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Chapter 1

I checked the silk rope I use to tie my wife's wrists to the headboard and then I checked her blindfold. I had already checked her ankle restraints. Everything was secure. She was going nowhere. I was as naked as she was, and I intentionally dragged my big cock along her skin as I moved around her body. It drives her crazy when I do that. She was already breathing deeply, lips parted, nipples stiff.

She loves this game, and so do I.

I leaned over and exhaled hot, moist air on her pussy. She gasped softly and tried to lift her hips to my mouth. My tongue darted to tease her clitoris briefly, and she gasped again, louder this time.

“Just fuck me,” she begged.

I ignored her this time like I ignored her every time. She's not in charge. I am.

My fingertips danced delicately along her sensitive skin, circling her areola, gently teasing her labia, softly stroking her throat and her lips. I do something different every time I tie her to our bed and the randomness of my actions drives her wild. I aimed my hot breath at her stiff nipples.

“Please, Baby,” she whimpered. “Fuck me.”

I did not. Not yet. Instead, I took my time, teasing, coaxing, arousing.

Finally, when she was so excited and wet I could almost taste her pussy in the bedroom air, I climbed on the bed over her and braced my hands against the headboard. My dick is not porn star huge, but it is certainly bigger than average. I eased my hips forward and brushed the tip of my cock against her parted lips. She jumped. I did it again. She moaned and opened her lips a little wider, slipping her tongue out to lift me with the head. She opened wider and I fed her the first inch.

“Close your lips on me, Mia,” I said. “Suck. I'm leaking precum. Suck it out of me. Taste my flavor.”

She groaned and obeyed. Her rough taste buds scrubbed the slit at the tip of my cock. I sent a surge of blood to make my dick expand and she groaned again. I began to push, sliding my cock head along the length of her tongue towards the back of her throat, forcing her jaw to open wider. I moved my leg between hers, pressing her pussy with my thigh. She involuntarily began to hump my leg. I fed her more cock. In a sixty-nine position she can take all of it, but at this angle, me over her like this, she could only handle about half. Less, once I get hard. For now, I used my soft dick to pump her mouth and fuck her face. I got aggressive and forced her to take more, pushing deeper until my balls touched her chin. She coughed and choked, so I withdrew, but she opened wide again, ready for more.

“Fuck my mouth, Baby,” she murmured.

I left my leg between hers and rose on my toes. I thrust my hips and began to use her mouth for my own pleasure, which is exactly what she was hoping I would do. I continued to try for something deeper and soon she relaxed enough that I could touch the back of her throat even as I turned stiff. I occasionally went too deep and choked her again but that just made her come back eager for more.

After a while I pulled almost all the way out and told her to leave a hickey on the tip of my dick, which she did. I eased myself higher and sat my scrotum in her mouth, enjoying the sensations of her wild tongue slapping and licking. I put my cock back in her mouth and pressed my thigh against her cunt.

“Cum for me,” I demanded. “Hump my leg. Make yourself cum with my dick in your mouth. I want to watch you orgasm while sucking.”

She groaned with deep arousal. I am not usually so bossy but tonight we both seemed to be enjoying it, so I thought what the hell. I stared down the length of my flat stomach and watched her struggle. My thick veiny cock looked so good in her mouth. Her pretty face was the picture of concentration. She was determined to do a good job. She has confessed many times her love of sucking dick, so who was I to deny her?

“Should I remove your blindfold?”

She couldn't answer of course because her mouth was stuffed, so she shook her head slightly side to side.

“I wonder,” I said. “You say you like the blindfold because it focuses your attention on the throbbing in your mouth, but I wonder sometimes if it also helps you imagine I am someone else. Does it? Ever?”

She didn't answer. I didn't expect her to. I was simply trying to push buttons. She lifted her head off the pillow as far as she could in order to bob. It was glorious. My input was unnecessary. She was sucking a hard cock, determined to make it ejaculate, grinding her pussy on my leg, and chasing her own orgasm as hard as she chased mine. It all got to me.

“Down your throat?”

Mia responded with a long slow moan and faster bobbing. I let it happen. I held myself still and let her do all the work. I let her earn my load. She felt me grow harder and expand in her mouth and she got wildly turned on. She started a rhythm of sucking hard and fast and then holding just the head on her tongue and sucking as hard as she could, sucking so hard it almost hurt. She'd bring me right to the edge of pain over and over until I could no longer hold back. My body turned rigid, and I groaned loudly. The first blast of semen hit the back of her throat and slid into her stomach. I kept myself frozen, allowing her to work my cock like a she-devil, milking jet after jet of hot sperm. She was ravenous, gulping and swallowing as my loud moans filled our bedroom and turned her on. My balls clenched again and again, pumping out buckets. She sucked hard and kept sucking even after I had shot my last. My sensitivity skyrocketed and intense pleasure became a weird kind of intense pleasure mixed with pain. I took it like a man, allowing her to torture my spent cock. I took it as long as I could, but eventually it grew into more pain mixed with a little pleasure, and finally just pain. I pulled my hips back, but she kept sucking hard. My dick left her mouth with a pop. I crawled off the bed and stood beside her.

She looked sexy as fuck.

Her body writhed with need. Tied to the four corners and blindfolded she was at my mercy. She licked her lips to taste the last of my jizz and lifted her hips, desperate for penetration. Too bad my dick was already headed south.

“Russ?” she murmured. “Are you still there? Russell?”

I silently opened the nightstand drawer and lifted her biggest dildo and a small vibrating anal butt plug and the remote That goes with it. The dildo was an intimidating work of art, a little bigger than me in every way. I ignored her question and crawled up on the bed, holding that big, beautiful, perfect cock over my now deflated member. I positioned it where it would be if it actually was my erection and crawled closer on my knees. I warmed the butt plug in my hand and then pressed it against her puckered asshole. She calmed her breathing and relaxed her tight ring, and the butt plug slipped in, trailing a short antenna. I sat the remote on the bed next to my knee and set the intensity at two out of ten. She moaned softly and began slowly rotating her hips. I held the base of the dildo firmly and walked my knees closer. I brushed that big cock along her inner thigh so she knew something approached.

“Russell?”

She jumped when the tip touched her slit. I gently rubbed it up and down a little to wet the head. She got real still. The tilt of her head told me she was running a million calculations a minute.

“Russ?”

I heard the strain in her voice. She was ninety-nine-point-ninety-nine percent sure it was me that had just crawled on the bed and teased her pussy, but she was not one-hundred percent sure. It dawned on me that I could have snuck another man into our bedroom and offered her to him. I am just crazy enough to try such a stunt, and she knows that. 

“That’s you, right, Baby?” she asked. “Are you still hard? Are you about to give me that baby we want so much?”

I was careful to keep my body from touching hers. Our only point of contact was that fat cock teasing her hole. I held myself over her and eased my hips forward, sinking the head in. My wife gasped. I fed her pussy a little more and she released all the air in her lungs in a long-drawn-out sigh. She was so wet I pushed in smoothly. I kept my eyes glued to her opening, watching the thick shaft spread her wide. I pulled out a little and noticed the fake cock gleamed from her juices. She was drenched, but was she drenched for me? Yes. Of course. Deep down she knew it was me.

I started to pump my hips, marveling at the gorgeous sight of that perfectly realistic veiny tube slipping and sliding in and out. I held the base of it against my body and fucked her slow and deep. She groaned from heartfelt pleasure.

“Soooo biggggg,” she softly moaned.

I kept my rhythm steady, slowly driving her higher and higher. I changed the angle slightly so that the shaft was gliding directly against her clit. That, combined with that softly vibrating butt plug, was enough to get her there. She gasped and began to lift her hips in time to meet mine.

“I’m gonna cum,” she panted, as if she couldn't believe it. “That feels so good. So thick. Don't stop.”

I began dropping my hips, pulling almost all the way out and then dropping my hips again. I pumped faster and faster until I was pounding her into the bed.

“Gonna cum!” she cried.

She lifted her hips off the mattress, and I drove that cock in and out of the cunt she offered. Suddenly her body went stiff, and she pulled hard on all four restraining ropes. Every muscle clenched and she growled long and low as her orgasm crashed into her. It looked like a really good one. It peaked and she fell to the bed thrashing beneath me, tugging on the ropes and tossing her head as the sensations continued to roll over her.

“Fuuuuuuuck!” she cried.

I kept thrusting and she kept cumming. No way would I stop first. I kept fucking her with that fat toy and my wife just kept cumming and cumming. Finally, something must have overloaded. She made a weird noise deep in her throat and collapsed to the bed, wiped out. I continued pumping my hips, but she didn't react. That was it. She was spent. She laid there motionless. She might have been unconscious under that blindfold. I leaned down and tenderly kissed her stiff nipples.

She sucked air when I began to withdraw so I went slow.

“Wait,” she whispered. “Stay.”

I eased that big cock all the way in again until I pressed gently against her cervix and then I carefully wedged a pillow to keep it in place. I moved around on the bed, offering my soft cock to her mouth. She jumped a little when she felt my penis brush her lips, surprised since she was clearly still stuffed with dick. She slipped me in and gently sucked while savoring the sensation of a packed pussy, slowly and gently rotating her hips to better feel him in there while I was in her mouth.

I realized my wife was imagining two men at the same time. There was no way she couldn't be. It's possible in her post orgasmic glow she was unaware what she did, but to me it was obvious. She just held me in her mouth like I was a piece of hard candy, rolling me around, delighted to have me in there.


Chapter 2

I remember brushing my teeth. I remember shaving. I remember my cup of coffee and how good it tasted, and I remember kissing Mia at the front door.

My light was green.

I never saw the garbage truck that ran the red.

I woke up in this starch white hospital room with pins in my arms and legs and cables running every which way. My IV bag contained a clear liquid, and the machine monitoring my vital signs softly beeped rhythmically. I tried to turn my head to see more and groaned as pain shot through me. Mia sat asleep in a chair by the bed. My groan woke her. She saw my open eyes and instantly burst into tears. She left the chair to carefully lean over the bed and gently kiss my lips.

“Water,” I croaked.

She kissed me a few more times and then lifted a glass with a straw to my lips. I cooled my parched throat and pushed the straw out of my mouth.

“What the fuck, Babe?” I rasped. “What happened?”

She got her tears under control.

“You were on your way to work. You’d barely left our neighborhood. You got to that first intersection by the real estate office and as you drove through, an out-of-control garbage truck smashed into you, carrying you across the intersection and into the brick wall around Chesterfield Park.”

She lost control of the tears. I waited because what else could I do? I tried to remember the events she described but came up with nothing. The last thing I remember was pulling out of our neighborhood.

“The doctors say you are lucky to be alive. The side airbags plus your seat belt saved you. I don't know what I would have done if I’d lost you, Russell. You are my whole life.”

