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A Desire To Watch

Sequel to A Desire To Hear

Tracy slipped down further under the bubbles in the bathtub, the sounds of sex drifting in from the bedroom and echoing off the bathroom walls. Neal had been listening to the recording for the last half hour. It was hard to believe all that activity had taken place in less than an hour. The lingering feelings were still humming deep in her skin and bones. She tilted her head back, letting her hair slip under the water, ran her hands through it and then lay back, closing her eyes and letting the warm water nurture her sore muscles.

“Trace?” Neal’s voice was quiet, almost timid.

Cracking open an eye, Tracy looked over at her husband as he peeked through the door.

“Uh… are you sure you don’t want to… to come listen?” The look on her husband’s face sent a ripple of uncertainty through her.

From what she’d heard, Neal had listened to the entirety of her first session with Jordan and had come to the part where, while her husband had been asleep, they’d fucked in the shower. A little bonus recording. Or at least that’s what Jordan had called it. Tracy knew it was just an excuse to fuck her again. And she hadn’t said no.

She grabbed a bar of soap off the ledge of the tub and began scrubbing herself. “Not going to… watch the video?” There was a tremor in her voice as she looked away and nestled down more, letting the bubbles obscure Neal’s view of her.

“I… Well, not yet. Um. I don’t know if I’m ready… for that.” Neal stammered.

Things had been awkward since they’d gotten home from the hotel. A quiet ride home. Tension stretching between them even as they held hands the entire drive. The first thing Neal had proposed once they got home was to listen to the recordings. But Tracy insisted she needed to take a bath, to soak away everything she’d just been through.

“Hmmm.” She didn’t blame her husband. Tracy had been through it, and she wasn’t sure she’d ever be able to watch that video. And even listening secondhand to the recording sent chills and a slithering guilty feeling through her stomach.

“So… do you want to…”

“No.” She said it firmly, but quietly. Memories flooded her. They weren’t more than a few hours old, but somehow they felt far off. The grunts and moans. Overwhelming orgasms. All the dirty talk. It was still overwhelming, and she hadn’t properly processed it.

Neal was quiet for a moment, watching her from the doorway, then he finally nodded and slipped back into the bedroom. Tracy continued gently scrubbing herself with the soap, determined to use the entire bar. When the recording of her round of sex with Jordan in the shower began to play, she closed her eyes and let herself slip under the bubbles and the water, drowning out the sound.

…

The audio wasn’t as well balanced as the previous section Neal had listened to. Jordan had only moved one mic, and it was several feet away from the shower. The bathroom was echoey, and the shower door was closed when things were recording, so what Neal could hear was fairly obscured, but still easily understandable for what it was.

“Ah…ah…ah!” Tracy’s voice came through among the spray of the shower. Wet slaps synced with her cries as Jordan drove her ass against the shower tiles.

“That’s it…” Jordan’s words rose above the slaps and moans and constant cascade of water. “You like that… fucking tight… mmmmm” His words faded and became muffled. There were the slick sounds of lips pressing and smacking.

Squelch Squelch Squelch.

It was the sound of Jordan’s cock thrusting over and over into Tracy’s slick pussy. Her breaths came out heavy, jerky, gasping along with the rhythm of his pistoning movements.

“Fu…fuck…fuck…oh god…fuck…” She was whimpering. Neal imagined she was gripping his shoulders. Maybe she had her arms wrapped around his neck. Legs circling his fat waist and digging her heels into his ass driving him deeper inside her.

The image conjured itself as Neal lay back in bed, the computer next to him playing the audio file. He’d jerked to the first, just like when he’d been live recording it. But this one… even though his cock was hard and pulsing listening to his wife getting fucked in the shower while he was passed out on the hotel couch, made him want to be still and just listen.

This was a moment done in private. Well, sort of. Could you really call it private when there were microphones recording your every little moan and gasp?

Unlike the previous recording, this one was more subdued. It wasn’t as rough or rushed. Jordan seemed to be taking things slower. Maybe because he knew Neal was asleep, and he had Tracy all to himself. No threat of Neal coming to barge in and stop the fun.

“Cum for me, Tracy. Cum.” Jordan was panting, the slapping becoming more insistent and louder.

“Cum…cumming…oh fuck…” Tracy was gasping. “Ohhhhhgoooooodddddd.” Her moan came out in a bouncing, bumpy rhythm as Jordan fucked her faster, harder, deeper.

“Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck like that. I’m cumming. Take it Trace. Take my cum!” Jordan grunted, growled, panted.

Neal lay back, and his cock began dribbling pre-cum down his shaft, hearing another man ejaculating into his wife for the second time. And she was taking it. Cumming right along with him. His eyes drifted to the computer. There was a video file. It wouldn’t have recorded this encounter, but the idea he could see Jordan wrecking his wife… another spasm made more cum ooze from his cock.

The audio came to an end with soft sounds of splashing, washing, the shower door sliding, water being turned off and the last thing Neal heard was his wife muttering, “Fucking prick.” And then the mic was shut off.

Neal remained still, letting his cock throb with the lingering sounds of his wife’s orgasm and the sounds of sex.

…

Oh, thank god. It’s over. Tracy blew a few bubbles in the water, her lips hovering just above the surface. She listened to the soft sloshing of the water and the blessed silence from the bedroom now that the sounds of sex had finished.

Under the bubbles, her hand had slipped between her thighs, fingers caressing along her folds in the warm cocoon of water. She was still sore. Jordan hadn’t held back… or at least it didn’t seem like he had. Pounding into her and calling her names. Cumming inside her. Twice! She closed her eyes, remembering how it had felt. Like getting injected with burning cream. Most everything about Jordan was reprehensible. But apparently he had one redeeming quality… he could fuck.

She rolled her eyes. How cliche. An ugly tub of lard that had an enormous cock and knew how to use it. But the cliche had to come from somewhere, she supposed. And though Jordan was a certified dick, he wasn’t a bastard. That argument probably wouldn’t hold up in court or even to a bit of logical scrutiny, but it made sense to Tracy. He was slobbish, arrogant, cocky. But there were brief moments, even during that wild encounter, that showed he had a bit of humanity. Instead of just jamming his member straight into her, he’d made sure she adjusted. True, he wasn’t overly patient. But he still hadn’t been greedy.

She let a finger slip inside herself. The warmth and pressure of the water added to the sensation. Sore. Stretching. How in the world had he fit all of that… that monster inside her?

The lingering sounds of sex seemed to echo above and below the water. Wails and moans and cries. Tracy had pulled the plug on all the equipment after they’d finished in the shower, not bothering to clean up much beyond a quick rubdown with a washcloth. Staying in the shower with that man wasn’t a good idea, let alone letting the recordings continue.

But that hadn’t ended things.

Jordan had followed her into the bedroom, drying himself off and then… he’d helped her dry off. And amazingly, he hadn’t even tried to grope her in those few minutes. It had almost been tender. Kind. And Tracy had been so shocked she’d let him, unable to move as he rubbed the soft towel up and down her legs. Over her hips and ass and stomach. He even carefully dried her hair.

Of course, the man had to ruin the moment, as nice as it was, by getting obnoxiously erect. His cock was bobbing and throbbing as he stood in front of her. Both equally naked.

Tracy really didn’t understand why she’d allowed herself to sit on the bed, lay back and open her legs. But it didn’t seem all that inappropriate. She’d already had sex with Jordan twice. What did it matter if she did it again?

He’d slid into her so easily this time. Her pussy still warmed up and loosened from the two previous sessions. This time it was slower. Not romantic, just slow and steady. In and out. Her lips grabbing hold of him and sucking, trying to keep him from escaping. Tracy just lay back, arms over her head, legs open and eyes closed. She didn’t want to look at the troll that the amazing cock was attached to. All she wanted was the feeling.

In that moment she understood just a little of what her husband had become so obsessed with. It was the sound of her breathing. Heaving deeply. Husky. Wet, slick noises of her pussy sliding along the thick hard length of something so hard and yet paradoxically soft. Schhhhlik. Sccccchlick. The noises were almost impossible to define or explain. They were the noises of arousal. Pleasure. Of muscles stretching and adjusting. Of moisture gathering, allowing lubrication so that something big could slide into something small.

It didn’t last long. Maybe five minutes. They were both still reeling and burning from their previous unions. Jordan held onto her hips firmly, thrusting a bit faster. His grunts were determined and focused. And then he was gasping, little harsh puffs of air. “Huh. huh! Uh!” And he was shooting inside her one last time.

After that, they didn’t say a word. They just cleaned up quickly. Jordan got dressed and left. Neal woke up just as the door shut and life moved on.

Now they were home. And Tracy couldn’t stop thinking about it. About the feeling. The sound. The sights…

…

Neal was still lying in bed, his cock throbbing. He couldn’t decide if he wanted to watch the video, or just listen again… or…

The sound of bathwater sloshing caught his attention. Dripping along the bathroom tiles. Tracy pulled open the door and stood there, dripping and glistening. Bath bubbles dripped down along her breasts, arms, legs, between her thighs. The look in her eyes was hungry, ferocious.

Without bothering to dry off, Tracy marched towards the bed, quickly spying Neal’s erect cock and smiling with a predatory lust. She was on the bed, wet, the warm water falling and sprinkling along Neal’s body as his wife quickly straddled his lap. Facing him, hand going between her legs, grasping hold of his cock, Neal watched as Tracy guided him to her entrance.

Fuck. She was molten. Blazing. An inferno. Slick and tight. His messy, pre-cum covered head slid inside her easily. He watched her face twist in pleasure, biting her lip. She immediately grabbed hold of her dripping wet tits and sank herself down onto his length.

Neal was panting. Struggling not to ejaculate. She was so tight. The sight of her alone was enough to make him want to cum. But being wrapped up inside ‌the silky tunnel of her desire was almost like an overdose.

Tracy put her damp hands on his chest, steadying herself as she lowered herself, swiveling her hips and then pressing her ass down against him with a groan. “Hold on…” she whispered, sensing her husband’s almost overwhelming need to cum. “Not yet… hold on…” The words came out like prayers, pleading for Neal to hold back his orgasm.

The soft wet slaps of Tracy’s ass against his thighs and balls filled his senses. He was tempted to close his eyes. To listen. But somehow that fetish, that kink, had already moved on. Yes, he still loved the sound of his wife’s drenched cunt swallowing him. Slick and squelching along his length. But the sight of her over him, riding slow and steady, pressing down firm to get him deeper, was intense. He could see her lips squeezing, being pulled and dragging against him and then pressed back inside when she thrust herself down again.

But it was the look on his wife’s face that was the most hypnotic. Pleasure. Mouth open slightly, breathing deep and in time with the strokes of his cock in and out of her tight tunnel. Skin flushed. Glistening and dripping with bubbles and water. Breasts bouncing softly as she moved. She was beautiful. A goddess. She was taking her pleasure and relishing in it.

“Yes.” She gasped, starting to move faster. “Yes. There… stay still… there, baby. Oh god Neal, please…” She was pleading now. He grabbed hold of her hips, helping her to move faster, deeper.

“Fuck. Fuck there. Ohhhh fuck fuck ffuuuuuck!” Tracy arched, her wet hair splashing and dripping all over the bed. “God, I’m cumming!”

Neal couldn’t hold back anymore and released himself. His cum spouting up and inside his wife. The knowledge that only a few short hours ago, Jordan had been inside her. Cumming inside her. And now he was adding to the mixture. It was… beyond… his mind reeled and soared with the high of his orgasm. 

They both became frozen. Their pleasure washing over them. Overtaking them. Swallowing them whole.

It was a singular moment in time. Only a minute. Maybe less. And then Tracy collapsed onto Neal, panting and holding onto him tightly as the aftershocks of her orgasm pulsed through her.

Neal lay back panting. His release had been intense. Powerful. Almost painful in how hard it had been.

Quiet enveloped them. Only their heavy breaths could be heard as they lay together, wet and satisfied.

…

Over the next week, Tracy and Neal were at each other like newlyweds. Nearly every chance they got, they fucked. On the couch. The floor. The shower. Neal even took her on the kitchen table and in his office, sitting on the chair with her riding him fast and furious like they were afraid his boss might walk in (even though he was working from home).

It was intense and draining. They were constantly exhausted, but satisfied. Tracy had a glow about her. It was in her eyes. The smile on her lips. How she walked and swayed and touched her husband. Like it was all new again. The first time they were getting to explore each other once they were married.

Neal, of course, wondered… Was this because she’d slept with Jordan? Had doing this little experiment ignited something inside his wife? Inside himself? It wasn’t as if their sex life before had been boring. Far from it. They still had passionate times. Sometimes it was simple, but those times were amazing too. Nothing was missing from their sex life.

But after that day, it was like a fire had been lit. Burning bright and hungry for more. Wanting to be fed. Neal was all too happy to keep throwing in food for the flames. Fucking Tracy was always a delight, and now she seemed even more determined and greedy for him to fuck her in every way they could figure out.

It was one of those times… that things took a new turn.

The small laundry room was warm, humming with the dryer's melody. Tracy was perched on the edge, gray cotton panties hanging from her ankle. Sneakers still on from her earlier run. Shorts lost somewhere when Neal had pulled them off and thrown them over his shoulder. Her sports bra was sweat stained and holding her breasts precariously, the zipper on the front threatening to come undone. She gripped the metal edge of the dryer, ass getting bumped and bounced against it as Neal gripped her hips and pounded into her in a rhythm that was twice as fast as the spinning of the machine underneath her.

She grabbed a handful of Neal’s hair at the back of his head, nails digging in and pulling as she let out hissing gasps, head tilted back as her husband fucked her vigorously. “Yesssss!” Tracy groaned, pulling her husband's head against her chest as he continued thrusting, his pants down around his ankles, grunting and growling with abandon. “Oh, fuck honey, yes, yes, god yes!”

Neal’s eyes were glued to his cock moving in and out of Tracy’s slick folds. She hadn’t shaved in a few days, and a small downy field of soft brown hair was beginning to appear. He missed the smooth runway. The soft exposed skin.

Images kept flashing through his mind. It had been happening more and more. Nearly half the time he was fucking his wife, he was picturing another man stretching her. A big cock plowing inside her, making her scream and moan. He knew it was wrong. It was another obsession. Just like him wanting to listen, now it was becoming something visual.

You have the video. Watch it!

The thought drove him to thrust hard into Tracy, making her yelp and fall back against the dryer. Her legs were dangling off the edge now, and she lay against the warm rumbling machine, grabbing hold of the sides to keep herself from falling as Neal increased his pace to frantic rather than feverish.

“Neal! Oh god baby, I’m cumming!” She cried out, juices starting to drip down his thighs and all over the floor and the front of the dryer.

The image of Jordan fucking Tracy up against the shower wall. In the bed. Stretching her wider than Neal could, were haunting him.

“Like that?” Neal groaned, nails digging into his wife’s thighs. “Huh? You like my fucking cock, honey?”

“Yes! God fucking yes, baby, oh my god!” She half giggled and half moaned deep and guttural as her orgasm was powering through her.

“What about Jordan’s? Hmmm? You like his cock too?” The words just tumbled out of his mouth as he sank into the sticky warm tunnel that was sucking and squeezing at him.

“Fu…fummmmm… fuck Jordan…” She gasped, arching up from the warm metal of the dryer. Her sports bra finally came undone, and her breasts bounced free. Nipples dark and erect.

“You did! You fucked him. And loved it!” Neal breathed, clenching his jaw as he continued pounding his wife, as if he were trying to prove himself.

For a moment, Tracy was quiet except for her groans and moans. Then her head tilted up, grabbing hold of her husband’s arms, and met his eyes. “Is that… what you want to… hear? That I loved… your… your gross friends fucking massive cock?” There was a fire in her eyes. A challenge.

Neal felt his cock throb. His thrusts got harder, more erratic.

“Is that it…you…ohhhh fu…fuck… mmmm… you fucking pervert. You want me… to tell you I loved… how he just fucked me? Like I was a whore? He fucked your wife like a whore, baby. You like that? That he stretched my cunt wider than you can?”

Neal growled, ramming deeper, making Tracy cry out, biting her lip. The dryer bucked, slammed back down and shuddered from the sudden movement.

“You like… being a whore? Huh? Did you…fuck fuck mmm. Did you like spreading your legs for that… fucking lard?” Neal pounded his hips, sinking deep. His balls felt the wet heat from her pussy and the dry heat from the dryer.

Tracy’s breasts bounced, swaying and jumping as her legs shook from another orgasm working its way up. She chewed her lip as she let out deep guttural gasps. “I… hated it… but god fucking shit his cock was so big. So much bigger. Fuuuuuck.” She grabbed hold of Neal’s shoulders as her orgasm started pounding into her. “He fucked me… so good… so fucking good!”

“Yeah… oh fuck, Trace… I’ll bet he looked so good… stretching you.” Neal’s imagination took over, clouding his vision. He was the one thrusting into Tracy. His cock stretching, sliding. But he envisioned something bigger. Jordan’s cock. Fat and long. His wife’s cunt stretching to the limit around him, making her cry out and scream.

“You like that? You want his monster to ruin me? You wanna watch him own me, baby? Huh?” She was gulping down air, choking back groans as she spoke. All the feel good chemicals were drowning her logical brain. Words just tumbled out of her lips in a desire to keep cumming.

Neal groaned, gripping harder onto his wife’s hips. “God… fuck…oh fuck, Trace…”

“Cum! Cum in me… just like Jordan… cum inside your whore wife’s cunt!”

The rumbling of the dryer, bouncing and banging as they fucked against it, grunting and gasping, they filled the little laundry room with a cacophony of noise. Tracy grabbed the back of Neal’s neck, pulling him against her chest as he rammed as hard as he could. She felt him stiffen. A cool sweat and goosebumps covered his skin.

Whatever dirty talk was coming from her mouth got overtaken by her hunger for her husband. “Cum… Cum baby… fucking cum in me please please oh god fucking cum in me!” She whimpered.

Neal looked up and smashed his lips against hers. Tongues jabbing and lashing as he let loose. His cum gushing out inside his wife. Her whimpers and squeals poured into his mouth as she rode her last orgasm from his heat pouring into her. The heat of the dryer burning her ass. Her thighs. It was overwhelming. They clung tightly to each other, and Neal pulled her against him, suddenly losing balance and falling to the floor, Tracy on top of him.

Their lips never parted. Neal’s cock slipped out with a squelching pop, and cum poured out all over in a sticky mess that pressed to their skin like glue, sticking them together. They were like teenagers, pressing and kissing and rubbing and grunting as they tried to press themselves together. The separation of bodies infuriating. It was as if they wanted to become one being. One person.

Whatever sexual spell was holding them, was suddenly broken when the dryer buzzed loud and sharp. Tracy jumped and rolled off Neal when it sounded right next to her ear. Her knee hit Neal in the stomach, expelling his breath and making him groan.

“Oh! Shit! Sorry…are you okay?” Tracy scrambled back to her husband, taking hold of his shoulder as he doubled up like a fetus.

“It's…okay… just… my stomach.” He groaned, trying to catch his breath.

Tracy let out a breath. She’d been afraid she’d kneed him in the groin. “Okay…sorry.”

Neal started to chuckle, a raspy wheeze as he rolled back and lay on the cool tile floor. “God… I’m okay.” he smiled up at her.

Tracy blushed and smiled back. “Got a little out of control, huh.” She chuckled, making her breasts bounce gently.

Neal reached up and gently held and caressed one of her bare breasts casually. “Yeah…”

Shutting her eyes, Tracy let herself relish her husband's gentle, casual touch. “Not done yet?” She asked with a smile.

“I think… I think I’m drained… for now…” He panted.

“Jordan would be ready to go again already.” Tracy teased, opening her eyes, hand going to Neal’s flaccid, messy cock and gently stroking it. There was no twitching. He really was drained. But it was still nice to touch him.

Neal looked up at his wife as she was propped up on her elbow, her hand touching him casually and looking at the mess of sticky drying cum all over his stomach that had poured out from her pussy. “Really?” He asked. 

“Hm?” Tracy looked back at her husband, lost in a dream as she was touching him. “Really what?”

“Jordan. He… he could get hard again… like, fast?” Neal was genuinely curious. Of course, he knew from the timestamps on the recordings that the second round in the shower had happened only about fifteen minutes after the first. That was pretty quick to be erect again.

For a second, Tracy seemed confused and then sighed, shaking her head. “Yeah. Pretty quick. Probably because all his blood is down there rather than up here.” She tapped at her temple with a giggle and lay down on Neal’s chest with a contented sigh.

Neal pulled her close. His mind still reeling from the dirty talk. The intense orgasms they’d had because of it. And that image was still in his head. Jordan’s massive cock splitting Tracy open. He couldn’t shake it. And what was probably worse, he didn’t want to.

…

Tracy rhythmically tapped her nails against the steering wheel, sitting in the parking lot and staring at the front door to Jordan’s game store, Next Level Games. Ever since that night… the hotel… things between her and Neal had been adventurous. Passionate. Intense. There was no way Tracy could deny that their sex life had ignited because of what happened with Jordan.

It still made Tracy’s pulse pound just thinking about it. Sometimes in a good way. Other times, in a stomach churning, I can’t believe that happened. I was so stupid, it was so stupid, I’ll never ever do that again, way. And those feelings used to be evenly matched.

But now, Neal had been dragging talk into the bedroom (or laundry room, or kitchen, bathroom, office, floor, etc.) about what it would be like to see Jordan fucking her. Watching his big dick pounding her.

Tracy had seen it firsthand, and… Neal wasn’t wrong. As disgusting as Jordan was, that sight had been transcendently powerful. Not necessarily beautiful. But it was more like how you’d look at an amazing achievement of engineering. Or architecture. You’re astounded by the size and the scope of it. Tracy could still feel the throb in her pussy from how Jordan had stretched and pounded and filled her. That was something that was never going to go away.

Jordan wasn’t a sex god. He wasn’t some sort of savant when it came to using that appendage that so many men were either proud of or ashamed of. It was big, and he had the necessary skill. Beyond that, it really depended on who that appendage was working on and with. Apparently, Tracy was a good match. Her orgasms had been intense. She wasn’t about to lie. Fucking Jordan had been… well, amazing. And she wanted to do it again. At least on a primal level, she did.

There was no way she’d cheat on Neal. The only reason she’d fucked Jordan was because Neal had wanted her to. He’d wanted to listen to her having sex. She may not have completely understood her husband's newly awakened kink… or was it a fetish… whatever… she didn’t understand, but after listening secondhand to the recordings, she had an idea. Tracy had been astounded at the things she’d said. The noises she’d made. It was erotic.

It was also confusing.

Neal had been talking more and more about watching her. And Jordan was obviously the go to person for the fantasy. She’d already slept with him.

“Just watch the video.” She’d insisted.

“I… it’s not… the same.” Neal muttered, laying back in bed.

Last night had been the breaking point. Or maybe the jumping-off point. It depended on how you looked at it. It’d been almost two weeks since the night at the hotel. A week since Neal had brought in the kinky talk about watching her. This was the first night, however, that Tracy had finally directly addressed things.

“Neal… seriously. Isn’t it enough that you got almost an hour of me… ya know… and it’s on video too. You haven’t even watched it. Can’t that just be enough?” Tracy lay back on her pillow, arms crossed under her breasts, her thin t-shirt not doing much to hide her hardened nipples.

He rolled onto his side to look at her. “Was it bad? I mean, I can understand if the whole thing… if you just did it for my benefit…”

Tracy pinched the bridge of her nose. “No. It wasn’t bad. It was good, Neal. Jordan’s a slob, but I guess just because you’re fat and sweaty doesn’t mean you’re a lousy fuck.”

Neal nodded. “Then… if it was good, why not do it again? And this time I’ll be there. I’ll watch…”

“Are we really discussing this? We’ve gone from you just wanting to listen to you wanting a peep show?” She was getting frustrated. It wasn’t really about his wanting to watch her. Honestly, she understood that better than just wanting to listen. It was a pretty common fantasy among men. Watching their wife. Having their own personal porn star. Hell, she could probably get behind it. The problem… The problem was… that Neal wanted her to do it with Jordan.

Neal flopped back down on his side of the bed with a sigh. “I know. I’m… I’m turning into some sort of pervert.”

“You are a pervert.” Tracy sighed.

Her husband snorted a laugh. “I can’t argue. This whole thing… I don’t know what’s gotten into me.”

Tracy sighed again. “You’re a man with a healthy libido. Who has a sexy wife and… well, you wanna see me pleased. That’s what’s gotten into you. You don’t want a POV anymore. You want to be the third person in the room. I get it. I honestly do, Neal. Really. But… how can you say you want this, but not watch the video we already have?”

Neal was quiet for a moment, hands folded on his chest as he contemplated her questions. “I think… I think it’s because that video… it’s not meant for me to watch. The whole idea was for me to listen, so that’s how you performed. How Jordan performed. It was more about the ears than the eyes. I’m sure the video caught a lot of very…ahem… um, powerful images. But it was just one angle. I think… I think what I want is the full view. To be able to get up and to walk around and see it all from every angle I can think of.”

Tracy listened quietly, head turned to watch her husband as he stared up at the ceiling trying to explain the logic behind his perverted desire. In a way, she was touched. He didn’t just want some sort of static view of his wife having sex. There was some sort of deeper poetry in his logic and desire. I’ll be it twisted and pornographic, but horny poetry could be beautiful. Just ask the people who read Song of Solomon.

“You know Jordan… he uh, angled some things so the camera could see..” Tracy cleared her throat, slightly embarrassed remembering the positions Jordan had twisted her into so that she’d be exposed for Neal’s viewing pleasure.

“I’m sure he did.” Neal let out a breath. “Sounds like him.”

Tracy rolled her eyes. “He definitely wanted to put on a show for you. Or maybe just had something to prove to himself.”

“If he’s as big as you say and as good in bed, well, I don’t think he has much to prove.”

“He may have all that, but the exterior package is still pretty sloppy, hon. Not to sound shallow, but it’s hard to look past that… bloated body and shallow personality.”

“You got past it.” Neal looked over at her, curious.

“For you, Neal. I got past that enormous belly and hair and sweat and dick personality for you. So you could have those recording of your wife getting her mind blown and fucked. So don’t you dare say I never did anything for you.” She shoved his shoulder and gave him a crooked grin.

“Yeah. You really took one for the team, Trac. Multiple orgasms. Amazing sex. Sounds horrible.” Neal grinned.

Tracy grabbed her pillow and smacked her husband in the face. “It may not have been horrible, but you try having that fat hairy gut smacking against your ass and see how you feel about it.”

Neal blocked her assault, laughing hysterically before lunging at Tracy and tackling her. They rolled in the bed, tussling and turning. Sheets got pulled from the bed and with a surprised cry they both fell off the bed onto the floor in a tangled heap.

The memory faded, and Tracy rubbed her hip where there was still a bruise from when they’d fallen on the floor. It made her smile in spite of the sore ache. It was that talk that had led her here. Again, at her husband’s request.

Why?

Because she loved the perverted bastard. That’s why.

Tracy gripped the steering wheel until her knuckles turned white. She really did love her husband. And though she didn’t want to admit it… his kink, his fantasy, this whole idea… was arousing. Jordan had proved himself in the bedroom. And he wasn’t altogether the worst person in the world. Hell, even as big and sweaty as he was, he was fairly clean. She could tell he’d attempted to groom himself when they’d met at the hotel. So he wasn’t selfish. He’d even played things up to the camera, all for her and Neal to have for later.

Sure, he was getting something out of the deal. Getting to have sex with Tracy. But he could have just been selfish. Pounded away and not even concerned himself with Tracy’s own well being or pleasure. But he’d gone slow so she could adjust to his size. He’d made sure to make her cum multiple times. And never once did she get the impression if she’d told Jordan to stop, that he would have ignored her.

Maybe there was a gentleman deep down under all that flab. Deep deep down.

Tracy sighed and got out of the car, slamming her door. She couldn’t deny she wanted another round with Jordan. And Neal wanted it too. But he couldn’t even bring himself to watch the video. So… rather than risk trying and failing, or possibly humiliating her husband, they agreed… if reluctantly on Tracy’s part, to take things slow.

And slow meant… this. Her coming to see Jordan with… a proposition.

She shivered. Coming to the store like this made her feel… well, almost like some sort of hooker or escort looking to turn tricks. But she reminded herself that she wasn’t debasing herself with a stranger. This wasn’t for money. She already knew Jordan. Had already had sex with him. What she was going to propose now was fully agreed upon by her husband, and she had no doubt Jordan was going to jump at the offer she was bringing to him.

I should just go home. Go home. Fuck Neal’s brains out. Make him forget this whole thing.

Clouds shifted across the sky, and the previous glare that was obscuring the windows looking into the store vanished. Jordan was standing behind the checkout, sorting through a stack of games. He wore a stretched-out t-shirt with a bunch of retro controllers all over the front. A Pocky stick was held between his lips, slowly munching on it as he went about his work.

It was hard to believe this man was packing the equipment she’d seen. And had the skill that a lot of men envied and girls wanted. It was just wrapped up in a somewhat undesirable package. But bad wrapping didn’t mean the product was bad.

Jordan looked up suddenly, as if sensing Tracy was standing in the parking lot watching him like a stalker. He grinned wide, teeth flashing, and waved.

No going back now. She thought. Suddenly she wished she’d worn something more modest instead of Daisy Duke jean shorts and an old KC Chiefs jersey. She wasn’t particularly a fan of sports, let alone the Chiefs, but her nephew had given it to her as a gift for Christmas a few years back and she didn’t have the heart to toss it into the Goodwill bin. It was a little tight on her, giving a good impression of her curves.

With a belabored sigh, Tracy gathered up her courage and walked into the store.

“Well! Not every day I see a pretty lady like you in my store. What’s the occasion?” Jordan’s grin was as big and sly as ever as he pushed aside the stacks of games and leaned forward on the counter, giving Tracy a very obvious once over with his murky green eyes.

Tracy shook her head and sighed. “The ‘occasion’ is that I’m here because of Neal.”

Jordan’s eyebrows rose. “Ohhhh? Hm. Well, last time he wanted something, it involved you too. Is this visit related, or are you just here to pick up that preorder of the new Baulder’s Gate?”

“Neal can pick up his own games…” Tracy grumbled, folding her arms under her breasts. “We have… business to discuss. I guess that’s how you can put it.” Her foot was tapping nervously as she met the rotund gamer’s gaze.

“Hmmm.” Jordan tapped his fingers against the counter. “Business. Well. The last deal worked out really well for me. Seems like it did for you and Neal too. So, I’m all ears.” That stupid grin got wider.

Tracy glanced around the store. It was empty. Did he ever have customers? She never came down here. This was Neal’s place to hang out, not hers. “Do you… have somewhere we can talk in private? I don’t want to… air me and my husband’s dirty laundry for anyone to just walk in on.”

“Dirty laundry, huh?” Jordan chuckled, walking around the counter and heading towards the door. “Are you saying you’ve been getting those panties dirty because of me? Am I supposed to offer to pay for that little number I ripped apart? Didn’t really mean to do that. It was a pretty outfit, but it got in the way.” He turned the open sign around so it showed a ‘be back shortly’ message, then turned the lock.

“You’re such a dick.’ Tracy muttered.

“I think you mean, I have a dick.” He winked as he walked past her, heading towards the back of the store. “Come with me. We can talk in the breakroom.”

…

Neal was jittery. Sitting at his desk at work was not what he wanted to be doing with his day. He should have opted to work from home, but there were a few meetings he had that were better done face to face rather than over video or audio calls. So now he was stuck behind his desk, in his office, trying to get work done, but instead was constantly glancing at his phone. Waiting.

Waiting for a message. A notification. Something.

Why hadn’t they agreed on how she’d send things to him? Texting wasn’t a good idea. Too many ways that the message could get viewed or accidentally shared.

In his obsessive panic, Neal quickly set up a private cloud server and sent the login to Tracy. ‘We can log things here’. He texted.

And then he waited.

The day was done, and he was on his way home before he got a sudden ping that something had been added to the cloud drive. That sudden little ding from his phone made him swerve, a car honking and the driver giving him the finger. Neal quickly pulled off the road and into a parking lot of some random store, parking as far from the building as he could manage.

He picked up his phone and stared at it. The notification told him Tracy had added a video.

Oh god. She did it. She actually did it. Or… what if it’s fake? Maybe she just sent me a video telling me I’m a pervert, and she’s not going to do it.

Shaking his head, he leaned back and took a few slow breaths. That wasn’t likely. Tracy was a woman of her word. If she made a promise, she was going to keep it. And if she changed her mind, she would have called him and flat out told him so.

The video was real. It had to be.

The question was… how far did it go?

They’d only discussed… something simple. A taste, something that Neal could watch and see how he felt. If he could handle what he saw, then maybe they could go further. Maybe they could indulge in Neal’s fantasy to watch her. But this was their compromise. Tracy would talk with Jordan, work out the details, and then she’d send him a video. No sex.

“I’m not taking my clothes off for that man unless we are together in a hotel room. Period.” She’d told Neal. “If you want to… watch, then you’ll be there to see everything. This is just gonna be a tease, or a trial run or whatever we want to call it or however you wanna think about it.”

Neal had agreed. Nervously, but eagerly.

Now he had a video waiting to be viewed. What if he couldn’t handle it? He’d listened to Tracy, but that felt so different. Like listening to a painting being described rather than seeing the actual work of art. It sounded beautiful, but could his brain really handle seeing the full brushstrokes and vibrant colors?

All he had to do was open the file. Press play.

So much had changed already. But this… it would truly be a turning point. He’d watch. It was all a tangled mess in his head. Logical and illogical. Hypocrisy. But for him, this was it. The step off the diving board. He would either swim or sink.

With a quick glance around, seeing no one parked near him or walking around who might catch a glimpse of what he was about to watch, Neal opened the drive, navigated to the file, and pressed play…

…

Neal was met with Jordan’s face front and center in frame. His friend's eyes darted around, and it looked like he was trying to find a button to press.

“Damn thing. How do you… fuck… well, hope you like watching me buddy, rather than your wife…” Jordan laughed.

“Stop being a dick! Here!” Tracy’s voice was sharp and annoyed. The phone jostled and went out of focus, the camera flipped and when things finally steadied, Neal saw his wife kneeling on the floor in what looked like the back room of Jordan’s store.

The look on her face made Neal cringe slightly. Her gaze was predatory, and he knew it was directed at him. Probably Jordan too. But when she was staring straight into the camera, Neal knew she was concentrating all of her annoyance on him.

“Right. That’s better.” Jordan shifted on the raggedy couch he was sitting on. They must have been in the break area Jordan had set up in the back room. He’d furnished it with an old couch he’d found at a thrift store. A mini fridge. Coffee maker. And an old coffee table he’d found in an alley that someone was throwing out.

“Good. Am I in focus?” Tracy pulled her hair back into a ponytail, tying it off with a wristband. Her breasts were swaying in her jersey, clearly not held by a bra. Had she gone there like that or removed it after she’d gotten to the store? Did it matter?

“I’m not some videographer, Trace. These devices do most of the work for you, anyway. I’m sure you’ll look great.” The frame moved to angle down and capture Jordan’s lap. He wore baggy jean shorts and a t-shirt that was struggling to contain his stomach. There was a shaggy orange rug on the floor, giving Tracy some padding on her knees as she slipped closer between Jordan’s flabby thighs.

Giving her cheeks a few soft slaps, as if trying to wake up or psych herself up for what she was about to do, Tracy looked back up at the camera. “Are you recording?”

“No worries. I’m not gonna miss a second. Neal’s gonna get a great video.”

Tracy rolled her eyes. “Fine. No funny business. Don’t flip the camera around or anything. I’m serious.”

Jordan chuckled. “Hey. I’m not gonna ruin this Trace. Not a chance. I’ll follow the rules. Pinky promise.” He held out his hand, pinky up.

“Are you serious?” Tracy stared at him flatly.

“Come on. Promise.” He wiggled his pinky at her.

Tracy let out an exasperated sigh and linked her pinky with his and shook. “Good. Fine. Whatever. Can we get this over with?”

“Oh, so eager! Well I’m not gonna stop you, darlin’. Get to work.” Jordan patted his bulging jeans.

Another sigh escaped Tracy’s lips as she reached up and began undoing Jordan’s fly. The bulge emerged, stretching against some Star Wars boxers that had seen better days. Things shifted and bounced slightly as Jordan lifted himself up so Tracy could pull off his shorts. Leaning back further, Jordan pulled his belly up and pressed it so there was a better view of his waistline and Tracy kneeling, now yanking at his boxers with a determined, focused expression.

Jordan’s cock flopped out, soft but massive.

“Geez!” Neal muttered as he watched his wife pulling the boxers down, revealing the full length of Jordan’s member and the heavy hairy balls resting against his thighs.

“Miss me?” Jordan quipped.

“You’re so full of yourself.” Tracy muttered, but from the flush of her cheeks and chest it was clear that the thick meat intimidated her. It was starting to harden slowly.

“You could be full of me. If you want.”

Tracy’s eyes narrowed and glared up past the camera to Jordan. There was no doubt he had a smug smile plastered across his face. “Just shut up.”

“Happy to.” Jordan flexed his cock, making the hardening member jump in front of Tracy. “I’ll let my little guy do the talking for me.”

