck, you clueless fool.

 +++++ 

Corey cautiously pushed open the door to the Rekrap leased apartment and was surprised to find a table lamp lit.

Who knows how long its been on?

Even odder was the music coming from the two bookshelf speakers. 

That's no alarm clock.

Moving towards the stereo, he nearly tripped over dark clothing that was barely perceptible in the dim lighting. 

The fuck?

It was then he heard muffled voices coming from the bedroom. 

Christ Almighty. There IS someone here. I need to go!

As Corey turned to leave, he stopped and reconsidered. There was a lot of Lauren's stuff in that closet. Expensive clothing. I can't just let it be stolen. 

Mustering up some bravado, the project manager crept stealthily toward the bedroom. There were indiscernible whispers and a few giggles. As he peered around the door jamb, the sight forced a small cry from his lungs. No need to call the police or the front desk. No need to call Lauren. She was already aware. Very aware. Because there on the bed was his wife, naked and straddling a stranger's hips while leaning over the man's muscular body, snorting a line of coke off his hairy belly. Her own six-pack was stretched taut as she bent forward, ripples forming from one oblique to the other, and the small mounds of her breasts were hanging down, nipples pink and pointy.

The sudden rush hit Lauren hard, forcing her to sit up, arching her back, and flipping her mane so it cascaded down her back in a flurry of hair. The heart-shaped locket given to her for Valentine's Day swung against her upper chest.

"Oh yeah," Corey heard her utter as she wiped her nose. Her hips started to move, gyrating, grinding. The bastard is already in her.

"FUCK ME," the man demanded, smacking her ass. It shook with a loud POP.

Lauren doubled her efforts, gliding up and down his pelvis with glee. She rode him hard, hips swiveling, grinding. From the doorway, Corey could see the O-ring of her vestibule gripping and releasing the condom-clad thick shaft with every thrust, a white spume oozing from the depths. The brunette's tits bounced and swayed as she groped and squeezed them, pinching each nipple hard, while Griffin clutched the doxy wife's hips, directing and guiding her.

Slap, slap. His hands smacked her face, then her tits, causing Lauren to cry out. 

"Make me cum again, bitch."

Corey felt unsteady. Again?

Her bronzed skin glistened with a sheen of sweat, her long locks cascading down her back like a black waterfall. Leaning over, Lauren's spine pressed against her back, shoulder blades flexing. She grasped her lover's shoulders and flattened against his body, her chest against his. For several minutes they continued the slippery glissade, moaning. Occasionally, Griffin would twist her tits, causing her to yelp in pain. 

"Harder," Lauren pleaded. "Do it harder."

His fingers were as tight as a vice when he applied full pressure, followed by nipple pulling and twisting. The louder Lauren shrieked, the harder he squeezed. Then, suddenly, Griffin's warm wet mouth found them, slurping the rigid nubs before firmly biting the teats that had long ago fed two babies. 

"Ow-ooooooooooo," she howled, relishing in the pain that he was inflicting. 

Corey's knees began to shake as the pounding of his wife continued, the stranger's hips thrusting upwards, driving his cock deeper. The man knew how to fuck as evidenced by her reactions. Once again, he slapped her tiny baseball-sized breasts, then flicked the nipples, letting his nails strike the fleshy tips. 

Lauren winced. 

"Hubby screw you like this?" Griffin asked breathlessly.

She shook her head, her long tresses now drenched in sweat and wildly disheveled. "He can't."

"What? Why?"

 "He can't... can't get it up unless I'm taking other dick."

"Floppy horse, eh?"

 Lauren laughed, then caught her breath while Schultz drove his cock deeper into her eager cunt.

"Not even a Shetland pony. No way he fucks me like this."

Corey let out a pained whimper, his grip tightening on the doorjamb as the dagger mercilessly pierced his heart. It wasn't like it was for his benefit. She didn't even know he was around. This was Lauren 3.0. Darker. Malignant. Fucking for the sake of fucking. His wife in the wild.

"Yes, yes!" she cried out, her body shaking with each powerful piercing. "Give it to me! Make me yours!"

Make me yours.

The bleat from the older man was almost imperceptible over the heavy metal but was enough to draw the attention of the lovers on the bed. Both heads snapped towards the door in surprise.

Lauren muttered with consternation. Her shoulders dropped in disappointment and frustration when she realized who it was. "Really? Again?"  

Griffin propped himself up on his elbows and eyed the graying man staring back at them. Whoever it was, it was clear the broad knew the guy and he was no threat. The contempt on her face told him who it was.

"So, this is him."

Lauren nodded, angry at being spied on yet again.

"I-I-I'm sorry," Corey blurted. "Harvey said there should be nobody here. He wanted me to check. You know, just to make sure..."

"Please, just GO."

Despondent, the contrite husband turned to leave, confused and a bit hurt from what she'd said.

"Now wait a minute," Schultz countered piggishly, anticipating a bit more fun than he had expected. "Why not let him hang? Add to the ambiance." 

Lauren let out a deep, exasperated sigh. "Fine." Her lips pursed in a tight, thin line. And all I wanted to do was get laid.

"Well, then," Griffin exclaimed with almost too much mirth, "come on over buddy, pull up a chair."

Corey hesitated. He didn't know this guy and knew that was true for Lauren as well. Against his better judgment, the usually poised and in-control project manager trudged wearily into the bedroom, his body aching with each step. The weight of his heart seemed to drag him down as he slowly collapsed into a plush leather chair, the earlier cheap shot a bit unhinging. This wasn't the Lauren he knew, the cuckoldress who brought excitement into their lives. No, this was a darker version of her, fueled by a sense of malice.

Schultz whispered something in her ear and she swung off his cock. Corey watched as his sizeable member began to withdraw from Lauren's moist depths, inch by tantalizing inch, like a sand worm extracting itself. Laying on her back, head on a pillow, she fluffed her hair out, enveloping her body like a coal black cape.

"You want to watch me fuck your wife, don't you, my man?"

Corey's brow furrowed, his own erection now straining against his shorts. God help him, he did. The nod was faint, but it was there. 

"Say WHAT?" Griffin raised his voice.

"Yes."

The corners of the man's mouth curled into a smug grin. Lauren felt the mattress depress beneath her as her newest lover moved between her legs. Corey could sense... what had she called him? Griffin? Could sense Griffin's amusement in his laughter as he watched her latest recruit positioning to mount his wife. Shifting in place, Lauren prepared herself, moaning as she felt his cock teasingly prod at her well-worn slit, slowly sliding up her wetness. Her mewing grew more desperate, her hips involuntarily bucking towards him. Suddenly, she felt the sting of his hand connecting with her face.

"Did I say to move?" Another slap. "Huh? Did I?" Griffin turned to Corey who was squirming in the chair not more than five feet away. "Did I tell her to move?"

The older man shook his head vigorously, like a schoolboy knowing better than to disagree. With a satisfied grunt, Schultz thrust his cock deep into her hapless cunt, filling her completely. The pleasure was so intense that Lauren couldn't help but scream. She closed her arms around his shoulder blades and intertwined her fingers. 

"Fuck me to hell," she uttered as it sank deep. Each thrust of his hips drove his erect cock deeper and deeper. Every nerve ending was firing and sparking, every part of her so incredibly alive. Her eyes rolled back with the sheer ecstasy of being used by this literal stranger. And use her he did. Withdrawing his dick from her canal, leaving only the tip inside her, Griffin waited, watching her intently. In response, she screamed at him, begging and pleading for him to fuck her.

"Pleeeeeeeese!"

 With a single, forceful thrust, he filled her again, his cockhead probing her womb. The pleasure made her repeatedly bray like a mule. Over and over, he drove into her, fucking her relentlessly, claiming her as his own. He played with her, teased her, and tormented her, reveling in the audience that was her husband.

Suddenly, Lauren's entire body seemed to levitate, her back and ass rising off the bed. Griffin held her tightly as that long black mane cascaded down to the sheets below, her grip on his neck firm. Slowly, he gently lowered her back to the mattress, allowing her to catch her breath. But not for long.

The man's eyes smoldered as he flipped her onto her belly, pulling her hips towards his. Griffin's cock twitched with anticipation as he traced the length of Lauren's crack, the tip of his manhood exploring the lily-white surface. He could feel the heat radiating from her, warming his glans. With slow, deliberate motions, he teased her pussy lips, circling each crevice. She trembled, body tensing, not knowing when penetration was coming, nor what hole he would choose. Moaning, Lauren rotated her hips, encouraging him to get the inevitable over with so she could enjoy the fullness it brought. 

But the man from Club X was damn near a professional. He was in no rush. He wanted to savor every moment, occasionally glancing over at her husband, seemingly frozen in place, slack-jawed.

"Tell me to do it, cuck. You know you want me to."

Being spoken to directly snapped Corey out of his trance. He wheezed, then coughed. 

"Yeah, do it." 

"Do what?"

"Fuck her. Fuck the whore. Fuck my wife." 

Griffin guffawed. "Don't mind if I do, you sorry piece of shit." He traced the length of Lauren's crack once more, before plunging deep inside her, filling her completely.

"Oooooooooooh, oooooooooh!"

Schultz gripped her hips, driving into her with fierce, primal passion. He could feel her pussy clenching around him, gripping him tight as she rode the wave of one orgasm after another. Short, strong smacks to her ass prolonged the climaxes. "Let it out, bitch."

"Eye-eeeeeeeeeeeeeeee! Fuck me! Gawwwwd, FUCK ME, GRIFF!"

He pushed her flatter, face planted deep in the pillows. 

"Tell him how much you love my cock."

"Hmfffffff. I-I-I love his cock, Corey. I love every inch of it!"

"You can't even feel his tiny dick."

"I can't. Ohhhhhhhhh MY GOD, I can't. He's SUCH a worthless fuck." 

A sudden thrust launched Lauren's face into the headboard. 

"You hear that, you poor bastard?" Griffin sneered at the graying wittol watching from the chair. "She only wants big junk now." 

"Tell me I'm trash, call me a whore!" Lauren begged.

"You dirty bitch, whoring around on this piece of shit! You're both trash, garbage on my shoe."

"YESSSSSSSSSSS!"

Again and again, the younger man thrust into Lauren, causing her breasts to bounce with each movement. He groaned as she shouted incomprehensibly, her eyes clenched shut and her mouth open in a silent "O." Reaching around, Griffin grabbed a handful of hair and yanked her head back, allowing both men to see her expression of pure, unadulterated pleasure. Her eyes were half-lidded, mouth open in a silent scream as she tried to catch her breath. And she might have, had it not been for him leaning over and rubbing her clit, hard and undulating under his fingers. 

"FUCK MEEEEEE, GIFFINNNNN!"

"Cum for me you stupid slut!"

"UNNNNGGGAAAH!"

Lauren's body tensed up, her toes curling as she felt the familiar wave of pleasure building up inside of her. She could feel every inch of Griffin's cock filling her up, his thrusts becoming more urgent and desperate as he chased his own release. 

"Beg for it, tramp," he growled, slapping her ass hard.      

"Do me, do me, baby!"

Plunging repeatedly, hard and fast, her pussy stretched to accommodate his assault, the sound of his balls slapping against her clit.

"You like that, you dirty little whore?"

OH FUCK, YES! YES, YES, YES! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK! I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING, I'M CUMMING! OH GOD, YES, YES, YES! DON'T STOP, DON'T STOP, DON'T STOP! FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK! OH MY GOD, YESSSSSSSSS!"

 The roller coaster had been rising, anticipation building up as Lauren's date thrust into her, pushing her closer and closer to the edge. And then, just as she reached the top of the hill, she tipped over the edge and plunged into the abyss, peaking. Her pussy clenched around Griffin's cock, her juices spraying onto his groin. It was like a wave, crashing over her and washing away all coherent thoughts. She could only feel her body trembling and shaking. Seconds later, the wayward VP collapsed onto the bed. But it wasn't over. No, not by a long shot. While Lauren was cumming, Schultz had glanced over at Corey and noticed him rubbing his tented crotch. 

"Hey man, get over here. We're all friends, right?" 

Corey's chest heaved with anguish as he looked down and realized his hand had slipped below his shorts. He had been enthralled by the guy mercilessly pounding his wife. The sound of flesh slapping flesh, accompanied by Lauren's wanton moans and cries of pleasure, was mesmerizing. He simply couldn't tear his eyes away. Each powerful thrust elicited a gasp from her lips, her body arching to meet his every movement. It was a feat that Corey was no longer capable of.

Lauren's eyes fluttered open when she heard Schultz invite her husband to join them. Those brown beauties locked onto Corey's gaze, drawing him in. The felicity etched across her face was mixed with a hint of mischief, and her cuckoldress haughtiness kicked in. She knew the effect this was having on him, and she beckoned him closer.

"Come here, babe," she purred. "You like seeing me take cock, don't you?" 

Corey stepped forward, his knees weak and trembling. 

"You want to taste me? You want to feel how wet and tight I am for him?"

Nodding absentmindedly as if in a fog, he moved with trepidation and crawled on the mattress beneath Lauren's supine body. Careful not to disturb the rhythm between Griffin and his wife, Corey wriggled on his back past her taut abs and beyond her belly button. She lifted an arm to let him slide under. Shifting to and fro, he shimmied until his face was nestled below her glistening pussy and Griffin's wide latex-wrapped girth slid in and out like a piston. His eyes widened as he noticed the hairy nutsack hovering above his forehead, swinging with each passionate thrust. 

"How we doin' down there, champ?" Schultz laughed. "Enjoying the view?"

As the heat generated from the coupling inches from his nose continued, he could feel Lauren's mouth descend on his antiquated dick, giving it a gentle suck.

"Hardly worth your time, huh?" Griffin asked, taking delight in the dumb cuck's predicament. 

Lauren sneered, a cruel smile spreading across her face. "I can't stand this pathetic worm anymore," she said, her voice dripping with disdain. "It's like trying to fuck a wet noodle. Not even worth mentioning. I might as well be fucking a Ken doll."

Corey felt the taunt crush his dignity and grip his chest like a vice. He nearly came, but could only muster a few precum dollops, which didn't escape his wife and lover.

"Whoa, there limp dick," Griffin slowed his pace. "Don't you cum yet."

The sight of her husband's decidedly ineffective tool spitting out a dab of jizz lit up his wife like a Roman candle. She let out a scream as she came, her pussy flooding Corey's mouth with her juices, mixing with the man's sack pubes that were beginning to stick to his own hair. Taking advantage of the pause as Lauren orgasmed, Griffin pulled out, the underside of his long rubber-sheathed member briefly flopping onto Corey's cheek. Suddenly, he ripped the condom off and tossed it aside.

"WAIT!" she pleaded, but it was too late. Her date had already plunged back into her reddened cunt without so much as a thought. 

As Schultz's thrusts grew more frenzied, the sound of his balls slapping against Lauren's taint and Corey's forehead filled the room. Griffin's hands gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pounded into her. His breath came in short, sharp gasps, and Corey could see the tension building in his muscles. The man's unprotected cock was swollen and red, the veins standing out in relief while he fucked her with everything he had, the long artery occasionally sliding along the wittol's nose. There was heated friction as Lauren's belly began to rub against Corey's portly tummy, her long hair dangling to the sheets, brushing up against his withered dick, the strands tickling the sensitive glans.

Griffin's thrusts grew more erratic, his breathing becoming more labored. Corey could feel the man's cock twitching inside his wife's pussy, and he knew that the guy was close to cumming. He watched as Griffin's balls drew up close to his body, the skin tightening as he prepared to unload. With a loud grunt, Griffin's cock twitched and then exploded, cum shooting out of the tip in long, thick ropes. Lauren meowed as she felt the hot jizz filling her up, her pussy contracting around the large cock as she came again. When he finally pulled out, spunk squirted from her pussy, landing on Corey's chin. Remnants of the load leaked from the spent cock as the heavy meat plopped onto his face, the hot muscles still spasming against his cheek. For a moment Corey thought he was going to puke.

Eventually, Griffin moved away, his cock slapping the cuck's face again as he swung his hips off the married whore and collapsed on the bed beside her. Rolling onto her back, her body slick with sweat and semen, she looked at Corey, eyes glazed with a satiated look. Reaching down, she began to stroke his tormented dick.

"Did you enjoy that, babe?" Lauren asked, her tone laden with sarcasm. She spread her legs, her pussy still gaping from Griffin's cock, and pulled her husband on top of her.

"Fuck yeah, my dude," the younger man jeered. "Get you some sloppy seconds."

Like an eager teenager, Corey shed his clothes and climbed on top of his wife, like it was some kind of privilege, his withered dick pressing against her wet pussy. He could feel the heat of her cunt, the way it pulsed and contracted as she waited for him. It pushed inside her, his dick sliding along easily, thanks to Shultz's load greasing the way. She was loose, stretched by the girth that came before. He could feel the heat of her sopping gash though, and the way it surrounded and enveloped his cock.

Inside, what semen hadn't been consumed by her womb coated the canal, making the viscosity unlike any lube they had used before. It felt warm. Smooth. Gooey. Almost like a silk stocking, but slicker. Corey could hear her pussy fart, ridding itself of the air bubbles pumped into it by Griffin's massive member. 



"Jesus, Fatty," she sneered, "the neighbor's dog has a bigger dick."

Corey's face flushed with embarrassment, but he couldn't stop. He couldn't stop fucking her, even as she belittled him. It was so hot.

Folding her arms around his back, Lauren pulled him in close, glancing over at her date. "Don't worry, this won't take long."

As if to prove her wrong, the older man readjusted his mount, planting his stiff arms and hands above her shoulders. He began to huff and puff as he tried to quicken the pace. It soon was clear he was struggling; his sixty-one-year-old limbs just didn't have the strength. 

"Looks like someone needs a gym," Griffin said, deriding Corey's flabby body. He gestured to the pulpous chest, sneering. "Nice tits though."

"Do you feel it, cucky?" Lauren whispered. "The load he blew in me?"

Corey grimaced. NO, he wasn't going to cum...mustn't cum...

Had. To. Last.

Standing up on the mattress, Schultz carefully balanced himself, then gripped the headboard, where he proceeded to jack off just above Lauren's head.

"So weak, so pathetic," Lauren dripped with disdain. "I can't believe I ever married you." Looking up at the fleshy meat of Griffin's dick above her, she scoffed. "Now THAT is a real dick."

Corey was a mess of emotions as he plunged his unappreciated cock into his promiscuous wife, his eyes brimming with unshed tears. But he held his ground, aroused by every vicious word that she spat at him. Fucking her, he glanced up at Griffin, who stood towering over them, a much more impressive cock in his hand. His ass was hairy and muscular, hovering just above the two as he stroked himself off. Lauren moaned, loving the way the men were using her for their own gratification. 

But try as he might, Corey's aging body began to betray him. As his thrusts grew weaker, his hips moved more slowly. It had only been a few minutes, but the fatigue was setting in, his muscles aching and protesting.

"What the hell, Twisty? Stop humping me like a faggot. FUCK ME, LOSER!"

Griffin cackled. "Looo-zerrrrr, looo-zerrrrr...OH FUCK!"

Above him, Corey saw rippling buttock muscles contract. Reaching down, the guy held Lauren's locket in his hand, flicking it open again to reveal the twenty-eight-year-old wedding photos. 

"Pathetic cuck," Schultz thundered as he took aim.

Corey froze, gripped with disbelief. "No!"

It was too late. Griffin howled at the ceiling as he unleashed another torrent of milky-white ejaculate over their heads, most of it coating the smiling pictures of the Millers with thick seed. 

In that instant, Corey felt like he was falling, somehow floating outside of his own body. He could feel the orgasm building inside him; a perverted, disgusting, profane release bubbling up until it launched. He came, that much he remembers, and while it may have been physically weak and feeble, the emotional reverb was larger than life. The disappointment and humiliation washed over him as somewhere in the room, he could hear the raucous muffled laughter of his wife and her lover, mocking and belittling him.

And then it was oddly quiet as reality came flooding back. Tears streamed down his face and dripped onto his floppy chest. They burned and stung in more ways than one. Slowly, he pushed off Lauren, feeling the ache in his muscles and the way they protested with every movement. The exhaustion was real, as well as the post-nut clarity. He sat up on the mattress to find both tittering and smirking. The locket laying against her breasts looked like it had been dipped in white icing.

"Sorry about that, my friend," Griffin simpered as he settled next to the dark-haired vixen, cuddling with her. "Quite indicative of your marriage these days, eh?" He offered Lauren a bump of coke which she readily took.

Grinning, she then scooped some cum from the pendant and held her hand out to her husband.

"Care for a taste?"

Corey froze, not knowing what to do. The thought of eating another man's spew made him ill, but the appeal of such unparalleled humiliation was a powerful consideration, drawing him closer to the small palm filled with the man's opaque seminal fluid.

"Go ahead, baby," Lauren cooed. "Lick it up. Tastes like chicken."

The skeptical Miller patriarch hesitated for a moment, his heart pounding in his chest as he stared at the small pool of cum nestled in Lauren's outstretched hand. Corey could feel his cock twitching and growing in both disgust and anticipation of what he was contemplating. Finally, he closed his eyes and leaned forward, his tongue darting out to taste Griffin's sperm. The texture was slimy and salty, coating his tongue and making him gag slightly. The ignominy and shame of the act bore witness to the fact that he was not gay, but rather caught up in a powerful aphrodisiac that was his fetish.

Lauren watched him with a depraved stare, knowing that she was twisting the screws tighter, blowing the top off her husband's cuck meter. "That's a good boy," she said blithely.

It was another out-of-body experience, one which he couldn't believe he was doing, yet couldn't deny the obscene thrill. He felt like a slut, a whore, nothing more or less than his wife was at that moment. As he finished licking the cum from Lauren's hand, she grabbed him by the hair and pulled him in for a deep kiss, their tongues twisting together as they shared the taste of another man's semen. Corey moaned into the kiss, his cock throbbing with need as he damn near came again. Then, something happened. Pushing his face away with a sticky palm to his cheek, her eyes became cold and cruel, her lips curled in a sneer.

"Now get the fuck out of here, you sick prick," she goaded him. "Do you even love me anymore? Or do you just love the idea of me, the fantasy and you being a loser who gets off on watching other men fuck me?"

Her words hit Corey like a punch to the gut, the pain and humiliation overwhelming.

"Get out. Maybe I'll be home later, maybe I won't. Not that you care."

The senescent project manager slithered off the mattress and grabbed his clothes. He didn't look back as he left the room, the sound of their laughter chasing him out the door. 

"Oh," Lauren called after her husband, "tell Harvey to go fuck himself. He set you up." 

Corey sighed, trudging slowly back to their apartment, the taste of cum in his mouth and an ache in his heart. It was heavy, weighty, overwhelming angst. He was nearly there when he saw the door to 23g crack open. Beady eyes peered back at him from the darkness within.

Gertrude Lagily.

Stopping in his tracks, he began to realize who had sent the note. "You."

"If a cheater screams in the bedroom, does anyone hear it?"

Corey's face fell as he processed the old woman's clever remark. He opened his mouth to respond but found no words. Hanging his head, he swiped the fob at his own door and entered. After twisting a top off a beer and throwing the cap in the sink, he flopped down on the living room sofa and closed his eyes.

Yes, the aging wittol exhaled.

Loud and clear. 

+++++
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==================

Saturday, April 28th

==================

Corey Miller lay in bed, staring at the swirling sand patterns on the ceiling. After what could only be described as an intensely debasing and humiliating scene, in which his fetish had been exploited ten-fold, he couldn't shake the feeling of unease that accompanied his post-nut clarity.

Lately, Lauren had been turning up the heat, becoming even more brazen and resolute in her role as an enabler. At times, it felt as though she was using his proclivities to her own end, permission to be the wild girl that had probably always been there but suppressed by social norms. These days, it seemed that something darker was afoot. Something malicious. The way she casually tossed around humiliation at his expense, even when she was unaware he was around. This appeared less an act of catering to her husband's fetish and more the propensity to humiliate viciously. Like she was starting to believe it herself.

It was eight o'clock that Saturday morning when he heard the door to their apartment open and then close. Seconds later he could feel Lauren's presence standing over the bed while he lay under the sheets.

"You okay?" she asked softly.

Corey opened one eye and saw she still had on her work clothes from the night before. "Yes." He swallowed hard. "You spent the night with him." It was a statement rather than a question.

"I did."

"You seemed to be enjoying yourself."

"What was your first clue?"

The sixty-one-year-old rolled over on his side, facing the other way. "Will you see him again?"

"I don't know. He is a very good lover."

The pangs of jealousy raged through Corey's veins, which all seemed to meet at his groin, causing it to twitch. The sight of his wife riding Griffin Shultz's cock, initially covered with a condom, slipping in and out of her, had both aroused and emasculated the graying wittol, consumed by a twisted cocktail of lust and humiliation.

After starting the shower and while waiting for hot water, Lauren stuck her head back in the bedroom.

"I have to run to the office for a while to ensure a shipment goes out today. Won't be long."

Corey pulled a pillow over his head. "Don't forget we're meeting Dale and his wife for lunch at the gallery this afternoon. They've been wanting to meet you."

"I remember. I'll be back by noon and you can drive us over in your fancy new car."

The exhausted project manager murmured something indecipherable while pulling the covers up higher. He was glad to have a couple more hours of sleep.

+++++

One of the perks of living in downtown Miami was walkability, and that was never truer in Lauren's case, living just a few blocks from Rekrap Industries headquarters. As the pretty brunette walked to the high-rise office building, she enjoyed the mid-morning sun on her face and the cool breeze that fluttered the hem of a blue and white polka dot button-front dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her long, dark hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail, and she had a pair of sunglasses perched on top of her head, at the ready in case they were needed.

Strolling through Rekrap's lobby, she swiped her badge to gain access to the inner doors and bypassed the elevators. Instead, Lauren headed directly to the order fulfillment department. The fiberglass order that was going out that day was Rekrap's third largest order that year, and she wanted to ensure it was accurate and without issues. The new VP could have phoned this one in, checking status from the comfort of her apartment, but this one was too important to fuck up.

Together, she and the provisioning supervisor Mark Betlend huddled over the manifest as Lauren's eyes scanned the pages. She checked and double-checked, her fingers tracing the lines of text. Each item, each detail, had to be accounted for.

"Good," Lauren finally nodded. "Send it out."

Relieved there were no problems with the shipment, she excused herself, telling Mark that she'd be in her office for a bit if anything else came up. Leaning back against the wall of the elevator as it rose silently to the executive level, she sighed. Finally, an order that had gone smoothly. When the doors opened with a quiet ding, Lauren stepped out into the empty hallway. Her heels clicked softly on the tile as she walked, the only sound in the stillness. On Saturdays, headquarters was usually all but abandoned. Unlocking her office, she quietly slipped inside, to use the solitude to tackle the busy work that had accumulated over the busy week. There were reports to review, memos to draft, and emails to respond to. While she enjoyed her new position, it was a never-ending cycle of administrative tasks that demanded her attention. But today, with the office devoid of distractions, she saw an opportunity to dive in.

As Lauren sank into her plush chair waiting for the laptop to fire up, her mind wandered back to the events of the previous evening. The memory of how she and Griffin had treated Corey weighed on her. They had treated him like shit, and there was a part of her that felt a twinge of guilt, recognizing that they had subjected him to humiliation that may have been too much at times. Yet, there had been no indication from her husband that he wanted it to stop. In fact, he seemed to revel in it, finding pleasure in the degradation.

The words they had hurled, the insults that had spilled from their mouths like poison, replayed in her mind. They had been relentless, pushing the boundaries of scorn. It was as if they had tapped into a dark, sadistic side of themselves - the memory of those words echoing in her mind, each one a dagger of verbal abuse.

'It's like trying to fuck a wet noodle. I might as well be fucking a Ken doll.'

'Stop humping me like a faggot. FUCK ME, LOSER!'

'The neighbor's dog has a bigger dick.'

The vitriol of their words had been exhilarating to both of them. Corey, in turn, had willingly subjected himself to their taunts. And then he had actually licked Griffin's cum from her hand. Was he harboring deeper idiosyncrasies that she was unaware of? Had their exploration of humiliation awakened something within him? Regardless, there was something special about her husband participating in that which reconnected them in a meaningful way.

Lauren's fingers tapped impatiently on the desk as she waited for her laptop to finish booting. Finally, the login screen appeared, and she quickly entered her credentials. After a few moments, the desktop loaded, and she double-clicked on the spreadsheet icon. A large table filled with rows and columns of inventory numbers popped up, and she began meticulously comparing the figures, her brow furrowed in concentration. She cross-referenced the data against the physical inventory counts, making notes in the margins whenever she spotted a discrepancy. The monotonous work was tedious but necessary to ensure accuracy. After nearly an hour of poring over the spreadsheet, the familiar urge to pee began to creep into her consciousness. Saving her work Lauren stretched her stiff limbs before grabbing her purse and checking for eye drops. Tired and dry, her eyes needed a break.

Making her way through the quiet office to the executive washroom, she felt an eerie stillness. Almost too still.

+++++

Corey stood before the bathroom sink, his hands gripping the cold porcelain edge as he splashed his face with water. The cold liquid did little to quell the uncertainty that had been building inside of him since last night. He looked up at his reflection, hardly recognizing the weary-eyed, plump-faced man staring back at him. Lines etched his face and graying stubble added to his aged appearance, a stark contrast to the well-groomed man he had once been.

Where had the years gone? The couple had been so entrenched in Mainstreet, USA it wasn't even funny. They were little league soccer and softball coaches, PTA and church group leaders. There had been backyard cookouts and Friday night lights. Vanilla as fuck.

And now? With a mind still reeling from the previous night's events, Corey couldn't shake the image of his wife's naked body intertwined with that stranger's. The problem was, he wasn't so sure he wanted to go away. The sound of their moans and the sight of them writhing in pleasure still echoed between his ears - something that every cuckold files in the 'spank bank' for later.

And after enduring a fat cock slapping his forehead, Corey could still see Lauren's outstretched hand, the milky white semen floating in her palm, waiting. He had never been attracted to men and still wasn't. Yet, something about the depraved moment had stirred his audacious side, and he felt an inexplicable urge to lap at her fingers until the semen disappeared. Strangely, it wasn't the act itself that appealed to him, it was the participation of something with her, as opposed to just being a bystander. Indeed, earlier that morning, he had tried to clean his wife's locket, the one Griffin had so cruelly coated with his cum. Inside, the smiling wedding pictures of Lauren and Corey had all but been ruined. Still, they had been able to experience something together. And that's what counted.

Hot water blasting, Corey pulled the plastic handle of the razor across his cheek, large clumps of shaving cream dripping into the sink. At least he and Lauren would be able to spend the day with people who still thought they were a normal couple leading normal lives, unlike many of their friends and acquaintances who were aware of their secret. The relationship with his boss was a budding friendship, and it was important to him that Dale and his wife viewed him and Lauren as ordinary.

Conventional.

A day of fine art and no drama was something he was very much looking forward to.

+++++

Lauren adjusted her front-button sundress in the mirror, taking in the opulent surroundings of the posh restroom. The space was luxurious, with gleaming marble countertops, ornate gold-framed mirrors, and a crystal chandelier casting a warm, seductive glow over the plush brocade chairs nestled in the corner. It was a stark contrast to the utilitarian restrooms for the rest of the firm.

As Lauren exited, she caught sight of a figure near her office, the door swinging closed as if they were just leaving. Curious, she quickly wove through the rows of secretary desks until she recognized the man as Shane Carson, the networking guru.

Had there been wifi issues again?

Just as she came up behind him, he abruptly turned, causing her to collide with his solid frame. He instinctively grabbed both her forearms as surprise flickered across his face. It was rare to see any VP there on a Saturday.

"Why were you in there?" Lauren asked suspiciously. "I didn't submit a trouble ticket."

Shane's nerves were palpable as he tried to remain calm. Unbeknownst to Lauren, he had just planted tiny surveillance cameras in her office, a risky move that could easily be exposed with a thorough sweep if she called security. Faced with the threat of discovery, he decided to take a chance. With a mischievous glint in his eyes, Shane pressed the hot executive up against the wall of the hallway. At this point, he had nothing to lose.

"What ARE you doing? LET ME GO!" Lauren demanded.

Fully aware of the security cameras dotting the entire building, Shane released his grip and motioned for her to follow him. Lauren scoffed, refusing.

"I'm not going anywhere, except to HR," she spat. "This is your last day at Rekrap."

"Really?" Shane laughed arrogantly, a smirk tugging at the corners of his lips. Pulling out his phone, he punched up an MP4 file and turned it towards her. As she watched herself on the small screen, her heart raced. It was the video of her fucking another resident of her apartment building in the sauna. The one Henry the concierge had secretly recorded.

'Do you want to fuck me, Luke?'

'Then do it, baby. Take me. FUCK ME NOW!

'Yes, yes, fuck that cunt! Do me! Do me!' 

The video played like something straight out of a porn film. She winced at the sight of herself ripping off the nerdy man's condom and squatting on the bench so he could shower her face and hair with weeks' worth of pent-up jizz.

Before she could react to the video, Shane brought up still photos of Alex eating her out on his boat, and the cowboy's hands kneading her breasts as he tongued her pink hole.

Lauren seethed at the violation of privacy. "You prick!"

The young man put a finger on her lips and pointed to the security cameras above them. Without another word, he took her hand and led her into a nearby utility closet labeled "Networking." Packed with servers and a workbench, it was cool inside, but did nothing to suppress the rage building in pretty brunette.

"What do you want?"

Shane smiled and brushed a strand of her long, straight black hair behind her ear, amused at how she flinched at his touch. All the hours he had spent watching from afar, masturbating to the salaciously taken photographs in the lunchroom and at company events. He hadn't planned to play this card so soon, but now here they were. "You know what I want."

Lauren's face became defiant. "Fuck off. I'm going to HR."

Holding up the phone, Shane shook his head. "I don't think so. You're one of the fresh faces of Rekrap. As much as the CEO likes your negotiation skills, there's no way he'll keep you on after this hits the internet."

"That's illegal."

Splat!

The IT specialist flinched at the thick glob of spit that landed on his cheek but calmly wiped it away. With a growl, he grabbed Lauren by the shoulders and spun her around, forcing her to face the cluttered workbench. His grip was firm, fingers digging into her soft flesh as he wrestled her into position. The rough fabric of his trousers pressed into the back of her dress, the thin material offering little barrier between them. The hardness of his cock straining against the zipper of his pants as he pressed himself against her.

"Maybe, but the damage will be done," Shane hissed, his hot breath ghosting against her ear. His grip on her tightened, pulling her back against him as he ground his hips against her.

"You'll go to jail."

"Oh yeah? Who's my lawyer going to depose first? The coworker you banged? The neighbor in the gym? The old fucker that gave me the video? Tex?"

"My husband..."

"The cuck?"

Lauren bristled. "Steve..."

"Yeah, Steve told me. Your husband is one sorry excuse for a man."

"And you're soooo much better."

"You're gonna find out."

Although Lauren was alarmed and disgusted, there was something about how he manhandled her, the raw dominance he had over her at that moment. Squirreled away in that tiny room, the steady hum of machinery masking their breathing, the bastard could have his way with her, and there was nothing she could do about it. Helpless. Trapped and entirely at his mercy. The mere thought sent a chill coursing through her spine... and an odd stirring in her moistening pussy.

"You wouldn't dare," Lauren growled, yelping as he used her hair to pull her face alongside his neck. Her face was flushed, eyes half-lidded. It was more of a taunt than a warning. A shiver ran through her as he suddenly licked her nose.

Shane's grip on the VP's arms was firm, holding her tight against him from behind. With a swift, forceful motion, he ripped the top half of her dress open, buttons scattering everywhere and exposing her small breasts encased in a black lace bra. She gasped, heart racing as she felt his hot, heavy breath on the back of her neck. Strong hands roamed over her body, caressing and kneading her, causing her to moan softly as wandering fingers teased her hardened nipples. Yet, even as Lauren knew she should push him away, she felt powerless to resist. A battle raged within - surrender to the temptation or stop what was clearly a crime.

"Please. You'll regret this."

"Tell me to stop," he growled, his voice low and menacing. "Go on, tell me to stop."

Shane's fingers traced a slow, deliberate path up her arms, sending shivers down her spine. She could feel her nipples hardening, her body responding to his touch despite her lack of consent. His grip on Lauren's arms tightened as he took control, bending her over the metal workbench. The rough steel pressed against her chest, the coarse fabric of her bra's straps chafing her skin as dust bunnies clung to the once pristine lace.

"No," came the weak, barely audible protest.

"Not very convincing," he said, dismissing the feeble objection.

Suddenly, she felt him roughly hike her skirt, the chilled air of the room caressing her bare ass cheeks. The unmistakable sound of his zipper being dragged downward filled the tense silence. 

"NO!"

An inhuman howl of pain followed as Lauren's sharp heel dug into the top of Shane's foot. Quickly turning, she grabbed his groin through the now open fly and squeezed firmly.

"Go to hell!"

Gathering the front of her dress, Lauren pushed her way past the tech and bolted for the door. Running to the stairwell, she slipped off her heels and carried them down the stairs until reaching an emergency door that warned of alarms. Her heart was pounding as she burst through the metal barrier, the sound of the bells ringing in her ears. She stumbled out into a dimly lit service alley, the smell of dumpsters and stale air filling her nostrils. Barefoot and disheveled, heels clutched tightly in her hand, she let out a shaky sigh of relief. Save for a few trash bins, there was no sign of Shane.

Lauren hobbled towards a side street, replacing her heels as she went. A stray cab happened to be approaching so she waved it down, then slipped inside, choking back tears. Adjusting the rearview mirror, the driver asked for a destination and then saw her torn dress.

"You okay, miss?"

Lauren nodded. She was now.

"Where to?" he repeated.

Sitting alone in the back of the cab, Lauren sighed heavily as she weighed her options. Should she contact Rekrap Security? Not a good career move. Stephen Jones had warned her once about being discrete, and a film of her cheating on her husband with a neighbor in a sauna was anything but. The cops for attempted rape? No, Shane was right. With her behavior these days, a defense attorney would portray her as just another cheating whore wife on the prowl. He'd never be convicted.