More tears came. I closed my eyes and tried to draw a deep breath. My ribs hurt way too much.

“Water,” I said again.

Weeping, she brought the straw to my lips, and I drank.

It took an hour to get the full story from her. I tired so easily. I closed my eyes to rest, and she waited patiently until I opened them again before continuing. I had internal tissue damage and multiple broken bones. I had nerve damage. I had spent several days in a coma. One doctor was worried I would never walk again. All the doctors agreed I would need a long time, possibly a year or more, before I fully recovered, if I ever did. It would be a while before I was even able to leave the hospital. Once home, I would need specialized equipment to continue rehabilitation in bed, and then more specialized equipment to get around, once I finally could.

“Be prepared for a long recovery,” one doctor said. “Fix it in your mind that you will be spending months and months in bed.”

Mia had already arranged for a full-time caretaker to look after me once she returned to work. Our insurance policy, combined with the policy of the waste management company, combined with our own natural wealth, would provide all the cash we needed to replace lost wages. It was great that we had no concern for money, but the idea I might not walk again terrified me. I promised myself that such would not be my fate.


Chapter 3

“Hello, Carla,” I said.

“Hello, Mister Cabot.”

This nurse’s assistant was my favorite: cute, looking a little like the actress Lily Collins, short brown hair in a classic bob, shapely, young. Today she would be giving me my sponge bath as the older Asian woman who usually does it has the day off. I have very little to look forward to these days, but I was looking forward to this.

She entered the room pushing her supplies on a small cart, and setting them on the rack next to my bed. We chatted about the news and the weather. She and her boyfriend were going snow skiing soon, when he got a holiday from college, and she was hoping for fresh powder. She drew the curtain all the way around the bed. I kept the conversation light, casual, so she wouldn't know how badly I needed this. I asked her to tell me about the last time she went skiing and she launched into a lengthy story as she prepared the sponge and untied my hospital gown. She flipped the two sides apart, exposing me all the way down the front.

“Oh my God,” she laughed. “I'm so sorry. I had no idea.”

“No idea about what?” I asked.

She used the sponge to point at my crotch. I managed to lift my head high enough to see what she meant. I was partially engorged.

“No, I'm sorry,” I said. “I can't feel a thing down there. I'm pretty much numb from the shoulders down. I would have warned you if I knew.”

“Don't worry about it, Mister Cabot. I've seen all kinds of things since I started working at this hospital, although I have to admit, I haven't seen one that big before. Your wife's a lucky woman.”

“She was, until the accident. Now I can't do anything for her. We were trying to have a kid before all this. Now there's a good chance we never will.”

“That's so sad. You gotta stay positive. These doctors are amazing.”

She was talking to me, but her bright, young eyes were on my dick. I certainly hadn't expected a morning like this, and I liked it. She moved the basin closer and wet the sponge, starting on my feet and working her way up my legs. I enjoyed the view of her sweet youthful face just beyond my fat dick, moving ever closer as she bathed my shins, my calves, my knees, my thighs. It occurred to me she was deliberately extending the moment. She glanced at my dick many times, which only made me more excited. At last, she reached my crotch.

“I'm sorry Mister Cabot,” she said. “With your permission, I'll need to touch you to be sure I clean all around. Is that all right?”

I gave her a nod and pretended to close my eyes, watching her through narrow slits. Now that she believed she was no longer being observed, she grew bolder. She bathed me, but she also studied me, resting the hot shaft on her palm, gently dabbing my sensitive balls. It felt like she was touching me through three layers of towels.

“I know I need to be really careful with these,” she said, handling my testicles. “I accidentally squeezed my boyfriend's once, and he just about passed out. Isn't it funny how they are so sensitive?”

“Hilarious.”

“Seeing yours like this makes me miss my boyfriend a lot.”

“My penis reminds you of his?”

“Oh gosh, no. He's nothing like you. You're so much bigger. I just mean seeing this article of the male anatomy. His was the only one I ever knew until I started working here. I thought his was really big until I saw a few others. You're as big as Mister Reggie, but his is black. His is a little longer, but you're thicker.”

“What's your boyfriend's name?”

“Tyler. Would you like me to empty it for you like I do for Mister Reggie?”

“Empty? What do you mean empty?”

“Your penis. Like milking a cow. I just rub it while aiming at a towel. The man-stuff sprays out and you guys feel a lot better. It doesn't mean anything. I just know you men can get all backed up and it hurts. Don't worry, I won't tell anyone. I can keep secrets. I'm just being nice.”

“I honestly don't know if anything will happen. I can barely feel you.”

She shrugged.

“Whatever you want. I can try it. If it works, great. If it doesn't, at least we tried.”

“Did Mister Reggie give you this idea?”

“No, my boyfriend did. I do it for him when we don't have privacy. He doesn't know I also use it on the men at the hospital. Tyler wants me to do it all the time.”

“I bet he does. Go ahead and give it a try, but I can't promise anything.”

She sat the sponge aside and pulled a small towel from the cart by the bed. She spread it over my belly and then very professionally cupped my balls with one hand and began stroking my penis with the other, scrotum to head and back again. What an incredible sight. I desperately wished I could feel what she was doing. She stared at my cock like she wanted to buy it and take it home with her. Sorry, Tyler.

“You're getting a little harder,” she said, hoping to encourage me.

“You’re very pretty and this is very exciting. I really wish I could feel your hand better. Maybe you should try tugging harder or faster.”

She did, but it was no use. I'll never forget that moment, But I just simply couldn't get there.

“You think I'm pretty?”

“Very pretty.”

“Would it help if I showed my boobs?”

I fought to keep my face under control.

“Probably. We can try it.”

She released my penis and lifted the loop of her apron over her head. She unbuttoned her shirt and opened it, revealing a lacy white bra and bulging milky cleavage. Her tits were as smooth as ivory. I saw a hint of pink areola through each demicup. The titillation in my brain spiked off the charts. She adjusted her shirt a little to give me a better view and returned to stroking my cock. I felt something far away happening in my testicles. She smiled proudly, pleased with her effect on men.

Without warning, my soft dick spit a gush of hot sperm onto the towel. Her smile broke into a grin, then a chuckle. I felt almost nothing as my testicles churned out buckets.

“We did it Mister Cabot,” she said proudly, milking me, emptying my full balls.

Finally, I felt a faint whiff of pleasure, a tingling in my hands and feet. I felt tension and pressure drain from my body.

“Wow,” I murmured. “That really worked.”

“Yeah,” she agreed, watching the last of it spurt. “That was a lot.”

She rested my deflated penis on my thigh and carefully folded the towel, dropping it into a bucket on the bottom shelf of her cart.

“I'm so glad I was able to help,” she said, collecting her sponge.

She bathed my chest and arms and neck, and then used a washcloth for my face. She washed my hands one at a time. When she finished, she gathered my gown and tied it again down my side.

“I think you're on my schedule again this Friday,” she said, adjusting her clothes and preparing to leave. “Would you like this special treatment again?”

I exhaled deeply, feeling my body relax.

“I want you to do that to me every chance you get,” I said.

She patted my hand.

“Thanks for saying I'm pretty,” she said, drawing the curtain back and heading for her next patient.

“Very pretty,” I mumbled.


Chapter 4

Ten weeks. That's how long I stayed in that hospital in that bed. My diagnosis was not great. Mia set up a room in our house where she and Thomas, the caregiver she hired, could tend to me. The bed I was in was a technological marvel, able to turn side to side, raise and lower, and tilt in any direction. I was as comfortable as someone confined to a bed could be. Mentally, however, I was going a little bit insane. Some of it was for me, but most of my insanity was for Mia. My poor wife was glued to my side. She abandoned her active social life, her friends, and her close-knit family. Her career, normally a source of joy and accomplishment, became a required task, something dreaded, something she departed the instant she could, racing home to take care of me. She stopped going to the gym. The days dragged on. I saw her sadness growing.

“I notice that you swell some while you sleep,” she said one day.

“Do I? I guess nothing can stop nocturnal erections.”

“Maybe there's a way we can use that.”

“What do you mean?”

She moved to the bedside and held my good hand.

“I still want a baby, Russ. Maybe I can find a way to have intercourse with you. Maybe I can get you to ejaculate. Maybe there's a way you can still get me pregnant.”

“You can try,” I said. “I feel almost nothing down there, but if you can get me hard enough to penetrate, maybe we can. I'll skip my painkillers for a few days. I'm sure that will make it easier for me to get hard and cum, if I can.”

“But then everything will hurt too much.”

“I hope not. We can only try, Mia. It might be fun.”

It was not fun.

I experienced a lot of pain to go with very little pleasure. She had been tracking her ovulation, so our timing would have been perfect. We tried for ten days in a row, but I never got hard enough to penetrate.

Today, she entered my room and dropped heavily into a chair.

“What's wrong?” I asked.

She exhaled a deep sigh and stared at the ceiling.

“I've been doing a lot of reading,” she said. “There is something we should have tested before we ever even tried this. I'd like to get your sperm assessed.”

I studied her face. My wife was so sad.

“All right,” I agreed. “How do we do that?”

She held up a small plastic cup with a lid. She moved to my bed and flipped back the covers. She gazed at my big soft penis. Her expression was as if her best friend had died, and she was visiting their grave. She masturbated my soft penis into the cup, and just like I had with Carla, I soon gushed semen. She snapped the lid in place.

“I'm going to take this to a specialist,” she said.

I nodded my agreement, and she kissed my forehead before leaving.

We quickly learned that because of the accident, my sperm had zero motility. The doctor said the motility may return but it may not and that we should both prepare emotionally for that possibility.

My wife and I suffered some dark days. How quickly our perfect life has changed. Our lives had been shattered. After the doctor's pronouncement, Mia and I barely spoke for almost a week. We were both haunted by a deep sadness. Our sense of loss was huge. I wallowed in my own misery.

One night I dreamed I was changing a flat tire. Strange how something formally considered a task would now be delightfully welcomed. The dream stuck with me all day. I considered all the possible meanings. Towards the end of the day another meaning crept into my consciousness.

Mia came to see me the instant she got home from work, and I asked her to sit. I had some things I needed to say.

“I want you to call your crazy friend, Rosalie,” I began. “I need you to go out with her tomorrow night and have some fun.” She started to protest but I cut her off. “It's bad enough I am anchored to this room. It makes me sad and miserable, but I'm working on that. I'm working on my attitude. But today I realized I am carrying the misery of two people, mine and yours. I'm dragging you down and I hate it. Worst of all, there's no need for it. We are not both bedridden. I need you to go out and have fun and come home and tell me all about it. Hell, I can use my phone in bed. You can send me texts and pictures and videos of you out having fun. It will make me feel infinitely better if I know I'm not dragging you down. I need to see the love of my life happier.”

“What if you need me? What if something happens?”