“Hardly little.” Tracy said almost too softly to be heard.

With only another beat of hesitation, Tracy leaned in. Her hand cupped the wrinkly balls while the other took his shaft and began to stroke, getting it harder so that it was standing more at attention. It was so thick, and long. The head a harsh throbbing purple, and veins standing out along the length as it became firmer.

“Ahhhh.” Jordan moaned softly behind the camera.

Ignoring him, Tracy tilted her head towards the thick head that was starting to glisten with leaking pre-cum and rubbed her lips around it as if she were applying lipstick. The sticky fluid glommed onto her lips, spreading around and glistening like gloss. Her eyes fluttered closed, and she kissed the warm tip like it was a first kiss between lovers.

“Fuck…” Jordan breathed.

Tracy let her tongue flick out, tracing along the underside of head. Her pink tongue came away with a glittering string of pre-cum that dripped back onto the head and slid down along the shaft and pooled around the grip she had on him.

Trailing her lips along and around the crown, Tracy glanced up at the camera. The look in her eyes was sultry and fierce. If she was going to do this, then she was going to make it count. Neal wasn’t sure if he was proud or scared. He watched as his wife moved down along Jordan’s length, kissing, pressing her juicy lips along his skin until she got to the root and trailed her tongue around it. The rough sound of tastebuds scratching against pubic hair filled the speakers along with Jordan’s deep breaths.

“Godamn…” He grunted, pressing his hand against his stomach so it didn’t obstruct the view of Tracy kissing along the root of his cock and then licking down around his balls. “Fucking shit, Trace, that’s amazing.”

She didn’t say anything. Tracy just continued to rub her lips and tongue all over Jordan’s sizable member, coating it in a glossy sheen of spit. His erection was pulsing, engorging his cock and making it twitch with each heartbeat. She moved all along the shaft, letting her lower lip drag along the underside until she was at the tip and with her eyes on the camera, opened her mouth and let it descend on the knob of Jordan’s dick.

“Ohhhh fucking god!” He moaned.

Neal moaned along with him, staring at the screen and into his wife’s daring brown eyes as she took another man’s cock into her mouth. She hollowed her cheeks slightly and moved down further, further, the mushroom vanishing inside her warm mouth. For a minute she sucked on it like a lollipop. Up and down. Lips sliding over it, coating it with saliva, making it sparkle in the industrial lights that were hung overhead.

Her eyes closed and Tracy lowered herself, taking more and more of Jordan’s cock into her mouth, then her throat. There was only a slight, soft gag and a brief pause as she adjusted to his size and then pressed further until her nose was nestled in his sweaty pubic hair.

“Holy fuck! Fuck! Oh, my god Trac… stay there!” Jordan put a hand on the back of her head, holding her there with his entire length in her throat. To Tracy’s credit, she didn’t resist or choke as he held her down. Her breaths came in deeply through her nose, no doubt inhaling his musky scent.

Neal watched as Tracy rubbed her nose against him, no doubt her tongue was swirling around his cock and throat contracting around it, squeezing pleasantly. After a minute Jordan let go and Tracy pulled back, gasping slightly with spit dripping from her lips and onto her chin.

“Prick.” She muttered and then went back to work, licking the mess of her saliva and pre-cum, gathering it up on her tongue and then spitting it slowly back onto him. Her hand stroked up and down, the gooey concoction making the shaft slick, the stimulation easier and faster as her fist moved. She moved up and down, like a speeding piston in an engine, making Jordan moan louder, pre-cum leaking freely from his slit all over her hand.

Tracy sucked at his tip, her tongue diving into the dripping hole of his penis, exploring that little tunnel that produced cum. It made Jordan grunt, the phone shaking and almost slipping from his hands. She may not have liked Jordan much, but she was going to town on his cock and leaving nothing out. All of her skill was getting put to the test.

She gave his head attention, making it drip. The sensitivity of his skin along the crown escalated to a point that every little touch of her lips made him start to whimper like a man who was experiencing getting head for the first time in his life.

Before long she slid her mouth and tongue down to his balls and began sucking them one at a time. Pulling them out from her mouth with loud, deliberate pops. Wet and soggy. She spit on them and then licked it up along the seam of his testicles, took them into her mouth and gargled lewdly.

Neal was at a loss for words. His cock was throbbing in his jeans as he watched his wife become a sloppy cock sucking slut for Jordan. Tracy and Neal had had their fair amount of sexy slutty fun with each other, but what he was witnessing from his wife now was on another level. Was it all an act? Just for him because she knew he would be watching the video? Was this just like when he recorded her and Jordan at the hotel?

Or was her eagerness and wanton lust genuine?

Her eyes flashed at the camera, looking up as she swallowed his length again, making Jordan spasm.

“Holy fuck! Trace…goddamn it, I’m gonna…I…oh fuck!” His bulging belly jumbled around as his breathing increased.

Tracy’s lips tightened around the crown of his cock, cheeks sucking in and eyes blazing as she looked straight into the camera. Straight into Neal’s eyes. Into his heart. His soul. Into his desire.

“OHHHHHH FUCKFUCKFUCK!” Jordan began bucking his hips, but Tracy held his head there, between her lips tight and controlled, not allowing him to thrust into her mouth. Instead, his cum shot into the reservoir of her mouth. Shot after shot. Thick and warm.

Tracy’s eyelids fluttered as Jordan gushed into her mouth, but she remained in complete control. It was surprising and scary. Neal had no idea his wife was capable of that sort of discipline.

Finally, Jordan sat back, gulping in breaths like he had just been drowning and had finally found shore. “HOLY shitballs, Trace! Fuck!” He laughed nervously.

Slowly, carefully, Tracy pulled her lips away from Jordan’s deflating member. Somehow Jordan had maintained a grip on the phone and kept it focused and steady, centered on Tracy. Now she was looking straight back at the camera again and opened her mouth, pushing up her tongue to show the massive amount of cum Jordan had flooded her with. It was thick and soupy. The camera caught it all in glorious 4K, and then she shut her mouth and gave an audible gulp. When she opened her mouth again, there was nothing but healthy pink skin and pearly white teeth.

“Fucking shit!” Jordan muttered.

Tracy wiped off her chin with the back of her hand and got to her feet. “Ugh… my leg’s asleep…” she muttered, shaking her left leg a bit as she wavered. “You can stop recording. That should be enough.”

“S…sure.” Jordan chuckled. “I’m sure Neal will lo…”

The video stopped.

…

The rest of the drive home, Neal was in a trance. He went through the motions of weaving in and out of traffic. Putting on his blinker. Breaking at lights. But it all passed by as if in a dream. His brain was in a fog. The sounds of his wife sucking Jordan. And now, the view. The image of Tracy’s lips sliding along him. The dripping spit and cum. Her eyes. Fuck! Her eyes!

I want to see those eyes looking at me when he fucks her.

That thought was intrusive. Perverse. Disgusting. And it made him nearly cum in his pants every time it echoed through his mind.

Before he knew it, he was back home, sitting in his car in the driveway. His blood was running hot. Boxers stained with dried and sticky pre-cum that just wouldn’t stop leaking. Tracy’s car was already parked in the garage. Neal wasn’t sure how long she’d been home. How long had she been waiting for him? Had she sent the video right after it had been made? Or did she wait until she got home to do that?

So many questions. But did he want the answers to any of them?

They’d agreed that Tracy would do this one thing, and if Neal could handle it, then they would discuss further steps. But if he couldn’t, then he wouldn’t say anything. Neither of them would speak about it again. It would just become a footnote in their lives. A little spice and then packed away.

He sat outside for a long while. Time just slipped away, ticking and ticking as he stared out into space trying to process what he’d seen. What finally broke that lingering spell was a buzz from his phone. In a daze, he picked it up.

Tracy: Come inside

A simple message. Not a request. His wife wanted him to come home. He couldn’t stay sitting in purgatory forever. One way or another, he had to go in and face… whatever came.

Neal got out of the car and walked inside, closing the garage behind him. The house was quiet… much like that day he came home and all of this began. That seed. Planted by hearing his wife’s breaths and moans…

A soft sound drifted to Neal from the bedroom. Familiar to him just like his own voice. It was the unintelligible language of lust. Scruffy scraping gasps. Guttural grunts. 

Had Tracy brought Jordan home with her?

That was his first thought, and he hated himself for thinking his wife would ever go behind his back. Besides, that didn’t make sense. Why would she text him to come inside if she was…

Unless she wanted him to watch. Was… did she…?

Neal almost sprinted down the hall towards the bedroom. The moans grew louder. Deeper. But he didn’t hear any sign of another. It was just Tracy’s voice. He nearly tripped over his own feet as he got to their door, left wide open, and stopped just inside, grabbing hold of the doorknob for stability.

Tracy was laid back on the bed, skin glistening with oil. The only scrap of clothing she wore was a pair of purple thong panties that were soaked through with oil and juices, her hand under them, stretching the already tight material, rubbing and thrusting fingers deep into her wet cunt.

“Stay…right there…” She gasped. Her breasts were slick with oil, moving gently with the motion of her hand between her legs and the other over her head gripping her pillow.

Neal stood frozen, watching his wife writhing on the bed. The sounds of her fingers squelching into her pussy and her heavy, hearty breaths drowned out any thought that tried to bubble up inside his mind.

“Fucking bastard.” She panted, fingers digging deeply into her slick folds. The panties were bulging up and down, stretching wetly along her knuckles. “Making me suck that bloated nerd.” Tracy’s eyes caught Neal’s. They were simmering and dangerous. It wasn’t exactly anger he saw, but a sort of frustration he couldn’t quite put words to.

“Trace I…”

“Shut up!” She moaned, and her hips thrust up as her fingers dipped, and she groaned. “Did you like the… the video? Hm? You like seeing me worship that big dick? Swallow all that cum? It tasted so gross. Fuck…” Her whole body shuddered, nipples visibly hardening and oil beading along her skin as she started sweating.

“I…I… did…” Neal breathed, feeling almost ashamed to admit it.

“I knew it… fucking knew it. Such a pervert.” She kept eye contact, fucking herself with her fingers. “Is that what you wanted to see? See me be a slut?”

“I… I don’t want you to… to be a slut. I just…” He took a step forward, aroused and scared all at once by the intensity of his wife’s gaze.

“Fucking stay there! You said you wanted to watch me. Now watch! Watch me masturbate thinking about Jordan. God! Fucking Jordan! Do you know how fucked up that is? I should be fantasizing about you, Neal! My husband! Instead, I’m thinking about that Dorito eating dipshit and his massive dick!” She was thrusting her fingers faster, harder, arching her ass up off the bed with gasps. Her eyes rolled back. Juices and oil dripped down from the panties, some clinging to her tight ass and others falling like rain all over the soiled bed sheets.

“Take out your dick!” Tracy ordered. “Go ahead. Isn’t this what you want, you pervert? Stroke and watch me! Fucking do it!”

His wife was crazy with lust and arousal and anger. Neal was struck dumb, but found himself quickly undoing his jeans, pulling down his pants so they were around his thighs and started jerking his cock fast, watching as Tracy continued assaulting herself.

“Stupid. So stupid. Fucking god, his cock was huge in my mouth! Oh god! And now I can’t stop thinking of him fucking me again. Fucking this tight little cunt!” She reached down and pulled her panties away, peeling them off her bulging knuckles, exposing herself to Neal. Her labia was puffy and red. Lips engorged. Dripping and glistening, her fingers stretched her entrance wide. “This isn’t even fucking half as wide as he would stretch me, Neal! Is that what you want to see? Me opened up to breaking?”

“Yes…” Neal admitted with a heavy breath, beating his meat faster and faster, beyond embarrassed and humiliated but so turned on he wasn’t sure he could even think rationally if he tried.

Tracy was whimpering. “I hate you! I fucking hate you for this. Making me want it. Need it. God fucking damn it fuuuuuuck!” She was trembling.

“Trace… I’m sor…” He was trying to apologize.

“Save it! Fuck god fuck. You want it, don’t you? You want to watch!”

“Yes… I do… I loved the video. I wanna watch you with him. With Jordan. I wanna watch you have sex, baby.” 

Whatever demon was driving Tracy seemed to break and leave. Cut and run. She was still fucking herself hard and fast with her dripping fingers. But she was crying. Tears staining her cheeks. “Neal… honey… I… I fucking love you… please… come here… fuck me, fuck my little cunt!” She stretched open her pussy to show him how it was trembling and sucking with need.

Neal was stumbling forward, pants around his ankles, feeling like an idiot, but somehow managed to climb onto the bed and practically fell onto and into his wife.

“AHHHHHH!” She screamed and came immediately, squirting and convulsing and squeezing Neal’s cock even as he plunged in just one single time before he too reached his peak and shot his cum deep inside.

They both were moaning, shouting and groaning in mixtures of emotion and pleasure.

Tracy grabbed hold of her husband’s ass and pulled him deeper. “Fuck… fuck… please. Oh my god, Neal. I want you to watch me get fucked. I wanna do it for you. For me. I want it… does… that make me bad?” She was panting and still riding an orgasm that was threatening to break her.

Neal pressed his mouth to hers, stealing her breath and bruising her lips. “Never. Never bad. Always…good… I love you. I wanna see it too. I wanna see you pleased and pleasing. I have to… we’ll do it together.” He rammed himself into her even though his cock was overstimulated and the feeling so intense it threatened to make him pass out.

Tracy yelped and whimpered with his hard, erratic thrusts. “To…together… together… fuck me.. Fuck me… keep me… keep me yours.”

“Mine.” He panted back.

They grabbed hold and clung tightly to each other. Tracy’s legs wrapped around and pulled him against her. His cock sinking in even as it was starting to soften. Her oiled breasts rubbed against his shirt, staining it, making it sticky. She bit his neck, still riding the earth shattering orgasm before falling back on her pillow.

Neal collapsed on top of her, head against her chest, listening to her pounding heart.

Within a moment they were both sleeping, exhausted and empty.

…

Neal listened as the shower ran, Tracy washing herself off as he was stripping the bed of the messy sheets. He gathered them up and put them into a laundry basket before going down the hall to the linen closet and pulling out some new sheets. Thankfully, they’d had a mattress protector on under the sheets, so the mattress itself wasn’t a mess of oil that would probably never come out.

When he returned to the room, he peeked into the bathroom. Tracy was stepping out of the shower. Her hair dripping, plastered to her cheeks, covering her face as she reached out and grabbed a towel, beginning to dry herself off.

The desire to go in and grab hold of his wife was strong, but he restrained himself. Tracy needed space. He could tell by the way she had rolled off the bed once they’d both woken up from their sexual stupor. She was sniffing, eyes rimmed red, and her whole posture screamed she wanted to be alone. So, he gave her the space she needed to process what had just happened.

Somehow it seemed even more significant than what they’d already done. Neal went over what had happened in their marriage in just a month. Tracy had willingly had sex with someone else. Let herself be recorded so Neal could listen. And now he wanted more. So she’d gone to Jordan and given him one of the most amazing blowjobs Neal had ever witnessed. Filmed it. And sent it to him so he could watch and determine if he could handle actually watching his wife have sex.

The first video was still sitting on his computer. Unwatched. And he wasn’t sure he ever would. It seemed stupid. But that whole arrangement had been for him to listen. The video was incidental. He wanted something intentional. And now it seemed like he was going to get it, if what they’d both said was true while they’d been in the throes of passion.

As Neal began to put the new sheets on the bed, Tracy came out of the bathroom. A small billow of steam wafted out as she marched towards their closet. She had a towel wrapped around her tightly, and she deliberately kept her eyes forward and down, not acknowledging Neal as she stepped into the closet and closed the door behind her.

That little action made Neal’s chest ache. Was she mad? She definitely seemed upset in some way when she was fingering herself. The words she said, how she spoke to him, it definitely spoke of some inner turmoil. Neal had his own emotions of course, but since it was Tracy’s body, he was sure her feelings were far more complex.

By the time he finished putting on the new sheets, Tracy came out of the closet wearing simple gray, high-hipped panties and an oversized t-shirt with an overly cute kitten on the front. She was pulling her damp hair back into a ponytail as she walked towards Neal. When she reached him, she looked up into his eyes, got on her toes and gave him a slow, meaningful kiss.

Neal slid his arms around her waist and pulled her close. She lay her head on his chest. He’d changed clothes after he’d gotten out of bed. They were just as ruined as the sheets.

“We’re doing this, aren’t we?” She spoke into his shirt.

“Y…yeah. Unless you say no. It doesn’t matter if I want this, Tracy. Put what my fantasies and perverted kinks are aside. If you don’t want to do this, that’s it. Final. I’ll never speak of it again. It’s your body. I can’t ask you to use it just so I can get a good look or whatever. You’re a person, and if I ever, ever made you think for a second you weren’t, that this was all about my satisfaction and your feelings didn’t matter then…”

Tracy put a hand on his chest and looked up at him, quickly silencing him with just a look.

“You have never made me feel that way. And I don’t think you feel like that. It’s okay to have fantasies. Kinks. But we have to be honest about them. Both of us. And that means I have to admit that… I want this Neal. Jordan was really good in bed. And giving him that blowjob was intense. Yeah, I’m kinda grossed out by the man, but he was actually a… Well, not a gentleman, but at least polite after we finished the video. He didn’t pressure me or anything. But he’s definitely on board if we want to take this further.”

Neal nodded slowly.

“So if you want to. Then I want to. We can do this. But we need to organize it right and make sure we know our limits, okay? Seriously. We can’t cringe away from this. We have to ask the hard questions. Discuss the hard limits and specific things that we can and can’t say or do.” She held her husband’s gaze earnestly. “And before we even entertain any of this, I have to know… do you trust me? Are you scared that if we do this I’m going to start… I don’t know, stepping out on you? Searching for other men or seeing Jordan behind your back? If you have any insecurities about this, if it’s going to turn into jealousy that’s going to damage us, our marriage, then we are not going to do this.”

“I… no… no, I don’t think you’d cheat on me. No, um… I mean… honestly, no I don’t think you’d go behind my back with Jordan or start trolling around trying to find a big cock or whatever. But jealousy is part of this, Trace. Listening to what Jordan did to you… it twisted my gut. I nearly gave myself a panic attack. But I was also so aroused it was impossible to deny. I… it’s complicated. A paradox or something. Pain and pleasure. Jealousy and trust. I know there’s a balance, and it’s really delicate.”

Tracy was listening intently. Hands on her husband’s hips, briefly noticing his cock getting hard in the sweatpants he’d thrown on.

“But… I think we can do this. I want us to do this. But I think you’re right. We need to make some rules. Real rules. And we have to trust each other and be honest. And that means if I’m uncomfortable, then I have to speak up. Same for you. Even if it might hurt the other. Because there’s a chance that one of us might like this, but the other won’t. If that happens, then speaking up might mean the one that’s enjoying themselves will feel cheated out of something. Denied. And I don’t want either of us to have any resentment. Not for this. Not for sex.”

They pulled each other close and stood quietly, letting the implications of this new possibility, this new road, sink in. The sun was starting to go down, and the room was becoming dark as they stood together, just letting each other breathe. Finally, as the last light of day was vanishing, they pulled apart and looked into each other’s eyes.

“We’re doing this.” They said it together. It made them burst into laughter and fall onto the newly made bed, tangling themselves together as they started to make a mess of what was clean.

…

It was a week before Neal and Tracy were able to agree on the details and get things set up. Jordan was more than ready to bend to any time or place. He said he’d close his store at the drop of a hat if that’s what they wanted.

Tracy was equally flattered and disgusted by Jordan’s enthusiasm. But at least he wasn’t being controlling or manipulative. He was simply following their lead.

The first thing they had to do was simply sit down with each other. First just Neal and Tracy, and then they invited Jordan over as well to go over and lay out very clear boundaries and rules. They didn’t shy away from the tough discussions. Tracy would have absolute, full control of the situation. If she told Jordan to stop. That was it. No questions. If Neal became uncomfortable and wanted to stop, then they stopped. Hell, if Jordan lost interest and wanted to stop, then they all agreed. They agreed on a safe word, Soda. A completely disconnected word from sex. If it was said by anyone, then whatever was happening needed to stop and they needed to reorient, check in, and maybe pause for a bit until everyone was okay.

Everything would be filmed. Neal had free rein with the camera and could and would capture whatever he wanted. There would also be stable cameras set up to capture the full event as he did his own handheld work.

“I’m going to do this my way, Neal.” Tracy said when they were all sitting in the living room. She was dressed conservatively, not wanting to give Jordan any sort of idea that tonight he’d be getting any action. Loose jeans, t-shirt and jacket. To Jordan’s credit, he sat back in his chair and kept his eyes solidly on her face, rather than looking at her like she was something he could indulge in.

“Um… what’s that mean?” Neal asked, leaning forward, hands clasped between his knees.

“It means, sex my way. How I want. With Jordan. We get to do whatever we want. If you want… I don’t know, some specific shots I guess you can give me and Jordan a list. But we are going to do this my way. Say what I want. But, our safe word still applies. If whatever we say goes too far, then say it. I’ll stop. Jordan will stop.” Tracy sat, arms folded, sternly looking at Neal.

Her husband nodded. They’d discussed things long and hard. And though Tracy was willing, even eager, to do this, she was still slightly perturbed about the whole thing. It was something she was going to have to work out on her own though. She’d have to come to term and get comfortable. And she knew once she and Jordan got into things… all her doubts would most likely vanish in the heat of their desire.

Jordan could barely mask a grin as he listened to Tracy. She noticed, but ignored it. Jordan was the lucky one in all this. He didn’t have to deal with the complex workings of love and marriage. He was just going to get laid. And since he didn’t seem to have any qualms about being filmed, it was all benefits with no drawbacks.

“Do I get to make any requests?” Jordan’s sudden interest in the negotiations made Tracy and Neal jump, as if they’d forgotten he was there.

“Like…what?” Tracy narrowed her eyes at the chubby man. He was a pervert. Probably worse than Neal. Was he going to ask for something kinky? Gross?

“Just that I get to choose the outfit for the evening?” He smiled mischievously.

Tracy rolled her eyes. “I’m not going to dress up as some slutty video game character or anime bimbo. No ‘cosplay’ at all…”

Jordan held up his hands with a chuckle. “Whoa. We haven’t gotten to that point in our relationship, Trace. No worries. I’m talking about the undies. Let me choose. But no surprises, at least not for you. Just a surprise for Neal. You and I can talk about it, and I’ll choose the underthings you get to wear for the evening. I promise it’ll be visually fun for our man here.” Jordan gave Neal a wink. It made Neal’s stomach curdle slightly and Tracy shiver.

“I suppose… that’s… fair. But I get veto power, Jordan. So if I don’t agree to any of the stuff you choose, then I’m just going to make my own decision, and that’s that.” Tracy sat back, arms firmly crossed.

“I do love a woman who knows what she wants. Agreed.” That seemed to satisfy the man.

Beyond that, they’d organized the time, the day, and the place.

Over the next few days, Jordan texted Tracy multiple times with links and pictures of outfits. She’d been worried at first that he would choose things that were more… well… she wasn’t exactly sure. She had just been afraid that Jordan and his perversion would spill over to his lingerie choices. Instead, he’d actually sent her some fairly tantalizing and sexy choices. Elegant. Expensive. Very sensual. Scandalous for sure. Much along the lines of the lingerie she’d worn for him the first time.

It took some back and forth, and some concerted effort to get over the ick she felt discussing lingerie with Jordan, before they settled on an outfit. Jordan told her he’d have it ready for her when they arrived at the hotel, his treat since he was the lucky man getting to have some fun with a married woman.

They agreed on a Saturday. Same hotel. Neal left early to set the room up with cameras and all the other equipment he’d used the last time. Tracy spent the day getting ready. Along, luxurious shower with scented soaps. She did her hair, curling it so that it fell in gentle waves. Carefully and slowly she shaved, and this part she decided to film. Setting up her phone to record as she sat on the edge of their tub, and began slowly, delicately, shaving all the hair from her vagina. When she was done, and completely smooth, she sent the video to Neal and told him she was doing this for Jordan, not for him.

It was mean. Maybe a little spiteful. But it was also kinky, and she knew her husband, the pervert he was and had become, was going to be torn between liking it and hating it.

Good.

That was how she felt. Excited and sick. Nervous and giddy. The push and pull of emotions were dangerously addictive.

To top things off, she did her makeup. A subtle amount of pink eyeshadow, liner, blush and dark pink lipstick. Since Jordan was going to bring the outfit, she’d wear for the video, she put on a simple pair of gray cotton panties and bra under her jeans and t-shirt. She refused to dress up to simply go to the hotel, mostly because she didn’t want anyone seeing her and assuming the worst.

Once she was ready, it was nearly noon, and they’d decided on a ‘start time’ at around two. This was somewhat arbitrary, but it gave plenty of time for Neal to check in, get set up, and for Tracy to get ready. Jordan just had to be patient. Hopefully, he at least took a shower before showing up like last time.

Tracy arrived at the room, stepping inside tentatively. Neal was finishing up, typing something on his computer and clicking a few things to adjust settings. He looked up when she closed the door softly.

“H…hey.” He stammered.

“Everything ready?” She asked, trying to remain calm and business-like. There were going to be a lot of emotions in just a little while, and she didn’t want to add fuel to the flickering flames that were already threatening to burn them.

“Um. Yeah. So… we’ve got three cameras in the bedroom, and… I will have a handheld as well. So… we should be able to get… um… some good footage.” Neal was clearly nervous, and the look on his face was of pure guilt.

They may have decided to do this together. But he still felt like he was pushing his wife into something. And, truth be told, Tracy felt that way too. But she knew she could say no. She could stop it all right here and now.

She just didn’t want to.

Tracy came close to Neal and gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. “It’s going to be fine. I love you. Just remember that. No matter what happens. I love you. We are in this together, okay?” She was sincere.

Neal nodded, holding the small digital camera he was going to use to watch his wife’s defilement.

“Good. Now… I think Jordan should be here in a minute, I’m going to go to the bathroom and finish getting ready. He’s supposed to bring my outfit, so… yeah, just give it to me when he arrives.” With another soft kiss on his cheek, Tracy left her husband alone in the living area of the room and locked herself into the bathroom to wait for Jordan.

…

A soft knock came at the door.

Tracy was sitting on the edge of the bathtub. She’d taken off her clothes, everything except her panties, and was nervously bouncing her foot as she waited. Despite already having had sex with Jordan, she still felt anxious. Almost as anxious as she had been on her wedding night. Not that she was inexperienced then. But this was… different.

It was still a war of contradictions and paradoxes in her mind. She’d already fucked Jordan. Had it recorded. Neal had listened countless times. But he still hadn’t watched the video. Now here they were, about to do it again. But this time it wouldn’t be a performance of sound, but of sight. Neal wouldn’t be waiting outside the bedroom. He’d be in there with her and watching as she broke her marriage vows.

The knock came again. “Trace?” It was Neal.

Taking a slow, calming breath, Tracy got up and walked confidently to the door, unlocked it and opened it just a crack. “Yeah?” She asked.

Neal held up a black box wrapped with a pink ribbon. “Jordan’s here.” He said quietly.

Tracy’s cheeks flushed. Opening the door a little wider, she reached out and took the small package, letting Neal see just a brief flash of her breasts before she shut the door with a muttered thanks and that she’d be out in a few minutes.

She took the gift and set it on the counter, slowly pulling the ribbon and then slipping off the top seeing the lingerie she and Jordan had selected for the first time physically. Her fingers trembled slightly. It was elegant and expensive. She’d seen the price. And it was all for someone else…

No. It wasn’t for Jordan. Not solely. It was for Neal too. For him to see. She took another slow breath. This was a performance. It was about visuals. Neal was going to watch. To film. So she needed to get into ‘character’. Into the right mood and mindset.

Make this good Tracy. Let’s do this.

…

Jordan sat down on the bed, already stripped down to his Power Ranger boxers. His hairy stomach was overflowing along the waistband. The grin on his face was wide and patient. Expectant. His swampy green eyes glanced at the various cameras in the room, and then over at Neal standing in the doorway to the bedroom, holding a digital camera and looking… sick? Nervous? Excited? Maybe all of the above and more? Jordan couldn’t exactly tell.

Hopefully Neal wasn’t getting cold feet. He’d had Tracy once, and that blowjob she’d given him had been world shattering. He wanted more. Maybe, if he played his cards right, and this entire performance and video turned out well, he could make this a regular thing with Tracy. Fuck that would be amazing. A fuck buddy. Maybe she’d become a hotwife and he could be her Bull. Or at least her booty call. He’d take what he could get.

But first, tonight had to go well.

“Doing alright there, Nealy boy?” Jordan asked casually. It was important to put his friend at ease. He wanted this to work.

“Yeah.” Neal muttered, shuffling from foot to foot as he fiddled with his camera.

Jordan just nodded, feeling awkward. It was better when Neal was out of the room. Ultimately he didn’t feel shy about having sex in front of Neal, but waiting like this was undeniably strange.

The bathroom door creaked open a crack and Tracy peeked out. “Uh… everyone ready?” Her voice was strangely timid. It seemed everyone was anxious.

Neal stood straight. “Y…yeah honey, uh, yeah I’m… good.”

Jordan sat back on the bed, hands propping him up as he spread his legs and gave Tracy a smile. “Hey beautiful. I’m ready when you are. Let’s give hubby a show.”

Tracy’s cheeks reddened for a minute, then with a deep sigh, she opened the door fully and stepped into the bedroom.

Neal dropped the camera with a gasp. He quickly scrambled to pick it back up, fumbling and finally getting it back in hand and pointed at his wife as she slowly walked further into the room, towards Jordan.

She wore deep, bright blue heels. Stockings that clung to her smooth legs, a sheer blue that matched the heels. The teddy she wore stretched tightly to her curves, pushing her breasts up to spill over just a little along the bodice. It was sapphire blue, intricate lace, with soft little ruffles along the waistline and shoulder straps. The panties matched, ruffles along the legs, thong cut and a slit down the center that gave just a peek of her smooth cunt.

Tracy glanced at Neal, seeing him react to her outfit. Elegant but sexy. Erotic. And not for him. She turned her attention to Jordan, who was smiling eagerly, a bulge beginning to appear in his childish boxers. The sight of his underwear made her roll her eyes. Way to kill the mood. But she came to stand in front of him, back to Neal. She stood with her legs slightly apart, imagining her husband with his camera, focusing between her legs, seeing the soft bald labia puffing out between the slit in her panties, a small evidence of her pink lips poking out as she was becoming aroused. An image of Jordan sitting on the bed, framed between her thighs, looking at her with hunger.

“Fuck that outfit was a good choice.” Jordan chuckled. “Did we get the sizes right?”

Tracy nodded. “Yeah. A bit tight. But it’s good.”

“I can tell. Your boobs are practically pouring out of the top. Love it. Bounce them a little.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. Not liking him trying to tell her what to do, but what would be the point of telling him no? Tracy bounced on the balls of her feet, making her breasts jiggle almost like jello trying to pop out of their mold.

“Fuck.” Jordan groaned and reached down, rubbing his crotch slowly. “You ready to put on a show?”

Tracy brushed back her hair and nodded curtly.

“Then come here honey. I’m ready and waiting.” Jordan had a shit-eating grin, and Tracy wanted to slap him. Instead, she took a slow, seductive step forward, bent at the waist and placed her hands on Jordan’s hairy, fat thighs. She moved her hands along him, up towards his crotch, over his underwear until she felt his rising erection and gripped it through the boxers.

“You ready for me?” She let her voice drip with sweet desire.

“Yeah,” Jordan breathed, watching her closely.

Tracy moved her hands up to his waistband, pushing his bulging belly up to get ahold of it and started to pull the boyish boxers down…

…

Neal struggled to keep the camera steady. He started behind Tracy, her ass pushed out revealing the thong backing of the crotchless panties. The slit down the middle framing her puffy bald slit. From the angle of the camera her long legs and ass were in focus, her back arched and in the background the fuzzy image of Jordan staring down with his saggy cheeks, five o’clock shadow, and hungry green eyes, watching as Tracy’s head, hair in a ponytail, swished and moved.

“Oh fuuuu….” Jordan groaned. “Neal buddy, come get a shot of this… fuck your wife’s tongue…”

Something in Neal’s stomach flipped. His teeth clenched. But he moved around, holding the camera as steady as possible as he captured the smooth rise of Tracy’s ass, her back and sides. Her breasts swayed in her teddy, almost slipping out of the top as he came to focus on Tracy’s warm pink tongue gliding up along the thick throbbing vein of Jordan’s cock. Her eyes were half lidded, coming to the top of Jordan’s glistening dick with dripping precum and kissed it.

“Yeah. Oh god yeah Trace. That’s it.” Jordan panted with a wide grin.

“Do you ever shut up?” Tracy muttered before she lowered herself again, licking around his thick base, her hands on his balls and stroking his shaft slowly up and down. 

“Shit.” Neal muttered, watching how the penis overshadowed her face, like a towering monster ready to devour her.

Tracy’s eyes darted to the camera. Holding the digital gaze and Neal’s viewing eyes through the screen. “You like this honey?” She asked, her pink lips pressing against Jordan’s sack. “Hmmm? Is this what you wanted? To see me worship a big fat cock?”

Jordan chuckled. “I definitely want to see it. So far you’ve only shown you like it… not love it.”

Her glare shifted to Jordan, and she shifted herself up a little to look him in the eye. He met her challenging stare and didn’t back down. His grin was salacious, daring her. Neal watched trembling, wondering how Tracy would react.

Without breaking her gaze, she lowered her mouth and gave a slow French kiss against the underside of his cock head. It made Jordan tremble slightly and suck in a breath as her tongue gently flicked along his frenulum and dripping slit. “So… you want me to worship you?” She asked, eyes burning with defiance.

“Show me you can. Show your husband… for the video. Let’s make it a good performance.” Jordan flexed his cock and made it tap against her lips.

“Dick.” She whispered, but began to make love to Jordan’s cock. Her lips moved over his tip, his head, rubbing her lips along it like he was a tube of lipstick. The pre-cum smeared along her lips making them glisten and shine. Her breath was hot, kissing and letting the tip of her tongue glide around his mushroom ridge, soft wet kisses along his shaft, letting it rub against her cheeks as she went down to his base. Her tongue circled around it, biting at his pubic hair making him cringe and gasp when she pulled at them with a sneer.

Neal moved around to get a shot over Jordan’s shoulder. A more POV type scene. Tracy moved her mouth and tongue and cheeks and nose all along and over Jordan’s dick, making it begin to drip and glisten with saliva and pre-cum. Her cheeks became smeared with the juices and she didn’t seem to care. Neal couldn’t remember the last time his wife had given him this sort of attention. But it was clear she was trying to prove something. To perform. Or maybe… was she trying to make Neal feel jealous?

That was easy enough. He did feel jealous. Jordan was getting the sort of treatment he desperately wanted right now. He was her husband after all. But the flash in Tracy’s eyes told Neal all he needed to know. This is what he’d asked for and she was going to deliver.

Jordan let out a deep groan, more thick dribbles of sticky pre-cum pumped out of him, down his shaft, pooling around his base and Tracy’s sucking lips. “My balls… lick them… fucking suck on them Trace…” He groaned.

Her mouth moved down and sucked in one of his heavy testicles, sloppily gargling it in her mouth as she put her hand on his slick shaft, stroking up and down. Her wedding ring shining clearly, making Neal’s muscles tense and cock throb in his pants.

“Lower…” Jordan whispered.

Tracy’s eyes met his and he grinned. “Come on. We’ve gotta give the cameraman what he wants.” Jordan lifted his meaty thighs up a bit higher, bracing his heels against the bed frame.

For a moment Tracy cringed, her lip lifting in a disgusted grimace. But when her eyes darted to the camera, to her husband who was diligently filming and quietly huffing with a very clear erection, she braced herself and leaned down and extended her tongue.

Neal nearly dropped the camera.

…

Jordan’s ass tasted bitter… but clean. Thank god. She licked around the rim. Around the puckering muscles making the fat nerd tremble and nearly choke on his breath. “Yeah…oh holy fucking shit yeah…”

She adjusted her stance, feet wider, ass up behind her and leaning down lower, lifting up Jordan’s heavy sack and trailing her tongue delicately along the asshole’s asshole. Out of the corner of her eye, Tracy saw Neal moving around, shaking as he watched his wife lick another man’s ass. Something she’d never done for him.

He panned the camera around to capture her ass, framing between her thighs and clearly seeing her tilted head and tongue lapping at the man’s sweaty crack.

She hated every second of it. Licking this man’s darkest part. But it was also arousing. She couldn’t deny that. Her pussy was throbbing and dripping. Glistening between the framing trim of the panties. Sensing Neal behind her filming and clearly struggling with what he was watching, Tracy reached down between her legs and began to rub at her clit. Moaning, playing up the noises for the camera as she pushed her tongue into Jordan’s ass. It made both men gasp in surprise.

Jordan may act all cocky, but he was still the nerdy boy that felt lucky to get a hand job in someone’s basement by the drunk cheerleader. He wasn’t going to complain, but he also didn’t expect the sort of attention Tracy was giving him.

“Shit! Ohhh fuck yeah Trace… like that… that feels fucking fantastic!” Jordan let out a breathless chuckle.

