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Chapter 1

Wednesday night was pure agony.

Raymond assigned me a ton of work with a strict tomorrow morning deadline and then left the building. One by one my colleagues finished and went home. In less than an hour, I was in a darkened office, alone with my thoughts. Of course I checked the time every few minutes. How could I not? Penny had no doubt left her job early, just like Ray, and was now at our home, showering, primping, preening, doing everything she could do to make herself as attractive as possible, and when Penny did that, she could stop a train. I tortured myself with visions of my wife slipping into lacy lingerie under a slinky dress. She would do her best to arouse and encourage Ray, and he would be delighted about it. Her efforts to please him made me feel feverish.

I got my phone out and set it close to me. How long must I wait before the first update? I imagined a nice restaurant for dinner and then a walk through the park, then a retreat to his penthouse where the sex would take place. I groaned out loud. Sex. Raymond fucking Penny. How could I stand it again? Worse, this time was no spontaneous event. This was planned. I had watched the inevitable march of Wednesday getting closer and closer. Penny said nothing, but we all knew Raymond’s date was with her.

My phone buzzed and I reached for it so quickly I hit my knuckle against the edge of my desk. I shook it off, cursing for the pain, and grabbed my phone. A close-up photograph from Penny, her vulva, freshly shaved and perfectly smooth, still damp from the shower and the shaving cream. She was preparing herself for him and it was driving me crazy, but she knew that already. That’s why she sent the picture.

I stared at my wife’s pussy for another moment and put my phone away. She knew exactly what she was doing to me. I was surprised when it buzzed again right away. Another photo, this time she was fully dressed in her outfit for the night. Saying she looked good does her no justice. She was soft and feminine and sexy. Her tight, short, teal dress clung to every curve. She showed slightly more skin than usual, but I expected that. She looked delicious, the kind of woman that turns your head as she passes. You can’t help but look. Your dick demands it.

I set my phone aside again and focused on the task Raymond had given me. Bastard. I suspected I would not receive another message from Penny for hours. Their date had begun. I would be allowed to sit and stew in my own angst while they carried on, talking, eating, laughing.

I was surprised when another text arrived right away.

Video this time. Penny, standing at the foot of our bed, in our bedroom, wiggling out of her little teal dress, the one she just wiggled into.

Then it hit me like a ton of bricks. They were in our bedroom! She brought him into our bedroom!

“Goddamn it!” I shouted, thankful the others had left work already.

He’d arrived to pick her up and saw how good she looked, and they skipped dinner to go straight to the bedroom. Our bedroom. Our fucking bed. I started the video over again, slowing the playback speed, devouring every nuanced second of video. I scrutinized her lacy underwear and her swaying tits. I studied the slow-motion fall of her long hair, the amber bedroom light on her smooth skin. I examined the smile playing across her lips as she knew I would. I dissected every second of the recording. When I noticed her gaze drop, I zoomed on her face.

He was behind the camera, holding her phone to record, and her gaze was aimed right at his crotch, right at what she craved. Women want men who are smart and funny and kind and articulate about their feelings, unless that woman is only with that man for sex. Then, they want cock, and a nice new thick one is better than the average one they’re married to. She stared and the camera jostled as he moved closer and handed the phone to her. The view swung wildly around our bedroom and then there he was, naked in front of the bedroom window. The curtains were open, but I didn’t worry too much about that. Our bedroom looks out onto the backyard. What I did worry about was his half-hard erection, pointing at my wife like a threat.

He was in our bedroom!

I will never see that room the same. Gone is our refuge against the crazy world, our retreat, our sanctuary. Gone is the heart of our greatest passion, our years of love making, replaced by the images of Raymond moving slowly closer to his prey, his eager penis slowly rising in anticipation of what is to come.

The video ended.

“No!” I shouted.

I looked around the office but there was no need. I was alone. I stared at my phone trying to force another clip to arrive. Nothing happened. This was torture. Penny had done her investigations into my kink and learned where all the buttons are for men like me. She knows my imagination is almost as ruthless as reality. Worse, in some ways.

Eventually, I’m forced to return my attention to the spreadsheet before me. It’s a bullshit task that Raymond assigned, an anchor that keeps me rooted right where he wants me. I’m stuck here doing his will while he’s at my home, taking my wife from me.

In our motherfucking bed.

It’s diabolical.

I’m suddenly jolted when it occurs to me that the idea of heading directly to our bedroom was probably Penny’s. It was most likely her idea to skip dinner and get straight to the sex.

I try to work but every few seconds my eyes dart to my phone. I know what’s happening at home but the twisted part of me wants to see it. I want to witness every inch of it. I hoped for another clip, but I doubted one would come. As time passed, I found it easier to concentrate on work. I jumped when my phone rang. Penny.

“Hello?”

She didn’t answer. It wasn’t that kind of call. One of them had dialed my number and set the phone down nearby. I listened to my wife’s moans and gasps as Raymond used his hands and mouth and tongue on her. She murmured encouragements, admitting his skill. I put my phone on speaker and leaned back in my chair. Penny’s voice floated in the air around me, her sounds of satisfaction fanning my flames.

“Let me suck on you,” she said at last.

Fabric rustled and then Ray moaned. I heard slurping and sucking and his occasional grunts. I heard when he started fucking her mouth, the rhythmic sluicing as he pumped her open and willing mouth. I imagined her head propped up on our pillows, my pillow maybe, and him over her, fucking her mouth like a pussy. I imagined her struggling with his bulk, his stiff girth, but still so eager to please him. My dick grew hard in my pants and I unzipped, pulling my erection free in the office for the first time ever.

“Take a little more,” he muttered. “You can do it. Relax your jaw. Open your throat. Yeah. That’s it. Goddamn my cock looks good in your mouth. You’re so pretty, Penny. I’ve wanted you since I first laid eyes on you, but then, what man doesn’t?”

Penny moaned, flattered and aroused.

“Open wide,” he said. “I want to put my balls in your mouth. Yeah, God. That feels amazing. You always look so classy. I had no idea you could be so slutty. I love it. Let’s find out how slutty you can be.”

I heard a splat and pictured him dropping his heavy cock on her face while she suctioned his nuts.

“Move them around with your tongue. Christ, that feels good.”

I closed my eyes and pictured the scene. I let my hand start a gentle stroke, up and down, feeling my own diamond hardness. Of all the many times I’d imagined Penny cuckolding me, I never pictured a scenario like this. I listened to my wife lavishing attention on his big testicles and then heard her return to his shaft. She slurped as her mouth closed over the head and then he gasped a little as she slowly worked him deeper.

“Can you deep throat me?” he asked, mildly surprised. “You’ve taken so much. Can you take more?”

I heard Penny gag, gag and then suck harder. My wife was a ravenous whore for this man and his dick. I took the phone off speaker and pressed it hard against my ear, my palm sweating against the plastic casing. On this open line, I heard everything, and I wanted to miss nothing.

“Enough of that,” Raymond grumbled. “Jesus, look how hard you made my cock. I’m throbbing.”

“Fuck me with it,” my sweet-voiced wife said.

I heard the bed creak as they changed positions.

"That's it," Raymond said, muffled but unmistakable. "Move your hips up."

The bedsprings creaked again. Our bedsprings. The mattress I picked out with Penny three years ago, the one where I'd kissed her goodnight every evening since our wedding, now groaning under a different weight. His weight. I squeezed my eyes shut and stood, my penis sticking straight out. With my eyes closed, every sound was made sharper.

"God," Penny gasped, and her voice pitched upward in a way I knew well.

That breathless catch is what happens to her voice the moment I penetrate. Now it was him making her make that sound. That sound no longer belonged to me alone.

"Raymond,” she exhaled. “Jesus. You're so thick. It's too much."

“I’ll go slow,” he said, insisting on taking what he wanted. “You can handle me. We know that already.”

I leaned against the edge of my desk, my knees weak. My cock scratched against my zipper, pulsating with a painful insistence that made a mockery of my churning stomach. I'd fantasized about this for years. I'd whispered it to her in the dark, only to be rejected. I’d imagined a million different scenarios a million different times, but she was never with him. Never Raymond.

The rhythmic slap of skin against skin started. Heavy. Deliberate. Each impact sent a vibration through the line as her phone rubbed and bounced against our blankets. I grit my teeth.

"Your husband's still at the office," Raymond said, and I heard the smirk in his voice, the casual arrogance that had always made me feel small in his presence. "I gave him a shit job. Did I tell you that? You wanted to let him listen in on us but I’m sure it’s killing him. Should I hang up your phone?"

"No," Penny moaned. "He needs to hear. I want him to hear us."

Ray laughed and did something to make Penny moan loudly.

“Fine with me,” he said.

The bed frame knocked against the wall. I knew that sound. I'd fixed that problem twice. Now it was hammering, steady and brutal, matching the pace of Raymond's thrusts. I pictured it. I pictured the ways he moved, the ways he took up space in our room. My mind slapped me with an image I’d seen before, the image of his thick, bulging, veiny erection spreading her opening wide and filling her. I easily recalled all the pictures and videos she’d sent last time. Those had laid the groundwork for what my imagination was doing to me now. I did not have to wonder. I already knew. I knew exactly what he looked like balls deep in her.

"Touch yourself," he commanded. "Make yourself cum on my cock. I want him to hear that. I want him to hear me make you orgasm."

Penny moaned. I heard the wet jiggly sounds of her fingers, the desperate whimpers that built in her throat. My hand moved to my cock, gripping myself, hating myself a little for the pleasure that shot up my spine even as I felt my chest cracking open.

"Look at you," Raymond snarled. "Spread out in the bed you share with your husband. You take my cock like your pussy was made for it."

“Unngh!” Penny cried out, a sharp, broken sound. "Please!"

"Please what?"

"Harder. Please, Raymond. Harder. You have me close already."

I bit down on my knuckle until I broke the skin. Our bed was creaking wildly now, the headboard slamming the drywall with violent regularity. Each thrust sounded like a detonation. Each moan from Penny's lips was an outpouring of her lust, her pure joy at the thick shaft that filled her.

Her cry of orgasm almost shattered me. I almost spurt across my desk. On and on her moans of ecstasy reverberated in my ear. He was making her cum hard. I had hoped for this but never for here, not in our home, our bed, and certainly not with him. Yet, and this was hard to admit, fucking him in our bed fueled my arousal like nothing else. This was all Penny. She did none of this for me and all of it for herself, and that boosted my thrill.


Chapter 2

"Your pussy's so tight," Ray grunted. "I couldn’t wait to fuck you again. Did you think about me as much as I thought about you?”

“God, yes,” she gasped.

“I took my cock out at work and stroked it. Right there at the office. You’re so fucking hot, Penny. Does Tyler understand how sexy you are?”

“Yeah,” she groaned. “He tells me all the time.”

“Why the fuck would he share you then?”

He hit someplace deep inside her and my wife gasped loudly and moaned.

“It’s what turns him on.”

I hated that she was sharing my darkest secret with him. How would I face him at work again?

“I’m going to fuck you every day,” he grunted. “Every day until you are tired of me or I put a baby in your belly.”