“We have Thomas. There's no reason for you to be here except to show me how loyal you are and how much you love me. I love you for that, but now I need you to do this for me. I need you to get back to living your life. Tell me you'll do it.”

She chewed her bottom lip and wrung her hands.

“Let me think about it,” she said. “It's a big change.”

“It's a necessary one. I believe the positive energy will contribute to my healing and might even get my sperm swimming again.”

“That would be lovely.”

“Think about it, and then give Rosalie a call. That girl is wild. She's always going out. Once she learns she'll be helping us, she'll jump at the opportunity.”

Mia looked at the floor. Thomas entered the room with a tray of food and they both set about the task of feeding me.


Chapter 5

My phone buzzed with the notification of a message received. I struggled to lift it and fumbled a little to open the text. I played a short video clip of Rosalie too close to the lens. Pulsating music throbbed. They were at a club.

“I finally got her ass out on the dance floor,” Rose laughed, obviously a little intoxicated. “She was super reluctant, but I knocked that shit down. She didn't want to send you a video, feeling like it rubbed your nose in the fun she was having, but I get it. She told me what you said. I understand. I'd feel the same way in your shoes. I'm going to document everything and make sure you get it. Her joy will be your joy.”

The camera swung towards the dance floor, but Mia was lost in the crowd. Bright colorful lights flashed wildly. A cacophony of sound and motion poured out of my phone. The video ended. I turned the volume down and played it again, this time studying the dance floor when Rosalie turned the phone that way. I caught a glimpse of Mia dancing. She'd worn a full-length coat when she came to kiss me before leaving the house, so I had no idea what she wore for her night out, but I saw it now. It was a variation on a little black dress, but the neckline was low in front, and a slit came way up her thigh. Rose must have purchased that dress for her. No way Mia bought that for herself.

It was good to see my wife smiling and laughing again. She looked happy. She looked sexy. I watched the video several times. Then, I watched it again, only this time paying attention to the people around her, and when I say people, I mean men. She's a pretty woman with a great body, and virtually every man around her had noticed. Plenty of women too. Rosalie obviously got Mia a little drunk to help her relax. I loved seeing it. I loved seeing my wife having fun. It did my heart good, and all those men lusting after her filled me with pride.

When she got home, she came directly to my room to check on me. She was still tipsy. I played the video for her, and she laughed at herself, turning shy.

“I can't believe Rose sent that video to you,” she said. “I was unaware she even made it.”

“I'm so glad she did. It made me feel connected, like I was a part of your night. I couldn't be at the club with you but at least I got some vicarious delight.”

“Really? I thought it would make you envious. It almost feels mean to me. Like I’m flaunting the fact that I have full use of my body.”

“Quite the opposite. I was glad she thought to include me.”

“Lesson learned. I will be less reluctant next time.”

We kissed.

“Now watch the video again,” I said. “Only this time pay attention to the men around you.”

She hit play and I saw her eyes grow wide as a smile slowly spread.

“I never noticed,” she said, laughing at herself. “I was oblivious. If not for this video, I would never have believed you. I hope it didn't make you jealous.”

“It made me proud. There was a little jealousy, of course, but mostly it was satisfying to see all those men attracted to you yet I'm the one that gets to be married to you. It gave me an ego boost.”

She gave me my phone.

“It was a wonderful ego boost for me as well,” she joked. “Now this girl needs a shower, a bite to eat, and twelve hours of sleep.”

She kissed me again and turned to leave my room.

“Before you go,” I said. “Open your coat and let me see what you wore.”

She turned coy, untying the sash around her waist like she performed an impromptu striptease. She opened her coat slowly, revealing her little black dress.

“Good God, you're a gorgeous woman,” I said.

She hurried to the bed and kissed me again before spinning on her heel and heading to the shower.


Chapter 6

“I’ll check on you when I get back,” Mia said, leaning over the bed to kiss me.

The lapel of her coat fell forward, and I caught a glimpse of skin.

“What's tonight's outfit?” I asked. “Little black dress again?”

“No, Rose is demanding I dress sexier, and the club was a lot warmer than I thought it would be. I'm going with something daring to shut her up.”

“Show me. Open your coat and let me see my sexy wife.”

She hesitated, then took a step back and untied the sash. She pulled the two halves wide, revealing layered black and white lace tops over a black lace bra. Her miniskirt was black and tight.

“You look lovely. Those poor men don't stand a chance.”

She let her coat close.

“Those poor men only have eyes for Rosalie. I'm just trying to keep up and not look like the odd girl out. I'm still uncomfortable in those clubs, but Rose and I are having fun, which is what you wanted.”

“I did.”

“Actually, you were right, it's good for both of us. Me and you.”

“It has drained away a lot of tension,” I agreed. “You've only gone out half a dozen times, but the difference is astounding. You're smiling again. I am too.”

She carefully lifted my hand and kissed the back.

“I guess my outfit meets your approval?”

“It does. But you're wrong about those men. I see them looking at you more than her. Show me again what you are wearing tonight.”

She opened her coat like some perverted flasher in the park, holding it open to give me a good long look. The light in this room wasn't great but I thought I saw hints of areola. A club spotlight might turn her layered tops see-through, but I said nothing. No need to make her self-conscious just before she goes out. She looked hot as hell, hot enough to make me believe I felt a faint tingling in my balls.

“I love the way you're looking at me right now,” she said. “I see the fire. Hold on to that, my love. Keep that desire close to your heart. Once you are healthy, we’ll use that fire to give me the baby we want.”

She wrapped her coat tightly and tied the sash. She gave me a little wave and a smile and left the room. I closed my eyes to sleep.

I was awakened by the buzz of a text notification. I fumbled my phone a little with my one good hand and opened the message. Another video clip of Mia dancing. What was the difference this time? She was surrounded by five men, all of them looking her up and down with raw undisguised lust. The camera spun wildly on Rosalie’s face.

“Your girl is hugely popular,” Rose said, laughing and tipsy. “I've created a monster. She's stealing all my attention!”

The camera swung back to my wife. Mia looked overwhelmed but was enjoying the attention. Everyone kept their hands to themselves, but I could plainly see how much the men wanted to touch her. I felt a rush of jealousy but scolded myself out of it. They were out in public. What harm could be done? Mia had gone a long time without being touched. I was sure she missed it. I doubt she wanted any of these men to touch her, but she had to be craving contact. Our sex used to be intimate and passionate. I suddenly missed my wife very much. I played the video a few times and set my phone down, only to pick it up again seconds later when a new video arrived.

The men had moved in. The circle had tightened. Mia restricted her dancing yet still sometimes brushed against this man or that man. She looked so conflicted. Guilty, yet at the same time starved for physical attention.

“That's all for now!” Rose laughed, dropping her phone on their table.

I was sure she intended to stop recording and join the others, but she missed the button. The camera angle turned sideways. I saw Rose slip inside the circle of men. She hugged my wife and backed into the man behind her. He ground his crotch on her ass and Rosalie laughed. Encouraged, the men moved in. My mind imagined my penis waking. I moved the sheet. Nope. Despite my mental titillation, my dick lay as dead as roadkill. I pulled the covers in place again. The sight was too sad to see. Once a magnificent tower of manhood, I now owned a limp noodle of a cock.

I played the video again, watching the two women tease and flirt. Rosalie was much more active than Mia, of course, but my wife did make tentative attempts. Poor thing. She was adrift in the storm. She had no idea what was okay and what wasn't. She would do nothing to disrespect me, but I wasn't there. She had confusing desires pushing her, and Rosalie's ever watchful eye tracking every move she made. I know she wanted to please her friend yet avoid anything that could cause me grief. Mixed into all this were her own wants and needs, heightened by the obvious lust of these men.

Had I inadvertently made things worse for her? Did sending her out fan the flames of lust, only to have those desires thwarted? The video reached the time limit and automatically shut off. Rose must have sent it without watching it first.

I was now as conflicted as my wife. I believed she needed to vent. I knew in my heart she needed some kind of release. I also knew she would never grant herself that without my permission. I opened a text message and used my voice to type what I needed to say.

Tell Mia to relax, I wrote. Tell her to worry less about me or about being proper. Tell her I say she needs to flirt and have fun.

I hit send.

Beyond the phone, I noticed my penis lying useless against my thigh. Sex was denied to me, and my brain and body fully understood that. I had shut that part of myself down completely, without consciously realizing it. But what was happening now with Mia was a way around that blockade, a kind of psychological secret door that once again granted me access and awakened desires, despite having no way to act on them. I picked up my phone again.

Tell her I say touching is okay, I added.

My heart was beating fast. I wasn't sure why. They were out in public in full view of everyone. Nothing could happen. Not really. I think the adrenaline rush I felt came from the shifting of my position on such things. I was giving her permission, and that was exciting, but she wouldn't truly be able to use it. I dropped my phone on the bed and began to question myself. How far should I let her go? How far could I let her go, and not regret it? I had doubts, but I also felt a strange kind of joy. They say if you love something set it free and, in a way, I was.

After a while, I got another message from Rose. Text this time.

Thank God you said something! I've been telling her the same thing for weeks. She's so shy and cautious. I said you would never have sent her out here if this is how she was going to behave. Now I can show her your text and she has no argument. Don't worry, I'll keep a close eye on her. I won’t let her go too far.

Small comfort. Where Rosalie would draw a line is probably far different from where I would draw a Iine. I sat my phone on my chest and closed my eyes. I waited for my heartbeat to return to normal. Nothing could happen. I knew that. Nothing serious anyway. Nothing more serious than what can happen while being crammed into a packed subway car. I drifted off.


Chapter 7

I was awakened by Mia entering the room. She smelled like smoke, both weed and cigarettes, sweat, alcohol, and perfume. Her face was flush, glowing.

“Did you have fun tonight?” I mumbled.

“I'm sorry, Baby. Did I wake you? I was just coming in to make sure you were sleeping peacefully. Sorry if I made too much noise.”

“I’ve been in and out of sleep all night, Honey. Don't worry. So, did you have fun tonight? I hope Rose showed you my message.”

“She did. I didn't believe her at first, so she stuck it in my face. I understand why you said it and I think it's so sweet. You are such a giving, loving husband.”

“There's just no reason for both of us to be miserable. I guess you had a lot of fun because Rose never sent another message.”

“That bitch left with some guy. She abandoned me to all those adoring men.”

“Doesn’t sound so bad.”

“I have to admit I really liked it. I was the center of attention once she was gone. All those guys tried so hard to impress me, buying me drinks and asking me deep questions. They listened so closely to my stories. I was the belle of the ball.”

“I bet you were the center of attention even before Rose left. You don't give yourself enough credit. You're prettier than Rose and have a better body. She reaches out and grabs them with her outgoing, flirtatious personality. She's cute, but she's not gorgeous like you. Rose is that aggressive girl we all knew in school. That kind that flirts as easily as she breathes. Most guys love it but can sometimes be intimidated by her forwardness. You on the other hand are the kind of girl who doesn’t even know how sexy she is. That makes you a hundred times sweeter and more desirable than Rose.”