She followed the driver's eyes to the unfastened dress. Half the buttons had been left scattered on the floor of the computer room. No way she could go home like that without Corey asking a thousand questions. Lauren needed new clothes, that was certain, but couldn't very well visit her usual shops, where she was well known. Her sanity was about to implode when other options emerged in her rattled mind. Pursing her lips, she took a deep, steadying breath, then looked back at the driver, her gaze filled with revenge.



"Target, then Balls of Fun, please."

+++++

Corey gazed into the full-length mirror that doubled as a sliding closet door. He smiled. He had recently picked up a new light gray linen blazer at one of Lauren's favorite boutique shops, and it fit perfectly. The emerald-green polo shirt beneath added a touch of pop, matching the off-white casual chinos.

Looking good, kid.

Tugging on the coat's sleeves and nodding at his reflection, Corey believed it was going to be a good day too. A day of normalcy, stability. A time for an average couple to do sensible things. No bedroom antics. No talk of unchaste kinks. Just an ordinary Saturday having lunch with his boss and wife. Perhaps he and Lauren could even become friends with them.

Friends.

Yeah, Corey could sure use some. Most of his were back in Des Moines, and pretty much everyone in Miami seemed to be either sleeping with Lauren or wanting to. And who knows where Zane, his old college buddy, had disappeared to since their move down here? He'd been in the wind ever since they relocated to Miami. They needed, as a couple, some wholesome, common friends who knew nothing of their current lifestyle. Friends much like Sean and Shelly had been - people who wouldn't eye them out the corner of their eye or make judgments behind their backs. Folks that would provide a more positive influence on their lives. Dale and Amanda Dactyl seemed to be just those sorts of companions.

+++++

Little Havana looked decidedly less foreboding in the daytime as Lauren stepped from the taxi and tried to peer into the smoked glass windows of the pool hall. Taking advantage of the reflection, she smoothed out the white long-sleeve blouse and denim skirt she'd bought at Target while leaving the tattered sundress and ripped bra behind in a trashcan. Pulling the Chanel's down over her eyes, she undid a couple of buttons and pushed open the door to Balls of Fun.

Inside, three Latino men were gathered around a pool table. Cigarettes dangled from their mouths as they held their cues. Balls were scattered on the cloth, but none seemed in a hurry to make a play. Their chatter stopped when Lauren came through the front, her ponytail bouncing behind her. This was an unusual sight, as not many white women frequented the place, and this one looked familiar.

With an air of confidence, she strode over to the one she knew as Juan. Her tiny, braless breasts jiggled beneath her white cotton top. Striking a confident pose, the now composed Iowan wife stood silently, one knee slightly bent, hands on her hips. Baffled by her unexpected entry, the men looked at each other, then back at Lauren with blank expressions. It was then that Hector recognized her.

"Iowa," he said, a flash of memory taking him back to bending her over Raul's Lincoln in that alley.

Juan remembered too, and leaned against the table, cue stick in hand. "Iowa, indeed. Didn't think we'd see you around here anymore, um..."

"Lauren."

"Right. Lauren." Juan craned his neck to see if anyone was on the sidewalk waiting for her. The last time she was here her husband had brought her. To whore her out, no less.

"So, Lauren, to what do we owe a visit from Bricknell?"

"I...I need a favor."

Mendo laughed. So did the others. "Your husband pimpin' you out again? You don't strike me as someone who needs money."

The diminutive executive bristled at that memory and shrugged it off. "No. I need someone to... leave me alone," she said, going on to tell them about Shane's attack.

Juan rubbed chalk on the cue's tip and tried to see past her dark sunglasses. "Rape is a serious crime. Why not the cops?"

Lauren said nothing.

"He has something on you, si? Needs an attitude adjustment, but on the quiet?"

The crack of the balls colliding as the striped seven sank into the side pocket caused Lauren to jump.

"If that's what you call it."

The Cuban paused as if mulling it over. "And if we agree to take care of your problem?"

"I can pay you," Lauren blurted out, a crack showing in her calm facade.

Juan's eyes went to the exposed skin between her breasts. Dark areolae pressed against the snow-white fabric, providing a lovely contrast. He reached out with the pool stick, extending it until the blue tip made contact, causing Lauren to shudder. She held her breath as the Latino used it to slowly move the material aside, exposing her right tit.

For an older puta, this broad was still tight in all the right places. Just like he remembered.

"Okay, casada puta, show how us what our time is worth."

Lauren's heart pounded in her chest as the hard tip of the stick gently grazed her sensitive nipple, leaving a blue mark on the raised bumps. Her chest rose and fell, body humming. Without missing a beat, she confidently sauntered towards a table at the back of the room, her luscious ass rocking up and down. Their eyes followed her, captivated.

With silent command, Lauren hopped up onto the table, her body perched on the edge, legs dangling temptingly. The room was quiet as the guys watched every move. Leaning back on her elbows, the ponytail fell onto the green cloth below. The leggy brunette spread her thighs wide, causing the hem of her denim skirt to ride up. A broad, mischievous smile graced her lips, eyes still hidden behind the oversized sunglasses. Truth be told, the whole encounter with Shane had turned her on a little.

"Who's first?"

The other men clearly deferred to Juan, who simply waved his hand. He was a good leader. "Mendo, take care of the lady."

Never one to be shy, the largest of the three stepped forward. A predator for most of his life, Mendo licked his lips when he caught sight of her wet panties. With a swift motion, he grabbed Lauren's ankles and yanked her to the edge of the table. She gasped at first, but never faltered, knowing full well what she'd signed up for by walking through that door.

Mendo's rough hands moved up Lauren's legs, pushing the denim skirt up to her waist. His fingers slid under the edge of her damp panties, teasing her swollen clit through the thin fabric. Pulling her panties to one side, the Cuban leaned over her, his body odor and the scent of onion burrito breakfast filling her nostrils. She wrinkled her nose in disgust as he spread her legs wider, knowing that the end justified the means.

"¿Quieres la polla de Mendo, zorra?"

Lauren could only nod. She wasn't fluent in Spanish but knew polla had something to do with a dick. Mendo's greasy fingers moved to the buttons of the executive's blouse, popping them open one by one. His hands gripped the fabric and pulled it apart, revealing a smooth, tanned belly and taut abs. Muscles rippled as she breathed heavily, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. Without warning, his lips were on her breasts, tongue darting out, feeling the whore's nipples hardening in his mouth. Lauren moaned, her back arching off the table as the Latino sucked and teased her nipples. She reached down, grabbed a handful of his hair, and pulled him closer.

"Do it," the black-haired vixen demanded, nose-to-nose with the man.

A loud moan bubbled up from her throat when he unfastened his cargo shorts and took his cock out. The sight of the veiny appendage caused Lauren to find her voice of reason, whatever was left of it.

"Ca...ca...ca-dum."

Hector rolled his eyes, but the men were used to hookers requiring protection. He reached into his worn wallet, pulling out a couple of condom packets. Lauren eyed the dog-eared package warily as he handed it to his friend. She didn't even want to know the expiration date.

Mendo tore the thin foil away and rolled the synthetic sheath down his throbbing cock. Smirking, he planted his hands on the pool tablecloth on either side of Lauren's petite waist and pushed the head of his dick against her bald, slick pussy lips.

There was a moment of resistance, and then it yielded, allowing him to slide inside her warm, wet tunnel. As he inched forward, he could feel the heat of her pussy enveloping him, the soft folds of her labia clutching at his cock.

"Fah-uckkkkkkk," Mendo hissed as his balls hit her taint, eyes closed. He set the pace quickly, hips snapping as he drove his junk deep into her.

Pool stick still in hand, Juan clucked. "Hell yeah, Mendo! Show her who's boss!"

Mendo's grip tightened on Lauren's hips, squeezing them hard as he pounded into her with all his might. Her legs spread wide in the air, giving the others a clear view of her bald, dripping pussy and every inch of the pulsating shaft as it sank deep. Mendo drove into her with a brutal, uncaring force, causing the slate to creak under their combined weight. The sting of his balls slapping against her ass was only surpassed by the pain of his pinching grip. These marks would surely need to be explained to Corey later. With her back on the table, ponytail curled around her head, Lauren's tits bounced and jiggled as she desperately fucked the Latino, trying to make him cum. The sooner the men came, the sooner she could get on with her day. With clenched tunnel muscles, the stretched clam closed tightly, trying to coax the imminent release.

"Fuck meeeeeee!" Lauren cried out, her voice hoarse but focused, remembering Amy's advice on the importance of a woman's words. "Cum in my nasty pussy, fill me up with your hot, Havana spunk!"

Mendo began groaning, his hips pistoning in and out of the puta's sopping wet cunt. He grabbed her tits, squeezing and kneading them as he fucked her.

"Take it, whore! Take my cock!" he growled, eyes wild with dominance.

"Cum for me, cum in my pussy!" she rasped, her voice barely audible. "Fuck it like the beast you are."

The Cuban's cock erupted like a volcano, his hot load filling the condom in a matter of seconds. He growled as he emptied himself inside the rubber, body shaking. Pulling out with a satisfied grunt, the shiny latex glistened with Lauren's juices. Mendo gripped it by the base and ripped it off with a sloppy sound, tossing it to the floor.

Back on the table, Lauren's pussy was still clenching and unclenching as if gasping for air. Hector wasted no time stepping up, pants around his ankles, rubber already in place. He didn't ask permission as he took Mendo's place, mounting the slut quickly and plunging his cock deep into the cute brunette. She screamed in pain and pleasure as the swarthy figure began to pump, his hips slapping thighs as he fucked her with no regret. Regardless of her status, this was just another whore in his eyes.

The cock was longer than the previous, occasionally touching her cervix. Stretched to its limits, Lauren's walls clung tightly to the shaft, milking the Cuban to orgasm. Soon, the bizarre second installment of Shane's upcoming attitude adjustment was paid by way of hippo grunts as Hector spilled his Latin heritage into the condom's reservoir.

"Goddamn, Goddamn, Goddamn," was all he could utter as he stumbled away to accept a lit cigarette from his friend. "That was caliente!"

There was a moment of quiet as Lauren caught her breath and Mendo and Hector shared the smoke. They watched with smirks on their faces as Juan approached her, smiling from ear to ear.

"Well, Iowa, some things never change, do they?"

Lauren lay on the plush pool table, completely exposed and vulnerable. Her blouse was now hanging off her shoulders, exposing her heaving chest and erect nipples, which were as hard as diamonds. Her thighs remained splayed open, still glistening with the juices that the two men had cultivated from her willing womb. She couldn't speak, taking short gasps as an overwhelming feeling washed over her.

"I think she liked it," he chuckled, looking over at his friends, who nodded back. "Still a filthy slut, that's for sure."

Juan leaned over Lauren and whispered, "I think it's time for round three, don't you?"

Hector frowned at his buddy. "Rubbers are gone, ese."

Smirking, Juan glanced sideways at his buddy, then locked eyes with the kinky wench lying in front of him. With a flick of his wrist, he flipped the pool stick, catching the handle in his hand. Lauren pushed her sunglasses up and stared at the cue skeptically.

"No need, ese," Juan grinned. "No need."

+++++

Amy Rosinner answered her phone without even looking. "Yell-low?"

She had been sitting on the floor of her townhome painting her toenails, just managing to punch the answer icon that appeared on the screen.

"Is this Amy?"

The blonde legal secretary stopped painting and looked closer at who was calling. Just a number.

"Maybe. Who's this?"

"Zane Picardo. Corey's friend. We met a while back."

Amy remembered. Older guy, still in good shape for someone in their late fifties. Great in bed. Well, at least according to her best friend and coworker Lauren. The twenty-six-year-old's eyes darted back and forth. Why is he calling?

"Yeah, um, hi."

"Listen, I know we don't know each other very well, but, eh, I really enjoyed talking to you at dinner and was wondering if you'd like to go get a beer or something?"

Oh my God, the old dude is asking me out!

"I...um...I liked talking to you too. Sure... I guess. When?"

"Now?"

Amy thought hard. It was a rare Saturday that she didn't have plans, but this was one of them.

"Okay, where?"

"Got me there. No clue. Your town, you pick."

"Do you know where Miramar is?"

"The GPS does."

"Hal's Bar and Grill on the Parkway. I think they open at noon. We can grab some lunch."

Zane sounded genuinely happy, like his high school crush had just agreed to go out with him. "Great, great, see you then."

Hanging up, the striking young lady paused and smiled, remembering the biker's rugged but handsome face and broad shoulders. Cute, no doubt, and if memory served her right, had a personality that made conversation easy and light. Shrugging, she went back to painting her nails.

It was a long time before that grin left her face.

+++++

Lauren trembled as Juan wiped the pool stick handle with a disinfectant hand towel from a housekeeping cart, then dragged it down the middle of her chest. Nudging one nipple with the rubber bumper on the end, then the other, she arched her back as sparks of electricity shot out to her extremities. Juan watched the swell of her tits rise and fall with each breath. He moved the stick down her body, stopping just above her navel.

"Have you ever played billiards, Iowa?"

She gasped as he pushed on her belly button.

Juan studied the wrap around the grip, balancing it in his hand. "You see, the secret is not to grip too tight. Gotta be relaxed, si?"

Lauren nodded, figuring the best thing she could do at that point was to agree. Another gasp as he used the handle to lift the front of her skirt. The Latino moved to get a good look at her white cotton panties. In the absence of a penis, they had sprung back into place.

"Another postura."

Juan adjusted his footing as he placed the fat end of the cue alongside the soaked underwear.

"You see, the way you stand affects the way you shoot the ball."

Gingerly, he used the stick to brush aside the material, revealing Lauren's well-fucked slit, red and swollen.

"Important too is understanding the angles."

Lauren quivered as Juan lowered the rubber bumper onto the hood of her clit. 

"Oh, Gawwwd."

He smiled again, lingering on her hardening button.

"And then, perhaps most critical, is a good rack and break."

The pretty Rekrap vice-president moaned as the stick traced her outer lips.

"Very important..."

Juan used the handle to gently but firmly probe the hungry gash, the grip becoming saturated with clear and viscous juices.

"Would you like me to demonstrate the break, puta?"

Lauren froze. Although Hector and Mendo had brought her to the brink, they had not sent her over. And yet, this was not a sex toy, it was a pool stick for God's sake. She couldn't help but think of Corey, who was undoubtedly sitting at home, blissfully unaware of the depravity his wife was in the middle of.

As Juan began to move the stick in and out of her, Lauren's eyes fluttered shut, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She was vaguely aware of the cheers and catcalls of the other men, but she was too far gone to care. All that mattered was the feel of the probing cue, teasing her puffy labia.

"Do it."

The Cuban's grin widened. With a flick of his wrist, he twisted the handle and watched the first couple of inches disappear into the gaping pink hole. Her entire body quaked as her brain tried to process what was happening. Two more inches, then three.

"Oh, fuck, yes!" Lauren brayed, hips bucking up to meet the invading object.

Juan began to move the handle in and out of the wanton wife, each push eliciting a deep, guttural moan. He could feel the resistance as her pussy clenched around the simulated woodgrain, unwittingly trying to milk it for semen that would never come.

"Cum for me, you filthy slut."

Lauren's tiny tits jiggled with every thrust of Juan's hand, adding to the strain against his trousers. She was beyond caring about how degrading it was to be fucked with a pool stick in front of an audience. She just needed to cum... and badly.

As a good four inches of the pool stick repeatedly disappeared into her butterfly, a thin coat of white glaze began forming on the grip.

"YOU GODDAMN BASTARDSSSSSS!"

Lauren's orgasm hit her like a freight train, her body convulsing and shaking as if she were being shocked by a thousand stun guns. Bolting straight up, her eyes squeezed shut and mouth opened wide to utter a guttural scream that tore itself from her throat into an unnatural, horror movie bellow. Her thighs clamped down on the stick like she was trying to crush it to dust, and her hips bucked and rolled, moving in time with the unseen rhythm. Suddenly, copious fluids squirted from her urethra, flooding the side rail cloth and everything beneath it. She collapsed on the table, back on the cloth, muscles relaxing. The stick fell from her pussy and clattered to the floor.

The Cubans hooted with laughter as Juan unzipped his jeans and clambered onto the table. Planting one foot on either side of her chest, just below the armpits, he pulled out his cock and began stroking. Lauren slowly opened her eyes, blinking as she tried to focus on the figure standing over her. Her vision was still a little blurry from her intense orgasm, but she could make out the shape of the Latino's body, standing tall above her.

"Dirty little cumslut gotta come to the ghetto to find a real man, huh? Someone to defend your honor? Where's that marido tuyo? Hiding behind his polo cologne?"

Lauren gazed up at Juan's figure towering above her, light from the low-hanging fixture above the table in her eyes. She could just make out the large cock sticking out from the fly of his trousers, his hand sliding up and down it as talked down to her. Small dollops of precum were flung onto her face as soon as it formed.

"A spoiled princess who thinks she can have whatever she wants. What is it you want, puta? Tell Juan."

"Yes, I want it. I want your cum."

"Say it louder."

Propping herself on her elbows, Lauren's lips curled into a sultry smile. "I WANT YOUR CUM!"

Juan grunted and nearly lost his balance.

"C'mon baby," she whined, "let me see it. Pleeease give me your spunk."

"Do it, ese, paint that cunt," Hector egged his friend on.

That made Juan bear down even harder, his face contorting into a sneer, gaze fixed on Lauren's bare chest, her blouse fluttering to the side. The droplets of precum that had dripped onto her little titties were now starting to run down her side, creating a slick, glistening trail along her skin. He could see the way her stomach muscles contracted, the tight abs forming ridges as she continued to stare up at him with her best come-on-me expression.



"¡Oh, mierda, perra, puta!"

"Let it go, baby, don't hold back," Lauren begged. "Right here, put it right here." She opened her mouth wide and wagged her tongue.

¡Mierda, mierda, me voy a correr!

And cum he did. Rope after rope of hot, sticky jizz spewed from his glans, landing on Lauren's face, neck and chest with a satisfying splatter. Some of it landed in her mouth which she proudly displayed as he squeezed the remnants from his deflating cock.

Hector and Mendo cheered and punched each other on the arm as Juan hopped down from the table and zipped up. He threw a small hand towel to Lauren to clean up.

"Name and address," Juan asked, lighting a cigarette, walking behind a bar and grabbing a bottle of whiskey. "You little problem. He'll never bother you again. I guarantee it."

+++++

Zane rose from the booth as Amy strolled into Hal's B&G just shy of noon. The ex-mechanic's sabbatical had taken him far from home. With nowhere else to go, he had gotten to the restaurant early.

She was even more beautiful than he remembered. Younger than half his age, Amy had long, slender legs that seemed to go on for days. Her hair cascaded in lush, blonde ringlet curls, the dark shadow roots giving it a stylishly undone look. She wore a white crop top with the Miami Heat logo, showcasing her toned midriff, paired with yellow shortall overalls that accentuated her slim figure. The woman radiated California cool with a touch of Gold Coast flair.

Amy flopped down on the bench seat across the table from the biker and smiled broadly.

"Hey ya."

She gave him a once over. Typical rider. Rugged appearance with a square jaw. Nice salt and pepper hair, clean but unkempt. He wore a well-worn leather vest over a faded concert tee from a just as faded rock band, the sleeves rolled up to reveal muscular forearms covered in intricate tattoos. His boot-cut jeans were slightly scuffed and tucked into a sturdy pair of motorcycle boots. She guessed he was still out-of-doors, carrying with him whatever fit in the saddle bags on his bike as he wandered Florida. Yet, despite his weathered look, she remembered a warmth and kindness about him from before. Seasoned, but optimistic.

"Find yourself yet?" she asked while ordering a strawberry daiquiri from a waitress who blew by.

Zane grinned and pointed to his face. "Nothing but those damn love bugs. Ate plenty over the last month."

"You enjoy riding, huh?"

"Best thing about life. Just me and Bessy."

"Your Harley?"

"Yeah."

Amy fought back a smile. That he had a name for his bike was charming.

"When are you going back to Iowa?"

"Nothing to go back to."

"Job?"

Zane shook his head.

"House?"

He scoffed. "Place is a dump. No note on it though, so free and clear. Just taxes and upkeep."

"A sweetheart?"

That got a laugh. "She got my dog and truck. She ain't no sweetheart."

"I see."

The two sat gazing at each other in silence. There was a palpable mutual attraction, even though their age difference was stark.

"How 'bout you?" Zane asked, taking a swig of brew.

"No dog, no truck."

They both laughed out loud as the waitress brought Amy's cocktail, the necks of the glasses clinking together with a satisfactory ring.

+++++

Corey turned up the A/C in the new Audi A6 and sank back into its cool leather seats. Since his new lead project manager role would involve a great deal of travel around Florida, Dale had insisted he pick out a comfortable company car. The vehicle was clean, and sleek, with plenty of that fresh, new car smell.

Stealing a glance at his wife sitting in the passenger seat, Corey extended his right arm and held out his hand, resting it on the center console. Lauren smiled and looked down, intertwining their fingers.

The afternoon had started oddly - Lauren had come home after an air conditioning issue at Rekrap headquarters left her dress in need of dry cleaning. But now, fresh as a daisy, she sat beside him in stylish khaki pants and a chiffon blouse, ready to impress his boss and wife.

Corey really hoped they would like her. It was just the beginning of some sense of normalcy and stability he aimed to provide in their marriage.

Entering the parking lot of the Atlantic Artisan Gallery, he coasted the sedan to the valet station and stopped. Handing the valet driver the keys with a friendly smile, Corey bounded around the rear of the car to open the passenger door, offering Lauren his hand. She grinned at his boyish enthusiasm and the pep in his step, unable to recall the last time he had looked so happy.

Arm-in-arm, the pair ascended the marble steps and entered the main lobby of the gallery. The grand, open space was adorned with elegant chandeliers and vibrant artwork lining the walls.

As they stepped into the next hall, Corey's eyes landed on a tall easel bearing a sign: "The Benoit Moreau Collection".

"That's their friend!" he exclaimed excitedly, giving Lauren's arm an eager squeeze.

She allowed her husband to lead, his head bobbing and weaving as he scanned the room for any sign of his boss. Corey was clearly overjoyed to finally be introducing his gorgeous wife to a couple that represented what their life in Florida could be like in the years ahead.

The wound-up Iowan's eyes lit up as he spotted his boss.

"There he is," he said, gently tugging Lauren's hand.

She rolled her eyes as he practically dragged her through the hall, her legs moving quickly to keep up. He seemed to be making a beeline towards a middle-aged man with sandy hair standing next to a plump woman. Facing an exhibit, the couple was engaged in a lively conversation with another.

"Dale!" Corey bubbled fervently before he even reached them.

The couple broke from their discussion and turned.

"Corey, my boy!" Dale beamed, stepping forward to warmly shake his employee's hand. "So glad you could make it."

Still smiling, he and his portly companion looked at Lauren and froze, the cheer instantly leaving their expressions. Corey's grin began to fade too as he noticed the color in his own wife's face draining away.

"Meadow?" the regal-looking woman asked, slack-jawed.

"Lucy? Ricky?" Lauren stared at them incredulously.

"Oh, fuck," Dale sputtered, nearly dropping his drink.

"No, silly," Corey chuckled nervously, trying to set things straight. "It's Dale and Amanda. Guys, this is my wife, Lauren."

Something drew his eyes to the wine glass in the woman's hand, then to her wrist. Just below the palm was an intricate tattoo of an eagle in flight, holding an olive branch in its beak.

A faint memory, like a whisper in the wind, came to him. 'She had the cutest little eagle tattooed on the inside of her wrist...it's amazing what they can do with ink these days.'

Corey began backing away from the three, nearly knocking over a passerby. "No."

He began to sway, his complexion getting pasty. "NO! NO! NO!"

"Babe, stop," Lauren reached out to steady him. "You don't look so good..."

"IT'S NOT SUPPOSED TO BE THIS WAY!"

Suddenly, the world around the stunned wittol began to spin. His heart raced as a cold dread gripped him, constricting his chest. The voices of the others faded to a distant murmur, drowned out by the pounding of his pulse. He felt unsteady, as if his legs might give out beneath him at any moment. Panic surged through his body. "Please, no," he repeated, the words coming out as a faint, strangled mumble.

Seconds later, Corey's vision blurred, the edges of his sight growing dark. Everything was slipping away, fading into an abyss of confusion and disbelief. As his knees buckled, he could vaguely make out Lauren's concerned face, her voice calling out to him, but the words were indistinct, muffled.

And then, the world went dark.

+++++

Three drinks each later, Zane and Amy had fallen into an easy back-and-forth, trading stories about their respective lives and experiences. As an Iowa native who had spent most of his adult life roaming the open roads on his beloved Harley, he was fascinated to learn that Amy had lived in Miami her entire life.

"So, what's the appeal of this town?"

The native Floridian's face lit up as she described the party scene that defined much of her social life. She spoke enthusiastically about the endless array of clubs, bars, and music venues that were open around the clock.

Zane nodded. "I hear Lauren has acclimated herself just fine."

Amy plucked a strawberry from her glass and sucked on it while studying the biker's face.

"You've fucked her, huh?"

Zane choked on his beer and grinned. "Are you, um, always this direct?"

The blonde shrugged. "Life's too short not to be."  She brushed loose bangs from her blue eyes. "Besides, so have I."

The ex-mechanic was about to say something when Amy's phone rang. Looking down at the table she saw a familiar face and tapped the speaker phone.

"Hi sweetie, I was just sitting here having a drink with an old friend of yours."

The sobs immediately wiped the smiles from their faces. "Oh my God, Amy, oh my God!"

"Lauren, calm down. What is it?"

"It's Corey. He collapsed. He just fucking collapsed!"

+++++

Blue and red lights from the Miami-Dade Fire Rescue vehicle bathed the surrounding buildings outside the gallery in an eerie glow. Lauren stood wringing her hands, huddled with Dale and Amanda, as the first responders worked on Corey in their truck.

"I swear I didn't know," Dale shook his head vigorously, gathering Lauren into his arms. "You have to believe me."

"He never showed us a picture of you, dear," Amanda tried to console the younger woman, putting a hand on her shoulder.

"I believe you," Lauren sniffled, trying to peer into the back of the ambulance. "Oh my God, what must he think? He must be in shock."

"Nobody could have seen that coming," Dale offered. "Nobody. Look, I'll make sure he gets the best medical care in the county. I promise you that."

"We'll all pray for him, sweetie," his wife smiled kindly.

One of the paramedics hopped down from the rescue truck and began asking questions of the crowd that had gathered, then approached the threesome.

"Hi there, you're Mr. Miller's wife?"

Lauren wiped her eyes and nodded.

"Is his sister with you?"

"Doesn't have one."

"Aunt? Cousin?"

"No, why?"

The medic looked down at his chart. "Well, he's not very coherent right now, but he keeps asking for someone."

Lauren glanced back at Dale and Amanda with a bewildered look, then tried to read the chart. "Who?"

"Not real sure, but it sounded like...Jezebel?"

+++++
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=================

Saturday, April 28th

=================

The morning sun crept through the hospital room's blinds, gently rousing Lauren from her fitful sleep. She stirred in the oversized leather chair, her body aching from the long, anxious night. Corey lay still on the bed, his chest rising and falling steadily as he remained sedated.

Lauren's mind went to the frightening moments the night before as the sixty-one-year-old blacked out, seeming to realize that she and his boss and wife were anything but strangers. Jesus, could their lives get any stranger?  What are the chances that such a random hookup in the middle of the ocean was with the one person with whom Corey wanted to keep their lifestyle a secret? Just to find that Dale and Amanda Dactyl were just as kinky?

After the collapse, Lauren had ridden with the Dactyls to the hospital, following the ambulance as closely as possible. Zane and Amy had shown up as well, and both couples remained in the waiting room until learning that Corey was stable. It was a tense and uncertain time, leading the attending physician to admit the older man overnight for observation.

And now, the pretty brunette stretched and sat up in the chair, reaching for a glass of water.

Jezebel. 

Her husband had used the safe word. Clearly after all the abuse she'd dished out, this must have been the breaking point. Certainly, it was as much of a shock to Corey as it was to the rest of them. Lauren could only imagine the flood of emotions that had rushed through him as he tried to process the unfolding revelation, eventually causing his body to shut down. Obviously, the two of them needed a heart-to-heart, but for now, it was all about recovery.

A nurse quietly entered the room to check Corey's vitals and explained the doctor would be making rounds later and would provide status at that time. Until then, the staff would be making him as comfortable as possible. With that, Lauren sank back into the soft leather and closed her eyes.

+++++

Zane groggily awoke to the sound of a shower down the hall, then quickly remembered the couch he had slept on all night belonged to Amy Rosinner. That was a good thing, seeing as he'd woken up in a lot worse places before.

Their date had unfortunately been interrupted by the news of his lifelong best friend's collapse, and they had left the bar to sit with Lauren. After learning Corey was stable, Amy invited Zane to crash at her condo. While the Millers would have put him up while he was in town, they were in no position to do so right then.

Exhausted from the day and stress of not knowing a prognosis, the pair had returned to Amy's to continue getting to know each other. After a couple beers and a very large joint, they had both fallen asleep on the couch watching a boring movie. At some point, Amy slipped away to her bed, but not before covering her guest with a blanket.

The sound of water now seemed to wake up Zane's bladder too, and the biker weighed his options - either pee in the kitchen sink (something he was not above doing) or knock on the bathroom door. Erring on the side of caution, he dragged himself off the couch and rapped on the white panel door, which was answered by a muffled voice shouting over the steam.

"Gotta pee?"

The intuitiveness made Zane smile. This was a woman who had a few men stay overnight. Unfortunately for him, however, those men probably had not passed out on her couch.

"Uh, yeah," he replied.

"Well, come on in, just don't piss on my carpet. That's a hella cleaning fee. Don't ask how I know."

Zane cautiously opened the door, shielding his eyes as he made his way to the toilet. Lifting the lid, he continued to avert his gaze from the foggy shower stall just a few feet away. Despite the steam, and his effort to look elsewhere, he could make out the faint silhouette of Amy's figure. Fishing his dick through light blue briefs, he held it as a steady dark yellow stream fell into the bowl below. Seconds later, he stuffed the impressive package back into his shorts and flushed. It was then he heard shower's door open.

The tall blonde stood with the stall open, mist dissipating. Water cascaded over her full breasts and wide hips, golden hair plastered to her body like wet strands of silk. At twenty-six, Amy was nothing short of a dream to the fifty-eight-year-old. Zane didn't have much time to dwell before Amy's fingers dug into his shoulders as she pulled him into the shower stall, hot water streaming from the nozzle above them. She kicked the door shut and pressed her dripping body against his, firm tits smashing against his chest.

"Fuck, I've been thinking about this all night," she growled, voice husky and weak.

As Zane's briefs became saturated, clinging to his package, Amy pulled them down his thighs.

"Mmm, someone's excited," she said, a sly smile playing at the corners of her lips.

Dropping to her knees, she yanked the underwear to the floor and flung them across the tiled floor. His dick planked rigidly, like a just vacated diving board, its distinct bend causing the secretary to take notice.

"And what did my bestie do with this?" Amy giggled, running a warm and wet hand over the quaking shaft. The fact that Lauren had been boned by this fine piece of wood made that moment all the hotter. It was long and narrow, with a distinct hook upwards towards the end.

"Did she do this?"

She wrapped her lips around the head, swirling her tongue around the tip.

Zane groaned, reaching out to grab onto the shower wall for support. Amy took him deeper into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him hard. She reached down and grabbed his balls, giving them a gentle tug. Hips bucking, he drove his cock deeper into Amy's throat. She gagged, but didn't stop, her eyes watering as she sucked him harder and harder.

Tangling his fingers in her wet hair, Zane gripped it tightly as the blonde bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper with each pass.

"Fuck, that feels good," he groaned, the steam from the shower enveloping them. "You dirty girls must have had so much fun together."

Amy hummed around his shaft, the vibrations driving him wild. She had looked up at him with lust-filled eyes, lips glistening with saliva and pre-cum. Pulling back, she ran her tongue along the underside, teasing the sensitive vein.

"You have no idea."

Zane let out a guttural groan as Amy's tight throat squeezed his cock. The feeling was exquisite, like nothing he'd ever experienced. Lauren had certainly been talented, but this was on a whole other level. Amy's eyes sparkled with mischief as she worked him over. Finally, the young woman pulled back, letting his dick slip from her mouth with a wet 'pop'. A strand of saliva connected her lips to the tip, which she promptly licked away. Her hand stroked him slowly, twisting at the base.

"You're a naughty boy too, aren't you? Fucking your best friend's wife like that," she purred."Now it's my turn. I'm gonna ride you until you can't walk straight."

With that, she stood up, turned around, and wiggled her ass, presenting a glistening pussy to him. Reaching back, she spread her lips. He could see the hard nub of her clit.

Wasting no time, Zane gripped Amy's hips and lined up the angry-red head of his throbbing, veiny cock with her slit. With one firm, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, a groan of pure, unadulterated pleasure escaping his lips at the feel of her walls clenching and fluttering around his pulsing shaft.

"Fuck...you...good," he growled, pulling back until just the tip remained before slamming into her again, setting a ruthlessly punishing pace that rattled the tiles and echoed off the walls of the shower stall. Amy cried out, her manicured nails scrabbling desperately against the slick sides as the mechanic used her pussy like a cheap fuck-toy.

"Yes, that's it! Pound my cunt like the dirty whore I am," she moaned, glancing back at him with hooded, lust-blown eyes. She had taught Lauren everything she knew about how to use filthy, degrading words during sex and it showed. "Fuck it like used, sloppy meat."

Zane bayed, his grip on her hips bruising as he pistoned in and out of her quivering, dripping hole, the obscene sounds of skin slapping against skin mingling with their ragged, panting breaths. Amy tits, much larger than her older friend, were bouncing with every forceful thrust, the water cascading down her flushed, writhing body. The older man took delight at seeing his cock disappearing into her sopping wet pussy over and over, causing the inevitable queefing.

Sweat mixed with water as they fucked like demons, saying little now, voices replaced by grunts of pleasure. Zane's hips slammed into Amy's ass with a resounding smack, his large, calloused hands gripping her waist tightly, bruising the delicate skin as he rutted into her like an animal.

The sounds of their bodies slapping together, her desperate moans and his grunts of pleasure fill the steamy air. Amy's head was thrown back in ecstasy, eyes closed, relishing Zane's hot breath on her neck. her head thrown back as she takes every brutal thrust. She can feel the burn of Zane's fingers digging into her hips, the pain only adding to the overwhelming pleasure coursing through her body.

"Harder," she moaned, what voice she had breathy and needy. The fact that this was probably the oldest guy she had ever fucked did not escape her. "Give it to me harder, daddy."

That fueled the biker on, tightening his grip and fucking her even harder, cock slamming into her with bruising force. Zane's eyes were wild, his rugged face contorted in concentration as he jackhammered into her relentlessly. Amy's ample tits jiggled and bounced with the force of his punishing strokes, her pink nipples standing erect, begging to be sucked and twisted. She brought one hand up to knead and squeeze her own breasts, rolling the sensitive buds between her fingers as she moaned like a whore.

Their guttural growls mixed with gasps as they raced towards inescapable releases. Zane clenched teeth, sweat beading on his brow, removing one hand from her hip to yanking her stringy blonde hair back roughly. He bore down, his balls tightening.

Amy cried out. She could feel the familiar coil of pleasure tightening in her belly, her walls fluttering and clenching around the biker's thick shaft. "Gonna cum!"

The glass shattering squeals that accompanied her convulsions tattled on her neighbors as she came. Body twisting, Zane's grip on her hair was the only thing that kept her from toppling into the glass shower door. Pulling out, he guided her gently to her knees as she savored the orgasm. When Amy opened her eyes, she saw him towering over her, cock in hand as he jerked it mightily.

Within a few strokes he too erupted, lobbing thick spurts of semen over her with each massive pulse, skin glistening with the thick, creamy cum that splattered on her face and tits. Pearly white droplets briefly clung to her lashes, dripping down her cheeks and chin, before being whisked away by the water.

For at least a minute, both stood frozen in time, catching their breath as the warm shower caressed their skin. Finally, Amy reached up and turned off the handle, the stream slowing to a trickle. She smiled, trying to rise to her feet on shaky legs.

"Let's try that in a bed now."

+++++

Corey's eyes fluttered open, his eyes adjusting to the dim light in the hospital room where curtains had been drawn. With a few blinks, his gaze landed on a figure sitting in a chair at the foot of the bed. A very familiar figure. Within seconds, the person had covered the distance and was now standing by his side, clutching his hand.

Lauren. 

He tried to talk but couldn't, throat dry and parched. His voice was unfamiliar to his own ears. An attempt to sit up caused dizziness.

In seconds, Lauren sprang from the chair and hurried to his bedside. Corey felt the squeeze of her fingers and the mist in her eyes. "Shh, shh, don't try to move," she consoled, gently pressing the other hand to his shoulder.

"Where?" he croaked softly.

"Venice Memorial."

"Why?"

Lauren looked down at him compassionately, choking back a river of tear. "Because of something I did."

Corey's head began to clear a little. The art gallery, Dale and his wife Amanda, surprised looks on everyone's faces. Rick and Lucy...and Lauren . A nausea began to well up in the pit of his stomach as the heart rate on the beeping machine began to rise.

"I'm so sorry."

He nodded, stilly foggy.

"We didn't know," Lauren continued, "it wasn't planned."

It was Corey's turn to squeeze her hand. He believed her.

"I thought I had lost you," she gushed, sobbing. "Oh my God, what would I do without you?

A knuckle rap on the door interrupted any further painful recollections of the previous evening. A smiling and over-caffeinated doctor in a white lab coat entered with two nurses in tow.

"Hey now, why all the tears on this beautiful morning?" he asked cheerfully, handing a grateful Lauren a tissue. Then, turning to Corey, "I'm Doctor Gilbert, the attending physician. How you feeling, pal?"

"Thirsty."

"Well, we'll take care of that in a minute. Besides thirty?"