“OH MY GOD!” Penny cried, and her shock at his words launched her into another intense orgasm.

My wife shrieked, screeching out his name as she climaxed again. I had to release my penis. No way could I listen to her explode like that and not explode too. He’d hit upon something buried in her psyche, something powerful, something passionate, something she cared deeply about. Penny had buttons of her own, most still undiscovered. Raymond had pierced the veil and revealed to all of us something new.

On and on she wailed. My wife was climaxing so hard she choked and snarled. The slapping of flesh told me Ray was using his fat cock to drive her through it, drive her higher and higher.

My phone slipped in my sweaty grip. I caught it, trembling, and pressed it back to my ear with a thumb. Her wet sounds intensified, the vulgar suction of her sopping cunt pulling on his rigid shaft. The sounds filled my head, drowning out the distant traffic noises from outside our office. The moment felt surreal.

"Turn over," he ordered. "I want to see that ass while I fuck you from behind. You like getting fucked from behind?"

“Yes.”

I heard the rustle of sheets and shifting bodies. I heard Penny's breathless, playful laughter, a little nervous, like she was drunk with arousal. I pictured her turning onto all fours, lifting her ass in invitation. I imagined Ray looking down on her butt and the sweet bald pussy from behind. Then, she moaned, and the assault renewed, deeper now, the pitch of the bedsprings changing as he mounted her from behind.

"Fuck," Raymond hissed. "Look at this. Look at this amazing sight."

"Don't stop," Penny begged. "Don't ever stop. I will fuck you whenever you want. I’ll come to you, Ray. I’ll meet you anywhere."

I was stroking myself now, unable to stop, my hand moving in time with the audible pounding that traveled through the phone’s connection. My arousal was a traitor, burning through my veins even as my eyes stung with shame. This was our bed. Our marriage. The place where we'd planned our future, where she'd promised forever. Now Ray's balls were slapping against her clit, heavy and full, claiming territory he had no right to.

"Tell me I fuck better than him," Raymond demanded, his voice strained with exertion. "Tell me this cock feels better than his."

She hesitated, god bless her. She hated admitting the truth. She hated that I listened in and would hear the words flow from her lips. But she was too far gone, too far into Raymond.

"It is," Penny wailed. "It's so much. It’s too much. I lose myself. Tyler has never—God, Raymond, I'm going to cum again, Baby.”

I heard the wet slap of his hand against her ass, and Penny's yelp of surprised pleasure. The dominance in his tone made my stomach flip. He was my boss. He signed my paychecks. He dismissed my ideas in meetings and talked over me in presentations. Now he also controlled my wife's orgasms in the bed where we slept every night.

"Please," she whimpered. "So close. Please."

"Tell me to cum in you," he said. “Tell me you want my sperm inside you.”

"Fuck yes, Raymond. Please cum in me. I'll beg you. That’s what women want. I need to feel you explode inside me."

His tempo increased, fast and furious now, the bed slamming against the wall with such force I worried about the next-door neighbors. Penny's cries became continuous, a high keening that spiraled upward with each thrust. I heard the slapping of flesh, the wetness, the guttural grunts Raymond made in the back of his throat. It hit me that he was chasing his orgasm, ready to fill her.

"Play with your clit," he commanded. "Cum for me. Cum on my dick in your husband's bed."

There was a moment of intense silence, quiet except for that damn bed, then, Penny screamed. The sound tore through me, raw and primal and devastatingly familiar. It was the sound of her losing herself completely, pleasure erasing all thought, all self. Raymond had achieved it easily, in our home, in our bedroom. Her orgasm went on and on, wave after wave, Raymond never slowing his pace, fucking her through it with relentless ferocity. I heard her sobbing, gasping, incoherent pleas spilling from her lips.

"Your cunt is milking my cock," he groaned. "I feel you sucking on me. Goddamn it, I can’t hold back. Fuck. Fuck! Now! Yeaaaaah!"

The rhythm faltered. The bed creaked violently, randomly, like he would pump his hips and then forget to pump because he was overwhelmed by his cock spitting semen far up inside her. His breath caught, a sharp inhale followed by a long, guttural groan of release that seemed to go on forever. I heard the wet sounds of him spewing inside her, filling her, marking her in the most intimate way possible. Finally, the creaking slowed and stopped. I heard panting.

"Fuck," he wheezed. "Fuck, Penny. Fucking incredible. Jesus."

"Yes," she breathed, her voice wrecked. "God, yes."

The silence that followed was almost worse than the noise. The heavy breathing, the whispered words I couldn't quite make out, the intimate rustling as they disentangled or got more entangled, I couldn’t be sure of which. I stood frozen over my desk, my hand still wrapped around my aching, throbbing cock. My eyes had started watering and I hadn’t noticed. My cheeks were wet.

I heard Raymond's voice, clearer now, speaking close to the phone.

"Your husband's a lucky man," he said, and I heard the grin on his face. "But not as lucky as he thinks he is. You belong to me now, but I’ll share you with him."

“All right,” Penny said.

The line went dead.

I slid down until my ass hit the seat of my chair. My phone fell from my numb fingers, bouncing on the carpet. In front of me my cursor blinked, awaiting my command, indifferent and patient. The spreadsheet mocked my whole life. I sat in the wreckage of my arousal and my horror, knowing that when I went home, I would smell him on our sheets. I would taste him in her mouth.

I looked down at my forgotten erection, wondering what I should do. I want Penny when I get home but when would that be, and would she even be able to take me? When would he drive away? How destroyed would he leave my wife? I knew in my heart she’d be too tender, too sore. His big cock would ruin her for me, especially now, only two days after fucking her the first time.

I curled my fingers around my dick. This was best. I stood and unbuckled my pants, pushing everything down to my ankles. I sat again and reached for my phone. Instinct told me I’d heard the last from her tonight. They’d fuck again as soon as they could, and then again after that. I sat my naked butt on my chair and opened my phone to the previous photos and videos she’d sent me just a few days ago. I flipped through them slowly, devouring the images of my wife’s infidelity. His thick cock looked so good in her. That sweet pussy seemed to adore his inches. She was soaked, wet in every photo, moaning in every video. Penny loved getting fucked by my boss. I needed to accept that.

I stroked faster.

Put a baby in you, he’d said.

Penny had gone off like a bomb over his words. It was a window into how women saw sex differently than men. How sex meant something different for them than for us. She was guilt free because she knows I want her to fuck around. She was guilt free because she’d thoughtfully called and included me. I knew what was happening and yet I did nothing to stop her. That puts it all on me.

I focused on one photo, my favorite. I loved this picture even more than the videos. His cock was inside her, but it was after he’d orgasmed. A milky ring surrounded his shaft, telling me she was flooded on the inside. It was a bitter, agonizing sight, but it made me harder than anything else ever had. I stroked and stared and remembered all the sights and sounds of the last two meetings, fully aware there would be many, many more. I felt my semen churn and threaten, and I expanded the picture of her pussy full of dick and sperm. That did it. My balls clenched as my hand pumped. His cock was still inside her right at that moment. I knew it. I knew it. They were tangled in our bed, and his thick cock stuffed her pussy right now. They were catching their breath to do it again.

I shot a fountain into the air.


Chapter 3

I looked down at my messy fingers. Semen dripped between my knuckles and ran in rivulets down my lap. I grabbed tissue to wipe myself clean and pulled my pants up. My hands and legs trembled. I felt dizzy. My fetish was giving me the best orgasms of my life but always with a dash of angst, a seasoning of shame. I hated that Raymond got to experience my wife in that way, but the element of agony always seemed to amplify the strength of my climax. I’d need a psychiatrist to get to the root of what drove this need, but I had no time for that, and I had no wish to be cured. I didn’t want this kink taken away from me. Yes, I hated that my boss was putting his hands on Penny. I hated that Raymond was putting his cock inside her. But nothing else made me orgasm like this. Nothing even came close.

I turned my full attention to the spreadsheet and forced the image of Ray and Penny cuddling in our bed from my mind. Even so, I still needed three solid hours to complete the task that bastard had given me.

At last, I saved my work, sent Ray his copy, cleaned everything up and turned everything off. I sent Penny a text that I was headed home but received no answer. No surprise there.

The house was dark when I arrived but at least Ray’s cherry red BMW was gone from in front of our home. I wondered what the neighbors thought of that. I parked in our garage and entered the quiet residence, instantly smelling the sex in the air. Their passionate fucking had spread through every room. Raymond was not confined to our bedroom, he was everywhere. He wasn’t merely inside my wife, he was inside my entire home.

I sat my things on the dining table and headed for the bedroom. I was barely breathing. The door was open and the flickering red-orange glow of a candle lit the scene. I reached the doorway and saw Penny, nude, disheveled, one arm under her pillow but the rest of her on top of the sheets and blankets. Our bed was a mess, exactly what you’d expect to see from a couple who spent hours fucking. The big candle had burned about halfway down, stalactites of white wax surrounding the base. I stayed where I was, absorbing the sight. How many times had I fantasized about coming home to something just like this? I glanced around the room, noticing little details. The reading chairs in front of the window had been moved, and I knew he’d fucked her there too. One of the pillows lay on the carpet, smashed, and I knew he’d fucked her down there too. I saw the signs of sex all around. If I searched the house I knew I’d find other signs too.

I turned my attention on Penny, allowing my eyes to crawl every inch of her body. There were signs of sex here, too. Her legs were splayed in a figure-four, and I stepped closer to look directly at her pussy. The light was dim, but I saw her puffy labia, her stiff and swollen nipples. The man had ravaged her from head to toe. Her hair stuck to a light sheen of sweat on her forehead and chest. I made my way back to her pussy and wondered how many loads had he injected? How many times did my boss inseminate my wife? She was a glorious figure cast in bronze. A sculpted goddess of fucking.

I undressed quietly and then moved close to the bed. I bent at the waist, careful not to touch her, and slipped my soft tongue between the folds of her slit. I parted her outer labia and glided across her slick inner lips. I avoided her clit, fearing that would wake her. I wasn’t ready for her to wake up yet. Asleep, she was all mine. I explored her slippery cunt, imagining every decadent thing he’d done to her. She stirred a little and straightened her leg, unknowingly granting me better access to her pussy. I bent lower, taking more of her mons into my mouth.

After several minutes, I pushed my tongue into her soaked, salty cunt. She softly exhaled and lifted her hips slightly. I was waking her, slowly, but she wasn’t fully there yet. I wondered what dreams I was giving her. Was she having visions of Raymond eating her pussy?

At last, I was ready for her clit. I brushed softly, just a whisper of contact, and she moaned again. She had to be sore and tender. I heard what he’d done to her. Her raw slit was sensitive to the lightest touch, so I went even softer than that. I tasted the mix of them together, but I did not care about that. I’d wanted her fucked for years and now here she was, thoroughly used. I did my best to ignore the fact that it was Raymond that seeped out of her right now and just focused on the reality that my wife was oozing another man’s semen. I loved her used like this.

“Baby?” I heard her gravelly voice say. “Is that you?”

