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Chapter 1

I slowed for the mother and her fawn. Two beautiful black-tailed deer eating fallen apples off the ground.

“I love it out here,” Gwen said. “The city is so noisy and dirty. Out here we breathe freely and see beautiful things like that.”

“Let’s sell the house and buy a house out here,” I said. “I’m ready. The city is too crowded. As long as we have Internet, we can both work remotely. I’ll investigate our options if you’re serious.”

“I am. I’m ready for a change.”

My wife turned her head to watch the mother and child out the passenger window. Neither seemed afraid. We were at the beginning of a ten-day vacation in the mountains, staying in a rustic cabin just outside a small town. We were so ready for a break. I ran my gaze over her shapely body, too often neglected due to work. Gwen is a lusty, physical woman, but for years we’ve both worked so many hours, we have no time for each other. I hoped this brief getaway would bring us closer.

North Bend sits in the shadow of the Northern Cascades, as quaint as a Hallmark postcard, and is the kind of small town they make hipster sitcoms about for TV. The cabin we rented is even farther off the grid, a welcome respite from our usual, modern, plugged-in existence. There would be no little cocktails with umbrellas or bikinis on this trip. With a chance of snow tonight, our plans were for log fires and hot chocolate.

“These shops are adorable,” Gwen said as I drove down the main street. “Look. That place still rents DVDs. They made the store look like a giant Red Box. Cute.”

“I bet they rent movies because they have no streaming services out here.”

“What if they’re all still using VHS?”

I laughed.

“No way. They can’t be that far behind.”

“Look around, Darren. A railroad runs through the center of town. The sheriff’s office has parking for two cars. The post office is tiny. There are three stop lights down the main road. That’s it. VHS is not out of the question.”

We both chuckled.

“This place is perfect,” I said.

“This place is perfect,” she agreed. “Pull in at the Red Box. I want to rent some movies for tonight.”

The place was called Faces, alluding to, I presumed, all the different faces actors must wear performing their craft. The outside facade looked like an old Red Box vending machine. Gwen ran in ahead of me, too impatient to wait while I parked the car. I walked in a few minutes later, delighted how the inside was pure Blockbuster. All the DVDs were separated by genre, with a few specialty sections, and even a How-To area for building decks and fences. The guy that ran the place was tall, with a long, trimmed beard and a top knot of black hair behind his head. He wore bead necklaces and capri pants and had already glued himself to Gwen, barely noticing when I entered his store. His gaze lingered over my wife when she wasn’t looking, but I couldn’t blame him. She dresses frumpy but underneath she’s got a banging body. It took months for the men at the law office where she works to stop hitting on her, and they know better than most about the possible legal repercussions of harassment, only it wasn’t harassment, because Gwen loved the attention. She’d come home and share some of the comments her colleagues made that day, flattered and utterly unperturbed.

“One day I’ll be old and fat and nobody will flirt with me at all, and I’ll miss it terribly,” she’d say.

Top Knot explained a few things and left her to browse. I wandered the rows in one direction; she wandered in the other. I noticed Top Knot checking her out again, pretending to reshelve sleeves while looking her up and down. This happens everywhere we go. I’ve learned to accept it. I used to get upset when men checked my wife out, but I quickly realized that was a deep-rooted insecurity I had. She was doing nothing wrong. In fact, she was lovely, and I should expect other men to notice.

I started looking at Eighties comedies and Gwen entered a special section for Halloween. I was never a big fan of the slasher film, but Gwen likes the adrenaline rush and if a movie scares her enough it makes her crawl into my lap, I’m all for it. I plucked a copy of Fast Times at Ridgemont High off the shelf, fondly remembering Phoebe Cates and her iconic bikini scene. I’d love to see it again but maybe Gwen wouldn’t enjoy it as much as me.

When I looked up again, Top Knot had moved in and was again talking to my wife. The dude was tall. Taller than me. Gwen had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact and I knew she was loving that. She likes tall men, and she likes beards too, so I knew she was enjoying herself. I let her have her fun. I put Fast Times back on the shelf and headed for the Sci Fi section. Gwen soon joined me.

“What did you decide?” I asked.

“The original Night of the Living Dead and the sequel, Dawn of the Dead.”

“Fun.”

“Scary fun. I promise to get up on you.”

I pointed at the drama section.

“Go ahead and check those out. I’m going to keep looking. Meet at the car?”

“Sounds good.”

I continued to browse. She headed for the register and provided her information to open an account, and then Top Knot packaged the movies to go. He handed Gwen the bag and looked her in the eye.

“Let me know what you think,” I heard him say.

I thought it strange but said nothing.

She climbed into the car, and I exited without selecting anything, joining her. We drove to the cabin, a little way out of town and at the end of a gravel road. The cottage was nestled under giant Douglas firs and Black cottonwoods.

“Spooky,” Gwen said.

“Wait until dark,” I said. “There are no lights up here. This forest will get pitch black at night. You’ll hear strange sounds and panic.”

“I’ll hide under the covers with you.”


Chapter 2

We opened the cabin, and I unpacked the car. Gwen discovered a hot tub and started the jets, cranking up the heat. We unpacked and hurried to the tub, soaking in delightful hot bubbles, and then wrapped robes and plopped in front of the television. As predicted, no Internet. No cell service either. Like I said, rustic.

Gwen was in charge of movies and opened the first case, sliding the disc in and using the remote to start the film. I popped popcorn and sat the bowl on the coffee table. I turned off all the lights and covered our laps with a big blanket.

The film started, but it was not Night of the Living Dead. Nope. It was video of an attractive blonde woman, maybe forty-five, licking all around the head of a soft, hanging penis. We didn’t know it was the wrong movie, so we kept watching, waiting for zombies. The camera zoomed and the woman opened wider, easing the bulbous head into her mouth and then sealing her lips behind the head.

“That’s kind of hot,” Gwen said. “I had no idea these movies would contain scenes like this.”

“Me either, and, as an owner of a penis, I agree, that’s kind of hot.”

We both watched in silence for a minute.

“That’s a big one,” Gwen said.

It was true. As the woman on her knees orally pleased the man, he began to swell, gaining length and girth. Veins rose. The woman added her hands and began slow stroking, stuffing her stretched mouth with his fat dick.

“Not much plot though,” I joked.

Gwen smiled, too riveted to laugh.

The large penis continued to rise, soon gently curving upward. The woman slid both hands along the length now, sucking on the head, showing the camera how she swirled her tongue around the crown. One hand slid all the way down to lift his large testicles and massage them. She forced her mouth as far down as she could, bulging her throat.

“This is turning me on,” Gwen murmured.

“Me too. Not what I expected.”

I felt her hand on my leg, her cool fingers curl around my shaft. I lifted the blanket and placed a hand on the back of her head. She got the message but shoved the blanket aside.

“I want to see it,” she said.

I assumed she meant the movie but then wondered if she meant his cock. Gwen angled her head to slip me into her mouth while watching the film. On screen, the man was fully erect and throbbing. The woman leaned backward, opening her legs to him. He moved between her thighs, his hard cock leading the charge like a lance, and she reached up to hold his head between her hands. His face entered the view and Gwen gasped. It was Top Knot, the guy from the video store. I don’t know why but I pretended not to recognize him, waiting for Gwen to say something. She didn’t. Instead, she shoved my cock deeper and sucked harder.

How strange to see someone you’d met do porn. I admit it was far more exciting. That element made everything real. Porn always seems so affected. Watching this stuff was like watching actual people, which makes no sense, except it does. I found Gwen’s reaction curious, but she had launched into an attack on my dick, so I didn’t think about it too much. On screen Top Knot lifted the woman’s legs and brought his cock close. She eagerly reached down, found him, and guided him in. I noticed for the first time she wore a wedding ring on her finger. Top Knot wore no ring.

That fat cock slid in smoothly. His girth forced her pussy wide, surrounding him in tight, wet flesh. Gwen softly moaned and I think I did too. His ass rose and then slowly fell, sheathing that beast in the woman’s guts. She moaned with deep gratification.

“This is so hot,” Gwen said, pausing my blowjob.

“Yeah,” I very intelligently replied.

My wife lifted my balls and rolled them around just like she’d seen the woman do. She pushed her lips down my cock, creeping towards my scrotum and making me gasp. I was rock hard and ready, so I whipped the blanket away and turned Gwen on all fours. I aimed her at the screen and got behind her, sliding my cock in and pushing deep. My wife groaned and arched her back, taking my dick while watching an attractive older woman take an even bigger one. I held Gwen’s ass and began to saw back and forth, trying to keep time with the dude on screen. The older woman soon made sounds like she was headed for an orgasm, so I fucked Gwen harder. Why did we let so much time get away from us? Sex is amazing.

“You feel fantastic,” I moaned.

“God,” she said. “So do you.”

I fucked my wife faster as we watched the stud on screen pound the married woman. My hips slapped Gwen’s butt. The woman on screen was losing her mind. I grabbed the remote in the middle of all this and upped the volume. Her cries of mind-boggling pleasure echoed around the cabin. Gwen really got off on the sounds of them fucking and the sight of what that big hard cock was doing to that woman. Gwen was soaked, dripping pussy juice.

“Don’t stop,” my wife gasped. “Jesus. You’re going to make me cum.”

An orgasm from penetration is a rare bear so I kept pounding and changed nothing. I shoved her robe away so I could grab her swinging tits and noticed the skin across her back was flushed and rosy. Her eyes were riveted to the pounding that woman received.

The on-screen couple changed positions, rolling Top Knot onto his back. Their crotches were aimed at the camera, and we saw clearly how that cannon of a cock filled and stretched the older woman. Gwen and I fucked mesmerized by the sight. The woman rode that big dick like she wanted to die on it, ramming her hips down to force his length into her guts. She was almost sobbing with pleasure, rivulets of arousal running down his girthy length.