My slightly inebriated wife stared at me.

“I would so jump you right now if I could,” she said.

“I want that too. When I saw you dancing, I got turned on. My brain and body know sex is banned right now and I don’t even think about it anymore. I don’t desire it. But somehow when I watched you, lust found a secret path.”

“I don't understand.”

“It's complicated. I feel cut off from my own sex drive by the fear of pain or the risk of further damaging my spine, but I am able to tap into those feelings vicariously through your sex drive. It's curious. Tonight I experienced the most arousal I've felt in a long time.”

She got seriously thoughtful.

“What's going on?” I asked. “Did I say something wrong?”

She shook her head.

“No, I just want to make sure I’m hearing you right. Are you saying, through no choice of your own, a sense of self-preservation has detached you from sex?”

“Yes.”

“Are you also saying that tonight, from watching me, that those thoughts and feelings indirectly returned?”

“Yes.”

“Watching me flirt turned you on?”

“Kind of. More like I experienced my arousal through your arousal. I felt what you felt. Sexual empathy.”

“That leads me to believe you probably want me to do it again.”

“I do. Very much. It felt good. It felt exciting. I haven't felt those emotions for a very long time.”

She looked away, thoughtful concern furrowing her brow.

“There's that look again,” I said.

“Something happened tonight, and I worried about telling you. Now it sounds like the more I tell you the better.”

I waited for her to go on, but she didn't.

“What do you mean something happened tonight?” I asked. “What kind of thing happened tonight?”

“You saw the group of men that attached themselves to us. Rose thought several of them were attractive. One of them zeroed in on her and she left with him.”

“I bet you had a favorite too.”

“I did.”

Again, I waited for her to go on, but she didn't.

“Tell me,” I said. “Don’t worry.”

“I feel awful. You're at home, disabled, stuck in a bed, and I'm out cavorting, carrying on with handsome men I don't know.”

“With my permission.”

“Permission is not enough. You're just being generous and kind.”

“No, it's more than that. There's something in it for me. I found it exciting.”

She played with the end of her hair.

“Tell me,” I said again.

“They were businessmen. They were visiting from Manhattan. Each was attractive in his own way, but one of them was something special.”

“Go on.”

“His name is Jake.” Pause. Deep breath. “We danced a slow song. One. He held me tight, and his breath warmed my neck. It felt so good to be held that I pulled him closer and then I felt it. Against my stomach.”

“It?”

“His erection. He was hard. He was hard because of me.”

“I’m sure he was. You looked amazing.”

“Thank you. Jake and I had an emotional connection too. There was mutual attraction. His friends sensed it and backed off, leaving us alone. It felt so good to excite a man that much. It's been so long. I miss a strong male presence in my life. He felt big, like you, and it made me miss your cock so badly. It brought back memories of all the intense hot sex we used to have.”

“What were you thinking?”

She chuckled, embarrassed.

“I was thinking that I wanted more. I've gone so long without. You have too. We both have. I have this attractive man in my arms, handsome, big hard cock, and it was like a dam inside my head collapsed, sending a torrent rushing down the canyon. My hand floated up all by itself and I pressed my fingers and palm against him through his pants. I felt it throbbing. The arousal exploded inside me. He told me he wanted me, and I admitted I wanted him too, but I couldn’t because I'm married. He said he understood but it didn't change the fact. His respect and self-control made me want him even more. I squeezed his cock, remembering how your big dick used to drive me crazy. I remembered how intense our sex was, how sometimes your penis was almost overwhelming, how the size was almost more than I could handle. I craved that again so very much.”

“Did you fuck him?” I asked, jumping ahead to where I thought this was headed.

She recoiled, shocked I would ask such a thing.

“No! Of course not. I'm not confessing anything terrible I did, I'm confessing a bunch of terrible things I felt.”

“Not so terrible, Honey, given what I'm putting you through.”

“You aren't putting me through anything. None of this is your fault, Russell.”

“It's not about blame, Mia. It's about living our life to the fullest despite these dire circumstances. It's about me being confident and secure in our relationship and acting unselfishly. That I get turned on when you get turned on is a bonus.”

My wife studied my face.

“You're on the dance floor, swaying to a slow song. You're squeezing his cock through his pants. It's dark in there. Nobody can tell what's happening. Hell, they are probably all feeling each other up just like you. They don't care what you're doing. What happened next?”

“Are you sure you want to hear this?”

“It's exciting, Mia. What else do I have?”

She drew a deep, shaky breath.

“Did you put your hand down his pants? Did you touch it, skin on skin?”

“No, Russ. At this point we were still inside the club, out in plain sight. They would have kicked us out.”

“Sounds like you thought about it.”

“I did. That’s why I told him I needed fresh air.”

“Oh. You went outside. Smart.”

“We did. Why not? Roslie had bailed on me long ago. Jake's friends had moved on. It was just him and me in a crowd of strangers. I told him I needed air, and he held my hand and led me through the crowd. We stopped to get our wrists stamped so that we could reenter, and then we stepped out into the cool night. There was a huge six-story parking garage across the street, and he led me that way. We rode the elevator to the roof and walked to the wall that surrounded the edge. He came up behind me, wrapping my body in his strong arms. He kissed my neck and nestled his erection between my butt cheeks. Are you sure you want to hear all this?”

I was breathless, captivated.

“Jesus, Mia, this is so intense. You have no idea how much I'm loving this.”

“How can you possibly? I'm describing my intimate physical interactions with another man. You're telling me do you like hearing these details?”

“Yes! I can perfectly imagine your pounding heart, your fast and shallow breathing. I bet your head was spinning.”

“I was barely maintaining control. Honestly, I worried about pitching over the low wall. My heart beat so hard it left me dizzy.”

“What happened next?”

She must have seen something in my eyes because she reached under my blanket and took my soft penis in hand. She began slowly stroking me.

“I wanted to feel his hard penis again, so I started to reach behind me. He told me to wait. I felt him shifting around back there and then he took my hand and guided it to his bare cock. He had unzipped and pulled himself through the fly. I gasped as my fingers closed around his thick girth. Neither of us spoke. I began to slide my hand up and down his length, savoring the fat, hard cock in my hand.”

“Did you want to fuck him?”

“Yes!”

“Did you fuck him?”

She froze.

“Why would you ask that?”

“It seemed like you and Jake were headed that way.”

“I'm a happily married woman, Russ. No, we didn’t fuck. We were on the roof of the parking garage. I admit the thought crossed my mind but that was so far out of bounds I never seriously considered it. I didn’t even suck his dick even though I had it bare naked right there in my hand. I'm shocked you asked me that.”

“Sorry, Baby. I got ahead of myself. Please go on with your story.”

She was looking at me funny. She started pulling on my soft penis again but the look in her eye had changed. My question had made it clear that the boundaries she had set for herself were far stricter than the boundaries I had set for her. I had insulted her integrity.

“I didn't suck his naked dick,” she continued. “But I did get a picture of it. Would you like to see his penis?”

Her words carried an edge now. I'd gone too far when I asked if she fucked him. Mia did not like that I thought she was capable of such a thing. My wife did not like that I held that opinion of her.

“Show me,” I said.

She dropped my dick and grabbed her phone from her purse. She flipped through a few screens and then turned the phone to me. I saw a man’s body from his shoulders to his knees. He wore a nice suit, and his pants were open and pushed down, along with his underwear. His erection curved up from his crotch like a big stinger topped with a helmeted head. I stared, surprised by the length and girth.

“He's a little bigger than me,” I admitted.

“Yes,” Mia agreed, hoping I was annoyed. “He certainly is.”

“Why did you take a picture of it?”

“Honestly, I was having a hard time believing any part of this night was real. I was out under the stars holding the penis of a man who was not my husband, and I did not know. Also, I wanted proof. I wanted something to show Rose. I needed a photograph so she would believe my story.”

I stared at the man's dick.

“Zoom in for me a little,” I said.

Mia snorted a laugh.

“Seriously? You want to get a better look at his dick?”

“Yes.”

She turned the phone and used two fingers to zoom the photograph until his penis filled the screen, balls to head.

“The man has a nice cock,” I admitted.

“Yes, he does. It’s gorgeous.”

“What happened next?”

“He invited me to dinner.”

My heart skipped a beat. Dinner was a big step forward. Dinner was a complication. Dinner meant conversation and getting to know you.

“Did you accept?”

“No. Not exactly. I told him I had to think about it.”

“Which really means you just needed time to tell me.”

“That's right.”

“Are you going to accept?”

She pulled her phone away to look at his cock again.

“No. I don't think so. It feels so risky.”

“Because you don't trust yourself around him? Because you have these feelings rising to the surface and you're afraid of what you might do?”

“Yes.”

“Start playing with my cock again.”

She gave me a funny look but reached under the blankets.

“Do it,” I told her. “Accept his invitation. Go to dinner with him. Let him adore you. Let him buy you dinner at a lovely restaurant. Let yourself enjoy the excitement of his fawning attention.”

“It feels wrong.”

“It is wrong. You're a married woman. That's what makes it so exciting. I want you to do it. I want you to tell him about me and our situation so there's no deception. He should know what he's getting into. If he's still interested, and he will be, I want you to keep me informed while you're out with him. I want to share your excitement.”

“This is crazy.”

“Life is crazy. Let's try it and see if we hate it.”

“He's going to put a move on me.”

“I'd be disappointed if he didn't.”

“What am I supposed to do when he does?”

I chuckled.

“Take a picture and send it to me. You've already held his cock in your hand.”

My wife had no idea what to say. This was uncharted territory. She was done trying to talk me out of things though. She moved the blanket aside and slipped my limp penis into her hot mouth. I used my one good hand to tease her pussy. I might be unable to orgasm, but she could, and I was going to do my damnedest to give her one.


Chapter 8

I would have paced the room, if I could. There will be no dozing off tonight. She'd dressed in a classy, ankle-length black dress with sleeves to her wrists. She showed a little cleavage, but tasteful and elegant. She did her hair and makeup just so. She looked incredible. She’d stopped by my bed to once again express her hesitations and misgivings, but I told her to hush. I told her to go out and have fun. I told her to take things as far as she was comfortable and to be sure nothing she did was done in an effort to please me. I wanted tonight to be all about her.

“Tonight is your night,” I said.

She'd been gone only fifteen minutes when my phone buzzed, far too soon, with the first text. I opened it and found a picture of her left hand and the engagement and wedding rings I had placed on her finger. That was all. No accompanying text. Just the symbols of our marriage, a visual reminder of the vows we took and the promises we made. After that, I had to wait an hour before I got the next message.

He booked a table at Andrés, she wrote. He knows the owner. He's wearing a suit and tie, and he looks absolutely scrumptious.