Adrenaline surged through my veins. Yes, she needed to ask that question because she was fucking other men these days. God! My tired dick began to rise. I dragged my tongue over her clit and softly sucked, and she arched her back and cupped both tits. I crawled on the bed between her open thighs and used my shoulders to open her wider. I eased a finger into her tunnel and she winced a little, telling me my prediction was accurate, so I moved carefully, sliding in and out gently, licking softly as I swirled and sucked. I wondered if perhaps he’d made her orgasm so many times she’d be unable to give me one more but that concern soon fell by the wayside. She played with her tits and hooked a heel behind my head to make sure my mouth wandered nowhere else. I licked and sucked and she climbed towards another climax rapidly.

“How was it?” I murmured.

She answered quickly, like she’d been hoping I’d ask.

“He’s such a good fuck,” she rasped. “God, Tyler, he’s amazing. He was in control and in charge the whole time. He fucked my brains out, Baby. Right here in this bed. He did things to me I’ve never experienced before; he made me feel things I’ve never felt. But he also said things no one has ever said, things that turned me on so much.”

I flicked her clit and she had to stop talking for a moment, but then she lifted her head to see me down there between her legs.

“He’s coming back a friend” she croaked. “Can you picture me with two men? I can.”

I groaned.

“He didn’t ask if that was all right, he just stated it. He needs no permission. He told me I’d fuck anybody he brought me, and I simply said I would. I want to. God, Ty. I’m going to get fucked by gangs of men.”

I dove back in. She was still highly aroused despite falling asleep. I got so turned on eating her cunt that my dick throbbed. I thought about moving higher and entering her pussy, but the idea felt oddly wrong, like this night was his, this night was for him to fuck my wife alone. I reached down and started jerking off while I licked her slit, rolling my hips to one side and stroking. She lifted her head again to see what I was doing and then let it fall back on the pillow.

“Ohhhh fuuuuck,” she exhaled. “You’re jacking off? You’re eating my pussy and jacking off? Fuck. Let me watch you.” She flipped her leg over me, rolling me onto my back. She turned around and straddled my face, facing down my body. She lowered her pussy to my mouth, bracing her hands on my chest, watching me masturbate as I licked her cunt. “Yeah,” she groaned. “Jack off as you eat me. God, that’s hot. He fucked my brains out, Baby. Cum to that, husband.”

She was so wet she dripped on my face. I devoured her sloppy pussy, licking all over inside her slick walls. She winced every now and then when I got too rough or my whiskers rubbed her wrong, but otherwise she was a fucking slut, grinding her cunt into my mouth.

I listened to her moans and tried to last as long as I could, but then I started spurting and she bucked her hips against my mouth. I held onto her thighs as she orgasmed, her hips thrashing, rocking fast back and forth, as she ground her pussy on my wiggling tongue. I emptied my load all over my belly and drank her deep.


Chapter 4

The sheets still smelled like him. That was the first thing I noticed when I rolled over and pressed my face into my pillow. The scent of some unfamiliar musk beneath our usual detergent. I inhaled without thinking, and Penny stirred beside me, her bare shoulder rising and falling in the darkness. Dawn was still an hour away

"You awake?" she whispered.

"Yeah," I said. "I can't sleep anymore. I feel like I have high octane fuel running through my veins."

She shifted onto her back, staring at the ceiling. The candle was out, long melted strands of wax long ago cooled to brittle stiffness. The patio lights outside cast a thin stripe across her collarbones, and I saw her throat move as she swallowed. We lay there like that for a long moment, the silence thick between us, the mattress still holding the memory of him and her instead of me and her.

"You're thinking about him," I said.

It wasn't a question. Penny turned her head my way. Her eyes were wide, reflecting the dim mood lighting.

"I'm thinking about us," she said quietly. "About what we did."

"We didn't do anything," I said, and my voice came out rougher than I intended. "You mean what you did. With him. In our bed."

She didn't flinch at the words. That was new. Years ago, when I'd first confessed my fantasy, she'd blushed and looked away and told me I was crazy. Now she just held my gaze, her expression steady.

"Does it bother you?" she asked. "That it was here? Should I not have done that? It felt safer. I felt safer. I also believed it would spice our sex life for years. Was I wrong? Should we have gotten a hotel room?"

I propped myself up on one elbow, looking down at her. The sheet had slipped to her waist, and I saw a faint mark on her breast, a reddish bruise that hadn't been there yesterday. A hickey. From Raymond's mouth. My boss.

"It bothers me," I said.

Her face fell slightly, disappointment or regret tightening her features.

"It bothers me," I continued. "Because I have to sleep here. I have to wake up here. I have to look at that spot on the headboard where I know he pinned your wrists, at that spot on the floor where I know he bent your legs back, at the chairs I know you moved to get a better angle for fucking."

She reached out and touched my chest, her palm warm and familiar.

"We can wash the sheets, Baby,” she said. “We can move the bed and the furniture. We don't have to leave the evidence of what I did. I’m sorry. I thought it was hot. I thought you’d—"

"No," I said, cutting her off. My heart was racing a little now, heavy thuds against my ribs. "That's not what I mean. It bothers me because I can't stop thinking about it. Because I keep replaying it in my head, every detail, and I hate that I love it so much."

Her hand slid down my chest to my stomach. I felt her pulse in her fingertips, or maybe that was my pulse, echoing back at me.

"You love it?" she asked, her voice barely audible.

I laughed, but there was no humor in it.

"I could get hard right now," I said. "Lying here next to you, smelling the scent of you and him on our pillows, remembering the way you looked in that picture you sent after making yourself so attractive for him. I could get hard, Penny, in less than a minute. I feel it in my bones. This deep arousal. I masturbated at work while I listened in. I masturbated again as I ate your naughty pussy. I could masturbate right now, so soon, and on just a few hours of sleep. It’s insane. I wasn’t this horny when I was fourteen. I’m horny all the time. I know you’re thinking about him and that makes me want to get hard too."

She drew a sharp breath, her chest rising.

"God," she whispered. "I didn't know it would feel like this. For me, I mean. I thought I'd feel guilty. I thought I'd cry in the shower or something."

"Are you guilty?"

She considered this, her eyes searching my face.

"No," she said finally. "I thought I would be. All night I kept waiting for it to hit me. I told myself the first time was a fluke, a crazy thing we tried. This time was intentional, deliberate. There was no hiding from my choices. I waited on the shame, the regret. But when it was over, all I could think about was you getting home and me telling you everything. I wanted to see your face when I described all we did. I told myself that would be the proof I needed. Then you woke me with your tongue and now you’re telling me you loved it even though you hated it."

My throat tightened.

"You want to tell me what happened."

"I do. I’m excited to tell you. Maybe I’m trying to dodge guilt, like by confessing you’ll have nothing to hold over my head. Or maybe I just want to relive the amazing night I just had. Honestly, I’m not sure. Maybe both." Her voice was gaining strength, losing some hesitation. "When I looked down between my legs and saw your expression, when I saw how much what I’d done had affected you, Tyler, I've never felt that powerful before. That desired. You looked at me like I was something precious and dirty at the same time, and I loved it."

I closed my eyes, the image of her flushed, disheveled, her thighs open and inviting. She'd worn that teal dress to impress him, and I vaguely remembered seeing it cast aside on the floor.

"Twice," I said, opening my eyes. "You’ve done it with him twice."

"The second time was better," she said, and I heard the joy in her voice now, the confidence building. "So much better. He was already hard when I opened the front door. He just stepped into our home and pushed me against the wall, kissing me hot and heavy. The door was still open, his car at the curb. I got a rush wondering what the neighbors must be thinking. I swear I planned on a night out, dinner and a show. Instead, I took his hand and led him to our bedroom."

"Jesus, Penny."

"I know."

She bit her lower lip, and I watched her teeth press into the skin, remembering how swollen those lips had been when I got home.

"We fucked for hours, Baby,” she continued. “All over the room. All over the house, honestly. I went out to the kitchen for a glass of water and he followed. I sucked his cock next to the oven. He bent me over and fucked me from behind next to the blender. It was insane. We returned to the bedroom and did it again and then dozed for about twenty minutes. He woke me by penetrating me again. No one has ever done that. I got so turned on. We were supposed to be finished after that. We both wanted him gone before you got home. But he grabbed me, and I couldn’t say no. He finally left and I passed out, falling into a deep sleep. You walked in soon after that. If he’d wanted me again, if he’d fucked me even after you got home, Baby, I would have let him. I’m sorry. I would."

"Because of his cock?"

The question hung between us, heavy and explicit. We'd never spoken like this before, not in all our years of marriage. We always made love in the dark and whispered polite endearments and kept our fantasies locked safely away where they couldn't embarrass us. I had picked one of those locks and here we are.

"Yes," she admitted. "Partly. It's so different from yours. You know that. You've seen it. I’m actually shocked at my own behavior regarding the thing. I think it has a kind of power over me, like the way some men can be thunderstruck by a woman’s beauty. It’s simply the most masculine thing I’ve ever seen."

"I hate him," I said, and the truth of it burned in my chest. "I hate his smug face. I hate the way he talks to me in meetings, like he knows something I don't. I hate that he got to have you, that he got to feel you orgasm around him, that he knows what you sound like when you're climaxing and how quickly he figured out how to make you do that. But all that aside, knowing you want to fuck him again makes me so hot."

"Then why do you want me to do it again?" Penny asked, and her voice was gentle but piercing, cutting through my sudden anger with surgical precision.

It was a fair question, but one I doubted I could explain. I don’t know why I like it so much, I just do. I was sure she was confused. I hated that she was fucking Raymond, yet I loved that she was fucking Raymond. How is that fair to her?

“Don’t answer that,” she said, after a moment. “I can see that you have no idea. That’s fine. I don’t know why I like half the things I do. Maybe we are just born with some feelings.” She cuddled closer to me. “How about this? I leave Ray alone, for now, and we explore other options? I still don’t want John, even though I know I’m supposed to. Even though every other woman on the planet does. So, he’s off the list.”

“You’re making a list?”

“Why not?” she chuckled. “Do you know where all this is heading? I don’t. I have no idea. Raymond might be my one and only extra marital lover. I see on your face you hope that’s not true.”

“I love that you did it. I’d hate that you only ever did it with him.”

“Fair. I will keep my eyes open. Can we go back to sleep now? I’m exhausted.”

I held her close and kissed the top of her head. Her breast rested against my arm and the heat of her turned me on. These days, everything turns me on.


Chapter 5

Once again, I settled into the faux leather chair Dax kept positioned just off camera, the one he reserved for spouses who wanted to watch. The studio smelled of ozone from the lighting equipment, and the faint vanilla scent Penny wore. She stood in the center of the space, already transformed into someone bolder than the woman I woke up beside this morning.

"You look incredible," I said, and meant it.

Penny glanced over her shoulder, her lips curving into that smile she unknowingly saved for moments like this. She was part tease, part genuine joy.

She wore a deep emerald bodysuit, lace and sheer panels that left almost nothing to the imagination. The first time Dax had photographed her, she'd been tentative, adjusting straps and worrying about angles. Now she moved smoothly, like water, arching her back, letting her hips settle into poses that showed exactly what she wanted to show.