“Look at that thing,” Gwen moaned, catching me by surprise.

Wow. I was unsure how I felt about that. I felt a flash of insecurity, because no way could I compete with that guy, but I also felt a surge of blood rush to my dick. Gwen felt it too and gasped. The woman on top was torturing her own tits as she rode the man, slamming her hips down and twisting her nipples. My wife lost herself in the other woman’s passion. I realized she was probably wondering what that must feel like. I was about to ask her. The words were on my lips. But then I considered: what if I didn’t like the answer? What if she said something about that man that upset me and made me jealous? I let my question die. Ignorance is bliss. Let’s just get back to fucking.

I tried, but it was too late. Now I felt like a chicken shit. Could I not handle Gwen’s opinion? Could I not face the fact there are other attractive men in the world, some better hung than me?

Gwen’s moans brought me out of my reverie. My wife had been watching intently, following the rise and fell of that older woman as she fucked herself on that meaty spear. Top Knot’s balls had drawn up tight to the base and Gwen knew that meant he was close to orgasm. Mine do the same thing. I assaulted Gwen’s tits from behind, spying her slack-jawed obsession. I couldn’t bring myself to ask her about his cock, but I could get close.

“I think she likes it,” I grunted, pumping my dick in and out.

Gwen pushed her hips at me, driving my penis all the way in.

“She’s killing herself on it,” my wife groaned.

Gwen could not pull her eyes away. Fine. I grabbed her hips and really started pounding. Petty? Maybe. But my wife’s reaction made it worth it. Gwen cried out and clutched the blanket, bracing her hips so I could deliver the hammering she craved. I slammed my cock home over and over and my wife screamed as she came, eyes glued to the screen. I could hold back no longer and groaned as my climax rose.

“Pull out,” Gwen murmured, mechanically. “Pull out. Don’t cum in me.”

The warnings were unnecessary. I pulled out and shot all over her back, just like I always do, jerking fast as the woman on screen groaned and climaxed all over Top Knot’s fat hard cock. It was intense for all of us.

I shot my last and pushed it back in, as deep as I could reach. Risky, yes, but the risk was greatly reduced. I hated pulling out at the critical moment, but no way were we ready for a baby. My breathing returned to normal, and I started to withdraw but Gwen stopped me.

“Not yet,” she hissed. “Wait for him.”

I returned my attention to the screen, forgotten in the haze of climax. The woman still rode hard and fast but now Top Knot had swollen thicker, veins lacing squiggly lines under thin skin. His ass slowly rose higher.

“Do it,” Gwen told him, her voice a mere whisper.

Suddenly the man bucked and thrust. He shouted and grabbed the woman’s bouncing tits, squeezing.

“Yeah,” Gwen breathed. “Shoot it all up in there.”

My wife was hypnotized. I’d never seen her like this. We’ve never watched porn together and as far as I know she’s seen little of it, if any, but this felt personal. She’d met that guy. Now she watched him fuck.

At last, he pumped out the final gush and dropped. The woman laid on his chest, both breathing hard. Gwen and I stared at his pulsing cock, still sheathed inside the woman. After a while he eased her to the carpet and stood. He approached the camera and the screen went black.

“He recorded himself fucking her?” I asked.

“That’s what it looked like. I wonder if she knew?”

Before I could answer, a new clip started. Top Knot and his big dick stood at the sales counter at the video store. Another woman, maybe fifty, knelt behind the counter, sucking his cock through the opening in his capri pants. Top Knot panned the store quickly, showing various customers milling about, shopping, oblivious to the blowjob he received. He aimed the camera at the woman again and she smiled.

“That one definitely knows,” Gwen said. “Fast forward. Are there more clips?”

I withdrew my penis and grabbed the remote. The entire DVD was clips of Top Knot having wildly hot sex with a variety of women, most of them older but not all. He mastered them, a consummate stud. His stamina was impressive as was his strength. Women willingly gave themselves up to him, embracing his masculinity, handing themselves over to his skilled hands, wicked tongue, large stiff cock, and ripped abs. One bored housewife after another lost her mind beneath his thrusting hips. 

One clip near the end the girl looked like she was still in high school. The wedding ring on her finger made me doubt she was that young, but she looked it. Hot, tight body, flawless skin, firm small breasts. Top Knot fucked her from behind.

“Let’s save these,” Gwen suggested. “We can watch one a night and fuck our brains out. These are so hot.”

“I like that plan,” I said, although actually I was unsure of it.

“What do you think’s going on here?” Gwen asked. “Who are these women?”

I sat on the couch and patted the spot next to me.

“I think he’s fucking bored housewives,” I said. “I think word has gotten out around town and women come to him for servicing. He records them to guarantee their continued silence.”

“I think you’re right. If I go back to that store, I bet he says that disc got into that case by accident, but really, he just wanted us to see him.”

“He wanted you to see him. He ogled you the whole time we were in his store.”

“No, he did not.”

“He did, Babe. I stood back and watched him. It happens every time we go out. It would happen a lot more if your wardrobe wasn’t so frumpy. You dress like you’re trying to hide.”

“I am. I grew breasts way back in grade school. It was terrible. All my girlfriends suddenly hated me, calling me a slut, and all the boys tripped over each other trying to get to me. I got tons of attention I did not want. I learned to cover myself.”

“I get why you’d want to hide back then but you often still turn heads. You like the attention now.”

“I grew to appreciate it.”

She adjusted her robe around her, wiping my cold cum off her back and tightening the sash before cuddling with me. On screen, Top Knot angled the camera to record himself slowly jacking off and talking about the hot wife about to visit.

“I’m this small town’s dirty little secret,” he joked.

A knock at his door made him return the camera to the holder, bringing his cock right in our faces, and then go to greet his guest.


Chapter 3

The air was crisp and cold, and there was a light dusting of snow on the ground, but I broke a sweat anyway. The view from the top was spectacular. Mount Si may have given me a panoramic from horizon to horizon, with all those trees sprinkled in white, but it made me work for it first.

“Were you serious about moving to a place like this?” Gwen asked, drinking from her water bottle.

“I was. I am. My job at the office can be done on any computer and the company offers remote positions. You once said your company offers remote positions too. We could keep our jobs and just move to a different house.  I may need a few months to get in better shape so a simple hike doesn’t knock me down, but I can easily see us moving to a town like this.”

Gwen looked up at the mountain’s peak.

“What about this town?” she said. “It’s perfect. It’s the perfect small town.”

“Plus, it has a video store?”

Her head snapped around.

“What are you insinuating?” she asked.

I laughed.

“You were mesmerized last night.”

“So? That was crazy hot. First, we meet the guy then we watch him fuck? It was so sexy. Look at that town down there, Darren. Cars driving along streets. Kids playing. Dirty wives doing naughty things behind their husband’s back. It has all the charm of a small town plus the epic secrets of a big city. When we stopped at the store for trail mix and bottled water, I wondered how many of the women shopping next to us had been fucked by that guy. I bet they were all around. I’m thinking now we stop by his store again on the way back to the cabin. See if he slips me another disc. I’m hoping we bump into some of his cheating wives. It’s so scandalous. It’s so indecent and dirty. Living here would be like living in a soap opera. We’d never get bored. I’d love it.”

I studied her face, and she caught me.

“What?” she said. “Oh. I get it. You think I want to move here for his cock.”

“You were kind of in love with it last night.”

She laughed and ate some trail mix.

“I was. It was the women’s reactions that got to me. I mean, his dick looked sexy as hell. I’ve never seen one big like that. But then the things it did to her. Oh my God. I swear I felt everything she felt. That thing had her screaming, and she wasn’t faking. Did you see her cum? God. I want to cum like that.”

“Should I invite him over for popcorn and a movie?”

She darted a look at me, realized I was fucking with her and started laughing.

“What?” I said. “You thought I was being serious? No way. I can’t compete with that guy.”

“Try not to think of it as a competition,” she taunted. “Try to think of it as an early birthday gift to your beloved wife.”

“You’re freaking me out. You don’t literally want him to visit the cabin, do you?”

“No,” she said. “That would be way too awkward.”

We both fell silent. Her resistance to the idea sounded insincere and we both knew it. I was sure we were both picturing him in the cabin, watching a movie with us. What would Gwen do? She has little experience with men. We’d be too nervous to be good hosts, and why the fuck would we invite him anyway? The only reason we were even discussing the guy was because of his big cock and his ability to make women orgasm easily.

“Ready to finish the climb?” I asked.

She nodded, maintaining her silence. I got the feeling she had plenty to say but was keeping her mouth locked tight.

“What?” I said. “Spit it out, Gwen.”

“I still want to go by his shop on the way back. I really liked watching those women lose their minds. He told me to tell him what I thought as we left yesterday and now, I understand what he was talking about. I’m sure he has more DVDs. I want to watch a few. Is that all right?”

I couldn’t stand all the unspoken shit floating in the air around us. I decided to face things head on.

“I want to ask you a question,” I said. “I want an honest answer. Don’t try to gloss things over. Just spit the truth out.”

“I’m ready.”

“When you watched him fuck those women, did you wonder what it would feel like to be with a man like him?”

“I think I already answered that. Yes. Every woman would. There is no way to watch what he did to those women, to see their animalistic reactions to a lover like him, and not want that for yourself. Yes, I wondered what it would be like to get fucked by him. At first, I was intimidated. The way the women reacted changed my mind.”

“Okay. Point blank. Do you want to fuck him? If I said you could, would you?”

She stood but sat down again.

“That’s a complicated question which has a complicated answer,” she said.

“I’m listening.”

She sighed, not thrilled with the idea of explaining.