The memory of last night came creeping back. "A little sick." That wasn't a lie. "What's wrong with me?"

"Beyond an elevated heart rate and pulse when you came to us, everything else seems normal. The acute kind of fainting you experienced is usually brought on by a sudden onset of shock, either physically or mentally. Do you remember anything stressful around the time things started to get murky?"

Corey looked up at Lauren, then back to the doctor. Besides learning my wife had slept with my boss and HIS wife? 

He shook his head. "No."

"Are you sure?" This time the doc looked between husband and wife as if he was fishing for a clue. He frowned at Corey's feeble nod and didn't fare any better after several more leading questions were unsuccessful.

"Okay, well, listen, I'd still like to do a couple tests, since you're stable, insurance says it can be done as outpatient. So, I'm going to send you home with orders for a tilt table exercise. They can do an EKG there as well."

Lauren agreed and looked lovingly upon her husband. "He'll do it, I'll make sure of it."

"Great, well, you can go ahead and get dressed. It'll take a few minutes for the discharge papers and then an orderly will be up with a wheelchair. If you start feeling weird in any way, especially lightheaded or floaters in your eyes, you come right back here, got it?"

Corey nodded again, this time more eagerly. He was ready to go. Lauren leaned over and cradled his face, kissing a cheek. The doctor made his way to the door but paused before leaving.

"By the way," he leafed through his patient's chart, "whoever, eh... Jezebel... is, please let her know you're okay. You were babbling her name the whole time you were being admitted last night."

+++++

The melodic sounds of The Wailers drifted through the townhome as Amy flushed the toilet and sauntered back into her bedroom where Zane lay propped up on his elbows. A sheet was covering his dad bod, firm but showing his age. She stopped at the foot of the bed and stood there, hands on hips, wearing nothing but his well-worn leather vest which did nothing to conceal her breasts.

The young blonde stood before Zane with a coy smile. She'd had a lot of men, but very few were both gentle and rocked her world like the older man in her bed right now. Golden locks cascaded down her back in lush waves, framing the flushed, youthful face as Picardo gazed at her. The rest of her hair fell teasingly down to her navel, drawing the eye to the glistening, bald mound between her toned, shapely thighs. She looked like the type of woman men jerked off to late at night while their unsuspecting wives slept.

Amy slowly crawled onto the bed, balancing on her knees. With a mischievous grin, she grasped the sheet covering Zane and ripped it away, exposing his flaccid cock which twitched in the sudden cool air. She knee-walked towards him, her dripping pussy bumping against his growing erection. Zane gasped as he felt the heat and wetness of her cunt teasing his shaft. Amy reached down and wrapped her delicate fingers around his throbbing cock, slowly stroking up and down. "Mmm, looks like someone is ready for round two," she purred in a sing-song voice.

Positioning herself over his bent dick, Amy slowly lowered herself down, adjusting to the curve, hissing through clenched teeth as his thick, rigid member penetrated her tight, sopping slit.

"Fuck, you feel so good," she moaned, her walls clenching hard.

Bracing her hands on his broad chest, Amy began to ride him, rolling her hips in a sensual rhythm. Zane's hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements as she fucked herself with his rock-hard meat. Only the sounds of sloppy squishes, the slap of skin on skin, and their ragged breaths and moans filled the room.

Amy threw her head back, her long blonde hair cascading down her back as she lost herself in the euphoric sensations. "Harder, daddy," she cried, her manicured nails digging into Zane's flesh. "Make me your dirty slut!"

The biker obliged, his hips snapping up to meet her every downward thrust. He pounded into her ruthlessly, the force of his strokes causing the bed to creak and groan beneath them. Amy's ample tits bounced with each punishing impact, her needy whimpers and moans spurring Zane on.

Leaning forward, the young girl pressed her lips to his in a searing, passionate kiss, her tongue delving into his mouth to dance with his own. She nipped at his lower lip, a playful smile on her face before trailing her mouth down his jaw and neck. Sucking and licking at his rugged skin, she eventually reached his graying chest, latching onto one of his nipples and flicking her tongue over the hardened bud.

Zane growled, brushing aside the leather vest that clung to Amy's body. He gripped her jiggling tits, kneading and squeezing the soft, pliant flesh as she rode him. Her own hands reached up to cover his, guiding his movements as he teased and pinched her erect nipples. Inner thighs slid outer thighs, delicate skin caressing rugged flesh as she rode him relentlessly. The crookedness of the mechanic's long, thin cock pummeled her sensitive flesh, hitting all the right spots and drawing out guttural moans of pleasure from the young vixen.

Head thrashing from side to side, blonde hair flying wildly as the sensations overwhelmed her. Zane's shaft felt like molten steel, filling her in the obscenest way. With each powerful thrust, Amy's walls fluttered and clenched around him greedily, desperate for more.

"Yes, yes! Fuck me, use me!" she cried out, nails raking down his barrel chest. "I want every inch of your cock. GIVE IT TO ME!"

Craning his neck, Zane latched onto one of her nipples and gently bit down, causing the pretty secretary to squeal. The bouncing globe popped out and Amy bent again, her forehead against his as they stared intensely into each other's eyes, feeling their mutual climaxes locked and loaded. Their tongues battled, all teeth and desperation. And then it hit suddenly, violently, crashing down on them from above. Both convulsed, expelling fluids to consummate the intimate coupling. Amy by unleashing her juices onto his cock, and Zane by unloading yet another load of semen into her womb.



And then it was over, sending Amy crashing to Zane's chest as the pair struggled to regain their breath. It had been short, but completely satisfying lovemaking and both were content to lie in each other's arms as his dick slowly deflated in her well-fucked pussy. As they came to their senses, Amy nuzzled Zane's nose with hers, not wanting the glow to end.

"Where does the wind take you now?" she asked, a part of her unsure if she wanted to hear the answer. After all, she barely knew this man, and he was her best friend's lover.

Picardo shrugged. "Not sure. West maybe? Vegas?"

Amy considered this, then offered, "Miami has motorcycles." She bit her lower lip, almost nervously.

Zane shook his head. "And what? Live on the beach? Nah, Miami's too expensive."

"Well, you could stay here for a bit, check out the local scene. There are a few Harley dealers around - I'm sure one of them could find you a good mechanic."

The biker pulled his head deeper into the pillow, studying her closely. "You ever had a guy stay here before?"

"No," she admitted.

"Then why me?"

Amy pushed herself up to a sitting position, her satisfied groin pressing against his belly. She shrugged.

"Maybe it's time to get a dog."

=================

Sunday, April 29th

=================

Corey carefully made his way to the couch from the bedroom and eased down into the soft cushions. He still felt like shit, but it wasn't from a lack of sleep. Upon Lauren bringing him home from the hospital the day before, he had gone straight to bed, not awakening until just a little while ago at nine a.m.

Reaching for the remote, he flipped through a few channels until landing on Face the Nation. Lauren followed a few minutes later, stretching in her nightwear before sitting down beside him. She took the remote and muted the sound.

"You know we need to talk about this," she said gently, curling her feet up beneath her and placing a hand on his knee.

"Yes, I suppose we do," he agreed, forcing a feeble smile.

"It wasn't planned."

Both their minds went back to that first time on Myles' yacht, with Max Bemer, the bar owner. That had  been arranged, and it wouldn't be a stretch to think this had been as well.

Corey nodded. "Okay." He believed her, he really did, but it didn't make things any easier.

"I was hoping that just a speck  of our new life here could be normal. Plus, this is my career. The one thing I wanted to keep separate from our new... tendencies."

"I'm sorry," Lauren frowned, running her fingers through his graying hair. "If I had known... "

A wave of Corey's hand dismissed her apology. "It's fine. Nothing surprises me anymore."

The couple shared an awkward, quiet moment.

"So now what?" she asked. "Where do we go from here? I like the attention. And the sex. But you  are the most important thing in my life, not..."

Her voice trailed off, not really knowing how to describe the past year.

Corey turned to his wife. "Maybe we could have just something normal. Like Des Moines was."

"Miami isn't Des Moines," Lauren chuckled. "Normalcy doesn't exist here. The only way to be normal is to stop altogether."

His brow furrowed and he appeared panicked.

"What is it, babe?"

"But I'm worthless to you now," Corey blurted out. For all his twisted fantasies of her actually leaving him, he knew that's exactly what would happen if she stopped playing. Her libido was too kindled now; the genie was out of the bottle and no way to put it back. She would surely quickly tire of his fetish induced ED and then what?

"Good God, that's ridiculous."

"I can't satisfy you anymore, I know that much."

Lauren stared into his misty eyes. She usually reserved going there  for bedroom humiliation, but there was no denying it. He was no match for younger lovers.

"Our marriage has never been built on just sex. We were down to what in Iowa, one a month maybe ? And yet our relationship was fine. You are my rock, my anchor. When things get too crazy, you are always there for me. We are going to die in each other's arms, old and wrinkled."

Corey's shoulders sagged with relief. Deep down, he knew it was true.

"Of course, one of us will be more wrinkled than the other," she poked him in the arm hoping for a smile. But his gloomy expression persisted.

"Okay, look, how about we take a little time off from all these... um... distractions? Be normal, whatever that is down here. Go sightseeing, take in a movie. Maybe go see Amelia. She's about as normal as it gets."

Hearing his daughter's name perked up the Miller patriarch. It certainly would be cooler in Chicago.

"I think I'd like that."

Lauren looked deeper into his eyes. "Can you control it?"

Corey scrunched his nose. "I'm not sure," he replied honestly, "probably as much chance as you taming your beast."

The forty-eight-year-old blinked. "Fair enough. We dial things back and take one day at a time."

That put a grin on the older man's face. It was worth a try. "Sounds great to me."

An inquisitive then crossed his face.

"You, eh, you got got any weed?"

+++++

Through a concerted effort, things did begin to calm down for Lauren and Corey. Determined to recapture some of the relaxed pace of their former lives, they reverted to those things that used to bring them comfort and peace.

Professionally, Lauren hired additional staff to allow her to spend more time at home. She was relieved to hear that Shane Carson was no longer employed with Rekrap, having unexpectedly quit with no explanation. Privately, Lauren begged off all date invitations, including those from Alex and Griffin, and stopped all impulsive trysts like those with Nate. Every night, the loving wife came right home after work, fixed dinner, and focused on the way they used to be.

Of course, Corey had his own demons to work through. Shortly after the collapse, Dale Dactyl had given the older man some time off to recuperate and 'get his head right'. A week later, the billionaire showed up at the apartment, a six-pack of IPA in his hand and a look of contrition on his face as Lauren answered the door.

"Eh, hi there," the entrepreneur greeted her sheepishly. "Is he home?"

The pair's gaze met, their eyes registering that brief memory of intimacy that only once lovers can share. With a soft smile, Lauren moved away from the entrance and allowed the visitor to enter. Without a word, she picked a fob and headed for the hallway.

"You can stay if you'd like," Dale said, "I'll only be a minute."

The pretty brunette looked over her shoulder and winked. "Thanks, but I'm going to work out. Besides, you two have things to work out as well."

Both men watched as the door closed behind an ass that was clad in the tightest fitting yoga pants they'd ever seen. A moment later, the boss sat down beside his employee and handed him a beer.

"How you feeling?"

Corey shrugged and popped the tab. "Okay."

"We miss you in the office."

"Sorry."

The sarcasm and distain were obvious.

"Look, I know you're upset about..."

"You fucked my wife," Corey interrupted, fixing his employer with a cold stare.

Dale frowned. "We fucked Meadow , not your Lauren."

"Who?"

"We met a woman named Meadow on a swinger's cruise and shit happened."

Corey shook his head. Meadow . He could hardly believe how crazy things had gotten. "Ricky and Lucy."

"Dude, we didn't know."

"Yeah, that's what everybody keeps telling me."

"But it's true."

"What do you want from me, forgiveness?"

Dale sat up straight and bristled. "No, just your understanding. Amanda and I have done nothing to forgive. Your wife on the other hand..."

The younger man was stopped in mid-sentence by a calloused hand held high.

"Neither has she."

"Come again?"

Corey took a sip of beer and looked at his shoes. "She's had a hall pass pretty much since moving down here."

Dale's jaw started to drop, then curled into a knowing grin as he thought back to prior conversations. "I see. So, when you asked while fishing about Florida's liberal attitude towards sex, you really were curious."

"I guess, yeah."

"You little devil, you. I'll be damned. Open marriage, then. Keeping it fresh. Good for you."

Corey drained the hoppy can of brew and reached for another, debating on whether to leave things like that or clarify. His fetish won.

"Not exactly. I'm more of a... voyeur."

Dale pursed his lips and studied the man he had hired to basically take over his operations so he and Amanda would have more time to screw women like this guy's wife.

"I understand."

The men sat in silence watching the ballgame that had been on the entire time. At the bottom of the seventh inning, Corey's curiosity got the best of him. He turned and looked at his boss contemplatively.

"In your state room?"

A bit startled at the question, Dale drew on his own drink and swallowed. "Yes."

"All three of you?"

A nervous chuckle, then another "Yes."

Corey could feel the familiar twitch in his groin and did his best to suppress it.

"Did you like it?"

Ever tactful, Dale responded without being crude. "We enjoyed her company, yes."

"Did you like fucking  my wife, boss?"

The creases around the tycoon's eyes deepened. He wasn't sure where Corey was headed this. It could be just the natural curiosity of a cuckold scopophiliac, or it could turn dark very fast. Dale decided to find out.

He cleared throat. "As a matter of fact, I did. We  did."

The conversation was taking a completely different course than the businessman had expected, but now he was intrigued. He didn't want to cause another episode, but the thought that he was entrusting his company to a wittol was scintillating.

"You know, my friend, your little bride was an absolute wildcat in the bedroom," Dale drawled, taking a long pull from his beer. "Amanda and I had such a wonderful time with her on that cruise."

Corey shifted uncomfortably on the couch, his eyes downcast. It was one thing for him to imagine it, yet another for his boss to be regaling in it.

"Mandy tongued that hairless snatch good."

The telltale tent in the older man's shorts gave away his reception. Dale leaned in closer.

"She begged us to use her, to fill all of her hungry little holes."

Corey met his employer's eyes who seemed to be gleaming with malicious delight.

"Would you like me to tell you how she squealed when I pounded that tight ass of hers?"

The native Iowan's face was flush with arousal as Dale continued to taunt him with the sordid details of the encounter with Lauren.

"You're getting off on this, aren't you," Dale chuckled.

Corey opened his mouth to deny it, but the words caught in his throat. His body had betrayed him, and he knew it.

"It's okay, buddy, I can see it written all over your face."

"We... we're taking a break, you know."

Dale nodded. "Probably a good idea, considering."

On screen, the top of the order for the home team stepped up to the plate. They watched quietly as the pitcher threw a fast ball, slider, and change up.

"Lauren's staying home," Corey said out loud, "not going out anymore."

The wealthy construction magnate raised an eyebrow and gently nodded again. "Okaaay."

The count was two balls and two strikes now.

"Stepping away."

"I can respect that. Although you sure seem all in."

Corey ignored the comment. "When can I come back to the office?"

"Monday, if you're up for it?"

"G-g-g-ood."

Both men stared at the TV, not moving.

"Did you come in her mouth?"

Dale chortled, nearly dropping his beer. "What?"

"Did you come in my wife's mouth?" Corey repeated matter-of-factly, his eyes never leaving the glowing tube.

"I... I really don't remember."

The project manager shot his boss a dirty look. "You remember everything else."

The cleanup batter took a ball outside as the men heard the knob of the apartment door begin to turn. Just as the next pitch went yard for a three-run homer, Lauren returned from the gym, her workout clothes glistening with sweat, her breathing labored but slow from the stair-stepper.

Dale smiled and tilted his head, raising his beer in a toast to the brunette, laughing at her odd, inquisitive expression.

"Why don't you ask her yourself?"

++++++

Jorma Meier, the crafty club manager, leered lecherously at Chloe Ceallaigh as the buxom redheaded stripper sauntered into his office. Topless, Chloe had been on the club floor hustling drinks and giving private dances to the horny patrons. Now, she stood before her boss and another white-haired man seated in front of Jorma's expensive desk. She was wearing only a thin green silk thong, and her fiery red hair tumbled over her substantial bare breasts.

"Autumn, this is Clyde," Stoop grinned, careful only to use Chloe's stage name.

Chloe nodded politely and offered her pale hand to the older gentleman, guessing he was about seventy or so. She could feel the eyes of both men roving over her nearly naked body. That was okay, it went with the territory.

"Pleased to meet you, sir."

Stoop beamed. He prided himself on hiring the finest refined entertainers in Miami.

"Mr. Clyde is one of our biggest sponsors. I'm sure you've seen ads for his Smut Den Book Emporium on our napkins and menus."

She had. And on the dozens of billboards across South Florida.

"Yes, I have, although I don't have as much time as I'd like to read."

The old guy chuckled. "Most of my clientele don't purchase my product for the editorials."

Chloe giggled. He was a handsome septuagenarian, resembling the colonel from those chicken commercials. Hands on hips and posing, she raised her brow playfully. "I suppose not. What do  your clients buy them for?"

Jorma cleared his throat. "Clyde has been admiring your artistic dancing for some time now and asked if he could meet you."

The redhead winked and curtsied, with a silly, disarming look on her face. "Well, here I am."

Her boss took a seat behind his desk and began looking at some food ordering forms for the kitchen. "He'd also like to get to know you more... personally."

Yep, there it was. If Chloe had learned anything in life, men always want something. 

The stripper took a step closer. "Would you like to accompany me to the VIP room?"

Mr. Clyde shook his head, his loose jowls jiggling. "Just suck my dick, girlie." At his age, he didn't have time to pussyfoot around. A man had to cut to the chase. " Now ."

Chloe glanced at Jorma, who looked up from his paperwork long enough to shrug. She usually liked working a client into a frenzy first, but business was business. Sighing, she knelt in front of Clyde and moved her hand to his dusty trousers.

Chloe yanked down Clyde's zipper, freeing his flaccid, aged member. She stuck out her tongue, letting it lick a slow, teasing trail from the base to the tip. "Mmm, looks like someone's eager for Mommy's attention," she taunted.

Without further ado, the dancer opened her mouth wide and swallowed Clyde's shaft, bobbing her head up and down as she hollowed her cheeks. She could feel his cock slowly hardening in her mouth, the salty taste of his precum dribbling onto her tongue as it dipped into the pink slit. Her red lips slid up and down the wrinkled cock, crimson hair swaying with the rhythm of her movements. Musky precum filled her nostrils.

The old man's hips bucked as Chloe took him deeper, her throat relaxing to accommodate his full length. He had been a big man in his day. Humming around the shaft, the vibrations elicited marked appreciation.

"Fuck yes, that's it, you dirty slut," Clyde rasped, tangling his gnarled fingers in Chloe's silky tresses. He began to thrust his pelvis, fucking her mouth with increasing desperation.

Neither of them saw the young runner, Charlie Weber, enter his boss's office with a sheet of paper in his hand. A runner was simply a term that meant he did everything in the club that nobody else wanted to do.

"Here's the latest kitchen pantry inventory," he said, before noticing the girl on her knees blowing an old guy. There was only one stripper at Sandy's that had red hair, and that was his girlfriend. Wide-eyed, he let go of the document, and it fluttered to the floor.

"Fuck's wrong with you, boy?" Jorma frowned, bending over to pick it up. "Does this include the produce order?" He then followed his employee's gaze to scene in front of his desk. "What? You never seen a whore suck dick?"

Charlie bristled at the manager's comments about his girlfriend. Stopp was likely the only staff member who hadn't realized that Chloe and Charlie were dating, which was fortunate since it was strictly against the rules. And now her boyfriend was trying his best to ignore the sight of his first love enthusiastically performing oral sex on the wrinkled old man before him. However, the sounds made it impossible.

"Is there anything else, sir ?" the young man asked derisively.

The pace at which Chloe was blowing the old coot slowed noticeably when she recognized the voice behind her.

"What are you doing, young lady?" Clyde objected, his remaining teeth clenched. "Don't stop, I'm... I'm so close f."

The wet, slurping noises of Chloe's lips sliding up and down Clyde's shaft had made Charlie's face burn with humiliation. He had heard the old man's ragged breathing, punctuated by grunts of pleasure as the stripper worked her magic.

"Fuck, yes! That's it, you dirty little slut!" His hips bucking erratically as he was edged.

As the club's benefactor looked down, he was captivated by the sight of the redheaded stripper's luscious mouth wrapped around his throbbing cock. Her full, glossy lips slid up and down his shaft, her tongue swirling and licking the sensitive skin, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. The view of her bobbing head was incredibly profane - her fiery curls falling down her back, hiding her face as she worked his cock with wanton need. On the occasions when she did glance up, those emerald eyes smiled and the corners of her mouth curled in a wanton smile.

Below that pretty face, her topless body and meaty breasts swaying with each movement, the thin thong accenting a perfectly curved back, guiding anyone who cared to look to her long, toned legs in high heels that jutted out from her kneeling position.

It was all too much. Having watched from afar the pretty twenty-year-old take her clothes off night after night, her being up close and personal, dick down her throat, was simply overwhelming. Without warning, Clyde let out a shuddering gasp, his entire torso tensing as his aged cock erupted. Thick, creamy ropes of hot, salty cum shot into Chloe's waiting mouth, coating her tongue and the insides of her cheeks with his foul spunk. The dancer was ready, having long understood the signs on a man's impending orgasm.

An authority on erotic visuals, the young girl swished the goo around her mouth before parting her lips to show her prize. Strings of spunk dripped from her chin as she lewdly displayed it, eyes gleaming with contrived delight.

With a final gulp, Chloe swallowed the foul seed, letting it slither down her throat until it was gone. Rising from her knees, a thin trail of saliva ran down her neck as she meekly wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, purposefully avoiding eye contact with the dumbfounded Charlie, who was heading towards the office door. It wasn't like he didn't know what she did in the VIP rooms and beyond, its just that he'd only recently seen her do these things. And to be in the boss' office, well...

As Chloe began to follow her secret boyfriend out, Jorma's gruff voice stopped them in their tracks.

"The fuck you think you're going?" the club manager growled.

The couple had reached the doorway and froze when they heard their employer's command. It wasn't clear as to which one of them he was speaking. Ever watchful over his lifelong friend, he pushed the redhead out into the hallway.



"Yes?" Charlie replied, feigning interest in any task his boss might have for him.

Meier smirked, pushing back from his desk. "Not you, dillweed."

Exhaling, Chloe turned, hands on hips and stared at Jorma, who looked like a cross between a carnival barker and washed-up disco dancer.

"T-t-thank you," Clyde murmured as he zipped up and made a hasty exit. He wanted no part of a labor relations dispute.

"Come here," Meier beckoned to Chloe.

Shit , Chloe thought, now what ? What he wanted was clear. Glancing back at Charlie, she jerked her head towards the corridor that led to the dressing room.

"Go ahead, I won't be long."

The older man's eyes shifted back and forth between his employees. The emotional tension between them was palpable. Something told him these two were more than coworkers.

"Go on, then," Jorma barked at the young man, unsnapping his trousers. " Git ."

The air hung heavy as Chloe and Charlie accepted the notion that she wasn't leaving without pleasuring their boss. This shouldn't have come as a surprise. Although fraternization amongst the staff was forbidden, Meier often called one of the girls into his office to test their skills. Until now though, the redhead had been lucky enough to escape his greasy clutches. If it hadn't been for Clyde's request...

"Now I know  I won't be long," the dancer scowled, turning to Charlie. "I'll meet you in the dressing room."

With great reluctance, the young man backed into the corridor and closed the door behind him. Having been just friends until recently, he'd seen her perform hundreds of times, taken her to meet escort dates, and even watched her film a porno. But those were gigs she readily participated in. This...this being their boss, it seemed even downright sleezy. Corrupt.

Inside, his girlfriend was undoubtedly on her knees again, servicing yet another cock. It's what she did.

Turning thirty, Chloe's target to retire, couldn't come fast enough.

+++++

The return to a decidedly vanilla life did not come without reflection for both Lauren and Corey. It took this break to holistically understand the path down they had gone down the past year. This also meant powering through the long-forgotten doldrums of their previously sexually dying marriage. In the bedroom, the couple tried to make love without the mention of eccentricities or fantasies, but there was a flatness to it now, like they were just going through the motions. Even The Chairman, their go-to oversized dildo, didn't help. They found that pillow talk no longer cut it, paling in comparison to their recent real-life antics. 'BC' - before cuck - as Lauren liked to tease, both simply viewed listless sex as 'the way it was'; the collateral of a long-term marriage. That life now seemed positively Victorian and naïve.

Still, the couple put forth their best effort to bring their relationship back to center, focusing solely on themselves. No dates, no secret trysts. Just dinner and a play for two, concerts, and evenings in. Both were pleased their respective best friends in Zane and Amy were now seeing each other, and Corey had even returned to the gym with his friend as a mentor. Things began to feel...complete.

Lauren returned to the office as Rekrap Industries' head of operations, where she continued to trim operational costs, also learning the IT department was in the process of hiring; something about one of the network specialists quitting unexpectedly and to parts unknown. Corey also returned to work, choosing to spend most of his time in the field, visiting existing and proposed construction sites. Anything to avoid contact with Dactyl while the project manager came to terms with the fact that his boss had fucked his wife.

In the bedroom, Lauren and Corey pretended the mundane was acceptable once again, that mediocre sex was just the pragmatic impact of being married forever. They tried to convince themselves that it was okay to suppress individual proclivities cultivated over the last few months. And yet it was hard to ignore the collective disappointment that consistently hovered over their bed like an albatross. Although Lauren had substantially decreased her use of coke since that night at the gallery, it still served its purpose on those nights she and Corey made love, helping to propel her over the edge when his cock failed to do so.

Which was practically every time.

=================

Saturday, June 1st

=================

The silence in the yellow Kia Soul had been deafening when it whisked Charlie and Chloe home after their shift at Sandy's. Now back in their modest apartment, the exotic redhead caressed her boyfriend's neck as he set his baseball cap and keys on an end-table near the sofa.

"What?" she asked. His usually upbeat demeanor was significantly not.

Charlie's expressionless face turned to a scowl. "It's okay."

It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what was eating him.

"Jorma."

The young man shrugged and plopped down on the couch's cushions. "It's okay," he repeated. "Guy's an asshole."

Chloe shuffled over and towered above him. She looked cute in her University of Miami crop top and matching gym shorts.

"To hell with the prick. He's a creep and a sleaze. But a necessary  creep and sleaze if you and I are going to be living in the Cayman's before we are thirty-five."

The dancer's emerald eyes sparkled as she swung one leg over his thighs, then the other, straddling his lap. The soft fabric of her shorts brushed against Charlie's jeans as she sat, knees bracketing his hips, her lithe frame draping over his.

"Besides," Chloe smirked, her lips close, "I thought you got off on the idea of me with other guys."

Charlie's sigh with resignation, yet the barest hint of arousal flickered in his eyes.

"Not with that degenerate," he muttered, even as his hands instinctively found his girlfriend's waist.

Her smile widened as nimble fingers trailed along his neck, fingertips teasing the fine hair at his nape. "Ohhh. So, the old man then?"

"K-K-Kind of hot."

Chloe's hips began grinding against him in a sensual rhythm. "I knew it."

The redhead planted kisses along his jaw, her mouth trailing down his neck, nipping and sucking. Moving lower, Chloe paused at his chest, her eyes locked on his. Slowly, she dragged the tip of her tongue over one nipple, feeling it harden under the tee-shirt. Charlie moaned and placed his hands on her head, gripping her hair.

"In fact, I think..."

Her mouth continued to trail teasingly downward, passed his abs, to his waist, her nails scraping lightly along the thin fabric.

"You secretly enjoyed the idea of me sucking off our boss." A knowing grin curled her painted lips, fresh off her performances, as she stared at the pulsing denim in his lap.

"I..." Charlie's throat suddenly feels parched, words catching. Anything he was going to add was washed away when the stripper released his needy cock.

With the deftness of a snake striking their prey, Chloe's mouth descended on the quivering member, engulfing it with zest. After a few sucks, she released it, allowing her tongue to lick the main vein from base to tip, catching Charlie's gaze as she did.

Laughing as he sank deeper into the couch, she laughed and spit on the head.

"Now who's the degenerate?"

+++++

It was nearly one o'clock in the morning when Lauren and Corey spilled into the lobby of the Majestic Summit Arms, clearly intoxicated from a rare night out of club dancing. In keeping with their quest for normalcy, Corey had suggested they have a nice dinner at the Taffy Snapper and then hit Club X. He didn't care if the owner Max was there, or Jax, or any of the men Lauren had been with. It only mattered that his wife of twenty-eight years enjoyed herself.

And to Harvey the doorman, the tramp obviously had. In fact, she was hanging all over that clueless husband of hers. As his eyes tracked them crossing the pristine, marble floor, he subtly squeezed his crotch as their giggles and laughter echoed in the elevator as its doors closed. The concierge all too well remembered her lips around his aging penis.

Corey's hand remained firmly planted on the curve of Lauren's rear as they stumbled through the apartment door, his fingers kneading the tight denim that hugged her hips. The pair twirled and swayed their way towards the bedroom, eventually tumbling onto the plush, king-sized mattress, promising to return soon, Lauren pulled away from her husband's loving embrace, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Wait right here," she murmured, placing a teasing kiss on his lips.

He watched with anticipation as she sashayed across the room, the tight white jeans accentuating every tantalizing sway of her hips. Falling back against the plush bedding, a giddy grin spreading across his face. The night had been a rousing success by any measure and would hopefully culminate with a round of passionate sex.

If I can. 

The smile on Corey's face faded as thoughts of his fallacies crept back into his inebriated reality. There was no question his stamina was sub-par, even for a man his age. The fetish had taken its toll, rendering him dependent on certain stimulation to even get it up. Happiness was suddenly replaced by the anxiety every man who has had performance issues knows all too well. Slowly peeling off his sports coat, shirt and slacks, Corey felt the apprehension flood his body, especially as he dropped his boxers, leaving him naked and somewhat afraid.

In the bathroom, the raven-haired beauty quickly took a bump of coke from a vial hidden in her makeup bag and brushed her hair out. Although the booze had made both horny, she didn't hold any hopes that her husband would break any records that evening. Exiting, she smiled broadly leaving him speechless. Wearing a lacy red baby-doll, Lauren's long black hair was combed so it fell loosely over her breasts and to her navel. But it wasn't just any lingerie.

It was the one she had bought for Alex. 

"There," she commanded, motioning to the bed.

Eyes fixated on his wife, Corey obeyed, slowly climbing onto the mattress and balancing on knees. His limp six inches twitched at the sight. Lauren moved closer and put her arms around her husband's neck, gently kissing his face and shoulders. Corey felt his body relax as Lauren's kisses sent shivers through him, especially when she began running her fingers through his hair. In return he wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her tight against him. He could feel the soft fabric of the lingerie on his skin.

The couple kissed deeply, yet for all the tactile touching, Corey's drooping dick remained just that. Knowing more was needed, Lauren fell to all fours, her long hair falling about her back. Leaning towards his lap, she stared into his eyes from behind those sultry bangs, hands guiding his still flaccid cock into her open mouth. He moaned as her throat moved around his shaft, tongue tickling the wrinkled skin.

With fingers intertwined with her hair, the sixty-one-year-old began moving his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of her willing mouth, hoping to become hard. But try as he might, neither Lauren's manner of dress, nor her tonsils were enough to provoke a response. Realizing her current ministrations were not effective, she pushed him over on his back and straddled his waist, hands steadying herself on his flabby belly. Corey's hands traveled over the lithe body, caressing her soft skin, those tiny breasts, squeezing that ass, hoping a miracle that would not appear.

Spreading her labia, Lauren tried futilely to cram her husband's withered member inside. But it remained spongy, listless, with not enough form to penetrate.

"C'mon, babe, please fuck me," she pleaded, grinding and rotating her hips in the way well known to please men. Her nails rake down his chest, leaving angry red streaks in their wake. "Pleeease!"

And yet, it was no use. Minutes as the couple tried their best to make it happen, but the frustration in Lauren's face became increasingly clear. Finally, a dissatisfied growl rumbled in her throat and her tanned shoulders sagged. With a sigh, she swung a leg over Corey's thighs and plopped beside him.

"I'm sorry." It was almost a sob. The pair turned towards each other on their sides, head propped up on their elbows. Lauren studied his face as gravity pulled the heft of his saggy body to the mattress. He may have been hitting the gym with Zane, but there had been little progress. And that cock! A shriveled, pitiful sight laying limply against a pale white thigh. The silence was deafening until Corey closed his eyes pensively. There was a hint of tears forming in the corners.

"You'll be seeing Alex again, then, won't you?" Lauren's expression fell.

"What? I thought we agreed to slow things down?"

The only sound in the room was the air conditioning.

Corey's lips parted. "What about Zane?"

"That wasn't the question."

"What about Zane?"

A movement between his legs caught Lauren's attention. An almost imperceptible twitch in his flaccid shaft. He's fishing . But how should she play it? They had  agreed to try and return to some pre-Miami normalcy, but the pressure on them - him - to perform seemed to be taking it's toll.

"Do you want me to? I mean, he's with Amy now."

"When has that ever stopped you?"

It was Lauren's turn to feel a dagger. Fair enough , she thought. And I'll play his game . She scootched closer to her husband, a hand reaching out to caress a man-boob. "So. it would be okay for me and Zane..."

Corey squeezed his eyes shut. "Yesss."

"Just like I fucked your other friends," she lied.

The loose, crinkled skin on his lame cock began to tighten as a frail, but distinct erection began to form.

"You did?"

Lauren giggled. "You didn't know, did you?"

The graying wittol knew this wasn't true but at this point, it didn't matter. Anything to get him hard enough to fuck his wife. "No."

"Years, babe. They'd been fucking me for years. Up until I moved."

Blood surged as the skinny dick came alive. Corey's free hand went to it. "Who?"

"Sean, Toby. Jay."

"Jay? Amelia's soccer couch?"

"Yes."

"Oh god . Tell me about it."

A wicked chuckle rumbled in Lauren's throat. "God, the way he handled me..."

"Where?"

"Behind the bleachers. In the concession stand after practice."

Corey's breath caught in his throat. As fictional as they were, Lauren's sordid recollections induced further swelling, like a clown's balloon. Leaning over, she whispered in his ear.

"But Zane was the best."

The Iowan wife smirked as his whimpers came, shame and arousal warring inside her husband's brain.

"He knew exactly how to touch me, to make me come undone. Over and over, until I was a quivering, spent mess."

Pulling back, Lauren's eyes bore into Corey's, dark and unflinching. "He's the kind of man I need - one who can satisfy me, not this limp excuse for a cock." She punctuates the insult with a disdainful squeeze of his shrinking balls.

"Uhhhhhhhhhh."

To her dismay, the moribund cock lurched, then spit two steady but weak milky white ropes of semen onto Corey's belly. The release was bittersweet. On one hand, it was glorious, riding on Lauren's humiliation, and yet he knew that any hope in making love was essentially doomed. In that moment, he recalled a previous declaration of hers.

'And this is why I fuck other men.' 

+++++

The bedroom on the twenty-seventh floor of the high-rise had long gone quiet when Corey peeked over at Lauren, watching for the tell-tale signs of sleep. Yes, there it was. Steady draws of breath, followed by long exhales. After he'd ejaculated unexpectedly in such an abysmal way, Lauren had unceremoniously removed her lingerie, brushed her hair, given him a kiss on the cheek, and went to sleep. All without word.

Corey knew she was embittered, unfulfilled, and edgy. The great experiment was failing. The return to normalcy, which they both had been all in, was crumbling under its own weight. The cliché 'you can never go back' appeared to be true. He'd unleashed a lioness, a hypersexual version of the girl he had married. There was no going back. To think otherwise was an exercise in futility.

Slowly, he turned towards the nightstand, careful not to wake Lauren, and gingerly picked up his charging phone. Reducing the brightness on the screen, Corey brought up the open messaging thread with his boss. There was a brief sigh of hesitancy, then he began typing.

'Need our horizons expanded. Please help.'

He didn't really think he'd get a response, lying there in the middle of the night, but no more than a minute later he saw the blinking ellipse.

Then...

'9 in my office if you are serious.'

+++++
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==================

Saturday, June 15th

==================

The triple screws of the Amarillo Sky churned a sizable wake as Alex Cartwright piloted his cruiser southward through Biscayne Bay. In the elevated cockpit above, Lauren Miller stood beside her Texan boyfriend as he steered his yacht. With one hand on his shoulder, she sipped a mimosa in the other. As always, Alex's watchful eyes scanned the sea ahead, searching for any impending dangers. On a bench far below near the craft's stern, sat Lauren's husband Corey. He pondered why the hell he was there in the first place. Of course, it was partially because his boss Dale Dactyl had encouraged him, like the project manager's best friend Zane before him, to finally settle down, acclimate to life in Miami, and embrace the wittol he had become. Thus, when Lauren's Texan fuck buddy had extended an invite to accompany the successful rancher-turned-realtor to Key Largo for the weekend, Corey had graciously accepted. He didn't know what to expect, but he would follow all the sage advice given.

'Embrace it. Get off on it. Own it.'

+++++

Embracing the new dynamic had been the topic du jour when meeting with the billionaire entrepreneur. This was the morning after things fell apart on the long-married couple's self-imposed moratorium of the behavior that had enabled Corey's fetish and unlocked Lauren's sexuality. No matter how hard they both tried to return to normalcy after his collapse, it was evident that the genie could not be put back in the bottle. Too many things had been done and said. The sixty-one-year-old's fetish had become too strong to deny, and at only forty-eight, his wife had become a sexual dynamo that needed taming.

For over two hours, Corey sat attentively in Dale's spacious office as the slightly younger man offered suggestions for his new hire's predicament. Dactyl and his wife Amanda, who had been active swingers in South Florida for more than a decade, were deeply familiar with Miami's underground networks, providing a safe outlet for those seeking to fulfill their desires. Dale suggested that Corey and Lauren connect with this community. Furthermore, he theorized that true happiness for the couple lay in accepting their current selves rather than futilely resisting.