"Tyler likes the green," she told Dax, though it wasn't really for him. It was for the lens. It was for me. “I can see it in his eyes.”

Dax adjusted his camera, a heavy professional body with a lens that cost more than my first car. He'd set up three-point lighting that made Penny's skin glow like warm honey.

"I admit the green is good," he said. "But I want to try something different this time. Something more dynamic."

"Dynamic?" Penny asked, stretching one arm above her head. The bodysuit rode higher on her hips. “What do you mean, dynamic?”

"I brought in an assistant to help," Dax said. He called toward the back of the studio. "JD. Come meet our lovely couple."

The man who emerged from the supply area didn't look like any photography assistant I'd ever seen. He wore fitted dark jeans and a black t-shirt that strained against shoulders built by actual labor, not gym machines. His jaw carried stubble that looked deliberate, not neglected, and when he moved toward the equipment cases, his arms showed corded muscle beneath sun-darkened skin.

"JD handles lighting adjustments," Dax said, though his eyes stayed on Penny's face, watching her reaction. "Wardrobe assistance, prop positioning, whatever’s needed."

Penny's gaze traveled over JD with frank appreciation. She didn't hide it. That was part of what made this session so electric. She'd admitted to herself she loved the attention. She stopped pretending otherwise.

"Hi, JD," she said, and her voice had dropped half an octave, carrying a warmth that made my pulse kick.

"Ma'am," JD said, and his voice matched the rest of him: rough, deep, and unpolished.

"Penny," she corrected. "Just Penny. I’m not old enough to be a ma’am."

Dax cleared his throat.

"Let's start with the usual warm-up shots,” Dax said, resuming his control of the shoot. “JD, adjust the fill light. I want it softer on her left side."

Dax switched cameras. JD moved to the stand, but he didn't just adjust the equipment. He positioned himself where Penny had to turn toward him, where the light caught her face and she had to look past his shoulder to find the camera. I saw what Dax was doing immediately. The assistant wasn't merely here for the lighting. My heartbeat jumped up a notch. This was not something we’d discussed. Dax had taken it upon himself to introduce another player. I wondered why Dax had chosen this man over others. I felt my imagination wake up.

Penny sensed something was up too. I could tell by the way her breathing changed, visible in the rise and fall of her chest beneath that delicate lace. She held the pose longer than necessary, her eyes drifting to JD's hands as he worked, his large fingers manipulating the small dials with surprising precision.

"Good," Dax said, aiming the video camera and recording continuously. He’d edit and post to his website later. "Now turn toward the window, Penny. Give me a lovely profile shot."

She pivoted slowly, and the bodysuit rode high on her thigh, revealing the curve of her hip. JD stepped back, positioning himself behind Dax's left shoulder, which put him directly in Penny's sight line again. She held the pose, but her attention had shifted. She wasn't performing for the camera anymore. She wasn’t performing for Dax anymore either. She was performing for him. JD. The new guy.

"Tyler," Dax said without looking away from his viewfinder. "You comfortable with where this is heading?"

I knew what he was really asking. The man had developed his own language over our sessions, codes and signals that let us push boundaries while maintaining the pretense of professional photography.

"I'm good," I said, but my voice came out thicker than I expected. "Penny?"

She turned fully now, facing JD instead of the camera, her back to Dax. The bodysuit's front dipped low, sheer lace barely containing her.

"I want to try the black set," she said. "The one with the demicups."

Dax lowered his camera.

"JD can help with the change. The black lingerie set has complicated fastenings."

Penny walked toward the dressing screen, but she didn't disappear behind it. She stood beside it, waiting. JD glanced at Dax, received a small nod, and followed her. I stayed in my chair, my hands gripping the leather armrests, my body already responding to what was happening. Normally I would be the guy who helped Penny change. The transition to JD had been seamless.

The black set was really just straps and mesh, delicate architecture designed to frame rather than conceal. JD held the pieces as Penny removed the green bodysuit. She let it fall to the floor and stood nude for a moment, not cold, not shy, her skin luminous under the studio lights. JD didn't rush. He took his time looking, and Penny let him.

"Arms up," he said, and his rough voice had gone softer.

She raised her arms, and he stepped close. Very close. I held my breath. He fastened the first strap around her ribs, his fingers brushing her skin, and I saw her shiver, but not from cold. The mesh cups settled beneath her breasts, lifting them, leaving the pink peaks exposed. The bottom piece was just straps and a small triangle of fabric that sat low on her hips.

"Turn for the camera," JD instructed, and it should have felt ridiculous, the assistant directing the model, but Penny obeyed.

She turned, and the back of the set was just crisscrossing straps over her spine, her bare skin framed by black elastic. Dax was recording again, but his rhythm had changed. He was capturing this, all of this. The interaction between them, the tension, the way Penny's breath hitched when JD adjusted a strap that didn't need adjusting.

"Touch her shoulder," Dax suggested. "We want contrast. The rough texture of your skin against her smooth skin."

JD's hand settled on Penny's bare shoulder. His tanned fingers were dark against her fair skin, wide and calloused. He didn't just touch. He held, applying gentle pressure, turning her slightly toward the light. Penny's lips parted. Her eyes found mine across the studio, checking in. I gave no encouragement. I wanted what happened, if anything, to come from her. I wanted something to happen, but I wasn’t going to make that obvious.

"Lower," Dax said, still shooting. "Adjust the back strap, JD. It looks loose."

JD's hand traveled gently down her spine, fingers tracing each vertebra, lingering at the small of her back where the straps converged. Penny's head dropped forward, her hair falling to hide her face, but I saw her chest rising and falling faster now. Her exposed nipples tightened.

"She's beautiful," JD said.

Not to Dax, but to me. Acknowledging my presence even as his hand rested on my wife's back.

"She’s beginning to discover that," I said.

Penny laughed, a low sound, and straightened her shoulders. She reached back and took JD's hand, guiding it around her waist, pressing his palm flat against her stomach.

"My husband is perfectly comfortable in his chair,” she explained, indirectly reassuring the man he could expect no problems from me.

"I see that," JD chuckled.

Dax moved closer, changing angles, capturing Penny's face as she leaned back slightly against JD's chest. The height difference meant her head rested just below his shoulder, her body nestled against his. The black straps cut across her skin, and JD's dark hand spanned her waist, and the contrast was explicit in the best possible ways.

"Spread your legs," Dax instructed. "Give me a wider stance. We want to see the full line of the set."

Right. There is only one real meaning when a man utters those three words to a half-naked woman. Spread your legs. Penny was deeply affected by his command, just as I knew she would be. They didn’t see the subtle changes in her, but I sure did. Penny shuffled her feet farther apart, and the small triangle of fabric covering her bald pussy shifted. JD's free hand came up, settling on her opposite hip, holding her steady. She was trapped between his body and the camera now, exposed and supported at once.

"How do you feel?" I rasped.

Penny's eyes met mine, heavily lidded, her pupils wide.

"I feel like I'm exactly where I should be," she murmured.

Dax lowered his camera for a moment.

"JD has many skills," he said, casually, as if discussing lighting techniques. "If you want this session to go further. We can go in whatever direction you want."

Dax was drooling over the money-making opportunities Penny presented. His huge crowd was clamoring for more of her, and if she decided to do something sexy, he’d score big. I looked at my wife, this woman who had discovered herself in this studio, who had learned that her pleasure in being seen was not just acceptable but celebrated. She was flushed, eager, her body language screaming yes while she waited for permission, or perhaps just my consent. I thought about putting the decision back on her, but then another idea occurred to me.

"You’re in charge, Dax," I said. “It’s your studio, your risk. Penny needs to fulfill her obligation to Syren, the lingerie company Edgar hooked us up with, but how she does that is up to you. Tell her what to do. She’ll do it.”

Brilliant. Shift all the responsibility and all the blame over to Dax.

“Penny?” he asked.

She didn't answer with words. She reached back with one hand, finding JD's waist, pulling him closer against her. His hands moved up, spanning her ribs, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts where the mesh ended and her skin began.


Chapter 6

"Keep shooting," I told Dax. "Don't stop. Record everything that happens."

Dax raised his camera. The continuous whisper of tiny gears turning began again, capturing everything just as I said. JD's hands closed over my wife's breasts like he was palming twin cantaloupes. Her head fell back against his shoulder, as her body surrendered to being touched while being watched. I leaned forward in my chair, my heart hammering now, my arousal a physical beast inside my body. This was what we had been moving toward, what each day, each conversation Penny and I shared about my kink, had built toward. Penny no longer simply displaying herself but receiving pleasure from the eyes and hands of others while I witnessed her transformation into something wild and unashamed.

"Tell him what you want," I said to my wife.

Penny turned her head, her mouth finding JD's jaw, his throat.

"I want," she breathed. "I want everything you can give me. While my husband stays rooted in his chair."

JD's hands tightened. Dax's camera hummed. I sat motionless, the luckiest man in the world.

“Wait,” I suddenly announced, regaining my wits at the last moment. “Dax? A lace mask for her, please?”

“Of course,” he said.

He pulled a mask from his equipment box and approached Penny. She slipped it over her head and JD helped position it perfectly. It was not the perfect disguise, but it did add a layer of plausible deniability. Penny could always say that wasn’t me and no one would be able to prove it otherwise. 

“Let’s begin,” Dax said, as if he sat at a piano ready to play.

I squirmed in my too small chair and watched them move against each other. I crossed my arms loosely over my chest as JD eased his body closer to her. I was sure my temperature was rising just as fast as my wife’s.

Penny had changed since her first session here weeks ago. The nervous energy she once carried had evaporated completely, replaced by something electric and hungry. She moved in front of the video camera with the confidence of a woman who knew exactly how many eyes would eventually watch her, and the thought only made her shine brighter.

"That's perfect, Penny," Dax called out from behind his equipment, his voice carrying that professional calm that barely masked his own appreciation. "Arch your back a little more. Stretch the fabric over your tits. Don’t worry. It won’t rip. It just feels like it will."

The lingerie she wore was delicate and expensive, hugging her curves like a second skin. The demibra pushed her breasts up in a way that made my mouth water, and the matching panties sat low on her hips, teasing glimpses of what lay beneath every time she shifted her weight. She kept flicking her gaze toward me, her lips curling into a smile that was part invitation, part challenge.

"Tyler, Baby," she purred, running her hands down her sides, her fingers tracing the edges of the lace until she touched JD’s hand. "Shouldn’t it be you standing behind me? Husband?"

Minx. She was good at this game.

"Not this time, Penny," I said.

That was all the permission I intended to give her. Dax adjusted his camera, but I noticed his attention wasn't solely on his equipment. He kept glancing toward the studio door, checking his watch, anticipation coiled in his posture. Had he invited more than one man? Penny was unaware of his actions.

JD's gaze locked onto her, and I saw the hunger there. His lust was raw and immediate. As I suspected, Dax hadn't hired him merely for his technical skills. That much was obvious. As obvious as the large bulge growing in his pants. He moved closer still, his legs coming up behind hers. Dax recorded the intimate moment but then backed away.

“Time for something new,” he said.