“If I wasn’t married? If I was on birth control? If I was single and traveling through town and all this happened to me? Yeah, probably. I’d probably go back to that store and flirt in my own clumsy way and try to get him to seduce me. Yes, I’d invite him back to my cabin to watch a movie and eat popcorn and I’d hope he jumped me. What can I say, Darren? He’s hot and his dick is beautiful and the women that experience it clearly love it and come back for more. I’d want my turn. But I am married and that complicates everything. I’m not on birth control so my options are limited. There’s no way to do that and not have it turn our marriage inside out. You and I are reality. That man is fantasy.”

Her words made sense to me. I put myself in her place: some gorgeous woman with an incredible body flirts with me. Of course I want her. I might even jerk off that night fantasizing about her. But do I actually allow anything to happen between us? No. I’m happily, faithfully married. The thoughts and feelings are there, though.

“We can stop by his store on the drive back to the cabin,” I said, relenting.

She perked up.

“Really?”

“Why not? He’s not going to throw you down in the drama section and try to fuck you. This is an interesting and unique situation. I feel like we hold all the cards. He’s fishing to see what your reaction is to the DVD he slipped you, but he doesn’t know I’m your husband. He never even looked at me while you were in his store. He doesn’t know you’re with me. I can wait in the car or go in before or after you.”

“To keep an eye on me?” she teased.

“To keep an eye on him. Slipping you a DVD of his exploits was fucking bold. What if you called the police or something? Sure, he could always claim it was an honest mistake, but what if the sheriff’s wife is in one of the clips?”

“Maybe the sheriff’s a swinger.”

I chuckled.

“Maybe. That small town sure has a lot of secrets.”

We finished our hike. The climb down went faster, and Gwen laid her head in my lap on the drive back to town. All this sexual tension had me anxious and my dick got hard under her cheek. She opened my fly and slipped me into her mouth, suckling gently as I drove. What a delightfully unexpected surprise. Roadhead is a rarity for her. I admit I drove slower to make it last.

The parking lot at Faces had two cars in it so I drove to the end of the lot and parked. I suggested I go in first and she follow later.

Top Knot barely acknowledged me as I entered. I aimed for the How-To section because it gave me a wide view of the whole store. The two cars in the lot did not equal customers, as I was the only shopper. I pretended to look at the videos on how to build a deck. Gwen soon entered and headed for the register. Top Knot looked up and grinned.

“Remember me?” my wife asked.

“Oh yeah,” he said, cocky. “How’d did you like the movie?”

“I rented two. Which movie did you mean?”

He grinned, self-confident.

“The one with the monster in it,” he said.

Gwen laughed.

“Oh, that one. I loved it. Is there a sequel? I’m hoping the lead actor made more movies with other actresses.”

“He did,” Top Knot said. “Let me grab another DVD for you.”

The man left the counter and passed through a small door into his office. He reemerged quickly, waving a disc at Gwen.

“I hear the lead is looking to make a follow-up film,” he said. “I know him well. He’s always looking for a new co-star. You have the looks. Should I tell him you’re interested?”

My ears perked up. This had taken a sharp turn. I thought they’d flirt. I hadn’t expected him to offer to make a porn with her. This was a huge escalation. My wife held out her hand, and he placed the new DVD in it. How would she keep the banter going?

“Tell him I am,” she said, and my heart skipped a beat. “I’m not from here. Is there a public place where we can meet? I’d like to know him a little better first. I’m sure he’ll understand.”

“I’m sure he does. Meet him at the Mount Si Pub, at the south end of town, ten tonight. The place has a backyard, so you’ll have plenty of privacy, but dress warm. It might be a little chilly.”

“Perfect,” Gwen said.

She pointed at the man using the new DVD and then exited the shop. I wandered around, finally selecting the first Jason Bourne movie. I started a conversation as he rang me up.

“Who was that woman?” I asked. “Your wife? She’s very pretty.”

His face lit up.

“Dude,” he said. “She’s a total fox. Did you notice her body? Yesterday she wore baggy sweats and today she’s wearing clothes like she just finished hiking, but it doesn’t matter. You can see those spectacular tits and ass anyway. She’s got a hot bod. I want to see it naked.”

I laughed.

“Did you ask her on a date?”

“Kind of. I’m meeting her tonight for a drink and a chat, but I’ll be trying my hardest to get her in bed. She’s juicy. She’s got it all.”

“I wish you luck.”

“Thank you.” He leaned over the counter, lowering his voice like I was his coconspirator. “She knows I got a big dick. That’s why she came back today. Hopefully I’ll be able to introduce them to each other.”

I chuckled, a little nervous.

“Tell me all about it next time, when I bring back this rental.”

“I will. The name’s Michael. Nice to meet you.”

“Darren. Same.”

We shook hands. I grabbed the small bag and left. Gwen was already seated in our car. I joined her and dropped the bag between the seats.

“What took you so long?” she asked.

“Michael wanted to tell me all about how hot he is to meet you for a drink and how hard he’s going to try to get you into bed.”

“What?”

“Yup. I innocently asked if you were his wife and he went off about how hot you are, how pretty, what a great body you have, and how badly he wants you.”

“Are you teasing me right now?”

“No, Baby, I’m totally serious. That boy’s got a huge crush.”

“Drive away. I don’t want him to come outside and see us together. I am so completely flattered. That guy’s sexy and can clearly have his choice of women, and you’re saying he’s all excited over me?”

“That’s what I’m saying.”

I backed out and drove away. She got quiet, and then she did one of the things I love best about women.

“How does that make you feel, Honey?” she asked.

Even in the midst of her little fantasy come true, she still had the presence of mind, the empathy, to check on me. Compassion comes naturally to most women. I searched my feelings.

“I’m proud, mostly,” I said. “Weird, right? I’m a little nervous too, like this is escalating faster than I ever thought it would. I worry about what your hopes are and where this will lead, but, if I’m honest, it’s all kind of titillating. I can tell you’re excited and that excites me. If you’re turned on, I’m turned on. He’s obviously super into you and I get why that’s flattering. Am I talking a lot? I feel like I’m talking a lot.”

She laughed.

“This is crazy,” she said. “Okay. The million-dollar question. Do I go to the pub at ten and meet him?”

I chewed on my lip. There were reasons yes and reasons no.

“Fuck, Baby,” I said. “I just don’t know. I’m so conflicted. What are you feeling?”

She folded her hands in her lap and noticed her wedding ring. She began to play with it, fidgeting, subconsciously toying with the symbol of her vows. I didn’t mention it.

“We’ve always been completely honest with each other,” she began.

“That’s true.”

“So, in the spirit of that tradition, I admit I’d love to meet him. Once we married, I never thought I’d date again. That part of my life was over. This would be a date, while I’m married, and it’s fucking exciting to think about. Again, if I’m totally honest, I have thought about getting him in bed. I do want him to fuck me. I do. I want to be one of those women we saw him conquer. Maybe not recorded like they were, aware of the camera or not, but I want to experience what they experienced. You saw what he was like in bed. The women completely surrendered to him. They wanted him to fuck them. He was a total stud, and they lost themselves.”

“That’s hard to hear. My wife wants to fuck another man.”

“I’m not saying I’m going to fuck him, Baby. I’m just sharing honestly what’s going on inside me. If I keep these thoughts and feelings to myself, it feels like I’m lying, and neither one of us wants that. Try to imagine if your favorite actress wanted you and was willing. How bad would you want her? How flattered would you be? What thoughts about sex with her would be dancing in your head? That’s where I am now.”

“What will happen if you meet him?”

She gave me a blank stare.

“I didn’t realize that was actually a possibility,” she said. “I thought all this was hypothetical. I was certain you were saying no, no way. Aren’t we just talking shit? Are you actually entertaining the idea of me actually meeting the man?”

I gave her a small shrug.

“We’re a long way from home and nobody knows us,” I said. “There’s an allure in flirting with danger and allowing you to meet a hung stud for drinks is definitely flirting with danger. But I have selfish reasons to allow it. I suspect you’ll come back to the cabin ready to fuck, and I’ll be waiting. I don’t care if you’re turned on because of him. I only care that you’re turned on.”

“Holy shit.”

I laughed.

“Everything’s suddenly serious now, right?”

“Yes,” she said, nervously twisting her ring. “What do I say? Never mind that. What do I wear? I’ve got a bag full of pajamas and hiking clothes, flannel shirts and thick socks. I have nothing for a date.”

Date.

That stung. I hadn’t truly framed it in those terms but that’s what it was, technically. Fuck. Was I really sending my wife out on a date with another man?

“You brought your denim skirt,” I said. “Some of your pajamas are the camisoles you sleep in.”

“Those camisoles are thin. He’d see right through them.”

“Double up. Or wear a flannel shirt draped over your shoulders like a cape. The arms will hang down and cover your tits.”

She looked dazed.

“I don’t know why I’m so worked up over this,” she said. “It’s just a drink at a public place. Look. My hands are trembling.”

She held them up for me to see.

“Maybe it’s the circumstances which led us here,” I suggested. “You’ve seen him fuck. You’ll know that across the table is a man with a big dick that slays women. Being married places restrictions on you. This isn’t a casual meeting by two single people. I get why you’re shaking. It’s crazy exciting. We’ve never done anything like this. Not even close. I’m to the point where I want you to do it just to see what happens.”

“Nothing’s going to happen,” she said.

“Says you.”

Her eyes got big.

“What are you saying, Darren? I mean, what are you saying exactly? Spell it out like I’m a moron.”

“I don’t want to. I don’t want to give you a script, or limit what you say or do. I want to leave it up to you. I want you to feel some freedom while you sit there with him and sip your cocktail. You’re not my puppet. Nobody knows us here. I expect him to try something. He seems aggressive. So what if you let him cross a line or two? We’ll go home with a great vacation story we talk about for years, not to mention you’ll probably rip my clothes off what you get back to the cabin. I say relax. Do what comes naturally. Let yourself have fun and I promise not to hold what you do against you.”

She recoiled a little.

“Won’t you be jealous? I feel like if you loved me, you’d feel jealous.”