For a solid minute, she lapped and licked at him, trying to make him feel good, but also put a good show on for the camera. It was Jordan that stopped her. “S…stop…shit, if you keep doing that I’m gonna burst.”

She looked up at him, stroking his shaft and rubbing her clit. “What? Are you a one trick pony Jordan? Do you only have one load for me?”

Jordan glared at her. The tension and violence within their warring gazes made the room feel hot. “I’ve got plenty of loads for you, slut. But I want my first in that pussy.”

Tracy shook her head. “You’re putting a condom on.” She stood up, walking seductively over to the nightstand and popped open a box of XL condoms. “These should hold up better.”

“Seriously? I’ve already cum in you. Why even bother?” Jordan muttered even as he shuffled up further on the bed and laid back, his stomach like a massive hill, shirt riding up to show his hairy flesh.

“Take it or leave it.” Tracy tossed the condom to Jordan and cocked her hip.

The man rolled his eyes but quickly ripped the package and rolled it onto his slick throbbing member. “Fine. Your loss. You know you want this raw. But sure, try to deny yourself. Let’s see how long that lasts.” His smile was like a dare, a challenge to Tracy’s resolve.

And she already felt herself losing. She could remember Jordan’s raw cock. How it felt stretching her. And then his cum. God he’d shot into her like a fucking geyser. Thick. Hot. Sticky. It had been intense and that alone had made her have a mini orgasm. But she couldn’t let him get to her like that again. They may be making a tape for Neal, but she had to keep some control. Condoms were a way of asserting that power.

But seeing that member encased in transparent latex… it felt… wrong. 

Stop it! Stop it slut. Fuck! Seriously? Get it together. He’s got a big cock. That’s all. It’s not some addictive substance. It’ll still feel good. Ugh! This is all Neal’s fault. Fucking pervert. Why’d I agree to this?

She knew why. Just like Neal wanted it, the desire she had to feel free and reckless again was just too appealing to push aside. Jordan was a slob, but he had the dick and they had the experience together. He was safe. A jerk. A real perverted asshole. But, surprisingly trustworthy.

“Second guessing?” Jordan broke into her thoughts. “You took it before Trace. Don’t worry. I’m not gonna break you. I’m just gonna fuck you into Nirvana.”

“Prick.” She muttered and walked back around to the end of the bed, looked back over at Neal as he stood filming. “You ready for this honey? This is what you wanted.”

“Y…yeah…” His voice cracked like he was back in grade school.

A part of her liked his nervousness. But she was also a bit disgusted by his perverted desire. And then that disgust came right back around, a reflection in a mirror. She wanted it just as much as him. All the blame wasn’t on her husband. She shared it.

Wiggling her ass at the camera she climbed onto the bed, walking on her knees between Jordan’s parted thighs. “We’ll see who goes to Nirvana first.” She mocked. “My pussy is pretty heavenly.”

“And I’m gonna make you scream for God.” Jordan sneered with a laugh.

Tracy propped up a foot next to Jordan’s hip. Half kneeling and allowing his cock to be framed between her soft thighs and point directly at her exposed pussy in the crotchless panties. “So full of yourself.” She muttered.

“You’re about to be full of me.” His meaty hands grabbed hold of her hips. “Now shut the fuck up. You know you want it.”

“Fucker.” Tracy growled, one hand reaching down to grip the base of his cock, aiming it at her slit. Her other hand grabbed hold of his flabby gut.

“I’m absolutely going to ‘fuck her’.” He mocked, teeth bared like he was some sort of sinister villain.

“Fucking gross. I wish I’d put a bag over your head. It would make this easier.” Even as she made her disdain and disgust known, Tracy moved her hips and let her soft labia trace along his encased tip.

“I’ll gladly wear a sack on my head if it means I’m balls deep in that pretty cunt.” Jordan gripped her hips tighter and began to apply some pressure, pulling her down.

Neal listened, zooming the camera in between his wife’s legs…

…

HANDHELD

Zooming in close, the glistening of Tracy’s labia brought the image into focus. Jordan’s large crown, with a little reservoir of a stretched condom rubbing along her lips, parting them and nestling into the small entrance.

A soft hiss. A hitching breath.

Tracy lowered herself. The camera close. Her pussy and the soft globes of her ass filling the frame. Jordan’s cock stood erect and pierced her lips, spreading, beginning to swallow him.

CAMERA 1 - At the head of the bed

Jordan lay with his head towards the camera. His gut rising up and almost obscuring Tracy’s spread legs as she slowly lowered herself. The angle allowed for a view of the penetration. Her mound spreading around Jordan’s dick.

Tracy could be seen clearly, her breasts having slipped out over the top of her teddy, nipples dark and hard. Her head tilted back, hair swaying around her shoulders as it came undone from its ponytail. Eyes close. Gasping as Jordan filled her.

CAMERA 2 - At the foot of the bed.

Jordan and Tracy are visible on the bed. Tracy’s ass clenching as she is sliding down Jordan’s length. Her hair is caressing her shoulders and back, shoulder blades extending back as she lets out a deep gasp.

The fat nerd below her, his face clear, is groaning, staring down over his gut at this beautiful married woman impaling herself on his length.

Neal can be seen standing at the end of the bed, holding the small handheld camera, focusing it on the penetration of his wife’s pussy around Jordan’s cock. His pants are tented, a stain spreading along the front as pre-cum leaks out.

…

Tracy straddled Jordan’s lap. Her hips smacked against his belly as she bounced herself up and down, firm and steady on his massive cock. Hands in her hair, feeling pleasure she just couldn’t put words to.

There was no doubt Jordan was bigger, and he was so deep. Over and over. Rubbing against spots only his length and thickness could reach and stretch. Her labia slid along his shaft, the condom lubricated and made even slicker with her own dripping juices. The friction was annoying. She could feel the difference. Raw versus thin latex. It kept away some of the desired pleasure. Like she was being edged rather than fully pushed over the cliff.

Her ass smacked against his heavy thighs, the hair rubbing against her, just another portion of stimulation that was driving her crazy. Jordan’s hand grabbed hold of her tits as they bounced, firmly squeezing and pinching her nipples as he watched her with an intense, focused look. She knew that look. Swiveling her hips, she squeezed and he grunted. Poor Jordan was trying to keep control.

It felt good to send the arrogant slob into dizzying pleasure, having that sort of power over him. And her husband. Neal was behind her, filming as Jordan filled her over and over, rising and falling on him. His balls bouncing and wetly spanking her cheeks as she fucked him.

Her mind began to fog over in the pleasure Jordan’s cock was giving her. Jordan held tightly to her hips, guiding up and down, watching her lips grip tightly along his covered shaft. The feel of the latex dulled the feeling he remembered. The heat of Tracy’s pussy and how it sucked and dragged along his sensitive skin. It was almost torture. But he would follow the rules. Let Tracy lead. If he cooperated, then there might be another opportunity to get balls deep inside her raw. So he would endure the torture and make her feel so fucking fantastic that she’d willingly throw out the condoms.

…

Neal watched as Tracy turned around, Jordan negotiating her legs as she stayed impaled on him and turned to face her husband, leaning back with her hands planted on Jordan’s stomach, legs spread wide giving Neal a full view of her pussy swallowing Jordan’s massive dick.

“Fuck!” Tracy groaned.

“Fuck.” Neal moaned seeing how his wife was spread, stretched so wide it was obscene.

Tracy’s head lulled back, mouth open in deep sucking breaths as Jordan took hold of her ass and started thrusting up into her. Pounding. Pistoning. Making her eyes roll. He was sweating and grunting. Panting. Clearly exerting himself far beyond what he was used to. But he didn’t let up. His balls bounced, slapping against her clit, making her whimper. 

“Fuck! Oh god fuck! Shit! Jordan…goddamn it oh fuck you prick! You’re… gonna…ahhh fuck!” Tracy was gasping.

“Cum! Cum on my cock, Tracy. Show your husband how much you like it. Neal…oh fuck…fuck… get a close up. Watch me ruin your wife’s cunt! Oh holy shit she’s tight.” Jordan’s breaths and voice were coming out in wheezes, like he was having an asthma attack.

“AHHhohhhhh fuck! Get… over here, Neal… fucking film my cunt getting stretched. Isn’t this what you wanted you fucking pervert? Come here!” She was wild, clearly on the verge of an orgasm, juices dripping and white frothing around Jordan’s base, the condom rubbing and starting to stretch and roll up along his length.

Neal moved in close between the couple’s thighs. He could smell his wife. The scent of sweat and musk. Semen and sex. It made him dizzy, like he was breathing in varnish. He watched Tracy’s bald lips gripping, pulling and rubbing along Jordan’s ramming dick.

“Fuck…shit…stop…stop Jordan!” Tracy said it sternly and with a frustrated grunt.

Jordan stopped reluctantly, panting, holding tight to Tracy’s hips and trying to catch his breath. “Wh…what’s wrong…” He asked, though Neal wasn’t sure he was really concerned or more frustrated with being made to stop.

“Fucking…stupid…” Tracy was swallowing air and then looked down between her thighs, Jordan’s cock half buried inside. “Stupid fucking condom. It’s… it hurts… damn latex…or whatever it is…” She lifted herself off and Jordan’s cock popped out with a slick wet plop. Without hesitation, Tracy reached down and grabbed his dick and started pulling the condom off.

“T…Trace wait…” Neal looked up from the camera.

“Fuck off Neal. This is my pussy and this damn cock wrapping is starting to chafe.” The condom stretched, clung to Jordan’s shaft, but she pulled even as Jordan grimaced. “If I’m doing this then just fuck the condom. He’s already been in me raw. He’s right. It doesn’t matter. Besides…” Her eyes met her husband’s as he held the camera, still focused on the sight between smooth creamy thighs and hairy fat ones. “It’s gonna make a great visual…” Her voice was husky as she took hold of Jordan’s newly freed cock, put it to her entrance and with a low groan let him ease back inside her puffy pink cunt.

“Ohhhh god that’s it… fuuuuuck.” Jordan groaned. “Yessss, shit you feel good Trace. God yes.”

Tracy leaned back, looking over her shoulder at Jordan. “You like my naked cunt on your raw cock? Huh nerd boy?”

He thrust up into her making her yelp. “A nerd boy that’s gonna fuck the shit out of you!” Growling, his nails dug into Tracy’s hips and he quickly resumed ramming deep into her married tunnel.

“AAHHHHHHH!” She screamed. Her tits bounced and swirled as she let Jordan take control and ram into her like he was the Flash trying to circle the world. “Fuck! Fucking fuck fuck!” She whimpered and forced herself to stare at the camera her husband continued to hold and point at her. “You fucking pathetic pervert. Making me…fuck! Oh fuck! Fuck this slug. Oh my fucking god! He’s gonna ruin me Neal! I’ll never feel you again!” her eyes were on fire as she glared at her husband. Torn between fury at doing this and the excitement and passion that she felt for this complete no holds bar fucking she was getting.

“Tracy…fuck…you’re so beautiful.” Neal muttered, eyes wide staring at her as she was pummeled.

The fire inside Tracy suddenly flickered. She was in the throes of passion. Jordan was driving her towards an orgasm she knew would ram through her like a battering ram and not stop until Jordan took his dick out of her. But the look on Neal’s face… he was entranced. Enchanted. Completely enamored watching her getting the living daylights fucked out of her by his slobish friend.

In that moment, they made a connection. Something tenuous but firm and growing in strength with every second. Every thrust and gasp that Jordan brought out of her.

“Yeah? You like it…baby?” Her vicious dirty talk took on a softer edge. “You wanna see him use your wife’s pussy? Hm? Is it beautiful? Seeing me used?” She groaned, biting her lip, watching her husband stare at her like she was Venus rising from the sea foam of the ocean.

“Yeah…oh god yes Tracy… fuck you’re so stretched… so full…” he was trembling and then Tracy saw it. The stain on the front of his pants. It was more than just from a little leaking pre-cum. It was clear that her husband had shot his load watching her. Never even touching himself. Holding the camera and filming her, he’d cum in his pants.

She moaned and let her head fall back. “Ohhhh god…fuck… baby watch…watch close…I want you to see… see me ruined. Fuck… ruin me, Jordan! Ruin me!”

Jordan grinned wide, eyes bright. “Fuckin’ A.” he grunted.

…

It all became a haze of positions, loud screams and groans and grunts. Neal felt like his soul had left his body and he was on autopilot. Moving around, getting all the best shots. Zooming in. Focusing.

Tracy moved from reverse cowgirl to on her back, legs pushed up to her shoulder with Jordan’s massive weight and frame pressing into her. His gut smashed against the underside of her thighs. His cock slammed into her upturned pussy. Neal stood behind them watching Jordan’s flabby hairy ass jump and bounce like congealed gravy. His balls slapping his wife’s perfect ass.

“Yes. yes fuck yes so deep. Deep god fucking yes!” Tracy whined loudly. 

The bastard leaned down and pressed his sweaty chapped lips against Tracy’s. Kissing hard. Sucking in her tongue and making them twist together. Sweat dripped and splashed against her face and mixed with their crushing, bruised lips.

“Dick…gross…fucking…. Brush…teeeth…” She groaned and then wrapped her arms around his fat neck and pulled him in again, sucking his tongue, fat and heavy, biting hard enough they both tasted iron.

Neal stared at them kissing hard and sloppily as Jordan’s fat body crushed Tracy’s fit frame.

Soon they changed positions again. Tracy on all fours with Jordan pounding into her from behind with deep grunts, holding her hair so her back was arched. Neal lay on the bed in front of her, propped up on the pillows against the headboard, filming his wife’s face as she was taken from behind. 

“You…like it, baby…huh…he’s…oh god he’s fucking the shit out of my pussy. Your pussy. Oh my fucking god so big…so big…” She moaned, eyes never leaving the camera and her husband. 

“Is it still mine, baby? Is your pussy still mine?” Neal groaned watching Tracy’s breasts bounce below her and her eyes were bright with desire and lust.

“No…” She gasped after a moment. “No baby…fuck…fuck you’ll never be enough… not after this…oh my fucking god, he’s so deep.”

“Ohhh fuck man. Your wife…god Tracy’s cunt is so good! Fuck tight! Man… oh fuck man I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cum inside her.” Jordan was drenched in sweat. His face was beat red and eyes wild.

Tracy started thrusting her ass back against him. “Yes…yes fucking fill my married little cheating cunt. Do it you fucking slob. Cum inside me! Take me from your friend. My husband. God fucking own me Jordan! Do it!” She screamed and stared daggers at her husband.

“AAAAGGGGGGHHHH!” Jordan started pounding hard and erratic. The sounds loud and slick and wet like a flopping fish on the wet deck of a ship. “Yes yes yes fucking take my cum you bitch!” He slapped her ass hard over and over, slapping it red and raw.

Neal’s wife’s eyes went wide as she felt Jordan begin to spray his spunk deep inside her. It was like a dam bursting. Gushing gallons and gallons into her depths. “OH god! Neal! Fuck! He’s filling me…fuck fuck oh my fuck!” She was whimpering and shaking as her own orgasm took over.

“Bud…come get a shot…oh fuck…I’m emptying my balls inside your wife. Come and get this shot!” Jordan ordered.

Neal scrambled over on the bed and zoomed the camera in on his wife’s trembling red ass, Jordan spreading her cheeks showing her puffing used labia squeezing at his flexing cock as he continued shooting thick streams inside her. It was already starting to drip out around their union. Jordan pulled back slowly, groaning with each inch and then it popped out, a huge gush of thick white poured out of Tracy’s red slit. She whimpered as deeply as Jordan as they were finally disconnected.

The camera caught the flood. The dripping thick white. Her pussy convulsed as she squeezed it and it poured out of her onto the bedsheets.

“Oh god.” Tracy panted.

Jordan slid off the bed for a minute, standing and catching his breath. His cock half limp and dripping with the mess of juices from himself and Neal’s wife.

Tracy let herself collapse onto the bed, panting.

“Fuck.” Neal muttered and sat down on the edge of the bed… keeping the camera focused on his wife’s used hole.

“G…good enough…honey?” Tracy asked, turning to face her husband and giving him a curious grin.

Neal finally put down the camera. It was still recording, but he just let it sit on the bed as he crawled over to his wife, lay next to her and put a hand on her sweaty cheek. “Fuck Trace… honey… that was…intense… amazing.” He was staring into her glassy eyes.

“Yeah?” She asked genuinely, taking his hand in hers and curling their fingers together. The haze of sex was starting to settle and the reality of everything that had just happened was coming into focus.

“Yeah…” He breathed and then leaned in and kissed Tracy deep.

They pulled each other closer. Tracy’s sweaty naked body pressed to Neal, panting and pressing her head under his chin.

Jordan watched them for a minute, feeling a bit awkward as the couple embraced. He slipped away to the bathroom, trying to give them a minute to reconnect. Hopefully, they wouldn’t kick him out. Like last time, he was hoping for a round two. But if this was all he got for the evening, he’d consider himself pretty lucky.

…

When Tracy opened her eyes, the first thing she noticed was the clock on the nightstand. It read, 10 PM. Though she hadn’t been keeping track of the time, she was sure that Jordan and her had finished around eight. She must have fallen asleep.

Neal's arm was thrown over her, around her waist as he spooned her from behind. His soft snores and hot breath brushed against the back of her neck. She looked over her shoulder and smiled. He looked calm and innocent. Hopefully, what he’d just witnessed wouldn’t scar him. The after effects of all of this had yet to be determined.

As carefully as she could, she moved away from her husband and went to the bathroom to relieve herself and clean up. Done with that, she went into the small kitchenette area and saw Jordan sitting at the little table drinking a glass of water completely naked. He was scrolling through his phone until he noticed Tracy, equally naked, standing in the doorway.

“Hey sleepy head.” He chuckled. When he laughed, his whole body rippled and made Tracy cringe inwardly. The man really was a bit of a lard body. But that dangling cock between his legs helped her look past that fault. At least temporarily.

“Didn’t think you’d still be here.” She muttered and went to get her own glass of water.

Jordan shrugged. “Wanted to wait and see if there might be more Neal wanted to film.”

Tracy froze for a moment as she was filling up her glass. “More?” She asked absently, turning off the faucet and taking some deep gulps of the cool water.

“Sure. Like last time. We gave him that little bonus sound bite. Why not some more bonus videos?” He gave the table a couple of smacks. “I think this table would hold just fine if you wanted me to fuck you on it.”

She couldn’t suppress the groan of disgust and annoyance as she turned to face the man’s playful grin. Not that long ago, she wouldn’t have been comfortable standing before him naked. At some point, her lingerie had gotten pulled off. But after all they’d done… twice now… being naked before him didn’t seem like that big of a deal anymore. “You’re so full of yourself. And stop!” She held up her hand as Jordan’s mouth opened. “Don’t you even dare make some stupid quip about ‘you will be full of me’. It’s funny once… maybe. The rest of the time, you just sound like a jackass.”

Jordan laughed and leaned back, his flabby man tits jiggling and belly bouncing. “Fair enough. Don’t wanna piss you off more. That might lose me the chance at another round with your pretty pussy.”

Tracy flipped him off.

To his credit, Jordan held back another childish quip about fucking. He took another long drink from his glass and set it back down. “Neal still sleeping like a baby?”

“Yeah. Who would have thought he’d be worn out more than us.” She rolled her eyes.

“Hey, being a cameraman and having to stand there and watch your wife get fucked is pretty exhausting. No joke.” Jordan winked.

Tracy sighed and refilled her glass. “I’m sure there’s a sliver of truth in there.” She muttered.

“So… what do you say?” Jordan watched her, eyebrow raised. Even though it had been a couple of hours since they’d had sex, his face was still red and sweaty. “Wanna have another go? I’ll get the camera. We can do a little POV scene for him.”

Leaning back against the counter, Tracy thought back to the first time they’d done this. The very same scenario. Neal falling asleep. Jordan fucking her again and recording it. It sounded almost cliche. Like a bad plot device. She sipped at her water as she thought about it. Was this how these things were going to end? With a little private tryst between her and Jordan while her husband was passed out due to his overwhelmed, perverted brain?

Oh. Was she actually thinking that this was going to happen again?

Neal stood up, lumbering towards her as she leaned against the counter. Standing in front of her, he grinned and held up his empty water glass. “I need a refill.” His eyes bore into her as she looked up at him and then down at his hardening dick. “What about you? Need a… refill?”

Tracy blushed and glared. “You’re such a dick.” She muttered, then put down her glass, stood on her toes, wrapped her arms around Jordan’s fat neck and pressed her mouth against his.

Jordan hitched Tracy’s legs up around his rotund waist, pressed her ass against the edge of the counter, and once his cock was erect, slipped it inside her tight cunt. They fucked quick, frantic, her ass hitting the counter making the water glasses shift and jump as Jordan humped balls deep into Tracy.

“Asshole.” Tracy groaned, biting his fat lip. “Fucking asshole…”

“If…mmm…if you want me to…” The man chuckled.

Tracy bit down hard on Jordan’s lip making him grunt. “Stop with the fucking dad jokes.” She wrapped an arm around his neck for leverage, her other hand sliding down between them, pushing past his gut, and began rubbing her clit. “Just…just fuck… me…god fucking big…shit you don’t… deserve this dick.”

Grabbing hold of Tracy’s hips tight, he began ramming harder. “Maybe not… but I’ve got it… and it’s in you. So enjoy it!” They crushed their lips together again, sucking and sloppily kissing until a minute later Tracy panted in a shuddering orgasm and Jordan began grunting like a pig, shooting his cum into her for the second time that night.

…

Sitting across from Jordan at the kitchen table, Tracy pushed back her hair and sighed. Her ass was sore from bouncing on the edge of the counter and her pussy was throbbing, still feeling the after effects of Jordan filling her, semen dripping down her leg onto the chair. She was too tired to care that she was making a mess.

Jordan sat across from her, their glasses refilled, whipping his face with a towel. The man was sweating heavily, still catching his breath from their quick fuck.

“You know, Jordan, if you just… lost some weight and took more regular showers… and with that freakish thing between your legs, you’d be fighting them off with a stick.” Tracy muttered, picking up her glass and placing the cool surface against her warm forehead.

“Probably.” He shrugged. “Or maybe you can just give some of the lonely housewives on your block the gossip about my big swaggering dick. I’ve given you what you want, might as well give me a little free advertising.”

Tracy let out a snort. “You’re such a pig.”

“But you like getting down in the mud with me.” He gave her a wink, taking a long drink of his water.

“God. I guess I can’t argue with that.” She muttered defeatedly.

Jordan leaned back in his chair and took hold of his flaccid dick, flopping it back and forth against his stomach. “Ain’t nothing wrong with some down and dirty fun, Trace.” He laughed.

She rolled her eyes. “You know, we really shouldn’t do something like that again. I mean, without Neal. We were lucky last time that he didn’t freak out about our little shower fun.” She sighed, sitting back, her tits bouncing freely as she folded her arms under them, suddenly feeling guilty. “All that dirty talk we did. This whole… situation… None of it means I don’t love my husband. Neal being involved in this is part of it being so good. If it was just me, cheating… I’d hate myself. I’d hate it. No sex is worth losing my marriage.”

For a moment they were quiet until Tracy met Jordan’s appraising gaze. “If you’re thinking you can start… hitting on me or sending me dick pics… or even trying to use me as a booty call or whatever, you can shelve that idea. If this continues, that’s a decision I’m making with my husband. If he’s not on board. I’m not doing it. And honestly, we shouldn’t have even had that little hump and dump just now. Neal’s asleep and he trusts me. I don’t wanna break that trust.”

Jordan leaned forward, elbows on the table. “You know, Trace… I’m aware I’m a bloated bastard. I’ve got no qualms about who I am and what I look like. I definitely know I’m the luckiest man alive right now to be a part of this little experiment in your marriage. And goodness know’s I don’t want to be at fault for ruining a marriage. I’m not all that empathetic, but I’m not a monster. So if this is it, where it ends, then I understand. When we leave, you won’t hear a word from me about anything unless you and Neal want it to happen. Scout’s honor.” He held up two fingers on his left hand.

“Were you actually a scout?” Tracy asked incredulously.

“Yeah, actually… but didn’t make it all that far. I think I made it to like… Lion or something.” He chuckled.

Tracy shook her head and sighed. “Who knew you were a human being under all that bravado and fat.”

It was Jordan’s turn to flip Tracy off.

She chuckled along with him.

“And… I guess… if we do end up in another hotel room or whatever… I’ll lay off the after session quickies. You’re right, I don’t wanna break trust or ruin things for just a couple minutes of fun. I’d much rather keep up the long game.” Jordan cracked a smile.

Tracy sighed. She supposed that was nice of him. Or as nice as the man was going to get. He had some humanity in him, it was just hidden very, very, deep.

“Good.” She answered, then stood up, feeling a thick drip of semen slide down her leg all the way to the floor. She looked down and lifted her foot as if she were checking if she’d stepped in gum. “Okay… I need to clean myself up… this is… undignified.”

Jordan watched her sway towards the bathroom, ass bouncing. “I don’t know. I think there’s a lot of dignity in walking around with another man’s cum inside you.”

Tracy flipped him off one last time before she shut the bathroom door, determined to clean up, then wake up her husband and hopefully get back to their normal lives.

Though… what normal would look like now, was hard to say.


Ember Eyes. Frigid Flame.

Casey had smoked maybe a dozen times in his life. In fact he still had the same pack of cigarettes he’d bought when he was eighteen, nearly twenty years ago. He often wondered if the little death sticks went bad? The one he was slowly dragging on was certainly stale, not that he would really know one way or another. At this rate, the pack might last him until his dying day… though after what he’d just witnessed, that wasn’t a certainty anymore.

He brought the cigarette to his lips and inhaled deeply, letting the smoke fill his lungs. It constricted his breathing and the heady feeling of not getting enough oxygen made him feel lighter. Free. Free from the pain that was pulsing through him. Pounding in his brain. His heart. But even the smoke and the nicotine couldn’t stop the few tears that dripped down his cheeks.

Down the hall from the living room, where he sat in the dark, the only light coming from the glowing tip of his cigarette and the little dots of orange reflection on his glasses, came the sounds of passion. Panting. Heavy breaths from heavy firm drilling movements. Moans as bodies collided. As places were touched and filled and hugged and caressed. Grunts of desire as two bodies rose in climax together.

“Fuck oh god Josh…holy fuck you’re so big.” 

“Fuck Rye. You’re so fucking tight all the time.” 

“You’re just… big… fucking fat…oh my god.”

“Fuck fuck fuck.”

“OH…oh fuck… yes… yes… fuck me…”

“Yeah! Mmm fuck Riley take my cock. Take every inch. I wanna feel you swallow my cock into that beautiful pussy.”

The brief images Casey had seen when he came home were burned into his brain. It was a cliche situation. He’d come home early. Flowers in hand. Ready to take his wife, Riley, out to a birthday dinner. Her birthday. He wanted to celebrate the woman he loved. The woman he'd known since he was in grade school and who had been his wife for nearly fifteen years. His girlfriend for nearly twenty. Friend for nearly his entire life.

A thick cock of his best friend sliding slowly into Riley’s pussy. His wife lay under him, legs up and open. Josh’s cock, thick and heavy, pushed deep into her. Smooth lips opened and swallowed him eagerly. Stretching around him, straining. Not like when she was with Casey. Her husband wasn’t small, but Josh was easily an inch thicker and longer

These were the two people he knew best in the entire world. The ones he trusted. Would have thrown himself into a fire for. Taken a bullet for them.

Casey took a deep drag on his cigarette. The orange glow at the tip illuminating, shining off his glasses in the darkness of the living room. He held the smoke in, willing it to eat up the oxygen. Could he maybe get a super aggressive form of cancer that would just… kill him now? Right now? That would be nice.

Letting out the smoke, his eyes watering, Casey continued to listen to his two best friends fucking in his bedroom. He heard their climax. Knew Josh was shooting his cum inside his wife. There hadn’t been any evidence of a condom on when he witnessed his member pounding into Riley’s pussy. In a way it was erotic. His heart was smashed and emotions had fled, but his body was still a body and it reacted. Casey’s erection was solid and painful. He’d never been more disgusted at his own body and its normal functions before. Suddenly all those prudish puritan Christian’s and their aversions to sexual behavior made sense, at least a little.

The sounds of fucking finally ceased and the house became quiet again. Casey kept his eyes on the bedroom door, cigarette at his lips, watching and waiting.

Eventually, the door opened and Josh walked out. Nude. His cock glistening in the dim light from the hall bathroom, swinging away as if this were his fucking home and he was welcome to walk around it naked all he wanted.

Without even closing the bathroom door, Josh relieved himself and washed up quickly. It was when he exited, heading back to the bedroom that he stopped, noticing the little pinpricks of orange light down the hall. Josh stopped and stared confused for a minute, thinking maybe a fire fly or two had found their way into the house. But as his eyes adjusted to the shadows, he made out the tip of a lit cigarette and its reflection on familiar glasses.

“Oh…” The word escaped his mouth, jostled loose as he realized Casey was sitting there in the recliner, smoking and staring at him unblinking.

Taking another slow, deep drag on the cigarette, Casey breathed out, letting the smoke swirl and shift around his shadow cast face. “How long?” He muttered, his voice just loud enough to carry down the hall to Josh’s now sharpened ears.

The longer Josh hesitated, the worse Casey knew it was. He figured a year for every second of silence.

“A… since… We were in high school.” The reply ripped whatever hope Casey might have still been clinging to. Hope that maybe this was just something recent. Maybe a year. Hope that he and Riley could work it out. Get counseling and move past this. But… since before she was even his girlfriend? They’d only started seeing each other in college. Flirted when they were in high school and went on a few ‘casual dates’ as friends. Finding out that her and Josh had been active for so long… and that was if he was actually being honest and not trying to sugar coat things… it meant their entire marriage was a sham. Fake. A lie.

The possibilities of why swam in his head like piranha trying to devour raw bloody meat. And that meat was him… his life… his hope… his love… it was his very existence and it was quickly being nibbled and torn apart until all that was left was raw bone. He wanted to cry. Instead he sucked on his cigarette, the glow burning brighter, the reflection on his glasses like burning flames. In the shadows he looked devilish, something lingering in the shadows like a predator. But he felt far from violent or threatening. He felt… wounded… bleeding out. That fire that was showing, reflecting, it was just fake… there was no fire inside him. It was just deathly cold.

Casey smiled for a moment, remembering when he’d read Dante’s Inferno back in college. How at the deepest levels of hell, it was actually cold. Frozen. There was no warmth. Hell was a frozen wasteland and he was laying naked upon the frozen lake of tears that had been shed by all those other men and women who had had their lives ripped apart by infidelity.

“Josh?” Riley spoke up and came walking out of the bedroom. Her bare body, slightly damp with sweat and between her legs, the smoothness of her mound puffy and pink from the pounding Josh had just given her, dripped with his cum down her creamy thigh, was a sight to behold. Beautiful and disgusting. It was like a flayed open body. There was beauty to the visceral sight, how the body was so intricately formed and put together, but grotesque seeing it exposed so unnaturally.

Casey’s friend was still staring at him, and when Riley followed his gaze, the pink hue of her cheeks suddenly went deathly pale. “Oh…oh god!” Her eyes grew wider, glistening with tears.

Really? Tears? She was upset? Sad? It was probably because she’d been discovered. Not because of any hurt she had caused her husband at her actions. Actions stretching back decades.

“C…Casey…” She took a step forward. Josh started to reach for her, to stop her, but Casey’s halting gesture, the cigarette growing smaller, the ashy tip threatening to crumble even as it kept burning bright in the shadows.

“Don’t… just…” Casey’s words were strained. Smoke drifted out from his lungs, out his mouth and nose as he breathed, feeling like a dragon ready to breathe fire. Words hung on his tongue, vile and violent. But he held back the flames. “W…why…” He hated that his word came out broken, almost as if he were ready to cry. But he wouldn’t do that. He wouldn’t cry in front of the two people who had hollowed him out.

Riley looked down at the floor, cheeks red and eyes watery. Josh wasn’t much better, standing and shuffling from foot to foot.

Casey’s voice came out raw and rough. “Get dressed. Gather your thoughts. Figure out how you wanna explain.”

The two retreated quickly back into the bedroom and Casey was left again alone and in the dark. Ash from his dwindling cigarette fell to his thigh, scattering with little sparks of lingering orange onto his slacks. It was nearly gone. He held it, staring at the filter between his fingers and the last little bit that was still glowing brightly. The impulse… the desire… to shove that burning point into his eyes was eerie and frightening.

A few minutes passed before Josh and Riley came walking out of the bedroom, dressed simply in jeans and t-shirts. They stopped in the entry to the living room. For a moment Riley glanced around and then started to reach for the light switch.

“Please don’t.” Casey muttered, rubbing his temple.

Riley looked back at him, face a mask of guilt and sadness. “Okay.” Her voice was meek.

“So…” He took a deep breath of clean air, then put the cigarette back in his mouth and dragged slowly, knowing it was nearly done and burned to the quick. “Explain.”

Josh clenched a fist, not in anger but in thought as he looked anywhere but at his friend. “It… it’s not what it looks like.”

Casey snorted. “Looks like you were fucking my wife. Unless all those things I learned in sex and and from porn are complete lies.”

“Casey, honey… he’s right. This… I’m sure you’re thinking this is a betrayal. An affair. But, it’s… it’s not that..”

He raised an eyebrow in the dark. “Oh? Then what is it? Some sort of accident? Was he trying to scratch an itch? Like when you can’t reach that annoying spot on your back and need someone else to use their nails?”

She was shaking her head. “This… this isn’t how you should… isn’t how we wanted you to find out. Not like this. It’s… I know it hurts. And how it looks but… please, let me explain.”

The cigarette was gone. Nothing but the filter. He looked at it as if it had somehow betrayed him. That it should have lasted longer. Instead it had run its course. Apparently just like his marriage. There was still a faint glow and Casey knew from grade school all about how the glowing embers of a discarded cigarette could light a house on fire. That desire to burn his eyes out was there, but all it was was a desire. Everything else was a paradox of pain and numbness.

He couldn’t say why he did it exactly, maybe it was because he wanted to feel something. A different pain. Something real and normal. Something that made sense. Casey turned his right hand palm up and pushed the end of the dead butt into the center. It burned. I sizzle his skin. The pain wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be. Maybe because of the heat, burning away the nerve endings.

“Casey! Oh my god!” Riley rushed forward.

“Fuck!” Josh shouted and ran to the kitchen, immediately wetting a towel and coming back handing it to Riley as she cradled Casey’s burned hand.

Tears were dripping down her cheeks now. “Casey… baby wh…why did you do that?” She was dabbing at his palm. The lingering pain was there, throbbing along with his pulse but it was dim now. Fading quickly. It was an angry red circle in the center of his palm. Almost like a stigmata. Part of Casey wanted to laugh. The other wanted to cry. But all he could do was sit, feeling his wife’s soft touch and caring caress as she held the towel against him.

Josh was standing back nervously. Clearly he wondered what else Casey might be capable of after that little display.

“Why?” Casey croaked. It wasn’t from pain, at least not pain from his burnt palm.

Riley bit her lip, eyes still on his wounded hand. “I want you to know… I love you. I love you so much, Casey. You’re the man I want to grow old with. To raise a family with. The one I want to argue about bills and who will take out the trash and do the dishes. You are the one I want to have a life with…”

“I didn’t hear ‘make love’ in there.” He muttered.

She cringed. “Of course I want to make love. Every night. Every day. Until we can’t do it anymore and we would risk breaking a hip.” Her smile was strained, attempting levity but Casey’s face was incapable of smiling or really showing any emotion besides indifference.

Clearing her throat, she glanced back at Josh who was standing rigid and watching. “Josh and I… we… We've been um… together since high school. But, it’s not what you’re thinking. I never wanted to date Josh. A relationship with him… it wouldn’t work. We aren’t compatible. At least, besides sexually. Sexually we… work. Really well. And so, we were sort of just… exploration partners.”

Casey watched Riley suspiciously. It was clear she was choosing some of her words carefully. She didn’t say sexual partners. She said exploration. But exploring what? Sex obviously, but… what else could there be?

Brushing back some loose strands of her dark hair, Riley finally met her husband’s gaze. “Josh and I, we just worked when it came to sex and exploring kink and stuff. We could be free with each other. No pressure. No expectations. I love him, but like you do, as a friend. A good friend. But he’s not the man I love. You are.”

Casey heard what she said but his brain was already interpreting her words. Josh was good in bed and did things… what things he could only guess at the moment, but it was clear she was much more free with him than she was with her husband. It wasn’t like Casey and Riley’s sex life was dull. They had regular fun. Tried new things. Oh they weren’t super kinky or wild, but they’d had anal. Done a little light BDSM. Roleplay. But clearly that wasn’t enough. Not nearly from what it sounded like. She was free with Josh. That meant she was chained with Casey. Held back and held down.

“Why… why even go out with me if Josh…”

Riley put a hand on Casey’s shoulder, still holding the wet towel to his hand. “No. Don’t do that. Don’t compare. I went out with you because I’ve known you practically my whole life and I knew what kind of man you were. Sex wasn’t what I was interested in. It was you. Your laugh and smile and mind. You made me feel seen and treated me with respect. I’d been crushing on you since gradeschool. And when you finally asked me on a real date… I was so happy.”