Penny looked disappointed. Dax had JD position a velvet chaise near the center of the room and moved Penny to it, placing her awkwardly on all fours. I was about to say something regarding how unnatural she looked, but kept my mouth closed. This was Dax’s show. The fabric was a deep burgundy that contrasted beautifully with her black lingerie and light skin, and he started filming again, capturing her from different angles.

“All right, JD,” Dax said. “Move in.”

The session changed the moment JD stepped into frame and Penny noticed his bulge for the first time.

"JD, adjust her position," Dax instructed, and there was a command in his voice that suggested this had been planned. "Her shoulder strap keeps slipping. I can’t have that. Not yet."

JD approached her slowly from the front, like a predator, and Penny watched with parted lips. When he reached her, his large hands settled on her shoulders, his thumbs brushing the sensitive skin of her collarbone. I saw her shiver, saw her eyes flutter closed for a moment at his touch.

"Like this?" JD asked, his fingers lingering longer than necessary as he adjusted the thin strap.

"Mm," Penny hummed, rising into his touch. "Your hands are rough."

"I work with my hands," he said, and there was a promise in those words that made my cock stiffen in my jeans.

Dax kept filming, capturing every moment, every charged glance. The video camera was running continuously, a mostly silent witness to what was unfolding. Penny reached up and placed her hand over JD's, guiding it down from her shoulder to her breast. She didn't ask permission.

"Show me what else you can do with those hands," she said, and it wasn't a request.


Chapter 7

JD didn't hesitate. He cupped her breast through the lace, his thumb finding her nipple and circling it until it hardened into a tight peak again. Penny's head fell sideways against the chaise, a soft, low moan escaping her lips. I shifted in my seat, my arousal undeniable now, pressing painfully against my zipper.

"Take it off," Penny breathed.

Dax stepped closer.

JD obliged, reaching behind her to unclasp her bra with practiced efficiency. The lace fell away, revealing both of her breasts, nipples dark and erect. JD palmed them, his large, rough hands making her look delicate, and when he leaned down to take one nipple into his mouth, Penny sucked air in surprise, her fingers tangling in his hair.

It was happening. Dax moved closer with the camera, capturing the wet sounds of JD sucking, the way Penny's torso twisted and her back arched away from the chaise, offering herself completely. I saw the damp spot growing between her legs, the black lace darkening with her arousal, and I knew she was already soaked. Hot. So, so hot. My wife’s lust for another man ignited a fire in my mind. She looked into the camera and then at JD

"More," she gasped. "I need more."

JD released her nipple with a wet pop and stood, stripping his shirt off in one fluid motion. His chest was as impressive as I had imagined, well-muscled and clearly defined, dusted with dark hair that trailed down to the waistband of his jeans. Penny sat up and planted her feet on the floor, her hands immediately going to his belt, her fingers working with desperate urgency. She’d been hiding her level of desire, the way women do, but now that she knew this was truly happening, she wanted it frantically. She pulled the opening of his pants apart like peeling a banana, and his cock popped free, waving in her face.

"Look at you," she murmured, her eyes wide with appreciation.

My wife grabbed him with both hands. He was broad and elongated, a heavy piece of meat in her hands, and I had been correct about why Dax had chosen him. Penny stroked the man slowly, her small hands barely able to close around his girth. JD groaned, his head falling forward as she worked him. Pre-cum quickly beaded at his tip and Penny leaned forward, her tongue rushing out to taste him, her eyes closing in pleasure at the flavor of the guy.

"God, you taste good," she whispered, and then, unusually impatient, took him into her mouth.

The sight of her lips stretched around his cock, taking him as deep as she could in one pass, made my hand move to my crotch, palming myself through my jeans. I freed my dick, stroking slowly as I watched my wife service this stranger. Penny worked him with more enthusiasm than skill, her head bobbing, her hand stroking what she couldn't fit in her mouth. JD's hips began to thrust gently, meeting her movements, and his hands found her hair, guiding her but not forcing her, letting her set the pace even as he lost himself in the sensation.

"Enough," JD growled after a few minutes, pulling her back with her hair. "I need to be inside you."

Penny's only response was to strip off what remained of her sexy lingerie, Syren once again thwarted in their desire to see my wife model their wares. Yet another session would be required. Penny kicked aside the black negligée and spread her legs wide on the chaise. She was glistening, her pussy swollen and ready, and JD positioned himself between her thighs, guiding the tip of his thick cock to her entrance.

"Look at that thing, Tyler," Penny commanded, turning her head to meet my eyes. "Look at that dick. He’s going to fuck me with that gorgeous meat. He’s going to fuck your wife. This is what you wanted, right?"

I stroked myself faster, my gaze locked on the point where their bodies would merge. JD pushed forward slowly, his cock splitting her open, and Penny's mouth opened wider the deeper he went. Her eyes rolled back. He was bigger than she was used to and she was stretched in ways she’d not felt since Raymond. Her toes curled and her fingernails dug into the velvet beneath her.

"Fuck, you're tight," JD grunted, working himself deeper inch by inch. "Really fucking tight."

I remembered those same words tumbling from Raymond’s lips.

"Give me all of it," Penny demanded, wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him deeper. "All of it."

He bottomed out with his first thrust and Penny winced.

“Jesus,” she growled. “Go slow.”

He pulled back so he could see his cock in her and then pushed in again until his hips were flush against hers. They both paused for a moment, breathing hard, smiling at each other, Penny adjusting to the fullness, and then my wife laughed. JD laughed too. They were enjoying themselves. Then the man began to move, pushing and pulling, setting a rhythm that was soon hard and punishing and exactly what Penny craved.

The sound of their bodies meeting filled the studio, wet, heavy slaps of flesh against flesh, mingled with Penny's cries and JD's low grunts. Dax circled them with his camera, capturing every angle, the red recording light blinking steadily. Penny had never looked more beautiful, her hair wild, her skin flushed pink, her breasts bouncing with every thrust.

"Yes, yes, fuck, right there," Penny chanted, her nails scoring red lines down JD 's back. "Harder. Fuck me harder. Make me take every inch."

JD obliged, gripping her hips and pounding her with a force that shook the chaise. The muscles in his back rippled with each movement, sweat beginning to sheen his skin. I watched, mesmerized, as his cock disappeared into my wife again and again, glistening with her arousal. Penny's orgasm arrived quickly, her body tensing, her cries becoming more desperate.

"I'm going to cum," she warned, her voice breaking. "Don't stop. Pound me. Please don't stop."

JD shifted his angle slightly, and whatever cluster of pleasure-giving nerves he hit made Penny shriek. Her back launched off the divan. Her body convulsed as she orgasmed hard around his impaling cock. JD gritted his teeth, fighting his release, continuing to thrust through her spasms until she went limp beneath him, gasping for breath, pulling her nipples.

He wasn't done. He pulled out of her, his cock slick and throbbing, and flipped her over with rough hands. Penny went willingly, positioning herself on her knees, her ass in the air, her face pressed against the velvet. She looked back at him over her shoulder, her expression dazed and hungry. She gazed into his eyes then dropped to stare at his pulsating cock. He grinned a little.

“You like this?” he asked.

“I do.”

“You want this? You want this inside you again?”

"Yes," she pleaded. "Fuck me again."

JD entered her from behind in one powerful thrust. Penny's cry was muffled by the velvet furniture. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, and set a brutal pace, slamming into her with a force that scooted the entire chaise across the floor inches at a time. Penny pushed back against him, meeting him thrust for thrust, her breasts swaying beneath her.

I was stroking myself faster now, my orgasm building, watching my wife get thoroughly used by this man. Dax had positioned himself to capture the penetration from behind, the camera focused on where JD's thick cock stretched Penny's pussy, the obscene sight of him disappearing into her over and over.

"Touch yourself," I told Penny, my voice hoarse. "Touch yourself while he fucks you."

Penny's hand snaked between her legs, her fingers finding her clit, circling it in time with JD's thrusts. The dual sensation had her moaning continuously, a desperate sound that travelled through the room. JD's thrusts became erratic, his grip tightening, and I knew he was close.

“Cum for all those watching,” I croaked. “So many eyes on you. They see what his fat cock does to you. They will see him make you cum.”

Penny moaned loud and long.

"Going to fill you," he grunted, his voice strained.

"Yes," Penny gasped. "Cum inside me. I want it."

JD pumped wildly and then slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt. He roared his release. I saw his cock pulsing. I saw the way Penny's body tensed as she felt him flooding her, and the thought of him marking her so completely sent me over the edge. I came with a groan, my release spilling over my hand, my knees weak as I watched them. I shot over and over, but he shot more. His large balls rose and fell repeatedly, pushing out buckets of his sperm. I stopped cumming but he went on, grunting and groaning and forcing yet another hot stream of sperm deep.

Finally, he slowed and stopped. He leaned over her back, panting and sweaty, his thick cock embedded.

JD stayed inside her for a long time, both of them breathing hard, his forehead resting against her back. When he finally pulled out, I saw his cum leak from her, a thick trail running down her inner thighs, obscene and indecent. Penny collapsed onto the chaise, her body trembling, her eyes finding mine across the room. She said nothing. There was no need. Her gaze dropped to my sticky and wilting cock in my hand. I left my messy penis hanging out of my jeans and crossed to her. I knelt beside the chaise, brushing her hair back from her face, and kissed her deeply, tasting the salt of sweat on her lips.

"That was incredible,” I said, and meant it.

Dax lowered his camera, a satisfied smile playing on his lips.

"That was perfect," he said. "Absolutely perfect."

JD was already pulling his jeans back on, but he paused to run his hand down Penny's back one final time, a gesture of adoration.

"Anytime you need an assistant," he said, his eyes meeting mine with a question in them.

I looked at Penny, at her flushed, satisfied face, at the way she glowed with the aftermath of being so thoroughly taken.

"We'll be in touch," I said.

Penny laughed, a bright, happy sound, and reached for my hand, squeezing it tight. The camera had captured everything, every moment of her abandon, every second of her pleasure.

The camera had also captured me, kissing my anonymous wife, with my deflated penis hanging out of my pants.


Chapter 8

“You’re going to edit me out of that video before you post it, right?” I asked Dax. “You can’t put my face on the Internet.”

“Edit you out or edit a mask in. No one will know it’s you.”

JD had backed away and now leaned against the studio wall, arms folded on his chest. It took me a moment to realize he was waiting for something. Dax to pay him perhaps? Then the door to the studio opened and John and Tina walked in, grinning like fools. A black man was with them, strikingly handsome, with a bald head and high cheek bones. Penny lifted her head and looked at Dax with a small degree of alarm.

“Sorry we’re late,” John said, perfect white teeth beaming.

Tina didn’t even look at me. None of them did. Tina peeled away from her two male friends and knelt beside Penny on the chaise. She spoke a few low, soothing words, and brushed a strand of fallen hair from my wife’s face. They shared a few more words and then Tina leaned in and kissed my wife on the mouth. Penny looked shocked but as the kiss lingered, her eyelids slowly closed. An instant later and the women were sharing an intense make out session.