“I’m sure I will,” I said. “But that’s not the point and I don’t want my petty insecurities to dictate how tonight goes. If we’re going to do this, and we are, hold nothing back. I love you to the end of time. Let me be jealous. I’ll get over it.”

“Jesus,” she muttered. “Jesus. Okay. Step on the gas. I need time to get ready.”


Chapter 4

She showered and primped and preened and tried on almost every combination of clothing she had with her. In the end she went with my denim skirt and camisole idea, but she didn’t double them, trusting her long hair to cover what needed covering. She tied the flannel shirt around her waist.

She was so nervous, her palms were sweaty. I was amused. I’d never seen this side of her. I asked if she was this nervous when she got ready for our dates and she said no. She knew she wanted to marry me right away. I found that comforting. She thought she’d drive herself until the last minute when she asked me to drop her off so she could drink.

“He’s seen my ring. He knows I’m married. Let him believe I’m hiding something from my husband like all the other wives he’s fucking.”

We said little on the return to town.

It was late and few places remained open. I dropped her at the far end of the parking lot. We kissed and she told me to leave.

“What if he sees you?” she said. “That would be awkward.”

I pulled out and drove a short distance and then doubled back. I’m no idiot. I parked across the street and then jogged to the pub. They were already seated at a table in the backyard and Gwen had thrown her hair over her shoulders, giving him a perfect view of her large breasts and stiff nipples. The air was chilly but not yet cold. I entered out of sight and took a seat where I could watch them through a window but appeared to face a large television so I could watch the game. I ordered a beer and pretended to ignore my wife and her date, all while keeping a watchful eye.

They started as expected, chitchatting about small stuff, laughing and being friendly. I couldn’t hear them, but their body language was easy to read. Gwen has gorgeous tits, and Michael stole glances whenever he could. More drinks arrived and their conversation grew closer, both leaning in. Michael moved around the table to sit next to her. He placed his hands on top of hers and then leaned even closer. Their foreheads touched. Gwen was looking down at the glass tabletop when he tilted his head for a kiss.

My wife kissed him back!

The moment seared itself into my brain. I coughed beer. They kissed again and Gwen melted a little, tilting her head to meet him. I noticed movement below and realized the man had snaked his hand behind their entangled arms to cup and caress her breast. He stroked her sensitive skin through her thin camisole, no doubt feeling that stiff nipple scrape across his palm. Gwen let him continue and then slipped her hand off the table and into his lap, squeezing the big soft cock she found there.

What do I do? They felt each other up and I did nothing. It hit me hard that I remained in my seat, merely watching. The truth is I wanted to see how far she’d go. This was a little threatening, yes, but in truth completely harmless. Who cares if they felt each other up? Her doctor feels her up every time she visits. Michael and Gwen were out in public. Nothing serious could happen. I was dying to see how far Gwen would take things. How badly did she want this guy? More than that, how excited must she be at this moment? I was sure her heart hammered inside her chest. I had no desire to end this encounter early. The more aroused she became, I reasoned, the hotter our sex would be an hour or so from now.

I sipped my beer and pretended to watch the game and stared at my wife through the glass, kissing and fondling a hot stud. Let her get as stirred up as she possible can. It will be my brains that get fucked out. I was already picturing her as a she-tiger, pouncing on me when she came through the cabin door.

Michael downed the last of his beer and they both stood. The man dropped some cash on the table, and they exited the backyard area through a gate I’d not noticed. He took her arm and led her away and the gate swung shut and she was gone.

Holy Mother of God! my mind screamed. What the fuck just happened?

I signaled the bartender so I could pay and follow them, but he was busy and took a few minutes. By the time I made it outside, they were gone. I had no idea what kind of car he drove or where they went. I looked up and down the street but saw only a dark and quiet small town.


Chapter 5

I felt like my body was about to explode, spraying guts and bones all over the sidewalk, grass, and trees. I didn’t explode, but I sure felt like I would.

She was gone. Gone. Vanished. In the clutches of a hot, long-dicked stud. I told her not to worry about my jealousy, but I had no idea it would hit me like a hammer. I doubled over, hands on knees like I was about to vomit. I stomped my foot on the sidewalk and then stomped again. My wife was somewhere out there in the night with him. My cruel mind decided now was the perfect time to replay all those video scenes of him fucking women into oblivion. I saw their faces contorted in ecstasy; I heard their moans and cries of pleasure. He would do the same to Gwen. Worse, she wanted him to do the same to her. It was probably happening already. I wanted to scream. Why had I driven her into his arms?

I suddenly stopped and stood up straight.

Why had I driven her into his arms?

My mind jumped way back to a drunken conversation that Gwen and I had in college. We were a new couple, discussing everything about ourselves, and I commented she was so pretty and had such gorgeous lips, it would be a pleasure to watch her suck a cock, even if it wasn’t mine. I thought I was paying her a compliment. She’d laughed and said she’d do that for me, but she got to pick the cock.

Why am I remembering this now?

I suspected the two were related.

I heard a distant car engine and hope rose. The streets were deserted. One car could be them. I walked across the parking lot in time to watch the car go by but no, my wife wasn’t in it. I dug my phone out of my pocket. She’d sent a text six minutes ago.

I hope we don’t regret this.

I threw my head back and stared at the stars.

“Fuck!”

I thought about texting her, telling her I changed my mind, this was awful, stop whatever you are doing and come home, but pride stopped me. I sounded too pathetic. I was the one who told her to go. Now I was going to beg her to come back? No. No way. I would tough it out like a man. I’d shoved my feelings down regardless of what she did with him. I can admit when I’m wrong but not when I’m that wrong.

I put my phone away and walked back to our car. I had no idea what to do next, so I did nothing, sitting in the cold and dark, waiting.

My phone buzzed just over an hour later. I jumped. I stared at the screen, terrified to open and read her text. That moment was frozen in time. I was trapped between knowing and not knowing, between bad, better, and possibly worse. Curiosity won, of course. No way could I just ignore her text. I opened it and read: Where are you? Pick me up at the pub in twenty minutes. I have a lot to tell you!

I replied with a text saying I never left the pub.

Awesome! See you soon. Hide so he doesn’t see you.

I said I would and moved our car where I could spy on the parking lot without being seen. A beat-up Ford truck soon pulled in, and Gwen jumped out of the passenger side. She circled around to the driver as he rolled down his window. She stood on the step and kissed him deeply, nice and long and slow.

She jumped down and he pulled away. She looked around for me after his brakes lights disappeared. I started our car, and the headlights came on, and she ran across the street to me, climbing in on the passenger side. She leaned across to kiss me, her eyes fierce, her hair messy, her cheeks rosy and her lips slightly swollen, all lipstick gone. I opened my mouth to ask one of the million questions I had but she shushed me with a finger across my lips. She took my hand and guided it under her skirt, pushing my hand against her warm pussy. My fingers slid between her puffy labia and into a warm, slick soup.

“He fucked me!” she croaked, wild-eyed.

Tap me with a hammer and I shatter.

“Jesus!” she continued, words tumbling from her mouth. “He fucked me like a God! I came so hard, Baby! He pounded my little pussy. I was screaming.”

I understood that hot soup was his semen, but I pushed my fingers deeper anyway! I don’t know why. I shoved my middle finger all the way in and kissed her passionately as she groaned into my mouth.

“Take me home and fuck me,” she rasped. “I need your cock now, after his.”

I pulled my finger out and put the car in reverse. She dropped her head to my lap and freed my penis, frantically yanking the zipper down. She stuffed me all the way in and sucked hard. I aimed the car for our cabin and stepped on the gas. Her head bobbed rapidly, like she was desperate for my sperm. I had questions but they all warred with each other. What do I ask first? Besides, I wanted my dick sucked more. My emotions were all over the place. She’d done it! She’d done the terrible, unimaginable deed. We’d flirted with the idea, but she’d acted. Now I fully understood how bad her desire had been. I’d underestimated horribly. I was surprised at how little I felt hurt and shocked by how much I felt aroused. The hurt would come later, I suspected. An immediate need to take her back flooded my mind and my body.

I slammed the brakes in front of the cabin. I pulled her mouth off my cock and dragged her inside. She tugged her skirt up, bending over the back of the couch and eyeing my waving erection.

“Hurry!” she hissed, lifting her ass and offering me her sopping cunt.

I lined up and drove it deep. She gasped and groaned and I grabbed her waist, slamming my cock deep again.

“Tell me,” I snarled, pumping my hips hard.

“We left the pub,” she whimpered. “I sucked his cock in his truck.”

My dick surged harder and bigger. Her slick pussy was filled with slippery semen. I held her tight and fucked her harder.

“We never made it to his place. He fucked me on a picnic bench!”

“You said you came.”

“I came so many times! Our heat was crazy. Baby, his big cock feels sooo goood. I knew it would. I lost control!”

I hammered her from behind, forcing her hips higher over the couch, lifting her toes off the ground. I wanted to punish her with my dick.

“He pounded my little pussy, Baby. He was so hot for me. When he finally said he was close, I wrapped him in my arms and legs. I made him cum inside me, Darren. I wanted his sperm inside me. I’m not sorry.”

I growled like an animal and fucked her harder and faster. Her words drove me insane with need. I held her pinned to the couch and felt my orgasm building. I wanted desperately to add mine to his but that little voice that always warns me intruded. Just as I was about to fire my first shot, I whipped my cock free and shot all over the back of her sheer top. I came more than I’ve ever cum before, blasting gobs of hot semen all over her back. I moaned and gasped and Gwen begged me for every drop.

When it ended, I staggered backward, gazing at my unfaithful wife bent over the couch, legs spread, swollen slit leaking his milk.

“I can’t believe you did it,” I groaned.

“I did,” she said. “I fucked him.”