“Not happy enough to stop with Josh.” He replied flatly.

His wife looked stung. “I… that was separate. It was just… it was like going over to another friend's house for dinner. Nothing serious. Nothing that really mattered. The meal was good but it wasn’t the house I wanted to stay at, to sleep over…”

“Did you sleep over with him?”

She hesitated and then nodded. “Okay it…it’s not the best metaphor. We did spend time over night with each other sometimes. But all it was, was sex.”

“So… what… were you just laughing at me? Going out with me and then returning to your big dicked boy toy and making fun of how in love with you I was? That I was some sort of whipped puppy?” Casey was trying not to shake. His lungs still tingled with the lingering effects of the smoke and strangely enough wanted more.

“Never!” Riley stood straighter and looked at Casey as seriously as she’d ever been. “I never once… neither of us, ever made fun of you or said a bad word about you! In fact… it was kinda like gossiping to my girlfriends. We talked about you and how great you were. How happy I was and how good you made me feel.”

A sudden horrifying thought came to Casey at that little confession.

“Oh…god, did… did you go to him after the first time you and I…” He was trembling now.

Riley’s cheeks went crimson. “I… well yes… not like right after. It was the next night.”

“You… did you talk…”

“She told me how amazing it was, Case. She said it was the best sex she’d ever had.” Josh interjected, taking a step forward. “With us it was just physical. We don’t love each other. But with you… especially that first time, she said her mind was blown.”

Casey wasn’t sure how in the world that was supposed to make him feel better. Knowing that her constant sexual partner for half a decade had lay with her the night after their first time and heard her gushing about his performance. How could he even believe either of them? They could be in damage control mode. Trying to gloss over this whole affair and get him to swallow this bitter shit pill.

Riley was nodding, a genuine smile on her face. “He’s right. Sex with you, oh my gosh Casey… It was perfect. Always. Every time.”

“So… why…” His question trialed off.

“Like we’ve said. It’s just physical. Exploration. The things we’ve done together and with others… It was just like trying out different exercises. Figuring out what was nice and fun or not for us.”

“Others?” Casey clenched his jaw tight enough to hurt.

Riley sucked in a breath realizing what she’d said. Her eyes darted to Josh who cringed and shrugged. “No sense in holding it back.”

With a sigh, Riley turned back to her husband. “Yes… others. But again, not some sort of romantic affair. All of it was physical. Trying new things. They were always… they weren’t anyone we knew or know. We’d never do that. It was always safe. We always tested.”

All the pain inside that had still been lingering was gone. Casey was empty. Truly empty. The burn on his palm was nothing… There was no heat or ache. He pulled his hand away from Riley’s grip gently and clenched his fist, dropping the towel to the floor.

“Did you ever… after… with me… did…” He couldn’t get the question out. He had already been made a cuckold. But had Riley and Josh fucked and then sent her home full, only to have him make love to his wife while Josh’s seed was still inside her? That would be one of the ultimate cuckolding moments.

“No! Never. I’d never do that to you. I always cleaned myself.” Riley stood quietly, worried, watching her husband in the shadows.

“And… and what… this has been going on for… for the entire time? What about when you told me you wanted to wait to have sex on our honeymoon, to take a break for two weeks beforehand…”

“I did. We did. I told Josh the same thing. We didn’t touch each other.” Riley's voice sounded desperate.

“And after?” Casey could remember the weeks after their honeymoon. They’d been so amorous. Constantly having sex every chance they got. In the morning. After he got home from work. Before they fell asleep.

“Just during the day. When you were at work.” Riley admitted looking away.

So she’d only held off until after their honeymoon. Probably didn’t even wait a day.

“I still don’t understand. Why me? Why marry me and not him.” Casey gestured at his ex-best friend.

“She already told you, Case. We didn’t work together. After that first time we were together we talked about dating and it just wasn’t for us. We weren’t in sync. Riley never had those sort of feelings for me. I was almost like a brother.”

Casey cringed.

“You know what he means.” Riley scolded.

“Besides. I’m not really a family guy. Stable like you. Solid. I like being free and able to do my own thing. Riley wanted a family. A home. Kids. That whole perfect Leave it to Beaver lifestyle.”

Kids. The realization made Casey’s stomach cramp. Riley and him had started talking about trying to have kids now that they were in a good place financially and with their careers. “Were you planning to stop when we started trying for kids?” He asked, now terribly afraid of the answer.

That couple of seconds of silence told him all he needed to know. Something inside Casey snapped. He couldn’t explain it but something inside of him sank down, anchoring itself in the shadows, in the darkness around him. This was where he died. Truly. His body was still working and functioning but what was him, whatever you wanted to call it, was not rooted down in this ultimate spot of humiliation and pain and grief.

His whole life was a lie. He’d been used. Riley saw him as stable. The one she could have that dream home with. But her sexual, carnal gratification was promised to someone else. He had never been enough. Maybe at best he was half the equation. Though from the way Riley was talking and the things she was alluding to about what she and Josh had done sexually, he probably thought it was more a seventy thirty split, with him at the low end.

“It wouldn’t have mattered who the biological father was.” Riley was saying. “You would have been their dad. You are the one I want to have a family with.”

“So you would have let me raise Josh’s child? Would you have been okay with that?” Casey looked over at his former friend.

Josh crossed his arms and sighed. “I told you. I’m not much of a family guy. Not that I’ve never thought about kids but… all that stuff, diapers and sleepless nights and all that stuff, it’s not for me. Casey, you are that kinda guy. The guy that steps up and takes care of things. You are gonna be a terrific dad. And honestly if it did end up being mine biologically, I’d be damn proud to know you were raising that child. I’d know they would be loved and taken care of and raised right. They’d be better than me. That’s not easy to say. Telling you that you’re the better man. Because that’s what you are, Case. The better man.”

Riley was smiling, nodding her head in agreement.

But Casey just couldn’t get past the fact that the two people he had loved most in the world had been prepared to let him believe a child fathered by Josh was his. A true cuckold. Raising another man’s progeny. God how could he have been so utterly blind. So deluded. He’d trusted them both and they’d taken advantage. Maybe they hadn’t laughed at him out loud, but it was clear they thought he was a fool. Inside they would laugh at him. Their lack of respect was gut wrenching and heart stomping.

His life was over. Actually, his life had never existed. Everything he thought he knew was a lie. All smoke and mirrors. Everything he’d worked so hard for had just been blown away in a cruel breeze leaving the ground he stood upon barren and dead.

Dead.

Now tears came. Sliding down his cheeks.

Riley saw and she came forward, wanting to take Casey into her arms. She’d comforted him before when he cried. When his father had passed she’d held him for hours. When his mother’s time came, she did the same. Everything inside her wanted to wrap Casey up and protect him from this pain. Even though it was pain she’d inflicted, she had to make it right.

Casey pushed her away and stood up on shaky legs, staggering towards the back door. “Don’t touch me… please… not right now. I can’t…”

Josh took a step towards him. “Casey. Buddy. Come on. Let’s just go sit down and we can discuss this. We can be adults. I know it’s a shock and I’m sorry. You shouldn’t have found out this way. You… I’m sorry you saw what you did. We never ever wanted to see something like that. Not without your foreknowledge at least. Let’s just have a beer and sit. We can figure this out.”

Stumbling, Casey put his hands against the door that led onto the back porch and into the backyard. Foreknowledge. The word bounced around in his mind, a pinball crashing and smashing. Did that mean that… that they would want…

“... to watch?” The words were slipping out of Casey’s mouth without his permission.

Riley took a step towards her husband and Josh gave a strained look at her before they both turned their attention back to Casey. Reaching out, Riley put her hand on Casey’s shoulder very gently. “We… we thought maybe… one day… we might discuss it, have you… watch… or even participate if you wanted. We’ve had threesomes before, and honestly having your both together would be amazing…” 

There was this elated smile on Riley’s face that always made Casey melt. But now, considering what the smile was related to, it made Casey feel sick. To think they’d want him to sit and watch as they fucked. As Josh rammed himself into the woman he loved. The woman he was planning a life with, to grow old with, to have children with. What else had they discussed? And what’s more, they’d already had a threesome! Maybe even more!

“So…what… you’d tie me up like a pathetic cuckold? Make me watch your superior bull take you? Would you hurl insults at me? Tell me how little my dick is? Tell me how I never satisfied you? Spit on me? No… would you make me eat Josh’s cum from you? Push my face into your soiled cunt?” Casey was trembling. His muscles tensing. He wanted to hit something. Or to run. His body was preparing for something but he didn’t know where to let the energy out.

“Casey! No!” Riley looked aghast. “I’d never do that. Not unless it was something you wanted of course. Everyone has their own kinks. But I’ve never thought that about you. Our love making is the best I’ve ever had!”

“Then why?” His voice was quiet now. Husky and rubbed raw like skin that had been scratched at over and over and over, peeling away the fingernail and the skin oozing blood as a hole was dug down to the bone. “Why would you need him? Others? Groups? Why…”

Riley sighed and came closer, putting both hands on his shoulders and kissing at the center of his back. “That has nothing to do with you. With us. Our love. It’s just physical. I like sex. I like expanding and exploring. But I never wanted that for our lives together. I wanted the safety and the calm and stability that you brought. The steadfast love and care. You’re my pillar. My rock, Casey. You always have been.”

Casey couldn’t hold back the tears now. There it was, all laid out. Riley had chosen him for the exact reason many women engaged in the cuckolding lifestyle. They wanted the solid, hard working caring man at home. But they wanted the sexual exploration and exultation beyond that. The husband at home was only for the domestic things. The Bull, Josh, was for her arousal and sexual gratification. Oh sure, the hubby at home would get relief and pleasure, and would give his wife a little bit too. But it would never be what she really wanted. He was only one side of the coin.

But that wasn’t what Casey had agreed to. If other men and women wanted that lifestyle, he’d never judge. As long as they had come to that agreement on their own. Through discussion and understanding. Riley and Josh hadn’t done that. They’d kept him in the dark. Planned to do so for who knows how long. Maybe forever. If Riley had gotten pregnant, she’d never know whose it was and she was fine with that. Because Casey would be the one to raise the cuckoo bird that had invaded the nest.

How long would it have been before he was completely cut off from sex? Before he was just no more than a nanny and a house maid and a paycheck. Or maybe that’s all he was now, with just a little extra somethin’ somethin’ on the side for the insatiable Riley.

HIs shoulders shook with his sobs. But they were silent. He held his tongue. He couldn’t say anything else. Nothing else. No more. What was there left to say? He’d been betrayed in almost every way. Nothing in his life was real. It was just as ethereal as the smoke from his long gone cigarette.

“Space…” He muttered. It was just a breath. But the others heard it. Casey pulled open the door and stumbled out into the dark.

“Casey! Honey! Please wait. It’s dark! You can’t… wait!” Riley started after him but Josh gently took her arm stopping her.

“Let him catch his breath, babe. It’s a shock. I can’t blame him. We… we should have told him sooner. Walking in on us… you know how we go… you’ve watched us on tape… it would be a shock to anyone who wasn’t expecting to see it.”

Riley’s whimper came out in a hiccup. Tears lingered in her eyes but didn’t fall as she stepped back into the house and carefully, slowly, closed the door.

…

The fall air was crisp. Cool. It blew and ruffled Casey’s hair as he stood, leaning against the railing of the bridge. Winter was on its way, below the rushing river was cold and along the banks ice was starting to form. Casey’s breath was coming out in deep clouds. He’d been standing there for the last hour, slowly making his way through the last of his long held cigarettes. The last one was between his fingers, inhaling the smoke and letting it linger in his lungs.

The glow of the ash, brightening when he sucked in more, was the only light beside the moon. He watched the dying ash fall from the end of the cigarette, fluttering down on the breeze and into the waters below. Vanishing. Like they didn’t exist. As if they’d never been burning. 

He gave a sad, weak smile. The night was filled with the sounds of bugs, or trees and leaves rustling and creaking. The rushing waters below a constant roar. It was peaceful.

Peace was what he wanted. But he knew standing out in the cold, in just his slacks and shirt, wouldn’t be something that would last. Sooner or later the sun would come up. People would be going to work. Cars would drive across the bridge behind him. Whatever peace he had now would be shattered. Just like the idyllic life he had. All gone. In the blink of an eye. 

Bright ash blazed in the dark, bolstered by the wind and his breath. The deadly smoke filled him and he loved it. Let it linger. It restricted his breath, closing up his throat and for a moment he had a heady euphoria from lack of oxygen. Then let it out, the mist and smoke swirling around his head and face.

He smiled wider, relishing in that dizzy feeling. It was pleasant. Everything he had felt that was stable had been turned on its head. Spinning and feeling detached was better. That feeling of flying.

The cigarette glowed for another moment before finally running out. The last bits of ash drifting away on the cold unforgiving wind.

Casey dropped the butt. He held onto that feeling. The lightness of weightlessness. Flying. Freedom. Wind in his face. Air in his lungs. Detached from the ground. No more pain. Just freedom.

Freedom.

Free…

His last thought was brief. Cold. Just… cold.

…

Riley waited. She sat at the dining table sipping at a mug of coffee Josh had made and every once in a while glancing over at the dark living room where her husband had been sitting when everything had fallen apart.

This wasn’t how it was supposed to happen. Or even happen at all. She rubbed at her temples, trying for the umpteenth time not to sob. Casey was gone and she didn’t know where he was. His phone was off. She couldn’t call or track him. This wasn’t a time for him to be alone. He should have been here, should have been in her arms. That’s where he belonged. He belonged with her.

But you sort of screwed that up Riley. Didn’t you. You kept this from him. You should have told him from the very beginning. When you first started dating seriously. Maybe if you’d explained it then, established rules and expectations…

That’s not what had happened. She’d been too afraid to tell Casey, the man she’d grown to love, who’d gone from her best friend to boyfriend, to lover, to husband. He should have been the father of her children. She’d been looking forward to carrying that bundle of joy. Holding Casey’s hand in the hospital room as she pushed. Cuddling their bundle of joy. What did it matter if the child was biologically Josh’s or Casey’s. The child would be his no matter the DNA.

She tasted metal. The nervous chewing on her lip had finally given way to breaking the skin. Rubbing a thumb along her lip she stared at the smear of red.

“You okay, Ry?” Josh walked into the dining room, his own mug in hand.

Riley nodded and whipped her thumb on her jeans. “I… don’t know.” She muttered

Josh sat down across from her. The look on his face was about as troubled as hers. She knew Josh loved Casey like a brother. He respected him and even looked up to him. Hell, Josh envied Casey, the fact that Riley loved him so much and had committed herself to him. As much as Josh rocked Riley’s world sexually, Casey held her heart. He made love to her. What Josh and Riley did together was just fucking. Sex. Pure and primal and uninhibited. But there was no emotion in it. Not like when she was with her husband.

“I’m sure he… he just needed a walk. To clear his head. I don’t blame him. I think if I’d walked in… and learned everything like that, I’d been pretty devastated too.” Josh reached out and took Riley’s hand.

She squeezed his hand and sighed. “I know. But he should be here Josh. With me. With us! I should have made him stay. Grabbed him and dragged him to bed so he could understand. What he saw… he didn’t have the proper context.” She groaned and put her head in her hands. “All he saw… or what he thought he saw was his best friend fucking his wife. But… that’s not right. That’s not… he saw betrayal. We should have shown him that it wasn’t.”

Riley had gone over and over the possibilities with Josh a hundred times over the years. Of how they could tell Casey. How they could expose him and get him to understand. Some of the easiest ideas were to suggest a threesome. Or maybe suggest playfully the idea that Casey watch her have sex. They’d played around with the idea in bed when they’d been sexy talking. So it would have been natural to go the extra step. And of course, why wouldn’t she suggest someone they trust. Josh. Of course! He’d be perfect. No risks.

And then Casey would be able to see just how amazing her and Josh fit together. How he stretched her pussy and went so deep. How he made her cum and scream. The intensity of his cum shooting and dripping from her. If only her husband could see. He’d understand. And then… then they could break him into it slowly.

They weren’t going to cuckold him like Casey said. Never. She’d never deprive Casey or herself of the sex they had. He was amazing. Fucking fantastic. Casey made her feel… wonderful. Loved and cherished and fulfilled. Josh just made her feel full.

“God Josh. We fucked this up.” She sighed and brushed back her hair. “We have to fix this. I think we need to take a break.”

Josh was nodding. “Yeah. We are going to have to do some damage control. This is probably crude but, I guess that means we need to cancel the gangbang?”

Riley snorted. That sounded like a line from an old movie… what was it called? Old School? Yeah. Something like that. How had her life become a joke? “Yeah. I’d say reschedule but we should put off any of this extra stuff. I need to focus on Casey. My marriage. I hurt him. We hurt him. We have to focus on repairing this.”

She leaned back in her chair, crossing her arms under her breasts. Everything was so messed up. This wasn’t how she pictured things working out when Casey finally learned about her and Josh. It was supposed to be beautiful and full of careful understanding. She knew Casey loved seeing her in ecstasy and pleasure. One of the things she’d done early on had been to start masturbating in front of him, making it a spectacle. Sometimes it was with her fingers. Other times a dildo or vibrator. But she made sure he watched. It was to prime him in a way. So that when he finally saw Josh inside her he wouldn’t be too surprised.

Well that didn’t work, did it Riley. He saw Josh pounding you and all that preparation meant nothing.

Josh got up. “Let’s just… go to bed.”

“You’re gonna stay?”

“I can’t leave you alone. And when Casey gets back we need to talk to him together.” Josh came around and put a hand on her shoulder.

Riley sighed and nodded. They’d agreed that they would be in this together. Once Casey was told, or in this case found out, she and Josh would be sure to make sure Casey knew that he wasn’t on the outside looking in. He was integral. He was part of them. They were a triangle. A pyramid. It was supposed to be the three of them. Together forever. She’d imagined it so many times. Growing old with Casey. Watching their children grow up and go off and get married and get jobs.

A whole fantasy, a dream, was conjured in Riley’s mind. Josh walked off to make the bed and change the sheets. They’d gotten them pretty messy earlier. Josh had made her squirt twice and cum in her three times and of course it had leaked everywhere. They couldn’t have Casey coming back home to a soiled bed.

Sitting back, slumping down, Riley closed her eyes and let herself slip into the dream. Rocking on the porch with Casey by her side. Holding his hand. They were starting to gray. Wrinkling some but still active and spry. Casey would have glasses, those thick large glasses that old people had. She would have streaks of gray in her hair, pulled back in a messy bun. Leaning in they would kiss softly and tenderly. So much love in that kiss.

Josh would walk out onto the porch with a cold beer in hand and give it over to Casey as he took Riley’s hand and pulled her up into a deep sensual kiss.

No words.

They would find themselves in the bedroom. Casey standing in the doorway drinking that cold, delicious beer, watching as Josh lay back. He would have some wrinkles too. Graying hair. Scruff on his cheeks. But his body would still be firm and hard. His cock massive, thick, and rigid as she straddled him, slowly lowering herself down. Looking over her shoulder at her beloved husband. Josh would spread her ass cheeks, a little more saggy but still beautiful and juicy and bouncy. Casey would watch that beautiful thick purple throbbing head enter her bald cunt, spreading it. Sinking in deep. Inch by inch. 

“Ohhh god baby! Watch. Fuck he feels good.” She would moan, arching back, cupping her breasts. “Honey he’s so big inside me!”

Josh would lay back in bliss as he bottomed out in her married motherly pussy. Her husband’s eye on her as she was stretched and thrust into.

She would bounce. Riding Josh, his cock gliding in and out. Oh she would be a bit looser. Saggier and wrinklier but still beautiful as she fucked her lover and her husband watched. She would be complete in that moment. Both men she needed in her life, with her.

Riley would pull her husband in close and kiss him hard as Josh started thrusting up, making her bounce harder. His cock slamming deep, the slick wet sounds of their union echoing in the room. Their lips would crush against each other, tongues twisting. She would moan into his mouth and then gently grab his beer and take a deep swig as she rode the fattest cock ever and felt him begin to shoot his load deep inside.

“Yes! Yes! Fuuuuuck cum inside me, yes!” She would scream it. Then she would look over at Casey…

Burning eyes. Bright reflections of flame and embers. Numbing chills shook Riley as if she had the flu. Aching. Shuddering cold. Sweat, slick and burning yet frigid covered her as she lurched up from her chair, sending it tumbling backwards. Riley gripped her throat, as if she couldn’t breath. The cold was oppressive, pushing around her as if the very air were becoming solid.

She looked around, eyes darting frantically in her panic to breathe.

The darkness of the living room was broken by ember eyes. Burning points. The reflection of the cigarette in the eyes of her husband. A large shadow sat in the darkness. The burning dots like accusing torch flames of the coming mob.

Riley smelled the cold. The chill. Ice. It was the smell of rushing cold waters and falling snow and ash. She tried desperately to breath as she stared at the shadow. Stumbling forward, towards the living room, she smashed her hand against the light switch.

Air filled her lungs. The smell and feel of freezing air and water vanished. Casey’s remembered shadow was gone, never having been there in the first place.

Coughing, clutching her neck as if she could ward off the memory of being robbed of life giving air.

“Rye? You okay?” Josh walked back down from the hall. He was dressed down, only in his silk black boxers. His eyes darted to the fallen chair and then back to Riley as she was leaning against the wall looking into the empty living room.

She cleared her throat after a moment and looked back at Josh. “I…” Her voice was strained. “Yeah…uh, I think… I think I just fell asleep. Had a nightmare.”

That had to be it. Everything was fucked up. She’d just dropped a very heavy bomb on her husband and now he was out in the world alone. His mind now doubtful of thoughts that were just wrong about what he’d walked in on. He should have stayed. She should have made Josh grab him. Maybe… would it have helped if they’d gotten him to watch? To see why Josh and Riley were good together? Why their sex was a good thing?

She didn’t like the idea of tying him up or subjecting him to something he didn’t want. Of course she had long hoped he would want to watch. That was a big part of her fantasy. But she’d never force Casey. Maybe that wouldn’t be his thing. Maybe he’d just want to listen. Or have Riley tell him about her experiences while she sucked or jerked him off. These were all things she wanted to explore and discover with him.

But nothing was going the way she’d hoped. Honestly she wasn’t sure why, at least beyond the way Casey had found out. Fundamentally, all men wanted what Riley and Josh were proposing. The chance to watch the woman they loved be a sexual being. To maybe join in. It was a primal sort of thing that Riley knew was etched into every man’s DNA. Once the shock wore off, Casey would come around. She was sure of it.

Josh came over, putting his hands on Riley’s shoulders. “Come on. Let's go get some sleep. This… It's been taxing. I think we just need to rest and recharge and we can tackle this in the morning. I’m sure Casey will be back by then and we can all sit down and figure this out.”

Riley nodded. Josh was right. “Yeah. You’re right. He’ll be back in the morning, it’s too cold for him to stay out long. But maybe let me do the talking when he gets home, okay?” She stared towards the bedroom, shedding her shirt and starting to undo her pants as Josh followed.

“Sure. That's probably for the best.” They walked into the bedroom together, leaving the house dark and quiet as they lay down under the covers and quickly drifted off to sleep.

…

Drip.

Riley tossed.

Drip. Drip. Drip.

She turned.

The sound of something sizzling quietly, a soft pop of lips and breath pushing out thick smoke. Swirling cold and burning clouds. The smell of ash. Of ice.

Far from the bedroom, three burning embers floated in the dark. The singular one below the two that were reflections, glowed bright for a moment and then began to darken. When the glow was brighter, the burning reflections in the eyes blazed like the devil’s eyes. Burning portals.

Riley groaned, the sensation of cold, of burning ice, traced along her neck and she gasped in her sleep as if her throat were gently being gripped.

A frigid hand trailed along her chest, bare of any bra to hold her breasts. Ghostly chills trailed behind, frost forming the lines that were traced down and then along the slope of her bare chest. The cold touched her pink nipple and thick layers of frost formed, burning her skin.

Riley whimpered in her sleep, breath coming in little gasps as her throat was constricted. The feeling on her was erotic, sensual, as if ice were being rubbed along her body. As arousing as it was, it was painful too as the cold bit into her flesh, deep deep down into the layers, to the muscle.

She shivered in pain. She shivered in arousal.

The frightful chill continued down… down… along her stomach, frost and dew forming in her bellybutton, down lower towards her exposed sex. She was laying naked with Josh. A common practice for them when he would sleep over if Casey were away.

“Ohhhhhh.” Riley moaned as the phantom fingers traced her mound, then slid between her folds. It was the cold of ice. Or no sun and no light. It was dark cold. Her legs opened and the cold entered her, spreading her.

“AAHAHHHH!” It was burning pain. So cold. Deadening all of her sensitive nerves that were burning and blazing with desire.

In the darkness behind her closed eyes, Riley was running towards Casey. He was so far away. He’d gone so far after he left. Naked. Exposed. She rant through the blowing snow and sleet and ice. Her feet bloody and burning and numb. Her nipples were frozen and she was crying as the cold was trying to beat her and push her away.

Casey was slumped, walking away, a cigarette in his hand burning slowly down to the butt.

She tried to call out but the winter had stolen her voice. But she didn’t stop running. It was as if the cold were alive. Every breeze a breath against her skin that was slicing at her like little knives. The air in her lungs was glacial. It deprived her of the oxygen she needed. Still she ran after her husband.

He was enveloped in shadows. She could smell him even though he was yards away. He smelled of ash and smoke and ice. It was heavy. Seeking to crush him. Riley didn’t want him to be crushed. To be pressed down into dust and blown and washed away.

Running and getting nowhere. She couldn’t reach him. Memories of their life, of loving each other, flashed through her mind as she tried… tried to get to him.

She remembered his lips on her breasts. Kissing. Biting. His breath hot.

Lips trailing down her body and then feeling him inside her. Casey was everything. Josh was raw and primal, but Casey was love and heat and desire. He was fulfillment.

It was a feeling of emptiness overwhelming her body. The cold so painful. Burning her skin. Deadening it. She began to hyperventilate, unable to suck in enough oxygen to keep her brain functioning. Terror. She was having a night terror. Worse than just a nightmare brought on by the confrontation earlier. This was full on bodily panic and anguish and agony.

“Casey…” She croaked out and her eyes opened. Her body was rigid, muscles strained and locked as if she were experiencing sleep paralysis. Darkness filled the room, thicker than real darkness. It was deep as if light had never existed. Never touched these depths. Cold. So cold.

Freezing pain and emptiness pushed inside her, opening her pussy, sinking deeper and deeper, killing the nerve endings, and yet somehow still sending waves of pleasure through her. It was a cocktail of pain and pleasure that she couldn’t reconcile in her mind. It was washing over her, sinking her deeper.

She felt her skin crack. The sensitive flesh of her nipples chapped and cracked and bled, little trails of freezing red sliding down the slopes of her breasts. It steamed in the cold and darkness. She could see it, and yet she couldn’t. There was nothing to see in the dark but somehow, as if she were outside herself watching, Riley saw everything simultaneously. Darkness and vision.

Riley’s awareness stretched further and further. One of those unique moments where a person was fully conscious of everything around them, further and further from their physical body. She could see the whole of her house. The home she and Casey had built together. The home Riley had brought Josh into without her husband’s consent. She knew that was wrong, but Josh was part of her. Casey would understand. She just needed to explain.

That thought brought the shadow in the living room again. It sat there in the heavy darkness, somehow even darker. True black. Those three burning lights. Eyes and the burning end of a death stick. Riley’s awareness burned as her spiritual eyes met the burning reflections of that glowing ash. Fire. Freezing and fierce.

Riley had a mouth. She wanted to scream in anguish as she looked in those eyes and felt the full extent of the judgement from her husband. But there was no breath in her lungs. It was frozen. Her lungs were ice. Her eyes watered.

She was back in her bed, eyes open wide staring back at burning ember eyes. Her throat was clenched by the cold. Blood dripped along her breasts and down her stomach, the cold trail cracking and bleeding as if her skin were magma cooling and bursting from the heat, but in this case the cold. Streams of red ran down, pooling into her bellybutton, over flowing and running down towards her mound, painting her pussy in pure burning red.

Fall with me.

The words were in her head and scratching and scraping their way into her skin. Riley couldn’t blink, her eyes were captured by the burning embers. Eyes drying out and the cold scrubbing them raw. The cold entered her deeper, deeper. Inside her pink flesh, tender and soft, split and spewed and dripped blood, flowing out. It was exquisite pain.

Her lips cracked and blood oozed, painting her lips crimson. They formed her husband’s name, Casey. Her heart was pounding, thundering, screaming and hammering against her chest as she stared up into the burning eyes of her husband… feeling him fill her up so full, so blissfully full. She loved him. Loved him with everything. It was a burning heat that was making everything stiff and still.

Riley’s body trembled in orgasm. In ecstasy. She would have cried out, but her vocal cords were frozen. Inside her mouth her tongue was a piece of frozen meat. Her mouth was cracking and blood was oozing and flowing down into her throat, drowning her along with her frozen lungs.

Burning eyes came closer and closer and then they vanished and there was only one burning ember, glowing bright with glittering ash and it pressed into Riley’s right eye. It burned away the sensitive flesh. It sizzled like steak. Burning meat. Then it struck out her left eye. The darkness of before was even deeper now.

Now Riley simply floated in her own consciousness. She was still running after Casey. His dark shadow always just out of reach. She’d hurt him and then let him leave, alone. Now he was out in the cold without her. He needed her.

Instead, she’d stayed. Josh had held her back.

Now she would never be able to catch up. Casey would always be just out of her grasp. But she wouldn’t stop running. She couldn’t. She loved him. She’d ruined everything with her own selfishness and perversion, but she loved him. That was as true as the burning flames in her eyes. The fire that had been reflecting into her husband's glasses, was now in her eyes within the never ending dream of her running. Her hand was outstretched. She ran into the cold dark, chasing Casey’s shadow, but she’d never reach him.

…

Josh woke with a start, the sheets beneath him damp and a bit sticky. He thought he’d changed the sheets after he and Riley had sex and made a mess, but with everything that had happened, maybe he’d just imagined it.

Rolling away from Riley who lay quiet on the other side of the bed, he shuffled his way out of the bedroom with the urge to pee.

The house was dark, the hour late, so when Josh glanced down the hall to the living room, the orange glow of three floating points was bright and brilliant. It was the same image he’d seen earlier when returning to the bedroom after reliving himself. He’d been eager to have another round of sex with Riley before Casey got home, but that never happened so he was left with aching balls. Usually he unloaded at least four times into Riley, but last night he’d only gotten off twice. Casey had come home earlier than expected and ruined the whole night.

Though Josh supposed that wasn’t fair. It was Casey’s house. And Riley was his wife. Josh was technically the one invading. But this had been the routine for years now and Josh just couldn’t help but be a little irked that Casey had interrupted it. If he’d only just listened and kept an open mind, he would have understood how good this was for Riley and for him. Casey was reaping the benefits of Josh and Riley’s sexual exploration. And what man wouldn’t want to see his wife get pleasured. Wasn’t that all part of love? Seeing your partner happy and fulfilled? Well… Josh’s cock did that. So why did he have to be so unhinged about it?

Sure, he’d walked in on something he wasn’t prepared for. That was a shock. And Josh had to admit that pretty much anyone would have been stunned and needed some space. But Casey’s reaction to the whole thing was like his life was over. The poor guy just didn’t get it.

But when he got back, they’d make him understand. They’d sit down. Have a beer. Talk it out. He’d make love to Riley and then he’d get a real chance to watch Riley and Josh together and understand why it would work. Why this was right.

Josh rubbed at his eyes, thinking he was just remembering the sight of Casey sitting in the dark smoking. But when he blinked away the crust from his eyes… The embers were still there, glowing.

The raspy intake of breath and the glow of the cigarette made the glowing eyes burn brighter. “How long.”

Casey’s voice sounded… muted… like Josh was hearing it through glass. The smell of potent smoke, bitter and yet somehow sweet drifted down the hall. It was mixed with a chill that Josh thought was coming from the air conditioner that had just kicked in.

“I’m sorry, Case.” Josh sighed, his shoulders slumping a little. He should have felt self conscious standing in the hall naked before his best friend, his wife in the bedroom equally naked. But they were past the stage of being embarrassed about what was going on. Josh didn’t feel bad about it, but he did feel bad about how Casey had stumbled upon it and how he was feeling. He could be sympathetic. Honestly, if Josh had seen someone like himself and with his sizable cock plunging balls deep into a woman he loved, it would have been a big blow to his psyche for sure. Josh was very aware of his size and prowess. What Casey saw must have really been a blow to his masculinity.

“Sorry.”

The word was a breath, smoky and gritty with burning little snapping embers that made Josh cringe.

“Listen,” He took a step forward in the dark, down the hall, towards his friend. “You need to understand. Riley loves you. Only you. Okay. You’re the one she dreams of growing old with. Not me. I’m just some side character. You’re the main attraction. What me and Riley have, it’s just raw.” Another step closer and he could smell the acrid smoke and the scent of freezing grass, glazed over with ice that would crunch beneath his feet and stab into his skin.

“Why?”

Why did Casey’s voice sound so dull, and brittle? It was like listening to a frozen lake beginning to crack.

“Why? She… it’s just not something she can do with you. She loves you and you love her. The things we’ve done and she’s done… she’d never be able to ask you for that. And honestly I couldn’t ever see you doing it. You’d never want to hurt Riley or push her to the edge.”

There was a soft growl that seemed like a curious question that Casey couldn’t voice.

“Like…” Josh figured Casey wanted examples, maybe an explanation. “Like something like tying her up and suspending her from the ceiling and getting her airtight. She was crying and screaming. You’d never have been able to handle it Casey. And that’s not a dig at you, that’s a compliment. You love her so much you’d never want to see her that way. But it was something she wanted, needed to try and I was able to give that to her. And… I mean if you want we have video of it so you can take a look, maybe ease yourself into this sort of stuff. That way you can be in control, ya know, pause or turn it off if it’s too much.”

The burning fireflies that were Casey’s eyes blazed brighter and the cigarette burned brighter. The smell of ash filled the room.

“Sorry. Maybe that was too much. Damn it Casey I’m sorry. I know I’m kinda putting my foot in my mouth here. I’m not doing this right. I shouldn’t be just… ambushing you with these new facts. I don’t want you to get the impression you don’t know Riley. You know her in the ways that matter. I just know the raw body and pleasure. That’s it.”

Josh moved closer, now just a couple yards away. Somehow the little glow of that cigarette was casting a light that was far wider than should have been possible. He cleared his throat and brought up a fist to cover his mouth, trying to regain a little composure and figure out what to say. The glow case on his skin made it look like it was bathed in red. Riley’s sticky fluids still on Josh’s skin and shining in that strange glow. Deep red.

He smelled the ash. The smoke. Copper. Ice. The chill in the room was starting to feel uncomfortable, no… painful. It was little pricks on his skin and cold claws raking along his flesh making hairs stand on end.

“Do… you love…her?” Now it sounded like Casey’s voice was wavering, like he was shivering from the cold and probably from his emotional state.

Josh thought his friend was crying again. He thought it was a bit of an over reaction but he could also understand. This was a lot to take in.

“Of course I do. I’ve loved her since we were kids. But she didn’t want me, Casey. And besides, we just didn’t work. Sex, sure. That was easy and great. But all that other stuff? It just wasn’t me and that’s what she wanted. Getting the sex from me was fine but she needed more. That’s where you came in. You gave her the thing she was missing, the thing she wanted even more than what I was giving her. You’ve got her heart.” Another step and now… was the floor wet?

Josh looked down and the glow of the cigarette illuminated puddles on the floor. Melted snow or ice. Had Casey been stomping around outside and then tracked this all in? Maybe he’d come down the hall and watched him and Riley in bed together. Thank goodness they didn’t fuck again like Josh had wanted to. One surprise view of Josh’s cock inside Riley was probably enough for Casey for one night.

“You…”

Josh looked back up at Casey. He was standing now. A dark dark dark shadow in the shadows of the house.

“You stole from me.” He was growling. No, not growling. It was the sound of glaciers crashing and cracking out in the open freezing seas. It was the sound of ice scraping against the hull of ships and sending into the inky blackness of the ocean.

“I… I didn’t steal anything…” Josh was confused. He took a step back, The pressure in his bladder started to hurt.

“Stole my life. All of it a lie.” His voice was sharp and biting. It was shaking but still somehow firm.

“No! Casey, man you’re not listening. Riley loves you. She wants you to be the father of her children. To grow old. To do all that domestic shit with. I’m just getting her pussy and ass and whatever else. It’s just sex! Why can’t you get that? I’m the stud! That’s all. She doesn’t want me and honestly if she found someone who could make her cum like I do, she’d cast me aside in a heartbeat. But you? She’ll never let you go.”

“That’s why she fell with me.”

The shadow was… bigger… taller… looming and somehow higher that the ceiling should have been able to allow. As if the ceiling didn’t exist. The glowing embers were blazing infernos, small but brilliant and painful to look at like miniature suns.

“Wh…what are you…” He stepped back suddenly frightened. Josh had never been frightened in his life.