'Relax, accept your fetish, and enjoy the weight that will be lifted. Let her date, be herself, and you do you.'

Corey sighed, finding some comfort in those words, reminiscent of Zane's. During dinner that evening, Lauren was taken aback when her husband suggested easing the restrictions on the lifestyle that had dominated their relationship since they moved. Just weeks earlier, he had been adamant about returning to normalcy, a request she had honored for his well-being. Now, he proposed the opposite. Initially confused and skeptical, especially given their discussions about returning to their simple life in Iowa, Lauren's doubts grew after their recent failed attempt at intimacy, revealing the hopelessness of trying to alter their course.

+++++

And so it was that Corey found himself lounging in the back of a boat on that bright Miami Saturday morning, piloted by a man with whom his wife had gotten very close. It was no surprise; Alex was a stand-up guy who had relocated to Florida to pursue success in the travel industry. Known for his genuine kindness, he had respected Lauren's wish for a break while she and her husband worked through their issues.

As Corey casually swiveled his head from port to starboard, pretending to take in the sights, he found it quite challenging with Lauren and Alex positioned high above him. About an hour into the journey to Key Largo, Lauren had disappeared briefly and returned in thong bikini bottoms paired with a gray, open-sided men's workout shirt that billowed in the wind, revealing glimpses of her perky breasts. Her nipples, hardened by the sea breeze, were visible even from the stern, while her jet-black hair danced in the wind. Her toned abs and sculpted rear were accentuated by the snug fabric, a testament to her dedication to working out four days a week in the apartment building's gym.

This was in sharp contrast to Corey, whose sporadic visits to any workout facility were half-hearted and irregular. Yes, Zane had tried to help, but the inconsistency was too great, and the results were non-existent. As the older man gazed up at Alex perched atop the boat, he couldn't help but feel self-conscious about his own body in comparison. While Alex's thirty-two-year-old frame was toned and athletic, Corey's was soft and undefined. His sporadic attempts at exercise had shown little visible progress, and at twice Cartwright's age, the older man was surely no match for the travel agent in terms of fitness. As if to emphasize that fact, the significant bulge beneath their host's tight swim trunks was all the proof needed.

Despite his boss and best friend's encouragement to accept his place in his marriage to Lauren, Corey couldn't shake the cuckold emotions bubbling inside him. Closing his eyes, he felt the jealousy, the envy, the bittersweet knowledge that her body was no longer his alone, but a playground for any man who caught her eye. Shifting on the bench, the aching in his groin intensified as he watched his wife giggle and flirt with her date as if their romance was deepening. Corey noticed how Alex's eyes lit up whenever he gazed at Lauren, the way he leaned in closer to her, one hand on the helm, the other draped loosely around her waist. The way he touched her, like he owned her, like she belonged to him.

And make no mistake, the good captain was acutely aware that her husband was sitting just ten feet below them, observing their every move. Since meeting Lauren, Alex had grappled with many demons related to their relationship. First, his parents had instilled in him the importance of marriage and the Ten Commandments, one of which explicitly forbade coveting thy neighbor's wife. Secondly, out of all the married women in Miami, he had chosen to have an affair with one whose spouse had a fetish. A husband who desired the kind of bullying and humiliation that Alex had always believed to be wrong. Yet, here he was, taking the couple on an overnight excursion where that type of behavior would surely be expected. And it was anyone's guess if the strapping tour guide would pass the test.

As if she knew what he was thinking, Lauren leaned in and whispered in his ear, drawing attention to Corey below. Alex turned and offered a half-hearted wave to the man, a smug smirk crossing his face. If portraying the stereotypical bull was necessary to be with someone as lovely as her, then he was willing to play the part. To emphasize this, he let his hand to wander down and casually settled on her firm ass, giving it a subtle squeeze.

For the Miller patriarch, it served as a harsh reminder of the evolving dynamics between him and his wife since he had disclosed his cuckold fetish. The way she had taken to it with such enthusiasm, embracing her newfound and sanctioned sexual freedom. But for Corey, it was a different story. He couldn't help but feel like an outsider, like a third wheel in her newfound relationships. A bona fide cuck, one destined to watch from the sidelines as his wife cavorted with others. And stronger a feeling still, he couldn't help but feel like he was losing her. Like she was slipping away from him, bit by bit. And it fueled his kink even more, a sick twist to an already fucked up fetish.

If the failed suspension of their recent lifestyle had taught him anything, it was that there was no use in fighting those feelings. Corey was now determined to make the best of the bed he'd made, to focus on the moment, to enjoy the knowledge that other men - and women - were indulging in his wife's mind and body. Quite frankly, the angst and the pain would always be there, lurking just beneath the surface.

Leaving Alex's side, Lauren descended the ladder from the cockpit to the stern, her bikini-clad bottom swaying gently with each step. She skipped the last few rungs, landed firmly on the deck with a thud, and approached her husband, steadying herself against the boat's motion.

"Want some water?"

Corey shook his head.

"Alex says we'll be in Largo in about forty-five minutes."

"And then what?"

"Then we'll settle in at Sal Bender's place and spend the night."

"Who?"

"One of Alex's business partners. Has a place on a cove on the island. Nice guy. Hippie type."

"And?"

"I don't know. Hang by the pool for a while, maybe go kayaking?"

"Sounds like... fun."

The response was less enthusiastic than Lauren had hoped. She furrowed her brow and extended a hand to grasp Corey's shoulder. "You still okay with this?"

Her outstretched arm tugged at the open-sided shirt, revealing both still-firm, tennis ball-sized breasts.. The workout top was clearly intended for men only. Corey shuddered at her touch and nodded. Words failed him. He had seen those breasts a thousand times, but this time it felt different. This weekend, it wouldn't be he who suckled and caressed them.

The project manager looked up at the helm where Alex stood vigilantly.

It would be him.

"But are you okay?" Lauren repeated.

Corey tried to play it cool. He knew what she meant. Anyone would know what she meant.

"Yeah."

Lauren slipped her hand off his shoulder and let a finger trace his skin up his neck and to his lips. Leaning closer, she gave him a peck on the cheek.

"Good. I'm going to get him something to drink. Let me know if you change your mind."

Out of habit, Corey pulled her closer, wrapping his arms around her. Lauren stole a nervous glance towards the cockpit and wriggled out of his grasp.

"Please, babe, he's already uncomfortable as it is."

"He's uncomfortable?" Corey shot back incredulously.

The look Lauren gave him oozed genuine sympathy, but she still pulled away and hurried below deck to the galley. It was very clear that this excursion was their date, and he was tagging along. Shielding his eyes, he again looked up at Alex, who had a wide grin on his face. And why wouldn't he?

It was going to be a long weekend.

+++++

Lauren busied herself in the yacht's kitchen, assembling a charcuterie board to feed the boys, but also as a distraction from the sadness evident on her husband's face. Although the return to their previous lifestyle had been his idea, the sight of his forlorn expression troubled her. As she unwrapped the prosciutto, her thoughts were filled with conflicting emotions. While she definitely found excitement in the sexual freedom afforded by Corey's fetish, his recent sudden collapse weighed heavily on her mind. While he had experienced mild depressions before as a part of a cuckold's angst, the possibility of a more severe occurrence lingered in her thoughts. It was akin to a concussion in sports; how many times could it happen before it became too much?

She'd be lying to say she wasn't pleased about dating again. There was no doubt she loved the thrill of new relationship energy, the flirting and the sex, and ultimately, providing Corey with what he got off on. And that's what led them to that day in the bay, with her slicing cheese. Two days after agreeing to move forward, Alex had called to check in. When she mentioned she was ready to date again, it was Cartwright who suggested the date and that Corey accompany them. This was surprising because up until then, the easygoing Texan had been reluctant to have any interaction with her husband. Alex had waived off any questions about this change of heart, simply stating he was willing to support the couple in whatever way possible if it meant being part of Lauren's life.

For good or bad, changes were certainly afoot. Whatever the case, she was determined to give each of them what they needed that weekend. Lauren sauntered back onto the deck, her hips swaying seductively as she carried the board full of finger food. She offered Corey a few crackers and grapes, her fingers brushing her wind-whipped hair from her face.

"Here ya go."

There was a pang of longing as he took a few bites and looked down at his feet. The knot in the pit of his stomach seemed to be growing. The idea that Lauren had made the snacks for him was laughable. He was just a detour on the way to the main attraction.

"Thanks."

She smiled sweetly. It wasn't how a wife should look at her husband. It was more one of...

...charity.

"Laur, can you grab a water on the way back?" Alex shouted down from the cockpit.

She waved. "Coming now, babe!"

Corey sat there wallowing in his thoughts. That term of endearment directed at another man was no accident. Lauren was becoming very good at cuckolding and everything was intentional. And yet, he had agreed to this and there was no turning back now. What happened over the next couple of days would likely define what their marriage was going to be like from here on out.

He watched as his wife carefully climbed the ladder to where Alex was, balancing a bottle of water and the charcuterie board. Her ass looked incredible as it ascended the helm. An incredible body that Corey knew would only be allowed to observe but not touch.

Above, the fit Texan grinned as he helped Lauren step onto the platform, taking the food and giving her a long kiss.

A very long weekend indeed.

+++++

As the Amarillo Sky approached Key Largo, Alex slowed the cruiser and navigated the small canal leading to his friend's private dock. The mangroves lining the canal were teeming with wildlife, including great blue herons and snowy egrets.

Still seated near the stern, Corey watched as the scenery changed from the open waters of the Atlantic to the calm, serene canals of Key Largo. Expensive homes and docks lined the waterway, each one more elaborate than the last. As they approached the private dock, Lauren scrambled down the ladder and moved to deploy the fenders on the boat's port side. Alex expertly maneuvered the cruiser alongside the slip, and when close enough, the nimble brunette jumped onto the wooden platform and wrapped a mooring line around the cleat with near-expert precision. Corey raised an eyebrow. Since when did his wife know how to wrap a hitch knot?

After securing the boat against the bumpers, Lauren noticed his awestruck look and giggled.

"He taught me well, yes?"

Powered down, the three of them disembarked and made their way up to the house, a beautiful two-story home with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the water and an infinity pool that appeared to fall off into the canal. Lauren stayed by Alex's side, holding his hand while Corey trailed behind them, toting - and sometimes struggling with - all three overnight bags.

A man with a white beard down to his chest, wearing the obligatory tie-dye, a boho necklace, cargo shorts, and Jesus sandals, came out to greet them. A wide smile stretched across his tanned face.

"Ah, good to see you again, Lauren!"

The guy gave her a warm hug before shaking the hand of his business partner, then turned to the older man behind them.

"I see you brought a friend as well. Welcome to paradise. Name's Sal. Sal Bender."

Corey cleared his throat. "Corey. Corey Miller."

The old hippie blinked a few times, expecting a bit more information on his new visitor. Lauren saw this and piped up, her arm now around Alex's waist.

"Sal, Corey is my husband."

The weathered modern-day beatnik furrowed his brow in confusion but then seemed to understand.

"Riiiight. Of course. Well, then sir, I... I applaud your, eh... progressiveness. Shall, we, um, get you settled?"

As Sal helped them navigate expensive landscape features, he pointed out the various plants and trees that he had cultivated over the years. In his mid-fifties, the eccentric bohemian had a certain charm about him, a carefree spirit that was infectious. He had a slow, relaxed way of speaking as if he had all the time in the world. Mostly because he did. Despite his laid-back demeanor, Sal was a sharp businessman, running a successful eco-tourism company that catered to tourists looking for an authentic Florida Keys experience. That is how he met and eventually partnered with the rancher-turned-travel-agent.

Leading them through an ultra-modern kitchen that most homeowners would die for, Sal gave them a quick tour of the horseshoe-shaped ranch-style house. Designed to make the pool the center of attention and give it maximum privacy, it wrapped around the expansive deck that boasted a stainless-steel grill, numerous lounge chairs, and even a cabana bed replete with a frilly shade top and sheer veils. A small, unassuming guest house sat off to the side. No matter where one was in the home, there was a great view of the pool and the water beyond.

As they walked past the main foyer, the house curved down a corridor leading to the bedrooms: one master and the other a spare. Corey hung back, unable to shake the way Lauren was hanging on Alex, her hand resting on his arm as they chatted and laughed together. It was clear she was sending a message as to who she was really with that weekend, and it wasn't him. This both disturbed and aroused him. Beyond Zane's band of misfits at that bar back in Iowa, it was the first real date he'd been invited along on, and the building humiliation was absolutely bewitching. Truly a testament to his Lauren becoming a master of architecting the cuckold experience.

"And this is the master suite. You'll find all the amenities a couple could want," Sal said, but as soon as the words left his mouth, a hint of regret flickered across his face, his eyes shifting nervously between his three guests.

He paused briefly before continuing, "What I mean is..."

"Don't worry," Lauren smiled at their benevolent host, trying to put him at ease while simultaneously making the situation as awkward as possible for her husband.

"It's okay. Alex and I will be just fine."

Sal's mouth suddenly felt very dry. "Riiiight."

"Since we're already in our suits," she suggested, "maybe a dip in the pool to cool off before we head out?"

Corey blinked repeatedly as his wife and the big Texan then disappeared into the master chambers, the door closing behind them with an especially loud thud.

Comprehending the uncomfortable situation, Sal simply rocked back and forth on the balls of his feet, hands clasped behind his back, humming. After a minute of standing in the hallway in near silence, he pointed to a similar door just a few feet away.

"So," Sal declared, trying to sound like an upbeat bellman and changing the subject, "looks like this will be where you lay your head tonight." He swung open the etched paneled wood to reveal a smaller bedroom.

Corey gulped. "And you? I don't want to put you out."

Sal grinned. "I'll be out tonight, not sure when I'll get in, if at all. I'll crash in the guest house if I do. It's not a problem."



Nodding, Corey entered the room and noted the door clicking behind him. Letting out a deep sigh, he surveyed the nicely appointed space, feeling a pang of jealousy. In the next room over was his wife and her lover, doing God knows what and it was eating him alive. His overnight hit the floor he flopped down on the bed, staring at the ceiling. His mind was racing with a stew of emotions, and felt like an outsider looking in. Yes, he had agreed to this trip, but seeing Lauren and Alex together and happy was a dagger that was hard to dodge. The humiliation was exquisite and uncomfortable, exactly what he seemed to constantly crave these days. Still, it was a difficult pill to swallow.

And it tasted like pride.

+++++

In the master suite, Lauren dropped her overnight bag and pressed her chest against Alex's back, wrapping her arms around him. She could feel his muscles tense and relax beneath her touch as his hand curled over hers. The connection between them was undeniable, as was the thrill of embracing each other again. The absence of exciting sex during the recent break had left the once reserved wife yearning. Corey just couldn't bring his A-game anymore and the hiatus had made her edgy. Despite this, she loved him dearly and leaving was never an option. In this vein, resuming dating seemed a good compromise.

"Thank you for inviting him," she whispered, her lips brushing against Alex's ear. "It means a lot to me."

Her rugged hero from the Taffy Snapper turned his head, giving her a sidelong glance. "If this is the only way to be part of your life, then I'm okay with it."

"I'm glad."

"Ground rules?"

Lauren rested her chin on his left shoulder and slid her right hand down the front of his tank top.

"There are no rules. When he's around, just act as my possessive boyfriend. Remember, Corey thrives on humiliation. He absorbs any attempts to belittle him like Godzilla absorbing energy. The more humiliated he feels, the more he energized he becomes. The crash and burn satisfies his fetish."

Alex felt her hand drift lower, halting at the waistband of his swimsuit. "What exactly should I do?"

"Do as much or as little as you want. Just make him feel like he's being replaced, and his fetish will do the rest."

"You enjoy this?"

"I enjoy meeting his needs. That's what you do for someone you care about."

"It just feels weird."

Lauren giggled as her fingers snuck beneath his trunks, past the mesh lining, and wrapped around his large but still flaccid cock.

"Does this feel weird?"

"Definitely not."

"Then let me give you some motivation."

+++++

Corey's mind raced as he lay in the guest room's bed. The occasional sounds of Lauren and Alex's light banter drifted through the wall from next door. The stew of jealousy, humiliation, and arousal was percolating, just as it had done dozens of times before. A faint but noticeable tingling in his nether region signaled he had not left his kink back in Miami. It was a twisted fetish, one he never expected would get this far, but here he was, lying in another room while his wife was with her lover just a few feet away.

After a few minutes, there were no more noises, no chatter. Corey strained to hear a whisper. Anything. He waited, his heart pounding in his chest, but there was just an eerie silence that seemed to stretch on forever. Forcing himself from the bed, he went to the window which afforded a limited view of the pool area, mostly obscured by landscaping bushes. There were chairs and lounges, but no Lauren or Alex.

Slipping from his room, Corey made his way down past the master chamber's door, pausing to press his ear to the heavy wood, but the suite was silent.

They have to be at the pool, then.

But they weren't. He walked the entire deck, even to the infinity side, where it appeared to drop into the canal. No one. Not even Sal. Sighing, the perpetually conflicted husband sat down on a chaise near the cabana, his shoulders slumped in disappointment. He had hoped to find them there, but they'd obviously gone somewhere else.

Abandoned already.

+++++

Back in the master bedroom, Corey's angst was the furthest thing from Lauren's mind as she showed Alex her appreciation for inviting her husband along. The big man stood with his legs slightly apart while she clung to his back, reaching around his waist and chest, one hand massaging his cock, the other tweaking his nipples.

Cartwright let out a low groan, head dropping back as he enjoyed the sensation of Lauren's skilled hands on his body. He could feel her breath against his skin, hot and heavy, as she pressed herself against him, her nipples hard and sensitive against his back.

"You going to be my boyfriend this weekend?"

There wasn't a man alive who would have told her no in that moment.

"Yes."

Lauren groped and pinched his chest.

"Romance me in front of my husband?"

"Yes."

Her fingers tightened around his manhood, strokes gaining momentum.

"Make him feel small and weak in your presence."

Alex's muscular body began to quiver as he struggled to find words. "Because... because he is."

"That's the spirit."

Lauren's grip on his cock tightened, her palm slick with pre-cum as it slid up and down his shaft. She could feel every vein and ridge, every twitch and throb of his impressive length. He was being worked into a frenzy, her fingers tightening and releasing in a steady rhythm.

"Fuck, Laur."

Alex felt Lauren's hand cup his balls as she used the other to stroke faster and faster. He was close and they both knew it.

"That's it, baby. Let it go. Let's show Corey who's really in charge here."

"Yessss."

Lauren spit on her hand and increased the pace.

"He can't fuck me like you can, Alex. Not even close. Make him understand tonight that he's been kicked to the curb."

"I'm so close," Cartwright gasped, his breath coming in ragged pants.

"YOU'RE THE MAN OF THE HOUSE!"

"YES, OH FUCK, YESSSSSSSSS!"

With a strangled moan, Alex's cock erupted, spurting hot, sticky cum in long, powerful streams. The first few spurts shot out with force, landing on Lauren's hand and the carpet below. She could feel the warm liquid coating her skin. It pooled in her hand and dripped to the floor.

The big man's cock continued to twitch and throb, cum spurting in ever weakening streams. Eventually, he was spent, his cock softening in Lauren's hand. She could feel the difference, the weight and texture of his cock changing as the blood flowed through it. Looking down at her fingers, sticky with cum, she could see it glistening in the light and smell the musky scent. She couldn't resist and leaned in, her tongue darting out to taste the salty fluid.

"Mmm, you've been eating healthier."

Alex turned and embraced her, pushing back towards the bed.

"Hmm, no big boy," Lauren giggled, twirling out of his arms. "I need you to recharge so I get a full load later."

The disappointment was evident on Cartwright's face, but he knew there was a long game. And despite his upbringing, despite what his parents had taught him about the sanctity of marriage, he was willing to play.

Very willing.

+++++

The sun was reaching its zenith when Corey began thinking that Lauren and Alex had indeed gone elsewhere. What the fuck? He had agreed to come along to make good on his new creed of embracing and accepting his fetish. Now, regret was creeping in. Why was he even there if they were going to ditch him? Had they actually orchestrated the getaway as a means to exclude him intentionally and thereby allowing them to turn the screws even tighter?

No loss. He hated swimming and everything about a pool anyway. The sexagenarian pushed off his knees with both hands to stand up as older people are wont to do. Not to mention his derisive body had been a source of embarrassment for some time now. Just as he picked up his towel to leave, laughter erupted from the path coming from the house. That giggle was unmistakable. Seconds later his wife and Cartwright rounded a hedgerow. They weren't holding hands this time but still close, their arms brushing against each other, wide grins on their faces and beach bags in hand. They were radiating the vibe that lovers do. A casual observer might even say they were glowing.

Lauren had changed into a new bikini; one Corey had never seen before. Pale blue, the skimpy thong bottoms barely covered her toned rear, and the matching top was little more than a few strips of material, sides open and revealing teasing glimpses of her small breasts. Long, dark hair whipped wildly in the breeze, adding to her effortless sex appeal. Alex sported a pair of tight, low-riding swim trunks that hugged his muscular frame. The thin material did little to conceal the prominent outline of his package, a clear testament to his younger physique. His athletic build was on full display, a stark contrast to Corey's softer shape.

About halfway to the cabana, Lauren saw her ambivalent husband watching them and smiled as the couple set down their things.

"Getting warm," Lauren chuckled, her eyes twinkling at her date. "Going to be a hot one, babe."

Corey started to respond to the projected affection, but Alex cut him off. "It sure is... babe."

The lump in Corey's throat grew. The easy rapport between the two only heightened his sense of inadequacy. Beyond that, there was little talking, except for Lauren asking to be lathered up with lotion. There was a brief awkward silence when the three looked at each other, knowing darn well the request was meant for Alex. In that moment, the loving wife and her lover saw the insecure acquiescence in Corey's eyes, and all three realized he knew.

The beta knew his place that day.

As light Caribbean music wafted from speakers around the pool, the Miller's handsome captain sat down next to Lauren and slowly and methodically applied the suntan oil. Occasionally she'd glance over at her husband and smile. Of course he was looking. Since moving to Miami nearly a year ago, her body had adjusted to the Florida sun and was now a golden bronze. Simply put, these days Lauren was the hottest she'd ever been. And here he was, having to admire her at arm's length, watching another man touch her.

Fuck.

The uncomfortable quiet persisted as Alex and Lauren lounged side by side, their elongated chairs positioned next to each other, pinky fingers entwined in a display of affection. After several minutes, she turned and laid on her stomach, untying the bikini top to avoid lines in her deepening tan. Silence enveloped them all, heightening the surreal atmosphere. How could anyone have predicted this turn of events twenty-eight years ago when Corey had slipped a ring on her finger, the very same ring she wore that day? He dwelled on until he noticed his wife stir, rising off the chaise and casually leaving the tiny top behind.

Neither man could take their eyes off Lauren as she moved with grace towards the pool. With each step, her hips swayed, drawing attention to her perfect ass. It was enough to cause a stir in their trunks, causing both to adjust. Reaching the edge of the pool, she carefully dipped her toes in the water, her body glistening in the sun, and looked over her shoulder. Yep. There were the gazes she knew would be there. If the wife and mother had learned anything from her time there, it was how to tease a man.

Lauren eased into the zero-entry part of the pool and gradually shuffled towards the deeper end. With each step, her small breasts jiggled, beads of perspiration dripping down her chest until the water covered them. Satisfied with the temperature, she suddenly jackknifed and disappeared below the surface.

Corey and Alex stared after her in awe. The latter finally broke the trance.

"Special girl, huh?"

"You have no idea."

Cartwright tore his eyes from the pool and turned towards the older man.

"How are the Cyclones' positioned for the season?"

The project manager rolled his eyes. The idea that a guy sleeping with his wife was making small talk was bizarre, to say the least. But at least it was better than sitting in silence.

"A few red-shirts will finally get to play, so the offensive playbook will be interesting this year. And the horns?"

Alex snorted confidently about his alma mater. "Stacked. Really stacked. They'll be a contender for the Natty."

The Iowa State fan considered that. The guy wasn't wrong. Jesus, even his team was better.

They went on to discuss classic cars, something both were into. Seventies Aston Martins, the '67 Shelby Mustang. Corey moved to sit next to Alex as the Texan scrolled through his phone, showing off cars he'd seen at recent southeast auto shows. A Ferrari GTO. Bugatti 57SC. Even a Porshe 916. There were even a few chuckles between them as they discussed the ridiculous bids the cars were bringing in at auctions. So much so that they barely heard Lauren calling from the pool as she swam lazily. It took a splash of water to get their attention.

"Hey, hate to break up the bromance, but can someone hand me my drink?"

The men looked up from the screen and paused as if they were processing what she had said. Finally, Alex grabbed her seltzer and walked it to the edge of the pool. Before he knew it, a quick hand reached up and yanked him into the water. Lauren couldn't help but laugh as he surfaced, sputtering and splashing.

"C'mon, you too," she smiled and hooked a finger at Corey before turning to race Alex to the other side.

The older man brightened at her invitation. Any enthusiasm in being asked to join them disappeared as his gut popped over his waist and those prominent man-boobs jiggled. This was exactly why he hated being at a pool. Cautiously tiptoeing across the sun-scorched concrete, he jumped in the water with little grace. It was more of a fall than an entrance.

Corey struggled to move towards Lauren and her date as they settled at the far side of the pool. When he did arrive, he found Alex leaning against a drainage lip and Lauren with her back sunk into his chest, clinging strong enveloping arms. As the water gently rippled around them, her tiny breasts floated just below the surface, occasionally rising to show one or both erect nipples.

"So, what's on tap this afternoon, babe?" Lauren smiled, head tilted to Cartwright's face.

Alex pondered that. Between the earlier handjob and another man's wife halfway naked in his arms while her husband looks on, he really hadn't given much thought to sightseeing.

"Eh, well, there's, uh, the African Queen boat ride, but we just got off a boat, so...

Then there are a few cool museums. And kayaking."

Lauren's eyes lit up.

"Oooh. How about kayaking? I've read about that. Sounds fun."

"Yeah, I guess. There's a guided one through the Mangroves. Lots of manatees to be seen."

"Yes! That one! Corey?"

Corey looked on with a heavy heart but managed a nod. He had seen his wife have sex with several men, but the reality of seeing her so clearly enamored with this one was a bittersweet pill to swallow. And yet, this guy was different, someone she might actually catch feelings for. He shuddered. Even though the water leaned toward chilly, he could feel a growing twitch in his groin.

"And then, babe?"

The overt use of 'babes' only added to the graying wittol's angst. They were acting like a real couple and it was driving him crazy.

Alex thought hard. "There's a Polynesian restaurant with dancers not too far from here. We could go there tonight after kayaking."

The rest of the day's itinerary now set, the conversation turned to more mundane things like their jobs and politics. Since they were all getting to know each other better, Lauren covered highlights of her and Corey's marriage, including her going out of town with Zane to help him celebrate his receiving the Top Mechanic award.

"That was some celebration, huh?" she asked smugly as Corey simply turned beet red.

As she went on to describe the blowjob in the restroom and her overnight stay with her husband's best friend, Corey watched as her eyes began to flutter closed, lips parting in what he thought might be a moan. Leaning back against Alex's, her own chest began rising and falling with each breath. What the glare from the sun prevented him from seeing was her date's hand slipping beneath Lauren's bikini bottom, causing her to gasp and arch her back. The pool became eerily quiet, leaving only the sound of the brunette's heavy breathing. She could feel his finger slide along her swollen pussy, caressing and massaging, as his other arm folded under her breasts. Body trembling, she cried out in pure lust and placed a shaking hand on the back of his thick neck.

Alex chuckled in Lauren's ear, his breath hot and heavy against her skin. "You like that, don't you?" he whispered, his finger continuing to explore her wet labia. "So fucking wet."

The wanton forty-eight-year-old could only nod, her breath catching as his thumb found her clit and began to circle it gently. With her mewling growing louder, his middle finger joined in, slipping inside and curling up to brush against her G-spot. Lauren cried out, her voice echoing across the pool as she ground herself against his hand. A thumb rubbed circles on her engorged button as his fingers fucked her deep and hard. Alex could feel her getting closer to the edge and wrapped his arm wrapped around her tightly.

Lauren's legs instinctively kicked out in a frenzy, her feet pedaling beneath the water's surface. Body squirming against Cartwright's chest, hips grinding against his hand, she sought more contact. More friction. Her face scrunched up in ecstasy, lips parted in a silent scream as the large fingers worked their magic, breasts heaving with each breath, nipples hard against Alex's arm. Her hands clenched and unclenched, grasping at the air as she approached a needed release. And when she finally went over, it was with a scream of pure, unadulterated pleasure, her entire body convulsing as she came hard against Alex's fingers.

"Fuh Fuh, Fuh Fuh-uhhhh...."

Corey watched as Lauren stiffened and went over the edge. With her mouth forming the classic O, her eyes locked onto her husband, boring into his very soul. He could see the rapture in them, prehistoric and primordial. Beneath the surface, her juices flowed, mixing with the pool water like the confluence of two rivers. There she remained, locked tight in Alex's embrace, while she exhaled with a long drawn out 'ohhhh', rapidly decompressing from the intense orgasm. The whole scene was surreal. But this wasn't a dream. Another man had very much gotten her off in front of his very eyes. Like it was just another Saturday.

Calmer, Lauren composed herself and slipped from Alex's arms. She trod water over to the small metal ladder next to Corey but did not look at or acknowledge him like he hadn't even been witness to what had just happened. Pulling herself out, the petite executive shuffled across the hot concrete to her things, where she tossed them into the beach bag and headed back into the house.

The man that had just made his wife cum wiped his face with water and peered at Corey with one eye closed.

"You sure you're okay with this, hoss?"

The older man looked annoyed. "Do I have a choice?"

"We all have choices. Question is, do you even want one?"

"I don't know."

Alex took a more serious tone. "Look, I don't understand you. Maybe I never will. Nor do I know how you guys got to the place you're in. I do know that I like being around her, but you also come with the deal. If that's what it takes to..."

"To fuck my wife?" Corey interrupted.

The younger man's face fell, compassion replaced by contempt. Up until now, he didn't know if he had what it took to play the cards Lauren had asked him to play. But this guy was like a matador taunting a bull to gore him. A sad moth to a flame.



Alex used his strong arms to lift himself on the sill and out of the water. He stood looking down on Corey, water streaming off his cut form.

"That's right," the Texan spat. "To fuck your wife. To take over for the second string who isn't getting it done." He began walking over to gather his stuff but paused and turned. "You know better than anyone what a special woman Laur is. Why you've chosen to throw that away is beyond me, but I'll pick up what you're laying down. May the better man win."

With that, he ran a towel over his head and began down the path to the house.

"We leave for the mangroves in thirty minutes."

Corey watched the bigger man disappear, then lifted his legs until he floated listlessly on his back, staring at the puffy clouds above. Between the water lapping at his ears, the distant sounds of gulls could be heard as they rode the sea breeze. Unfettered. Carefree.

He wished he was one of them.

+++++

Inside the master bedroom, Lauren finished toweling off and went to the window that overlooked the pool. She could just make out Corey on his back, toes and nose bobbing in the gentle ripples. She was thankful Alex had invited him along. Without a doubt, the next twenty-four hours would establish if he could handle a return to their cuckold lifestyle. Her husband seemed to be handling things well thus far, but it was clear it was time to turn up the heat.

+++++

The kayaks glided through the serene waters of the Mangrove nature reserve led by the guide's single seater. The four other two-person seven-footers fanned out behind him, Lauren and Alex in one, two couples paddling the other two, and Corey trailing behind in another, who had been paired with Darlene, a large, boisterous woman who prattled on obnoxiously.

Not that Corey was paying attention. He had his sights locked on Lauren and Alex, who seemed to be handling their kayak with extraordinary finesse. Dressed in a pair of quick-dry khaki shorts that hugged her curvy hips and thighs, she wore a white tube top covered by a light long-sleeve shirt. The top was a stretchy, sheer fabric that showed off her toned midriff and accentuated those small breasts, nipples visible through the thin material when the light was right. Loose-fitting in shades of blue and white, it billowed around her arms providing some modesty, but did nothing to hide the tantalizing glimpses of the tan skin beneath. Her straight, jet-black hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail that swung playfully with every movement, further enhancing her gym-built body and outdoorsy charm.

Seated behind her, Alex gave instructions as they paddled, donning his signature cowboy hat along with a three-quarters-length silkweight sun shirt and board shorts. Observing their chemistry, Darlene asked Corey how long his friends, the 'happy couple', had been together. Corey responded with a scowl, simply saying 'long enough', before resuming paddling.

Their guide was a middle-aged man named Tom, an affable sort with a weather-beaten face and a deep love for the mangroves. As they glided through the narrow canals, he pointed out various species of birds and foliage, including the rare West Indian Woodpecker and the beautiful red and purple flowers of the Firebush. They also spotted several harmless nurse sharks lazing on the sandy bottom.

But it was the manatees that drew the most attention. The gentle giants gracefully glided through the water, their grayish-brown bodies rising occasionally to the surface to exhale. Some were by themselves, while others swam in pairs or small groups. One particularly large manatee came right up to their kayaks, its doe-like eyes staring at them quizzically before it swam away. Lauren frantically took pictures, which she promptly reviewed with Alex looking over her shoulder. They smiled broadly at each other, both knowing it was a magical moment, one they had shared together. Not once did either of them look back at Corey.

By the end of the tour, everyone was exhausted yet exhilarated by the experience. All but the muddled project manager, who bounded onto the dock first to run and help Lauren out of her kayak. As he hoisted her onto the wooden platform, Corey noticed the way Alex's eyes lingered on her ass unapologetically. It was uncomfortable, and yet the day was only half over. This was only the beginning, and the project manager didn't know if he was ready for it.

From there, the trio headed back to Sal's in the millionaire's borrowed Land Rover to shower and change for dinner. As they walked down the hallway to the bedrooms, the aroma of coconut oil permeating the air, it was impalpable to see Lauren peel off with Alex and enter the master suite.

Sighing, Corey asked the obvious. "How long?"

Lauren paused in the doorway and glanced back at him quizzically.

"How long will it take for you to get dressed?" he clarified, rotating his shoulders which were beginning to ache from all the paddling.

A subtle smirk spread across the brunette's plump lips. "Well, hmm. That's entirely up to Alex now, isn't it?" she purred, her voice dripping with false sweetness.

"Definitely longer than it has ever taken you."

+++++

The open-air Halia and Tui's cafe sported typical Polynesian décor. Thatched roofs, bamboo accents, and tropical plants and flowers. Seated on one side of a table, overlooking the Atlantic side of the island, Corey took in the picturesque setting, replete with a gentle waterfall that flowed into a concrete urn, and light Caribbean music streaming across the dining floor.

Across from the uneasy husband, Lauren and Alex cozied up to one another on one side of a table, heads together, laughing at her phone where some silly social media video played in a loop. Back at Sal's, they'd emerged from their bedroom much faster than Corey had expected. Way faster. Too fast, in his opinion, to have made love. Right?

She had taken both men's breath away when the three slipped into their host's Rolls Royce Ghost enroute to the restaurant. Now in a loose-fitting one-pieced batwing sleeve with a tropical plant print, Lauren leaned into Alex, clearly favoring him in the conversation. A little part of Corey had been dying throughout the day and now, seeing how comfortable they were so playful, almost as if he wasn't there, it was almost worse than watching her have sex.

A server came and went, bringing a round of tropical cocktails, complete with colorful umbrellas and fresh fruit garnishes. Occasionally, Lauren would look up, acknowledging with a sympathetic smile that Corey even existed. He continued to shift uncomfortably in his seat, the jealousy and envy bubbling up inside. Watching Alex's hand caress Lauren's and the way he leaned in close to her, Corey felt a familiar ache in his groin. The Longhorn fan seemed to have lost any uncertainty in flirting with a woman in front of her husband and was now all in for building his own relationship with the pretty wife. Corey closed his eyes, trying to push down the bittersweet realization that in the end, Lauren wanted the same.

As the overt courtship carried on from their side of the table, Corey pounded the whiskey, with three neats in less than twenty minutes. The illicit couple merely glanced at the older man when he abruptly excused himself to use the restroom and moved away, only faintly hearing the waitress tell Alex she'd be back to take dinner orders when their 'friend' returned.

In the men's room, Corey took a few deep breaths, staring in the dirty mirror, willing his racing heart to slow. The jealousy and insecurity he felt were overwhelming, and he had to fight the urge to rush out and stop the budding relationship. And yet, he knew that would only make the situation worse. He had been the one wanting to resume cuckolding. There was no one else to blame. Still, was this really what Zane and Dale meant by an all in embrace? Lauren fucking other guys was one thing, but this? A full-blown romance? That was something entirely different.

He felt sick, but couldn't give in. With a splash of water on his face, Corey pulled himself together and made his way back to the table, navigating other patrons along the way. When he slid into his chair and took a drink of water, Lauren removed her left hand from Alex's to stop their passing waitress. Her wedding ring sparkled in the fading sunlight.

"My husband's back, we can order when you are ready."

The harried-looking girl in a bright Polynesian dress paused and looked confused, glancing between the pretty woman with a younger, fit man draped over her, to the older more out-of-shape one.

"Okaaay, sure. Two checks?"

Corey lowered his eyes and shook his head. "No, I'll take care of it."

"Anything you say, hun."

Behind him, he heard a chuckle, only to turn and see his heavy, intolerable companion from the kayak tour. Darlene lifted an overflowing forkful of sweet potatoes off her plate while mouthing something that looked like 'long enough' before stuffing it into her fat jowl with a cackle.

Quickly looking away, Corey sighed heavily, his hands trembling, and reached for the fresh drink in front of him. Across the table, Lauren and Alex were still fawning over each other. Between their shameless flirting and that cow's sudden realization of his place in their relationship, the humiliation became unbearable. Insufferable. Suffocating.

Many of the diners were startled when Corey abruptly stood again, his thighs striking the table's edge causing the utensils and plates to rattle. Clutching his stomach, he sprinted to the men's room again and threw open a stall. Landing on his knees, he emptied his stomach. Image after image of Lauren's depraved behavior over the past year flooded his mind's eye and he retched again. And again.