Chapter 6

I fucked her again an hour later and again after we’d dozed for a while. I was all over her, kissing and touching and licking and smelling. Her body was a buffet of sexual tastes and scents. It drove me wild. She handed over the second DVD, and I loaded it but never hit play. She told me more about how it happened, filling in details and sharing how she felt about what she’d done.

“His cock is perfect, Baby,” she confessed, as we lay in bed catching our breath. “What we saw on video doesn’t compare. He fits inside me perfectly. Better than perfect. He has this gentle curve that hits everywhere inside all the way up and he gets hard as iron. I’ve never felt anything like it. I could have fucked him all night, but I wanted to get back to you.”

“To tell me what you’d done.”

“Yes! I knew you’d throw me down and fuck me too.”

“How?” I asked. “How did you know I’d react that way?”

She shrugged a little.

“I just knew it. Women’s intuition, maybe? Or maybe more like wife’s intuition. I remembered that time in college you said you fantasized about watching me suck dick. When all this started happening with Michael and you pushed me to go be with him, I figured deep down you had other, unspoken feelings motivating you. I was right.”

“I still don’t know how I feel about this.”

“Yes, you do. You’re just afraid it’s going to blow up in your face and turn ugly. It won’t if we don’t let it.”

She seemed so confident. Was she right?

“What now?” I asked. “You got your wish and discovered he fucks as well as you suspected. What do we do? Hike a few more times and head for home?”

She scoffed.

“Hardly. I’m seeing him again tomorrow night unless you tell me no. Then, Saturday night, he’s hosting a swinger party, and we’re invited. I want to go to that too. Don’t be nervous. It sounds like fun.”

Somehow, she had assumed control. I thought I was in charge when I sent her on the date but now, I felt like I was the one that had lost control of things.

“What happens at these parties?”

“Michael fucks all the wives. The other husbands get their dicks sucked and what not, but everyone knows why they are really there. No single guys are allowed. Michael is the only one.”

“Lucky Mike.”

“Lucky wives. He’s the best thing in this town.”

I felt myself getting hard again. I guided her hand to my dick.

“That’s my man,” she murmured, slipping her head under the covers and her mouth over my cock.

I reached for her pussy, and we were soon in a sixty-nine. Her slit was wet and slippery, but I sucked her clit anyway. Her mouth vacuumed my cock, and I thought about what she’d done. It was hot, she was right, but I had some unresolved feelings too. Would those vanish with time? I used several fingers to spread her lips and lick inside her. Why did it turn me on so much? I had no answer. It just did.

“Wait until you’re in the room watching him fuck me,” she mumbled. “God, that will make me cum so hard.”

I pumped a finger in her sopping cunt. He’d flooded her. I must pull out every time, but he was free to shoot her full. I knew what she’d say if I questioned it: If I conceive with him, I can decide to end it. It would break my heart to end your baby. I could never do that to us.

My hand bumped the remote close by, forgotten in our passion, and I pressed the play button. Moments later Michael was on screen again, bigger than life. Someone’s wife gobbled his knob like his sperm was an antidote to the poison she’d ingested. In a way, I guess it was, the poison in this case being marital boredom. Michael was the cure. Gwen noticed the screen was lit and angled herself to watch Michael get his dick sucked. She continued sucking my cock, but her eyes were on him, and I knew in her mind it was his dick fucking her mouth. I didn’t care. Just keep sucking. I’ve never cared when or how she gets horny. I just wanted her to always take it out on me. Now, I wasn’t even sure if that rule mattered anymore.

The first clip ended followed by another. Michael had fucked this wife before, but it was still hot sex. I’m sure her husband would thank Michael if he knew. I was sure all these women brought home an increased libido. Mine had. Out there a town full of husbands benefitted from Michael pounding their wives.


Chapter 7

He owned a shitty house on the outskirts of town. His parents had left it to him when they died, and he’d done nothing to it except hold discreet little fuck parties. I learned he’d first started years ago, gradually finding kindred souls as time passed. I sat in a shabby living room with six other husbands, sipping a beer and watching nude or nearly nude wives prance around, some attractive, some not so attractive, most on the video we’d watched. Michael sat at the front of the room like a king on his throne, naked like the women, his long cock resting on the seat cushion, the head hanging off an inch or two. Gwen had made friends with the only other couple there around our age. The husband was nerdy looking, with skinny arms and wire rimmed glasses, but the wife was as pretty as Gwen. She had red hair and great tits and a body that said she’d played sports all her life. I stared when Gwen wasn’t looking at me. Her name was Elfie and his was Chet and I hoped our delving into this lifestyle for a week meant I would get to fuck her.

Michael caught the attention of a woman passing by with her husband and spoke a few quick words. The woman handed her drink to hubby and got down on her knees between Michael’s thighs. She licked his soft cock from head to trim pubic hair and then did it again. Hubby stood and watched, holding both their drinks, waiting.

I didn’t understand it, but Michael had a power over the women, and that granted him power over us husbands. It did not extend to the outside world but in here, with carefully selected couples, his grip was real.

I looked around for Gwen. She and Elfie were in the kitchen, nude, eating cherries from a bowl and laughing. They’d become instant best friends. I ran my eyes over both women, seeing a hot lesbian scene in my future.

Michael stood. The woman had done her job. His cock stuck straight out, curving gently upwards. Something about him rubbed me the wrong way but the women melted around him. He was handsome and tall and radiated complete confidence without coming off like an arrogant prick. Maybe I envied him. Maybe I wished I was him. I sure would love to own a cock like his. Gwen and Elfie noticed Michael standing and tossed their cherries back into the bowl. The girls hurried into the living room, presenting themselves like the other wives did. Michael scanned the room.

“You,” he said, pointing at Gwen, “and you,” he added, pointing at Elfie.

Lucky bastard.

Chet shot a knowing look at me, half pride at having his wife selected, half chagrin at having his wife selected. Michael took our wives by the hand and led them away, tossing an invitation to me and Chet to follow but to remain clothed. I followed. No way would I sit this out. We strolled down a hallway to a big bedroom containing a huge bed. Michael led the ladies to it and our wives crawled to the center, finally able to put their hands on each other sexually. Gwen kissed Elife and cupped her breast, kissing her upturned nipples. There were chairs around the room against the walls, and Chet and I sat ourselves.

Michael joined the girls on the bed and rolled onto his back. The women met at his upright cock, laughing playfully, teasing each other with his penis, smacking each other like it was a small Billy club, until eventually holding the thing vertical and getting serious. They started licking at the base, kissing each other, curling their tongues around his meat as they made out, gradually rising towards the head. He was rigid and throbbing by the time they licked away his oozing precum.

I hated the man.

I sat with Chet and watched our wives lose themselves in this fantasy. Gwen knew she’d soon return to her mundane life so while she was living this life, she’d live it to the hilt. Her harem girl fantasy would end soon enough. I tried to align my mind with hers, but it was much harder for me. She had a crush on that guy’s dick. Not mine. His.

He propped a pillow under his head to watch the girls lavish attention on him. I’ve never had two women suck my cock at the same time but judging by his expression, it felt fantastic. I thought again about how much I hated him and realized part of my loathing was because we’d arrived at this place so quickly. Gwen was moving at full speed. I never had time to acclimate myself to the idea of allowing my wife to engage with another man. That wasn’t his fault. He was simply behaving in a way that any man in his position would behave. That cock, especially in this closed and limited social circle, gave him peak social capital. He knew how to spend it. He holds all the cards and knows it. I thought it was something about him that rubbed me the wrong way, but it was me. I am the problem. I simply wished I was him and I resented him for the fact I’m not.

Gwen eased his plump head into her mouth while Elfie headed south, sucking one testicle and teasing his sphincter with a fingertip. My wife began to suck harder and harder, soon emitting a loud slurp.

“It stabs the heart,” Chet murmured. “Doesn’t it?”

“Crushing,” I admitted.

“Yet, I cannot look away. My penis is erect.”

I glanced at his lap before I could stop myself. His bulge was slight. I wasn’t hard but I was surprisingly swollen. Did I actually like watching Gwen but couldn’t admit that to myself?

“Your wife is very pretty,” Chet said.

“Thanks. Your’s is too.”

“Thank you. She’s a far more sexual creature than me. I can’t possibly keep up. But I love her, and I want her happy, so I give her what she wants.”

“Which is what?”

He jerked his chin towards the bed.

“Moments like this,” he said. “With men like that. Why do you allow your wife to indulge?”

I laughed.

“Good question. I haven’t actually thought it all the way through.”

He gave me a funny look.

“I suggest you do so. Elfie and I have been doing things like this for almost two years. All kinds of emotions get drudged up from the murky bottom. An ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure. A little self-examination goes a long way. Take me, for example. I enjoy the angst. I enjoy the psychic pain. What others accomplish with whips and slaps, I achieve with my wife’s heartfelt moans. There’s nothing like watching a large throbbing cock as it pumps liquid fire into your wife. There’s nothing like watching a hot stud inseminate your woman.”


Chapter 8

I turned my attention to the bed. Gwen had straddled Michael, one knee planted next to his hip, the other raised as she moved his cock around with one hand, trying to find her opening. She did, and sank an inch or two onto him, all the air leaving her lungs in a rush. My dick twitched and jumped.

“Did you like the sight of that?” Chet asked.

I swallowed hard.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I think I did. I did.”

Gwen moaned and her head slowly fell back. Elfie moved up to my wife’s breasts, flicking the nipples and softly sucking. I watched Gwen’s pussy stretch around that fat veiny pole as she gradually descended. I felt the sight in my nuts. Her ass slid lower and lower until her pussy rested on his ball sack. She’d taken every inch he had inside herself. I groaned, knowing exactly what he was feeling, then realizing with a cock as big as his, her pussy would been even tighter.

Elfie swung her leg over Michael’s face, settling her small furry auburn slit on his mouth. He licked, splitting her ginger pelt, and Elfie gasped. She took my wife’s face in her hands, kissing passionately as Gwen began a slow up and down.