The cold was thick, crisp, and Josh felt his breath freezing before him and becoming sleet like mist. His bladder was screaming and finally released, unable to hold back anymore. It was either use the muscles to hold back the urine, or prepare the body for flight from fear. It chose flight. Warm urine flowed down his leg and all over the floor, splashing and mixing with the melting puddles on the floor.

“Liar.” Casey’s voice was wheezing. It was the sound of gasping, desperate to breath but unable to swallow enough air. The cold constricting the throat and lungs.

“I… no!” Josh stepped back and slipped. Maybe it was his own pee or maybe it was the slick freezing water that Casey had tracked in. It didn’t matter. The result was the same.

Josh flailed. His hand went out and hit the wall switch. Light blinked on as he fell. There was no shadow. No burning ember eyes. Casey wasn’t in the chair he’d been sitting in just hours before. The room was empty.

Josh only had a second to register this before the back of his head hit the sharp edge of the granite counter. There was a yelp. A snap. A grunt. And a thud.

The house was quiet.

Still.

A lingering smell of cold and smoke drifted through the rooms along the softly blowing air from the air conditioning vents. It dissipated slowly and then all that was left in the house was the growing warm metallic smell of what could have been blood or maybe ice.

…

Leslie trudged carefully along the side of the bridge, along the pedestrian walkway. It was slick with patches of ice and snow drifts but if she watched where she was going, it wasn’t overly treacherous. The walk from the dinner back to her apartment was always a long one, even in the best of conditions. Last night's flurries and freezing temperatures just made things sterile and eerily quiet, muted by the snow.

She pulled her wool coat closer about her as she made her way along quietly before stopping. Some yards away from the bridge, down along the riverbank, Leslie saw yellow police tape. There were several officers milling around with flashlights. It was late in the morning, but the sky was still gray and overcast, but there was plenty of light for them to see by. They must be looking for something, or just needed that extra bit of illumination to stave off the quiet chill and shadows that loomed from the trees along the bank.

Before she’d left her shift at the dinner, Leslie had heard a few news bulletins over the radio while Mac, the cook, was shuffling through channels to find something to listen to. There was a report of a body found. Or sighted. She couldn’t remember which. Was this where they’d found it? Did someone drown?

Leslie watched for a few minutes, trying to listen, to extend her hearing ability like she was some sort of super human or mutant, able to zoom in on the things being said over the officers' squawking radios. But she couldn’t hear anything. She didn’t see a body. Just the yellow tape flapping in the wind and police doing their jobs, or at least pretending to.

A harsh breeze picked up, tousling her dirty blond hair, making her pull her coat closer and then felt something wrap around her ankle. She gasped, having a sudden image of a frozen hand reaching up from the depths of the river, no matter that the bridge was over a hundred feet above the churning waters. Her fear vanished quickly when she saw it was just a page from the morning newspaper.

Pulling it away from her leg, she noticed a crushed pack of cigarettes. Empty. It gave her a craving for nicotine. She’d been trying to quit but still allowed herself one every once in a while, after a rough day or long shift. Tucking the paper under her arm, she rummaged in her coat pocket and pulled out her own pack of cigarettes. It was mostly full. She tapped one out, placed it between her lips and ignited her lighter holding it to the end. Breathing in the bitter minty smoke sent shivers and warmth through her chilled body. 

For a moment, the cold was pushed away. Stashing her pack and lighter back into her pocket, Leslie shook out the paper and gave it a quick glance, curious.

Bodies Found in apparent Murder/Suicide

Early on Friday morning police were called to the scene of a local residence after complaints of screams and strange sounds coming from the home. Upon entry by the officers two bodies were found, a young woman and man. Their names have not been released by the local authorities while the investigation is still in its early stages. What is known is that it seems to be a possible murder/suicide. The young woman appeared to have been tortured, though to what extent has not been released by the police. The young man who is believed to have been the one to torture the young woman was found in the kitchen covered in the young woman’s blood. His method of death has yet to be released.

Leslie folded the paper and tucked it back under her arm as she took a deep drag on her cigarette and let it out slowly in misting puffs. It swirled around her face, an acrid sort of warmth pushing away the oppressive cold as she continued to watch the police, like little wandering ants.

Was there any connection between what was going on down along the riverbank and what happened at that house? Or had last night just been a bad night? Leslie wasn’t sure which would be worse. She stood longer than she intended, just watching and wondering. For a moment, when she took a slow drag of her cigarette, Leslie felt as if someone were next to her. Someone leaning against the railing of the bridge, a cigarette nearly burned to the butt, the ashes burning bright before they crumbled and were snuffed out.

She looked over and saw nothing but swirling flakes of snow that for some strange reason smelled like ash. Plucking the cigarette from her lips, she glanced at it, thinking, then crushed it out on the railing. Reaching into her pocket she pulled out the pack of cigarettes, crushed it in her fist and tossed it over the side into the rushing waters. It was time to quiet the things that were unhealthy.

Pulling out her cellphone, she quickly dialed her husband. “Hey honey.” She smiled wide, the cold having stiffened her skin but she gladly endured the little stabs of pain. “Yeah. I’m on my way home. Just going a bit slow… yeah, I know it’s pretty icy out so I’m being careful. I just wanted to call and tell you I love you.” She chuckled. “I know. I know. I’ll be home in like ten minutes. But I couldn’t wait that long. I just…” She looked back out to the crime scene, a feeling of pity and sadness tight in her chest. “I just… needed to tell you, right now, that I love you.”

She listened to her husband’s loving response to her and a few little teasing comments about how he would warm her up once she got home.


Natalie Loosens Up

Natalie stepped out of the cab into the humid heat of Miami. The sun was golden in the cloudless sky and made the lapping tide glitter as it made its way rhythmically in and out along the beachfront. Chrissy and Jennifer slipped out of the cab on the other side, already full of laughs and energy as they followed the cabbie to the trunk to pull out their bags.

The smell of salt filled Natalie’s senses as she brushed back her mousy brown hair and tied it into a ponytail. Her light blue summer dress rippled in the breeze as she walked to the back of the cab, grabbing her suitcase and pulling out the handle to start rolling it up the walkway into the lobby of the seaside hotel. Her friends were laughing like school girls despite being in their mid thirties, those college and high school days long passed. In some ways Natalie envied her friends, they hadn’t lost that youthful edge to marriage and children and suburban life. They made this trip on spring break nearly every year and finally Natalie had relented and said yes to coming along.

This really wasn’t her sort of thing. At best she liked to lay by the pool and read a book on her Kindle or just listen to music. Going to parties and clubs and wading her way through the endless sea of bodies that populated the beaches at this time of year did not seem like fun. But… life at home had become a bit stifling. Not that she wasn’t happy. Her husband and kids were wonderful and she loved her life. She knew she was blessed. But… that didn’t mean she didn’t feel overwhelmed and tired sometimes. A little vacation seemed well earned and Ethan had even agreed that she should go with her friends and have some no strings, child free, responsibility free fun.

Now here she was, walking into a very nice hotel that was right on the beachfront with her best friends who had already changed after the flight into daisy dukes and skimpy tank tops that showed off their ample curves. Natalie stood a couple inches taller than her friends, 5’10 to their 5’6 and 5’8. She was shapely, had subtle but delicious curves and a nice bounce to both her chest and her behind. Jenny said she had the natural ‘girl next door’ look. And when she allowed herself the privilege of putting on make up she became a near bombshell. She put most of the other mothers at the country club to shame, but didn’t flaunt it.

She followed behind her friends as they made their way to the front desk, chatting and laughing while she stayed quiet. The lobby was abuzz with people checking in, heading towards the pool and the beach wearing some fairly scandalous swimsuits and outfits that Natalie would never let her daughters get near in the store. Jenny handled the check-in, grabbing three keys and quickly passing them out.

“We’re on the fifth floor. Got us a suite! Woot! Woot!” Jenny did a little wiggle in her jean shorts and bumped hips with Chrissy as they laughed.

They left the lobby and headed towards the elevator that was past the hotel bar and restaurant. It was filled with people already day drinking and lounging, having snacks or an early lunch. The doors that lead onto the patio were open letting in the cool sea breeze, making Natalie’s dress ruffle again against her thighs. The room was a mixture of men and women, mostly in their swimsuits. 

Walking to the elevators, they passed a group of men sitting at the bar, having drinks and watching a game on the television mounted against the wall. The men’s eyes drifted away from the screen to the girls, tilting their glasses in salute and a few eyebrows waggling. One in particular, dressed in a designer t-shirt and chino shorts with dark hair that looked like he’d just woken up, but it was clear he paid for that sort of look. His eyes lingered on Natalie and he gave her a nod and then took a slow sip of his drink.

Natalie looked away and dashed past her friends, waiting impatiently for the elevator doors to open.

Jenny and Chrissy gave over the top flirting waves and blew some kisses towards the onlookers until the elevator dinged and opened. Natalie was the first to slip inside, cheeks flushed from the attention. Her friends quickly piled in and hit the button for their floor.

“You’ve gotta loosen up, Nat.” Chrissy sighed, checking her reflection in the mirrors that lined the elevator. She was a shapely woman with short dark hair reminiscent of a goth phase from her teen years. The top she was wearing was a bit too tight, showing off her stomach that had seen flatter days, but was still smooth.

“Yeah. If a few winks are going to make you blush that much, then I don’t think you’ll need to worry about a sunburn.” Jenny chuckled and stepped out of the elevator when it reached their floor. She tossed back her bleached blonde hair and marched confidently down the hall towards their room. Tapping the key to the lock, they pushed into the sizable suite and shoved their bags over to the side as Jenny and Chrissy both jumped onto the two queen beds with comfortable sighs.

Natalie walked to the glass doors leading to the balcony, unlocked and slid them open and stepped out to see the view of the beach. It was perfect. She could see for miles. The water was as blue as sapphire. Gulls softly called as they rode the ocean winds. Below, on the beach, the crowds were loud, and several stages were set up at intervals. Speakers blasted all sorts of music, voices echoed, and cheers and laughs filled the air in a never-ending audio cacophony. In a way, it was nice, but it also made Natalie itch. All the noise made her want to retreat and find a nice quiet place to read a book.

Forcing a smile, she turned back from the balcony and walked back into the room. This trip was about reconnecting with her friends. Jenny and Chrissy were constantly going off on adventures. Long weekend trips and parties. At heart, they were still back in college, living their lives to the fullest. Fun and fancy free. It didn’t matter that they were all well off suburban women with husbands and kids. Responsibility went out the window once they went out of town. Natalie envied her friends that ability to just let go. But she couldn’t quite picture herself going wild like they did.

The others had gotten off the beds and were rifling through their suitcases, Jenny slipping off her jeans to reveal a scandalous pair of neon green thong panties. She stepped out of them and twirled them around her finger and then flicked them at Chrissy with a laugh. Chrissy yelped when they hit her in the face, hanging off her head as she stood up, glaring at Jenny. “Don’t toss your dirty panties at me! We aren’t even entertaining company yet!” She grabbed the panties and tossed them back at Jenny.

Natalie stood next to the doors, staring at Jenny’s bouncing naked ass as she dodged the underwear, pulling her swimsuit out of her bag as she nimbly pranced towards the bathroom to freshen up and get dressed.

Chrissy sighed and rolled her eyes, watching Jenny vanish into the bathroom. “She’s always such a bitch.” She muttered, shaking her head. Fishing out her swimsuit, which looked more like lots of string and maybe a couple small patches of cloth, Chrissy tossed it onto the bed and started wiggling out of her own shorts and pulling off her shirt. Natalie was shocked to see her friend wasn’t wearing a bra and her C cups were just swaying freely as she kicked her shorts away and pulled off her blue bikini briefs.

It wasn’t the first time Natalie had changed in front of her friends. They did it often enough at the Swayze Country Club when they went to the spa or the pool. But this time, Chrissy’s manicured pubic hair took Natalie aback. Usually she had a nicely trimmed bush of dark hair, but once she was free of her panties, Natalie saw a lovely trimmed little triangle, like an arrow pointing to Chrissy’s plump mons.

“Aren’t you going to change?” Chrissy asked, pulling on her swimsuit. It was a dark blue monokini, the straps stretching over her shoulders, barely thick enough to hide her nipples which had rather large dark areolas, and pulled between her legs at her pussy, wedging slightly between her labia and doing very little to cover her trimmed pubic hair.

Natalie stared at the suit…or what there was of it to see. The back of it was pulled up between Chrissy’s cheeks, hiding nothing, and looked like it was an uncomfortable wedgie, but Chrissy didn’t seem uncomfortable at all. “Isn’t that… um, that’s a bit scandalous, don’t you think? I didn’t even know you owned something like that.” She said, grabbing her suitcase and putting it on the bed, opening it.

“Oh come on, Nat. This is spring break. You saw what those girls were wearing down in the lobby. This may turn some heads but it’s not going to be much compared to some of the other suits girls are gonna wear. Let alone the guys. Banana hammocks galore!” Chrissy laughed, her breasts jumping in the little straps that were pushing them down against her chest.

Natalie tried to distract herself by looking through her clothes and pulling out her swimsuit. A shiny mint green high hipped one piece. It wasn’t nearly as scandalous as what Chrissy was wearing, but the openings for the legs reached up to her midsection, and the neckline plunged into a swooping U that would show plenty of her cleavage. The back covered her decently, but exposed enough to legs some wiggle show.

“Alright girls! Are we ready?” Jenny came marching out of the bathroom. “We leave for the beach in ten… come on, Natalie, get your butt in gear!”

Natalie was standing in shock. Chrissy’s swimsuit was scandalous. But Jenny’s was… was obscene! She stood with her hands on her hips. Her suit, little gold strands of material that tied behind her neck, framed her breasts between two parting strings as they came down from over her shoulders. There were no little squares or triangles of material to hide her nipples or really hide anything at all. The strings came back together below her chest and became a single thread again, nestling between her perfectly waxed labia, and when she turned around to grab something from her bag, Natalie saw that the string didn’t come back up behind her. Instead, the string was attached to a golden, circular handled buttplug! Her cheeks were parted enough that Natalie saw it nestled between her cheeks.

“Holy shit, Jenny!” Natalie gasped after the initial shock wore off.

Jenny cocked a hip, hand resting there, and smiled almost wickedly. “Like it? You wanna know the weird part? This thing costs way more than something like what Chrissy is wearing.”

Chrissy rolled her eyes. “I just hope you don’t get cuffed or something walking around wearing that.” She pulled out a bottle of sunscreen and sat down on the edge of the bed, starting to coat herself. With as much skin as she was leaving exposed, there was no doubt she was going to get pink if not burned if she wasn’t careful.

“You… are you seriously going to walk out… be outside in that?” Natalie was gripping her own suit against her chest, still staring at her friend. It wasn’t like she hadn’t seen Jenny naked before, but this… this was insane!

She knew her friends were partiers. Even with the suburban lifestyle they maintained, they were the girls that would never pass up a drink and would flirt shamelessly with other men and even women sometimes. Natalie had seen them flirt right in front of their husbands. How they got away with it, she still didn’t know or understand.

“Honey, it’s spring break.” Jenny said, sitting next to Chrissy and taking the sunscreen bottle from her to start applying it. The fact that she was now sitting with a butt plug didn’t seem to bother her, and that made Natalie’s imagination kick into overdrive. “Everyone here is cutting loose, having fun. And besides…” She turned her attention to Chrissy, “I checked the rules for this area and hotel, and nude is approved, or anything in between.”

Chrissy rubbed a thick layer of sunscreen along the exposed slopes of her breasts. “In between? What could possibly be in between clothed and nude. You either wear something or you don’t.”

“Body paint. Pasties. Whatever. Stuff like that.” Jenny said casually as she was rubbing the sunscreen into her inner thighs and up along her mound.

Natalie just stood and stared at her friends. Maybe coming on this trip was a mistake. This was a far cry from the carefully curated routine she was used to. School drop-offs. Groceries. Church. House cleaning and quiet nights with Ethan after the kids were in bed. She couldn’t lie that it seemed exciting, but it was also quickly becoming very overwhelming.

“Nat, come on. Get your suit on and get some sunscreen. We wanna head out, there’s a private pool here at the hotel. Think those fun, adult only places in Vegas we’ve gone to before. But we wanna get there before it gets too crowded, it fills up fast.” Chrissy stood up pulling out her wedge sandals from her bag and slipping them on.

“R…right.” Natalie stammered and quickly slipped into the bathroom. She needed to just calm down. This weekend was about fun in the sun with her friends. Sure they were a bit wild but… well, maybe cutting loose a little would be good for her. Home life was a little stale, and as much as she loved it she was feeling a little antsy. Maybe being out here in the sand and surf, with people just letting it all hang out would be good for her. Besides, what was wrong with showing a little skin… or a lot in her friend’s case. They were adults. They were making their own decisions.

Quickly changing into her swimsuit, Natalie applied some sunscreen and went back into the room to gather up her beach bag, putting her phone into a waterproof case along with her room key and wallet. Jenny and Chrissy did the same and within minutes they were ready to head back out and start enjoying their vacation. As the girls slipped out ahead of her, Natalie quickly snagged a book from her suitcase and stuffed it into the beach bag, just in case.

…

The pool was much larger than Natalie expected, with two levels and four hot tubs at either corner. It butted up against the property line with a walkway on either side that led to the beach, where umbrellas dotted the sand. The chatter of people and music filled the air, mixing with the soft sounds of the breeze and the crashing waves.

Natalie followed her friends, walking shyly behind them while they walked confidently. And strangely enough, though Natalie noticed plenty of people giving her friends appraising looks, there were plenty of others dressed just as scandalous, if not more so. Suits consisting of little stings and mesh left little to the imagination. Material was stretched to its limits, sheer before it was even wet and completely transparent when it was. Drinks were flowing freely from the swim up bar and the other bar off to the side that was surrounded by stools and had a faux grass hut look to it.

It was hard not to stare as people walked by. Men wore speedos that showed off their sizable packages or lack thereof. Women’s breasts and asses bounce unencumbered, freely jiggling and wiggling. Some women were even completely topless, and their bottoms left little to the imagination. Natalie felt overdressed. Like she’d come in a ball gown to a BBQ. Little pods of people were gathered all around, some chatting and laughing and drinking. Others dancing, gyrating hips and asses and bumping up against each other in lewd, crude ways.

Jenny appeared in front of Natalie, holding a Pina-colada out to her while she sipped her own. “Loosen up, Nat!” She smiled and took a bite of the large pineapple wedge on the edge of her glass. “You’re not a wife or a mom this weekend. You’re a woman. So let loose!”

Chrissy stood next to her, also holding a drink that looked like straight vodka with a few cherries and some sort of pink coloring to it. “Jen’s right. This isn’t your family vacation at the pool, honey.” Her friend reached behind Natalie and quickly pulled the bottoms of her suit up between her cheeks so they were wedged and exposing her more fully. “You’ve gotta loosen up. Show some skin! Get some attention.” She gave Natalie’s ass a good smack, making her yelp and almost dropping her drink.

“Girls… come on. You know… you know I’m new to this. Can you be patient and let me adjust?” Natalie sipped nervously at her drink, tasting the sizeable amount of alcohol that was in the fruity concoction.

Jenny rolled her eyes. “We know, Nat. And we aren’t gonna like… push you. But we are gonna nudge. You came all this way with us, finally, and we aren’t going to just let you lounge around with a book.” She gave Natalie an appraising look, then glanced around at the other people milling around, swimming and drinking. “Tell you what, Nat,” Jenny’s smile was sly. “I’ll make you a bet. Pull the top of your suit down. Go topless while we are here at the pool. Do that and I’ll buy all your drinks on this trip.”

Natalie nearly dropped her pina-colada. Go topless?! Seriously? It sounded like Jenny wanted her to flash the whole pool, but… well, there were already women who were topless or close to it, and it didn’t seem to be that big of a deal. Oh! Now Natalie was noticing not just topless women but completely nude women! At least a dozen women around the pool were fully nude, at best wearing sunhats, saddles, and sheer coverups that might as well have not existed for how much they ‘covered’. Not only that… There were nude men too!

Eyes wide, Natalie saw at least five men with nothing on. Not a single. Thing. Their cocks swayed and bounced as they walked around the pool. One flopped around wildly as he ran along the diving board and jumped into the air. The mere sight of such blatant, naked, confident flesh made her nipples hard, and she found herself slurping up her pina-colada so fast it made her dizzy.

Chrissy nudged her. “We see you looking, girl. Why not be one of the girls that gets looked at? Hm? It’s not a big deal. They’re just boobs. Here, if it will make you feel better…” She pulled the little straps of her monokini to the side, exposing her breasts fully, nipples with little gold ring piercings visible. Natalie had never noticed the piercings before.

“When did you get those?” Nat asked.

Chrissy looked down and laughed. “Oh. Right. I almost forgot. I got them last year when we were here. Stupid bet with some Wall Street broker. Great bod. Bit of a pervert though. Hence the piercings.” She rolled her eyes behind her sunglasses and grinned.

There were implications in Chrissy’s words, but Natalie didn’t chase after the possibilities. Too afraid where it might lead and the secrets she might find out. Though she could guess.

Her friends were party girls at heart, and out here, in their element, free of the shackles of their suburban lives… they let loose. Very loose. Natalie was sure they had sex, and who knows what else. But if she didn’t know, then she didn’t need to keep things a secret. Though… considering how regular these sorts of outings were for her friends, she was sure their husbands knew what they got up to. Or maybe they just turned a blind eye.

Could Natalie turn a blind eye? Ignore what her friends did this weekend? Would Cole turn a blind eye if she…

Natalie pushed the scandalous thoughts aside. “Okay… but you better get me the good stuff and not cheap out on me.” She said to Jenny, handing her glass over. It was a little bit of a struggle to slip the tight straps of her suit down over her shoulders, but soon enough she had them down, arms out and was peeling the front of her suit down to reveal her pale breasts. She settled the suit right under them snuggly and took a calming breath.

Part of her expected whistles. Yells. Scolding cries from security or others around the pool telling her to cover up, like they would at the water parks she took her kids to. But… there was nothing.

When she looked up, she saw a few people giving her appraising glances and mischievous, appreciative smiles. But no one was scandalized or hounding her like construction workers might howl at a woman passing by. She was no more exposed than most of those around the pool. She wasn’t special.

This made Natalie relax but also made her feel slightly annoyed. Were her breasts not worth looking at? What kind of thought was that? The only one she wanted to look at her boobs was Cole. But no one gave her more than some lingering looks before moving on. It was confusingly frustrating.

Jenny and Chrissy marched towards some lounge chairs under a gold striped umbrella. They dropped their stuff next to the chairs, flattened out their towels and quickly lay back to enjoy the shade and the sun. Natalie was slower to follow, but she lay between her two friends, feeling the heat on her breasts, even in the shade of the umbrella. Her drink was already half gone, and she was feeling the effects of the alcohol all too quickly. Chrissy and Jenny were taking in the scenery for now, drinking their own drinks and giving flirty smiles and waves to those that passed by.

Natalie had trouble keeping her eyes down, focusing on her drink as it vanished. It wasn’t exactly loud at the pool, but all the chatter and other noises together made it hard to keep her thoughts straight. Add in the alcohol and the fact she was seeing more nude flesh than she’d ever seen in her entire life, and it was becoming a dizzying environment.

She reached into her beach bag for her book when her eyes caught the man from earlier, who had been checking her out from the hotel bar. He was lounging in the pool, back to the side and arms up on the edge, sunglasses down on the bridge of his nose and eyes clearly focused on her. There was a little shift in his gaze from Natalie’s face to her tits, which made her cheeks darken.

His smile was startlingly nice, if slightly smug. The man clearly knew he looked good. When she’d seen him in the bar, he’d been dressed simply, but clearly expensively. Now he was shirtless, showing off his solid chest, and thankfully it looked like he was wearing regular swim trunks instead of a banana hammock or being nude. He waved at Natalie politely, and she found herself robotically waving back before she plucked her book from her bag, opened it to some random spot in the middle and buried her face in it so she couldn’t see the man or anyone.

“Naaaatttttt…” Jenny groaned, turning onto her side, putting her empty glass down on the ground and giving Natalie an annoyed pout. “We said no books.”

“No. You said you didn’t want me to lounge around and read a book. I never agreed to that.” She kept her eyes on the page, even though it’s not the spot she’d left off on yesterday.

“How can you make one giant leap forward and then go scuttling back so quickly?” Jenny reached out and gave one of Natalie’s tits a little bounce.

Gasping, Natalie dropped her book and quickly covered her chest as Jenny let loose with a fit of giggles. “Jen! Seriously!”

“Your tits are so soft!” Jenny kept laughing.

“All that breastfeeding.” Chrissy said with a grin, swirling what was left of her drink with her swizzle stick. “Keeps them firm and nice.” She looked down at her own chest and sighed. “Maybe I should go get these tightened up…”

“Oh, come on, girl, don’t make yourself into one of them plastic ladies. Own the natural look! Your tits are great!” Jenny took a hold of her own breasts in her palms and jiggled them. “We are becoming a very hot commodity. Believe me. All those boob job babes are getting lost in the shuffle and men are longing for something natural to fan their faces in.”

Chrissy snorted in laughter and Natalie sat mortified at her friend's lewd behavior. It wasn’t exactly new, they sometimes let out crude comments at the country club or when they were out shopping and saw a nice salesman or whatever, but this was much‌ more than she’d expected.

“She’s right.”

The voice made all three girls jump and their faces turned to see the man who had been watching Natalie standing before them, holding Natalie’s book.

“NO! Don’t get it wet!” Natalie gasped, reaching out quickly to snatch it from the man. It was dry. Thank goodness it was dry. She heaved a sigh of relief, then blushed deep red when she realized her tits were swaying and bouncing from her sudden movements. It was a struggle not to cover herself. She’d just made a minor fool of herself, she didn’t want to make it worse.

“Sorry. Don’t worry. I dried off. I’d never want to get a book wet.” The man grinned and folded his arms over his chest. He was enjoying the woman’s innocence. The fact that she was more worried about her book getting wet than her tits being seen was strangely erotic.

Natalie glanced over him, noting his firm stomach, the blue and white striped swim trunks that were still dripping, and his strong thighs and arms. “Um… right.” She muttered and slid back onto her chair, making herself comfortable but trying her best not to let her tits jiggle.

The man was grinning. “No problem.”

“Well, isn’t he a sweetheart?” Jenny giggled and nudged Natalie.

She didn’t respond, just held her book in her lap and tried not to let her eyes keep wandering over the man’s body.

“I’d like to think so,” he answered. “I’m Vincent Donnelly.”

“Nice to meet you, Vince.” Jenny sat up, letting her full chest sway, legs parting just enough so the gap between her thighs revealed the little string that was nestled at the center of her mound. “I’m Jenny. This is Chrissy and the little bookworm there is, Natalie.”

Chrissy tipped her glasses down and gave Vincent a smirk. Natalie, on the other hand, clutched her book to her chest, only too late realizing she’d nestled it between her breasts. She looked like some sort of perverted librarian… which, ironically enough, she’d been a librarian before having children. Doing her best to look calm and confident, and failing at both, Natalie looked up to Vincent and gave him a smile. “Nice…ahem… nice to meet you.”

The man’s eyes were focused on Natalie. Zeroed in like he’d found his target and wasn’t going to be distracted. It was the kind of focus some bigwig Wall Street bro would have when it came to the deals they made. The ones that made them millions.

“So what brings you here this weekend?” He kept his gaze on Natalie, as if expecting her to answer, but didn’t seem upset when Jenny was the one to speak up.

“Spring break, honey!” She laughed and lay back, her tits bouncing. “Gotta get away from that little Cul-de-sac. From the HOA. All the housework and kids running around.”

“Oh? So you’re here with your husbands. It’s a vacation?” He asked curiously.

“This is a girls's weekend.” Chrissy replied, letting her eyes roam over Vincent like he was a snack she wanted to unwrap.

“Ahhhhh.” Vincent nodded. “Got it. The girls' getaway. Love it. Well, I’m sure you girls definitely deserve some rest and relaxation. I can already see you two are living it up.” He nodded to Chrissy and Jenny and their revealing suits that no self-respecting suburban mom would be caught dead wearing around their families. “But what’s got you all wrapped up?” Vincent turned his attention back to Natalie, who was still clutching her book between her breasts, afraid to move because then that would be acknowledging that she was embarrassed.

“Wh…what do you mean?” Natalie cleared her throat. “I’m not…” She just nodded down to her exposed chest and felt her face flush.

Vincent’s grin was sly, eyes grazing down Natalie’s body and lingering on her hardening nipples. “I just mean your friends seem to be embracing the fun. Letting themselves loose and free. You’re like a half-wrapped present.” He folded his arms, flashing that smile that most likely charmed most women out of their panties lightning fast.

Natalie hunched slightly, still gripping her book and trying to keep herself calm. “Well, maybe the present isn’t for you.” She tried to sound confident, eyes meeting Vincent’s, but she felt more like a fawn being eyed by a circling wolf.

“Fair enough.” Vincent chuckled. “Well, if you ladies are looking for some fun, my mates and I are headed to a club tonight. We’ve got a private booth reserved if you’d like to join us. Free drinks.” He gave a wink to Jenny and Chrissy and then a sly look at Natalie, like he was appraising what she was showing and what she was hiding.

Jenny sat up, tits swaying excessively as she bounced with excitement. “Oh hell yes we are coming.” She grabbed her phone and tossed it to Vincent. “Put your number in.”

With a laugh, Vincent quickly entered his number then texted himself so he had Jenny’s number. Handing it back, he turned his attention to Natalie even as Jenny texted her friends Vincent’s number. “Hope to see you there. I’ll text you with the details.” With that, he turned and walked away, back to the other side of the pool.

“I think he means, hope to see more of you there.” Chrissy giggled and nudged Natalie, making her drop her book again.

“Shut up!” Natalie sighed, picked her book up and settled back down on her chair, her cheeks on fire. But she didn’t get any more reading done. Her eyes kept looking up from the page she was on, watching Vincent as he sat at the edge of the pool, tossing a football back and forth with some other men who were swimming around in the pool.

There was no question he was attractive. And the way he had looked at her made her itch and warm up in all the places that she didn’t want to think about. That was only supposed to happen with her husband. Not that she was some sort of prude and didn’t notice other men. But her arousal was supposed to be reserved for her marital bedroom, not some random man at a hotel, at a pool…

But she’d already crossed a boundary by exposing her tits and most of her ass. Was it really that much worse to feel a little tingle between her thighs when a guy gave her some attention?

Jenny and Chrissy didn’t seem to mind. In fact, they were inviting it by virtue of what they’d chosen to wear. Or rather, how much they’d decided not to wear.

While they lay next to the pool, several people passed by, giving the women attention. Eyes lingering on her and her friends. It took a little while, but eventually Natalie forgot she was essentially topless. It became almost normal. The sun and cool breeze on her chest were soothing and invigorating. Her friends allowed her to read, though they poked fun at her on several occasions, especially when they got up and went for a quick dip in the cool waters.

Watching her friends splash and play in the pool while exposed was equal amounts thrilling and terrifying. She envied her friend's confidence, but didn’t think she’d ever be so bold to essentially go naked in front of so many strangers. She’d already taken a huge leap but exposing her chest. Maybe she’d allow her friends to push her a little further, it was vacation after all, but she was drawing the line at sling monokinis and buttplug suits.

She settled back and finally allowed herself to read, trying not to think about how wild this trip may get considering how wild it had already become.

…

There was a fluttering in Natalie’s stomach as she walked with Jenny and Chrissy along the busy street towards the long line of waiting club goers. Neon lights and signs. Flashing colors. Loud pumping music. It was almost too much for Natalie, but she kept her focus and kept close to her friends.

Jenny wore a bright pink dress that was poured on, clinging and barely long enough to cover her jiggling ass. Chrissy had on a red halter top that barely held in her tits and a leather miniskirt that her ass was hanging out of as they approached the door to the club. Bouncer’s stood checking IDs, keeping the general flow of people coming and going with well-oiled ease.

The girls seemed far more comfortable in their outfits than Natalie was. They’d talked her into wearing a cocktail dress that had the ‘wet look’ to it. Black with a plunging neckline between her breasts, forcing her to forego a bra. The skirt thankfully was long enough to reach mid-thigh, but it still exposed far more than she was really comfortable with.

She could feel eyes all over her and though there was a thrill to it, she also had that lingering unsafe feeling that many women get being ogled by strangers.

Vincent had been texting Natalie for the better part of the afternoon. He was a shameless flirt. Talking about Natalie’s body, giving compliments, asking her questions about why she was on vacation and what she was looking for. Natalie did her best to answer, to not lead the man on. The blatant attempts at flirting and flattery made her feel good, but uncomfortable too. Agreeing to come to the club seemed like a gamble, but after a little research, they saw the club was a very reputable place with good security. If they felt uncomfortable, they would be able to leave easily.

A bouncer blocked their way as they approached the door ahead of the line. “Line’s back there.” He motioned.

Jenny held up her phone with a barcode displayed. “We have an invite.”

With a grunt, the burly man pulled out a scanner, checked the code and nodded, motioning that they were good to go inside. He didn’t spare them another glance.

The three of them sauntered into the club, the music pulsing and beating against their bones and blood. Lights were low. Neon splashed color all over the dark walls and floors. In the center was a large dance floor with twisting, swaying, jumping bodies. The smell of alcohol and sweat filled the tight space. Around the dance floor were booths for special patrons, VIP guests or parties. From the shadows of a booth at the far end of the club, Vincent stood up and waved.

He must have gotten a notification that we were here. Maybe from using the invite. He was dressed in a suit with his undershirt crisply buttoned but his collar left undone. Surrounding him in the booth were several other men, all dressed much the same laughing and drinking and chatting. Vincent waved them over and the three of them pushed their way through the undulating crowds. Hips and asses, arms and chests bounced and bumped and rubbed around them as they found a path to the booth, finally escaping the oppression of the crowds to the luxurious leather couches.

Jenny and Chrissy immediately went to sit next to a couple of men who were waving to them with half drunk friendly grins. Their eyes were looking over her friends, appraising the dresses, what they covered and what they didn’t. The girls didn’t seem to mind. In fact, the girls gave the men their own appraising looks as they were offered drinks.

Vincent, on the other hand, came up to Natalie with a grin and took her hand. “Come on, sit with me.” He brought her over to a less rowdy part of the couch and sat down with her, offering her a cocktail or a beer. She chose something fruity and hopefully with not too much alcohol.

Natalie settled down on the leather sofa and felt the cool of the material against the backs of her thighs as her skirt rode up slightly, flashing some of her knee and thigh. Vincent gave her an approving look, a drink in his hand. The music was pounding and loud, thrumming in her ears and making conversation difficult unless someone was right up against her ear. Which Vincent took advantage of.

“How’s your girls' trip going so far?” His breath was warm. The tone of his voice casual, but deep and curious. She could smell the alcohol on his breath, and it was a strange mixture of sweet and bitter that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end.

“Um… it’s good.” She said loudly, trying to be heard over the music and noise, while not having to lean too close.

Vincent made a show of cupping his ear and raising an eyebrow at her, signalling he couldn’t hear. She rolled her eyes, cheeks blushing. I can’t believe I’m humoring this man. She thought and leaned in close. His smell was musky, a scent of sweat and cologne mixed with his natural aroma. “I said it’s good.” Her lips brushed his ear, and it sent a shiver through her.

The man smiled and moved to her ear. “Your friends seem to be a bit more adventurous than you. I take it you’re not the party type?”

Her cheeks flushed. “Not…I mean I just don’t… well…” She stammered and Vincent put a firm hand on her bare knee. It sent a jolt up her thigh and made her look away, trying not to giggle at the little thrill that one touch sent through her.

“Relax. It’s okay. I know these kinds of things aren’t for everyone. Personally, I can only stand them for so long before I’ve gotta get some space. Luckily, these clubs have some more private rooms and areas. So, if you get… overwhelmed, just say the word and we can sneak away and relax.” He squeezed her knee, and Natalie sucked in a breath.

A waitress came by with the drink she’d ordered. She was dressed in a skintight, neon pink bodysuit with a lace pink mask. The club had black lights at regular intervals among the other pulsing lights and so the woman’s outfit glowed when she sauntered over with the tray, the material clinging to her ample bosom, bouncing in a way that told Natalie she wasn’t wearing a bra. Smiling, she handed Natalie the drink and then turned on her heel, revealing the thong back to the uniform before she vanished among the twisting and churning bodies.

Natalie jumped when Vincent squeezed her knee again.

“Interested? The waitresses here are really friendly. We can  have her come back. Sit with us.” He grinned mischievously.

“Wh…oh…oh no.” Natalie giggled, looking away again in embarrassment, and took a sip of her drink. It was a mixture of various strong alcohols. It burned on the way down, and her head started buzzing immediately.

“It’s no problem. Don’t worry about it.” Vincent waved to someone Natalie couldn’t see. Who could even notice a random man waving in this club? But sure enough, a gentleman in a suit came over and leaned in, briefly exchanging words with Vincent and then vanished back into the crowd.