Finally, there was nothing left, and after a few minutes, he stood and adjusted rumpled clothing. Running a hand through his gray hair, Corey pulled the flush lever and watched what he'd just yeeted swirl and disappear down the bowl.

And it wasn't just his breakfast or the whiskey.

It was absolutely mixed with swallowed pride as well.

+++++

After dinner, Alex suggested they wander to a cove adjacent to the restaurant where a local Polynesian troupe was scheduled to perform a traditional dance. As they walked across the wooden dock towards the stage, Lauren noticed the tension on her husband face and asked if he was okay. This was a question asked many times over the past few months, and she was committed to not overwhelming him, especially since his recent collapse. Corey seemed to realize this and smiled when Lauren reached out and gave his hand a reassuring squeeze. He was ill, that much was clear; a sickness that all men with his fetish endured, as it was their tragicomic life that kept their heart in their throats and an erection in their pants.

The makeshift theater was buzzing with energy. Soon the lights dimmed, and the sound of drums and ukuleles filled the air. A line of tanned, scantily-clad dancers emerged, their hips swaying sensually to the island rhythms. Corey, armed with yet another drink, tried to focus on the performance, but his gaze kept drifting to his wife and Alex, who were leaning in close, whispering and giggling to each other.

A disembodied voice came over the speakers and announced the current dance was one that Hawaiian natives believed would promote fertility. Indeed, the dancers' moves were quite sensual, pushing the boundaries of PG. As they reached a fever pitch, twirling and gyrating to the pounding beat, Corey felt that familiar stirring in his groin as he watched the two lovers draw closer. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, hoping the others wouldn't notice his growing arousal.

The cuckold fetish Corey had worked so hard to embrace was both a blessing and a curse, and in moments like these, the shame and hurt were almost too much to bear. It seemed the medical collapse he had experienced at the art gallery had only served to amplify his urges.

Another round of drinks, and the show was over. Thankfully, the car ride back to Sal's was a short one. By the time they arrived, all three were hammered and immediately fell into the comfortable pool furniture. Corey settled into a deep wicker chair, while Alex sat on the cabana bed, leaning back against the headboard.

The men watched as Lauren tottered precariously along the water's edge, walking it like a tightrope with her arms out for balance. Even though the only sounds came from an elaborate fountain and the nearby canal, she swayed sexily, as if dancing to music only she could hear. Occasionally, the attractive brunette faltered, nearly tumbling into the pool, but she always recovered with a giggle.

The more Lauren danced, the more sensual her movements became. The loose sleeves of her dress slipped down to her elbows, threatening to expose her breasts. Like a serpentine siren, Lauren's hips undulated with sensual grace, mimicking the earlier Polynesian dancers. The dim moonlight cast a sultry glow on her skin as the petite woman lost herself in some unheard music. Her long, jet-black hair cascaded around her face, whipping with every twirl and twist of that lithe body. She closed her eyes and became lost in the silent rhythm, pelvis moving with a fluidity that was at once mesmerizing and arousing. Hips thrusting forward and back, grinding against the thin fabric of her dress, the effect on the men was unmistakable.

Reaching the cabana bed, Lauren slowed her movements and crawled onto it, her motions slow and deliberate. Kneeling on the mattress in front of Alex, she looked over her shoulder at Corey, then let go of the dress' top, allowing it to fall to her waist. Her baseball-sized breasts tumbled out, the nipples hard. Alex reached out and gently interlaced his fingers in her hair.

With little hesitation, Lauren folded her body over, mane falling around her face and obscuring Corey's view of Alex's groin. However, there was no mystery when Corey saw his wife's head begin to bob slowly back and forth.

Alex threw his head back, eyes closed, enjoying the sensation of Lauren's tongue expertly twirling around his shaft. For several minutes, he enjoyed her ministrations, holding her in place despite her gagging several times, with spittle running from the sides of her mouth and down her chin. Occasionally, he would let up, and from Corey's viewpoint, would only see Lauren pop up, gasping for air, before going back down, apparently taking Alex deep again.

Having an audience during sex was a first for the muscular travel agent, and every so often he'd glance over at the older man sitting in the wicker chair, watching him rub his crotch. It was all so wrong, so against Alex's upbringing and what he had been taught about the sanctity of marriage. What would his parents say about his cock being worked over by a married woman while her husband watched? And yet, there was something erotic about being the dominant male in the room that was awakening a primitive need harkening back to the Neanderthals.

Something so primordial that he actually enjoyed looking over and smirking at the man whose wife was going down on him. Almost like he was challenging the tubby man to do something about it. In that moment, fueled by the night's alcohol, Alex accepted his place in that twisted relationship, and he intended to excel at it.

Another gag snapped Alex's attention back to the forty-eight-year-old woman between his legs. The back of her throat felt way too good. To stave off his release, Alex tugged on Lauren's hair, causing his erect cock to plop out.

"Ride me," he commanded.

Gasping with a few tears running down her cheek, the pretty brunette nodded and straddled his hips. As she gathered her locks and tossed them down her back like a carpet, Alex looked up at the black-haired beauty staring at him with lust in her eyes like he'd never seen before. Lauren smiled and placed her hands on his broad chest.

"Fuck me," she moaned. "Please fuck me."

Reaching out, Alex's hands traveled over her belly, up her sides, and over the areolae of her small breasts. Taking handfuls of each in his hands, he kneaded and massaged them, rubbing circles with his thumbs around her nipples. Finally, his fingers moved back down her body, settling on her tiny waist. Slowly, the big man lifted her a little as she gently pressed the tip of his cock against her outer labia. Then, just as methodically, Lauren lowered herself on his imposing shaft, inch by inch, until she had taken most of the eight inches in her sopping hole.

A pang of envy shot through Corey as his wife tilted her head to the sky and opened her mouth in silence at that first penetration. He should be the one beneath her. He should be the one pleasuring her. But the beleaguered husband also realized that he'd now given up that right for good.

Lauren leaned forward, bracing herself on his chest as she began riding him hard. Alex's thick shaft caused Lauren to moan loudly, her breasts bouncing with every powerful thrust. She adjusted her hips, using a trick she had mastered over the past year, and soon she was pistoning up and down on the young man's cock at a furious pace, her hair whipping wildly around her face.

From the sidelines, Corey wrestled with a mix of shame, envy and arousal. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, fighting the urge to touch himself as he witnessed the two lovers' passion growing. And yet, the sight of his wife's muscles gripping and pulsing around Alex's dick was too much. He could see every inch disappearing into her sopping wet pussy. Without taking his eyes off them, his hand neared his fly when he was startled by Lauren looking over her shoulder.

"NO!" she exclaimed.

Corey's eyes grew wide, his fingers freezing on the zipper pull.

In one fluid motion, she swung a leg off Alex, causing his entire length to slip out. Gathering her hair to one side, she got onto all fours, arching her back which offered both men a view of her peachy ass cheeks.

"Don't," Lauren wagged a finger at her husband. "You don't get to cum."

Corey's hand trembled as it hovered over his shorts, his voice cracking. "Okay?"

Her sultry brown eyes shot him a sly smile and held his gaze as the Texan moved into position to mount her. With husband and wife peering into each other's souls, the younger, more virile man slid his cock into her glistening cunt.

"Look at him!" Lauren hissed at Alex. "Look at the loser."

Alex grabbed a handful of her midnight mane and stared at Corey.

"Whose pussy is it?" she asked breathlessly, taking every inch her date could give her.

"Mine," Alex whispered.

"WHOSE?"

"MINE! This pussy is mine now!"

As if to make his point, the travel agent yanked her head back and rammed his cock deep, nearly knocking the Iowan wife off balanced. She howled up into the night sky.

"That's it, baby. FUCK ME!"

With both staring at the older man, Alex held on to her hips so Lauren wouldn't collapse and pounded her hard.

Corey could only sit back and watch, mesmerized, his cock throbbing in his pants with no way to seek relief. He watched as her cunt stretched around Alex's cock, shivering as she felt him sink deeper. He watched, knowing Alex was staring at her puckered ass, and enjoying the view of his dick disappearing into her bald clam. He watched as the Texan fucked Lauren savagely, rhythmically, while her tiny tits hung down, jiggling, nipples stiff and jutting.

The pair was moaning loudly now, and they soon forgot about everything and anyone around them. They were animals in heat - coupled, knotted. Alex jackhammered into Lauren, who gripped the soft waterproof bedding.

"Oh, my fucking GOD!" she shrieked as he bottomed out again and again, her smooth pussy contracting around his shaft.

Corey could only steal squeezes to his groin through his shorts, lest he be caught. And he almost was several times when Lauren opened her eyes and glanced at him with disdain.



"Why?" she snarled. "WHY CAN'T YOU FUCK ME LIKE HE CAN?"

The dagger struck deep into his heart, but it only made that wrinkled cock harder.

"Pathetic," she spat.

Lauren then began screaming Alex's name as her orgasm began to build. She looked over her shoulder, gritting her teeth.

"FUCK MEEEEEEE!"

The younger man adjusted his grip on her hips and bore down, inching both of them to the edge. She begged him to fuck her harder, faster, longer.

And then, there was no more talk, just moans, grunts, and panting. They moved as one, violently, threatening to bring down the canopy over the cabana bed. Through it all, Corey's own dick throbbed in his pants, aching for release. With one last forceful shove, he watched as his wife's pussy took the much larger shaft's entire length, Alex's balls slamming into her taint. She screamed as her eyes rolled back into her head and came. So did her date, who threw his head back, pumping his swimmers deep into her womb.

For several moments, time stood still, until Lauren collapsed, her face and shoulders hitting the mattress, chin nearly over the edge. Alex continued to kneel in place like an Adonis, his proud wet cock pulsating, beads of cum forming and dripping from the head. He stared at Corey like a gladiator who'd just won his match. He said nothing, but the message was clear.

The rest of Lauren's body flattened as she continued to gasp for air, her chest trying to regulate its intake. Somewhere in the distance, a boat blew its airhorn, breaking the silence. The sound of slow, single claps came from the footpath leading to the house. All heads turned to see Sal Bender walking towards them.

"Bravo," Sal nodded approvingly, lumbering to the end of the bed. "Well done. I go out for dinner and come back to this. What a nice touch." The old hippie glanced at his friend. "You better put that thing away before it puts an eye out."

Lauren gradually gathered her wits and propped herself up on weary elbows to find her face just inches from their host's board shorts. Her eyes lit up at what appeared to be a convincing bulge.

"I like dangerous things," she cooed, looking up at the bearded man from behind sweaty black bangs. Her fingers reached out and tiptoed on the buttoned fly. "Got anything dangerous in there?"

Sal raised an eyebrow and looked back at Alex. In his post-coital bliss, the Texan simply shrugged. It didn't escape Corey that the entrepreneur had not asked him, the husband.

"Well, then," the native Floridian smiled down at his guest as he undid his shorts, one button at a time. "You tell me, little lady."

With no underwear to impede it, Bender's ample albeit old cock sprung free as the flaps fell away. It bobbed in front of Lauren's face like a diving board. Her tongue slipped out and snatched a dollop of precum from its smooth head. She smiled and studied the long shaft, considering the best angle of attack, then leaned forward and engulfed it, letting it slide to the back of her throat.

Corey rose silently and got up from the wicker chair, his erection clearly visible. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Alex flip Lauren onto her back. Her long black hair dangled in a cascade down the edge the bed to the concrete. She opened her mouth and angled her throat to fully accept Sal's cock.

Chest tightening as he doddered to the back door, Corey's stomach twisted in knots when groans of delight from their host filled the pool area.

"FUCK, you are a great cocksucker."

+++++

The sight of his wife shamelessly enjoying the attentions of Alex, and then welcoming Sal's advances, filled Corey's eyes with emotion as he stared at the ceiling of the guest room he'd been relegated to. Having left her with Cartwright's face between her legs and his friend's cock down her throat, Corey felt a mix of shame, envy, and a twisted sense of arousal.

Suddenly sweating despite the air conditioning, he pushed off the covers from the unfamiliar bed. Laying there in just his boxers, his withered cock pushed through the soft fly, erect, despite the fact that Lauren was pleasuring two men mere yards away. It wagged in the air, seemingly mocking him. Where was his sense of integrity and dignity? Gone. All had perished the moment he had decided to share her.

Just as Corey reached out to relieve his pulsating cock of its misery, he saw the hallway door to the spare room swing open. Squinting, the petite figure of his wife's shadow stood silently in the doorway. Her body had just been ravished, and her hair was clearly disheveled. After several moments of just standing there, she seemed to float across the floor, where she stood like some sensual apparition. Climbing onto the bed, beads of perspiration clung to her flushed skin as she closed the space between herself and her husband. Corey started to speak, but the pretty brunette put a finger to his lips, hushing him. Without a word, she lifted her pelvis and slowly lowered it, expertly aiming her pussy towards his groin. It was already slick with Alex's loads and slid down Corey's shaft with ease. He gasped as he felt her warmth envelop him, her body taking him in with a familiarity that only comes from years of being together. But as she began to move her hips, riding him with a practiced ease, he knew this was simply aftercare, merely a mercy fuck to ease his fears. The cock that had just been inside his wife was bigger, thicker, and longer. He had seen the way she looked at Alex, the way her eyes lit up when he penetrated her, the moans and sighs that escaped her lips when she was with the younger man, and he knew that he could never compare.

Lauren leaned over Corey, her long hair dangling down to tickle his chest, and the couple kissed. As she pressed her lips to his, he could smell the perfume she had worn for Alex and taste the remnants of Sal's cum on her tongue, a bitter reminder of the slut within. Their hips ground together, the pace increasing. He reached up, his hands tangling in her mane as he pulled her closer. The sweat on their skin mingled, bodies trembling with pleasure. Breaking the kiss, she looked down at him and finally spoke.

"Cum in me," she whispered huskily. "Give me your love."

Corey nodded, unable to speak as his cock throbbed, her walls clenching. There was no way he would last long now, not with the way she was moving against him. He closed his eyes, his fingers digging into her hips, and let loose. Having been teased all day, the older man grunted loudly and came hard. All that pent-up tormenting released at once. Lauren stopped riding and gripped his six-inches, feeling his energy exploding inside her, copious amounts of her husband's jizz surging into her canal. She smiled as it mixed with Alex's, creating a cocktail of love pumped into her by the men in her life.

And then it was over. The grin fading from her face, Lauren pulled off Corey's rapidly deflating cock and slid off the bed. Without a word, she walked slowly and sensually back to the doorway from which she had come. With a soft but foreboding expression, she paused before leaving, her hand resting on the doorframe. Looking back, she mouthed, 'I love you,' before disappearing from the room.

Alone with his thoughts, Corey carefully tucked his penis back into his boxers and curled into a fetal position, hugging a pillow. The pit in his stomach began to grow once more, knowing that the love of his life would not be sleeping next to him. Come morning, someone else down the hallway was going to wake to her beautiful face and likely make love to her again. A second chapter in their torrid relationship was now being written. One that would test the couple's marriage and was sure to be a winding rollercoaster.
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==================

Sunday, June 16th

==================

Outside the quaint Des Moines home, the Christmas morning blizzard howled, whipping up a frenzy of blowing snow, while inside, Corey Miller smiled to himself. What could be cozier than his family around a twinkling tree - real, of course, not fake - with torn wrapping paper strewn about? Lauren mirrored his grin, nestled on the couch beside him, content and thankful that she finally got him to wear his-and-her matching red and green plaid pajamas. She leaned against him, hugging his arm as they gazed at their two daughters who sat cross-legged on the floor amidst the paper. Grinning like tweens, even though the youngest had just turned eighteen, one let out a piercing shriek as she opened her last gift: Gucci boots, replete with luxurious leather.

"THANKS Mom and Dad!" Caroline cried as she rushed to throw flailing arms around her parents.

Lauren chuckled and hugged her daughter. "You're very welcome, sweetheart. Now, let's you and I get breakfast ready while your father cleans up this mess."

Corey grinned as his wife broke their loving grip and followed Amelia and Caroline into the kitchen. A profound sense of peace and belonging came over him. This was the way it was supposed to be. The family was together, happy; a picture-perfect scene of domestic bliss. Life was indeed good.

After listening to the latest weather forecast, the Miller patriarch stood and stretched. Despite a few aches and pains, he really did feel felt spry for his age, though hitting the gym more often would certainly help. Heading toward the kitchen, where laughter and the clatter of pots had filled the air moments earlier, he noticed it was now empty and eerily silent. Where was everyone?

"Ladies?"

There was a sound, but it was impossible to tell where it came from. Cocking his neck to one side, Corey listened intently. Were those... giggles? Head still tilted, he followed it to the foyer and looked up the staircase leading to the second floor where the bedrooms were. On the upper landing, he caught a flash of one of the girls, followed by more soft laughter.

"What the...?"

It took forever to climb the steps, but once at the top, Corey stopped and peered down the shadowed, endless corridor. There, at the end, stood Caroline in flannel pajamas, tittering with one hand over her mouth, hiding a smile.

"This way, Daddy!" she exclaimed, pointing to the master bedroom.

Suddenly, the hallway appeared elongated. Dark and ominous. Slowly, Corey walked toward his daughter, whose outstretched hand still pointed at something unseen.

More giggles. "Come see, Daddy!"

The closer he drew, the more noises he heard. Irregular sounds, like someone gasping for air. But there was also a steady rhythmic thumping. Standing in front of Caroline now, he followed her long pajama-covered arm to what she was pointing at inside the bedroom. Corey's eyes widened and his heart sank as he saw his wife of decades on their marital bed, legs wrapped around a faceless man. Both were naked and grinding, twisting in the throes of passion. The thumping sound grew louder. Thunderous.

"Look see!" Caroline was ecstatic. "We have a new daddy now!"

Corey cried out in anguish. The man on top of Lauren was thrusting relentlessly, the headboard banging into the wall behind it.

Thump, thump, thump.

He covered his ears to silence the booms, now like thunderclaps. Lauren and the man both turned their heads and stared in his direction. She was in the midst of an orgasm as her lover's face became clear. But not just one. It morphed, transitioned. Mutated.

Pauly Hamilton. 

No, wait... Tommy.

Then Zane.

And finally... 

Alex.

Corey opened his mouth to scream in anger, but nothing came out. Before his eyes, the specter of his daughter faded until there was nothing but white, wispy smoke, replaced by her mother's maniacal laugh.

"A new daddy now...

"A new daddy now...

"A new daddy..."

+++++

The sixty-one-year-old jolted up in bed, drenched in a cold, clammy sweat. He collapsed back into the pillows of the strange, sagging mattress, hands clawing at his face. Spreading his trembling fingers, he peered through them like a caged animal, squinting until the dim outlines of Sal Bender's guest room came into focus. Corey let out a ragged sigh.

Thank fuck. It was just a goddamn dream.

But then, from the wall behind his head, a barrage of percussive thuds shook the room, rattling the plaster. They grew louder, more insistent, a relentless rhythm pounding through his skull.

Thump, thump, thump.

The glowing red numbers of the clock stabbed at his eyes in the dark. Seven-fucking-thirty in the morning. He'd barely slept a few hours, his body heavy as a sack of shit, drained by exhaustion. His heart started hammering like a jackrabbit's as the truth hit him like a kick to the balls. The master suite where his wife and her lover were shared a thin wall with this one. The headboards - his and theirs - were separated by nothing but six-inch two-by-fours and builder's grade drywall.

Thump, thump, thump.

This wasn't the Christmas nightmare he'd just clawed his way out of. This was real. His wife of twenty-eight years and her cocky bastard of a boyfriend next door, fucking like animals.

Shit.

Corey uttered a pathetic whimper, rubbing his throbbing temples.

Thump, thump, thump.

He tried to will the sound away, but it was useless. New noises slithered through the wall now. Wet, desperate mewls, guttural grunts, and raw, throaty groans. They were invasive, unyielding; a pornographic assault he couldn't escape.

Thump, thump, thump.

Rolling over, Corey gripped his half-hard, obsolete cock, his mind flooded with images of Lauren's naked body. Her tits bouncing, her cunt stretched and slick as Alex used her in filthy, brutal ways. He could picture her legs spread wide, her ass slapping against her beau's hips, nails raking down his back as she screamed for more.

Jesus, Mother Mary and Joseph. 

The thuds were an unabated drumbeat of raw sex, yet surprisingly missing the dirty, slutty mouth Lauren had honed with her newfound freedom. No 'fuck me raw.' No 'own my pussy.' No barking orders like a bitch in heat. Just endless, pulsing moans, rising and falling in pitch, dripping with a passion that made his gut twist. As he stroked his useless dick, a tear oozed from one eye, his stomach churning with a sick, hollow ache.

They aren't fucking. They're making love.

He pictured Lauren's body, glistening with sweat, her curves writhing beneath Alex's chiseled frame. Their eyes locked in a lover's gaze, hips grinding in perfect sync, her tiny tits jiggling with every deep, deliberate thrust. Like soulmates lost in each other, they didn't need words, just the primal ecstasy of their bodies fused, his cock buried deep inside her. The noises from next door grew louder, more frenzied, a symphony of lust just inches away.

Thump, thump, thump, THUMP. Thump, thump, thump, THUMP.

Corey jacked his cock harder, knowing Lauren and Alex were about to blow. He could feel it in the air, a heat building that walls could not contain.

Tiny squeals and louder grunts now. Bedsprings protesting. Then a primal roar as Alex unloaded deep inside Lauren's quivering pussy, filling her with his hot, virile cum.

"Thump, thump, thump," Corey gasped out loud, the sound driving him insane. He squeezed his eyes shut, his free hand pinching his pudgy, sensitive nipples as each slam of the headboard shoved him closer to the edge. "Thump, thump, thump."

With a guttural groan, the older man came, his jizz spurting through his fingers like a breached garden hose, splattering his flabby belly. He grimaced, milking his cock slow and hard, riding the wave as his body trembled. Deep, burning shame flooded him as he wiped his wet, sticky hand on the sheets. Heavy eyes welled up, tears mixing with the sweat on his face.

How the fuck had he ended up here? Jerking off on some shitty island in the Atlantic, listening to his wife get railed? The whole situation was beyond fucked up, yet the graying wittol couldn't deny his sick addiction had a stranglehold on his soul.

Swinging his legs off the bed, Corey stood, clearing his throat with a rough cough. Dabbing his wet eyes, he shuffled toward the bathroom when his phone pinged with a text. It was from Lauren.  A message that was cold and curt.

Be on the dock in 15 or you'll be swimming.

+++++

The temperature was already a humid seventy-eight degrees as Alex fired up the powerful screws of his cruiser.

"NOW!" he shouted, cupping his hand to project the command from the cockpit to a waiting Lauren. She nodded from the dock, handily unwound the bow and aft hitches from the pier, then hopped aboard the Amarillo Sky as it bobbed in the water. She waved up at Alex to signal the boat was free, then pulled in the fenders, first from port, then starboard. As she bent over to grab each nylon rope, the material of her bikini bottoms wedged into the crack of her ass, threatening to expose her pussy lips. Lips that Corey thought were surely puffy and red from a sex-filled night with her boyfriend.

Boyfriend.

It was clear their connection went beyond just good sex. The chemistry that had been brewing between the new couple before the break had intensified, like a hurricane's resurgence over warm waters. Who was Corey to deny that? Sure, there were jealousy, envy, and pangs of anxiety. But it was a small price to pay for Lauren to unlock her sexuality. In the exploration of his fetish, he'd granted her freedom to explore it. Many men would have left her months ago, but the project manager from Iowa wasn't just any man. He was her rock, there to support - if not enable - her perversions. Just like she'd satiated his needs.

From a table on the aft deck, Corey watched with longing as his wife climbed the companionway to the cockpit, where Alex stood. Upon reaching the top, she leaned in and kissed him, her lips lingering on his mouth. With a huge grin and an arm around the pretty brunette's waist, Alex pulsed the throttle forward, slowly leaving the slip behind.

As they entered Card Sound, the ocean breeze grew stronger, buffeting the three travelers and making conversation difficult. Not that anyone was much in the mood to talk, all for different reasons. Alex steered the boat north, holding Lauren tight, the two occasionally glancing at each other warmly, basking in the afterglow of glorious fucking. Below, Corey sat alone, the acquiescing third to the island outing, the weekend replaying in his mind. He knew the muscular Texan had invited him only to be nice, hoping to score points with Lauren. On a whim, he had accepted the invitation to accompany them, fully aware that unique tension and power dynamics would be at play. The emotions were indeed high. Alex and Lauren openly flaunted their relationship in front of him, using every opportunity to chasten the acceding hubby.

Despite the taunting at every turn, Corey had remained steadfast, devoted to the mother of his children, his entire universe for decades. He was not oblivious to the old adage "be careful what you wish for." Any rabbit holes the long-married couple was going down these days were of his own digging. As the yacht approached the open waters of Biscayne Bay, he had but one hope.

That the holes weren't too deep.

+++++

Lauren's heart churned as she glanced down at her husband, isolated on the boat's stern, his slumped shoulders a silent testament to his angst. She was riding the high of the last twenty-four hours yet a sharp pang of guilt pierced her chest, twisting like a knife. She knew this arrangement was tearing Corey apart, his jealousy and anguish simmering just beneath the stoic facade. He had unleashed this beast himself, coaxing her to embrace her needs, but the weight of her complicity at once crushed and excited her.

She sensed Alex's arm around her bare waist tighten, pulling her into him. Lauren's smile came easily as his lips brushed her neck, sending shivers down her spine. He glanced back at the water, but the memory of their morning sex - raw, earth-shattering - lingered. She really dug how he dominated her in the bedroom, his commanding presence reducing her to a quivering, helpless mess in the most decadent way.

Corey had surely heard every moan that morning, each cry a deliberate thrust of a dagger to his heart. Sometimes Lauren felt she was drunk on the thrill of being his cuckoldress, yet with this title came the great responsibility. A responsibility to feed his Frankenstein just enough to keep him on the edge, but without unintentionally tipping the scale like she had recently. His fetish was a twisted need she both pitied and revered. Now that they were fully immersed in this lifestyle again, she vowed to give it to him in spades, even as it tore at her soul to see him recoil in his pleasurable pain.

But this couldn't last forever, could it? The thought gnawed at her. They would age, and though Corey was eleven years her senior, her beauty would fade too. In the end, preserving their marriage was paramount, the one truth she clung to amidst the chaos. Men would come and go, but any feelings she shared with them would pale compared to the love she and Corey had forged over decades.

Alex.

Where did that leave Alex? Amy, Chloe, and even Corey called him her boyfriend, but that word felt strange, especially to her married self. Was that really the right way to describe him? They had only been dating a short while, but she and the Texan had shared a lot of special moments together.

They had done the kinds of things couples who are dating do - going to a baseball game, seeing a concert, spending lazy days relaxing. Each memory was like a thread pulling them closer. It all felt...right, in a way that was almost dangerous, as if her heart was being pulled in different directions. Lauren had agreed to the lifestyle because it's what they both needed. Indulging Corey while chasing her own fantasies was a delicate balance. She knew he craved being pushed to the limit, but how far could she go without another episode? His breakdown over her fling with his boss and the guy's wife had been the jagged little pill, a wound that hadn't completely healed. Were there other edges? Darker ones? Event horizon ones? As fucked up as it seemed to most people, a kink had recently bubbled up in him like a solar flare, lashing out of the corona. One that would have her forever lost to another man. It was aberrant, complicated, and perilous. Especially with what most of her lovers had going for them. And for what? So he could flog himself and maso-masturbate to death?

Back below, Corey looked up at the helm, his eyes locking with hers in a fleeting, soul-baring moment. Their subtle smiles masked a torrent of unspoken fears, a shared acknowledgment that their lives were hurtling along a path that was both exhilarating and terrifying. There was so much to gain. Freedom, passion, truth. And so much to lose. Love, trust, each other. A lump swelled in Corey's throat, his heart pounding. He wanted to keep her to himself but relished the dread of her slipping away, all at the same time.

He stood to lose everything. And God help him, he ached for it.

+++++

The next few weeks saw a slow thaw of the self-imposed moratorium, marking an unsuccessful attempt by Lauren and Corey to return to "the way we were." It was a noble try, to be sure, but if the interdiction had taught them one thing, it was that neither was thrilled with their pre-Miami ways. Suppressing their developing kinks was not a silver bullet to happiness. Harnessing them would be key.

Alex remained in the picture as the new relationship energy continued. There were a few more dates, some overnight on the Amarillo Sky. When the new lovers weren't together, there were plenty of messages between them. Corey caught her smiling plenty into her phone as they watched TV before bed. No doubt Alex was texting something heartfelt. A budding romance? It was too early to tell, although the thought played into one of the darkest corners of Corey's core. One that tore at his very sensibilities, threatening to rip his heart from his chest. The risk of losing Lauren completely to another man was maddening. Alarming.

But very, arousing.

Other regulars slowly returned as Lauren's return to the scene became apparent. Griffin Schultz, who fancied himself an experienced "bull," took the forty-eight-year-old to dinner. And then to bed at his place. Then there was the cocky Tony Reed, the just-graduated collegiate athlete and asshole extraordinaire. He loved nothing better than roughing up a cagy cuckoldress and ridiculing her much older husband.

Her friends Chloe Calleigh and Amy Rossiner were ecstatic, welcoming their old buddy back to trolling bars with them, teasing men wherever they went. It was exactly on one of those evenings that the next dose of Corey's simmering angst began to take shape.

==================

Saturday, June 29th

==================

"The fuck is that?" Zane shouted angrily, arm outstretched at the wall-mounted television. His palm was upward, middle finger raised.

The roar of the Bronx crowd swelled as the Yankee slugger's bat connected with the Marlins' pitcher's fastball, sending the ball arcing through the air before plummeting into the outfield stands. Zane Picardo's face was a mask of fury, a throbbing vein betraying rage as he slammed his fist on the couch's arm, causing the whiskey in his glass to slosh.

Corey sat up on the other end of the sofa and shook his head. "Damn, a meatball right down the center of the plate. I could have hit that."

His buddy grinned at him. "Yeah, what, like five feet foul?"

The older man leaned over and punched his best friend. "Fuck you. When did you get to be such a big Marlins' fan?"

"We're from Iowa, remember? Build it and they will come."

"I believe that's if you build it, he will come."

"Same difference."

The lifelong pals chuckled. It was good to be in the same city again, sharing a drink and a game. Zane and Amy, Lauren's bestie since moving to Miami, were a firm item now. The couples often got together for a laugh or two. That didn't mean their friendships lacked a certain undercurrent. Corey couldn't forget that Zane had been the first man to cuckold him, nor the fact that Amy and Lauren were also lovers. To their credit, the graying project manager's fetish was rarely discussed when they all got together. But Corey could see it in their eyes. He had been humbled by his best friend more than once, and though none mentioned it outside the bedroom, he knew they knew - a humiliation in itself. Still, Corey appreciated how Zane treated him as no less a person for it. They were best buds and that was that.



"Mind if I grab another?" Corey asked, pointing at his empty beer bottle.

"Me casa, you casa, bro."

"I think you mean mi casa es su casa."

"What the fuck dude, you gonna do that all night? You went to college, I get it."

Corey stood and walked to the townhome's fridge, grinning at his friend's butchery of the Spanish language. In reality, it wasn't either of their homes. Zane had been living at Amy's for over a month now. He'd been at the right place at the right time in the blonde legal secretary's life. Nearly thirty years older than she, the drifting biker had swept her off her feet. She'd allowed him to stay rather than see him on the streets. Physical attraction had grown into much more, and now their deepening romance was plain to everyone.

With one hand opening the refrigerator door, Corey reached in for his what? Six or seventh beer? Didn't matter. Zane watched with amusement as his friend shuffled back to the couch a bit unsteadily.

"Good thing you're spending the night."

"Fuck yeah it is. What do you think the girls are doing?"

Across town, Lauren and Amy were meeting with Chloe at the Taffy Snapper for a well-deserved girls' night out.

Zane snapped his tongue, mimicking a chicken. "Nothing but a hen cluck there."

Corey scowled a bit and twisted the cap off the bottle. He wasn't so sure. Amy had been promiscuous long before meeting Lauren, and Chloe was a sex worker. Not exactly three old biddies out for a game of bingo.

On the widescreen, another Yankee took the Marlins' pitching ace yard, driving in two more runs. Zane groaned and switched off the TV. He pulled a tray with loose rolling papers from a drawer in the coffee table. Then he put his feet up and leaned back.

"Fuck it, let's get high."

+++++

The dimly lit Taffy Snapper was alive with the hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses. The three diminutive women sat in a small booth, sipping their drinks and laughing together. Upbeat music poured from the ceiling, and as usual, the crowd was a lively mix of young professionals and partygoers. Most were dressed for a Saturday night out and the friends were no different.

Amy wore a fitted white tank top that highlighted her toned arms, paired with high-waisted black jeans that hugged her hips. Blonde hair, swept into a sleek ponytail, framed her twenty-six-year-old face, accentuating her blue eyes. Large hoop earrings swayed, catching the bar's unnatural light with every sparkle.

True to form, Chloe wore a black leather jacket with silver studs, paired with a gray Sex Pistols tee and pair of black leather pants. Her crimson hair was styled in loose waves, and makeup the kind you'd expect for a girl that made her living on her back and taking off her clothes.

Lauren was the most conservatively dressed of the three that evening. In a simple gray ribbed sweater dress and knee-high black boots, she looked edgy yet professional, though the stretchy material clung to every inch of her body. Her jet-black hair, expertly dyed at age forty-eight by a talented stylist she had found downtown, flowed freely around her shoulders to the small of her back.

To put it mildly, the girls were the type of eye candy men appreciated in any bar. Especially single men like Ryder Rawlings. Sitting on a bar stool, the thirty-six-year-old had been sipping his whiskey, evaluating his options, when several outbursts of laughter drew his gaze. It landed on a trio of women seemingly having the time of their lives. One was distinctly older than the other two.  Their mother perhaps? Unlikely, unless they dyed their hair differently. Another clue dispelled that as well. All were gushing and animated, a hallmark of girlfriends, not family. The mature one impressed him most. He guessed early forties, fashionably dressed and understated, with long, straight black hair and small breasts that the tight dress seemed to love. Even in the dim light, he could see those puffy nipples.

Noting which waitress had their table, he motioned as she passed by, sending a round of whatever the women were drinking. Rawlings found the archaic pickup tactic worked enough to employ it from time to time. Once in a blue moon. Ten minutes later, the drinks were delivered, and the women turned their heads, smiling. With his best James Bond charm, he toasted them.

After the three put their heads together with another giggle, he was pleased to see them break and lean back, with the blonde waving him over.

Once in a blue moon was all he needed.

+++++

The two friends, mechanic and project manager, sat in silence, watching the smoke curl up toward the ceiling. Without warning, Corey let out a loud belch.

"Sorry, man, it's the beer."

Zane clapped him on the back. "No worries. I'm just glad you're enjoying yourself."

The slightly older man took another hit and handed the nearly played joint back.

"Speaking of enjoying yourself, how are you and Amy getting on?"

It was Zane's turn to smile. "She's amazing. Smart and professional..."

"Young," Corey finished for him.

"Not going to lie, she's a sex machine."

"Be careful, friend, that ticker's not what it used to be."

"I could say the same 'bout you."

Zane regretted the moment those words came out.

"I mean..."

An awkward pause settled over the men. A look of lament crossed Corey's face as he shook his head.

"I'm useless to her now in that department."

Zane scrunched his nose. Fuck. When would his dense mind think before he spoke? He knew his buddy's fetish was strong and the associated emotions crushing. That's why he avoided bringing up his encounters with Lauren and Caroline.

"Look, man, I'm sure..."

"YOU were able to please her. And quite well, if memory serves. I mean, I try. Sometimes I'm really horny and think 'tonight's the night,' but then I just deflate or prejac. Even jerking off, I only get a semi that wouldn't pierce a wet paper towel."

"Uh..." Zane stared at the wisps of smoke rising from the joint's cherry, unsure how to console his pal. This is exactly why he steered clear of all this.

"Doc says no pills, right?"

"Nope. Blood pressure."

The younger man pondered this before exhaling a plume. If he was going to be a best friend, he should be asking about his mental health.

"At least you've given her an outlet. How've you been doing since your, eh... setback?"

Corey sighed. "Better. I've learned to embrace... it. Her. With others. Like you said. Sort of."

Zane side-eyed him. "What's that mean?"

The graying project manager thought about that. What did he mean?

"I dunno. It's crazy. It's something I crave now. I know how I feel about things, but sometimes I wish I didn't."

"Shame?"

"Shame that I'm enjoying something most people see as a weakness, plus the feeling of inadequacy."

"And yet many of those folks are trapped in lifeless relationships, accepting dead bedrooms as a fact of a long marriage. At least you've given Laur a choice. Some might say that takes an even bigger man."

Corey glanced over in surprised amazement. "You taking psychology classes now?"

Zane drew on his beer, swallowing with contentment. "Nope. Internet porn." He paused thoughtfully, then added, "How many men? Any regulars?"

The biker had no idea why that had popped out of his mouth. Surely, he wasn't jealous. After all, he had been with both mother and daughter. Quite a feat for any man.

"Enough. She has a boyfriend now."

"Really? How's that going?"

"Strangely. She's quite a handful."

"Yes, she is. Laur's the type of girl that needs dommed. Slapped around and..."

Zane stopped, trying to swallow his words. He really needed to stop while he was ahead. Talking about his buddy's wife like they were trading notes on some floozy they'd passed around during a drunken weekend in Vegas was not helping.

"Sorry, man. Shit, I didn't mean to... aw, crap, it's the beer."

The irony of his best friend telling him what his wife needed sexually did not escape Corey.

"Didn't mean to talk about her like she's a tramp?"

The younger man looked down and said nothing.

"But she is, isn't she?"

"Bro, I'm not one to judge."

"There's no judgment. She is. My wife is a fucking hoe."

Zane considered this. His pal wasn't wrong. Both mom and daughter had turned out to be very nasty sluts.