“Beautiful,” Chet muttered.

He was right. If I ignored the whispered anxiety floating around my mind, the sight before us was nothing short of spectacular, made all the more incredible because it was Gwen, my wife, fucking herself on a large hard cock.

“Feel free to pleasure yourself,” Chet told me, unzipping.

Why did I always feel like I was playing catch up? Why does everything move faster than me? How did we even get to this point?

“If it hurts, why do it?” I asked.

Chet smiled softly, pulling his erection through his fly.

“You’re looking at it the wrong way,” he said. “I do it because it hurts. Pain is not always something to be avoided. Some pain, especially while aroused, becomes the most exquisite pleasure.”

Elfie pushed Gwen off Michael’s cock and sucked him for a moment before pulling my wife forward again and guiding his cock home once more. Gwen’s expression melted. She lost herself sinking onto him. The things he made her feel were beyond comparison. She took every inch and then would grind her pelvis against his hips, using him to stir her insides.

“God,” she gasped. “I can already cum if I want. I love your cock, Michael.”

Chet darted a glance at me, checking to see if that stung. It did.

“Take your cock out,” he told me. “Go ahead. You’ll see. This experience is infinitely more enjoyable when you pleasure yourself as you watch. You can condition yourself to crave it as much as your wife does.”

I felt weird but I was the only person in the room acting asexual. I unzipped and pulled my dick out. Chet stared at it for a heartbeat, mumbled something about of course I’m bigger, and then turned his attention back to his wife. I focused on Gwen and began stroking.

Goddamn Chet was goddamn right.

I touched my dick with my eyes on Gwen, and the jolt of electricity rocked me. Masturbating turned everything I saw into erotic stimulation. All fear vanished. The angst remained but I found it a source of pleasure. Gwen was my personal porn star, fucking that big cock to make herself cum, yes, but also to pleasure Michael, and, indirectly, to please me, her husband. Every move she made, every gasp and moan, jolted me and made me harder. I stroked my stiff dick and watched my wife embrace her slutty side. She loved fucking that man. Michael reached up and caressed Elfie’s tits. Gwen darted a quick glance at me and was stunned to see me masturbating.

Any last shred of guilt fled. Her eyes grew big, realizing this meant my total acceptance of what she did. She groaned and her shoulders sagged. She pumped her hips faster. Her twisted expression told me she fast approached an orgasm.

“She’s going to cum,” Chet thoughtfully informed me. “That’s lovely. Show her how hard she’s made you.”

I did as he suggested, standing and opening my pants, pushing them down to my knees, displaying my erection for my unfaithful wife. Her eyes locked on my pulsating dick and a low screech floated out of her throat, quickly climbing into a wail as she climaxed all over the man.

“Oh, Michael!” she cried, her gaze glued to my penis.

My cock head flared. It was a punch in the gut to hear her call out his name, but, like everything she did, I got harder.

“Cum in me,” she whimpered, climaxing hard and talking crazy, hips rocking. “Let me feel you shoot. Give me your sperm, Baby. Cum in me.”

She seemed to be talking to him, but she stared at me. Her words hit hard. I felt my load rising but had to slow my hand, not yet ready. Michael mumbled something, but Elfie’s pussy smothered his words. She was rocking her cunt back and forth, loving his busy tongue. He treated her breasts roughly and she loved it.

Gwen was still cumming. She’d grabbed her own tits and lifted, pulling hard. Her thighs trembled. She sat atop the man, deeply impaled on his meat spike.

“Cum in me,” she pleaded, again demanding his seed. “Cum inside me.”

I caught a glimpse at how much more intimate the act of sex is for women. They take us into their bodies. We leave something behind. How profoundly vulnerable they are and yet it’s what they crave.

Another thought followed on the heels of the first: Gwen is not my puppet. She moves at her own pace, desires things on her own timetable. She’s living her life just like I’m living mine. She wanted to fuck Michael now. That’s how we ended up here. I would have made her do things differently, but she doesn’t work for me, she doesn’t live her life for me. She left the pub with him because she wanted to fuck him. She’d seen the DVD. She’d worn the sheer top and no panties. All the clues were there for me to see but for some reason I still felt like all the decisions would be mine. She showed me the folly of that. I had given her a green light, and she acted.

“Oh my God!” she screamed, her orgasm spiking again.

Her hips rocked back and forth rapidly, flashing her puckered asshole at Chet and me. He jerked off casually, allowing the moment to wash over him. I was watching Gwen cum twice in a row and it proved too much. My nuts clenched. I shot a long stream of milky white and then I launched another. Sperm was rocketing out of me as I watched my wife climax on his big cock. Gwen saw me shooting and flipped out, spiking, I think, for maybe a third orgasm. She shook her head, hair flying, nipples like diamonds points atop her big tits. On and on she wailed.

Eventually, she toppled, falling aside and sprawling across the bed. His cock came out of her slowly, twisting her pussy lips, stretching her cunt. Elfie pushed her away and mounted Michael, holding his cock up and splitting her labia as she sank. Chet groaned at the sight.

Did I gather my wife in my arms and head for the door?

No.

I knelt beside the bed and held her hand. She turned and we kissed fervently and then we watched Elfie fuck Michael. The man’s staying power was impressive. Eventually Elfie came hard. Michael pushed her aside and left the bed, still fully erect. He entered the living room on the prowl. I joined Gwen on the bed and Elife slid off to kneel before her husband.

“Did you like that, Baby?” she asked him.

“You’re the sexiest woman alive,” he told her, gently guiding her head down.

She slipped his cock into her mouth and bobbed slowly. I watched for a moment but then Gwen lifted my deflated penis on her fingertips.

“You came,” my wife murmured, exhausted.

“I sure did.”

She toyed with my dick.

“You watched him fuck me, Darren. You watched him fuck me and yet you came. That’s a big deal.”

I squeezed her hand.

“I guess it is,” I admitted. “This vacation has opened my eyes to a lot of things.”

“Me too. Do you want to leave the party?”

“Kind of. A lot of my excitement drained away after I shot. What about you?”

She shook her head.

“No. Not at all. “I’ve never had one like his. I’ve never even seen one that big. It’s frightening and gorgeous and addictive. I think I just figured out why women can have multiple orgasms.”

I chuckled and hoped she was joking. Chet moaned and we swung our attention that way. Elfie was taking his modest inches all the way down to the root, sucking the length of him. She pulled her mouth off.

“I want Michael to cum in me,” she said, taunting Chet. “Is that all right, Honey? Are you okay with me taking his load?”

Chet groaned, lifting his butt off the chair slightly.

“Yes, Elfie.”

“All the women here want it. I want to be the one that gets it. Will you lick my pussy after he’s had me?”

“Yes, Elfie.”

I looked at Gwen.

“Michael’s load belongs to me,” she murmured, determined.

I had no idea what to say. We’d entered a world I knew nothing about. The people in this house operated under different rules, different priorities. Even my wife was not the same person. She valued things she’d never valued before. She craved things she’d never craved before.

Elfie briefly renewed her sucking, then paused long enough to speak.

“Cum in my mouth, Baby,” she told him. “You’re always more compliant after I’ve drained you.”

Chet focused on her sucking, watching his wife bob over his lap. Knowing a girl is waiting to swallow your ejaculation is a powerful incentive, and, as I expected, Chet shot quickly. Elfie kissed her husband and I’m pretty sure she still held some of his semen in her mouth when she did it. Their kiss lasted a long time. She stood and left her man in the chair.

“Time for me to go,” Gwen said.

“Where?”

“After Michael. No way will I let Elfie or any other woman take what belongs to me. I want his load.”

Gwen got to her feet and leaned over my chair, kissing me before catching up to Elfie. They held hands and exited the bedroom together.


Chapter 9

Chet scooted his chair closer.

“You look troubled,” he said.

“I guess I am.”

“You fear losing her. It turns you on but scares you at the same time.”

“Pretty much.”

“I understand. I was in the same place a few years ago. But then nothing ever happened. Elfie and I grew closer and closer, like soulmates who guard each other’s secrets. She realized she could push buttons I didn’t even know I had. I realized I granted her a freedom to blossom into the fully sexual woman she is. In the beginning I feared I’d lose her to some stud, but that’s not how women work. They want vulnerability and real connection. Give Gwen that, along with the occasional new big cock, and she’ll be yours for life. What woman would refuse such an arrangement if she knew there was no harm? Would you if the situation was reversed?”

“No. Occasional hot, new lovers sounds like a good deal.”

Chet nodded.

“I like the angst,” he said. “I like the pain. I’ve discovered I have a complex sexuality, not the simple version I learned in my youth. I’ve sampled some of the options and discovered I have quite the sophisticated palate.”

I chuckled.

“Maybe I do too.”

“I’m sure of it,” he stated. “I can see it in your eyes.”

I looked through the open door, out into the living room.

“Shall we go watch our wives work their magic?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Don’t be surprised when you find yourself quickly hard again”

I closed my pants, and he did too, and we left the bedroom.

A friend of Michael’s, a black guy, had joined the party while we were away. Michael and his buddy sat next to each other, naked with knees spread, while all the wives, four women on each man, attacked their cocks from every angle, licking and sucking and stroking. I found Gwen in that mix, easing her lips down that fat black pole. I gasped. She’d never been with a black man, and I had no idea what she thought of them sexually, but the way she forced his thick cock deeper told me all I needed to know. I wondered if it was Michael she found so desirable or his big dick, because here was another one and she’d seemed to have forgotten all about Mike.

Frustrated by the limitation of his girth, Gwen suddenly pushed the other heads away and threw a leg over the man’s lap. She faced this newcomer and aligned his cock with her slit, and then shoved her cunt down him, spreading her labia into a wide ring. I heard her moan all the way back here. She grabbed the man’s shoulders and kissed him, pumping her pussy up and down, driving his cock a little deeper each time.