I waited thirty minutes for her next message, and it knocked the wind out of me.

I'm hiding in the ladies’ room, she’d sent. I needed a minute to catch my breath. I'm soaked, Honey. We are having lovely conversation and getting to know each other better and all I can think about is across the table from me trapped inside those pants is a cock even bigger and harder than my husband's. I keep having fantasies of him lifting me out of my chair and fucking me on the table in the middle of this dining room in front of everybody. I told him about our situation and he's very understanding. I think some of his understanding comes from the suspicion that if he's understanding, he might get laid. What do I do, Russell? I cannot actually sleep with this man.

I read it again, and then I read it again. My temperature was skyrocketing. My whole body felt tingly. Adrenaline rushed through me like sea water racing through a ruptured submarine. How does a husband respond to such message?

Before I could, a short video clip arrived: Mia, in a bathroom stall, the phone propped against the wall, recording as she reached up under her long dress and shimmied down her lace panties. She stuffed them into a pocket in her purse. The camera swung wildly as she aimed it at her face.

“I've decided to stop questioning everything so much and just go with my gut. I love you, Baby.”

The video ended. I gasped out loud. I sat my phone on my chest and my head on my pillow. Sweet Jesus, what was happening right now? My heart was beating so hard it hurt. I instinctively reached for my penis. There was nothing to be done there but my emotions raged. Tugging on my dick felt like the right course of action. Would she fuck him? I felt regret and lust in equal portions. I hoped she would and dreaded she would.

The next forty minutes were pure torture and the longest forty minutes of my life. When my phone buzzed, for the first two minutes I couldn't bring myself to pick it up. Curiosity won. A video file awaited. I pressed play and a swath of dark hair filled the screen, blurry and out of focus, too close to the lens. The camera pulled back and a masculine hand entered the frame, looping the hair behind an ear with a finger and revealing my wife's beautiful face impaled on a soft, thick, veiny cock. She nursed on that tube of meat, eyes closed, lost to bliss.

“Fucking hell,” I mumbled.

My wife was sucking his cock. Her tongue emerged and slithered along his length, following a blue vein. Her expression said she tasted the sweetest candy ever created. She reached the head and softly licked all around the crown. She found the hole at the tip and wiggled her tongue into it. Her lips enveloped the head, and suction pulled several inches farther in. Jake tenderly stroked her hair as she orally worshipped his meat. The video ended.

I immediately watched it again. New details stood out. I noticed she cupped his big balls from underneath, rolling them around inside their fleshy pouch. I noticed she sometimes paused to draw a breath, enjoying his meat pulsating against her tongue. I noticed he was expanding, growing stiffer and harder to handle. Lastly, I noticed at the end that her eyes weren't truly closed. She'd narrowed them to slits but glanced often at the camera. She wanted to watch him record her.

I watched it again.

The truth is, I watched it over and over, absolutely mesmerized. Mia was sexy in a way I'd never seen before, a way I never even imagined. I was still watching it when my phone buzzed again. I quickly switched over to the new video, just arrived.

They were still in his car, her head still in his lap. This video was shot from the side, like his hand rested on the driver's door handle. He was fully engorged, a curved pillar of beef reaching up from his lap. She held him steady with one hand and dragged her tongue from his balls to his head and down to his balls again, painting him like a fence post. She lifted his scrotum and burrowed her nose into his sack.

She pulled her face back to admire her handiwork, pleased with herself at how hard she'd made him. Her gaze traveled up and down his length until she could tease herself no more. She lunged forward, dropping her open mouth over the helmet head, forcing him in until she reached her limit and then sealing her lips around the shaft. Her cheeks dimpled as she applied suction and drew her lips up the shaft. She opened her mouth and showed the camera how her tongue teased beneath the tip, then she dropped her mouth over the man and repeated the whole pattern again.

She was like a new woman to my eyes: slutty, dirty, whorish. In some ways it was hard to watch, but it felt so good to feel arousal again I set those misgivings aside. Like the previous video, I watched this one until the next one arrived.

The angle of this one was the same, but Mia now also used her hand on his shaft. Her mouth was locked on the head, bobbing, while her hand, wedding ring visible, stroked his slick, saliva covered cock. I needed only a moment to understand what was happening. Mia was chasing his cum. My wife was determined to make the man orgasm into her mouth. I groaned alone in my bed. I was filled with angst and dread but those feelings were buried beneath an avalanche of raw lust. What a sight. Her prediction was correct; he was bigger than me, and she struggled to work his dick now that he was stiff and unyielding, but she was relentless. She was ravenous. The microphone picked up his soft and quiet warning.

“It's coming,” he whispered.

My wife increased her assault, moaning, needing his sperm. Her excitement fueled my excitement, yes, but I was unprepared for the onslaught of other emotions which accompanied the rush. I expected jealousy. How could I not? But what caught me by surprise was an enthusiasm for what she did. I found myself muttering, egging her on, encouraging her to do a good job. I felt none of my usual aches and pains. She was mesmerized by his cock, and I was mesmerized by her being mesmerized by his cock. I watched every move she made in slow motion with my brain murmuring all the while: that's Mia sucking cock, that's Mia sucking cock. I found myself wanting the man to ejaculate as badly as she did. I wanted to see my wife suck him off and swallow his load, which is a crazy thing for a husband to wish. She bobbed faster and stroked harder.

The video ended.

“No!” I shouted at my phone “God damn it, Babe. Let me see it!” I shook my phone like I was trying to strangle it. Huge disappointment welled up inside me. “Show me,” I groaned.

My phone buzzed.

Fast as lightning, I opened the message and played the video. I was grateful to see he skipped nothing, that this video overlapped the end of the previous. Mia sucked and stroked with lust-fueled determination. His meat darkened and my wife moaned.

Here it comes, I thought.

He grunted loudly and she slowed her stroke. He grunted again. Her throat muscles worked, swallowing his seed. He was ejaculating into her mouth, filling her cheeks. My wife swallowed, and swallowed again, stroking as she sucked, milking his cock for all it could give. The man groaned constantly, flexing his hips as he pumped out his huge load. Based on her expression, he might have been shooting frosting into my wife's mouth. She savored his semen like sugar sliding down her throat.

At last, she sucked hard on the tip one final time and pulled her mouth off with a pop. She smiled at him and he said something I couldn't hear but she turned and smiled at the camera. That was all for me. She wiped around her mouth with a finger and then sucked that finger clean.

“Do you think your husband will enjoy that clip?”

She gazed into the camera and right into my heart.

“Probably. Let's get me home so I can find out for sure.”

“No problem. You have my number. Give me a call next time you want to make more videos. You're amazing.”

The video ended.

I heard a door open downstairs. Mia was already home. There obviously was some delay between the time they made the videos and the time they sent the videos. I imagined them watching the clips they made a few times before hitting send. I heard high-heeled footsteps and then Mia entered my bedroom. She dropped her purse and car keys to the floor and rushed across the room to my bed. She held out her hand and I took it and we kissed, passionately. I tasted him on her lips, in her mouth, and all over her tongue. His salty flavor only made everything more decadent and exciting.

“I did it!” she gasped. “I fucking did it, Russell. My head is spinning right now. I can't believe I went through with it. Do you hate me?”

I grabbed her long hair with my good hand then pulled her mouth back to mine, kissing her with all the heat I could muster.

“Hate you?” I croaked. “Are you insane? I'm kissing you with his taste in your mouth. Does that sound like hate? That was the craziest, hottest thing I've ever seen. I can't believe we did something so wild.”

“We?”

“Yeah, we. I wasn't in the room with you, but I was present enough that you felt me, that you remembered to include me. In my world it was like you were having sex with me. I know you find the man incredibly attractive, but from my point of view he was just a hard cock. I loved watching you. When are you going to see him next?”

“Are you serious? I expected you to flip out. I was sure by the time I got home you would be having a jealous fit, blaming me and swearing that you'd never want to do it again.”

“I want to do it again. It wasn't easy, and I did feel jealous sometimes, but mostly it was just hot sex setting my mind on fire. Do you want to do it again?”

“Oh my God yes. He asked me to make sure you were okay. I can text him back right now and let him know you're fine. Are you absolutely sure about this, Russ?”

“I am. Kiss me again. Let me taste my slutty wife.”


Chapter 9

I finished the episode of Shameless and set my phone aside. Emmy Rossum is really something special. I was nervous. Mia had plans to meet Jake for dinner tonight after work. That was hours from now and I already had butterflies in my stomach. In some ways I worried I might be out of control, like a junkie. I worried I may have gone a little crazy trapped in this bed.

My phone rang and I glanced at the clock on the nightstand. Mia always calls me on her lunch break. She was probably as nervous as me. We hadn't discussed what would happen tonight, but we both knew. Sucking his cock again would not be enough. Not with a cock like his. Not with the wild attraction they felt towards each other. Mia wanted to fuck him, and we both silently knew tonight she would. I answered her call.

“Hi, Baby,” she said, her face filling the screen. “I only have a few minutes to do this, and if I stop and think about it, I'll chicken out.”

She set the phone down and backed away and I could see now that we were in a record keeping room with long metal cabinets lining the walls and in rows down the center. She stepped aside and revealed Clarence was in the room with her. Clarence is a good-looking black man whom she works with and has occasionally commented on his attractiveness.

“This is crazy, Mia,” he said.

“Shut up, Clarence,” she responded, laughing. “I've always wanted to do this. Shut up and let me. I know you’ve thought about it too.”

My wife bent at the waist and got to work on his belt and zipper. She opened his fly and pushed his pants and underwear down several inches, exposing his black penis. She quickly slipped his cock into her mouth, moving her hands around to his ass. She sucked hard and pulled her head away, drawing out his soft penis like rubber. She darted forward, capturing more of his dick, sucking and stretching him again. She did this several times as he slowly gained length and girth. He moved his big black hands to her head, helping to guide her. He'd risen enough for his cock to support itself, allowing her to swallow the length of him over and over. She grabbed him around the base and pulled her mouth off.

“Just cum as fast as you can,” she told him. “Don't hold back. I want to suck you off, but we need to hurry.”

He nodded and began to pump his hips, fucking her mouth. Our success with Jake had inspired her. I wondered what other repressed desires would now make it to the surface. What other surprises would Mia have in store for me? Clarence spread his feet farther apart. He was fucking her mouth now, holding her head firmly. She'd moved her hands to her knees, allowing him to do all the work. He was breathing hard.

He suddenly grunted, jerking his hips forward. Mia's eyes got big, and she coughed around the cock in her mouth. He slowed his thrusting, holding himself as deep as he could without gagging her, and pumping hot shots of sperm into her stomach. Over and over, he fired until his balls were empty. She sucked him clean, and he quickly stuffed his cock and balls back into his pants.

“You're a little crazy,” he told her.