"So, what are you going to do about that?"

"She's given me what I need. It only makes sense for me to return the favor."

"So, in other words, do nothing?"

Corey sank deeper into the couch, lost in thought. Finally, he sighed and took a another drink.

"I don't know.

I just don't know."

+++++

The girls' inviting smiles emboldened the easy-on-the-eyes man in a light blue linen button-down as he approached their booth. Lauren scooted over, making room for him to slide in next to her. There seemed to be an instant attraction. Square jawline, dark hair short and neatly styled with a slight sheen. Piercing blue eyes and a subtle five o'clock shadow that added an approachable charm.

He felt it too. The warmth of her body and the subtle scent of perfume put his cock on notice as he settled into the seat.

"I hope I'm not intruding," Rawlings opened with a disarming grin.

Amy was the first to extend a hand and thank the man. "Not at all. We were just discussing how rare it is to find a gentleman willing to buy drinks for strangers these days. I'm Amy, and this is Lauren and Chloe."

Nodding to each in turn, his gaze lingered on Lauren a moment longer. "Ryder Rawlings, pleased to meet you all. I couldn't help but notice you were having such a good time. I thought some of that joy might rub off."

Chloe leaned forward, her curly red locks nearly in her drink. "Well, impressive foreplay, albeit a bit tired."

Ryder took a sip of his whiskey, savoring the burn. "A a bit trite, I'll give you that. But just moments ago, I was sitting alone, and now..." He spread his arms showing that he'd graduated from no friends to three.

The women had to acknowledge the strategy had worked in his favor.

"And I'm just unwinding after a long week," he continued. "Sometimes you need to surround yourself with good energy to shake off the stress, you know?"

Amy smirked, her red lips curving upward. "And here we were think you were just trying to pick up women."

The group laughed, the tension breaking as Ryder held up his hands in mock surrender. "Guilty as charged. But can you blame me when the company is this delightful?"

Lauren's leg accidentally brushed against his under the table, sending a jolt through them both. She smiled, a mix of coy and curious. "So, what do you do when you're not buying drinks for unsuspecting women in bars?"

Ryder leaned back, an arm resting on the back of the booth behind Lauren. "Unsuspecting? Somehow, I doubt that. Anyway, I'm in finance. It's not as exciting as it sounds, trust me. But it does allow me to indulge in little luxuries like this." He gestured to their drinks.

Amy raised an eyebrow. "Finance, huh? So, you're good with numbers?"

"Among other things," Ryder winked, eliciting smug expressions from the women.

The conversation continued to flow easily after that, punctuated by the clinking of glasses and the background noise of the bar. Ryder found himself drawn more and more to Lauren, her wit and elegance standing out even among her attractive friends.

As the night wore on, all four leaned in close, as if huddling to discuss the next big play. Ryder's hand eventually found its way to the small of Lauren's back, his fingers tracing lazy circles through the soft fabric of her dress. The electricity was palpable.

"So," he nodded at her wedding ring, his voice dropping low despite the noise around them, "what's your story?"

Lauren's eyes met his, a spark of challenge in her gaze. "Who says I need a story to have a girls' night out? Maybe I just wanted some company."

"Fair enough. To good company and better conversation, then."

The pair clinked glasses as the energy between them soared. The budding vibe was not lost on Amy and Chloe, who glanced at each other surreptitiously and began gathering their things.

"Wait, where are you guys going?" Lauren asked, pausing her conversation with Ryder. "We just got here."

"We've been here almost four hours, love. It's almost midnight," Chloe muttered. That she was making up an explanation as she went was painfully obvious. "I'm... I'm working the two-to-four shift tonight."

"I thought your shifts were four hours long?"

"Well, yeah. Tonight's eh..." she looked to Amy for help.

"Special!" the secretary blurted.

The redhead nodded. "Yes, special," she giggled, pulling the blonde out of the booth.

Lauren peered suspiciously at her best friend and coworker. "And you?"

"Ah," Amy avoided eye contact, "gotta work early in the morning."

"It's Sunday."

"Right," Amy stuttered, realizing what a dumb excuse that had been. She put her hands on her hips. "Well, how do you expect me to take your job if I don't work hard, hmm?"

Leaning over, she patted Lauren's shoulder and put her mouth to her ear. "Good luck. He's hot."

With that, the younger women scurried away and disappeared into the crowd.

"And then there were two." Ryder waved down their waitress to order another round. He seemed quite pleased with how the evening was going.

Lauren simply smiled and did nothing when the handsome man slipped his arm around her shoulders. After all, he was hot.

Seconds later, she frowned as her phone lit up on the table with an incoming message.

+++++

"I'm out," Zane croaked, swilling the last drop of his beer. He motioned to the couch as he stood, almost losing his balance. "Amy's spending the night at your place since it's only a few blocks from the bars. Feel free to crash here."

"I am NOT sleeping with you," Corey quipped, downing the rest of his drink.

"Yeah, as if. There's a pillow and blanket in the hall closet. Used 'em the first night I was here, they're decent."

"Thanks, my guy." Corey gave his buddy a thumbs up and watched him stumble toward the bedroom.

After stretching out on the sofa and making himself comfortable, the aging husband pulled out his phone and sent a text to his absent wife:

Crashing at Zane and Amy's. Hope all is well. I love you.

He waited and hoped for a response, but his eyes grew heavy. Laying the phone on his chest, Corey checked it every so often until sleep overtook him.

That didn't take long.

+++++

Ryder's eyes lingered on Lauren as he sipped his drink while she read an incoming text.

"You can answer that if you want. I'm a patient man."

"It's just my husband."

The man's hand absently traced patterns on her back, his gaze drifting back to her ring. "Does your husband know you flirt with men in bars?"

Lauren's expression shifted slightly, a touch of wistfulness in her eyes.

"Is that what we're doing? Flirting?"

"Perhaps."

Lauren set the phone down on the table and thought for a moment. "I don't think so."

"Flirting?"

"No, my husband. He's... indifferent, I suppose." She paused, recalling Alex Cartwright's aversion to infidelity. "Does that bother you?"

Ryder raised his hands in a placating gesture. "Not really. Believe me, I'm not judging." He leaned closer, his breath tickling her ear. "Do you ever do more than flirt?"

Lauren felt a flutter in her chest but maintained her composure. "With the right person."

"Am I the right person?"

The brunette beauty locked eyes with him from behind her jet-black bangs. "You tell me."

"Your place or mine?"

"I live about two blocks from here."

"Husband?"

"Spending the night at a friend's."

A grin spread across Ryder's face as he scanned the place for the waitress.

"Check, please."

+++++

The smirk on the doorman's face nearly matched that of the dashing suitor who had his arm around the sultry brunette's waist as they walked through the lobby toward the elevators. Harvey Ottinger was used to the resident of 23F bringing strays back to her luxury apartment, and this was just another night. His cock twitched as he zeroed in on those pouty lips. After all, there was a time they had wrapped around his own shriveled cock.

Inside the lift, the doors had barely closed when Rawlings pushed her against the wall and crushed his lips to hers in a searing, bruising kiss. Lauren let out a muffled gasp, her body stiffening at the sudden aggression. But then she relented, her mouth melting against his, tongues surging and tangling.

The pair spilled into the twenty-third-floor hallway, their bodies slamming against the far wall, shaking nearby sconces. Hands roamed frantically, brazenly, lips locked in passionate kisses. They tumbled down the corridor, pinballing from one side to the other, barely human, reduced to animals in heat.

Lauren broke away just long enough to fob them into her apartment, whereupon Ryder shoved her against the refrigerator. His mouth descended on her neck, teeth nipping and sucking at the sensitive flesh, drawing a whimper.

Breathless, with chest heaving, Rawlings' eyes were wild, blown with lust. "You filthy little slut," he growled. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk straight."

Lauren's lips curled into a wicked grin. "Then what are you waiting for?"

His hands yanked up the hem of her sweater dress. The absence of panties was no surprise. Hoisting her by the thighs, she instinctively placed her legs around his waist, freeing his hands to drop his trousers and kick them aside. He carried her through the pitch-black kitchen and into the hallway leading to the bedroom.

"You want this, you needy cunt," he growled. "Now take it."

His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her ass as her exposed, swollen pussy brushed against his raging hard-on.

"Desperate slut."

Lauren's back slammed against the wall, rattling the hanging artwork. Her calves locked around his hips like a vice.

"Fuck me," she hissed, bucking her hips to impale herself on him. "Fuck me or I'll..."

Rawlings silenced the wanton wife with a brutal thrust, plunging himself into her wet tunnel in one savage stroke. Lauren's scream tore through the apartment as her walls stretched around his girth, the burn of penetration melting her brain with white-hot pleasure.

"That's how you take a cock," Ryder grunted, pistoning into her with jackhammer precision, her small tits bouncing wildly under the rucked-up dress.

Her heels dug into his ass, urging him deeper. "Harder, you bastard!"

Spit flew from her lips as he obliged, slamming her into the wall with every upward drive. The lewd slap-slap-slap echoed throughout, natural wetness running down his thighs.

"Is that how you like it?" Ryder snarled, pinning her wrists above her head. "Your entire worth just a warm hole to pump full of a man's cum?"

Lauren's head thrashed, sweat-drenched hair sticking to her face. "Y-yes! God, yes! I'm your worthless whore!"

Rawlings shoved his cock deep, gasping as he felt her warmth around him.

"Again," Lauren panted, still impaled. "Again."

Using their hips as a fulcrum, he pivoted their bodies and stumbled into the bedroom. Still coupled, they crashed onto the mattress, nearly toppling framed photographs on the nightstands, their subjects indiscernible in the low light.

"FUCK ME! OH GOD, FUCK MEEEE!"

+++++

"Do it, I need it so bad, baby."

Corey's eyes fluttered open, his neck craning off the sofa.

"That's it. Right there."

What the fuck?

Sitting up, he looked around, situational awareness creeping in as he remembered where he was.

"Yessssss."

That was a female voice. Amy's voice. Wasn't she supposed to be staying overnight at his place with Lauren?

"Come on, put it in. Don't tease, do me, Zane, baby."



Jesus H. Christ. She must have come home instead. But why?

"DO IT!"

Corey shook off the fog of sleep and realized he had a choice: either stay and listen to his best friend pound his wife's friend, which would undoubtedly bring back memories of Zane with Lauren, or simply go home. He'd had a good hour's nap; surely he was sober enough to drive now.

A long moan from the bedroom told him Amy had just been penetrated.

Clearly, going home where he could sleep in peace and quiet was the best of his options.

Right?

+++++

Ryder's fingers clawed at the neckline of Lauren's sweater dress, the fabric snagging in her tangled dark mane as he tried to rip it off.

"Fuckin' hair," he snarled, yanking harder, her scalp stinging as strands tore free. She laughed breathlessly, arching her back to help, her small, braless tits straining against the tight knit.

"Rip it, you pussy," she goaded, met with a growl as Ryder finally lifted the dress over her head, leaving red marks on her cheeks.

Her naked body writhed beneath him, nipples hard and pink, taut abs quivering. Ryder spat onto his palm, lubing his cock with a crude stroke before slapping it against her clit.

"Look at this greedy cunt," he sneered, grinding his shaft into her labia. "Beg for it, bitch."

Lauren's chest heaved, her breasts slick with sweat as she thrashed beneath him, fingernails carving half-moon gashes into his broad shoulders.

"Condom," she gasped, grinding her swollen clit against the throbbing head of his cock, pussy lips spread wide.

Ryder froze, his jaw tightening, a low groan of frustration escaping his lips as he hesitated. His eyes flicked to Lauren's flushed face, her body squirming beneath him, practically begging for it raw. With a reluctant grunt, he shifted his weight, one hand still gripping her thigh as he twisted awkwardly to the side. His trousers lay crumpled on the floor, just out of reach, and he cursed under his breath.

"Fuckin' hell."

Stretching further, his fingers grazed the worn denim, hooking the belt loop to drag them closer. He fumbled for the wallet tucked in the back pocket. Flipping it open with a scowl, he rifled through, shoving aside crumpled receipts until he found the foil packet tucked in a corner. He tore it free, his movements sharp and impatient, the mood teetering on the edge of irritation as he glanced back at her, condom in hand.

"Beg, bitch."

Lauren's legs tightened like a vise around his waist, the heel of her spike shoes slamming into his ass cheek. "I need it. I want it. Please give it to me."

"Not just yet. Why don't you put that slutty mouth to work?"

With a psychotic expression, Lauren knew exactly what she had to do to earn his cock. Pushing him onto his back, her mouth was on him before he could finish the taunt. A hot, messy slide of lips and tongue took him deep, her throat fluttering around the head of his cock with a gurgle. Saliva dripped in thick strands from her stretched lips, her jaw unhinged as she worked him, each bob of her head punctuated by sloppy, obscene sucking noises.

Ryder's groans were ragged, his fingers knotting in her hair to yank her closer, forcing her nose into his pelvis. Gagging vibrations racked her throat, her spit overflowing in rivulets down his shaft, coating his balls. She pulled back just to gasp, lips swollen and slick, a string of drool still connecting her to his tip before she dove again, her tongue swirling around the vein underneath with a whimpered moan.

The sounds were wet and filthy as her cheeks hollowed around him. Every time Ryder thrust upward, her nose crinkled against his abdomen, her guttural gag muffled but unmistakable. She dragged her mouth off with a pop, panting, her chin glazed in spit and pre-cum.

"You like?" she asked her tongue swirling around the head in slow, teasing circles. Her eyes locked on his as she let her saliva drip onto his throbbing cock like a leaking faucet.

Ryder's hips jerked as he shoved her back down, the dark-haired beauty's protests abruptly drowned out. "Fuckin' nasty bitch."

Cockhead battering the back of Lauren's throat, his hips jackhammered upward as his balls drew tight against his taint.

"Swallow it, cumdump," he snarled, yanking her hair so hard her scalp screamed. Lauren's nostrils flared, her throat convulsing around him as the first hot spurt hit; bitter, salty ropes firing straight into her gullet. Eyes watering and mascara streaking, she tried to pull back, but Rawling's grip was iron, fucking her face through it.

"Good slut. Take it all."

Semen jetted like a geyser in thick pulses that overflowed her lips, dripping off her chin. Her throat worked frantically to choke down the viscous load, strands of it caught in her lashes, her breath whistling through cum-clogged nostrils. Ryder grunted, shoving her down until his softening dick painted her tongue with the last dribbles.

Lauren collapsed backward, chest heaving. Her mouth was full of spit and semen.

"Fuck... you came so much..." she slurred, tongue lifting to show the pearly pool still coating her throat.

The cock slapped against her cheek, leaving sticky streaks.

"Lick it clean. Every fucking drop."

Lauren obeyed, slurping the spillage with whorish glee.

"Look at you," he sneered, grabbing a handful of her hair to yank her upright. "Disgusting."

Lauren grinned, cum staining her teeth. "You're disgusting."

He backhanded her, the slap echoing off the walls.

"Nobody asked you. Now climb on top, we're not done."

+++++

Corey carefully drove the speed limit as he pointed his Audi A5 south toward downtown Miami. He knew he wasn't completely sober and spending the night in the Miami-Dade County jail was not what he had in mind. He could have stayed. Probably should have. But at half-past one in the morning, Brickell was only about a twenty-minute drive from Amy's townhome. Besides, he didn't feel like listening to Zane and his new squeeze fuck for the next two hours.

Quite frankly, all he wanted was to sleep. Why Amy hadn't crashed with Lauren was anyone's guess. Whenever those two went out with their stripper friend, all bets were off. They could've just gotten really hammered, or there might have been some girl drama that Corey tried to stay out of. Regardless of the reason, he felt the heartburn from the beer rising in his gullet and let out a huge belch. Fanning away the odor, he knew he'd need to tiptoe into the apartment.

Surely Lauren would be asleep by now.

+++++

Tanned thighs quivered as the promiscuous wife slung one leg over Ryder's hips, straddling him with a bent smile. Her swollen pussy hovered just above his thick, now latex-sheathed cock, the air heavy with the sour musk of sweat and semen. Lauren's midnight mane, now matted, clung to her shoulders, framing small breasts, nipples still hard and flushed from earlier abuse. She licked her cracked lips, tasting the slippery remnants of his load.

Fair was fair.

"Gonna make you beg for this," she said hoarsely, voice wrecked from her throat being pounded raw. Hips tilted forward, the slick, puffy lips of her outer labia brushing the throbbing head of his cock, teasing him.

"Look at that sloppy slit." Ryder's hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave purple marks, grimacing as her clit dragged along his shaft.

His cock twitched, the veiny shaft glistening as her butterfly parted to accept it, hugging the sides without letting him slip inside. Lauren's hips rolled slowly, deliberately, spreading wider, the pink, glistening inner folds peeking out as she ground against him. Each slide was torturously precise, designed to elicit maximum torture.

"Feel that?" she taunted. "Do you want inside?"

She leaned forward, one cum-crusted nipple grazing his chest as she angled her hips to drag her pussy harder against him.

Ryder's jaw clenched, his hips jerking upward, trying to force his cock inside, but Lauren lifted just enough to keep him out, her dripping cunt still cradling his shaft in a slick, torturous embrace.

Taking a page out of his playbook, she rocked faster. "Not yet! You want this pussy, then earn it."

"Goddamn tease," Ryder growled, his hands sliding to her ass.

He spread her open, exposing the tight pucker of her asshole and the dripping mess of her gash. His hands drew back and then struck her cheeks hard.

"Put it in, goddamnit. Put it in NOW!"

+++++

Corey pulled the expensive sedan into the parking garage, carefully maneuvering around the corners of each level to avoid a collision with any oncoming neighbors. Not that there would be any at that time of night. After parking, he turned off the engine and yawned. It would be good to finally get some shut-eye.

The humid Miami air hit him as he stepped from the Audi, thick and heavy, like a warm blanket. At only seven levels, the parking structure was a fraction of the height of the apartment building, requiring an elevator to take him the rest of the way. Stepping quickly, he noticed how the flickering fluorescent lights, his footsteps bouncing off the walls, and the absence of anyone else in the garage made everything feel a little eerie.

The edgy project manager sighed with relief when he reached the small elevator lobby on the sixth level. He'd be glad to unwind and finally relax in his own place.

+++++

Ryder's hips bucked again, but Lauren held firm, her thighs clamping his waist to maintain control, her pussy lips still teasing, sliding, and tormenting.

She leaned down, her breath hot against his ear, her voice a filthy whisper.

"You want in, baby?"

Her clit grazed his shaft, sending a shudder throughout, her own control waning as she fought the urge to impale herself. Lauren moaned again, head falling back, tits bouncing as she gave in just enough to let her cleft to stroke him faster, the slick, rhythmic glide driving them both insane. Slowly, agonizingly, she tilted her hips, letting the fat head of his cock nudge past her outer lips, the slick skin parting with an obscene wetness. They stretched around him, the tight heat of her pussy gripping the tip as she paused, savoring the burn.

"Fuck..." she whimpered in a low, throaty groan.

The mewling grew louder, a desperate, keening sound as she sank lower, her tunnel yielding inch by torturous inch.

"Oh, shit... so fucking big," Lauren gasped, her voice trembling, abs quivering as she fought to control the descent. The wet, sucking sound of her cunt enveloping him filled the room, underscored by the creak of the bed and the faint slap of her ass cheeks brushing his thighs.

"Fuck me," the shameless Iowan wife begged. "Fuck me now."

+++++

The elevator's ding echoed like Big Ben in the two-a.m. quiet of the 23rd floor. Corey walked slowly down the hallway to the luxury apartment, trying to fish the key fob from his pocket. Pausing in front of the door, he swiped it and entered the dark, air-conditioned coolness. Finding the "Home is where the heart is" plaque that Lauren had hung by the door, he placed the car keys on the protruding hook and grabbed a bottled water from the refrigerator.

Drawing a deep sigh, he stood in the darkness, appreciating the quiet. In his condition, silence was certainly golden.

Until it wasn't.

+++++

Ryder's groan was guttural, a primal rumble deep in his chest as Lauren's pussy gripped him like a vise.

"Goddamn, girl," he grunted, hips twitching upward instinctively. But her thighs tightened, holding him in place, forcing him to endure the torment of her agonizingly slow pace.

Lauren's athletic frame moved with deliberate intensity, pelvis grinding in circles as she rode the man from the Taffy Snapper. Her baseball-sized breasts were streaked with cum as diamond-hard nipples gored the air.

"Destroy me, you bastard."

Suddenly Lauren quickened the pace, hips slamming down harder, chasing the immense pleasure that came with every thrust. One of Ryder's hands reached up and sharply smacked a tit, causing her to shriek in pain.

"OHHHH FUCCCCK."

+++++

With the bottled water halfway to his lips, Corey froze. A faint, high-pitched squeal pierced the quiet. His brow furrowed, and he cocked his head to one side, straining to pinpoint the sound. It was sharp, almost animalistic, but muffled, as if coming from within the walls themselves. A neighbor's cat, maybe? Trapped somewhere in the ventilation? Nah. A water pipe singing under pressure in the dead of night? Possibly. The building was old, despite its polished veneer. He stood still, waiting for the sound to repeat, but the air-conditioned hum of the apartment masked any further clues.

Then it came again. This time what could only be described as a raw yelp, clawing through the walls. It was louder this time, unmistakable, carrying a frantic mix of pain and something else, something primal. Corey held his breath and snap his head toward the bedroom door. Not a cat. Not a pipe. The sound was too human, too close, vibrating with an intensity that made his skin prickle. It cut off abruptly, leaving a heavy silence that felt louder than the noise itself.

His heart pounded as he set the bottled water on the counter. The second squeal was still echoing in his ears when he began moving cautiously down the hallway, each step deliberately avoiding creaky floorboards. Sweat streamed from his pores and the darkness seemed to thicken with every inch. Nearing the bedroom he heard indiscernible whispering, like hushed voices tangled in a fevered exchange. Then came more sharp, wet slapping; unmistakable, like flesh striking flesh. Each was followed by a caterwaul of agony and ecstasy.

Lauren was either watching porn or...

Edging forward as a silent shadow feeling like a stranger in his own place, Corey's pulse thundered, each sound pulling him closer to the truth he wasn't sure he wanted to face. With each step, the voices grew more frantic and unrestrained. Reaching the single bedroom door, his fingers brushed the cool wood, only to find the it already ajar. The frantic whispers and wet slaps continued, laced with another raw wail that made his stomach lurch.

He hesitated. Then, with a trembling hand, pressed his palm lightly against the door, giving it a gentle push. It swung open several more inches, revealing a widening view of the room beyond. The full moon provided the only light as his old eyes strained to make sense of the chaotic movement on the bed. The air reeked of sex, heavy with the sharp, tangy scent of semen and other bodily fluids. Though the room was quite dark, Corey could see the outline of a mysterious figure suddenly sit upright, plentiful long hair billowing wildly, then falling down the length of a back as she raised her face to the ceiling. It was a woman's profile.

Lauren's profile.

"Fuck... you're so deep," his wife proclaimed.

She was grabbing and clutching at the chest of the figure beneath her as her hips glided back and forth as if on a rail. The pitch of their moans rose higher, more desperate.

"Ride it, whore," came a male voice.

Lauren's head fell back as she slammed her pussy downward, her long black mane whipping through the air as her head thrashed. Her moans were raw, matching the man's grunts. The bed creaked under them as if about to give way, evidence they had been at it for a while and were nearing release.

"I'm... c-c-close..." she whispered, her brain struggling to form the words.

"Me too," the man breathed back, trying to keep up with her.

And that's when it happened.

A faint squeak of the bedroom door's hinges was all it took. Not loud, but distinct enough from the other sounds to be noticed.

Lauren's head snapped toward the noise, her breath catching as she glanced over her shoulder, bangs falling in sweaty strands across her face. Her eyes widened as she locked gazes with her husband who was standing motionless in the doorway. With a flick of a switch, Corey turned on the torchiere in one corner of the room. It didn't provide much light, but it was enough to make everything distinguishable.

Fuck.

"What... what are you doing here?" Lauren panted, her lips trembling, hips slowing their electric glide on the guy's cock. She made no attempt to dismount, leaving her thighs quivering as she held herself fast, unsure of what to do.

Ryder had been teetering on the brink of release and felt the shift in her rhythm.

"What the hell?"

Sensing someone else in the room, he peered around her side, his gaze landing on an older man in the doorway. Through the fog of primal lust, the nagging familiarity question was finally answered as epiphanic recognition flashed across his face. His eyes went to photos on the nightstand that the darkness had previously obscured.

This same slut in a wedding dress, arm in arm with a tuxedoed groom.

She with the same smiling man with a rainforest background.

His eyes darted between the photos and the man who had interrupted them. They became wide and wild when memory kicked in.

"Miller?"

The name hung in the air, heavy with implication. Lauren's brow rasied. She had not given this guy her last name. So how...?

"Corey Miller?"

Ryder looked up at Lauren.

"You're Corey Miller's... wife?"

Before Ryder Rawlings could process it, the realization of who she was struck a powerful chord. The revelation, combined with her pussy clamped around his cock was enough to push him over the edge.

"Oh, FUCK!"

Even from across the room, it was clear to Corey that the guy was now blasting hot, thick cum into his wife's pussy. Lauren gasped, her body shuddering as she felt the heat from the sudden flood in the tip of the condom.

"Shit, Ryder!" she moaned, but made no attempt to tap out. Finally, when he was spent, Rawlings pushed her off, his deflating cock plopping out with a nasty sound. The tip rubber's reservoir flopped about.

Coming to rest on her knees, Lauren breathlessly repeated her question. "What are you doing here?"

Corey stood rooted, his half-drunk haze shattered, as his eyes flicked between Lauren's sweat-soaked body and the younger man's cock slowly coming to rest on his thigh.

"I live here," he said, blinking.

"You said you were staying at Amy's."

"So that makes this okay?"

"I don't need your permission."

Her words cut deep, delivered with unapologetic defiance, laying bare the shift in their dynamic. The sight of his wife, breathless and unashamed, beside another man in their marital bed, made her dismissal even harder to take. He was no longer an influencer. Just a plebe.

Ryder slid off the bed as the haze of his orgasm faded. He stood in all his six-foot-four naked glory and pulled off the condom, allowing tiny droplets of semen to drip from his not-insignificant penis. He extended an index finger toward the man who had disrupted his fun.

"Corey fuckin' Miller."

Corey didn't like the nastiness welling up in the guy's eyes. He wasn't acting like someone who had just been caught fucking another man's wife. Most would be grabbing their trousers and looking for a way out. This was quite the opposite.

Rawlings turned and pointed the same finger at Lauren.

"Did you know...", his face contorting as if the memory was painful, "that your husband ruined the lives of at least half a dozen of his fellow employees with the stroke of a pen?"

Lauren saw the contempt in her new lover's eyes. Corey had told her of those he had to let go. "The layoffs?"

"Layoffs? No, no, no, NO! We were FIRED. All because your hubby didn't like the way we ran our projects. But for YEARS, we did fine without his opinion. Then he turned Dactyl against us."

The crazed look on Dactyl's former employee's face grew even wilder as he pivoted his attention back to Corey. Advancing a few steps toward his former team lead, he shook his fist.



"You RUINED everything. I damn near lost it all. My car, my girl.

"You FUCKED me, dude."

Rawlings then broke out into unhinged, almost diabolical laughter.

"JUST like...just like I fucked YOUR WIFE!"

Ryder stood tall and closed the gap between him and the older, gray-haired man. "Well, what are you going to do about it?"

Several thoughts flashed through Lauren's mind. She could either shut this down right now and kick the guy out, or...

That look Corey's face. Familiar. Predictable. He was turned on, excited. And that tent in his shorts was undeniable. Her husband WANTED this to go down.

Corey looked at Lauren to gauge a reaction. Jesus Christ. Was that a grin? Did she think this was funny?

"I..."

"You what?" the out-of-work project manager spat back. "Come on, do something, pussy."

There was little doubt Corey was pissed. His wife had brought who she thought was a stranger back to their apartment. Not only that, but she fucked the guy in their bed without so much as an FYI text.

Yet, there was also no denying the exquisite humiliation he felt at that exact moment. It was overwhelming. Karma was knocking on the door. Was there anything more moving, more emotional than that? Even as he looked into the full-blown rage of a man who felt wronged, Corey's cock began to twitch and grow. His heart raced as he watched Lauren's smirk widen, a mix of anger and confusion swirling within him. The sting cut deep, yet an unsettling thrill coursed through his veins, a twisted pleasure in being exposed and vulnerable in front of her. He felt the weight of his own insecurities crash over him, while a dark part of him reveled in the irony of it all: being cucked by a man he had deemed unworthy professionally, all the while he being unworthy sexually. It was a cruel twist of fate, and as much as he loathed the situation, a part of him couldn't help but respond with the most abhorrent of reactions.

Without a word, Corey closed his eyes, conflicting emotions swirling within him as his hand moved to his crotch. With a trembling grip, he unsnapped the button and slowly pulled down the fly, the sound of the zipper barely audible over his breathing. This must have been the way old men in trench coats used to feel. A total surrender to the perverted thrill that drove them to drastic measures.

Ryder looked suspiciously at Lauren. "What the...?"

His disbelief grew even more when the heir apparent at Dactyl Construction dropped his cargo shorts and stood there expectantly.

"Is this some kind of joke?"

The look on Lauren's face told him it was not.

"Did you plan this?"

The Rekrap executive chortled. "I'm not this creative."

Ryder continued with a chuckle of his own. "He likes this?"

She shrugged. "I wouldn't categorize it as liking. More a craving."

"Holeeee shit."

Ryder spun around, glaring at his former boss with the nastiest of sneers, stepping close like he owned the damn room. "Get your ass on your knees, now."

Corey's eyes met Lauren's. They twinkled. This was amusing her.

So, he did. He let his legs buckle, bringing his knees slamming into the floor like a puppet with cut strings. His eyes fixed on the crotch of the man he had fired, his heart pounding like a drum. Ryder's dick was thick, wide, and veiny. Still sticky from Lauren, with a hairy sack that looked like it could choke even a hooker.

"Do it, bitch," Ryder growled.

Lauren slid off the bed and stood beside the younger man, her hand on his shoulder.

"He's not into guys."

"This ain't about being gay, and you know it," he snapped coldly. "It's about him knowing his fucking place."

He squared his shoulders, hands on his hips, staring Corey down. "Get to work. Make me hard so I can fuck your wife. Again." The laughter that followed was eerily macabre.

Corey's knees shook, his hands clenching and opening. The shame was pronounced, but his dick was rock-hard, betraying his arousal.

"Do it," Ryder repeated.

Lauren stood clinging to Rawlings' back, her naked breasts pressed against his spine. A part of her wanted to stop this, to protect her husband from another 'episode,' but she saw it in Corey's eyes. He hadn't uttered the safe word. In fact, he hadn't uttered a damn thing. His expression and erection clearly indicated he wanted this to continue. She remembered their encounter with Griffin Schutlz, where Corey had incidental contact with the guy's cock. But would he really suck a dick?

"Your choice, Twisty," she nodded.

And just like that, any fight Corey had drained from his body. There would be no protests from his wife, no trying to stop it. His face turned red, torn between hating himself and being turned on. That Ryder's cock stood thick and rigidly proud didn't help. The shaft was broad, pulsing, its skin taut and flushed a deep, angry red at the tip. His balls hung low, encased in a dark, wrinkled sac dusted with coarse, wiry hair that spread upward into a dense, untamed bush of black pubic hair, thick enough to obscure the base of his shaft.

Ryder sneered again. "What, never seen a real cock before, princess?" he taunted, leaning down to make Corey feel like a speck. "Quit staring and get to it."

Corey's throat was dry, his heart racing. Ryder's hand grabbed his hair, yanking him forward hard enough to make him gasp.

"Don't make me fucking say it again."

Corey's trembling fingers hesitated before closing around Ryder's thick, throbbing cock, the skin scorching hot and slick under his grip, veins pulsing against his palm like the living thing it was. Clear, sticky drops of precum oozed from the swollen tip, smearing across his thumb as he squeezed, the slickness making his gut churn with a nauseating mix of humiliation and raw arousal. His mind screamed. This was wrong, degrading, a line he'd never imagined crossing.

But his own dick twitched hard, betraying him. He glanced at Lauren, her lips curled into a cruel, delighted smile. She was savoring his discomfort, her pleasure in his shame like a knife twisting in his chest. Heart about ready to burst, he leaned in, lips parting, and for the first time ever, he took a cock into his mouth. The fat head stretched his jaw, the bitter, salty taste of precum flooding his tongue. Shame burned his face, his throat tightening as he gagged slightly. And yet, the sick thrill of being so utterly debased surged through him, his mind seething with self-loathing and twisted need. He wanted to stop yet was desperate to keep going.

Above him, the younger man moaned. "That's it. Such a good cocksucker."

Corey's lips stretched wide around Ryder's thick cock, his tongue flattening against the underside as he bobbed his head. He'd seen Lauren blow several guys and seen the porn. Trying to emulate what he'd learned, his right hand gripped the base, fingers digging into the flesh, twisting in a steady rhythm that made Ryder's shaft pulse and expand. Saliva dripped from the corners of his mouth, mixing with the clear precum leaking from the tip, coating his chin as he worked. His jaw began to ache from the sheer girth. His left hand cupped Ryder's heavy balls, rolling them gently, feeling their weight in his palm. The musky scent of sweat and semen filled his nose, dizzying, as he hollowed his cheeks, sucking harder, his throat relaxing to take more, driven by a humiliating need to please despite the shame.

His pace quickened, head tilting to drag his lips along the side of Ryder's dick, tongue flicking at the sensitive ridge beneath the head before plunging back down. Corey's eyes began to water, face reddening. He varied the rhythm, alternating between shallow, teasing sucks and deep, throat-straining plunges. He had to keep Ryder hard. He just had to. He must.

Suddenly, Rawlings yanked Corey's head back, slinging him away.

"ENOUGH, faggot. Let a pro do the rest."

He spun to Lauren, still pressed against his side, and shoved her to her knees. At that moment, she had an epiphany herself. This was far more than just another sexual conquest for Ryder. For him, it had morphed into pure, unadulterated revenge. This man had an agenda.

"Hold the slut's arms behind her back," he spat.

Corey had landed on his back and was now blinking with miscomprehension.

"HOLD HER GODDAMN ARMS!"

Having been flung to the floor, Corey was shaky but managed to knee-walk behind Lauren and gently gathered her arms behind her back. Holding her wrists together, she clasped her hands tightly, knowing what was about to happen.

Yanking her head back to expose her mouth, Ryder paused and looked at the couple. Satisfied with his twisted thoughts, he lunged forward without warning, plunging his dick into the brunette's mouth with a vicious thrust, the swollen head spearing past her lips and ramming deep into her throat. Her eyes widened involuntarily, tears streaming as she choked, her tongue struggling to find space alongside his shaft.

His grip on Lauren's hair tightened, knuckles whitening as he forced her head back further, her throat stretched open in a vulnerable arc. His cock, still slick from Corey's mouth, slammed into her with brutal, relentless thrusts, each one driving deeper, the thick shaft filling her airway until her gag reflex spasmed wildly. Her muffled whimpers vibrated against his skin while deep crimson, mascara-streaked tears carved paths down her cheeks.

"Fuck yeah, take it, you filthy slut," he snarled, eyes burning with sadistic glee.

He yanked Lauren's head side to side, twisting her mouth around his cock, forcing her to feel every inch of it. Her throat convulsed, but Ryder only thrust harder, forcing Corey to tighten his grip on his wife's elbows to keep her steady. His own cock was painfully hard, leaking against his thigh. The sight of Ryder's manhood violating his wife's mouth, her throat bulging with each thrust, sent a sickening jolt of arousal through him. He hated it, hated himself, but the depravity of it all consumed him as Lauren's muffled gags filled the room.

Ryder's pace grew erratic and more brutal, his heavy balls tightening as he neared his nut. He shoved himself deeper, holding her head flush, keeping her nose buried in his pubes, cutting off her air. Lauren's body thrashed, her arms straining against Corey's hold, chest heaving as she struggled to breathe. Her throat spasmed around Rawling's cock, milking it with involuntary contractions, and he groaned, low and guttural, his hips grinding against her face.

"Swallow it, bitch," he roared.

With a final, vicious thrust, he came, cock pulsing as hot cum flooded her throat. Lauren choked, overwhelmed, her body shuddering as she tried to swallow. Excess spunk spilled from her lips and dripped down her chin in sticky, white streams that pooled on her knees. Ryder held her there, forcing her to take every drop, his fingers digging into her scalp.

Finally, he pulled out, leaving Lauren gasping and coughing, her face a mess of tears, saliva, and semen. Corey let go and she collapsed forward, trembling, trying to catch her breath. Ryder wiped his dick along the part in her hair and grinned, turning his cold gaze to Corey.

"Your turn. Clean her up, cuck," he spat, stepping back to admire his handywork.

Corey's pulse raced, a mix of shame and arousal twisting his gut as he stared at Lauren, crumpled on the floor before him. Her face was a mess. Several streams of thick creamy cum had mixed with eyeliner while making their way off her chin and onto her slender neck.

Corey crawled along the carpet until his face was inches from hers. The musky, pungent scent of Ryder's cum hit him first, mingling with the salty tang of her sweat and a faint trace of her perfume.  His stomach churned, but he forced his tongue to dart out, driven by a perverse need to obey.

"Do it, you pathetic fuck," Ryder demanded with contempt as he loomed over them, stroking his softening cock.

Corey's hands cupped Lauren's face, his fingers slipping slightly in the slickness. He leaned in, gasping, and pressed his tongue to her chin. The slop felt different than the precum that had previously leaked into his mouth while sucking. The texture was viscous, not unpleasant, and slid easily down his throat.

Corey's tongue traced higher, lapping at the corners of her mouth where cum was beginning to crust. He sucked gently, pulling the remnants of Ryder's load from beneath her nose and around her brow. His hands slid to her cheeks, thumbs smearing the drying streaks of mascara as he licked broader swaths of her face.