Natalie watched the sea of people, sipping at her drink, trying to keep her eyes away from Vincent. Across from her, Jenny and Chrissy were sitting between several men. They were clearly flirting. Holding nothing back. Both Jenny and Chrissy’s skirts had ridden up when they sat, not that they covered much to begin with, and were flashing the panties they’d chosen. Jenny, a neon green thong. Chrissy, a black lace g-string. Natalie had been aghast at their choices, knowing how much they would expose.

“Chill girl. This weekend is about fun. And we are gonna have lots of it.” Chrissy slapped her ass and wiggled her exposed cheeks before pulling up her skirt. “Just let loose a little. Seriously, Nat, don’t be a stick in the mud.”

“But…” Natale was sitting on her bed watching the girls and stressing over going to the club. What to wear. How to act. If she even wanted to go.

Jenny sauntered over in her neon panties and put her hands on Natalie’s shoulders. “What happens on these trips…stays on these trips.” She looked serious for once. “I know we’ve kinda joked and teased about what we do on these trips. And I’m sure you’ve made your own assumptions. But let me just clear it up for you, okay?” Jenny sat down next to Natalie, acting like the friend that was more familiar than this party girl she’d seen since getting on the plane.

“Tonight, we aren’t married. We aren’t moms. We are women. And despite what the patriarchy might say, women have needs. We like to have fun. We like to have sex.”

The word sent a chill through Natalie. But her nipples got hard too. “So… it’s true then? You…”

Chrissy nodded as she was wiggling on her top. “Yes, Nat. We fuck. These trips are a way to let loose. And if you’re worried, our husbands know. At least now they do. Kinda hard to keep it a secret for all these years. Couldn’t hide a load dripping in my panties very well. I’m just lucky Marshall gets turned on by it.” She laughed, her tits bouncing in the tight top.

Having the girls just outright confirm Natalie’s suspicion was in some ways refreshing and terrifying. Because now, Natalie felt the pressure. Her friends weren’t going to settle for laying by the pool. Going to the beach. Having a fun time dancing. And that was even more clear by the way Jenny was freely letting one man sitting next to her put his hand up her skirt. Natalie could see her friend’s cheeks were red from drinking, the heat of the room and the pulsing music.

Chrissy was leaning back and brazenly making out with the more rotund of the group. He was a bit shaggy and sloppy, his suit wrinkled, gut pushing out over his belt. The man’s meaty fingers were groping her chest through her dress. Natalie knew this sort of man would never have gotten her attention back home, but whether it was the alcohol or just the fact that this trip was about throwing out inhibitions, Chrissy was letting the man paw and kiss and have his way without any protest.

Natalie felt a heat in her chest and between her legs. There was no way she could do what her friends were doing. Yes it was sexy. But she was a faithful woman. All of this may have been fun but…

Vincent’s hand moved up her thigh. The loud music hid her gasp. When she turned to look at him, he had the kindest smile and charming eyes. She was going to tell him to kindly move his hand, but before she could, the waitress from before slipped out of the crowd. Without a word she stepped up onto the table in front of Natalie and Vincent, and grabbed hold of the pole that extended from the center. Natalie hadn’t noticed the pole before because of the darkness of the club, but quickly realized the table served two purposes. One was for drinks. The other was for dancing.

The waitress began stepping around the pole, one hand holding it and the other caressing along her side, down to her bare leg. Her skin was pale, sweaty, glistening with a dusting of glitter. Natalie watched the woman in curious awe as she took a turn around the pole, allowing her to see the woman’s thong backing, her soft cheeks bouncing with every step. Her heels clicked against the glass tabletop with a hypnotic tempo.

Moving like a seductive muse, body smooth with its curves and movements, the woman began to dance. Her breasts bounced in her teddy. Hips swiveling, making her ass jiggle. She placed her back against the pole and slid down, thighs opening wide as she squatted to expose the neon bodysuit clinging tightly to her sex, smooth and tight. Every move she made was sensual and erotic.

Natalie watched, hypnotised. She had a healthy appreciation for the female body, but this woman was liquid sexuality. The neon suit glowed in the black lights. Her skin dripped with sweat. Eyes flashing with fun. The woman grinned at Natalie, winking as she stood back up and swung her ass around, sticking it out and wiggling it, cheeks smacking around the thong.

Without even realizing it, Natalie felt Vincent’s hand on her inner thigh, high up and his fingers gently touching her panties. A silky thong with lace around the waist. She may have been a good suburban mom, but she enjoyed fancy lingerie. So did her husband.

Vincent trailed a finger along the center of the silk gusset and pressed the material against her. The soft downy feel of her pubic hair, thick but trimmed nicely, rubbed against her lips and clit as Vincent moved slowly along the valley of her sex.

Her legs trembled at the intimate touch. Somehow, her glass was empty. She couldn’t remember drinking it all. The world felt fuzzy. Dizzy. Vincent leaned in with that sweet-bitter breath of his, “Why don’t you join her? Have a little fun. It’ll loosen you up.”

Natalie giggled. “Wh…what? No.” She blushed and then felt the man’s fingers again, grazing along the lace hem of her panties.

Jenny and Chrissy began to hoot, seeing the waitress dancing and got to their feet. They were clearly tipsy but that didn’t stop them from stumbling onto their table and began to dance. Bouncing and jiggling, they played up to the shouts of encouragement from the men watching. A few pulled out money clips from their jackets and began pulling out bills, waving them at the dancing suburban moms.

Jenny swayed her hips and jiggled her ass, her dress riding up enough to expose her panties, the green glowing in the black lights. One man got up and took a folded bill, pulled at her thong and slid it under the panties, letting them snap back. Jenny was cackling with laughter, turned, squatting down, and pulled the man by his collar into a deep kiss.

“Oh, my god.” Natalie whispered, eyes wide. Vincent pressed her panties again, enjoying the effect he was having on this innocent married mother. It was the shy ones, the skittish and unsure women, that were always the most fun. Or at least the most fun to corrupt. 

“Go ahead. Let loose!” Vincent encouraged, removing his hand from between her thighs. 

Natalie relaxed, but also felt disappointed. She missed the feeling of pressure against her vagina. The moist warmth that had begun to pool thanks to his pressing fingers.

Pushing Natalie up off her seat, the waitress reached out, holding onto the pole, and grabbed Natalie’s hand, pulling her onto the table. Her heels slipped along the glass, almost making her  fall, but the Waitress was there, taking Natalie by the elbow and bringing her hands to the pole.

“Keep a hold. This table can get slick with drinks and our heels.” The woman winked. “I’m Jazz.”

“I’m Natalie…” Natalie said, giving the woman a hesitant grin and a nervous laugh. She still couldn’t believe she was here. This would never happen back home.

“Not a dancer huh?” Jazz moved close, still moving in a languid, fluid motion like her body was shifting sands or waves. “Don’t worry. I’ll show you some moves. Follow me.” Turning away from Natalie, Jazz took hold of the pole and like when she first got on stage, began to walk in a circle, heels clicking. She swiveled her hips, doing a small gyration every few steps so her ass jiggled.

Natalie nervously attempted to follow. Hand just below Jazz’s on the pole and walking a couple steps behind her. She swayed her hips, skirt shifting and from her new heightened stance, flashing a glimpse of her panties to anyone who was looking up at her. Jazz looked over her shoulder, watching Natalie like an instructor eyeing her student. She muttered a few encouragement, motioning for Natalie to mimic her movements.

Swaying hips. Pushing them out. Bending slightly at the waist as she walked and trying not to slip as her heels clicked across the table. She knew she was flashing Vincent, her skirt far too short to cover much when she bent. And though her panties covered things ‘decently’, most of her ass was still on display and she felt wet enough that the panties were clinging tightly to her mound.

Glancing over at friends, Natalie saw just how wild things were getting. Both Jenny and Chrissy had their tits out. No bras. Natalie couldn’t really remember if they’d even worn any. Their breasts swaying in the flashing lights, nipples hard as they swiveled and twisted and danced to the beat. Rubbing their asses against the poles and giving the men watching them such lustful looks that Natalie had no doubt tonight was not going to end with the three of them crashing alone in their hotel room.

Jazz slipped closer to Natalie as they continued their slow progression along the table. “You can relax.” Her breath was hot in Natalie’s ear, making her shiver, a tingle running up her thighs and into her center. “Don’t worry. Vincent, he’s one of the good ones. I mean… still a man, mind. But he treats his girls well. He respects the word no. But I doubt you’ll want to say it.” She giggles and twirls Natalie around, making her gasp and nearly fall over. But the waitress wrapped an arm around her waist.

“Steady!” She laughed and Natalie couldn't help laughing along with her.

As the music continued, Jazz guided Natalie in some moves. Bending and sticking out her bottom, shaking it at Vincent. Gliding down with her back to the pole, Jazz on the opposite side, spreading their legs. Natalie put her hand between her thighs to cover her panties, even though they weren’t all that revealing. That just made Vincent smile wider, leaning back in the booth taking slow swigs from his beer. He was enjoying watching this suburban lady let herself go and begin teasing.

Natalie could feel the burning gaze of the businessman, the alcohol from earlier burning through her veins. Her head grew lighter as she spun, gyrating and moving with the pulsing beat. She lost herself in the pumping, pounding, thrumming of the club. The smell of beer, vodka, sweat, sex. Her eyes drifted to her friends and saw Jenny squatting on stage, thighs wide and a man thrusting two fingers inside her pussy, making her moan. Chrissy was on all fours, reaching off stage to a man standing and stroking his exposed cock. No one in the club seemed to care about the explicit display. Maybe there were rules they were breaking, or perhaps this was completely within the bounds of what the club allowed. Natalie didn’t know… and found herself not caring.

She swayed. Moved like a swiftly swelling wave against the pole, lightly humping against it while Jazz did the same on the other side. The waitress was giving soft instructions, but they were coming less and less as Natalie let loose. Her inhibitions broke down from the mesmerisation of the club. 

Head spinning, moving it from side to side and around, following the beat, Natalie got lost in the sensation of the air thrumming with energy.

“Not bad for a married mom.” Vincent chuckled close to her ear, breaking her trance. He’d stood up and was close as she was bending backwards, legs around the pole to keep her upright, but her view of the club now upside down and hair dangling.

He smiled, leaning in close. “I can see down your dress, Natalie.” His whisper was husky, and it made Natalie tremble. She remained in her hanging position, letting the man look down the top of her dress to her bare breasts and hardening nipples. For a minute they were frozen, then she stood up quickly, realizing her position and how exposed she was, not just to Vincent but to the whole private booth, her skirt having flipped up. Her movement was too fast, causing her to slip, her heel coming out from under her. This time Jazz wasn’t close enough to catch her. Natalie fell from the table and straight into Vincent’s arms.

Catching her quickly, Vincent gave her a worried look. It only lasted a moment before that confident, cocky grin returned, and Natalie realized his hands were on her ass and chest, holding her like he was a groom about to take his bride over the threshold. “Maybe we should get you some water… and a quiet place for you to relax for a minute. I know this place can be overwhelming.”

Natalie looked up into Vincent’s predatory eyes. He wanted to get her away. Her friends were wild enough to do things in public, which was still mind boggling to Natalie, but Vincent could clearly see she was far more reserved. Innocent. Vincent may be a gentleman, or, ‘one of the good ones’ like Jazz said, but by the way he was squeezing her ass, Natalie knew exactly what he wanted.

Vincent carried Natalie to the back area of the club where there were private rooms. He pushed into one of the private restrooms and quickly pushed the door closed with his foot. It was a small room with a toilet at the far end, a marble counter and steel sink, and a large vanity mirror with lights all around the edges. It smelled of cleaning chemicals and air freshener that made her already dizzying mind spin faster.

Marching over to the counter, Vincent sat Natalie down, ass on the edge and allowed her to lean back against the mirror. Her heart was pounding from her performance and near fall. She lost track of Vincent for a second when he went and locked the door and then he was back in front of her, hands on her legs gently spreading them.

“I have been thinking about this since the second I saw you at the pool. Tits hanging out. So embarrassed. There’s something about conservative women I find irresistible.” He chuckled, hands gliding up her inner thighs, further spreading her legs exposing her center. The panties were plastered against her from sweat and arousal. Vincent could smell her. The innocence and desire this married mom was unconsciously exhibiting.

Of the many conquests he’d had, married mothers that were attempting to run away from the stigma of suburban life were the best. It was the conservative women that loved to break free. Breaking their bonds and going wild.

Natalie leaned back, head against the mirror, watching Vincent as he gazed at her covered mound with unbridled need.

“Don’t worry. You’re in good hands.” He smiled wickedly, hands moving higher. The pad of his thumb began to slowly trail up along the center of the slick panties, making Natalie gasp. “So wet already. Is it for me? Or maybe you were getting excited putting on a show?” He chuckled, not really expecting an answer.

“Lift that pretty ass, Natalie. Let’s get these panties off.”

Everything inside Natalie told her she needed to stop… instead, she lifted herself up and let Vincent pull her panties down along her thighs slipping them off. He brought them up to his face and breathed in her sweaty scent. “Fuck. Mom pussy. It has such a unique quality.” He put them aside and pushed her skirt higher, exposing her pussy. Her bush was glistening and matted with sweat and juices, barely hiding her pink opening underneath the thick tangle of soft hair.

Natalie groaned, pussy on display. She couldn’t resist anything this man was doing. And she didn’t want to. Vincent leaned down between her thighs and brought his mouth to her sex. The feeling of his warm, rough tongue against her clit made her arch. “Oh! Oh, fuck.” She muttered, biting her lip. 

Vincent went slow, methodical. Licking around her lips, between them, parting her and sliding his tongue deeply into her tunnel, juices dripping onto his tongue. She tasted sweet. Salty. There was a unique taste to women that were more buttoned up. He could smell the musky scent from her pouring off, from the sweaty pubic hair that rubbed against his lips and tongue as he pressed his mouth against her. Having had his fair share of married women, Vincent knew that Natalie was more than just a typical suburbanite. She was the trophy wife. The brunette bombshell of the neighborhood and country club. He could see it and feel it and now he could taste it.

He pulled her lips open getting a clearer view of her pink and the dripping arousal that was further moistening her hair. “Good girl.” His tongue found her clit and began lewdly slurping at it.

“Ohhhh god!” Natalie’s hands went to his hair, gripping it, messing up the well maintained style and scraping her nails against his scalp as he began to eat her deeper. His tongue was amazing. Lips and teeth. Cole never ate her out. He didn’t much care for licking around when she wasn’t trimmed more closely. Usually she didn’t mind, oral wasn’t that big of a deal for her, but now, with Vincent devouring her with the skills of a god, she started to feel like Cole was depriving her of something she desperately wanted.

“Oh…oh fucking…oh my god.” She whimpered, trying to push thoughts of her husband from her mind as this near stranger was thrusting his tongue inside her. It was so wrong. So taboo. But fuck was it thrilling. Was this what Jenny and Chrissy were talking about when they said they were here for fun? An encounter in a club? In a bathroom. Allowing her body to be seen and touched and pleased by a perfect stranger?

A soft buzz interrupted her thoughts as Vincent gripped her thighs, pressing his nose to her nub and licking inside further. Her phone was buzzing in her dress pocket. Hands trembling, she pulled it out and saw it was her husband calling. Before she could think better of it, she answered. It was muscle memory. She’d never not answered when her husband called.

She sucked in a breath and then put the phone to her ear. “H…hey honey.” Her breaths were heavy as Vincent continued sucking at her lips. He wasn’t showing any sign of stopping despite her being on the phone.

“Hey. I was just calling to check in. It was getting kinda late. I thought you were going to call and say goodnight to the kids before bed?” The sound of her husband’s voice sent shaking guilt through Natalie, the feeling of another man between her thighs making her want to moan.

“Oh…uh…mmm… sorry, honey. I went out with the girls, and I guess I…lost track of…” She held back panting breaths. “Lost track of time.”

“Are you okay? You sound out of breath.” The concern in his voice was clear. And did she sense a little suspicion? Her husband wasn’t insecure. But he knew how Jenny and Chrissy were. He probably didn’t know the extent of their depravity, but he knew they were party girls.

“Um… yeah, sorry, I was just dancing. We came to a club… um…mmm I had to rush off the dance floor… to answer your call…mmmmm” Her fingers gripped Vincent’s hair as he swirled his tongue, scraped his teeth against her lips and clit making her tremble. She shook, felt herself dripping. Vincent lapped it up, drinking her in. An orgasm was building. Her head fell back against the mirror, trying to keep her breaths even rather than heavy.

“Oh. Okay. Didn’t think you liked to dance.” There was an element of concern in his voice that made Natalie feel even worse. But not bad enough to stop the amazing pleasure that was being given to her.

“I…I don’t usually. But… we’ve just been having a good time. Felt nice to let loose.” Natalie bit her lip, eyes closing tight as her orgasm threatened to begin.

“Okay. Well. Have a good time. Text me when you get back to your hotel so I know you’re safe.”

“I…I..w…will.” She kept back a whimper as Vincent assaulted her clit with his tongue, sensing she was close.

“Love you honey.”

“I…love…Iloveyoutoo.” She gasped out quickly. “Goodnight honey!” She barely ended the call before she dropped her phone to the counter, arched back, ass rising up off the counter and cried out as she came. “Fuck! OH GOD FUCK!” Her cries echoed in the bathroom.

Vincent gripped her thighs, digging his nails into her skin as she bucked, spasmed, cumming on his tongue and gushing juices into his mouth. He sucked and slurped loudly, tasting the conservative suburban married mom. After that little performance, that phone call, Vincent was even more thrilled at this conquest. A woman who was willing to answer the phone while a man was eating her out, it was cuckold territory. This woman was far less innocent than she let on. She had an inner slut. And he was going to bring it out. Let her husband have the quiet conservative woman. Tonight, Vincent was going to get the uninhibited feral woman she was hiding under all that polish.

Natalie shook, ass on the edge of the counter, leaning back and sweating as the lingering aftershocks of her orgasm rocked through her.

Vincent didn’t give her time to recover. He was standing, unbuckling his belt and undoing his pants. His cock emerged, large and hard, pulsing in the bright lights of the vanity mirror.

“Oh!” Natalie gasped seeing it. The head glistened with his smeared dripping pre-cum. “W…wait…”

He moved between her thighs, hovering just an inch away from her dripping cunt. “Need to stop?” There was sincerity there. Natalie understood what Jazz meant. If she told Vincent to stop, he would. No questions. And that realization alone, coupled with her orgasm addled brain, sealed her decision.

“C…condom.” She breathed.

Vincent chuckled. “Surely you’re on birth control.” He stroked his cock, tapping the tip gently against the dewy hair of her pussy.

“I…um, yes, I am…” Natalie tried to think. Had she taken her pill this morning? Packing for the trip had been so hectic. It was mostly last minute that the girls had asked her to go. She thought she’d taken it. But had she missed the day before?

“What’s the problem then?” He moved closed, letting the curve of his shaft rub along her mound, sliding it until the balls rested against her and his tip was nearly to her belly button. “Wouldn’t you like to feel this? It would be a shame to cover it.”

“Ohhhh.” She bit her lip. “I…um… I mean I’d prefer…”

Vincent made a show of looking around. “Not sure they have any here.” He grinned. “We could just stop…”

“N…no!” Natalie reached out, taking hold of Vincent’s shirt. “It’s…um…it’s okay …uh …just… maybe try to pull out?”

The grin on Vincent’s face told Natalie pulling out wouldn’t be happening. Before she could protest any further, he slowly began pushing into her cunt. Her lips spread wide around his tip. “OH my fucking god.” She fell back against the mirror staring down between her open thighs as this stranger was entering her body.

Vincent sucked in a breath. She was on fire. Burning moist velvet. It was wrapping around him and getting wrapped tighter and tighter. His bare cock slid into her like a hot knife cutting into silk. It was intense and perfect. He knew this woman would be good. Tight. Her muscles contracted around him and he held back a triumphant laugh. All that innocent air about her and now her married little hole was squeezing him with abundant need.

Usually the girls he found on spring break were much more loose. Not vaginally, but with their desire and needs. They would spread their legs eagerly and their connection would be fast and fun. But women like Natalie, clearly a one man woman most if not all of her life, was much more enjoyable. It was the resistance. Not fighting back but her body unused to different cocks, so she squeezed. Convulsed. Spasmed. Her whole body was experiencing something brand new and it was going haywire. She didn’t know what to do and so she inevitably let him lead and do almost anything he wanted, because she just wanted to feel good.

And he was going to do exactly that. Natalie was going to feel things she’d never even dreamed of, and she’d remember it was all because of him.

Natalie gripped Vincent’s arms as he sank further, the curve of his cock pushing up inside and rubbing along her g-spot making her tremble and nearly slip off the counter. Vincent caught her ass in his hands, holding her against the sink and began thrusting in shallow motions, letting her get used to his girth.

Vincent’s size was intense. The biggest Natalie had experienced, though admittedly she’d only had two others to compare it with. Her husband and the one boyfriend she had in college. But Vincent was the largest by far and it felt so good. The stretch. The depth. She’d never intended to let something like this happen. This was a betrayal of her marriage vows. If her husband found out, he’d be devastated.

Or would he?

Chrissy and Jenny’s husbands didn’t seem to mind. Maybe Cole would be the same?

She put a hand against Vincent’s chest, trying to steady herself as he rocked her. Her lips gripped him. The feel of his member gliding smoothly, filling her up, pressing his balls against her ass, made her already dizzy mind spin like a cyclone. It felt so good. But it was so wrong. Not just because she was having sex with a stranger. But because he was bare. Raw. She could feel the heat of skin on skin inside her and there was no doubt his precum was leaking, making things even more slick, easier to move.

Natalie said a little prayer, hoping she was current on her birth control.

“Fuck you’re tight.” Vincent let out approving groans as they maintained a gentle, firm rhythm. His thighs slapped against her ass, the sound becoming more and more wet as her pussy became drenched.

Heavy huffing breaths fogged the mirror. Natalie clawed at Vincent’s arms and chest as he fucked her deeply and steadily, ass slapping agasint the marble counter. She planted her hands on the counter top, pressing down and lifting off slightly while Vincent held her thighs starting to fuck harder, faster.

This was not a position Natalie had ever been in. Usually her and Cole stuck with missionary or maybe doggy. But this was intense. Eye opening. Vincent gripped and began thrusting harder, making Natalie grunt with every deep plunge of his cock.

“Like that? Hmm? Think your husband would like to listen to you cum on my cock?” Vincent chuckled and then leaned in, kissing Natalie hard.

Drunk on the orgasmic feeling of Vincent roughly fucking her in a club bathroom against the sink, Natalie lost all sense of impropriety. The idea of her husband listening to her getting fucked was so arousing and so wrong and it just sent her into a further tailspin. Pussy gushing, dripping, making the counter slippery with her juices. She could hear her friends' voices in the back of her mind. Egging her on to let loose. Be free.

“Yes. Yes.” She panted. “Fuck, oh god.”

“You like that?” Vincent grunted. “Like me fucking this married cunt?”

The words sent shivers down her spine. “Mmmm, fuck…ohhh god yes…yes…fuck me.”

“That’s right. Beg me, Natalie. Loosen up. Have fun! Let’s give you some experience before you go home to hubby.” Vincent rammed deep, cock head rubbing against her g-spot sending tremors through her. She slipped, sinking into a slumped position, hands up and gripping his arms again as he continued pummeling her pussy.

Sweat dripped down their faces. Vincent gazed at Natalie’s pussy as it squeezed, gripped him. It was beautiful. She was clinging to him like it was her first time. The sweet innocence of a wife and mother letting herself get used. He loved it.

Natalie looked at the near stranger fucking her raw and let herself become enveloped by it. Overwhelmed by this new feeling. New sensation as he rubbed and moved in and out of her sensitive tunnel.

Time slipped. Natalie groaned, panted, gasped with every deep thrust inside her. She came, moaning and clawing at Vincent as he continued his deep ramming motions. His face started to turn red. Panting. Breathing heavily and it was clear he was getting close.

“V..vin…Vincent…” She huffed. “Pull…pull out… p…please.” She whispered, but there was no heat behind her words, and she didn’t even try to push him away.

He continued for a few more strokes and then began to grunt deep animal moans, “Ohhhh fuuuuuuu fuuuck.” He moaned and Natalie felt it, his deep bursting shots of cum inside her. 

“Fuck!” She exclaimed and arched again, pushing herself more firmly against him as he spasmed more inside. The heat was volcanic. Cole’s cum shots were never this thick. But Vincent was flooding her with thick warmth. Emotions crashed through her just like the waves of orgasmic pleasure. Guilt for letting another man inside her bare, now cumming. Filling her with seed. Want. She wanted more. Wanted Vincent to keep fucking and shooting his semen into her cunt over and over.

For Vincent’s part, he was proud, pumping his cum into the trophy wife. Thick seed coating her walls. Pulsing inside her and just letting himself empty. And she took it. Accepting his ejaculation without so much as a plea for him to stop. That little whimper before was nothing but a knee jerk reaction to the new sensations she was experiencing. If she’d really wanted him to stop, she would have pushed him away. Said no. But her pussy was clutching him tighter than a vice and he continued to shoot inside the suburban mother.

Finally they crumpled, Natalie leaning against the mirror, nearly folded over as Vincent leaned on top of her. Sweat dripped from their faces. Breathing hot and heavy.

“Damn you’re a good fuck.” Vincent chuckled after a moment and straightened up, moving back from Natalie, holding her steady as he slid out of her pussy. It came out with a slick pop.

Natalie let out a groan when he exited. Suddenly she felt empty. A warm trickle of semen began streaming down her ass crack. “Fuck.” She muttered. The feeling was overwhelming. She’d just violated every marital vow… and loved it.

“You and your friends should come back to my penthouse.” Vincent said, pulling up his pants and zipping before picking up Natalie’s panties and in a very gentlemanly way, slipped them back on, helping her slip down off the counter and pulling up the panties, covering her sex.

She felt the warm, oozing cum spreading in her panties. The hot stickiness made her shiver. Brushing her fingers through her sweaty hair, she tried her best to make herself presentable, straightening her skirt and checking her makeup.

Vincent did the same. Straightening his hair, his jacket and shirt. All the while he kept his eyes on Natalie. “You okay?” He asked with a sly grin.

Natalie looked back at him in the mirror. “Um…yeah…” Her cheeks were flushed, and an overwhelming urge to giggle washed over her. She’d just fucked a stranger in a club bathroom. This was the stuff of naughty stories, not the real life of a suburban mom. 

He grinned. “So how about it? Wanna come with me and my friends back to the penthouse? Free drinks. Room service. We have a ninety inch TV.”

Natalie couldn’t help snickering. “Um… let me ask my friends…”

“Need to check with your husband, maybe?” He gave her a wink that made her blush deep red and then a quick slap on her ass.

“Uh. No. I don’t think I’ll… uh, no.” She stammered and turned to face him. “We should probably get back out there.”

“After you.” He motioned her towards the door, and as she walked gave her ass an appraising look, hoping he was going to see more of it very soon.

…

Sitting in a hot club, drinking, sweating, feeling Vincent’s cum leaking into her panties, drove Natalie wild. Her cheeks were flushed. Everything inside her was burning and pumping and fizzing. She drank more than usual, allowing herself to loosen up more and more. If that was even possible. What could be more free than having sex with a near stranger in a club bathroom?

Vincent and his friends had an answer.

After another hour, Vincent adjourned them all to his penthouse hotel room in the upscale hotel a few blocks away. They walked from the club, stumbling and laughing into the warm evening. Jenny and Chrissy were being held up between Vincent’s buddies, their hands freely roaming over their bodies. Cupping and spanking their asses. Groping their tits and even pulling them out, exposing them to the streetlights. They would cover back up only to have the men pull their tops down again.

They burst into the lobby of the hotel, slightly drunk and loud. Heels clicked against the marble floor. The girl's laughter was echoing along the walls all the way to the elevators. Natalie was more reserved, considering how tipsy she was. She was still tingling with desire from the fucking she’d gotten, the feeling of cum in her panties making her sticky and slick. In the elevator, things became even more heated. Jenny and Chrissy began to fully make out with whatever man was closest.

Hands moved under their dresses, pulling and pressing and rubbing. Tits fell out, and while one man would kiss one girl, the other would begin licking and sucking their exposed chests. Natalie watched in fuzzy fascination as her friends abandoned their suburban inhibitions. The upward momentum of the elevator made Natalie sway and shift, pressing against Vincent. He was less forward than his friend’s, but his hand found its way under her skirt and cupped her ass, squeezing tight.

“Ready for some more fun?” He whispered in her ear, his eyes on her friends while he rubbed her ass, moving his hand and slipping it under her panties.

Natalie groaned. She still felt his cum inside her. Dripping. Combining with the sweat and heat from her body.

The elevator dinged and they stumbled out, walking down the hall to the door. Vincent opened it and before she knew it, they were in an opulent room with a massive tv, couches, a sparse modern decor, a bar and a hall that led down to a bedroom and large master bathroom. The door was barely closed before the men were mauling Jenny and Chrissy. Her friend's clothes were practically ripped off, getting tossed aside.

The suburban mom watched as her friends became naked with a crowd of men around them, pulling down their pants as the girls squatted and began stroking the thick, long and stocky cocks presented to them.

The room swam with the feeling of sexual tension and desire. Natalie could smell the stale sweat. The scent of her friends arousal. Cologne, aftershave, mixtures of body odor and alcohol. Vincent stepped behind Natalie, sensing she was the more timid of the three even though she’d allowed him to fuck her in the bathroom. She was still uptight. But he would loosen her up plenty quick. The first fuck was always the hardest. Natalie was loosened up now and it was going to be easy to get the married mother to submit further.

“Let’s get these off. They are a mess.” He reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties. She resisted the tiniest bit, but her panties fell around her ankles, sticky and stained with thick globs of white.

“Damn, Vince. You dumped a load in her already? Way to hog the quiet one.” One man laughed, his cock getting licked by Chrissy as she stroked another.

“The quiet ones are the most fun, but you’ve gotta have a gentle hand.” Vincent laughed and gave Natalie’s ass a quick spank, making her stumble forward. “Go ahead, baby. Help your friends.”

Natalie looked back at him nervously, then back to her friends. Three fit men and one rotund somewhat hairy and sweaty fellow that looked like he was dreaming. Maybe he was. Maybe all of this was a dream and Natalie would wake up and realize that she was still on the plane and that they hadn’t even landed.

“Nat! Come on! These guys have been treating us to drinks and luxury all night. The least we can do is give them some fun.” Jenny laughed and then took the fat man’s cock, a stubby girthy member, into her mouth making him grunt in surprise. The others laughed at his reaction and slapped him on the back.

“Getting some good head there Jerry!” One said and then grabbed hold of Cassidy’s hair and started fucking her throat.

“Oh my god!” Natalie gasped, staring as her friends eagerly sucked, stroked, and exposing their pussies to the entire room. 

Hands jerked and stroked. Mouths and lips sucked and bit and swallowed. Glug glug gluck gwuack gwuck. Her friends were acting like complete whores and were loving it. The men grabbed their tits, squeezing and rubbing their hardening nipples. Other hands went to asses, giving them spanks and gropes.

“God that feels good.”

“Fucking moms are the best.”

“Husbands don’t know what freaks they have. Too busy with golf and country clubs.”

The men laughed and poked fun at the women. They even had the audacity to give each other high fives when the girls swallowed the entire lengths of their cocks, gagging and drooling.

Natalie was in shock. Panties lost on the floor somewhere. Her friends continued to beckon her, insisting she should join in the fun. It was their vacation. And these men were being nice. Offering all the finest drinks and foods, hell, one of them said after tonight he’d pay for a spa day for them… as long as they allowed themselves to get very, very sore tonight.

Vincent gave Natalie another shove, and she stumbled into the ring of men and down to her knees. Jenny and Chrissy knelt in front of her, naked. While she was still in her cocktail dress.

“Girls, help your friend fit in.” Vincent encouraged with a laugh.

The girls were immediately on her, pulling at her dress and getting it off her in record time. It reminded her of the late night sleep overs she had when she was younger. Rough housing and laughing. Having pillow fights. Her dress was thrown away, vanishing and leaving her tits bare and pussy exposed. Her slit was still swollen and puffy, glistening from the fucking Vincent had given her a couple of hours earlier.

“Fuck yeah. Look at that slit. Selfish of you to take if for yourself Vince.” One of the men laughed and stepped close to Natalie’s face, giving her cheek a slap with his fat, cock. “Her honey, let’s put that pretty mouth to some good use.”

Natalie smelled the man’s bitter musk. Sweat. Axe body spray applied much too liberally. His cock was already dripping from one of her friends mouths. Considering how liberal these men were with letting strangers suck their dicks, Natalie wondered just how clean they were. And not just in the sense of smelling good. Were they medically clean? Fuck, she’d had sex with Vincent unprotected, let him cum inside her. Pregnancy was an issue for sure, but so were diseases. That could be far worse.

These men didn’t seem concerned about it, but they were clearly thinking with a different head than the ones on either shoulders. Considering how well off all these men looked, besides Jerry who seemed to be the odd man out, but still decent enough, Natalie hoped that they were all clean. Bringing home a pregnancy would be marriage ending, but bringing home a disease could be far worse.

“I…” Natalie started to protest, but opening her lips became an invitation for a cock to get shoved into her mouth. Her eyes widened, the taste was salty and musky. It was thick, pushing deep into her mouth, making her cheeks puff.

“God, that’s good. Use your tongue.” The man put his hand in her sweaty hair, guiding her along his length.

She let her tongue swirl, lap and rub up and down his shaft as her lips gripped along his shaft.

Natalie was surrounded by moans, slurping, smacking lips and licking tongues. Panting breaths, stroking hands and slapping skin filled the room. The women were groped and pawed. Tits slapped and asses spanked.

Vincent joined the ring and took Natalie’s hand, her wedding ring glittering in the light and put it on his erection. She stroked it eagerly as she finally allowed herself to succumb to the erotic atmosphere. A yearning filled her, making her pussy clench, moistening and dripping.

A little voice in the back of Natalie’s mind kept trying to tell her this was wrong. Dangerous. She barely knew these men. And already she’d had sex with one. Raw. He’d cum inside her, and she still wasn’t entirely sure if she’d missed taking her pill or not. The alcohol, heat and buzzing of sexual tension weren’t helping her memory.

The girls moved so they were back to back, kneeling, letting the men rotate as if it were some sort of perverted carousel. One moment sucking and jerking, then shifting around. Tasting new thick cocks. Longer. Uncut. It became a blur. Natalie’s tongue became coated in pre-cum. It tasted bitter, salty, with a tinge of sweet. Some pulled her hair and moved her up and down at the pace they wanted. Others let her set the tempo. Jerry just stared down at her with contorted pleasure and disbelief as she deep throated his cock, feeling his hairy, sweaty balls smacking her chin. Spit, saliva, strings of pre-cum and fluids dripped from their faces and onto their breasts, becoming pink from being groped and slapped.

Cock drunk, the party moved further into the room, Jenny went to the couch, legs bent at the knee, feet on the edge, with a man between her legs thrusting hard and fast into her soaking pussy. His balls swung freely, slapping her ass. Another man stood on the couch, straddling her face, holding her hair and fucking her throat without concern for Jenny’s feelings. She gagged and glugged and moaned around him. He shoved himself deep to the root, balls pressed to her chin.

“Fuck! That’s right! Fucking swallow it all, bitch!” He laughed and pulled back for a moment, letting the woman gasp, then shoved his cock straight back down her throat.

Between her legs, the man fucked her deep, angling himself, making her stretch and drip, juices splashing on the nice leather of the couch.

On the floor one man lay back, holding Chrissy’s hips tight, helping her bounce and grind as she rode. Behind her, the odd man out, Jerry, squatted down like a hairy frog and eagerly pushed his cock into Chrissy’s ass, double penetrating her.

Natalie saw it in a whirlwind as she was pulled to a chair and found herself straddling Vincent’s lap. For the second time that night, the man slid inside her. No condom. Nothing but skin on skin. She gasped at the full feeling and felt his teeth on her nipples, alternating back and forth, sucking and pulling.

“Fu…fuck!” she gasped and began bouncing, Vincent gripping her ass, grinding and humping. She arched back, breasts bouncing as Vincent worshiped and abused them. He sucked at her skin, leaving pucker marks with his lips and teeth that would no doubt stay for several days. 

His cock was so thick inside her. Burning hot, sawing into her depths over and over, making her already fuzzy mind more dreamy and swimming. Vincent was still blown away at being inside this woman. Tight and eager, even though she had that air of conservative about her.

“Fuck, you feel so good.” Vincent groaned. “That’s right. Let go. Have fun. Fuck my cock.” 

It sounded like an order, and Natalie, in her sexual haze, obeyed. She grabbed the back of the chair, hands on either side of him, and began thrusting herself down hard and fast. Her ass spanked against his thighs.

“Yes! Yes! Oh god fuck yes!” she groaned. Natalie the mom. Natalie the wife. Those women were gone. In the drunken haze of desire and alcohol Natalie was simply ‘Natalie the pussy. The ass. The tits. The mouth.’ She was a sexual toy and she wanted to be used.

Vincent let her breasts bounce in front of his face, leaning back holding her hips and letting her do the work. His cock slid in and out of her tight cunt, dripping cream all along his balls.