My eyebrows crawled up my face. Penny had never expressed an interest in women. Tina’s hand floated up. She slid her palm along Penny’s tummy until she palmed my wife’s naked breast. I heard Penny gasp. Tina gently rolled Penny’s nipple with her thumb.

They continued making out as the black man and John spoke with Dax. I didn’t care about that. I cared about the hot girl on girl scene unfolding before me. When I looked again, Tina was trailing kisses down to Penny’s nipples. Hot. She’s not quite as pretty as Penny, but she’s close, and watching two sexy women together was a delight.

A moment later I realized I’d drawn the wrong conclusion. Tina wasn’t headed to Penny’s nipples. Tina was headed farther south. She continued down Penny’s body, pushing my wife’s thighs farther apart and making her gasp again, much louder. Penny flashed me a look of concern and then Tina’s mouth reached her cum-filled pussy and my wife melted. Shocked and surprised to have a woman touching her in those ways, she nevertheless fell back on the chaise and spread her legs wider, granting all the access to her pussy Tina desired. A heartbeat later I was watching Tina feast on my wife’s messy cunt. I did what any man would do in such a situation. I moved closer. Much closer. I wanted to see everything.

Tina felt my approach and pushed Penny’s thighs even wider. Good God. I saw Tina’s pink tongue swirl my wife’s clit and disappear into her sperm-filled hole. Tina teased Penny’s inner and outer lips, eating pussy with the delicate, knowing touch of a woman. Penny was already moaning softly, continuously, hips gently writhing as she experienced her first female lover. Tina looked up Penny’s body and paused.

“You’re so pretty,” she said.

“You’re so pretty,” Penny gasped. “God! I can’t believe this is happening.”

Tina lowered her mouth to my wife again and Penny closed her eyes. My dick twitched. I was too recently post-orgasmic to get hard again but I wanted to badly.

“Room in this pool for two more?” John said.

I had been so focused on my wife, I never heard him approach. Them approach, I should say. Turning my head revealed John and his black friend standing beside me, both now nude. John’s body and cock were everything Poppy had promised but his friend was straight out of a fantasy. That black body was sculpted from onyx, shiny like polished muscular marble. The man had no body fat and his dangling cock looked almost as thick as my wrist.

Penny opened her eyes at the sound of John’s voice and her eyes just kept opening wider and wider. Tina timed an assault on Penny’s clit to silence any opposition my wife might have, reducing Penny to a twitching ball of moaning pleasure.

“This is Darren,” John said.

Darren raised his hand and smiled.

“Hi,” he said.

I watched my wife closely. Her gaze jumped from one man to the other, back and forth, gawking at their handsomeness and gawking at their hanging dicks, knowing both were there for her. Tina chuckled and pushed two fingers into Penny’s pussy, licking off JD’s semen. Penny closed her eyes again, overcome.

“Do whatever you want to me,” she said with a shiver, all resistance and hesitation gone. “Anything.”

Tina chuckled into my wife’s pussy.

Darren and John moved closer and lifted Penny off the chaise. John took her into his arms and moved the foursome towards the fake bed in the corner, the same bed where Dax had photographed her what felt like a hundred years ago. How had we come so far so fast? Tina took Darren’s hand and followed John and all three of them helped to spread Penny on the bed. Too late, I remembered Dax and spun to check on him, only to discover the photographer was recording everything and that wasn’t all. Edgar and Poppy had entered the room and now watched too. Their expressions were triumphant, with a touch of sinister.

With a sudden flash of insight, I saw the chain of events that had led us to this moment. I saw Edgar and Poppy pulling the strings, using people and their connections, manipulating Penny and me until they got what they wanted; Penny, on her back with legs spread and John about to conquer her. Dax, John, Tina, and even Darren were all on their team. Edgar and Poppy enjoyed the game. That’s how they felt their power and fed their egos. We were pieces on their board. The rush for them was directing the show, moving us around without any awareness until we found ourselves right where they wanted us.

Funny what money can buy you.


Chapter 9

I moved to the corner of Dax's studio, my back against the cool concrete wall, and watched my wife Penny on that massive bed. The sheets were still rumpled, leftovers from her session before. I saw the sheen of semen and saliva on her inner thighs, the way JD’s seed and evidence of Tina’s tongue glistened there, but nobody seemed to care. Nobody but me, and I cared only because it turned me on so much and made me wish my cock would get hard.

They placed Penny gently, but she quickly lay sprawled on her back, her chest heaving, nipples stiff, arms and legs moving continuously. Her hair fanned across the pillows like a dark corona. Hell, she was still catching her breath from JD, but there was no rest to be had. John and Darren stood at the foot of the bed, stroking themselves to full hardness, looks of delighted anticipation on their faces. They were enormous, both of them, with thick veins running along shafts that pulsed with their heartbeats. Darren looked hungry but John had waited for this moment for a while. He was beyond ready. How many women ever refused the man? Had any? I think he had something to prove to Penny, and I was happy to be here for it.

"Look at her," Edgar said. “We have waited so long for this moment.”

He and Poppy were fully dressed. He wore casual pants and a short-sleeved shirt, she wore a red floral print dress like she’d just come from church. Her hand rested on her husband’s shoulder. They could have been viewing antiques or paintings, wondering which they should buy.

"Such a greedy little thing,” Poppy teased. “She’s full of JD yet still begging for more. She reminds me of me."

Edgar chuckled. I was sure Penny had done no begging, not yet anyway, but she probably would soon.

Tina emerged from behind John. She was stunning, as always, the kind of beauty that made you forget what you were about to say. Her dark hair cascaded down her back and her skin glowed like honey. Her breasts were full with nipples the color of dark wine. She crawled onto the bed slowly, her hips swaying, her eyes locked on Penny's writhing body.

"Poor baby," Tina purred, her voice like velvet. "Let me taste you again. Can I? Is that all right? Would you like that?"

Penny nodded and moaned as Tina settled between her legs. I watched, transfixed, as Tina lowered her face to my wife's cum-soaked pussy and began to lick. Long, slow strokes of her tongue, gathering JD's seed, mixing it with her own saliva. Penny's back curved off the bed, her hands finding Tina's hair, pulling her mouth tight to her pussy. I already knew I’d never forget these moments.

"That's it," Poppy cooed. "Get her ready for those big boys. They’ll need her nice and wet."

Tina was thorough, but not because Poppy said so. Tina loved pussy and she especially loved Penny’s used pussy. She and John had planned this from the beginning. She lapped at Penny's delicate folds, sucking her clit between those perfect lips, her tongue delving inside to taste what JD had left behind. Penny struggled, her hips bucking against Tina's face, making desperate sounds in her throat. The sight was obscene, beautiful, and devastating. My hand moved to my dick, squeezing and tugging myself.

Dax moved around the bed with his camera, capturing every angle. The red recording light blinked steadily. He zoomed in on Tina's face buried between Penny's thighs, then panned up to capture Penny's expression of delirious pleasure. This would be on his website by tomorrow, thousands of strangers watching my wife be devoured.

"She's ready," Tina announced, lifting her face, her chin shiny with fluids. She smiled at John and Darren. "Come get her."

John was the first to climb onto the bed. He was built like a statue, muscles rippling as he moved, his cock bobbing heavy and thick in front of him. He positioned himself at Penny's face, which surprised me. I thought he’d want her pussy first. Without ceremony, she turned her face toward him and took his penis into her mouth. The sounds she made, those wet, eager sounds, made my balls tighten into rocks. Darren went to her other end, and I sucked in bushels of air. Jesus. That big black cock was poised right outside her opening. Her first, I was sure. He used the head to nudge Tina’s face gently aside, though there was nothing gentle in his eyes. He wanted Penny, wanted what was already slick and open and ready. He grabbed her knees and spread her wider, positioning himself at her entrance. Tina drew her knees up and lifted the man’s cock with both hands, aiming the tip between Penny’s inner folds. I groaned. When Darren was positioned to her satisfaction, Tina cupped the man’s big black balls and pulled him forward, forcing Penny’s tunnel to expand around his girth and making my wife moan around John’s cock.

Darren gave her no time to adjust. He pulled back and pushed in again, deeper, setting a steady rhythm. The bed creaked beneath them, the frame knocking against the wall in steady percussion.

I saw everything from my vantage point. Darren's thick shaft disappearing into Penny again and again, the way her pussy clung to him, stretched around his girth. JD's cum was being churned, lathering white around Darren's thick shaft, smearing across Penny's lips. She was taking it all, her body bouncing between the two men like a doll.

Tina wasn't done. She crawled up Penny's body and positioned herself over Penny, facing backward towards Darren. She lowered herself onto Penny's busy mouth, and I heard Penny's muffled moan as she began to lick and suck both people using her. Tina rode my wife's face while Darren pounded her cunt and John fucked her throat.

"Beautiful," Edgar said, leaning forward in his chair. "Absolutely beautiful. Look how she takes them, Poppy. You were right. You said she’d behave this way. You saw it immediately. Look how sexy."

"She's perfect," Poppy agreed, her hand sliding down to rest on Edgar's lap. "Such a good girl. I told you she would be. I can pick them."

“You are undefeated,” Edgar joked.

I thought I knew them, this quaint old couple, but clearly, I did not. At least now I understood why they always invited us to places where we didn’t belong. They saw something in us, the same things they saw in themselves, and they wanted to be the ones who popped our cherry. I’d call them fuckers, but they’d given me what I wanted most. I should thank them.

Tina reached out and grabbed Darren's shoulders for balance, her breasts swaying with each rock of her hips against Penny's mouth. She and Darren kissed, sloppy and desperate, while using my wife's body between them. The three of them moved in sync, a machine of flesh and need. Darren pushed Tina’s head lower, forcing her and my wife into a sixty-nine. Tina licked and sucked Penny’s pussy where Darren penetrated and my wife did the same at the other end. I felt dizzy. That was the sex I’d only ever dreamed of. The men ran their hands all over the gorgeous women while their hips never slowed. Eventually, John pulled out of Penny's mouth with a wet sound and took over, stroking himself furiously.

"Turn her," he commanded.

Darren grunted and pulled out, his cock glistening, massive and angry. They flipped Penny onto her stomach, pulling her up onto her knees. Her face was pressed into the mattress now, her ass in the air, red handprints blooming on her cheeks from where Darren had gripped her.

John moved behind her, taking Darren's place. He entered her slowly, teasingly, making her feel every inch. Penny's cry was muffled by the sheets. Tina offered her cunt to my wife, spreading her legs wide and positioning herself beneath Penny's face. Penny dove back in, her tongue working frantically at Tina's clit while John began to fuck her in earnest.

Darren wasn't left out. He circled around to Tina's side, and she turned her head to take him into her mouth. The chain was once again complete. John pounded Penny from behind, Penny ate Tina, and Tina sucked Darren. A freight train of flesh and pleasure, and I was outside it, watching, aching, my cock in my hand as I stroked myself in time with it all. They put on a show for Edgar and Poppy, as I suspected they’d been instructed to do. That did nothing to diminish the hotness of what I witnessed. Penny at the heart of it all was a dream come true. For me and for her.

"Tell us how it feels," Poppy called out, her voice edged with arousal. "Tell us, Penny. Was I right about John? Don’t you just love his cock?"