“Are you complaining?” she fired back.

“Hell no. You can suck me off anytime you want.”

“That's what I thought. Use the door at the other end to leave.”

Clarence disappeared from the frame. Mia picked up her phone and looked into the camera, smiling broadly.

“He came a lot,” she said. “Wish I could give you a kiss.”

“Me too,” I admitted. “That was bold.”

“I figured if we're going to do this, we need to do it all the way. I'll call you again after I leave work and I'm headed to Jake’s place. I love you.”

“I love you.”

The call ended.


Chapter 10

I heard the door open downstairs and high-heeled footsteps. Mia was home, but why? She should be on her way to Jake's apartment. She entered my bedroom, eyes red from crying.

“Baby!” I said. “What's wrong? What happened?”

“I can't do it!” she cried. “It feels too wrong. You're home, stuck in bed, helpless, and I'm on my way to another man's loft. I'm driving to his place to have sex with him. My poor husband is almost completely paralyzed and I'm out dancing and having fun, flirting, and so much more than flirting. How can it possibly be okay? How can it possibly be the right thing to do?”

I reached for her and she took my hand, holding it between her breasts. She leaned over the bed and kissed me with all the tenderness she possessed.

“I understand,” I said. “It's crazy. We've never done anything like it. We've never even talked about doing anything like it. I know things are moving fast. So much has happened these last months.”

“I was halfway to his place when this conviction suddenly rose up in me. I was convinced you’d deeply regret it. If I went through with it, you’d hate that I did. I called him and told him I had to cancel tonight. I know we talked about our feelings, but I couldn’t shake the sense that once it was actually behind us, you’d be filled with remorse.”

“I won't be.”

“You say that now.”

“Baby, I won't be.”

“How do you know that for sure?”

“Because my true feelings are even stronger than I've shared with you.”

“What do you mean?”

“You're not ready to hear it.”

“Don't keep things from me,” she said. “The only way any of this works is if you share openly and honestly. Same for me.”

I drew a deep breath and let it out slowly. The idea occurred to me days ago, but it was so outrageous even I had a hard time considering it.

“You're sure you want to hear this?”

“Absolutely,” she insisted. “Tell me.”

I pulled her hand to my lips and kissed the back of it.

“Maybe Jake can give us the baby we want.”

I stunned her. My wife blinked, and then blinked again.

“Give us?” she asked, suspicious, her voice a little weak.

“Impregnate,” I said. “Fuck you over and over, filling you with cum, flooding your insides until seed takes hold.”

She staggered backward, thunderstruck. I saw the war in her eyes. Tempted by the thought of a child, repelled by the idea of a man not me putting it in her. Then, after a moment for the shock to pass, seduced by the idea of a man not me putting it in her.

“Oh,” she gasped. “Honey. I don’t know. I don’t— That’s just crazy.”

She was getting knocked around on the inside. The visual I created about Jake fucking her almost unconscious had smashed into the vision of a baby in her arms. Our friends and family knew we were trying to conceive so it would be a shock to no one. Jake looks enough like me that no one would question the baby's appearance. A few people at the hospital might know, if my blood type is different from Jake’s, but barring a DNA test, that kid is ours. All of these thoughts had swirled in my mind over the last few days, and I knew they were racing around inside Mia’s skull right now.

“Russell, I—”

“I know, Honey.”

She wrapped her arms, hugging herself. She turned to gaze out the window and over the rooftops. Amazing what goes on in quiet little suburban bedrooms.

“I try to decide how I feel,” she murmured. “But it's too big. I can't get my head around it. I want a baby more than anything but, Jesus, am I willing to get it from another man? I don't know, Russ. I don't know. Or maybe I do know and I'm just afraid to face the truth.”

“I know what I want,” I said. “I am out of commission, possibly forever. We aren't getting any younger. Your attraction to Jake is real. I think it's far better to make a baby the natural way than to visit a fertility clinic and go through the complicated process using a laboratory and ending up with some sperm from a man we know nothing about. If you'd never met me, you might have met Jake on your own. You probably would have dated. You would have ended up in bed together. The point I'm trying to make is that Jake is someone you would have chosen organically. To me the only question is, do we let Jake in on our plans or just let him fuck your brains out over and over?”

Mia was a thousand miles away, imagining a far different future for us.

“Brains out,” she muttered.

“Call him back,” I said.

“Too late. When I told him I wasn't coming he was so disappointed he said he was going to invite drinking buddies over and drown his sorrow.”

“Call him back anyway. Maybe they couldn't make it. Maybe he's sitting in his apartment all alone.”

She could not hide the excitement in her eyes. She exercised incredible self-control, but I know her. She was no longer in pursuit of mere sexual pleasure. Now the possibility of a baby also beckoned. Now all that sexual pleasure was a means to a highly desired end. Fireworks were going off inside her skull. I had succeeded in pushing all her female buttons. She lifted her phone from her purse and pressed a number. I had to smile. She already had Jake on speed dial. She casually wandered out of my room as the conversation began. She returned a few minutes later.

“I will involve you as much as I can,” she said.

“I understand.”

She leaned over the bed and placed the softest, tenderest, most loving kiss of our entire marriage on my lips. She was going off to get inseminated and impregnated, but she wanted me to know she loved me.

I watched her sexy ass leave the room.

To say I had no doubts would be a lie. To say I felt no jealousy, no anxiety, no fear, would simply not be true. I did feel all those things including a huge dose of angst. But more than any of those, I felt lust. Hot, powerful, run-away excitement. I was repeatedly slammed with the realization this was actually happening. Mia, my gorgeous and loving wife, was on her way to another man's apartment so he could get her pregnant. My heart raced. I was breathing fast. I tried to calm myself; to remind myself her drive over would take at least twenty minutes. I brought my breathing and my heart rate under control.

Twenty-one minutes later, the first video from Jake shattered my calm. It opened with my wife's left hand stroking Jake’s semi-erect snake. Her wedding ring glittered as it moved up and down. She moved her hand to the root and squeezed, forcing the shaft and head to expand. The man was big. Mia drew her hand up his length and squeezed out a droplet of precum. She brought the camera closer so I could see the milky pearl waiting there, and then her lips and tongue entered the frame as she licked the droplet away. I groaned. She rested the tip on her tongue and closed her lips on the head, stroking him into her mouth. It hit me like a freight train that she was getting him hard and wet so he could fuck her.

I felt my blankets move.

What the fuck?

I pulled the covers away and watched the video again. Before I could finish, my phone buzzed from a new message. I jumped over quickly and opened it, only to see a bearded man, a man did not recognize, licking my wife's pussy from behind. He stopped and placed both hands on her ass. His hips entered the picture, led by his throbbing erection. For the first time I noticed the phone number that had sent this video was one I'd never seen before.

My phone buzzed again.

This message was from a third number, the second I’d never seen. Someone had recorded a man watching Mia suck Jake. It panned left and I saw another man approaching her from behind, hard cock ready. The pan continued left until I saw yet another man stroking his cock as he watched my wife get fucked. Mia pulled her mouth off Jake and searched for someone filming. She looked into the camera and her expression was pure wicked arousal. She knew she was looking directly at me. The man holding her ass drove his cock deep and my lovely wife cried out. Jake took that opportunity to shove his cock in her open mouth. Two men moved closer and guided her hands to their erections. My wife began to stroke. She stopped sucking Jake long enough to speak briefly.

“Only my pussy,” she told them. “Nothing wasted. Cum only in my pussy.”

The men agreed.

What the hell happened? My wife was surrounded by five men, each intent on fucking her, all of them hard as rock.

Then, I understood. I pictured her arriving only to discover Jake was not alone. She could turn around and come home or she could use them. If she fucked only Jake, we’d know the baby was Jake’s. We wouldn't need a DNA test. She must have gotten to his place and discovered his friends were still there and realized if she fucks them all, any of them could then be the father. We'd never know unless we tested everybody, which we never would. It was a clever, opportunistic plan.

She was in charge. She made the rules.

I had unleashed a lioness.

Mia rocked back and forth between Jake and man number two, dragging her pussy up and down his length. It blew my mind to realize my wife was milking him, teasing his cock, pumping him to extract what she needed. She would drain him whether he wanted it or not.

My phone buzzed. A new video, a new number. Mia had given my number to all five men, encouraging them to record whatever they like as long as they sent me a copy. Good God. One of the men had laid on his back and crawled between her legs. He filmed upwards, recording his friend’s stiff dick pumping in and out. I watched that gleaming shaft appear and disappear, those hairy balls bounce and swing. The camera shook as he changed positions, moving into a sixty-nine with my wife. He moved the camera down to show Mia taking turns sucking him and then Jake and then him again.

I heard a groan in the background and the camera whipped up in time to catch the man in her pussy drive his cock all the way in and begin ejaculating. His balls were drawn up tight and clenched over and over as he shot Mia full. As I watched him empty his testicles into my wife, I felt my own broken penis begin to rise. He continued filming until the man in her pussy began to withdraw. Then he quickly moved out of the way, dodging the dribbling sperm.

My phone buzzed. Another man took his place, rubbing his dark red cock head all around her opening. He lubricated himself with the first man's semen and then sank balls deep into my woman. I heard my wife moan in the distance. He began to fuck her. Slowly, at first, but faster as his excitement grew. He held her hips like the first man and soon hammered away.

My phone buzzed. In this video I saw a close up of Mia orally worshipping Jake’s hard meat, lips and tongue slithering over every veiny inch. I heard a voice off camera, a man groaning in ecstasy, and I knew one of them was adding his load to the first man.

I looked down at my expanding dick. How could this be happening? Somehow Mia’s lust had translated into my own, punching through damaged nerves and massive doses of painkillers. I was getting hard. For the first time in many months, I was getting hard. Slowly, to be sure, but the sensations were incredible. I rested my phone in the hardware around my bad hand and curled my fingers around my growing cock.

“Fucking cum in me!” I heard Mia screech.

My phone buzzed. The man who had been under her moved around to take her from behind like the others. His cock was bigger than theirs, although still not as big as Jake’s, and he held himself at her opening to tease me.

“Take a good look, husband,” he said. “I think mine is the one to give you the baby you want.”

He spread her ass cheeks to give me the clearest possible view of his cock traveling into my woman. His girth forced Mia wide, and my wife groaned as she felt him enter.

“That’s a big one,” Mia told Jake.

“That’s Michael,” I heard Jake reply.

Mike filmed straight down, nothing but hard cock and drenched pussy filling the screen. He pumped slowly in and out of my wife, like he wanted to remember this night forever. He recorded his cock travelling deep and then withdrawing, over and over. He moved slow and smooth, in no hurry for this to end. He pulled out for the camera, to show me how she'd soaked his inches. He filmed his throbbing meat poised and ready to penetrate again. I held my breath as he slowly pushed in.

“God!” Mia called out. “I love being fucked!”