Chet’s words turned prophetic as my dick began to rise again. Gwen’s wanton display of hot naked lust got to me. Who was this girl? I loved seeing her so enthused, so hungry for it. She fucked like a porn star now, but I knew it was real. The women closed ranks again and that poor black man had to endure my wife fucking him hard at the same time multiple women sucked his balls and licked his exposed shaft. I would have exploded instantly but here again we see what set these studly men apart from the common men like us. Black Guy grabbed Gwen’s tits and roughly sucked one and then the other. One of the women moved to Gwen’s asshole, licking and nibbling as my wife rode up and down.

Elfie climbed onto Michael’s lap and guided him in. Our women fucked the studs in front of everybody. Gwen no longer cared at all about Elfie winning. Her black champion was all the victory she needed. My wife emitted and strange, strangled cry of pleasure and hugged the man’s head as she climaxed all over his thick black cock. She lost her rhythm for a moment or two but came back hard and fast, wailing as she drove his cock far up into her again and again. She was having a monstrous orgasm, one that went on and on, and she fucked him harder to make it last even longer. The crowd murmured their approval.

Michael watched my wife’s climax and then lifted Elfie off his lap and off his erection. He brushed the women away and left his chair, moving behind Gwen and placed his slippery knob at her asshole. Panic jolted me. Gwen was too far gone to understand what was happening and when Michael pushed his cock head in, Gwen lost her mind, tossing her head, hair flying, and quickly orgasmed again. Michael used her climax to push most of his hard inches up her ass and the two men fucked my wife together. Gwen was writhing between their sweaty bodies, pussy and virgin asshole stuffed. They held her sandwiched, sliding in and out of her tight holes while she lost her mind, until Michael, unable to hold back the flood, clenched every muscle he had and roared, driving his thick cock all the way in to blast her rectum full of hot sperm. Gwen moaned in ecstasy, begging Michael to dump everything he had, and he did. His body shook uncontrollably as he fired huge bolts of semen.

Dazed, He pulled his long cock out of her tight, gripping asshole and staggered backward. Gwen, panting, fell forward onto her new black boyfriend. He hugged her as he fucked her from below, pumping her clinging cunt, turning her inside out. She slowly came around again, feeling him stretching her, and then she was back, grabbing his face and kissing him.

“Can I cum in you?” he panted.

She looked him in the eyes.

“Fuck yes. Do it. Give it to me!”

“This bitch is fucking hot!” he bellowed, scooping her up and rising from his chair.

The other women fell back, marveling at this ebony giant fucking my wife while standing. He held her weight like it was nothing, thrusting his black spear into her body again and again. He held her aloft with arms beneath her knees and roughly fucked up into her. Gwen groaned at his massive invasion. He fucked faster and then he shouted.

“Now!”

I saw his big black balls contract when the first gush of boiling sperm powered up into her womb. Gwen was howling, skewered on his lance, bounced on his meat and powerless to get away. Over and over, he shot massive quantities of hot semen. Her pussy overflowed and milk ran down his rigid black shaft to drip from his balls. I saw Michael’s sperm leak from her asshole and realized I was stiff as iron again. I squeezed the front of my jeans and Chet noticed.

“Told you,” he snickered.

The black man turned and lowered Gwen to the chair, continuing his assault on her cunt, pumping his cock as he sprayed, shoving his sperm deeper as he flooded her womb. I took my dick out again; my insides twisted with sexual tension. I jerked off watching him finish inside her, but I couldn’t get there soon enough. He stepped away, drawing that thick and messy black cock out of her. He wiped the sweat from his face.

“That pussy is magic,” he claimed. “Tight as fuck.”

Michael clapped him on the back, and they walked away, penises slowly deflating, masters of the universe, headed to the kitchen for something to drink. Gwen writhed slowly, running her fingertips across her skin like she still felt voltage flowing through her. The lingering effects of her huge orgasms left her feeling more alive and charged than she’d ever felt.

At last, she opened her bleary eyes, focusing slowly on me, standing there with my hard dick in my hand.

“Come here, sweet boy,” she murmured, summoning me with her finger.

I took a faltering step closer. She spread her legs over the arms of the chair, exposing her pussy to me and offering an invitation at the same time. My gaze dropped to her swollen cunt, oozing milk.

“I am a bad, bad girl,” she chuckled. “Now we know.”


Chapter 10

She had her head in my lap on the drive back to our cabin, but she left my dick alone. She was exhausted. We went to bed without showering and I expected we’d fall asleep, but she reached for me and then for my cock and guided me between her legs. I sank into a drenched pussy as hot as an oven.

She was done fucking and done being fucked. She was tired and her body was sore. She needed her sweet loving husband to make sweet love to her. I moved slowly, tenderly, kissing her forehead, kissing her lips. My hips rose and fell gently. We made love, deep, true, meaningful love. Love that endured all things. Love that lasted a lifetime. Love that stood untouched by all she’d done. Hell, all we’d done. Neither of us asked if our marriage was okay. We knew it was. We knew in our hearts that we were tighter than ever. We’d gone through something together and emerged stronger. That awareness bonded us.

I took a long time to reach orgasm and when I did, I pulled out and shot all over her stomach. We both knew how significant that was. She carried another man’s sperm in her. Sperm from two men, actually. I don’t understand why but adding mine to theirs seemed wrong. I liked that she was corrupted. I liked that they owned her pussy. If I came inside her too, despite the risk of pregnancy, I would detract when what she’d done. I wanted to leave her act with those men as explicit as possible.

After I orgasmed, we tried to sleep but I was still too sexually charged. I went down on her under the covers and ate that naughty cunt until she came again, clutching at the sheets and groaning about how good those big cocks had felt. I laid my head on my pillow, and she snuggled under the crook of my arm, her cheek on my chest and my hand palming her breast. I lay there thinking as she slipped into a deep sleep, breathing slowly. A black man, whose name we never even learned, had pumped a gallon of sperm into Gwen. His seed swam inside her right now. I gazed at her body and marveled at my own arousal. Why was her infidelity so exciting? Michael shot up her ass. I’m her husband and I’ve never enjoyed that privilege. Equally as terrible, that black man had ejaculated his huge load straight into her womb. Again, even as her husband, that’s also a privilege I’ve never enjoyed. Both those men had her in scandalous ways, but I wasn’t angry about it. I was turned on. It made no sense. I laid there for an hour before sleep claimed me, trying to understand. I never did. In the end I simply admitted I did not fully understand myself. I still had surprises in me.

We giggled all the way through breakfast the next morning. We lingered in bed, and I made love to her again. We stayed inside, made love again, and went to bed early. The next day we hiked, made love on a mountain peak, and made love again that night. The next day we packed and went home, our memorable cabin vacation over.


Chapter 11

Everything looked different. We walked into our home and stared at the furniture, the appliances. We looked at each other.

“Shakubuku,” she said. “Are you seeing what I’m seeing?”

“That we are strangers in our own home?”

“Yes.”

“Yeah. What happened?”

She shook her head, looking around.

“The house is the same,” she noted. “So, it must be we who have changed. Did we just take a huge leap forward or something?”

“That’s what it feels like.”

“What do we do now?”

I dropped on the couch and pulled her onto my lap.

“We begin our new life together. I feel like we’ve opened a secret door that leads to magical place. We can discover who we truly are.”

“I like that sound of that,” she said, kissing my cheek. “You like that your wife’s a bad girl.”

“I do.”

She looked around our middle-class living room.

“Where do we start?” she said.

It was an excellent question. I had no answer.

Monday morning found us back to the grind. By Friday our cabin vacation was a dim memory, pushed out of our heads by deadlines, stress, sleep deprivation, and conflicts. We spoke little as we ate dinner, watched a movie, and crawled into bed.

“This can’t be all there is,” Gwen muttered.

“I miss our cabin,” I agreed.

“What do we do? Quit our jobs? Move to North Bend and join their swinger scene? Michael was hot but come on. There must be better. How does one invite themselves to that life? Do we even want to find a city scene?”

“We can’t ask around at work. I want to keep anything we do anonymous.”

“I agree,” she said. “For that aspect a big city is better than a small town.”

“True. In the morning, I will start an Internet search. Let’s see what we can see. There must be others that feel the way we do. Let’s take it slow but begin investigating.”

“Thank you, Darren. I’m sorry I put us in this spot.”

I looked at her funny. She scooted away to see my face better.

“I acted selfishly up in North Bend,” she said. “We watched those clips with Michael, and then you pushed me to go on a date, which was sexy as hell, but I fucked him without discussing it with you first. That was wrong. It worked out well for us, but I shouldn’t have done it that way. I think I hurt you despite how much it turned you on. I got lucky when you weren’t furious.”

“You caught me by surprise. I never expected you’d go that far.”

“I knew that, but I hid behind your encouragement, acting like you meant more than you did. At first, I thought I would meet him for drinks and go home. But something snapped. I wore that see-through top to entice him and he flirted like crazy. I loved his attention. I also loved that the whole time he was seated across from me, I knew what he looked like naked. I knew what kind of lover he was. Best of all, and I admit I got soaked sitting there thinking about this, I knew the cock he carried inside his pants. I’ve never had a date like that before. Every minute I spent with him was sexually charged. I was ready to fuck before I’d taken the first sip of my martini, and he knew it. He’s so incredibly confident. He’s fucked almost every wife in town. I wanted to be one of them. I wanted to get added to his list.”

“Why?”

“That’s a good question and I’ve thought a lot about it. I believe I was reacting to frustrations in my life I hadn’t faced. I wasn’t even fully aware of them. Now that we’re home again with a week of our previous life behind us, I see clearly how this nine-to-five stressed out shit isn’t for me. It’s not for you, either Darren. We both hate it but live it because we think we’re supposed to. We’re chasing some bullshit American Dream. I don’t want the house with the picket fence and the two-point-five children. I want heat. I want passion and lust. I believe you do too.”