Penny lifted her face from Tina's cunt long enough to gasp.

"I’m so full,” she groaned. “I’m so fucking full of dick. I love it."

"Good girl," Edgar praised. "Take them both. Take everything."

Penny nodded enthusiastically.

John pulled out suddenly, leaving Penny gaping and whimpering. He slapped her ass hard, the crack echoing in the studio.

"Darren," he said. "Both of us."

I froze, my hand on my cock. What did he mean, both?

Darren moved under Penny, positioning himself so she could ride him. John eased her hips lower. Penny had no idea what was coming. John withdrew as Darren pushed his dick deep, and then John pressed his cock against Darren’s, underside against underside, and flexed his ass, slowly penetrating Penny while she already had Darren inside her, stretching her pussy around twin cocks, one black, one white. My wife gasped loudly and I filled my lungs to shout, ordering them to stop. I never got the chance.

“Jesus!” Penny exclaimed. “That feels amazing. Am I taking both men? Fuck! Two cocks in me? Fuck! Keep going, boys.”

My protest died on my lips.

They pressed their meat together, two thick cocks forcing their way into my wife's soaked pussy. Now I understood the need for JD first. These insidious fuckers planned for everything. Penny groaned like she’d been stabbed and, in a way, I guess she had been. She moaned from deep desire, deep arousal, doing something that her mind had never conceived but that from this moment forward she’d be able to say about herself. I saw her hips rock as she tried to hurry the men, working them deeper. Tina gripped Penny's breasts, pinching her nipples and rolling them around, slipping them into her hot mouth before kissing my wife and sucking her nipples again.

"Take them," Tina urged. “Feel both men inside you. Don’t you love it? I can see on your face that you do. Isn’t it the most intense thing ever? Be a good slut for Edgar and Poppy. Be their little pet whore."

Penny bore down, her body trembling, sweat making her skin gleam under the studio lights. Slowly, impossibly it seemed, to me, Darren and John worked ever deeper, Penny’s opening drawing ever closer to their balls. The stretch was obscene. Penny's pussy lips pulled taut around two bulky invaders. They moved in alternating strokes, creating a rhythm that had Penny's eyes rolling back, her mouth open in a silent howl of pleasure.

"Fuck," I whispered.

I was stroking faster now, unable to resist the sight. My penis was bravely trying to rise. My wife was double stuffed on that bed, used completely by other men, and she loved it. Her hips worked against them, taking more, always more.

Dax was everywhere with his camera, capturing the penetration from below, from the side, close-ups of Penny's face twisted in ecstasy. The red light blinked and blinked, preserving every moment for his subscribers.

"She's going to cum," Tina announced, her fingers finding Penny's clit where the two cocks stretched her. She rubbed furiously, her hand sandwiched between Penny and Darren. "Cum, Penny. Cum for us. Show Edgar and Poppy how much you appreciate their generous gift."

My wife shattered. Her whole body convulsed, her back arching so violently I thought she might break something. The scream that tore from her throat was inhuman, primal, a sound of absolute surrender. Her pussy clamped down on the two cocks inside her, and both men cursed, their rhythm faltering.

“Fucking insane,” John grunted in disbelief. “Her cunt grabs us. She’s squeezing us. I can’t hold back. Goddamn!”

John stroked rapidly, forgetting his rhythm with Darren. He bellowed something animalistic and rammed his cock all the way in, pushing out pulsating jets of boiling sperm. Penny wailed and Darren followed seconds later with a climax of his own, burying himself balls deep and shouting as sperm rocketed out of him. The men flooded my wife and each other, adding their loads to the mess JD already left inside. They erupted into a writhing ball of arms and legs, with Tina’s mouth pressed against Penny’s, kissing my wife hotly as she was inseminated. Their bodies all jerked uncontrollably, orgasms smashing them into bits. Tina kissed Penny over and over until one by one they collapsed motionless.

John moved first, after a long time. He pulled out and a river of mixed seed spilled down Penny's slit, obscene and explicit and soaking the sheets. Tina extracted herself from the pile and moved to kiss Darren. Then she moved to John, doing the same. Finally, she crawled again to Penny's head, turned her face gently, and kissed her deeply, sharing the taste of the men who had just used her.

Penny melted into the bed, her body twitching with aftershocks. She was covered in sweat and cum, inside and out, marked by all of them. Her eyes found mine across the room, and she smiled, satisfied, her lips swollen and pink. She looked surprised to see Edgar and Poppy there, watching.

Dax lowered his camera, the red light finally going dark. He had what he needed. The footage was captured, the scene complete. John and Darren stepped back, their cocks beginning to soften, glistening with the evidence of what they'd done. Tina remained on the bed, stroking Penny's hair, whispering things I couldn't hear in her ear. Penny laughed softly, the sound husky and tired.

“Not so fast,” I heard my wife say, pulling Tina’s leg. “Your turn.”

Dax lifted his camera. The red light came on. Penny tried to position Tina over her, but her arms were too weak, so Tina did the job instead. She straddled my wife’s face and lowered her pussy to Penny’s mouth, and my wife began to lick, still curious about the sweetness of pussy. I stayed in my corner, my cock now, finally, hard in my hand. I wanted more. I knew I had no desire to be one of them, to be inside her, to be part of the chaos. I was the watcher, the one who would take her home when this was over and listen to her recount every detail as we made sweet, intimate love.

Edgar and Poppy came closer, watching Penny eat pussy. They looked down at Penny with something like pride.

"Exquisite," he said. "Simply exquisite. Poppy, isn't she magnificent?"

"Perfection," Poppy agreed, joining him. She reached out and slipped a finger into the cum leaking out of Penny's slit, then brought it to her own lips. "Delicious. We'll have to have her do this again, Edgar. Very soon."

"Of course," Edgar said. He looked at me with a knowing smile on his face. "Won't we, Tyler?"

I nodded, my throat too tight to speak. Tina was already gasping, a victim of Penny’s curious tongue. The bed was a disaster, the sheets ruined, the air thick with the smell of sex and sweat and cum.

Dax ignored us, of course, recording Penny licking pussy. These had to be the two hottest models he’d ever had. His subscribers would go wild.


Chapter 10

Dax packed his equipment, the session finally over. Edgar and Poppy left to attend a party. John and Darren had dressed quietly, exchanging looks of satisfaction. They'd done their job, pleased their employers, and performed for the camera.

Penny lay where Tina had left her, my wife, used and filled and claimed by all of them, and I knew I would bring her back here again and again. Because this was what we were now, what we had become. Watchers and participants, voyeurs and exhibitionists, tangled in this web of flesh and desire that Edgar and Poppy had woven around us.

I had released my erection, saving myself for when Penny was ready for more. Tina had offered to suck it out of me, and I had opened my mouth to decline, when Penny rolled onto her side and grinned.

“Do it,” she told Tina.

My jaw had dropped. I looked at Tina’s gorgeous face and incredible body and my dick jumped. Penny chuckled.

Tina's mouth was velvet fire wrapped around my shaft before I could even process the sight of her kneeling there. Her lips were swollen and glistening, still wet from whatever she had been doing with Penny, and now they were stretched tight around my cock, her tongue doing things that made my knees threaten to buckle.

"Fuck," I groaned, my hand instinctively finding the back of her head, fingers tangling in her black hair.

Penny left the bed to come sit on the chaise across from us, her legs spread, her thighs slick and shining. She looked thoroughly used: hair matted, makeup smeared, skin flushed a deep rose from the marathon she'd just finished with John and Darren. Those two were still catching their breath in the corner, watching now with lazy, satisfied grins as Tina worked me over.

"I owe you this," Penny said, her voice raspy. She gestured lazily toward Tina. "I know you want her. Every man wants her. I’ll let her finish what I started."

Tina moaned around my length and the vibrations felt amazing. She was beyond gorgeous, more like absolutely fucking stunning, with high cheekbones and eyes that looked up at me through thick lashes, watering slightly as she took me deeper. Her technique was filthy and perfect, alternating between long, slow pulls where she hollowed her cheeks and made obscene wet sounds, and sudden, aggressive bobs where she tried to take me into her throat.

I tasted the sweat on my upper lip, felt my pulse hammering in my temples and my cock simultaneously. This room smelled like sex. Penny's scent was still heavy in the air, mingling with the girl’s perfumes and the raw, animal smell of the fucking that had just happened.

"She's hungry," John called out from his spot on the floor, his chest still heaving. "Tina loves a good stiff cock. Give it to her, Tyler."

Tina pulled back with a wet pop, her hand replacing her mouth as she stroked me, slick with her own saliva.

"I want it," she admitted, her voice wrecked. "I want to taste you. Penny said you shoot a lot."

"Jesus," I muttered, watching her tongue swirl around my tip, collecting the precum that had been leaking steadily since she'd started.

Penny laughed, a low, throaty sound.

"He does,” she said. “But he might be running low after jacking off so much lately. I blame myself. I’m now the wife he’s always craved."

I nodded, unable to speak as Tina descended again, taking me deeper than before. Her throat opened for me, that tight, hot constriction making me see stars. I gripped her hair tighter, not forcing, just anchoring myself as she worked me with her mouth and both hands, one pumping my base, the other cupping my balls, rolling them with just enough pressure to make my hips jerk forward.

"That's it," Darren encouraged, his voice rough. "Fuck her mouth, man. She can take it."

Take it, she could. Tina wanted my load, craved it, her eyes rolling back in her head as I started to move, shallow thrusts matching the rhythm of her bobbing head. Wet, slurping sounds filled the room, rhythmic, punctuated by her muffled moans and my harsh breathing. Penny had shifted on the chaise, her fingers finding her clit, still sensitive from her own ordeal. She watched us with wide eyes, her lips parted, clearly enjoying the show.

"I give you permission to make her swallow every drop," she said. "I know how much you love that."

Tina's enthusiasm was voracious, almost violent in its intensity. She pulled off again, gasping, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, then dove back down with renewed fervor. Her hand worked my shaft in tight, twisting motions while her mouth focused on the sensitive underside of my head, her tongue flicking and pressing in ways that had my balls tightening, that familiar heat coiling at the base of my spine.

"I'm close," I warned, my voice sounding foreign to me.

"Give it to her," Penny moaned, her fingers moving faster now. "Fill her mouth. I want to see her swallow you. She looks so sexy down there. Here, let me inspire you."

My wife opened her legs to show me her cheating pussy. She knew how to boost my excitement. Tina sucked me like a madwoman, but it was the sight of Penny’s faithless cunt that fueled my true arousal. Tina doubled her efforts, her head moving at a blur, the wet sounds obscene and perfect. Her free hand came up to grip my hip, nails digging in, holding me in place as she devoured me. I felt my orgasm building, unstoppable now, a freight train of sensations gathering momentum. My eyes were glued to Penny’s swollen slit.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I cried, feeling my sperm rise.

The chant tore from my throat as I went rigid, my hips bucking involuntarily. Tina didn't pull back. She took it, welcomed it, her throat working as I pulsed and spurted, thick ropes of cum flooding her mouth. She moaned like she swallowed warm honey, her hand still pumping, extracting every drop. Her eyes watered more, tears sliding down her cheeks, but she never broke eye contact, staring up at me with something like triumph as she swallowed again and again.