All the men laughed.

That video ended.

My phone buzzed.

My phone buzzed.

My phone buzzed.

I stroked my spongy dick and watched video after video. The men took turns with her pussy and her mouth. Mia took a while to achieve her first orgasm but once she did, they happened fast and hard. The men were slowly driving her insane. Her jangled nerves were fried. One by one the men ejaculated inside her womb.

Finally, Jake moved behind her, positioning his big cock at her entrance. The other four guys each recorded from a different angle. I was inundated with clips of his thick cock spreading her wide. He was coated with jizz each time he withdrew, aiding her penetration when he buried it again. My wife was a moaning, mewling slut, drunk on sperm and sex. 

“Give me a baby, Jake,” Mia implored. “Pump your shit into me. Fucking fuck me, Jake, you fucking man. I love your cock. I love your big fucking cock. I’m gonna cum on your big fucking cock. Fuck! You’re even bigger than my husband! Fuck! Aaaaarrrghh!”

I was fully engorged. My sensitivity was for shit, but I was stroking anyway, leaking buckets of stored up jizz. I've never been so turned on in my life. Every man there fucked her with intent. There was an intensity in their movements. They were trying to get this woman pregnant. They were trying to spread their seeds and produce a baby. It changed how they touched her, how they fucked her.

Four different videos all showed me the same thing from four different angles. My beautiful wife was cumming like an earthquake on Jake’s fat dick. I felt her orgasm in my head. One man showed me her pussy. One showed me her contorted face, twisted in ecstasy. One man showed me Jake thrusting home again and again as Mia’s tits bounced and swayed. One brave man was underneath, showing me the lewd and obscene penetration. Jake’s balls were huge. Mia orgasmed a long time, and then seemed to spike again as Jake released his flood. The big man growled and then roared, hips pumping fast as he shot her full. He finished and rested most of his weight on her back. My wife trembled beneath him, quivering like a breeding mare.

“That was hot,” I heard a male voice say. “That got me hard again.”

Mia lifted her head to look around, focusing on a man off-camera. She spied his reinvigorated cock and groaned, but not a groan as if some new burden had presented, but a groan of rekindled desire. Jake lifted himself off her back and gazed down at his still embedded penis. He moved his hands to her ass and held her steady as he slowly withdrew. That video ended and no new ones arrived for several minutes.

When the first did, it showed Mia now on her back. A man held each leg, pointing her toes at the ceiling and keeping her spread like a wishbone. Another man had moved between her legs and now held his hard cock in hand. He advanced on her flooded cunt, easily sinking into her sopping hole. With so much sperm in her, the physical sensations had diminished, but her moans were just as frequent and passionate as ever. I believe the idea of what was being done to her was so charged with eroticism that my wife could scarcely believe it was her living in this moment. The two men opened her legs a little wider and Jake entered the frame, kneeling by her head to kiss her and then feeding her his soft, messy cock for her to clean. The man between her legs fucked her hard and fast, eager to empty his nuts again. Mia forgot about Jake in her mouth as her head slowly tilted backward and another orgasm ripped through her. The man blew his load deep in her womb as my wife lay howling.

At last, finally, the men were drained. The video ended. No new video arrived. I set my phone aside and stared at the ceiling. My penis pulsated, ready to burst but unable to get there. I needed Mia to come home and relieve me. I thought about all I’d seen, searching my feelings for regret. I’d sent her to fuck Jake, but she’d done so much more. I knew I’d never forget what I witnessed tonight. I’d always remember seeing Mia this way, seeing this slutty side of her.

I tried jerking off, but my brain could not be fooled. The pathway of nerves between my penis, my hand, and my mind was disconnected. I needed the touch of someone else. I rested my phone on my chest and closed my eyes, wondering what would happen next.

The shifting bed woke me. I opened my eyes to a pussy heading for my face. Mia had climbed on the bed with me and now straddled my head, propped up by pillows. Her pussy was pink and puffy, and I opened my mouth to speak but she settled that tender pussy on my tongue. She was careful to avoid causing me pain, but she was desperate, desperate for her husband's touch, desperate for her husband's forgiveness. Her small mound filled my mouth, and I pushed my tongue into her body without hesitation. She gasped and moaned, shocked by my easy compliance.

“Ooooohhhh Babyyy,” she groaned, feeding me her abused cunt.

I tasted her wild infidelity. I loved the evidence of her faithlessness. I'd sent her to get fucked, and she had made sure she did. Her pussy was drenched, A wet and warm nursery for blossoming life. I delicately licked her clit, and she shuddered, shivering from a night of decadent pleasure unlike any she had ever known. I gently sucked and my wife melted into my mouth. She braced her arms against the wall behind me and closed her eyes, losing herself. I licked and sucked and teased, feeling her body slowly straining, looking down as she climbed towards orgasm. I was determined to make her cum. It was important. We had ventured far afield tonight but making my wife climax would put us back on our married path. I attacked her adulterous cunt, feasting like a starving man.

“Russ,” she whispered, her thighs tightening around my head. “Russ, Baby. Russ, my love. Give it to me. Get me there. I’m close.”

She was muttering sweet nothings. at that moment, her pussy was the center of my universe. Teams of wild horses could not have pulled me away, even in my broken condition. I needed her cunt as much as she needed my mouth. Her thighs tightened a little more and then her chin rose until she stared at the ceiling.

“Oh my God,” she groaned. “Oh my God, Baby! Unnnngghh! FUCK!”

She's never orgasmed so hard in her life. Her pussy literally grabbed my tongue and squeezed. I devoured her clit until she suddenly screamed and hugged the wall, body shaking, legs trembling, pussy gushing. Her climax was epic.


Chapter 11

Mia held the glass of orange juice for me to drink. I pressed the lever to move my wheelchair forward. My lips found the straw. I sucked, enjoying the tart and tangy liquid.

Conception did not take place after her night of debauchery. Disappointed, Mia got focused, tracking her temperature, charting her ovulation. We made jokes about better luck next time, but she seemed a little reluctant. I think she had embarrassed herself with how much of a slut she was capable of being.

“I have a confession to make,” I said, licking orange juice off my lips.

She gave me another sip.

“What's that?”

“I got hard.”

She set the glass on my nightstand.

“Hard? You mean like erect? You got an erection? That's great news, Baby. When? While you slept?”

I shook my head.

“That night. While I watched the videos those men sent.”

She studied my face.

“You're saying that watching me get fucked by five men at the same time was exciting enough to you that you overcame nerve damage and got hard.”

“Yup.”

“Wow.”

“I was as shocked as you. I tried jerking off, because Lord knows I needed the release, but I couldn't feel much. I fell asleep with my dick in my hand.”

“My poor baby.”

Her eyes glittered with unspoken schemes.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“I'm thinking maybe that's the road we take. Maybe that's the path that leads us out of this. Since it’s the only thing we found that works, we should use it.”

“You want to fuck all five men again.”

“Six.”

“Who's the new lucky man?”

“You.”

“I don't get it. You know I can't.”

She came closer to my electric wheelchair, leaning over, her elbows on the armrest and her luscious cleavage pushed in my face.

“We invite them here, Russell. No more video messages for you. We invite them into our home, into our bedroom. They fuck my brains out, which we both love, and then, when they're finished with me, they help you add the last ingredient to the soup. Five men should be able to maneuver you and get the job done. Hell, we can lower your armrests, and I can ride your lap. Isn't it worth a try?”

I pictured it perfectly. I was afraid to hope.

“I'm a little frightened. I worry your thrashing about will reinjure me.”

“I'll be careful. Plus, we have five men to help move me around or steady you.”

The picture in my head was too hot to ignore.

“Let's do it,” I said.


Chapter 12

I drove my wheelchair close to the bed. Jake unbuttoned the fly on my pajama bottoms and graciously reached in, laying my limp penis against my flannel covered thigh. Mia exited the bathroom wearing sheer white lingerie, The same lingerie she'd worn on our honeymoon night. Every man there stopped moving to gawk at her. She turned shy for a heartbeat or two, then boldly straightened her shoulders, proud to hold our attention. Twelve eyes crawled every inch of her hot body. She loved it.

Jake, naked, began to rise.

So did Mike.

So did the other men, but not me.

When conception did not take place after her night of debauchery, Mia got focused. She began taking her temperature, charting her ovulation, and that had brought us to tonight, where we were about to try again. The graph on the bathroom wall shows Mia released an egg last night.

I called Jake and he called his friends.

The honeymoon lingerie was her idea.

I expected Jake to get the evening started but it was Mia who grew impatient. My wife approached my motorized wheelchair and kissed me on the forehead but then turned to the side and sank to her knees. There was no way she could resist Jakes beautiful slab of meat. She grabbed his thighs and opened her mouth and slid his growing erection in. The other men quickly crowded around, Each man offering my wife his cock. They were all brown haired like me, some in better shape than others. Mia didn't care about any of that. She had five cocks thrust in her face like a bouquet of roses. That's what she cared about.

She sucked Jake for a while and then turned her attention to Michael. Michael got fully hard first, and Mia glanced at my lap to see if anything was happening there. It wasn't. She got Michael's cock nice and wet and then moved to all fours, aiming her pussy at him so he could take her from behind. He grabbed her ass and dropped to his knees, ready to bury his face in her pussy.

“No,” she snapped. “Tonight is not about giving me pleasure or making me orgasm. Tonight is about you guys. Tonight is about hard cocks and how many times I can drain them.” She again glanced at my lap. “I just want to be royally fucked tonight. Show me no mercy.”

I knew she was grandstanding for my benefit. She was trying to be extra sexy and aggressive in the hopes it would make me hard. It had the opposite effect. I could tell she was putting on a show. Aggressive Mia is not as sexy as submissive Mia.

“Grab her,” I told them. “Put her on the bed face up. Jake, you'll find ropes attached to all four corners of that bed. Tie her down. Blindfold her. I know what she likes. I want you guys to fuck her anonymously. Let her try to figure out which man is inside her by the feel of his hard cock sliding back and forth. Not knowing which man is having her will drive her crazy. It'll make me hard too.”

Mia's eyes got big. Jake smiled broadly. Mia tried to scramble to her feet but four of the men grabbed her and carried her to the bed. They held her down while Jake tied her ankles and wrists. I saw the naked lust flare in her expression. Jake tied the blindfold in place.

“She wore that lingerie our honeymoon night,” I explained. “I say we leave her in it. There are scissors in the nightstand drawer. Cut the crotch so we can get to her pussy. I'm sure she's already wet.”

The men liked this much better. Helpless Mia pulled on her restraints. Mike climbed on the bed between her wide-open legs and took his cock in hand, aiming for her swollen slit. He rubbed the head around and Mia gasped.

“You're right,” he chuckled. “She's already soaked.”

I gestured with my hand towards the bed.

“Have at her.”