"Get in there, you fucking slut. Tongue her mouth. Taste what I left in your wife's throat."

Corey obeyed, his lips pressing fully against Lauren's, parting them with a gentle nudge. Her mouth opened willingly, and his tongue plunged inside, meeting hers. The taste was raw. Metallic. Pungent. He moaned involuntarily, his tongue swirling, chasing every trace of the sperm that had spilled inside her. He sucked at her tongue, drawing it into his mouth, then probed deeper, licking the roof of her mouth and the insides of her cheeks, desperate to consume every lingering drop.

"Not bad, cuck," Ryder mocked the older man. "Now stay on your fucking knees where you belong."

He loomed over Lauren. The air in the room reeked of sweat and cum. Without warning, his hand shot out, fingers tangling in her disheveled hair, the strands damp with spit. He yanked hard and dragged her up from the floor. She stumbled to her feet, body swaying under his iron grip.

"Move, you fucking whore."

With a violent jerk, Ryder hauled her toward the bed, her bare feet scraping the carpet as she struggled to keep up.

Corey watched, frozen on his knees, his cock throbbing painfully as it stood rigid and springing like a diving board. The sight of his wife manhandled like a ragdoll continued to send jolts of arousal through him. He couldn't tear his eyes away as Lauren was flung onto the bed with a savage toss. She hit the mattress with a muffled thud, hair fanning out in a tangled halo, body bouncing slightly before settling into the rumpled sheets. Her legs splayed instinctively, the pink, swollen lips of her pussy exposed and glistening. The sight made Ryder's lips curl into a sadistic grin.

"Spread those slut legs," he barked.

Lauren gasped, chest rising and falling rapidly, but she obeyed, her knees parting wider, hips tilting upward in offering. Her eyes, wide and glassy, locked onto his. Both men saw the fire burning. Inside, she could feel Kumiho rising.

"Condom."

Ryder frowned. "Only had one."

"Drawer," Lauren pointed to a nightstand.

Rawlings looked expectantly at her husband. "Well?"

Corey's knees knocked as he crawled across the mattress toward the nightstand. His dick was hard and swayed with each movement, a humiliating reminder of his arousal. Pulling open the drawer, he fumbled briefly before his fingers closed around a small foil packet. Turning back, he returned to where Ryder knelt between Lauren's legs and started to hand it to Ryder, who simply scoffed.

"Nah. You put it on, faggot."

Momentarily hesitating, Corey settled next to Ryder and tore at the rubber's packaging. Sweaty palms positioned the ring at the tip of the pulsing cock and carefully rolled the latex down over the hard shaft.

"What do you say to your superior?"

Corey glowered. "What?"

"What do you say to me?"

The red-faced husband stared back with despise.

"Fuck my wife?"

Ryder yawned. "Fuck my wife, what?"

"Fuck my wife, sir."

Leaning over, Lauren's lover tightened his grip on her hair, pulled her head back and forced her mouth open. Seconds later she felt a wet glob landing on her tongue as he spat.

"Swallow."

Lauren's throat moved as she complied. His spit-slick fingers trailed down her neck, smearing the wetness across her skin before he released her jaw and reared back, his eyes raking over her like she was nothing more than a fuck doll.

To emphasize that, Rawlings drove his cock into her, spearing her pussy with a force that made her cry out, back arching off the bed. The head of his cock slammed deep, sending a jolt of pain-laced pleasure through her body as she struggled to accommodate him. Ryder didn't pause, didn't give Lauren a moment to adjust. He pulled back and slammed in again.  Harder. Deeper.

"Fucking take it, whore" he squawked, his hips snapping forward with relentless ferocity, each thrust punishing her body.

His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, leaving red marks that would bruise by morning. Face hovering inches from hers, he spit again, this time across her cheek. The warm, wet streak inched toward her ear.

"You love this, don't you, you dirty fucking cunt?"

Lauren's eyes fluttered, her body betraying her as her pussy clenched tighter around him. Hips bucking to meet Ryder's thrusts, her hands clawed at his back, long painted nails digging in.

His pace was merciless with a machine-like rhythm. A mindless cock, pistoning in and out. Juices flowed down to her ass, soaking the sheets beneath them. Ryder's balls slapped heavily against her. Shifting, he hooked her legs over his shoulders, folding her nearly in half as he drove deeper, the new angle making her cry out, eyes rolling back as she surrendered completely.

Ryder jerked his head toward Corey.

"Look at your husband." His voice was full of malice.

Lauren craned her neck and found Corey kneeling next to them on mattress.

Ryder's hand shot to her throat, squeezing just enough to make her gasp.

"Tell him."

She knew what he wanted. Endorsement. Validation that he was a better lover than the man who canned him.

"Watch him," Lauren squeaked at her husband. ""Watch how he fucks me, babe. So much better than you can ever be."

Unbeknownst to Rawlings, he was, in fact, fanning the flames of the very thing the man he was trying to humiliate craved.

"You're such a lousy fuck. THANK GOD there are men like him that can fuck me the right way."

Ryder seemed pleased when Corey bleated and grabbed his own dick.

"Piece of shit. Look how your wife needs me."

The assault on Lauren's pussy continued.

"Fuck me, you stupid cunt."

Her hips kept moving, matching the relentless pace, body a blur of motion as she fucked him with equal ferocity. Hand gripped his shoulders as her thighs squeezed his neck

"Harder! Do me like he can't."

Lauren's hips pushed up to meet his hard thrusts. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the air, loud and raw. Occasionally, her lips would open, eyes sometimes rolling back. She wasn't just taking it; she was pushing back, matching Ryder's moves like she couldn't get enough. Her moans got louder, hands clawing at his head.

He kept going, strong and deep.

"She's mine now, Miller," he sneered. "Look at her. She needs me, not you."

Lauren's body arched, her moans now yelps as she got closer to the edge. She stared at Corey again, her smile taunting.

"He's gonna make me cum, Twisty. Not you. Him."

Ryder smashed into her, droplets flying from her drenched cunt every time he pumped in and out.

"Cum for me, you worthless bitch."

He slapped her face again.

"Yes, OH GOD, YES!" Lauren cried, face twisting with pleasure.

The pain pushed her over the edge, body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clamping down on his cock like a vise, screams muffled by the pressure on her throat. Corey's eyes widened as juices gushed from around his impaled cock as she shuddered beneath the stranger.

But Ryder didn't stop. He kept fucking her, chasing his own with savage intensity. His grip on her throat loosened, moving to her hair again, yanking her head back as he spat once more, this time into her open, gasping mouth.

"Fucking mine," he snarled, his hips slamming into the prodigal wife.



With a neighborhood waking bellow, he came, balls tightening as he unloaded deep inside her. He collapsed, his weight crushing her into the mattress, cock still buried deep as he panted against her neck. Lauren's body twitched, her pussy pulsing with aftershocks, her mind a haze of pain, pleasure, and shame. Pulling out slowly, Rawling's cum leaked from her abused pussy, pooling on the sheets. He rolled off and landed beside her, pulling her to him.

Corey looked on as Ryder and Lauren settled in, laying close, their bodies pressed together in a cozy, messy embrace. Legs overlapping, his ankles hooked gently around hers. Their hands found each other, and she tucked her head against a strong shoulder. Her hair, wet and matted, lay sprawled in disarray.

Ryder broke a kiss as he glanced at his old boss, a shriveled cock desperately bobbing in the air needing relief.

"I think he wants to cum."

Lauren agreed. "You want to cum, Twisty?"

Corey nodded.

"Come closer then. Right here," she patted an area of the sheets between her and Rawlings.

The older man shuffled on his calves until they were touching their hips.

"Go on," Ryder hissed. "Fuck your hand, ya pansy."

Anyone else would have seen a broken man in submission. An aging, pudgy pale ghost of himself, with sagging chest and a tire of fat around his waist. But Lauren saw something else. She saw the glint in his eye; the arousal and revelry in a wrapper of shame and disgrace. This was a man whose needle was pegging the cuck-meter. Her husband was exactly where he wanted to be. Who was she to take that away from him?

"Do it, babe." Her voice purred as one of her hands traced lazy circles on Ryder's chest. It was encouraging and condescending all at once. "Make that little dick of yours cum for us."

Corey drew a deep breath. He looked down at the appendage that had been failing him for quite some time. Exhaling, he closed his eyes and grasped his unreliable cock with one hand. The strokes were slow at first. Unsteady, unsure and clumsy. The more he fiddled, the easier the precum's viscosity made his skin slick and mailable. Every subsequent pull provide jolts of shameful, twisted bliss. The sight of the couple laying before him, tangled and caressing each other made him nauseous.

Lauren buried her face in the crook of Ryder's arm with an amused giggle. "Oh my God, that's disgusting."

She moaned as Rawling's hand slid down her back, cupping her ass, and pulling her to him. They kissed deeply, all the while watching Corey masturbate.

"Look at him," she murmured with scorn. "So pathetic."

He chuckled. "Faster, you useless fuck," he growled. "Pump that tiny dicklet."

Corey's hand moved faster, his strokes growing desperate, the wet sound of skin on skin filling the air. His shaft was red and throbbing, the tip glistening with precum that trickled over his fingers as he pumped. His breaths came in short, ragged gasps, chest rising and falling, their cruel words searing through him like a branding iron. His gaze flicked between Lauren's taunting smirk and Ryder's icy, commanding stare, their lips crashing together again in a messy, open-mouthed kiss. He was nearing the edge, his cock pulsing in his hand, balls tight with the urgent need to let go.

"Oh my God, you're such a fucking joke," Lauren spat, pulling back from the kiss to glare at him, her hand stroking Ryder's cock lazily. "Humping your hand like a dog while we make out."

She used her free hand to spread her labia. "You don't deserve this pussy, Twisty."

Ryder's hand tangled in Lauren's hair, pulling her back into another kiss. "He's gonna blow soon. So fucking weak. Can't even last for two minutes."

Corey's hand was a blur now, the rhythmic slap of his palm the only sound. His cock pulsed, pressure building in his nuts, his entire body trembling as he teetered precariously. His eyes were locked on them. Lauren jerking Ryder's manhood, their tongues tangling, bodies pressed so close they seemed as one. The shame was overwhelming, drowning his mind in the depravity of it all.

Ryder broke the kiss, his eyes narrowing as he sensed Corey's impending release.

"Ohhh, no, don't you fucking cum yet," he barked, rolling away from Lauren onto his back.

Grabbing his own erect cock, Ryder stared at the wretched man kneeling beside him.

"Cum on it, you piece of shit. Lube me up with your worthless load."

At that point, Corey would do anything to cum. He gazed down on Ryder's cock, a humiliating reminder of his own inadequacy. With a choked, disparaging moan, his balls tightened, and he came, spasming, thick ropes of cum erupting from the tip and splattering across Ryder's shaft in hot, sticky streaks. The first spurt hit the base, coating the wiry pubic hair, while the second and third landed higher, painting the thick veins and the swollen head in a milky white glaze.

Ryder laughed wildly and flipped Lauren onto her belly in one fluid motion. She arched instinctively, knees sinking into the soft bedding, palms pressing into the sheets as her hips tilted upward in offering. Strands of long hair fell messily across her shoulders. Positioning himself behind, he gripped her hips to steady his balance. Without pause, he pressed the swollen head of his cock against her tight, puckered asshole. Her petite frame trembled, ass raised high, cheeks spread wide. With a slow, cruel twist of his pelvis, he forced the fat glans past her starfish, stretching the tight ring obscenely to take him. Despite the slickness of her husband's spunk, it hurt, causing her fingers clawed the sheets, knuckles whitening, her cunt clenching visibly below, dripping onto the bed.

Ryder grunted, a low, animalistic rumble deep in his chest, his balls tightening as her ass gripped him like a vise.

"Fuck, you're tight."

He eased forward inch by inch, burrowing deep. The smell grew pungent, earthy, and raw. A sort of depraved perfume that drove him on. Lauren's moans turned rhythmic, each one a broken, slutty cry, her body rocking back to meet him, her ass jiggling with every slow thrust. Her anus clung to his shaft, pink and taut, dragging along his cock as he pulled back, only to slam forward again, deeper, harder.

"Take it, you fucking whore," Ryder growled, his grunts louder now, feral, each one punctuated by the wet, obscene slap of his balls against her soaked cunt.

He fucked her ass with relentless precision, his unprotected cock pistoning in and out, milking him. Lauren's moans became hoarser as she begged to be fucked.

"Take it, take it, OH GOD, YES! TAKE MY ASS!"

The bed creaked under the weight of three adults, two in a feverish coupling.  Corey was sitting beside them with legs curled beneath his tubby frame, trembling, when Lauren saw him out the corner of her eye.

"You're nothing, Twisty," she hissed, eyes ablaze with sadistic glee. "You think I'm going to stay with a fat, titty-boy like you when I can have this?"

She gasped as Ryder's pulled back on her hair, yanking her face to the ceiling. Her eyes roll back as she felt her sphincter being punished.

"OH FUCK!"

The bed was shaking now. Ryder slapped her ass again, the crack echoing.

"Tell him, bitch. Tell this fat fuck how much you love my cock, how you're done with his pathetic ass."

His grunts were primal, balls slapping her cheeks as he fucked her ass with relentless fury. The smell was overwhelming, an acrid blend of semen and shit, marked by frequent anal queefs which exasperated the almost unpleasant reek.

"I'm done with you, you fucking pig," she cackled, her body rocking with every thrust, breasts bouncing, her brown hole stretched wide around Ryder's cock. "I need a real man, someone without tits who can fuck me like this and make me cum."

A series of gasps and moans made her pause before continuing.

"You're just a useless little shit, and I'll leave you for the second he wants me to.

"You threw him away just like you're doing to me."

Her words were a lie, a performance, but they felt real, each one slicing through Corey's soul like a sharp dagger. His whimpers were barely audible over the lovers. The humiliation was a drug, a sick, twisted high that made his balls tighten even though he just came. He needed this, needed their cruelty, needed the fear that Lauren would walk away, leave him for a man like Ryder or Alex or Zane. Someone who could fuck her into oblivion. The thought was unbearable, yet it was everything, the dark heart of his kink, the thing that he lived every waking breath for.

"OH MY GOD FUCK ME!"

The couple's passion began to devolve into primal, jagged cries, marked frequently by Lauren's agony and bliss. Ryder's were low and animalistic, rumbling from his chest, growing louder as his pace quickened, his cock throbbing inside her tight, yielding rectum. The intensity surged, bodies slick with sweat, the air heavy with the musky stench. Her moans fractured into high-pitched squeals, body surrendering to the relentless assault.

Suddenly the inflection of Ryder's grunts became short and labored as his balls tightened once again. His face morphed, eyes narrowing to slits, jaw clenched, a sheen of sweat gleaming on his brow as raw pleasure and exertion twisted his features into something otherworldly. Fingers dug into Lauren's hips, gripping her with bruising force, anchoring her as he drove forward with a final, savage slam, burying his throbbing cock to the hilt in her stretched, abused shithole. His head tipped back slightly, uttering one last long groan and he unloaded a pulsing spray of cum deep into her.

After what seemed like an eternity, he loosened his iron grip on Lauren's hips, fingers leaving faint red marks on her skin. With a gratified sigh, he pulled out, his softening cock slipping from her reddened, slick ass with a wet, pop that echoed faintly in the heavy air. A thin trickle of cum followed it out, falling from her abused hole and onto the sheets below. Ryder's chest heaved as he let go. Exhausted, he collapsed backward onto the mattress, limbs sprawling. Looking over at Corey, the younger man reached out and smacked a man-boob.

"Fuck you, dick."

Lauren's chest heaved as she lay beside Ryder. The room was thick with unspoken tension. She turned her head slightly and saw the thousand-yard stare of post-nut clarity in her husband's eyes. They were glassy, a face flushed with a mix of shame, arousal, and something deeper. Something that looked like... resignation.

The unplanned cuckolding session had yielded unexpected results. Everyone had gotten what they needed. Everyone satiated in their own way. But she could tell by the distant look on Corey's face that this had gone far enough for one night.

Lauren tapped Ryder on the shoulder. "Time to go."

It wasn't a request.

Rawlings propped himself up on one elbow, gaze shifting between her and Corey, who hadn't moved. A smirk curved across his lips but faded under the weight of her stare. She wasn't playing.

"Done with me already?" he teased.

"I said it's time to go," she repeated firmly. "This was fun, but it's over. Get dressed."

Ryder's eyes narrowed as he assessed her. He glanced at Corey again, as if expecting some reaction, but the older man remained silent, his gaze fixed on the floor. With a scoff, Ryder swung his legs off the bed, snatching his trousers from the floor.

"Fine," he muttered, pulling them on with quick, jerky movements. "Didn't think you'd kick me out so soon after that."

Lauren crossed her arms, standing tall despite the ache in her body.

"You got what you came for, and more. Now leave."

She stepped toward the bedroom door, holding it open, eyes never leaving him.

Ryder buttoned his shirt, his movements slow, almost defiant, but he didn't argue further. He shot a dagger at Corey.

"You're a fucking mess, Miller," he said, voice dripping with disdain. With a final sneer, he brushed past Lauren and strode down the hallway. The front door slammed shut behind him, echoing through the apartment like a gunshot.

Lauren let out a slow breath, her shoulders sagging slightly as the tension in the room shifted. She turned to Corey, who was still kneeling on the mattress. The silence between them was heavy, fraught with everything they didn't have words for. She sat next to him, a hand reaching out to touch his cheek as her eyes searched his.

"You okay?"

Corey nodded and placed his hand over hers.

Somewhat reassured, Lauren gently pulled him on top of her. Their bodies melded, her breasts soft against his chest, her legs parting slightly to cradle his hips. Weaving her fingers through his graying hair, she tugged softly to bring his face closer, her lips brushing his in a kiss that was slow. Tender.

"I love you," she whispered against his mouth. The words were a lifeline, the validation he needed after she had been with someone else.

Their kisses deepened, tongues brushing in a slow, unhurried way. Just the quiet connection of two people finding their way back to each other. Corey's hands began to explore, tracing the familiar areas of her body. The curve of her waist, the gentle swell of her hips, the smooth expanse of her thighs. Her skin was still damp from sweat, but it felt like home under his fingers, a landscape he knew by heart. Lauren sighed into his mouth.

"Make love to me."

It was a welcomed invitation.

He shifted, his lips trailing down her neck. Her fingers tightened in his hair, a gentle tug that sent a shiver through him. Corey's mouth moved lower, brushing over her collarbone, then to the soft curve of her breast. He kissed her nipple, drawing a quiet moan, and took it into his mouth, sucking gently, tongue swirling with care. There was no urgency, just the reclaiming of something sacred.

Corey eased into her slowly, her warmth enveloping him, her pussy still slick and lubricated. He paused, buried inside her, their foreheads pressed together, breaths mingling in the quiet. Lauren's hands slid to his shoulders, her nails grazing lightly, not to mark but to hold.

"Just you and me," she murmured, and he nodded, both of them tight with emotion.

He began to move, slow and gentle, each thrust a careful rocking that drew soft sighs from her lips. The bed creaked faintly, a quiet rhythm that stood in stark contrast to the earlier frenzy. Lauren's hips rose to meet his, their bodies falling into a familiar cadence they'd perfected over decades. Her hands roamed his back, tracing the lines of his aging body, not with judgment but with love, embracing every flaw. Corey's hands cupped her face, his thumbs brushing her cheeks as he kissed her, their lips lingering, never straying far.

Lauren knew she wouldn't cum. Her body was too exhausted. But that wasn't the point. The point was intimacy, something that was arguably more important that any physical orgasm. Each gentle thrust, each kiss, was a reaffirmation of their marriage.

"Laur," he cried out softly.

She smiled lovingly, knowing the signs.

"Cum for me, babe."

And he did. Corey came quietly, a soft groan escaping as he buried his face in her neck. Lauren wrapped her arms around him and held him close, her fingers stroking his back as he rode out the gentle waves. He had lasted a whole five minutes, but that was okay. Time was just a marker, a fleeting gauge that faded against the weight of their shared history, where moments like birthdays and holidays with family stretched far beyond seconds and minutes. That was a bond no clock could capture.

As if on cue, just as her eyes were fluttering closed and about to succumb to sleep, her phone lit up the dark room. Turning it on its side from the nightstand, Lauren squinted and read the notification on the homescreen. It was from Caroline.

Hi Mom. Hope you and Dad are doing well. Call me in the morning. I've got big, big news!
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Hello everyone. A sincere apology for being adrift for so many months without a new chapter of Ascending Lauren. As many of you know, Simple has been dealing with a debilitating health issue and writing just hasn't been our priority. I can't begin to tell you how much your words of encouragement via public and private messages have meant to him. Fortunately, he is feeling better these days, which has allowed us to collaborate and finish the next installment. I just didn't feel comfortable completing it without him, which I hope you can understand. Also, please know our writing skills are a bit rusty, so we beg forgiveness in advance of your read.

That said, without further ado, please find below Chapter 33 of our favorite storyline.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Anything depicted has no relation to past or current people and events. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over 18.

*********************

Lauren Miller stood at the expansive window of a suite in the Floral Cable Beach Resort, watching the Bahamian sun sink below the horizon. In her hand was a piña colada that soothed her parched throat as she took slow, contemplative sips, delighted at the rum and coconut concoction.

This weekend had been her idea entirely. A few days of sunshine, good drinks, and quiet time together. No other lovers, no outside interruptions. Just her and Corey. After everything that had happened in Miami, they needed this. The distance from home and the absence of familiar routines felt like a good way to reset, a chance to breathe and remember why they still belonged together.

Despite the profound changes in their marriage, Lauren's feelings for Corey remained unchanged. He was her constant, the man who had stood beside her through everything. Her rock. Her anchor. Even now, after everything that had unfolded over the past year or so, a deep love toward him persisted. As it should be. After all, she'd taken an oath and kept it. Well, for 27 years she had. Lately that part had been abandoned.

It was because of Corey, however, that she had studied the psychology of cuckoldry, devouring forums and articles late into the night to grasp the nature of his needs. She wanted to nurture them, to guide him safely, to ensure every humiliating fantasy left him at the same time crushed but feeling seen, albeit quite intentionally shattered.

Of course, her acquiescence to his kink was never purely selfless. Lauren had her own demons, ones that had grown over the past year. The idea of selling herself still sent a dark thrill through her, leaving perverted fantasies of being taken without consent quickening her pulse. She now enjoyed the attention men gave her, no longer that demure wife from Iowa. A chance to flirt was not something to be dismissed but something to be enjoyed. In fact, Lauren had become convinced that any woman whose husband could no longer satisfy her in bed should be allowed at least one extramarital lover, no guilt attached. The sex itself was extraordinary, intense, sometimes too much so. Yet at the end of every encounter, no matter how wild, she returned to Corey, making sure he received the appropriate level of aftercare. Soft words, gentle touches, reassurance that he was still the center of her world. She might tease that she could walk away at any moment, but those words were weapons tailored to his masochism. She knew most men who craved this lifestyle secretly feared abandonment. The threat of it was part of the high, and she intended to keep him stoned.

Lauren swirled the drink in her glass, watching the tiny whirlpool.

And then there was Alex.

For months now, she had been dating him. Yes, actually dating, the way people did before marriage, when everything was fresh and new. The word felt almost foreign on her tongue after so many years with Corey. She used it sometimes to torment her husband, watching his face flush with jealousy and arousal, but the truth was deeper. Alex was real to her. A travel agent with a quiet intensity, younger than Corey by almost two decades, he carried himself with the easy confidence of someone who had dealt with his own demons. He spoke of the world the way Hemingway might have, preferring dirt under his boots, honest work, and authentic experience over material things. A rancher at heart who had traded wide-open land for city streets yet never lost the rugged edge. Perhaps that's why he chose to live on a boat.

He was everything Corey no longer was.

Especially after that night with Ryder.

Lauren closed her eyes for a moment as the memory crept back in. Ryder had fucked her in their bed while Corey watched. Then, in a move that still stunned her, Corey had dropped to his knees and taken Ryder's cock into his mouth. Not with lust, not with attraction to another man, but with something closer to surrender. The act had been about degradation, about proving his place beneath them both. She had stood frozen, watching her husband - her strong, stoic, he-man husband - submit in a way she had never imagined.

It had taken weeks to process that night. She knew Corey wasn't gay. He had never shown interest in men before, never hinted at it in all their years together. Research confirmed what she suspected: many cuckolds developed what experts called heteroflexible tendencies. Not homosexual attraction, not even true bisexuality. Just a willingness to cross that line when the situation presented itself. The shame itself became the aphrodisiac.

Still, the sight had unsettled her. It didn't fit the image she had carried of him for nearly three decades. The man who once lifted her effortlessly against a wall and fucked her until she screamed had knelt and serviced another man's cock while she watched. Part of her wanted to pull him up, to protect the old version of him. But another part, the darker, Kumiho-fueled one, found it unbearably erotic.

Lauren opened her eyes. The sun was almost gone. The resort lights glowed, illuminating paved paths that led to parts unknown. Somewhere distant, live music drifted on the breeze. Her gaze followed one of those paths toward the beach where it settled on Corey, standing alone on the sand, hands stuffed deep in the pockets of his board shorts. He didn't move. He didn't turn. He simply stood facing the horizon as though the weight of his thoughts wouldn't allow it.

Her chest tightened with an unexplained ache. She wanted to be there for him tonight. This weekend. Not to perform, not to humiliate, but to feel the intimacy, the way they used to be.

The way they used to be. 

As she watched the edge of the waves' foam gently lick Corey's feet, even from a distance, she could just feel the dark vibe coming from him. He'd been that way for a while. Forlorn. Moody. Sometimes distant. From the balcony, it almost seemed as though he was letting the tide slowly erode him, erasing any semblance of the man he had been.

Lauren set her drink on the railing.

None of that was a surprise, really. She had been a good cuckoldress to him; giving him exactly what he wanted, no more and no less. Any consequences because of his fetish fell squarely on him.

But this weekend was going to be different. For his sake and hers. Standing in front of the suite's small closet, she looked past her casual resort clothes, searching for something different, something just for him.

Like this. 

A vibrant, electric-pink dress, its fabric shimmering under the fluorescent lighting. It was a sleek, sleeveless sheath - tapered, with a deep neckline and a short hem. New, never worn. Pulling the hanger from the rack, Lauren held the dress against her body and studied the contours in the full-length bathroom mirror. It was perfect.

+++++

In the distance, along the horizon, Corey could make out the faint, hazy outline of a ship. It was tall and boxy, not the low profile of a freighter or tanker. It must be a cruise ship with thousands of happy couples cavorting about, trying to adhere to the strict itinerary of some overworked and overcaffeinated cruise director.

He pulled his hands from his pockets and put them on his hips, slowly exhaling. He turned his gaze back to the resort's main hotel, its own profile disappearing in the twilight. Somewhere on the seventh floor, Lauren was showering and getting ready for dinner. He could hardly wait to see what she would be wearing. Even after three decades, the sight of her still hit him with the same electric jolt as when he'd seen her with her creepy underage boyfriend who was trying to buy beer. Her forty-ninth birthday was just weeks away, but she carried herself with effortless grace and sex appeal. The years had tried to soften her body but had failed miserably. True, there were some varicose veins on her calves and the faint hint of crow's feet around her eyes, but Lauren had battled back in the gym and was winning her personal crusade against gravity. Not that it had a lot to work with. Her tiny breasts continued to defy age and remained high and perky, as did her personality.

This genuine pleasantness and attractiveness had not gone unnoticed, especially by what seemed a never-ending carousel of lovers - both men and women - since moving to Miami. At least a dozen had now enjoyed her charms in one way or another, some more than others. Men like Alex Cartwright.

Alex Cartwright.

The thirty-two-year-old travel agent had been the main challenger for Lauren's affection since she met him nine months ago. And make no mistake, the guy was competition, regardless of nebulous claims that she would never leave their marriage. It was evident that the restless husband and the vivacious Texan were vying for her favor these days. The fact that overnights on Cartwright's boat had become more frequent did not make it any easier. Nor did the little gifts, the late-night calls, and the flirty texts that Lauren did not share.

But would he have it any different? Wasn't the fear of abandonment just another permutation of his ever-deepening paraphilia? Lauren and Alex's relationship was moving fast now, and Corey felt powerless - and more important - unwilling to stop it. Christ, everything and everyone in his orbit was moving fast. Zane and Amy were a bona fide couple now. His boss, Dale Dactyl, was increasingly absent from the office, expecting the Iowan project manager to run his multimillion-dollar company while Dale was off cavorting with his decidedly licentious wife. And in addition to Alex, Lauren seemed to have a date with a different guy every week.

Like Ryder Rawlings.

Yes, a lot had changed in the four months since he'd sucked the guy's dick.

A man's dick. A man's goddamn dick!

Who would have put money on that? Certainly not him. In fact, if he'd been in Atlantic City, he would have put his life savings on red seven and let it spin, convinced he'd go to his grave having never had a man's penis in his mouth. Corey had always been heterosexual to the core. Not to mention that the dick belonged to a man who had just recently been one of his direct reports. He had sat on the other side of Dale Dactyl's desk and let Ryder Rawlings go for not meeting numbers. A routine firing for sure, but it never made it any easier. Corey wasn't attracted to men, that much was certain, yet the act he'd been bullied into had left him trembling with a strange arousal. The humiliation was raw and powerful, leaving him exposed, vulnerable, yet oddly alive. Every moment of the encounter, from the weight of Ryder's gaze to Lauren's indifference, had stripped away his usual defenses, leaving him to confront a part of himself he hadn't known existed.

Corey shuffled through the sand to the foot shower. Pulling the handle, he rinsed the sand from one sole, then the other.

A MAN'S dick. 

The arousal was what unsettled him most. His now sixty-two-year-old body had betrayed him, responding with an intensity that confused and shamed. His own cock had hardened while surrendering to something primal. It was not about desire for the man himself. Corey was resigned to the fact that he had turned his wife into a nymphomaniac and that their lifestyle had resumed with very few limits.

No, it was about the humiliation. It was always about the humiliation. Feeling Rawlings' flesh in his mouth had made him feel inferior. It was as though he were serving a penance for ruining the guy's life, a punishment he somehow deserved. And it was so very erotic. It wasn't something he could articulate well. It just was.

Surely that had been a one-off, right? A perfect storm to which he had succumbed. And Lauren hadn't mentioned it since. Perhaps she had got past it. That's more than he could say for himself. After all, there was no reason to believe it would happen again.

Flinging the remaining droplets from his feet, Corey eased them back into open-toed sandals and turned to the path leading back to the hotel. He was glad it was just the two of them that weekend. A time to renew their relationship, to put the 'us' back in it.

A respite from all their prevailing idiosyncrasies.

The gray-haired wittol sighed.

If only it was that easy.

+++++

The long-married couple sat across from each other at a candlelit table on the open-air terrace of the resort's beachfront restaurant. The gentle crash of waves was a perfect complement to the warm breeze. Lauren looked breathtaking in her pink dress, the metallic shimmering subtly under the dim light. Corey was dressed in his best suit, although the once-crisp white shirt, ironed earlier that afternoon by his loving wife, was already rumpled from the humidity. He had tried poofing the material at the waist but all that did was create a noticeable muffin top, further cementing his belief that these days he should live exclusively in Iowa State Cyclones tees and sweats.

Lauren leaned into the table, tracing the rim of her half-empty wine glass with a slow, deliberate caress. She shook long black bangs from her eyes.

"So... will you be able to make the ceremony?"

Corey's blank look told her he'd forgotten. She frowned.

"Caroline. Hello? Next month in Colorado Springs? The award she won?"

The Miller patriarch's face initially flashed brightly with proud recollection, then darkened. It was a big deal to their daughter, and of course they were proud of her and would attend, but...

He could see the reservations in his wife's eyes too. She was thinking the same thing.

The last time they'd seen Caroline was when she and that black boyfriend of hers had helped them move from Des Moines. That night in the Airbnb when mother and daughter had shared Zane and DeAndre and taunted him. Sure, they had talked with her occasionally since, but it would surely be awkward to look her in the eye again.

"I... well... yes," Corey replied hesitantly, setting his fork on the plate, eyes cast down. "Yes, of course. We have flights, right?"

Lauren shook her head with a smirk, surveying the restaurant for no reason in particular. "No thanks to you."

It wasn't a dig; it was just the way things had always been. She'd always taken care of things for the family and informed him afterward. "It's quite the honor, you know, beating out a dozen other emotional support counselors in the entire district for Counselor of the Year."

Corey sighed. The visions of his naked wife and daughter in bed with his best friend and Mandingo were hard to shake. That he had been aroused was sick at worst and aberrant at best. But now it was best to ignore the elephant in the room.

"To our daughters."

Lauren lifted hers in acknowledgement, then sank back in her chair.

"We have done a great job raising our kids, haven't we?"

"You've done a great job. I was always at work."

"Nonsense. You hardly missed a school or sporting event. You were there for them when it counted."

That softened Corey's reserved expression. God, I love this woman.

A waiter with a white apron appeared seemingly from out of nowhere as a server scurried to remove unused place settings.

"Welcome to Oceania Bistro. First time in?"

The pair tore themselves away from their conversation and nodded.

"Well, in addition to the menu, we have a couple of specials tonight. If you like seafood, I'd highly recommend the grilled Bahamian spiny lobster tail with mango salsa and coconut rice. It's fresh from the local waters this morning, light yet rich, and pairs beautifully with a Sauvignon Blanc.

"If you enjoy lamb, the chef is preparing an herb-crusted rack with rosemary jus and roasted root vegetables. It's a classic that stands up to the island spices without overwhelming."

Corey raised an eyebrow at Lauren. "Are you ready to order?"

"The lobster tail, please," she replied, handing the waiter the menu.

"Very good, ma'am. And for you, sir?"

"I think I'm going to go with the 10-ounce ribeye. Medium rare." Corey picked up the wine bottle and poured the last few drops into Lauren's glass. "And another one of these, please."

"As you wish," the waiter replied and scurried off to place the order.

The two sat in silence for a moment, looking around at the décor and sipping. Finally, Corey reached across the tablecloth and caressed his wife's hand.

"Thanks for this weekend. It means a lot to me. It was quite the surprise. Must have been tough to get reservations on such short notice."

Lauren picked a small piece of artisanal bread from the basket on the table and shook her head as she swallowed.

"Actually, Alex has a lot of contacts," she said with a grin, as if it were nothing at all.

Corey pulled his fingers away from hers as if bit by an electric shock.

Like it was nothing at all.

Nothing at all that her boyfriend had helped plan this getaway.

"So, it was Alex's idea."

Jesus Christ, there was no getting away from this guy.

The dark-haired beauty immediately regretted volunteering that information. Shit, that was TMI. She put her hand back on his with a sympathetic look.

"No, babe, it was mine. He just helped get us in, that's all."

The furrowed brow and avoidance of eye contact were enough to tell her she had fucked up. "I'm sorry, I won't mention him again."

Corey managed a feeble smile. Lauren searched for and caught his gaze again. "No more Alex this weekend, okay?"

He tried to look happy about that. "Sure, no more Alex."

Both took another drink, determined to reset. After a deep breath, she wiggled in her seat playfully.

"Are we going dancing tonight?"

In the past, that would have gotten an eye roll from rocker in Corey. Tonight, he simply acceded quietly.

"Only if I can lead," he quipped feebly, trying to lighten the air.

The pair chuckled at the absurdity, knowing full well he had two left feet. It was a real heartfelt shared laugh. Something that they both suddenly realized had been missing from their life lately.

"Perhaps these will help fix that." Corey removed something from his suitcoat and partially opened his palm. In it were two very large THC gummies.

"Where did you get those?" Lauren asked. She wasn't complaining. After all, she had had to leave her vial of coke at home so anything to get high was welcome.

"You'd be surprised what you can find if you ask around."

"I see."

The wheels were already turning in that brilliant mind of hers, eyes half-heartedly scanning the dining area for workers who might also be potential sources. Who could blame her? A girl needed the occasional bump.

Corey quickly balled his hand into a fist and slipped the cubes back into his pocket just as the waitstaff suddenly buzzed around, bringing their meals. Lauren raised her wine glass and gazed intently into his eyes.



"To us and our life together," she said. "No matter where our paths may take us."

Corey nodded cautiously in agreement as they both took a sip. Were there implications in that wish he did not yet understand, or was it just her way of affirming their genuine love for each other?

He chose to believe the latter.

"To us!"

+++++

Caroline Miller sat alone at a corner booth in the cozy, retro-style diner, her eyes glued to the screen of her phone as she intently scrolled through a recent study on young brain development. The restaurant was a chain, local to Colorado Springs, but it had an easygoing vibe and was located just across the street from Summit Ridge Academy. The high school was just one of five spread across El Paso County, but it was the largest with nearly twenty-five hundred students.

Having been hired immediately after college with a psychology degree, the twenty-eight-year-old enjoyed her position and the role she played in supporting the mental health of the student body. The more Caroline listened, the more she realized that students still faced the same issues teenagers have been battling for centuries. These included peer pressure, academic stress, body image concerns, and bullying. In recent years, additional challenges had emerged, including struggles with gender identity and technology addiction.

It was often difficult to get students to ask for help with mental health because many felt ashamed or afraid of being judged. They didn't want to admit they were struggling. But once they decided to, Caroline's job was to make them feel safe and comfortable. She worked to build trust so they could open up about their feelings and problems. Sometimes, once the dam broke, all those emotions came spilling out. That's why the analysis she was so engrossed in fascinated her so much.

Across the room, a young man not yet twenty pushed through the swinging kitchen door onto the diner's main floor, tying his black apron strings as he prepared for his shift. He waved goodbye to the weary older waitress whose stations he was taking over and scanned the room to see whether any customers needed attention. It was only his third day waiting tables there, a job he had taken to help his parents cover tuition at nearby Cimarron Tech. There were a million other things he'd rather be doing right then, but Adrian Vitale knew it was the right thing to do.

Grabbing a steaming carafe of coffee to make the rounds, he noticed a familiar face in a corner booth near the front.

Miss Miller?