“Go Nat! Fuck, you look good!” Chrissy was sandwiched between Jerry and one of his bros. Her face was twisted, mouth hanging open in a belly deep gasp as her ass and pussy were filled with raw cock. 

Was that going to happen to her tonight? Did she want it to? Would she stop them if they tried? Was Chrissy even concerned about what Natalie was? Pregnancy? Disease? Or maybe she was experienced in this sort of thing enough to just not worry?

She couldn’t tell. She couldn’t decide. All she could feel was Vincent’s cock in her pussy rubbing all over, dragging against her g-spot. He started rubbing her clit, further making her logical mind retreat to the primal need of her animal brain.

“Cum. I want this married mom to cum on my cock again.” He pinched her clit, wanting the trophy wife and mom to cry out and shake.

Vincent spun her around, making her face the living area, pulling her legs over the arms of the chair and wrapping his arms around her waist to pump her up and down on his cock like she was a fleshlight. Her pussy was exposed to the room. To all the eyes. Stretched and slick. 

Natalie was blushing in embarrassment and arousal. Everything was going haywire in her brain as she was fucked and showed off to her friends and the strangers in the room. She felt the eyes on her as she rode. Chrissy crushed between two men, moaning as she was taken at both ends, watching as Natalie was impaled. Jenny was on all fours, Jerry behind her, his fat hairy stomach spanking her ass, making it ripple and splash with his sweat. He held her hair like a bridle. Her mouth stuffed with a cock, preventing her cries of pleasure.

Did they even know the men’s names? Natalie knew Vincent, and tangentially Jerry, and at the moment she was having trouble even remembering those names.

Vincent began to groan and she felt the telltale sign he was about to cum. Part of her wanted to protest, but what was the point? She’d already let him cum inside her once. Would it matter if he did it again? If any of these men came in her?

Thick spurts shot straight up into her womb. The feeling was fire. It was liquid heat. Natalie moaned and came instantly as he thrust her down hard, continuing to pulse inside her.

Natalie’s brain blanked. When things came back into focus… she was on the glass coffee table. On her back, legs pulled up to her chest and Jerry was over her, sweaty and grunting like he’d run a mile, thrusting his bare stubby cock into her soaking snatch.

“C…con … condom…” She panted, feeling the rough slapping of his stomach against her hips as he held onto her thighs.

“Don’t… have any.” Jerry was panting, clearly out of breath and pushing himself to his limit but unable to stop. He still couldn’t believe this was happening. Going out with Vincent and bros had seemed like a stupid idea. Hitting the clubs and getting rejected was the last thing he’d wanted to do. But now he was in Vincent’s penthouse and balls deep in a suburban wife. Raw. And he’d already had his cock sucked and stuffed in an ass and other pussy. This was turning into the best night out of his life, and he wasn’t going to let anything ruin it.

“P…please…” She gasped, but there wasn’t much weight behind her pleading. 

Jerry continued thrusting, his mind bending movements making Natalie’s toes curl. She felt him sliding so deep, touching new nooks and crannies. “Oh god!” she moaned. “Oh fuck please…if…then…then pull…out…when you’re…”

She was trying to tell him to pull out when he was close. But he didn’t seem interested. And did it really matter? Vincent had already cum inside her twice. Would another load really matter? Or more? Natalie was losing all perspective. Was this slobbish man even clean? He smelled so musky and bitter, but his cock felt so good. Her walls were contracting around him over and over and even the feeling and taste of his sweat in her nose and mouth was intoxicating.

It was out of her hands. Within moments Jerry was grunting like a pig, unloading inside. Groaning from deep in his belly as he shot streams of semen into her. She felt the warmth and stickiness dripping down her ass, onto the glass of the tabletop. It stuck to her ass, sliding and streaking, sticking all over her cheeks and back. Jerry was stiff for a moment and then pulled out with a wet PLOP.

Natalie lay back, shaking as Jerry vanished somewhere else in the room. The sounds of sex echoed, but felt distant. It was hard to tell if they were coming from the couch, or maybe the kitchenette. The bedroom? Somewhere else? There was a cool breeze, maybe the balcony was open and someone was out there.

The urge to pee washed over Natalie and she forced herself to get off the table, slipping as she slid through the cum that had pooled between her legs and along her back. She stumbled forward, noticing Jenny on the couch, laying back with a man slowly moving in and out of her puffy mound. She looked like she’d taken a load on her chest, breasts dripping with dried cum. Everything about her screamed exhausted, but Jenny wasn’t slowing down.

Chrissy’s moans drifted from somewhere… they became clearer as Natalie approached the bathroom. When she stepped in, she saw a massive walk-in glass shower with an overhead waterfall showerhead. Chrissy was under the spray with two men and Vincent. Vincent was behind her, holding her leg up and his cock buried inside her ass. His buddy was in front, holding onto her leg around his waist, ramming his cock into her pussy. The third, Jerry, was standing next to them, holding Chrissy’s hair and devouring her wet, dripping breasts. Mauling them as the other two fucked her.

Blushing and still lightheaded, Natalie quickly used the restroom then hurried to the kitchen to get some water. She downed two glasses quickly, still hearing the moans and gasps, grunts and groans and slapping skin of the sexual activity that was dominating the penthouse.

The sound of her friends climaxing echoed through her chest and head. Men grunting and roaring as they shot their cum inside them without a second thought. How could her friends be so brazen? Were they on birth control? Surely they were… but that thought just brought Natalie back to the realization that she couldn’t confidently say if she’d kept up with her pills. Missing even one could put her at risk and she’d already taken multiple loads inside her.

While she stood at the kitchen island, sipping at another glass of water, one of Vincent’s friends came waltzing in, his body still glistening from the shower he’d been taking with Chrissy.

“Hey there.” He grinned, not at all self conscious of the fact that he was naked, his cock, sizable and fat, swinging between his legs as he went to the fridge and pulled out a fancy bottle of water. Seemed like tap water was beneath him. He was in good shape, defined chest and far too much confidence due to his position and money. Natalie recognized those sorts of men. She saw them plenty at the country club and at her husband’s work events.

After drinking nearly half the bottle, the man stretched and came over to stand next to Natalie. “Don’t think we’ve been formally introduced. Blake.” He held out his hand.

Natalie took it blushing. Despite all she’d done, she was still feeling self conscious about being completely nude in front of this near stranger. “Natalie.” She muttered and took another sip of water.

“Natalie…” Blake gave her an appraising look, but for the first time it didn’t seem like it was a lustful look. It was as if he was trying to figure something out. “Your last name wouldn’t happen to be Baxter, would it?”  He leaned against the island and continued surveying her.

Instantly, Natalie’s heart rate became like that of a hummingbird. Fast and powerful. “Um…y…yeah.” She muttered, eyes widening.

Blake’s face brightened up. “I knew I recognized you. Couldn’t place you in the club, lights were too low. I recognize you from NezTech’s Christmas party last year.” He stood up, again not even concerned with the fact that he was naked. “You looked stunning in that candy cane dress.” Now his eyes were wandering all over Natalie, this time with that lustful intent she’d seen on the men’s faces all night.

“Oh…” Natalie muttered. The last thing she expected was to be recognized. What were the odds? “You um… work at…”

“No. No. I work for the finance group that handles a lot of NezTech’s investments. I’ve met your husband, nice guy. Know’s his numbers.” Blake took a step towards Natalie and put his hand on her hip. “Didn’t know he had such a wild wife though.” His grin was wide and fierce.

“Um…I’m not…I uh, this isn’t typical for me.” Natalie stammered.

“Yeah. I caught on to that. You’ve been a pretty shy little rabbit this whole evening. Except when you did that lovely dance at the club. I’ll have to let Cole know his wife is…”

“No!” Natalie gasped and put a hand on Blake’s chest. “I…uh…”Panic spread through her.

“Oh… I see. Cat’s away, she’s gonna play. Cool, cool.” Blake put his other hand on Natalie’s hip and let them drift to her ass, giving it a firm squeeze. “No worries. What happens on vacation, stays there.” With a surprising show of strength, Blake lifted Natalie up. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively so she didn’t dangle or fall. “Been dying to sample this pretty pussy all night. Vince’s been kinda selfish taking your twice already.”

He sat Natalie on the counter, perched on the edge with the corner digging into her bare ass as he crouched down slightly pushing her legs apart. Her pussy was pink with use and still glistening. “Fuck I knew you’d have a pretty pussy.” Leaning in he ran this thumb up between her lips and came away with strings of stickiness. “You’ve been busy.” He laughed and even though she was wet with not just her own juices but the cum of others, Blake moved in and pressed his tongue against her.

“Oh!” Natalie gasped. “Ohhhhh fuuck.” She leaned back, the stimulation almost too much. Her pussy was sore and sensitive but it still felt so good as Blake licked slowly along her mound.

Blake breathed her in. Licking and sucking at her swollen clit, making her grip the edge of the counter tight and shake like a leaf. He remembered seeing her at the Christmas party, wondering what she looked like under her lovely form fitting dress. Cole Baxter had clearly been showing his wife off. And now Blake had her here, naked and exposed and tasting her. She was delicious.

Bringing Natalie close to the edge of another orgasm, Blake suddenly pulled back and without much preamble, stood up, reached down and guided his cock to Natalie’s slick entrance. 

“Wh…wait.” Again she was trying to slow these men down. “Can you put on…” She didn’t get to finish, Blake slid inside her raw. Lowering her onto him until every inch was inside, she groaned with the stretching depth of his cock. “Ohhhh fuck.”

“Shit!” Blake groaned, taking hold of her ass and starting to move her up and down. She was far tighter than he’d imagined. Was Cole even taking advantage of the beauty he had at home? “Snug. Fucking. Fit.” He grunted as he began to fuck her, lifting and lowering her like she weighed almost nothing. 

She gazed at him, eyes wide as he used her, the sound of her ass slapping against him filling her as euphoria ripped through her body. Her pussy squeezed him. Gripping his fat cock as it moved into her slick folds. “Oh, my god.” She grabbed hold of Blake’s shoulders.

“Yeah…you like that…mmm fuck you’re tighter than your friends. Guess they’ve been used more, huh?” Blake laughed at his crude joke, turning and pushing Natalie up against the fridge, and began thrusting harder, faster. “Fuck yeah. Your pussy is so good. Cole’s wife is fucking hotter than I thought you’d be. Can’t blame Vince for wanting to hog it.”

Natalie’s breaths came out in huffs and gasps, her breasts bouncing as Blake began a hammering pace. Her ass slapping against the metal fridge.

“Take it. Fucking take it. Mmmmm good girl yes. Oh god fuck. Holy shit I’m gonna cum already.” Blake grunted, gripping her ass tighter, pressing his nails into her soft flesh. “Get ready, Natalie. Or should I say, Mrs. Baxter. You want me to cum in this married cunt?” His pounding thrusts shook the fridge. “I’m gonna send you back to Cole overflowing with my jizz.” 

Natalie was quickly overcome by another orgasm, pussy clenching on Blake’s cock, making her shake as he met her sudden groan with his own. She didn’t even have an opportunity to stop him or protest. Blake simply began shooting his semen deep into her, sending her into another overwhelming orgasm.

A guttural groan escaped Blake’s lips as he poured out his fertile fire into Natalie. Eager to fill the woman he’d eyed at the party. He’d been left wondering last year but now he was balls deep and getting to experience what he hadn’t thought would be an option.

For a moment Natalie blacked out in pleasure, bright colors and dizzying sensations making every fiber of her body tingle. When things came back into focus, she was laying in the master bedroom. Blake lay behind her while she was on her side, pulling her leg up and sliding his cock back into her. With his other hand he was holding up his phone, capturing their sweaty faces and just the barest amount of Natalie’s breasts and a glimpse of Blake’s cock buried inside her.

“Say cheese.” He chuckled and snapped a few quick photos in succession.

Natalie moaned, arching and looking away from the camera embarrassed and guilty. The bed shifted as another man came crawling towards Natalie. Blake tossed his phone on the night stand behind him and gripped her tight as the new man knelt before her, his semi hard cock rubbing along her lips. Her moans from Blake’s sudden thrusts made her lips open and the man’s cock head slid inside.

She was beyond protesting now. The suburban mom who’d come with girlfriends for a fun getaway was now the suburban milf. Sucking a cock deeper and deeper into her throat while another pounded into her from behind. Pussy slick from multiple loads and arousal. She was burning up, heat shooting through her from her core as it was stretched and invaded.

To her surprise, Blake slipped out of her pussy and began to circle the head of his dick against her asshole. The man she was sucking went down between her legs and slipped himself inside her warm folds. Blake pushed his head inside her ass, making her whimper and grip hold of the pillows and sheets.

“Oh…oh fucking god fuck!” She groaned, never having imagined she’d get double penetrated. At least not outside of her most depraved fantasies. Now here she was, two practical strangers pushing themselves into her without asking. Stretching her wide and making her full. Somehow she’d broken every marriage vow and kept slipping further and further away from the woman she was only a day ago.

“Like that, don't you.” Blake groaned, biting and licking her neck.

Whoever the man was fucking her pussy groaned approval. “Fuck this mom’s tight. The others have got some wildness to them but I think these quiet ones are the best. Fucking velvet vice. Go ahead, honey. Squeeze me. I wanna add my load to the collection.”

Natalie lost track of how long they fucked her. Minutes. Longer? She was awash in pleasure and pain and she couldn’t stop her orgasms. They began to tumble upon her like a rolling avalanche. One after another. Running into each other. A traffic jam of passion.

When one of them groaned, or maybe it was both of them, she felt the heat of their semen shooting thick and deep. Almost immediately they were replaced by new ones. Had the others been waiting in line, like this was some sort of porn shoot? Was she Debbie doing Dallas?

Oh dear lord. Were these men filming any of this? She hadn’t noticed cameras. But she hadn’t noticed much at all since stumbling in half buzzed and ready for more sex. 

Her worries didn’t stop her from continuing.

Natalie rode Jerry, hands pressed to his fat stomach. She rode him, grinding and bouncing with abandon while he slapped at her tits and sucked her nipples.

She blew another, sucking deep and let him fuck her face, drooling all over him.

Two of them took turns on her as she lay on the floor. Fucking her and sitting on her face with their cock in her mouth and throat, nose rubbing their assholes.

At some point she found herself between Jenny’s legs licking and sucking her first pussy. Swallowing thick globs of cum as it dripped and poured from her friend, who was getting her face fucked.

Chrissy ended up eating Natalie while she was sitting in the chair where she’d ridden Vincent.

Her turn in the shower came, sandwiched between Vincent and Blake. Water poured onto them as she was held in the air, getting double penetrated. Her wails echoed off the shower walls.

It was nearly three a.m. by the time everyone collapsed where they were, falling into fitful, drunk sleep. Natalie slept curled up on the couch, having found a blanket from somewhere and pulling it around her nakedness. When the sun began streaming through the open windows, waking Natalie, her head was pounding. Everything ached. Her pussy was sore, and as she slipped the blanket off, she touched herself delicately. Lips were puffy and red. She’d been used in ways she’d never imagined. Sometimes with almost no break between cocks entering her and blowing a load. The men must have been on viagra to keep going the way they were. 

Snores and snorts were the only evidence that others were in the room. Jenny and Chrissy had both fallen asleep in the bedroom. Vincent was slumped in a chair, drooling. Natalie didn’t concern herself with the exact location of everyone else. Instead, she made her way to the bathroom, shut the door and locked it. She’d found her phone and was holding on to it as she stepped into the shower, turning the water on to help obscure any other noise from outside the bathroom. There were a few texts she’d missed. All from her husband. 

She cringed, knowing that while her husband had been texting her loving messages and asking how things were going, she was getting fucked every single way she could think of.

Reaching down, Natalie gently pulled her lips open and a thick stream of cum began leaking out. The water washed it away and down the drain. For a moment she just let the water splash and spill over her, massaging her sore muscles and rubbed raw skin. When she was more awake, she started a video call to her husband.

The screen rang for a few moments and then the sweet face of her husband appeared. His light brown hair was disheveled and he looked like he was still waking up. He was wearing a robe and looked as if he was leaving the kitchen, the sound of their daughters giggling and eating fading into the background.

“Morning, honey…oh…oh my…” Cole’s smile widened as he saw Natalie standing in the shower. She was holding the camera so he had a downward view, her face filling up most of the screen, but a clear view of her breasts and stomach glistening with warm water. “Uh… well hi there.” He chuckled.

“Morning, sweetie.” She tried to sound light and happy. And she was happy to see him. This little tease was an attempt to throw off any possible, uncomfortable questions her husband might have about last night.

“Um… to what do I owe this…this uh… show?” His eyes were staring intently at the glimpse he had of Natalie’s body.

“Can’t a wife show her husband what he’s missing? And what’s missing him?” She gave a wink and let her hand slip along her sore breast and down her chest and stomach to her aching vagina. Thanks to the hot water, most of her skin was turning a light pink and if her husband could see any of the puffiness down below, it could be attributed to the shower.

“Well, I’m definitely missing you. And… uh, well missing more…” He was stammering like a schoolboy and Natalie giggled.

“I miss you, honey.”

“How was last night? Must have been fun. I texted a few times.” Cole said, sipping at a cup of coffee.

“Uh.. yeah, we had fun. Drank a little too much I’ll admit. But it was a great time. Don’t plan on partying that hard the rest of the weekend though.” She chuckled nervously.

“Well, just be safe, okay? Have fun. I know Chrissy and Jenny can be a bit… wild. Was a little afraid they might be a bad influence. I’ve heard some things about their trips…” Her husband trailed off, giving Natalie a concerned look.

“Oh, well. Yeah. The girls are. Wild. But, don’t worry. I’m keeping an eye on them. Not going to let them get too out of control.” She grinned, hiding behind a mask of guilt.

Cole looked at her for a minute. Then his smile spread across his face. “Well. Glad they have you to keep them grounded. Have fun. The girls miss you. I’d…uh let you see them but… I think you’re a bit too…” His grin grew a little mischievous.

Natalie giggled. “Yeah. Sorry. Not dressed for a good morning chat. Maybe later.”

Her husband nodded. “Call later. The girls will love to say hi.”

“Love you, honey.” Natalie blew a kiss to her husband and then gave her breasts a gentle bounce, playfully winking at him before he said his I love you’s and they hung up.

She scrubbed and washed herself clean of the fluids from her sexual romp. Part of her was afraid to go back into the penthouse. What if she stepped out of this bathroom and got swept back up into… into… Her pussy started to throb at the possibilities. Those men were insatiable last night. Fucking for hours. She wasn’t sure she could handle that again.

Quickly finishing her shower and drying off, Natalie peeked out of the bathroom, listening to see if someone, anyone, was up. All she heard were snores.

With light feet she made her way to the living area. Gathering her clothes, she slipped them on, not bothering to concern herself with making it look nice. She was resigned to the fact she was going to be doing a walk of shame. Fully dressed, she texted her friends, telling them that she was okay and going back to their hotel.

Trying to think ahead and be sensible, in case something bad happened, she took quick pictures of all the men in the penthouse. She texted the photos to her friends and saved them to a cloud drive and then left the room, making her way to the elevator and down to the lobby.

The security guard at the front desk gave her a wave, asking if she needed a taxi. She thanked him and told him that would be helpful, considering she barely knew where she was. Once the taxi arrived, she slipped in and let out a sigh of relief.

Last night had been… interesting. But she didn’t have any plans to continue that sort of activity.

…

It was around noon when Chrissy and Jenny came stumbling into the hotel room. Natalie was sitting on the balcony, having a cup of late afternoon coffee. The effects of last night were still lingering, her body sore and mind fuzzy and tired.

She got up, watching as her friends came in, their clothes as disheveled as hers had been when she’d gotten back hours ago. They looked tired. Hungover. Jenny collapsed on the bed, her dress riding up to show that her panties were missing. Her pussy was as red and puffy as Natalie’s. Maybe more so.

“You okay?” Natalie asked, sounding concerned.

“Asprin.” Chrissy muttered, shuffling to the bathroom where she’d left her toiletry bag. As she went, she unzipped and discarded her leather skirt. She was sans panties as well.

Natalie approached Jenny, laying flat on the bed, legs hanging off the end. “Jen? You okay? Did um… did you guys just wake up or…”

Jenny turned her head, looking up at Natalie with a dreamy smile. “Early morning fuckfest. God Geoffrey can pound a pussy. I’m going to be feeling it for a week.”

“You’re telling me. Vince and uh… what’s his name… Bacon…no…uh…” Chrissy was stumbling out of the bathroom, downing two pills and a glass of water as she spoke.

“Blake.” Natalie provided, remembering the man who’d fucked her multiple times.

“Right. They double stuffed my pussy. Didn’t think I could do it. But I guess if I can push out a baby, two cocks shouldn’t be that big of a problem.” She chuckled then groaned, hand to her head. “It was good, but geez… I think I’m dehydrated.” Chrissy turned and went back to the bathroom, the sound of the faucet filling her cup proceeding a sudden cough and…

Natalie cringed as she heard Natalie vomiting into the toilet.

Jenny sighed. “Too much to drink. Drinking and fucking at the same time, like getting sloshed on a sea storm rocked ship.” She turned over and slipped further on the bed and lay against the pillows. “Why’d you leave so early Nat? There was plenty of cock to go ‘round.”

Natalie blushed. “I…uh, I’m sure. But… I was… all um… fucked out.” Her cheeks went even darker being so crude.

Jenny gave a snort and lay on her side, curling up. “Well, you certainly did your fair share considering it was your first time. Don’t worry. With some practice you’ll be able to go longer.”

Not knowing what to say to that, the very idea that she might do this again was less than appealing, Natalie just turned and went back to the balcony to continue drinking her coffee and reading her book. She’d been on the same page for the last half hour, unable to make herself move past what she’d done last night. On the one hand, she was appalled at herself. She’d betrayed her marriage in every way possible. Multiple times. With complete strangers. But… she couldn’t deny how good it was. The orgasms had been mind blowing. The way each man had fucked her differently. Hard and deep and without much care as to how she felt about it. 

Cole was a great lover. Gentle and sweet in the bedroom. But those men had used her. Pounded her into submission. And though it made her feel dirty, it also came with an edge of thrill. Not only that, she kept remembering dancing on the table, moving to the music and feeling the heat and tasting the sweat and alcohol. It was intoxicating. She wasn’t much of a dancer, she knew that. But dirty dancing in a dimly lit club, just moving her body so that people could leer had been a whole different level of thrilling.

She actually found herself itching to dance again. To show off and feel the eyes on her, wanting her. Though that’s as far as she really wanted to go. Last night had been enough… well… it had been enough. And despite what Jenny and Chrissy were both thinking, she didn’t plan on being as loose and free with herself as them. Though, she finally understood why her friends did this. It was freeing. Just letting loose completely. No inhibitions. Amazing sex. It was tempting.

Jenny and Chrissy slept for a few hours, recuperating from their activities the night before and this morning. When they finally woke up, cleaned up, and seemed their more civilized, suburban selves, they decided to go to the beach. Natalie’s friends talked her into wearing something more scandalous than her typical suit. The public beaches had slightly more strict rules about how much skin you could reveal, so all three ended up wearing high hipped, eighties style color blocked, neon thong bikinis.

After yesterday’s display at the pool and in the club, Natalie felt less exposed as they went out with their beach bags to the sands and washing tide. It was early enough that the beach was crowded, but hadn’t yet been overrun with the crowds that would start coming in as the sun went down and the bonfires began to ignite. Stages were being set up. Lights and instruments set up for the various bands that would be hyping the crowds. Until then, it was calm, but there was still lots of activity and it was a few minutes before they could find a place to lay out their towels and snag one of the umbrellas that were provided along the beach.

They spent an hour laying out and enjoying the sun and cool breeze blowing in from the sea. Natalie read. Jenny and Chrissy let the sun tan them, even loosening their bikinis when they rolled onto their fronts so they could prevent tanlines. The beach began to get more and more crowded as the day went on and the girls decided to head over to one of the rundown surf bars located along the coastline.

They sat themselves on the rickety stools and ordered margaritas. This time Natalie didn’t hesitate, taking a deep drink from her glass and letting the cold and bitter alcohol invigorate her. The pounding in her head from that morning had faded, but she could still remember the buzzing feeling she’d had at the club. Drinking. Dancing. Letting herself go. That was a feeling she didn’t want to lose. She may not want to chase sex like Jenny and Chrissy, but she could admit to herself that she wanted to have fun.

Crowds grew. The noise grew. Jenny and Chrissy were getting tipsy, drinking fast and free. Natalie less so, but she wasn’t that far behind. She found herself looking around at the men wearing swim trunks and speedos. After last night she was a bit more intrigued by the packages the men were sporting and wondering how they might feel… that was the alcohol talking. Had to be. She didn’t want to start cheating on her husband again.

The sun started to set and things began to pulse and pump. Music pushed through blown out speakers. People sang, screamed and danced in the sand and sea. It was a massive beach party. The girls began building up a tab that Natalie was sure would make her husband cringe when he saw the charges.

“I think we should stop. This is getting expensive.” Natalie yelled to Jenny. It was the only way she could be heard. Anything lower than a shout was drowned out by the bedlam around them. 

Jenny laughed. “Honey, if you’re worried about the expense, there’s an easy way around that. Do you really think we come down here and blow hundreds on these fancy drinks?” She waved her third pina-colada around, spilling some onto the sand that was getting mushy and wet from the sweat and ice and spilled drinks. 

Natalie’s mind was racing. Did her friends trade sexual favors for drinks? How depraved were they? Worse… was she willing to dive in with them? It wasn’t like she couldn’t afford things. Cole was well off. And Natalie had her side hussles at home with make-up and hair care products that brought in a decent amount. Going on vacation and racking up a bill for drinks and fun wasn’t that big of a deal. But… 

“W…how…um how exactly do you get discounted drinks?” Natalie stammered.

Chrissy leaned in with a wicked smile. “Not discounted honey. Free. And it’s pretty simple. We dance.”

“Dance?”

Jenny slammed her empty glass down on the bar. “Bartender! Hey! Teddy! We’re ready to settle our tab.” She stood up from her stool and began to climb onto the bar.

“Jen! Hey! Wait! What are you doing? That’s dangerous!” Natalie tried to stop Jenny, but Chrissy began climbing onto the bar as well and her friends quickly grabbed Natalie’s hands and pulled her up along with them.

Chrissy whistled and looked over at the bartender, apparently named Teddy. It was clear Chrissy and Jenny knew him, had probably frequented this surf bar many times. That made Natalie’s stomach twist even more than the sudden perilous height up on the bar. Thankfully she was able to reach the overhanging beams of the bar to take hold of and steady herself.

Teddy was laughing wildly and went to the sound system, cranking up the music.

Immediately, Chrissy and Jenny began to dance. Swaying their hips. Gyrating, Wiggling their chests at the onlooking patrons who were now not just drinking, but getting a show. Natalie stared at them. This was how they paid for drinks?

Jenny tousled her hair and squatted in front of an older man who was leaning forward on the bar drinking a beer. Her ass was directly in his face. She wiggled, the thong bikini riding up tightly between her cheeks. With an amount of grace that Natalie never expected from her friend, Jenny began bouncing, letting her ass twerk and smack in front of the stranger's nose. He had the biggest grin on his grizzled face and reached out giving her ass a hard slap.

“Oh!” Jenny stood back up, feigning surprise and embarrassment. It was clear she was just acting. Playing. Twirling around, she squatted back down, this time facing the man, thighs open wide displaying her bikini bottoms with a deep cameltoe visible, and grabbed the man's face in her hands. “Naughty! Naughty!” She scolded with a mocking frown, then gave the man a light slap on the cheek, stood back up and continued walking along the bar. Her hips swaying and ass jiggling all the while.

Chrissy was the same. Wandering along the bar. Moving with the beat. The patrons lifting their drinks, whistling and calling out to her.

Natalie watched, frozen, before hearing some calls for her to “shake it momma!” “Show us what you got!” “Don’t be scared, let's see you sway!”.

She was suddenly taken back to the club. Dancing on the table. Swaying to the incessant beat that made her blood pound and heart race. This environment was different… but the request, the desire, the temptation, was the same.

Already buzzed, the heat of the night making her sweat, Natalie began to dance. She moved clumsily at first, but quickly remembered the few instructions Jazz had given her at the club.

She moved her hands along her body, feeling the slick sweat and moisture of the night, mixing with the salt from the sea and sand. She could taste it on her lips when she made a show of licking them and bending forward, shaking her ass for one side of the bar and her swaying tits for the other. Whistles and cat calls rose from the noise of the beach and sent a thrill through Natalie.

As scandalous as she felt, it was fun to let go. She could button herself back up when she got home. Enjoy the suburban life she’d built and was happy with once she was back. For now she was just a free woman and she was gonna flaunt it.

Gyrating her hips as if she were doing the hula, Natalie ran her hands through her sweaty hair, swaying and shaking, jiggling and moving without a care. Shouts came for more. Calling for her to come closer. They spurred her on and she sauntered along the bar. She squatted in front of a young man, no older than twenty if she was guessing, and grabbed him by the hair, pulling him forward and pressing his face between her tits.

She felt his mouth and tongue and face rubbing along the tops of her breasts. When she pulled back… her bikini top fell off. Either the knot hadn’t been tight enough, or maybe the man had somehow gotten it loose, but the result was the same. Natalie’s top fell and tumbled into the sand, vanishing among the shuffling feet of the gathered crowds.

Her nipples were dark and rock hard, a soft glistening of sweat along her whole body making her look like a salacious beach babe. A model from a magazine. The cheers grew louder. Whistles of appreciation. “Shake ‘em” “Fucking perfect!” “Bounce those titties!” “Woo Woo Woo!” The chants were overwhelming.

Natalie just stood, not even bothering to cover her chest. Her eyes darted to her friends who were on opposite sides of the bar. Their tops were gone too. Discarded somewhere. They’d probably done it willingly rather than by accident. But… They were dancing more provocatively. Bouncing and caressing and groping their own breasts as they danced and wiggled their hips.

This was more than just a Coyote Ugly like dance. This was a striptease.

No wonder her friends got their drinks for free.

Taking a deep breath, Natalie pushed away her embarrassment. She’d gone this far. Why not just go all the way.

…

Mixed in the crowd a small group of men watched with utter fascination as the wife of one of their senior managers was dancing on a cheap bar on the beach. They watched wide eyed as her top vanished and not long after she pulled the ties on her hips and let her bottoms fall as well. Her bush was glistening with the sweat of the night and glistening from the harsh lighting of the bar.

She strutted around, not altogether graceful but still provocative. Her ass shook and tits bounced freely. When she bent over, everyone was greeted with a view of her sweaty ass and puffing pussy mound. Patrons reached out to touch and amazingly she let them. Fingers grazed her slit, rubbed against her puckered hole. They pinched her tits and gave them playful slaps when she would lean over them and let them sway like soft hanging sandbags.

The other two women on the bar were familiar as well, but the men couldn’t place them. Most likely friends of Mr. Baxter’s wife. For a second they weren’t completely sure that it really was Cole Baxter’s wife. But a quick search on social media gave them all the confirmation they needed once they matched her conservative selfies with the woman swaying her ass at the crowd.

Once they were sure, their phones were out and they came closer to catch the spectacle on film. Raucous cheers rose as Mrs. Baxter sat on the bar, legs wide and pulled an older gentleman’s head between her legs with a drunken laugh. They filmed as the man rubbed his face over her bush and let his tongue thrash against her pussy. The woman moaned, holding the man’s head tight.

Someone dangled a cherry in front of Mrs. Baxter’s face. She lapped at it with her tongue. Hands groped her bare tits, pinching and twisting her nipples as she bit at the cherry being dangled before her like she was a kitten reaching for catnip. The other two women were doing much the same. Three suburban wives shaking everything and exposing themselves. Letting strangers touch and pinch and nip.

Mrs. Baxter let out a loud cry that got even more cheers. The man had somehow brought her to orgasm. He leaned back, face sloppy with juices and spit and lifted his drink up in a salute. Mrs. Baxter quickly grabbed it from his hand, downed whatever it was, and got back to her feet, dropping the glass into the sand and began to dance and sway again.

One of the men zoomed in, catching a clear view of Mrs. Baxter’s pretty cunt. Her hand went down between her legs as she moved like a seductive snake and pulled open her lips to expose the moist pink of her pussy that had just been licked.

“Fucking shit! She looks tight. I’d love to get a taste of that!” One of the men laughed.

She bent over and pulled open her cheeks. Her asshole was pretty and pink. Someone took a chance and got up and pressed their face into her cheeks. Mrs. Baxter nearly fell over behind the bar but hands quickly reached out and grabbed onto her legs and hips, keeping her upright as the stranger ate out her asshole. One of the men holding her up slid his hand higher and thrust two fingers into her sopping pussy. Mrs. Baxter screamed in pleasure. Or maybe pain? The onlookers couldn’t tell, but they also didn’t seem to care all that much.

Over the next half hour or so, they watched Cole Baxter’s wife get her ass fingered and licked. People used her pussy, tasting and teasing it. Drinks were poured between her cheeks. Salt was smeared around her nipple and she lay on the bar letting people take shots from her belly button or asshole. She was used in ways the men hadn’t ever thought of. They watched as she fingered herself in front of the crowd, her wedding ring sticky and shining with her juices.

Everyone cheered. They praised her. Some even tipped her, throwing bills at her that she gathered up with a drunken laugh.

The cameras caught everything in stunning high definition. Other people were recording too, but they didn’t have the privilege of knowing who these women were. Or at least who one of them was.

“Think we should tell Baxter?” One asked.

“Uh… I don’t think I wanna be the man that tells the Senior Manager his wife’s a slut.” Someone replied.

“Think this would work as leverage for a raise?” Another laughed.

They continued filming and watching, mulling over what they would do with this information. And what they thought Mrs. Baxter and her girlfriends would be willing to do to keep these videos a secret.

“I’ll bet she gives great head.”

“Fuck that mouth, I wanna feel how tight that bushy pussy is. Look at it! Bet it’s like a fucking vacuum.”

“Think she could take us both? I mean at both ends. I ain’t rubbing my cock on yours.”

They laughed, continuing to consider what, if anything they might be able to do with this new information.

…

Natalie wasn’t sure how long she danced. It may have only been ten minutes. Maybe more. But she was exhausted. Sweaty. Horny. By the time she and the girls got down from the bar they were dizzy and had somehow made a couple hundred dollars in tips… the bills put into places that Natalie didn’t really wanna think about.

Thankful someone was nice enough to have found their bikinis and handed them back when they were safely on the solid sand. After a quick compliment and a feel of her ass and tits, Natalie put her bikini back on and stumbled away from the bar, wanting desperately to go back to her hotel room and forget just how debaucherous she’d just been.

Chrissy and Jenny were laughing and swaying as they walked along the beach towards their hotel. Nothing about what had just happened seemed to phase them. In fact, it seemed to just make them all the more excited and free.

Natalie felt a new headache coming on. This trip was turning into something she never expected.

“Mrs. Baxter?”

The sound of her name made Natalie turn like a flash. Who in the world could possibly know her name around here?

When she laid eyes on the group of six men standing a few feet away, dressed in board shorts and unbuttoned Hawaiian shirts, Natalie’s stomach sank. She recognized them. All of them. They were junior members on her husband’s team. One of them was holding up a phone with a video playing. It was of her… dancing… naked… spreading herself open and showing everyone what she’d pledged to her husband on their wedding day.

“Oh…fuck…” Natalie muttered.

“Hey! Don’t worry Mrs. Baxter. We aren’t gonna snitch on you. That was a great show you put on. We were just hoping…” The guys glanced at each other, smiles widening making Natalie nervous. “We were just hoping for a private show. Think you’d be up for that? I mean… if it meant we just… forgot about these videos once we were back at the office?”

Chrissy was giggling and Jenny was rolling her eyes as if this man blackmailing her… them, was no big deal. Jenny leaned in and whispered to Natalie. “I hope your pussy has recovered from last night… I think it’s going to get another workout.”

Natalie’s cheeks turned crimson. She bit her lip. Tried to remember again if she’d taken her birth control pill that morning when she got back to the hotel, and then sighed. “Come on then…” She waved at the men. “Our hotel is this way.”