They feasted like a pack of wolves. Mike drove his cock all the way in, causing Mia’s back to arch off the bed. She groaned at the deep penetration. Another man crawled onto the bed and straddled her face, lowering his spongy cockhead to her lips. She hesitated, because in her mind that's not what this night was about, but she couldn't resist. There was a warm, pulsating cock waiting. I loved watching her surrender. She pursed her lips and kissed it first, before opening wide and sucking him in. The stage was set. Mike fucked her while the men waiting took turns using her mouth. They made her suck their sensitive ball sacks and lick their stiffening inches.

Michael lasted only a short time. He groaned and grunted and drove his spurting cock deep. He unloaded inside her as she pressed her hips against him as hard as the ropes allowed. He paused only a moment before clapping one of the guys on the back and moving out of the way. The next man took his spot, circling her pussy before driving his length in. Mia moaned around a mouthful of dick.

I checked on Jake. This was the man my wife truly wanted. This was the man who, in another life, she might have been with. He stood by the bed, watching, grinning, slowly stroking as he watched my wife get fucked. He noticed I was looking at him and aimed his grin at me.

“What about you?”

I managed a shrug.

“All the important parts are out of commission,” I said.

“That's not what I hear. Mia was delighted to hear you achieved an erection.”

“We'll see if it happens again.”

He laughed.

“No, brother. I'm here to make sure it happens.” He turned his attention to my wife on the bed. “Babe,” he said. “Where did you hide the toy?”

The guy fucking her mouth withdrew long enough for her to answer.

“Nightstand drawer,” she gasped, before opening wide again.

“Michael,” Jake said. “Help me with this.”

Jake opened the drawer and removed the vibrating butt plug I sometimes use on my wife. Michael approached my chair and leaned over to hug me, taking me with him when he stood up again, lifting me out of my chair. Jake knelt and carefully placed the plug on the seat.

“Ease him back,” he told Mike. “I already lubed it.”

Mike lowered me. I felt pressure on my anus and then immense pleasure wash over me. Jake and Mike stepped back to admire their handiwork. Jake lifted the remote and clicked the dial up two spaces. Vibration filled me, stimulating my prostate and electrifying my mind.

“Dear God,” I muttered.

“Oh, you like that, huh? I thought you might. It was Mia’s idea. When we're done with her, and you're nice and hard, we’re going to set her on your lap and crank that dial all the way up. You'll cum. There's no way you won't. You'll pump your shit into her just like all of us did. Who knows, maybe the baby will be yours? At least this way you'll be able to tell yourself there's a chance it was.”

Actually, I thought the plan was pretty brilliant.

I wiggled my butt down on the chair. That plug felt fantastic. I ground my ass into the seat and that thing set my nerves on fire. I had no idea the prostate could deliver so much pleasure.

Pleased with themselves, Jake and Michael turned their attention to my helpless wife. I'd never even learned the name of the man between her legs, fucking her. I didn't know the names of the other two men either. I realized they wanted it that way so when she does get pregnant, I can't track them down. They were here to use her, to fuck her, and then to disappear, never to be seen again. What a dream come true for them.

“I love sucking cock!” Mia suddenly announced.

One of the men stuffed his penis in her mouth. The man between her legs began thrusting faster and soon groaned loudly. He pushed in, body twitching, held himself there, pumped a few quick strokes, and then held himself all the way in again. We all knew he was ejaculating a flood.

After a short time, he withdrew and made room for the third man. This man eased into Mia, his firm erection sliding through the broth in her. He fucked my bound wife hard and fast, in a hurry to empty his balls and leave our home. The first two men were already getting dressed. Soon, this man ejaculated as well. He left the bed, wiped off his penis in the bathroom with a wet washcloth, and dressed, telling Jake and Michael to enjoy themselves and he would talk to them later.

Jake turned the dial two clicks higher. I gasped, amazed at how good it felt. Michael had gotten hard again and climbed onto the bed, his stiff cock wagging as he walked his knees up between her legs. Mia's hips had begun a slow rotation, like she was on the hunt for a new stiff dick. I doubted she was even aware what her body was doing. Mike placed the large head over her opening and leaned forward with a little pressure. Mia instantly raised her hips, offering her cunt. Mike leaned over to kiss her as he slowly introduced his cock. My wife kissed him with unreserved passion. She groaned at his girth.

“That's got to be Michael,” she whimpered.

I turned my attention to Jake, wondering if my wife's comment made him jealous. Far from it. Like me, Mia’s pleasure was his pleasure. He held the remote in one hand and his almost fully engorged penis in the other, and as I looked at him and his growing erection, I felt my cock began to rise.

Here was the heart of my excitement. I enjoyed watching Mia with other men, but it was her desire for Jake that fed my internal fire. He was who she wanted, and that knowledge thrilled me. As usual, Michael did not last long, spraying a second big load inside her.

After he backed away, Jake circled the bed like a shark. His cock was hard as glass now and he fingered it gently, teasing himself while feasting his eyes on my helpless wife. We all knew what would happen next. I turned my attention from him to my wife and saw all the signs of her runaway lust. The other men were cannon fodder, substitutes to make the situation palatable. It was Jake she wanted. It was Jake's baby, since she couldn't have mine, that she wanted to conceive, to carry, and to deliver.

My penis rose from my lap until it throbbed. Jake teased us both.

“Come to me, lover,” Mia implored. “I know you haven't had me yet. I’ve memorized the shape of your cock. I know how you feel inside. That's where I want you. Fuck me, Jake. Put a baby in me.”

My penis jumped.

“I will,” he said. “But first I have something to show you.”

He untied her blindfold and drew it away. He kissed her softly on the lips and turned her head to look at me. She smiled at her husband and then noticed. Her gaze dropped to my lap. Her lips parted. Her eyes got big. She knew in an instant, instinctively, that it was her lust for Jake that made me this way. She didn't try to figure me out. She trusted me enough not to psychoanalyze me. Seeing her like this got to me. That's all she needed to know.

“Untie me, Baby,” she told him.

He kissed her again and began releasing the knots. When she was free, she curled her arms and legs around him, but kept her eyes locked to mine. She reached down her body to find him and place the tip of his erection at her opening. I could scarcely breathe. She was hungry for him. She was eager to feel him inside her again. She directed his cock to her pussy and then moved that hand to his butt, pulling him forward. She gasped as his big cock opened her up and began to fill her.

A drop of precum oozed from the tip of my penis.

Jake bent her legs back and she spread them for him, pointing her toes at the ceiling. She grabbed his face, and they began kissing as his hips began to move. Not only was Jake going to impregnate my wife, but he was going to do it right in front of me. I reached for my penis and began slowly stroking. The sight before me was agonizing beyond comprehension, but that somehow converted into raw sexual excitement. I squeezed my dick, stunned by how rigid I'd become.

Jake and Mia moved together like a couple in love. He wasn't fucking her like the other men. These people had real feelings for each other. They were making love. My intuition reared its head, and I knew in that moment this was it. They were making a baby. It took my breath away and brought tears to my eyes, but those were simply from the intensity of the emotions I felt. I wasn't sad. I was elated. I was horny.

“Nnnnnggggh!” Mia cried. “Oh, Jake, Baby. You're going to get me there. You're going to make me cum. So fast. So easy for you. I love your cock. I love making love to you. Put a baby in me, Jake.”

Way way down, under my nuts, between that vibrating plug and my ocean of stored sperm, I felt the first tingling sensations of a building orgasm.

Jake fucked Mia with long, powerful strokes. Her toes curled. Her eyes closed. She hugged him tightly and then it hit. Her cry was almost a sob. Giant waves of pleasure collided inside her, combined with the strong surges of emotion over what we did right now, in our bedroom. Her sob became a wail, as her climax soared.

“Oh God!” she howled. “Oh my God!”

She was cumming on him, her tight pussy wrapped like a fist around his veiny inches. He drove that fleshy piston in and out, sending my wife into the stratosphere. Suddenly, he was there too, hooking her legs with his muscular arms and driving her into the bed. Our bed. Over and over his hips thrust until he bellowed like a bull and blasted her fertile womb with buckets of boiling sperm. She howled again, possibly from another orgasm, as he pumped himself into her.

They collapsed.

For a long time, nobody moved. My hard penis twitched with need. The droplet of precum swelled and trickled off the tip and crawled down the shaft.

Mia lifted her head to look at me. She touched Jake softly on his shoulder.

“Help me,” she told him.

He withdrew his spongy cock and left the bed, offering Mia his hand. He helped her stand and then brought her to me. He lowered the arms on my wheelchair and helped her straddle my lap. She wrapped her fingers around my penis and guided me into her messy cunt. She bent her legs, sinking all the way down on me. She carefully wrapped her arms around my neck, and gently lifted several inches before sliding down again. The sensation was incredible. Jake found the remote he had discarded.

“Ready?” He asked, aiming the question at both of us.

“So ready,” Mia said, grinning wickedly.

I gave a quick nod.

Jake lifted the remote and aimed it at us as Mia continued her rise and fall. He spun the dial. Pleasure slammed into me like a truck. Mia bent her lips to mine and we tenderly kissed as my pleasure soared. I felt how slippery she was. I felt the furnace of her pussy. I thought about all the men before me but mostly I thought about Jake in there, swimming, right where she wanted him. Mia fucked me gently and the far away tingling under my nuts spread. Everything tightened. Slumbering nerves came to life, called upon to once again do their duty. My penis surged harder, and Mia moaned to feel it. She looked me in the eye.

“It’s coming,” she whispered, voice strained.

She lengthened her stroke and my dick came alive. I felt my orgasm rising and I know she felt it too. We were both moaning now, gasping as it approached. Suddenly, my pleasure spiked, punching through a barrier. I howled as pleasure bordering on pain slammed into me and raced throughout my body. The first spurt was so big it hurt. I followed that with another massive gush of semen. I heard myself wailing, spewing and spraying wildly inside her. I heard her cries of pleasure and delight. I shot and shot and shot as my hard dick became a geyser.

I blacked out.

When I awoke, I was still in my wheelchair. My lap was a mess. Jake and Mia made love on the bed next to me. She rode him slow and easy, savoring the feel of his big cock far up inside her body. She saw my open eyes and leaned to hold my hand, continuing to ride the man.

“Here it comes again,” he muttered, grabbing her hips.

Her eyes were glued to mine as Jake filled her yet again.

Epilogue

I'll never forget the faces of the hospital workers in that delivery room. I was back on my feet with the help of a cane. Jake was with me, just flown in from Manhattan. We were two expectant fathers, happy and excited. Hospital staff had no idea what to make of us, although I did hear one nurse comment to another about some women having all the luck. Jake held one of Mia’s hands and I held the other and my wife gave me a beautiful baby boy. I named him Jacob.

Mia says she wants another child, and Jake has offered to help with that one too.

End.
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