“You’re right.”

“I’m sorry I used your nudging me to meet him for a drink as cover to do what I actually wanted to do. That was chicken shit of me and I’m sorry.”

“It brought us to a better place.”

“That’s incidental. I should never have taken advantage of you like that. I’ll be a better wife, I promise.”

“But still a bad girl.”

She brightened.

“If you’ll let me, yeah.”

“I will. I’ve learned some things about myself, too. Elfie’s husband, Chet, made some observations that struck home. He said some things that proved to be remarkably accurate, all without even knowing me.”

“Please don’t ask me to have sex with him.”

“God, no.”

“Please don’t ask to have sex with Elfie. She’s way too pretty and her body is incredible. I would not like that. I know that’s unfair, but that’s how I feel.”

I shook my head.

“Don’t worry, Gwen. Nothing I discovered will lead to me fucking other women. The erotic charge I get is from watching you.”

”That sounds perfect.”


Chapter 12

We ignored each other for the first hour, mingling with others, small talking without sharing too many personal details. The meeting place was one of the members’ home, a lovely old house with an open floor plan and multiple bedrooms. They called themselves swingers, but we did not apply the same tag to ourselves. We joined their group, but we don’t live the lifestyle. We dabble.

Across the dimly lit room, next to the huge fireplace, Gwen twirled a long strand of her hair: our secret signal that she’d found a man she likes. I avoided staring. He was well dressed in an olive suit with no tie, broad shouldered, and quick to laugh. He was also black. The rules say for a single man to get an invitation he had to be fit and hung. Gwen’s new friend wore no ring on his finger, and I got a shiver of anticipation. Her penchant for black men is something we only discovered in North Bend. I was sure her heart raced right now. From what I could tell of his shrouded face, he was handsome. He was tall and listened to every word out of her mouth, which is the surest way to make her wet. She had him spellbound, as interested in her as she was in him. I swallowed hard. Shit was about to happen.

“Dax,” I heard him say.

“Gwen,” my pretty wife replied.

Nobody knew us here. We joined only a few days ago and did it online, filling out the application and submitting our health test results. There were plenty of married couples wandering the big house, but also plenty of single men. Gwen had zeroed in on this man right away. So had a ton of other women but he only had eyes for her. My dick was already starting to grow. It was so hot to see her this way, on the prowl, hungry and horny. I knew we’d fuck like crazy once we got home but that might not be until tomorrow or even Sunday.

He leaned closer as she whispered something in his ear and then they kissed, sending a million volts rushing through me. My wife casually took his hand and led him to the next room. She’d promised to never go somewhere isolated, taking care to make sure I can watch.

The next room was a reading parlor with long padded benches lining the walls. The library atmosphere was contrasted with people in various stages of undress engaging in various acts of sex. Several women were on their knees, heads bobbing over the laps of strangers. Couples kissed or chatted. One woman had lifted her skirt and sat on a man’s lap, fucking him slowly. Gwen led her man to the end of a bench and pushed him to sit. My wife knelt, grinned playfully, and opened his pants. I held my breath. I found a spot along the wall and sipped my drink, noticing I was not alone. Several husbands did the same.

Gwen circled her hand, hunting, and then her eyes got big. She pulled the man’s thick black cock through the opening, pushing his underwear down to better see what she found. The dude was thick, much thicker than me. Gwen held him around the root and pulled the loose skin down, causing the dark head to emerge from the surrounding hood. He was circumcised. He just had a lot of loose skin. I watched my wife’s hands start to work his shaft and I forgot to breathe. He flopped over her fingers with several inches hanging.

He stood abruptly and shoved pants and underwear to his ankles. Heads turned. He was a handsome black man sporting a large soft black cock and many women around the room desired him. He leaned his hips over Gwen, dangling his cock over her upturned face. She looked so submissive down there. I was getting harder by the second. She obediently opened her mouth, and he lowered his scrotum onto her tongue. She sealed her lips around his bag and sucked, forcing a gasp out of the man. She sucked harder, creating a strong vacuum, and pulled her mouth away, stretching his ball sack. He lifted his shaft and plopped it across her face. He was gaining size, and she loved it. A couple had joined me in watching them and the wife played with her pussy under her skirt. Gwen spilled his sack from her mouth and drew her tongue up his length. She slithered around the head and sucked him in. Her hands got busy unbuttoning her top. She shrugged it off and popped her bra clasp, tossing that aside too. The black man reached down to fondle her hefty tits and Gwen stopped sucking long enough to measure the guy along her forearm, laughing nervously when she discovered he ran from elbow to wrist.

She dropped him and stood, working frantically on the zipper at her hip. Her skirt came down and her panties with it. She was nude except for her high heels, and he eyed her, clearly pleased by what he saw. She tugged on his growing cock and tilted her head back to receive his kiss. He took a step back and shed his clothing too, revealing a strong body with little fat. Gwen gawked for several heartbeats, admiring his male physique. I certainly don’t have a body like that. Neither of her two boyfriends before me had a body like that.

“God damn,” my wife stated emphatically.

She stared for another minute, watching as his cock rose, untouched. The women around the room squirmed, wishing it was they who caused such naked lust in him. He swelled and grew stiffer until he pointed at Gwen’s face.

“That was the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” she joked.

She stepped closer and lifted his ball sack on her open palm, enjoying the weight and heat of the thing. I know at that moment she and I shared the same thought: how much sperm is he carrying? How much semen will he pump into her? We shared the same thought but from opposite sides. I was worried about it; she was hot for it.

I wondered how fulfilling it must feel for Gwen to have a man ejaculate inside her. She’s never felt me do it. Michael was her first. How satisfying to know you brought your lover all the way off. How good would it feel inside? How gratifying to know your body please a man so much. No wonder she so quickly became addicted to it.

Another couple entered the room, and I had to do a double take. They looked familiar. The husband saw Gwen’s black lover and waved, and the black man smiled broadly. They knew each other.

My wife lowered her face and slipped the black cock head into her mouth. Her cheeks dimpled as she created a vacuum. Dax gasped. His newly arrived friends chuckled, like they’d seen this before. I searched their faces again and then his again, now that it was exposed to better lighting. That’s when it hit me and when I say hit, I really mean smashed like by a wrecking ball.

The black man was the often-absent CEO of the company I work for.

My ultimate boss, technically.

The man was rarely around the office, and I only recognized him when he tilted his head under a light after my wife slipped his cock into her mouth. It was too late to stop this. All I could do was hang on. This path we’d chosen had already supplied plenty of surprises. Here was another one.

Gwen rested her hands on his bare hips and forced her face down his cock. People stopped to watch. She bent at the knees until she sat on her heels, famished for dick, pulling his pelvis forward as she used his cock to fuck her mouth. I forced myself calm. The man was never around. No way he’d even recognize me, much less my wife. We met once, years ago, at a Christmas party. Let’s just get through this night and then we’ll sell the house and move to North Bend.

Gwen glanced around at all the people watching and I saw a shiver run through her body. She was sucking a big black cock with an audience and loving it. She added both hands to his shaft, stroking in time with her bobbing head, and then she suddenly stopped and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs right at the man.

“Put it in me,” she moaned.

“I like this girl,” Dax said, playing to the crowd.

He got down on his knees and took his thick cock in hand. He brought the head to her slit and rubbed it around, using her excitement as lubrication. Gwen lifted her hips, trying to capture him. He chuckled again and pushed, slipping the head inside as he leaned over to kiss her. The crowd murmured their approval as his black inches glided in. Gwen coiled her legs around his waist and dug her heels in, pulling him deeper. Like almost everyone around me, I freed my genitalia to start masturbating.

What would tomorrow bring? My boss has fucked my wife. She’s sucked his cock. Minutes from now, I was sure he would ejaculate inside her, inseminating my beautiful bride. He comes into the office rarely, but he does come in. What if the truth is discovered? How will I face the man? What will he expect of me?

He lifted his hips, and his dark cock slowly withdrew, gleaming with my wife’s arousal. He flexed his ass and drove the length back in and Gwen moaned from absolute pleasure. I heard in that moan that she would be fucking this man a lot.

We had to move.

Dax leaned back a little and grabbed her by the ankles, spreading her wide and showed everyone in the room how her tight pussy looked stuffed by his big black dick. Pretty fucking hot, honestly. She was soaked and he held her open and began pumping his hips, driving in and out. Sometimes he’d pull out so far we saw the large head covering her labia. Then he’d push back in, meeting a little resistance before he pushed harder and penetrated her again. Her moans and gasps were a death by a thousand cuts. He mastered her right there on the floor in front of everybody. When she orgasmed, I thought my heart would stop. When she came a second time soon after, I almost gave myself away.

Once she returned to Earth she clutched at him, begging softly for his seed. She told him she loved black cock, and she loved making black men cum inside her. Her words turned him on even more. He fucked her harder and harder until he filled his lungs and held it, grunting as he exploded deep inside her body. He pumped out hot sperm again and again, pulsating jets of searing liquid, splashing her womb and possibly making a baby.

I tried to hold back but couldn’t as he filled her with semen, launching my load against a bookcase. I shot as he shot, mine spraying the furniture, his filling her uterus. My legs turned weak. I leaned on the bookcase and watched our world change.

Epilogue

We lowered the price after a week and sold the place fast. We packed our belongings and rented an apartment in North Bend until we found the right house. We are leaving the city behind for a slower pace, but we are taking the sex with us. Michael has been informed, and he looks forward to seeing Gwen again. She asked about his friend, the black one, and was assured Michael would get a message to him. His name is Byron, and he remembered Gwen too.

I’m excited for our future. Our sex life is better than ever. The more I allow Gwen to play, the hotter she gets. She’s blossoming right in front of me, embracing her true, sluttier self. She was a bad girl all along, we just didn’t know it.

End.
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