It had been a year since high school graduation, but he was sure it was her. How could he forget? She was the only one who understood what he'd gone through with Julie Hargrove, the cheerleader who'd spurned him for the varsity quarterback. He was crushed after that, his confidence ruined and morale depleted. Miss Miller had helped him keep his sanity those last two years. How he had looked forward to those sessions with her, pouring his heart out, sometimes with tears running down his cheeks. And she'd listen. Just listen, gazing back at him with those inquisitive eyes and empathetic smile. If it weren't for her, he might have found comfort in drugs, or even worse. Truth be told, he'd been smitten with her, and she may even have been the cause of some morning wood.

And now here she was in his diner, head tilted forward, one slender finger moving slowly across her phone's screen. She wore a cream blouse tucked snugly into a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her hips. Midnight black hair hung straight and shiny to her midback, some of it spilling over to drape her chest. A smattering of faint freckles crossed the bridge of her nose, so faint most people never noticed. But Adrian did. Every single one. Even though she wasn't seated at one of his stations, he felt compelled to say hello.

The counselor was so engrossed in the white paper that she jumped when she heard the voice behind her.

Caroline jumped, eyes furrowed, until she looked up and recognized a former student who had recently graduated.

"Sorry, I didn't mean to startle you," the young man apologized, holding up a steaming carafe. "I thought you might be getting low."

A glance at the empty white ceramic coffee cup in front of her confirmed he was quite right. Sitting back, she allowed room for him to safely pour the hot black liquid.

"Adrian! How are you? How's college? Tech, right?"

Adrian smiled down at her, impressed she remembered.

"That's right! I think this first year will do me in. Did you go there?" He couldn't remember where the diploma on the wall of her office was from.

Caroline snorted. "Fat chance. My family is Iowa State all the way. Stick with it, though, the first year in any university is a killer."

"Ha ha," Adrian chuckled a little too clumsily. An awkward silence settled between them as she looked down and grasped her refilled cup. After a few seconds, he found his tongue again.

"I heard you won an award."

"You did now, huh? Word travels fast."

"Well, you deserve it. You really do."

"I appreciate that. It means a lot."

"No, I mean it. You helped me so much when, you know, Julie broke up with me. I was in a bad space."

The way Caroline looked up at him with smoky eyes caught him off guard. "You helped yourself more than you realize."

Lord, she was even prettier than he remembered. Basically, the girl next door, but in tailored blouses and knee-length skirts.

"Ha," Adrian repeated, this time kicking himself for sounding like a dumb kid.

Caroline pursed her lips, eyes darting about the table, out the window, around the diner, anywhere. The awkwardness was now palpable.

Adrian hesitated for a moment, fidgeting with the hot coffee decanter in one hand, the indecision on his face clearly visible. The moment was almost too good to not act. He wasn't that heartsick boy anymore; he was a man now. The only puck that can't score is the one you don't shoot.

"Uh, so... there's a party next weekend downtown. I was wondering if you'd want to go with me?"

The counselor's eyes widened in surprise, her brows raising slightly as she processed his offer to accompany him. She blinked a few times, momentarily caught off guard by the unexpected invitation. A flicker of amusement crossed her face.

Adrian noticed.

"I mean, not like a date or anything, just thought it might be nice to catch up."

Caroline took a deep breath. Being invited out on what clearly sounded like a date by a student, even a former one, was a first. The kid was cute, to be sure, but accepting would have been creepy on her part and completely unacceptable. Knowing his history of being hurt by a girl, she offered a soft smile to ease his nerves.

"Thanks for asking, that's very sweet of you," she said gently, "but I think I'll pass this time. I hope you have a great time at the party, though." This was followed with a small, reassuring nod, trying to make him feel comfortable despite her decline.

Adrian's cheeks flushed bright red. His eyes dropped to the floor as he shifted awkwardly from one foot to the other, the coffee suddenly heavy in his grip. He managed a weak, embarrassed chuckle and rubbed the back of his neck.

"Yeah... no worries, I get it. Just thought I'd ask."

Disappointment seemed to settle in as he excused himself and walked slowly back to the counter. He was able to force a polite smile before disappearing back toward the kitchen. Maybe someday. She did say 'this time'.

Caroline felt a sharp pang of guilt as she remembered the broken boy who had once sat in her office, his eyes red from crying over a girl who never really cared for him. Her polite refusal must have felt like just another rejection, much like when Adrian had fallen hard for the hot cheerleader who charmed everyone she met. For months he had wandered around dazed and happy, convinced she was the one. Then, without warning, she was caught on a date with the varsity quarterback. The breakup crushed him. He withdrew until the pain became too much and he finally asked for help. In those counseling sessions, she had watched him slowly rebuild his confidence, piece by fragile piece.

The corners of her mouth turned upward as she looked out the window toward the high school. Admittedly, the young man's interest was flattering. There was something endearing about his eagerness. Still, her career and reputation were on the line. Lord knows her personal life was already quite fucked up. The QOS tattoo just above her ass was a testament to that. If only Principal Adelmann knew her penchant for black cock. Or any cock, for that matter.

Even one that was nine years her junior?

With a light chuckle, Caroline shook her head and vanquished the thought. Raising the fresh cup of coffee, she took a sip, and returned to the white paper, eyes scanning the data and statistics with renewed interest. When it came to kids coming to her for help, any additional knowledge was invaluable.

+++++

Twenty-two hundred miles away, several dozen hotel guests twisted on the dance floor in the Floral Cable Pulse nightclub. Lauren was in her element, letting the gritty, twangy rockabilly beat take over her movements. Poor Corey, always the trooper, tried hard to keep pace, though his lack of rhythm was painfully obvious. He brushed off smirks from other guests and the occasional soft laugh from his very own wife. It was okay; not much was going to bother him this weekend, and putting up with the derision was the least he could do after she had planned this entire trip.

His breathing came short and heavy, with beads of sweat forming on his forehead from the extra weight around his stomach. Lauren overlooked his pudgy frame and rubbed against him like he was an Adonis on the cover of some Harlequin romance novel. Sensing the tension in his grip and faint shaking of the hand on her waist, she pressed even closer, deliberately sliding a thigh between his legs to press firmly against the thickening hardness beneath his trousers. Both were stoned now, and hands roamed each other's bodies, with words of encouragement barely audible over the music.

"You're doing great," she murmured.

"I feel like a dunce. Look at these other guys."

Lauren put a hushing finger to his lips.

"They don't matter. Tonight, I see only you."

Corey's chest swelled with pride. They were words he hadn't heard much lately. The club's thumping beat began to ease into the soft, slow notes of a love ballad, causing Lauren to melt against her husband.

"That was fun," she chuckled, licking her lips.

Corey answered with an exaggerated grimace of relief, his mouth twisting into that goofy, lopsided grin she knew so well - the one that said his feet were screaming and his dignity had barely survived the last song. She pulled back slightly.

"I'm dying of thirst. You want another round?"

He nodded, grateful for the excuse to step off the floor. "Long Island Tea?"

"Yep!" Lauren gave his chest a playful pat before easing out of his arms. She turned her attention to the other dancers, silently critiquing and appreciating some of their moves. Corey threaded through the crowd to the bar, the press of bodies parting reluctantly. A young Bahamian with perfect white teeth and sleeves rolled up to reveal inked forearms leaned across the polished wood.

"And for you, mon?"

"A Long Island and an Angels Envy cask strength, ten-year, neat."

Corey turned, elbows braced on the bar as the bartender went to work. His eyes eventually settled on Lauren, who stood near the low railing that separated dancers from tables, one hip cocked and her arms folded loosely under her breasts while she watched the crowd with mild interest. The dress rode up slightly when she shifted her weight, exposing another inch of smooth thigh. That did not escape the notice of several men standing idly around.

The first was tall, mid-thirties, wearing an open linen shirt and the easy confidence of someone who never doubted his welcome. He approached her without hesitation and leaned in to speak close to her ear over the music. Lauren smiled politely, shook her head once, and turned her attention back to the dancers. The man lingered, clearly hoping persistence would change her answer, then shrugged and slunk back into the throng.

Two more tried within the next minute. A stocky guy in a bright Hawaiian shirt stepped up with a grin that showed too many teeth, gesturing toward the floor with an inviting sweep of his arm. Lauren's response was the same: a small smile, a single shake of the head, no opening for negotiation. The third was younger, with darker hair slicked back, gold chain glinting against tanned skin. The man moved with the cocky roll of someone used to being chosen. The guy spoke longer than the others, his hand brushing her elbow lightly. Lauren stepped half a pace away, expression cooling, and said something short that made the guy's smile falter. He raised both hands in mock surrender and retreated.

Corey tensed, not with jealousy exactly, but with something darker. On another night, she might have let them take their shot. He had watched it happen before, and the humiliation had always been exquisite. But tonight was different.

Tonight, she had chosen him. No games, no audience, no performance. Just Lauren and Corey, the way they used to be before the world expanded to include other cocks, other mouths, other hands claiming what had once belonged solely to him. She had worn the new pink dress for him, danced clumsily with him, laughed with him. When the last man walked away, Lauren glanced toward the bar, caught Corey's eye, and lifted one shoulder in a tiny, conspiratorial shrug that seemed to say, "See? All yours."

The bartender slid the drinks across the bar and Lauren watched her husband approach, her eyes softening in a way that made his throat tighten. She reached out as he neared, taking the tea and setting it on the railing beside her, then stepped close to him.

"No takers?" he asked.

She tilted her head, studying him. "Plenty of takers. Just not interested."

Corey coughed. "Because...?"

"Because tonight, I'm yours," she said simply. Her free hand slid up his chest, "And I meant it."

They leaned together against the metal railing, Corey's arm across Lauren's shoulders and hers around his waist with her fingers hooked in his belt loop. The club's lights swept over the dance floor in steady pulses, catching moving bodies shifting from side to side in time with the steady bass that vibrated up through the floor and into their feet and legs. Lauren kept her head resting against his chest while Corey moved his head in small nods, his upper body swaying slightly as he followed the beat, trying to enjoy a genre of music he disliked. After several minutes, he leaned forward.

"Need to use the bathroom," he said close to her ear.

Lauren gave his side a quick squeeze with her arm and nodded, her gaze never leaving the action on the dance floor. Corey pulled away and began walking toward the dark hallway at the rear of the club with a a neon arrow pointing towards the restrooms.

+++++

Caroline turned off the interstate and onto the surface road that led to her townhome. The typical twenty-minute drive from work, usually full of evaluating the day's events and what she had in the fridge for dinner, had instead given way to reflection on the conversation with Adrian.

Ha, as if...

It was not uncommon for students to develop feelings for their teachers. In the case of school counselors, it could be a matter of transference or simply out of gratitude for helping them with their problems. Of course, it was flattering. After all, the kid was handsome and lean from years of high school baseball.

I mean, he's not exactly a child anymore, either.

She was not alone in those thoughts. The old trope of college professors giving extra credit for "favors" was well known.

And yet, Caroline wasn't some creepy teacher and considered herself the consummate professional. While dating a former student - even one who was nineteen - was not a crime, it would surely be frowned upon by the academic community and would likely cost her the job. That was something she did not need in her life right then. And yet the talented and skilled life coach could not help but feel a familiar tingle between her legs.

The Jeep Wrangler pulled into the parking lot servicing her townhome among a row of five others. As her headlights swept the front stoop, she saw him, long legs stretched out, elbows on his knees. It was a familiar Black man who had a habit of showing up unannounced whenever he pleased. His gaze met hers through the windshield as she turned off the engine. Caroline took a deep breath and blinked. For some reason a fire ignited in her belly whenever he popped in.

Keys jingled in her fist as she walked up the short path, heels clicking on concrete. He stood up, unfolding all six-foot-something of his frame. He was an imposing figure whose presence in a dimly lit parking lot would concern most people, let alone a woman by herself.

But Caroline Miller just smirked and confronted him.

"DeAndre Brown."

"Pet."

She stopped and looked up at him passively. It had been almost a month since he last surprised her. It had been almost three since they had decided to remain just friends with benefits. The nickname didn't help with the moisture permeating her panties.

"It's been a while."

DeAndre nodded. "Want me to leave?"

Caroline swallowed and hesitated. She knew there could be only one answer, despite her misgivings. Pushing her way past her ex-boyfriend, the diminutive woman unlocked the front door and disappeared inside.

It stayed ajar.

+++++

Corey stepped out of the men's room, wiping his hands on his pants and shaking his head. There were few things he hated worse than air dryers. Whatever happened to paper towels?

The club seemed even busier now, but perhaps that was just his imagination. Colored lights flashed across sweat-covered bodies on the dance floor. He looked at the railing where he had left Lauren, but she was no longer there. An empty glass sat alone on the metal railing. His stomach muscles tightened as his eyes scanned the crowd. Had she gone to pee too? Possibly.

No, wait.

There! A flash of pink fabric among the horde. Near the center. Her body pressed close against the guy with the slick hair and gold chain she'd spurned earlier. The man's hand rested low on her waist, his fingers pressing into the curve of her hip as they moved together.

Corey's palms grew moist and his nails dug in as his hands curled. Each deliberate grind of her hips against another guy was all too familiar. For all Lauren's fanfare about it being "their" weekend, this showed her true colors.

Lauren gets horny. Lauren fucks a guy. Corey gets a pathetic erection.

Lather, rinse, repeat.

It was no surprise his cock was twitching. This was who he was now. Bile rose in his throat as the stranger's hand grabbed his wife's ass through the thin fabric, squeezing once, hard enough that her mouth fell open in a quick, silent gasp. Like other times before, his eyes stayed locked on them, his feet refusing to move. Doing nothing.

Nothing.

After all, he was 'do nothing Corey', wasn't he?

The song faded as the DJ switched tracks, the lights dimming for a second before brightening again. Her dance partner leaned in close, his lips touching Lauren's ear as he whispered. She let out a soft giggle, gave one quick, eager nod, then watched as the guy left her and brushed past Corey in the direction of the restrooms. Seconds later, Lauren trailed after her new friend, the path taking her by her husband. She stopped briefly to let her fingertips brush Corey's shoulders before mumbling something about needing to freshen up. She too disappeared down the same dark hallway.



Corey felt sick. Freshen up, huh? 

There was no question in his mind why she was going there.

'Tonight, I see only you, Corey.' 

My ass.

It was obvious her pledge of allegiance was just a taunt, a promise that rang hollow.

She's everyone's whore but mine. 

He tried to maintain. He really did. He tried to concede like all the other times before. Be the beta he'd acquiesced to being. But this time was different. This was their weekend, goddammit. His time with his wife. The others all had their time with her. Why shouldn't he have his? The way it used to be.

The way they used to be.

Corey's jaw tightened as smoldering anger boiled inside him. He shoved through the sweating crowd and headed straight for the restrooms. The sharp smell of spilled beer and backed-up plumbing burned his nose, but he gave it no thought. Fists balled at his sides, his rage was noticeably seething, causing anyone in his way to yield.

Reaching the end of the hall, Corey paused. Now what? What exactly did he think he'd do if he found her with him? Shaking his head, he swallowed his indecision and forcibly opened the men's room door. Had anyone been on the other side, he would have been stepping over them on the floor.

The door slammed inward with a sharp bang that echoed off the tile walls, startling a lone guy washing his hands at the sink. The twenty-something, catching the fury in the gray-haired older man's eyes, quickly slipped past him without stopping at the dryer. Corey scanned the urinals and stalls. No one else seemed to be there. The room fell instantly quiet except for the distant thumping of an EDM song. He glanced at the row of three stalls: two standard ones and one with a wider door for handicapped patrons. There were no obvious signs of occupation.

Except...

There! In the larger one. Not much more than a shadow, but it did move.

Didn't it?

The edibles were hitting hard, so his judgment could be impaired. Maybe it was Lauren and her lover, or maybe just some poor bastard taking a shit. Taking a deep breath, he gripped the top of the charcoal-colored door and swung it open.

"Why, Lauren?

"Why?"

+++++

DeAndre slapped Caroline's breasts once, then again. The sharp sting made her arch off the bed, her thighs still shaking from her last climax. Her pussy gasped like a fish out of water as it clutched at a cock that was no longer there. He stayed above her, stroking slowly, the dark shaft shiny with her juices, veins bulging under his grip. Caroline's pulse pounded in her ears. Not less than three hours ago she was helping troubled kids but now lay open and desperate beneath a man whose demeanor always turned her into a slut.

Leaning closer, DeAndre planted one hand beside her head, the other holding the base of his cock as he tapped the swollen head against her clit. The contact sent electric jolts through her sensitive nub.

"Beg for it," he demanded, voice low and firm, eyes fixed on hers. Her lips parted, but no sound came at first. The massive dick tapped harder. "Beg for it, bitch."

"Fuck me," she hissed.

"Good girl. Fuck me, what?" He slapped her breasts again.

"Fuck me with that big cock," she tried.

Another slap.

"Your big black cock!"

The words rushed out, causing DeAndre to grunt his approval.

"Please fuck my white pussy with that black cock," she gasped, lifting her hips toward him, body begging on its own.

Grinning darkly, DeAndre hooked his arms under her knees and folded them back until they nearly touched her shoulders, leaving her exposed and ass raised. He positioned himself and looked down, grinning at the ace of spades tattoo barely visible from that angle just above the crack of her ass. With one slow push, he slid halfway in, then drove down hard, burying every inch until his hairy balls slapped against her ass. The sudden fullness knocked the air from her lungs. He held still for a moment, letting her feel him throb deep inside, before pulling almost all the way out and slamming back in, this time deeper and harder.

Each thrust pushed her body higher up the sheets. Her breasts bounced, nipples hard as sweat dripped from his brow onto her collarbone. He sped up, long rough strokes that ground deep, the top of his cock rubbing hard against her clit. The room echoed with wet slaps mirroring her soaked pussy taking him again and again. She clawed his arms, feeling another orgasm coil tight inside her.

Caroline's moans grew hoarse, climbing in pitch. DeAndre's earlier cum leaked out around his shaft, frothing white, squirting out with every pull-back.

"Yesssss, fill me up again!

"You love this black dick, don't you?"

"Yes," she sobbed, hips jerking uselessly against his grip. "I love it. I crave it, I NEED IT!"

DeAndre's pace turned savage, ebony ass rising then falling, driving his cock deep.

The Miller girl's pleas broke into gasps, eyes rolling back into her head.

"Oh God, Oh God, I'm gonna cum again."

+++++

Lauren sat on the wide, cold edge of the industrial toilet, her pink dress bunched around her knees, her laughter echoing off the tiled walls in a maniacal burst.

"Why?" The words escaped Corey's mouth before he could see she was clearly by herself.

"Why what, Twisty?"

Corey's face fell, then turned beet red at the realization that he'd been had.

His wife rolled her eyes. "God, you are way too fucking easy."

The sexy prankster rose from the urine-encrusted seat and tugged the hem of her dress up, giving her slack-jawed husband an unobstructed view of her bare ass and bald slit. Smirking, she bent over and grabbed the silver handicap bar.

"Fuck me."

Corey froze. His cock strained hard against the confining tighty-whities. His sensible side battled the impractical one. What if a worker caught them? A cop? He strained to hear if anyone else had entered the restroom.

Lauren remained bent forward, both hands wrapped tight around the cold rail, dress shoved high around her waist. Her bare ass was pushed out and waiting. She kept perfectly still, offering not one glance back. Corey swallowed, feeling the depravity in him winning. As he eased the zipper of his Dockers down, the sound was unusually loud in the completely tiled space. He let the pants fall to mid-calf, then pulled his underwear down to the knees.

Still tense and unsure, he gently gripped Lauren's hips. She arched her back just enough, pressing back and presenting an invitation that no man could refuse. He used his hand to guide himself in, feeling her butterfly stretch around him. The warmth encircled his cock, the heat growing inch by inch until his hips pressed flush against the curve of her ass. Despite most of Lauren's lovers being bigger, his six inches made her fingers tighten on the bar until her knuckles turned white.

"Do it," she begged.

Corey's grip strengthened, nails biting into her flesh. He pulled nearly out, then drove in deep. Sounds filled the hall just outside the men's room door, then subsided. Imagined or not, he couldn't tell. But getting caught didn't matter anymore. He'd fucked his whore of a wife anyway, like all the rest did.

Was this the thrill that Zane got? Fucking Lauren in that stall in Bakersfield? Was this how other men felt, taking her in dirty cars, alleyways, and pool halls?

His hips snapped forward with great force.

Taking that, you filthy slut.

Lauren's ass jiggled with each thrust, as did his belly. The unsightly muffin top was hidden behind his billowing dress shirt now, the tails flapping in the frantic stabbing. Her pussy gripped him tight, pulling him deeper while his sweat dripped from above. The strokes became short and brutal, with no more hesitation; caution thrown to the wind.

"Shit. Just like that," she panted, her voice cracking. It was nowhere near the hottest sex she'd had since their marriage opened up, but this was for her husband, not for her.

The restroom was suddenly flooded with the din from the dance floor. Voices and the laughter of two men grew louder as the door closed and muffled the music once again. Corey froze mid-thrust, still buried deep. His pulse hammered in his ears. Lauren clenched, squeezing his cock like a fist.

"Forget them, keep going."

He didn't pull out. Instead, he rolled his hips slowly, grinding deep inside her. The voices moved closer, boots scuffing tile, then piss splashing in the urinal. The whole situation felt dreamlike but seemed to heighten the eroticism. Corey exhaled through his nose and started fucking her again, slow at first, then building.

"Take my cock, slut!"

Lauren howled as an unlikely orgasm ripped through her body. Coming on his cock had been a rarity forever.

"Oh God, babe... right there," she shrieked.

Corey heard the men's chuckles as they retreated to the sinks.

"Get 'er done, man!" one of them chortled as they left.

Without warning, another release crashed over Lauren, causing her well-used pussy to clench, immobilizing Corey and holding him fast within. Seconds later, he too came, his inadequate dick weakly spritzing the inside opf her with all the explosive energy of a gentle breeze on a summer day.

The intensity felt anticlimactic, so it surprised both when he unexpectedly pulled out and spun around and sent his body crashing into one of the stall walls. His chubby face was flushed, streams of perspiration flowing down his cheeks.

Corey began to see stars. "Oh wow. Oh fuck."

Lauren rushed to his side, wiping the sweat away with her hand.

"Are you okay?"

He nodded, forcing a crooked smile. "Never been better."

With a sigh of relief, she returned his smile and helped him stand straight.

"Let's get you back to the room, mister."

+++++

DeAndre pushed Caroline down onto her stomach with one strong hand planted between her shoulder blades, forcing her cheek flat against the damp sheet. Her ass rose on instinct, hips tilting up as he settled behind her on his knees and used them to shove her thighs farther apart. The air in the room hung heavy, thick with the smell of their sweat and the sharp, musky scent of his cum already seeping from her swollen, well-fucked pussy.

He thrust in without warning, burying himself in one brutal stroke. Caroline's cry muffled against the pillow as she stretched around him again. DeAndre didn't stop there.

"You missed this cock, didn't you?" he taunted, one hand sliding up her spine to fist her hair, yanking her head back sharply, making her back arch and exposing her throat.

"God, yes, I need it," she whimpered, "please fuck me.

DeAndre's fist tightened in Caroline's hair, twisting the dark strands until sharp pain scathed her scalp and forced her neck back at a cruel angle. Tears welled instantly, spilling hotly down her cheeks as he yanked harder, then repeatedly.

Fuck me what?" he barked, punctuating the question with a vicious thrust that buried his cock again.

"Fuck me with your big black cock," Caroline gasped, her voice cracking, the words tumbling out in desperate shame.

"Not fucking good enough," he snarled, twisting her hair again, the burn at her roots flaring white-hot. "Say it right, bitch."

Her head throbbed and her vision blurred, yet her pussy clenched tighter around him despite the pain.

"Please fuck this pathetic white cunt with your superior black cock," she whimpered, tears streaming freely now. "Own this worthless trailer park slut."

Caroline's scream ripped through the dim bedroom as DeAndre's palm cracked across her spine again.

"Scream for me now."

She howled, louder this time, body jerking forward on the soaked sheet. DeAndre gripped her hips harder, fingers sinking into soft pale flesh, and drove his cock deep with a single punishing thrust.

"C'mon, slut," he growled, voice thick with contempt. "Your mama screamed louder when I fucked her right in front of your daddy, while he jerked that useless white dick and watched."

The words landed like a slap. Caroline's whole body convulsed, a raw, broken cry tearing from her throat as fresh heat flooded between her legs.

"I'm gonna cum again," she gasped.

DeAndre tightened his hold and slammed into her harder, each stroke rocking her forward. Sweat glazed their skin, the air heavy with the remnants of his earlier load still leaking down her thighs. Her pussy burned, stretched wide around his girth.

The composed school counselor was gone, replaced by a teeth-gnashing sexual beast.

"That's it," he grunted. "Take every fucking inch."

He pulled out slow until just the swollen head remained, letting her walls flutter uselessly around nothing, then rammed back in. His heavy balls slapped her clit with a wet smack. She whimpered, hips tilting higher, offering more. Her breasts scraped the mattress, nipples stiff. Tears streaked her face, but she pushed back anyway.

"You love being my little white whore, don't you?" DeAndre's hand cracked across her ass. The burn spread fast. She yelped.

"Yes. Fuck, yes," Caroline moaned. Hearing her own words made her wetter, if that was even possible. He gave a low, dark laugh and slid his hand beneath her, fingers finding her clit. He pinched hard, rolled it roughly between thumb and finger. Her body bucked wildly. Orgasm after orgasm slammed through her, pussy clamping down in fierce spasms, milking him while she sobbed.

"Just like your slut mother."

Caroline wailed.

"She liked being my whore too, didn't she."

No answer. His palm landed hard on each cheek. Slap, slap.

"YESSS!"

"DP'd your mom."

"Yes."

"You wanted to help."

"No!"

"You wanted to touch her."

"No!"

Another blistering strike. DeAndre's balls drew tight; he was so close.

"You wanted to touch her."

"No."

Each denial became less convincing.

He yanked her upright by the hair until she knelt, back arched, trembling. "Say it."

"Please... no."

Two sharp smacks landed across her breasts. She cried out, nipples stinging.

"OKAY, OKAY! Yessssss, I wanted to touch her! I wanted to touch her!"

The admission - forced or not, it didn't matter - was too much. Her pussy spasmed hard around his cock. DeAndre buried himself to the base with a feral groan and came, thick pulses of cum flooding deep inside her. His hips jerked once, then twice, emptying everything he had.

He held there a moment, breathing rough, then slowly pulled out. Cum followed, gelatinousness and warm, trickling down her thighs. Without a word he rolled off the bed, stood, and started pulling on his clothes. Caroline stayed on her knees, chest heaving, body still trembling from aftershocks. Their eyes met briefly, both dark and distant.

DeAndre zipped his jeans, gave her one last look, and walked out. The door clicked shut behind him while Caroline remained where she was, knees sunk into the mattress, feeling the slow drip of his cum and the ache between her legs. She closed her eyes and let an unsure silence settle over her.

There was nothing left to say. They had used each other. He needed to dominate. She needed to be broken and used like a whore.

Just like her mother.

++++

Corey woke to the sound of mid-morning gulls and the distant murmur of waves rolling in, seeping past billowing curtains.

Must have left the balcony open last night. 

Lauren slept on her side, facing away from him, face half-buried in the pillow. Her silky black hair lay splayed across the top of the bed. He was still for a long time, studying the familiar lines of her body. Sighing, he let his fingertips glide along her bare arm. The skin felt slightly damp from the warm breeze, and just the gentle contact sent a rush through him, bringing back memories of the evening.

Last night.

They had stumbled back from the club, giggling like teenagers, garnering dirty looks from less intoxicated guests. Both shed their clothes with the urgency of two just married virgins, hands everywhere. Lauren's moans had seemed genuine, with no talk of other men. She had made him feel like he was the only one in her life, enjoying every moment, although deep down he knew she had faked every orgasm. Maybe that was true every time.

But that wasn't true, was it?

Other men did made her cum. On a regular basis.

Including... him.

Try as he might to vanquish it, the specter of Alex Cartwright invaded Corey's mind as he caressed his wife's arm. Ever since the small-town cowboy had begun dating Lauren, the guy had been ubiquitous. Bus-stop posters were everywhere, showing "Cartwright Travel Adventures" and his tanned, smiling face. The Amarillo Sky was moored where Corey took his evening walks. The soft, unique chime of Lauren's phone whenever a new message arrived, prompting her to glance down with that small, private smile. Or worse yet, the phone calls that invaded dinner, for which she excused herself to take, leaving him to stare at an empty chair and eat alone. No, there was little doubt Cartwright was a part of their lives now, and that fact turned Corey's mood melancholy as he traced the contour of the soft waist beside him, his rough hand giving it a squeeze. He had to wonder just how many days he had left with her before Alex finally claimed the rest.

"Morning already?" she murmured, eyes fluttering open, then shutting again.

"Mmm."

The response came from someone that seemed to have a lot on their mind.

"You okay, babe?"

There was a pregnant pause while Corey worked up the courage to ask. "Tell me about him."

Another moment of silence passed until her brain processed the question through the haze of half-sleep. Her eyes remained closed.

"Him who?" It was a legitimate question based on her dating habits.

"You know. Alex."

"Why?"

"Please?"

Rolling over to her other side, Lauren faced her husband and met his gaze with a curious expression.

"Well, he grew up on a ranch outside of El Paso. He owns a travel agency and a boat on which he lives. You know all this."

"Not that. The important stuff."

Her mind raced. What was the important stuff?

"Like?"

"Like how he treats you."

Lauren's spidey-sense went up. She raised a brow. "Why?"

Corey thought quickly. "Because your still my wife? Can't a husband be concerned for his wife's wellbeing?"

And was it too much to ask for a peek into the life he had pushed her into?

"Okay, Well...he's always very nice. A real sweetheart. Texas values. Always glad to see me. Never complains about me having to leave to come back to you."

"Having to come back?"

She shifted her jaw a bit. "Wanting to come back."

"Of course, he's happy to see you. Any guy likes sex."

"It's more than just that."

Corey's heart sank but he wasn't surprised. And there it is. "You like being with him."

"Yes, babe, I like being with him. He's witty, funny, and fun to be around."

"Do you call him babe too?"

Lauren shook her head ever so slightly, a mix of pity and empathy in sad eyes. Sometimes it was so difficult to understand him.

"What is it you want from me?"

"I... I don't know." It was true, he didn't. "I just need to know."

The petite executive let out a small, tired breath. The room felt suddenly heavy with a mix of resignation, benevolence, and the dull ache of something already lost. Lauren exhaled once more, then gave a small, impatient toss of her head to swing the tousled, slept-on black bangs from her face. His curiosity held a darkness, something perverted and self-indulgent, something that needed to be satiated. She decided to give him what he needed.

Lauren propped herself on one elbow, which caused the sheet to slide down, revealing a loose-fitting champagne-colored satin camisole with thin spaghetti straps and a slightly draped neckline. Her nipples, soft and puffy, showed beneath the fabric. She looked at Corey with quiet patience, the way she sometimes did when he needed coaxing out of his own head.



"If you must know, he's a wonderful man. He makes me feel seen in small ways. I feel appreciated."

Beads of perspiration began forming on the older man's forehead.

"Appreciated?"

"He has my coffee ready before I even board the boat. When we walk along the marina, we hold hands like a couple of high schoolers. He drapes a blanket over the bench at night because he knows I get cold. There is a genuine interest in my work."

She paused for a moment with a fond smile, seemingly staring off into space, twirling a strand of hair around her finger.

"And he sends silly memes just to cheer me up."

A low moan escaped Corey's lips as he recalled those subtle glances she gave her phone at night. She stopped fiddling with her hair and studied him closely, then looked down at the tent forming beneath his boxers. The smile morphed into a smirk. After how their relationship had evolved this past year, Lauren knew where this was going.

"You like him treating me like a queen, Twisty?"

Corey winced at the demeaning nickname, meant to mock how hard he wrung his cock while watching her have sex. Even knowing that, it took everything in him not to stop reaching for his shriveled dick.

"Yes."

With a look of practiced sufferance, Lauren rose to a sitting position on the bed and pulled her legs beneath her. As she did, Corey could see just a hint of her bare mound peeking from beneath the top.

"Alex doesn't just fuck me either." Her voice was almost confessional. "He makes love to me."

Corey swallowed hard. "I do too."

It was a weak plea for recognition.

Lauren chuckled condescendingly. "Not even close to how he does," she corrected him firmly, eyes full of pity.

"T-t-tell me more."

Her smirk widened. "I thought there was to be no talk of others this weekend?"

"Please?"

Lauren nodded toward his shorts. "Take them off. Shirt too." It was like telling a child to get ready for a bath.

With almost no hesitation, Corey stripped off his underwear and white tee-shirt. Her face lost the grin as she glanced over his sixty-something body leaning back against the headboard. For almost thirty years she had known no other body and thought she was content. Now here he was: man-boobs jiggling, flabby rolls spilling over his waist, and a scrawny six-inch penis struggling to achieve even a spongy semi-erection. She swore it looked like it had shrunk over the last few months. Thank God she could date other men.

"He's nice to you?"

"Mm-hmm," Lauren replied in a decidedly sultrier voice.

"He gives me things. Little gifts." She watched his cock twitch with pleasure.

"What kind of gifts?"

"Stuff. Trinkets."

Her hand waved over her camisole. "Lingerie."

Corey's breathing became more labored. The nipples atop his flabby pecs hardened. "He gave you that?"

"Mm-hmm."

"What else?"

Lauren crossed her arms and yanked the flimsy camisole up and over her head in one swift pull. Its straps dragged along her arms until the fabric cleared her breasts, freeing them, and causing her dark mane to spill randomly across her bare shoulders and chest. She ran her hands along her arms.

"Expensive lotion. It makes my skin soooo soft. He likes to rub it in."

"And?"

Her eyes drifted upward in dreamy thought, her fingers twirling a strand of hair again. "He fucks me so good. Better than most."

"Better than me?"

She snickered. "Oh, you're so cute."

Climbing over him, Lauren's knees sank into the mattress on either side of his pudgy hips. The satin top lay discarded beside them; her small breasts swayed gently as she settled, the dark nipples already tight. She braced one palm on his soft chest while the other hand reached down between them and curled around his half-hard cock. She gave it a slow, deliberate tug, thumb brushing the leaking tip.

Corey caught his breath. He stared up at those familiar green eyes, now half-lidded, her mouth curved in quiet amusement. A sickness crept into his gut. Lauren leaned over so her tits hung above him, her black mane enveloping them both. Her hand guided his cock to point toward his navel, then slid her wet pussy lips along the exposed main vein.

"You know this meager thing can't get me off anymore."

His hips jerked involuntarily. "It's...it's not that small."

Lauren tilted her head, studying him like he was a mildly interesting specimen. "You keep telling yourself that, babe."

She settled fully, hips flush against his and began grinding.

"If I've learned one thing since moving to Florida..."

Corey moaned. "Yes?"

Her eyes searched his, serious and genuine.

"It's that you really are a lousy fuck."

Beneath her slit, his emancipated belittled dick came alive.

"God, Laur."

The wanton wife rose upright again, breasts pressed flat against her chest and began moving her pelvis. Her taut belly crinkled as she gyrated without ever letting him slip inside. Each forward roll of her hips pressed her pussy against the leaking tip. Lauren watched his face the whole time, the way his mouth parted, the way his eyes glazed with that familiar angst.

Corey's cock jerked violently beneath her. A fresh bead of precum welled at the tip and smeared across her skin.

"You really are pathetic when you're this hard and still useless," she said quietly. "Look at you. Already dripping just because I told you the truth."

His hands flexed against the sheets. He wanted to grab her hips, to thrust up and bury himself, but he knew better. The second he tried, she would lift away. Lauren's hips circled once, then twice, grinding her clit directly against his frenulum until his whole body shuddered.

"You're leaking again," she noted with mock sympathy. "Poor Twisty. So close and still not allowed." She straightened, palms flat on his chest for leverage, and resumed the rhythm in short, teasing rocks that kept him right on the edge.

"Just days ago he fucked me on the deck of his boat. Middle of the night, city lights across the water. He bent me over the railing, naked except for flip-flops. Anyone on the docks could've seen him fucking your wife. I came so hard I almost screamed. He had to clamp his hand over my mouth while he shot inside me. I could feel every spurt. Thick. Hot. So much more than you could ever manage."

Corey hissed, his head thrashing from side to side on the pillow.

"It's not just the fucking, either, you know. Alex romances me. He takes me to quiet little restaurants on the water where we sit for hours, really getting to know each other, He tells me about his family, his friends; I tell him about our girls. He asks questions, remembers their names, even sent Caroline a little care package after her breakup with DeAndre because he said no one should go through that alone."

"He... he did?"

Lauren nodded softly.

"We talk about you too. Alex says you're brave. Brave and broken. He pities you. Says he can't imagine watching the woman he loves walk out the door to meet someone else, knowing she'll come back smelling like another man's cum. He told me he'd never share me. That if I were his, he'd keep me all to himself. Fuck me every night until I forgot anyone else ever existed."

"Including me?"

"Especially you."

She paused, letting the silence stretch, her pussy clenching once more around just the head of his cock.

"Does that hurt to hear? Knowing the man who fucks your wife cares about your daughters and actually feels sorry for you?"

Corey's throat worked, but no sound came out at first. Acid from deep within his belly began to rise.

Lauren waited, patient and merciless, watching a tear form in the corner of one eye. "Answer me, Twisty."

"Yes, yes. It hurts. OH GOD IT HURTS!"

"He laughs at you. Says you must hate yourself for needing it so badly. That a real man would fight to keep his wife. But you? You just stroke your useless cock."

Corey trembled, eyes wet with shame.

"Do you love him?" he whispered.

Lauren paused, hips still, letting the question hang between them like smoke. She tilted her head, surveying him the way one might study a wounded animal, with pity and charity. Her fingers traced the soft sag of his chest, nails grazing one hairy nipple.

"I don't know."

Beneath her, he convulsed hard, a violent shudder running from his flabby belly up through his shoulders. A raw, broken bellow, half cr