I came hard, harder because I fixated on my darling wife, masturbating, filled with the semen of three men we did not know. My release was absolutely devastating, my vision blurring at the edges. Tina kept me in her mouth until I was twitching, oversensitive, gently cleaning me with her tongue, lapping up every remnant like it was precious gold. When she finally pulled back, she licked her swollen lips, smiling up at me with a satisfied, messy grin.

"There was plenty left,” she told Penny.

My wife applauded weakly from the couch, a languid, sated sound.

"Good girl," she praised. "Now let me taste him in your mouth."

Tina rose on unsteady legs, her knees surely bruised from the floor, and crossed to Penny, who pulled her down into a deep, filthy kiss that made my spent cock twitch with renewed interest. John and Darren exchanged looks, already stirring, ready for whatever came next.

But for me, I just stood there, chest heaving, watching my wife make out with the gorgeous woman who had just swallowed my load, and knew this was only the beginning, the beginning of our wonderful life together.

***





Epilogue







I glanced at the departure board and dropped into the slightly less than comfortable molded plastic chair at gate C-fourteen. Why don’t they make airport chairs with deep cushions and arm rests? It’s not like we’re going to hang around any longer than we must.

I stowed my carry-on under my feet and watched the big digital clock suspended from the ceiling blink from six forty-two in the morning to six forty-three, the red numbers searing into my retinas like a warning. The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, sterile and indifferent, illuminating scattered strangers who chatted on phones or stared at laptops. I did the same, opening my laptop to check my work emails. No new crisis in the last twelve hours, which is good. The guy they hired for my old position had emailed me a few questions, no big deal, so I answered them. Next, I opened the company’s description of my new job duties.

The promotion interview had taken place weeks ago, me and Raymond in his office, hashing out the details. I got a fifty-percent salary increase, plus bonuses, plus stock options. Penny cried when I showed her, pressing the paper against her chest like a valentine, her eyes bright with possibilities. She was thinking about all the things we could buy for ourselves and not need Edgar and Poppy to get for us. We would erase some debt, replace some worn items, and upgrade the home we loved.

She’d kissed me that night with a ferocity that felt like gratitude and desperation intertwined, her hands fumbling with my belt while she whispered thank you against my neck. She hadn’t asked about the travel requirements, and I hadn’t thought to volunteer them. Not until days later.

When I did, she was not surprised.

Why wasn’t she surprised?

In my black roller bag were enough clothes for seven days. Penny had packed my bag this morning, folding my shirts with mechanical precision, her movements careful and deliberate. She hadn’t met my eyes when she spoke, but I thought little of it at the time.

Why wouldn’t she meet my eyes?

Why did she seem to know already that I would be leaving?

Waiting for my flight, the pieces were coming together.

I was leaving today for a week. Penny would be without her husband for seven long, long days.

Raymond would have complete and unrestricted access to my wife. No games. No awkward arrangements. No taunting or teasing. Just Penny and Ray, a happy couple, my wife and my boss. The man who had already fucked her twice. If I ever stopped to think about him fucking her, which I did all the time, my cock would soon be straining against my trousers like a traitor with its own agenda.

That first time Ray fucked Penny had been at his place. It melted my mind and turned me inside out. The pictures and videos they sent sat in my phone like diamonds in a safe deposit box. I looked at them often.

The second time had been in the bed I share with Penny every night. Gutted doesn’t come close to describing what I went through that time. Raymond had given me a bullshit assignment that day to keep me at work while he met Penny. In the days that followed, Penny discussed both times with me in great detail. She described his size with her eyes bright and her voice trembling. She shared how he filled her, how he lasted so long, how he took what he wanted without asking. She watched my face while she spoke and watched me grow hard. She had smiled that small, cruel, sexy smile that meant she understood exactly what this did to me. Raymond assigned me that extra bullshit task because he and Penny had already agreed to meet.

Is that what was happening this time too? Was this new big promotion nothing but a trick to remove me from the field? I had been so blindly excited and proud of the promotion I’d done very little critical thinking about it. The possibility landed heavy in my gut.

He was sending me away so he could have her.

My chest tightened. I could not breathe properly in this recycled airport air.

I hated him. I hated his easy confidence, his broad shoulders, the way he now spoke to me in meetings with a slight smile, reminding me, in front of everyone, that he was one up on me. I hated that he had been inside my wife, that he knew her body in ways I did not, that he made her feel things I couldn’t. I hated that he was orchestrating this, that my promotion was not a reward for my competence and hard work but a mechanism to remove me, to promote me out of the office so he could install himself in my bed. I felt the truth of it and hated him. But beneath the hatred, coiled and hot, the other thing waited and watched.

I wanted her to want it.

Nothing’s going to happen while you’re gone, she’d said this morning, her voice cheerful. I promise, Baby.

I shifted in the uncomfortable airport chair, my cock stirring against my khakis at the memory. I’d been too excited about my new adventure. Too blinded by the money, too eager to prove myself to a man who might be taking his cock out in front of my wife at that very moment. Did he drive straight to our home?

I sighed. I had wanted her to do this for years, the fantasy of her with other men, the humiliation and the hunger of it. But I never thought she’d pick him. Not him. I imagined her picking one of the other million men in our lives. Ray had never entered my mind. So thoroughly had Penny hidden her secret desires for the guy he never even blipped my radar, and I was always watching her. I was always looking for that one guy who caught her eye, the one guy she might have said yes to. That she picks the man who signs my checks, the man who controls my career, the man that already has too much authority over me. Now he gets my wife too?

The gate agent announced boarding for first class. I did not move. My ticket was economy, row thirty-two, middle seat. Raymond had approved my travel arrangements himself.

Nothing’s going to happen while you’re gone.

I heard her sweet voice in my head. I saw her beaming smile. Why didn’t I believe her? If something did happen, it wouldn’t be a violation of trust. Such was the game I’d invited her to play. Would it be cheating? Or was she merely teasing me, merely playing the game? That line was blurred now. I was the one that encouraged her to blur it.

I squirmed in my uncomfortable seat, listening for them to call economy.

My phone buzzed. I opened a text from Penny: Flight on time?

I typed back: Boarding first-class now, economy in a few minutes. Love you.

Three dots appeared, pulsed, disappeared. She was typing something else but then thought better of it. Or perhaps he had walked into the room and distracted her. I pictured his hand on her waist, his mouth at her ear, his fingers already probing inside her bathrobe while she struggled to maintain the fiction of our little suburban husband-wife charade.

God, I love her. I love her with a ferocity that frightened me a little.

I had opened this door. I had put us in this position. I had done this to us and to myself. I both hoped she was telling the truth that nothing would happen, and I hoped she was lying. It made me feel feverish to think she was lying. I wanted her to break her promise. I wanted to come home seven days from now and find evidence of him on her skin in little bite marks and pink handprints on her ass and the particular swollen redness her labia gets that only a cock his size can cause. The power imbalance between Ray and I was intoxicating and terrifying. When he fucked her, he wasn’t merely taking my wife, he was toying with my livelihood, teasing my professional dignity, taunting my self-esteem.

I picked up my phone. I typed: Are you alone? 

I stared at my message but did not hit send. I imagined her showering for him right now. I saw her shaving for him, choosing lingerie I had paid for with my new salary so he could tear it off her. I shifted in the hard chair and felt the pressure in my groin, the traitorous arousal that always came with these images. I wanted to picture her with him. I wanted to imagine her on her knees in our bedroom, her wedding ring glinting while she took him into her mouth. I wanted to imagine him bending her over our kitchen island, the same island where she had celebrated my promotion with champagne, and fucking her hard while she begged for more.

Although I hated the idea, I wanted him to fuck her. I wanted her to be his whore. I wanted to come home to find her dripping and then crawl between her legs to taste just how unfaithful she’d been.

The boarding announcement crackled again. Rows twenty to thirty this time. I stood on legs that felt distant and numb. I lifted my bag and joined the line of businessmen and tourists and extended families, all of us shuffling toward the plane entrance like cattle.

At the doorway, I paused and looked back at the terminal. For a moment I imagined running back, grabbing a cab, bursting through our front door to find them together. I imagined Raymond's naked body rising from between her thighs, his cock thick and wet, his expression unsurprised. I imagined him telling me to wait in the living room while he finished.

I found my seat, middle of the last row, and wedged myself between two seats. A large man in a polo shirt took the aisle seat and immediately claimed the armrest. I pressed the back of my head against the cool plastic cushion and closed my eyes.

I suspected Penny would not text me tonight. She would be busy. Or she would text me lies, sweet and easy, maybe while he was inside her. She would tell me she loved me, that she missed me, that she was watching television alone. I would believe none of it, and I would jerk off in the hotel shower thinking about her stretched beneath him, and I would cum hard to the image of my wife giving herself to my boss.

The engines whined. The plane pushed back from the gate. I thought of Raymond driving to my house, confident that I was safely airborne, that his competition was neutralized, that my wife was his for the taking, all seven days.

I thought of Penny opening the door for him. I thought of her smile, the one she saved for me when she wanted dick.

The plane taxied toward the runway. The flight attendant asked us to turn our phones off or put them in airplane mode. I lifted mine to do as she asked and it vibrated. Another text from Penny.

I opened it.

Raymond’s cock had never looked so hard. The veins crawled around his shaft like earthworms. The head and an inch or two were buried in my wife, her sweet, bald outer pussy lips shoved wide by his girth, hugging him tightly.

Oops! her text read. I lied.

She’d playfully added a little smiling emoticon face.

I looked up. The flight attendant was scowling at me. I switched to airplane mode and stewed. My phone was silent and useless and would be for hours. Penny’s timing was absolute perfection. Ray was slowly impaling my wife, and I was powerless to stop him. I had been powerless to stop him since the moment she saw him fucking Rosalee at the Christmas party, powerless to stop him since the moment I confessed my fantasy to her in the dark of our bedroom, powerless to stop him since the moment I accepted this promotion without understanding its true cost.

The salary was good. The benefits were very good.

The plane lifted off. The city fell away beneath me, then the clouds swallowed everything. I was gone. He had won. Seven hot and horny days from now, when I returned with my suitcase full of dirty laundry, I would find a wife who looked at me differently, who had been claimed over and over again by another man in my absence. Seven days was enough time to form routines. Seven days was enough time to connect emotionally, develop real feelings, grow fond of each other.

“Fuck,” I growled, pushing my erection sideways.

The men on either side of me turned to stare.

“Sorry,” I said, waving my phone a little. “Bad news.”

They returned to the books they read. I sat rigid in my seat as the seatbelt sign dinged off, and I waited for the hours to pass, and I waited for my life to become whatever Raymond and Penny decided it would be while I was not there to stop it. It occurred to me that while I might be leaving one life behind, in more ways than one, I was also flying into something new, something new and exciting.

Put a baby in you, suddenly popped into my head. Raymond had said those words to Penny and she’d orgasmed almost instantly.

“Fuck,” I muttered again, this time ignoring the two men next to me.

End.
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