An Interview To Long For
Cupere (Latin) - To wish for, desire, want.
Lane Davison sat in the plush leather seat of the town car, heart pounding with nerves and excitement. For the dozenth time since they’d been picked up from their apartment downtown, she looked at her phone, reading over the letter they’d gotten just yesterday regarding their membership application to Cupere. Lane and her husband, Donovan, had been waiting for almost a year to hear back after their initial submission for membership. Finally, tonight, they would begin what would hopefully be the first step into a glitzy, glamorous, and very lucrative club. The potential for networking, deals, and opportunities that would otherwise be denied to them, even with their financial status, was too great to pass up.
Lane craved the clout it would give her and Donovan. They were already looked on favorably, but there were always new heights to reach, and she wanted to go as high as possible. She was still young and there was a great deal of climbing that could be done in a short time if they had the right connections. Connections that would be exclusively offered to them at Cupere.
Putting her phone away into her small clutch, Lane glanced over at her husband. He was dressed in a dark tailored suit that hugged his muscular frame perfectly. His dark eyes were focused on the passing skyscrapers and lights as they were driven deeper into the city. The tension in his shaved jawline was clear. She reached out and put her hand over his, resting on his thigh.
Donovan looked over at her and gave a small, controlled smile. He knew the next couple of days were going to be stressful. It would test their limits and commitment to becoming members into this club. They’d both read over the rules, the expectations, the clear razor's edge of scrutiny that they would be walking the moment they stepped out of the town car.
“Together?” He asked, turning his hand and lacing his fingers through hers.
Lane nodded. “Together.”
No matter what came their way, they could conquer it. Married only five years, they’d used their money and influence to rise up among the rich and entitled. Being one of them didn’t always guarantee a place at the table of power and prestige, but they’d made it clear that they were a powerful couple and they wouldn’t be denied anything. And if that meant having to subject themselves to what would no doubt be a very rigorous interview, then they would succeed with flying colors and accolades.
Lane held her husband’s gaze for another moment and then turned back to her window as the car pulled up to the curb outside a towering dark glass building. The doors were gilded with gold edges and designs etched into the glass depicting scenes from Greek mythology. Most of Venus and Cupid. When the car came to a stop, a man dressed in a dark suit and gold tie marched out of the building and quickly came to open Lane's door.
Smoothing her dark, silver dress, Lane slipped out as elegantly as she could, trying to keep the dress from bunching up. It was a very slim fit and thin material that clung to all of her soft curves, going to mid-thigh, just covering the tops of her black stockings. The neckline plunged down between her breasts, revealing just a bit of the inner slopes until it came to an end an inch above her belly button. Her skin was pale but healthy with a hint of gold glitter lotion, making her shine almost like those vampires in those teen novels that had been popular when she was younger.
Donovan was quick to follow Lane out of the car, coming to stand next to her and holding out his arm for her to take, as if they were walking down the carpet at some gala or awards ceremony.
The man that had come to their door quickly marched before them, with every expectation that they would follow. Hesitating for only a moment, the couple gave each other one last nervous but excited glance and followed their guide into the building.
...
Everything about the building was opulent, gilded in gold, studded in valuable jewels, made by hand and one of a kind. From the very gilding on the walls and doors and the lighting, dangling chandeliers of crystal and diamond. They were led to the elevators that quickly and smoothly took them up to the sixth floor, where they were ushered out into a long hall that led to towering dark doors and told to wait.
Lane and Donovan were left alone to stand and wait. This was no doubt a test, like everything would be. They didn’t have the luxury of letting down their guard while they were here. While they stood in the silence, their hands touched just slightly, reassuring each other that they were in this together.
After what seemed like nearly a half hour of standing in complete silence, the doors opened as if on their own and a deep voice came from within the darkened room.
“Enter.”
With only a single second of hesitation and deep, calming breaths, they walked forward into the unknown. They didn’t know exactly what they were in store for, but were told in explicit terms that they must agree to everything. If they denied a request or a command at any point, the interview was over and they would be dismissed. This was their one and only chance. They couldn’t afford to lose it.
Lane’s heels clicked on the marble floor, echoing along with Donovan’s shoes, walking deeper into the dark meeting room to come stand in the center. What resembled a judge's high bench sat before them, with six members all dressed in dark clothing. They sat back away from the one light that was illuminating the center of the room, casting them in shadows.
“Thank you for joining us.” The man sitting at the center of the bench said almost cheerily. “From this point forward, you will be addressed as Mr. and Mrs. D. No full names will be used, even if you should happen to know any of the members you interact with. They will introduce themselves as they wish and you will address them as such.” There seemed to be no room for idle talk or pleasantries. The rules were going to be set out quickly and efficiently.
Donovan appreciated this course, liking things to be simple, like the numbers he often dealt with at his firm. Straight forward. Clean.
Lane, on the other hand, felt as if she were being treated like a child, being ordered around and told her expectations. As much as she wanted to be a part of Cupere, to advance their status beyond what she was able to do for Donovan just by being viewed as a Trophy Wife, it rubbed her the wrong way. She was a powerful and independent woman. This week might prove to be more difficult than she first imagined.
“During the interview process this week, you will be participating in various activities and what we call ‘mixers’, events that will require various things of you, whether that be answering questions or doing specific tasks. Answering and participating are non-negotiable. But I assure you this, there will be no harm and there will be no… hazardous things asked of you. Do you agree?”
Lane and Donovan glanced at each other and then turned their eyes back to the judges. “Yes.” They intoned together.
“Good. Then the process begins now. Mr. D, you will kindly leave us. There is a sitting room to your left. We are going to conduct a preliminary cross examination of each of you in private.”
Donovan nodded and turned, going to where the man gestured, walking through a dark doorway. It shut behind him with a loud and echoing click, leaving Lane alone, standing before the mysterious judges. It was hard to tell, but she thought she recognized a few despite their masks hiding most of their features.
One looked like he might be her doctor. Another, a member of the board at Donovan’s firm, George Stallins, a particularly offensive man that she hated in no uncertain terms. Another was a woman she’d seen at a few gala’s, Marianne Course, she always outbid Lane in the auctions and she was sure that it was done just as way to let Lane and Donavan know that she came from old money and they would never compare. She was a bitch. One man stuck out particularly, Lane recognized him as a prominent client at Don’s firm. She’d interacted with him several times and he seemed a decent man, though a bit flirty, which wasn’t all that strange.
The fact that she knew these people in some way, and most of them she either trusted or hated was nerve-wracking. Being subjected to an interview with those she liked was tolerable, but with these others… It was going to be a challenge. But Lane was not one to back down even when the chips were stacked against her.
“Mrs. D, you will kindly undress, please.” It was a very matter-of-fact command. Not a request.
A shiver ran through Lane. Part of her knew this might be a possibility. Though most of what went on in Cupere was a very well guarded secret, what wasn’t hidden was the fact that it was a very sexually liberal environment. Not exactly a swingers type situation, or free use either, but it was highly expected that sexuality was part of the trade and the activities that lead to many of the highest deals and biggest ventures that the club helped create.
Lane quickly slipped the shoulders of her dress off and let it pool around her feet revealing her lingerie. Tanga briefs with a large leather waist, sheer tulle along the crochet and bottom that left nothing to the imagination, as well as showing her bush of blonde hair. The under band of the bra was leather and the tulle of the bra and long sleeves were transparent, leaving her breasts visible and nipples pressing hard against the thin material. She stood as dignified as possible before the eyes of the council. 
“Going natural. How bold,” George announced in a bit of a condescending tone.
Lane didn’t respond. She knew she was being evaluated. Her job was simply to do as instructed, even if it felt utterly humiliating to be exposed like this. Letting these unknowns, or possibly people she knew, look over her so judgingly, it made her skin crawl.
“Turn, please.”
She didn’t know who gave the order, nor did it seem to matter. Lane turned to show them her backside. A nicely bouncy behind that she was possibly too proud of. When she visited Donovan at his office, she always felt eyes on her ass and loved it. The feeling that she could turn heads and possibly with the flash of a little shake of her behind, she might be able to get someone to agree to a deal that her husband was trying to seal.
“You keep yourself toned. In good shape. That’s good.” That was definitely from Dr. Myers.
“Bend and take hold of your ankles.” George’s voice was distinct in its arrogance.
Lane clenched her jaw but slowly bent down and grabbed her ankles. The lingerie clung tighter to her ass and pussy, framing it nicely in the sheer material. She could feel the council’s eyes on her and the feeling of arousal at being so vulnerable was impossible to ignore.
She heard footsteps and chairs shifting. Judges came down from their bench. She wasn’t sure how many. They came close to her. With her face upside down, blood rushing to her head, combined with the shadows of the room, it was hard to tell who was coming towards her.
The feeling of a hand on her ass made her stiffen.
“Firm.” George said with a white-toothed smile.
Of course the jackass would want to feel her up. She’d seen him eye fucking her plenty over the years. Now he was getting his chance at more, without consequence. It made Lane furious to know she was at this man’s disposal. That he was on the council to interview her and ‘inspect’ her. He may have been from a legacy of wealth, but she knew without a doubt that she was better than he would ever be. He’d learn that soon enough. Lane just had to wait for the right moment to strike. And the interview was not it.
“Her holes look tight. No children Mrs. D?” Dr. Myers knew full well her situation and it was ridiculous that she had to answer him.
“No.” she said it firmly and without further explanation.
Suddenly she felt breath on her. One of the judges was leaning in close to her ass. “Lovely underwear. Very expensive if I’m not mistaken.” It was a woman’s voice. Oh for heaven’s sake, it was Marianne. She was pressing her thumb against the sheer material stretching across her cheeks and making it sink it and rub against her asshole. “Tight ass. I always knew you were.” The woman said it with a sneer, and Lane couldn’t bite back with a vicious retort. She had to stay still and take it.
“Now Ms. Course, are you talking about the lady's asshole or personality?” George chuckled. “Stand back up Mrs. D.” He ordered.
Lane did as ordered and stood back up, coming face to face with the man and his shit-eating grin. Before she could register the man’s close proximity, his hand went between her legs and began rubbing over her pussy in her panties. “Soft hair. Good. This will feel much better against my tongue.” The look on his face was devilish. If he meant that during this process he was going to get to eat her, she wasn’t sure. He might have been alluding to the idea that after this… would he try to assert more authority and dominance over her when she came to visit her husband?
The man was a degenerate as far as she was concerned… but his fingers felt good.
George pushed against her, making her lips part under the material, pressing against her pink and feeling her moisture from the arousal she was trying to keep in control. 
“Pink. Healthy.” Dr. Myers chuckled. “Believe me. I know. I’ve seen it plenty.”
“Mrs. D, are you able to take two penises inside you? Vaginally, or one in your ass and one in your pussy?” This question came from someone still sitting on the bench.
Lane shivered and cringed at the question. But she had to answer. “Yes.”
“With a dildo or a vibrator?” The questions kept coming from different judges. She couldn’t keep track of who was asking what.
“Yes.”
There was a soft muttering between the judges, even a chuckle or two.
“That bodes well for you.”
“Put a finger inside your vagina, pull it out so we may see how wet you are.”
Fuck. They knew she was aroused. Obviously, they could see her glistening juices. It was beyond embarrassing. But she reached into her panties and slid a single finger inside herself, softly, breathing in deep at the feeling and sliding it down completely to the last knuckle. This garnered her some mutterings of admiration. Then she pulled out her finger and held it up to show it dripping with slick, sticky arousal.
The sounds of approval made Lane’s skin crawl.
“Do a little turn for us. Bounce your assets a bit.” Again, the instruction came from everywhere and nowhere. She couldn’t tell who was telling her to do what or why, and it was completely against her better nature. She’d always gotten ahead in the world by knowing why she was doing something, what she would gain from it.
Facing three members standing before her, she wanted to sneer at them, maybe even spit, but she made her face a relaxed mask of calm and began to turn in an elegant pirouette. She let her breasts and ass jiggle instead of firming herself up and being more sleek in her movements.
“You have lovely breasts.” George said. “34 C if I’m not mistaken.”
A part of Lane couldn’t help but be impressed by that quick assessment. But she also knew it came from the man’s constant leering, and that made her hate herself that she was impressed by anything this man could do or say.
“And your areolas are sublime.” Her doctor spoke. “Just the right size for a mouth.” Without any warning, he stepped forward and carefully took her left nipple into his warm lips over the material of her bra. His tongue slid around it as his lips moved and encircled the whole of her areola, making her stiffen and shiver. Getting warmer between her legs.
Was she supposed to respond? Tell him to stop? Encourage him? Lane was at a loss for how to react and so ended up doing nothing but standing like a mannequin and letting her doctor, of all people, suckle on her tit. The man did it for a full minute, Lane counted the seconds in her head, before pulling off with a wet sloppy squelch and let his spit drip along her breast as he stepped back, wiping his mouth on his sleeve.
“It tastes as good as it looks.” He gave a chuckle. “Been dying to try your tits too. Every inch of you.”
“Mrs. D, you have been deemed acceptable.” The voice came from one of the judges sitting on the bench. “You may now go to your assigned room. Go through the door on your left, down the hall, and you will enter room twenty-six. There, you will find all the necessities you’ll require. You’ll find make up and toiletries as well. If a member comes to your room, you must do whatever they ask. Tomorrow there will be instructions given to you for the day and you will follow them to the letter. Understood?”
Lane wanted to hesitate. Everything was happening so fast. There was so much to take in, and all the possibilities were troubling. But she didn’t wait, she simply nodded. “Understood.”
“You may go.”
Being dismissed so flippantly was maybe the worst part of that entire experience, but Lane kept her head held high and turned, marching confidently out of the room through the door indicated, her ass shaking and tits bouncing freely as all the members watched her go. The eyes of those she knew and those she didn’t itched at her. If this interview process didn’t go well… how would she face these people again. And worse, if she didn’t, then they’d have won. They’d have demeaned her and made her run away. There was no way that was going to happen. Even in the face of this degradation, Lane held firm to her pride and continued down the hall to her room.
...
The room Lane found herself in was about the size of a cabin on a cruise ship. Spacious enough for her to move around freely, but with no wasted space. She had a small washroom with a shower and toilet. A vanity and sink that had various makeup products, toothbrush and toothpaste (all high end and needlessly expensive), as well as all other manner of items that she’d need to make herself presentable for whatever tasks they gave her.
The closet was filled with a few outfits and on the lower shelves were several sets of lingerie that had even Lane blushing at how expensive they must have been. Never mind how revealing they were, she was positive that she saw real gold, diamonds, and jewels on more than one set. There was a fortune casually hanging and folded in the small confines of that closet and it thrilled Lane almost as much as being exposed had.
To her amazement, there was actually a television, though somewhat small, mounted to the wall across from the full sized bed with dark purple silk sheets. Even though the room was small, it was decked out with everything high end. Brands that those not fortunate enough to have ever stayed at a ten thousand a night hotel room would have never heard of. There was a small fridge located next to the built-in desk that supplied several drinks; water, beer, champagne, juices, as well as a selection of small snacks and delicacies, should she get hungry while she stayed in the room.
After going over every inch of the room, Lane sat herself down on the soft, cool sheets of the bed. The slick caress of silk moved over her bottom and thighs, further pushing her arousal to new heights.
The whole first interview had been… simple, but demeaning. It had been meant to put her on edge and to see how well she could follow directions. Exposing herself so thoroughly to strangers, and possibly people she knew, was a whole new level of humiliation she’d thought she’d been prepared for… but now, having gone through it, she felt the war of emotions within her raging.
It was difficult to admit… but as detestable as it had felt being bent over and touching herself and letting herself be touched had been… it was also thrilling.
Lane let her hand move across her inner thigh and between her legs, touching her sex. The downy softness of her hair tangled with her fingers as they dipped gently between her folds, feeling the slickness she’d acquired from standing before the judges. She remembered the heat of their proximity. The weight of their judging eyes. The pressure of a finger against her anus.
Sitting straight, legs only slightly apart, Lane let two fingers slide inside her vagina, a soft gasp eliciting from her full red lips. Eyes shut, she pictured herself back in the room with all the surrounding judges, gazing upon her voluptuous body. She knew Don loved her, but he also kept her as a trophy wife, eye candy for clients and coworkers alike. And she loved it. Being in charge of her sexuality. Knowing the effect she had on others just by being present and flashing a bit of thigh. A bit of cleavage. It was intoxicating.
Tonight she’d felt both in charge and completely at the mercy of the judges. They wanted to see her body, all of it. To judge her and weigh her and see if she was worthy. She’d never had any doubt that she would be found exquisite. Though the word ‘acceptable’ had definitely made her want to sneer at how pathetic that word was in comparison to how she truly looked. But she supposed the judges had to try to humble her. So be it.
Her fingers glided in and out in a slow rhythm, the tips grazing her g-spot inside as she let herself imagine being admired again. Of the men and women on that council looking at her luscious pussy and tight little asshole. They’d want it. Maybe during this process, some of them would even experience her. She wasn’t naïve. She knew that sex was a very big possibility during this interview. All manner of things would be asked of her, and she would meet every challenge. And when she was accepted… then she would be able to make those that demeaned her feel her power and influence. Let them have their fun for now. She would have her’s soon enough.
Lane gasped, her orgasm rushing over her at the thought not just of being watched and touched, but of using it as a powerful tool. Her body was an asset. This club would be just another notch in her and Donovan’s belt. Another step towards the top. She shook, her pussy clamping down tightly around her fingers and wetness flowing out, staining the silk sheets dark with her arousal and cum. The orgasm ran through her, making her tremble and softly moan for a full minute before she slid her fingers from her hole and let herself lay back on the feather light bed.
Tomorrow the real tests would begin. For now, she would let herself relax. Before she drifted off to sleep, she opened one eye just enough to glance over at the mirror that hung over the desk. There was no doubt a camera was behind it, as well as others placed around the room. It was why she’d sat herself directly in front of it. Let those watching her enjoy the show. It would only give her more influence and power when all was said and done.
...
Lane woke up to a soft, but insistent alarm. The television mounted on the wall had turned on and was flashing the time, 6 AM, in a warm light. Sitting up, having at some point curled up under the silk sheets last night, Lane stared at the television. Under the time was a small announcement.
“Instructions coming in ten minutes”
For a moment, her mind was fuzzy and a jumble, but her thoughts quickly cleared as she realized today was a big day. She’d be going through a very rigorous interview to become a member, and this was going to be her first task. They were giving her a little time to wake up and use the bathroom, or so she believed. Were there cameras in the bathroom? She suspected there were, but the time for privacy had long passed.
Quickly slipping from the bed and using the facilities, she came back to the bed quickly and sat down before the TV, ready for the instructions.
The time ticked down to 0 and after a second, a set of instructions appeared, detailing exactly what she was going to be required to do that morning. She’d been trying to prepare herself for what they would require of her. Of the humiliating or difficult tasks they might put on her. But this was both unexpected and made her jaw clench at how… how… low it would make her feel. But if she was going to succeed, and there was no doubt she would, then she had to swallow her pride. At least for a little while. Once this was all done, she’d find a way to reclaim her dignity and put down those that had made her feel less. For now… she would just have to be willing to degrade herself for the betterment of her status.
Memorizing the instructions quickly, Lane got up and went to the closet.
...
Don was still on edge from last night’s questions and inspection. Having to undress in front of those judging eyes. His balls were fondled by some strange woman’s hand. She’d even flopped his cock around, as if weighing it and measuring it by pure intuition. It had rocked him and shaken him and humiliated him in some micro ways. And then retreating to his room, alone, he’d been left to wonder what was happening with Lane. Where was she? Had she come down the same hall? Was she in one of the neighboring rooms? What had they done to her?
It was driving him almost insane. And then, when he’d been woken up by the alarm on the television and the following instructions, he’d felt a new twisting of nerves in his stomach. Nothing seemed too out of the ordinary, they simply wanted him to put on the white polo, khaki shorts and tennis shoes. All plain and simple, but clearly expensive. They probably cost as much as his Rolex. He was to go to the rooftop club where they would be laying out a breakfast spread and he was going to sit with members and talk. Just talk.
That put Don on edge. He knew that this wasn’t going to be some casual business meeting. Making deals over fancy omelets, mimosas, beer, and sunshine. The questions would be… personal. Probably even embarrassingly personal. Humiliation, on some level, seemed to be the name of the game during this process and he’d only experienced the tip of the iceberg. This whole day was going to test him. Test Lane. Their marriage. He wasn’t used to not being fully prepared, and that was probably the worst part.
Taking the elevator at the end of the hall, Don found himself on the rooftop and it was probably one of the most beautiful settings he’d ever been to. Trees lined the entire perimeter. On the far side of the building was a large Olympic size pool surrounded by lounges, umbrellas, and life guards at each corner dressed in mat black swim suits that were easily a size too small for the women. One piece’s for the two women. Speedo’s for the two men. Opposite the pool were several tables, private tents, chairs, a bar, a stage that was currently empty, and a large square dance floor. Several members were already milling about, all dressed exactly like Don. The women wore skirts instead of shorts, but otherwise they were almost cult-like in their appearance.
“Sleep well?” Don stiffened when he heard the voice and turned to meet Andrew Webber. He was a tall man, with slightly premature graying hair considering he was only in his early 30’s. His cheeks were peppered with a stylish amount of stubble, and his eyes were a clear green, sharp and shrewd.
“Um… yes.” Don quickly regained his wits. He hadn’t expected to find Andrew here. A member of Don’s firm, higher up in senior management, he’d also gone to Harvard with Don, two grades ahead, but they’d been in several classes together and gotten along well enough that when Don and Lane got married, he was one of the groomsmen.
It shouldn’t have been a surprise. Most likely all, if not most, members of upper management were probably members of Cupere. Don needed to be more on guard for meeting people that he knew.
“Those rooms may be a bit cramped, but they are comfortable.” Andrew gave Don a wink and held out a frosted bottle of beer with a name etched into the glass that Don didn’t recognize. It must have been a very fancy, very rare brew. Andrew was holding another that he took a quick drink from as Don took the other. For a moment they drank amicably and quietly, looking out over the rooftop and the milling members and prospective members, though Don couldn’t tell the difference between them. Was that intentional? Maybe another test? Weeding out who was who?
“Haven’t slept in a room that small since college, and that was when I stumbled into my closet because I was drunk.” Don gave Andrew a charming smile, the man laughing jovially as he drank.
“I hear that.” Andrew patted Don on the back. “So… how’s the process for you so far? Get the full strip search last night?”
Don suppressed a shiver, remembering the inspection. Not just having his cock inspected but having to open up his cheeks as if he were being treated like a suspected terrorist at airport security.
“Yeah, that’s probably the most uncomfortable you’ll be in this whole thing. But it sticks with you.” Andrew had a hand around Don’s shoulders, guiding him towards the stage where there were little tables set in front. He motioned to a chair and sat opposite Don, putting down his beer and leaning back casually and relaxed. “Coffee? Something to eat?” Even as he offered, a waitress came forward, a woman in skintight black pants and a white blouse that was straining against her ample chest, the material thin enough to see that she wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples were large and pierced.
“Sure.” Don said, trying not to let his eyes linger on the woman.
Andrew nodded to the woman, and that seemed to be all that was needed. She turned quickly and her hips swayed seductively as she went to fetch breakfast.
“Think you’re prepared for today? It’ll be long, but I promise it’ll be worth it.” Andrew smiled.
“I’m ready.” Don replied simply. He wasn’t really one for small talk unless he was trying to sell something, and though today was about selling himself and Lane, he wanted to keep his mouth shut. Better to be silent and thought a fool than to open his mouth and remove all doubt.
Andrew tapped at his beer bottle and continued to grin. It was clear he knew something… what was coming, and maybe he thought it would shake Don, but he wasn’t going to let it get to him.
A clear bell began to ring, Ding, Ding, Ding.
“Ahh. There it is. Time for the morning exercise show.” Andrew put his hands behind his head, turning towards the stage. “You’ll want to pay close attention. Never know when there might be a quiz later.” He chuckled.
Don raised an eyebrow suspiciously, but stayed quiet. Then… the women came marching onto the stage. There were half a dozen women marching in a single file line dressed in fine lace catsuits of varying colors and patterns. Some were flowery lace. Other’s more intricate designs of lines and shapes. All of them were skin tight and completely see through. They were clearly expensive, not some cheap bodysuit you’d find at a Condoms-To-Go store all the work-a-day people go to. Don couldn’t name the brand off hand but it was definitely in the top tier. They had plunging necklines between their breasts and were backless almost to their asses. All of them were clinging so tightly that some of the outfits were threatening to rip at the seams. The woman moved across the stage and then turned to face the tables and people who were watching them.
The women ran the range of tall and short, large chested and almost flat. Lane was the only woman with golden waves of hair pulled back in a ponytail, the other women were varying shades of brunette. All of them were fairly fit, with a plethora of curves, both plump and sensual. The material of their outfits strained against them, clearly fitted to each woman individually so that it would strain and stretch in all the right places. Nipples stood out. Stomach both firmly toned and slightly fluffy pressed against the material. And lower still, every single woman’s vagina could clearly be seen, defined by the stretching threads and sheer cloth giving them camel toes. Lane’s gold trimmed bush was pressing, making the tights puff up before they dipped into her sex. Others were smooth or slightly trimmed into little landing strips or triangles.
These women were on full display, just standing on stage a good six feet above everyone else, backs straight and waiting.
Donavan stared at Lane, aghast. His wife would never in a million years wear something so revealing. Not in public and most likely not in the bedroom, either. It may have been the right sort of brand and material, Don knew she had plenty of outfits that were similar, but she was far more into the intricate types of lingerie. Though these outfits were erotic, they were simple. Lane was anything but simple.
Breath catching in his throat, Don stared at each woman in turn, wondering what was going to happen, and then the music began.
It was old eighties workout music. The rhythm pumped through hidden speakers and after just a second, the women began to move. Don quickly recognized the music and the voice coming through with instructions on which positions and motions to make. It was Richard Simmons. Don almost laughed. In fact, some people did laugh. Andrew was chuckling as his eyes slid over the women and drank his beer.
The ladies began to squat and thrust, and shimmy and shake, and roll their hips and bounce up and down, breasts jiggling in the tight lace, camel toes becoming more pronounced. It was a warm morning and the woman very quickly began to sweat, which just made the already transparent suits basically invisible, clinging even tighter. The women kept straight faces as they did the exercise routine, turning and wiggling their behinds, some more plump and bouncing than others, and then twirling around again.
“Man, your wife is a treat.” Andrew said, leaning closer. “Tell me, is that pussy as tight as it looks?” He cast his gaze to Don and there was a twinkle there.
Don hesitated. Was this a test? To see if he would answer? He’d been told that during this process he would be asked questions and he had to answer them truthfully. He couldn’t ignore anything. No matter the topic. Licking his lips, trying not to grind his teeth, he kept his face a mask of calm. “She’s very tight. Does her kegel exercises regularly.”
Andrew nodded. “I can tell from here. And a lovely bush. Most women keep it pretty clean these days. I like the sort of classic look on a woman. It definitely has its place.” He tapped a finger on his bottle. “Not sure how good it would look on my cock, though. How’s it look when you’re pushing your cock in? Does that hair obscure the view?”
Something in Don’s stomach twisted. His jaw clenched. “It’s a pleasant view. The hair is blonde, so…”
“Ahh good. So not too much of an impairment. Good. Then we won’t have to ask her to shave. Though some people really enjoy watching that sort of thing. Never was my idea of fun, but to each their own.”
The waitress finally came back with a tray of coffee that smelled rich and Devine, and plates with omelets and caviar and cherry tomatoes. She set everything down in front of them and promptly retreated. Andrew took a slow sip of his coffee and sighed in delight. “I gotta say, Lane is very fit… honestly, I’d have expected a bit more fat on her considering how much she eats. But I suppose she exercises well. But that ass… my goodness, it’s gonna look good bouncing on a cock. Have you watched it riding? Ya know, reverse cowgirl? And I don’t just mean on you. Have you had the pleasure of watching her bounce that thing on something more meaty than your own little cock?”
It was clear now, Andrew was trying to get a rise out of Donovan. To see if he could remain calm and collected in the face of merciless mocking and humiliation. He’d faced some of this before when making negotiations with particularly unsavory clients. Clients that had so much money they felt untouchable, therefore any little thought, no matter how disgusting or vile, would become words. This was a bit more… difficult. Usually it would be comments about the secretary. Or in the case of his lovely wife, she’d be at a ball or a gala or function and she’d be dressed as elegant as a goddess. Now she was dressed for entertainment. For the teasing and delight of the people watching.
“I… have had the pleasure of,” He cleared his throat, taking a smooth drink of the dark coffee, “of watching her ass ride me. But we’ve never shared.”
“Ah, I see. Well, that will change. An ass like hers, and clearly that pussy is a vice. Maybe if we give her a cowboy hat, she can give a good ride like an honest to god cowgirl. She can definitely put on a good show. I mean, look at that!” He was clapping now, cheering the women on.
Lane had her ass facing the audience, squatting down over and over as her hands were on the stage in front of her. It was very lewd, like she was trying to squat fuck the air. The lace was wedging itself deep into her pussy and ass, stained with sweat and becoming like wet tissue paper clinging to her. Lane’s ass was firm, but still had some bounce and as she moved, her cheeks clapped just enough to give a glimpse of her asshole.
“Hey…” Andrew leaned closed, nudging Don. “She like it up the ass? That hole looks way too fucking tight. You can’t tell me you haven’t fucked that.”
Don’s stomach was full of acid and the coffee, no matter how good, wasn’t helping. “I…ahem… we’ve enjoyed it from time to time..”
Andrew made a soft tsk tsk and clicked his tongue against his teeth thoughtfully. “I’ll bet she’d look good air tight. Women like that, toned and tight, yeah she’s definitely got the stamina for it.” Leaning back on the table, he began to eat his omelet. “So, you think you could handle seeing her do it?”
Don pulled his eyes from his wife as she shook her hips, more like twerking than some sort of exercise. “I…what?”
“Seeing her airtight. Think you can handle seeing it? And raw, of course. We don’t do condoms around here. So she’s gonna get filled with cum. Lots of it.” He was being so casual as he stabbed his fork into the eggs.
“I… um, to be honest, I hadn’t thought about it. But… I suppose I could handle it.” Don wasn’t sure if that was an honest answer or not. But it was clear this process was going to push him into realms that maybe he didn’t expect. He’d been totally prepared to most likely see his wife do some sexual favors during the interview, but… to see her ganged? Air tight? Creampied? They were all lowly terms, words for the poor populous. He and Lane were supposed to be more sophisticated. However… Don supposed that there weren’t really more flowery terms for these things. It made everyone equal in a way.
The women were running in place now, every single one of them drenched in sweat and their catsuits having basically vanished. Their breasts bounced lewdly and carefree, up and down and all around as they moved, nipples poking through and rubbing. Don was afraid that Lane might get a rash.
Andrew took another sip of his coffee. “So Don, have you and Lane considered children?”
“We’ve discussed it. Once we are fully established, we’d like to have two at least.”
“Hmmmm.” Andrew held his mug before him thoughtfully. “Think she will pork out when she gets pregnant? Or will she be the sexy sort of pregnant?”
Don was grinding his teeth. The language Andrew was using was demeaning. Crude. It was for the lower tiers of society. Not his high echelon. It was vile to hear him say it. And even worse to hear it said regarding his wife.
“I imagine she’ll be beautiful.”
Andrew grinned. “I agree. A true beauty. And seeing a pregnant belly bounce while it’s riding your cock...” He did a little exaggerated chef’s kiss. “I can’t wait. Pencil me in once she’s around six months. I’m gonna wanna see it all bouncing beautifully and that pussy really does look amazing. It’s gonna feel great squeezing my dick.” With that, Andrew stood, his plate clean of the meal and mug empty. “Well, breakfast is almost over. Enjoy the food. We will see you later for lunch.”
Don watched him questioningly and then turned his attention back to the stage, only to discover that the music had ended and the women were filing off stage just as they had walked on. Lane turned her head subtly as she descended the stairs and caught her husband’s eye.
“Together.” He mouthed, his jaw still painfully clenched and burning determination in his gaze.
She nodded almost imperceptibly, “Together.” her lips moved just enough for Don to read them. And then she was gone as suddenly as she’d arrived and he was left to sit, drinking his coffee and trying to stomach his omelet, knowing he would need the fuel for the rest of the day.
...
Lane was practically ripping the catsuit off the second she got back to her room. It was sticky, drenched in sweat, peeling off her skin like when you have had a bad sunburn and your skin begins to flake. She pulled it off, tossing it into a corner, and then looked at herself in the mirror over the desk.
Her hair was matted and body glistening with sweat, slick and sleek and yet somehow dirty. Her nipples were standing out, erect and hard. And to her humiliation, she was dripping wet between her legs, hair glistening with beads of dew, and lips swollen with arousal. The entire routine had been embarrassing. It made her feel low. Pathetic. And seeing all those people's eyes on her as they enjoyed fancy meals and coffee and alcohol, seeing her breasts and ass and her pussy on full display shaking and jiggling… She felt like some common stripper.
She clenched her fists tight, digging in her manicured nails into her palms enough to make imprints. Worst of all, it was thrilling. Arousing. She had barely been able to shake off the feeling of erotic desire. Eyes on her. Admiring her. Wanting to see her. To see more, no doubt. And she’d caught a few comments drifting up from the various people watching. Lewd. Crude. Perverted and misogynistic and… and… They were comments about all the women on stage, and she’d been completely objectified. She should have been furious. And she was. But a pit in her stomach was on fire. Her pussy was throbbing, and she wanted to touch herself, like last night.
But if she did, that would be acknowledging that what had happened was more than just demeaning. It would mean that she’d liked it!
She shivered and grit her teeth. How could she have liked being put on display like that? Like meat. She was not part of the lower class. Not this base. Not this shallow. She was supposed to be of higher ideals and higher expectations. What she’d just done was low and dirty. And the more she thought about it, the wetter she became.
Turning away from the mirror, Lane started towards the bathroom, determined to take a shower and scrub herself raw. But the television dinged with a notification and she stopped mid stride, turning slowly to look at what message had been sent.
“Do whatever is asked of you.”
It was simple. Direct. Confusing. And then the door to her room opened and a tall and somewhat rotund individual in an expensive mauve sweat suit walked in. His clothes were high end, tailored and hand sewn from the look of it. He wasn’t fat, but he had a belly that was protruding, the sweat suit jacket just barely covering it as it extended over his waistband. He had a shock of white hair, sagging cheeks and a black leather eye mask on helping to obscure his identity. But Lane knew him. He was the CEO of one of the top brokerages in the city. Three times as rich as her whole family combined and holder of several of her husband’s accounts.
She knew that showing any recognition or even speaking about it was probably against the rules. At least the unspoken rules. This was mostly supposed to be anonymous, at least at parts, unless they deliberately wanted to reveal their identities. If Harold Jordan was wearing a mask, it meant that this part was supposed to be deemed a secret.
Lane was acutely aware she was standing just a few feet from the man, stark naked and still slick and dripping with sweat. The message on the television had told her to do whatever was asked… Lane started to sweat more… barely keeping herself from shaking. It wasn’t a secret that many of the higher ups in most companies and organizations often had twisted tastes. Some vile. Some… just strange. And since they had money and power, they got to indulge. She wasn’t sure what Harold Jordan’s interests were, but she honestly didn’t want to find out…
“On the bed. On your back,” Harold grunted, his voice gravelly.
Lane took a deep breath. Hesitated for only a second. Then stepped back, sat on the bed, and lay back, feet dangling over the edge.
“Legs up. Feet on the bed. Open those pretty legs.”
She was panting heavily now, not just from the exercise she’d just endured, but genuinely worried about what might happen to her.
“That… is a lovely, sweaty pussy.” Harold chuckled and stepped closer, stomach bobbing. With a bit of effort, he knelt down in front of her and leaned in, nose only an inch away from her hairy slit, and started breathing in deep. Smelling her musk, her sweat. “Delicious.” He grumbled.
Lane tried not to cringe. The feeling of the man's heavy breath on her already sweaty privates made her shiver in utter disgust and humiliation.
“Pull up a bit more. Let’s see that lovely pink asshole.”
She wanted to scream. And yet her belly was on fire and she pulled her legs further, opening her ass cheeks wider to display herself completely.
“Lovely. Always knew you had some lovely holes.” Lane heard the man’s sweat suit shuffling and when she looked down between her legs, saw the man pulling them down around his waist, his fat little cock jumping out.
Harold wasted no time, starting to jerk his cock, stepping closer to her. She resisted the urge to scold the man. To tell him to get his pathetic little dick away from her. It was covered in kinky graying pubic hair, a little chubby handful. The very idea that she’d have to subject herself to sex with this man was too much, too far…
Thankfully, he didn’t put it inside. He stopped just bare inches away from her pussy and continued to jerk his cock, groaning softly as he stared down at her upturned exposed holes. “So nice. So pretty. I love painting pretty pussy's like yours. You know, there was a betting war to get to come here. You cost me a pretty penny.”
He thrust his hips forward and flapped his erect cock against her sweat stained slit and made Lane jump, gasping, but she held her position firm.
“Love that sound. A good snap.” He did it again, her pussy dampening the sound only a little due to her pubic bush.
“Might want to shave…” He chuckled, then shook his head. “But there’s several here that like the old school look.” Harold rubbed the chubby tip of his cock along your lips and then smacked it again, continuing to stroke. “Your husband’s a lucky man. Truly is. Part of this process is looks. Can’t tell you how many we’ve rejected on pussy performance alone.”
Lane wanted to ask what that meant. But was nervous. So far, he hadn’t entered her, but there was still the possibility. He’d said he wanted to ‘paint’ her pussy. Hopefully that meant…
Harold started to grunt and his hips thrust forward, his belly bouncing in his shirt. A sudden spurt of spunk shot out of his cock and splattered against Lane’s pussy. It soaked into her hair, dripped down the center of her lips, down along her upturned ass and over her anus. She shivered at the warm, sticky feeling. It was slimy. Slick. She could smell it! His cum was musky. Two more thick spurts shot out, further coating her pussy, making it glaze and drip down.
The old CEO let out a deep satisfied pant. “Beautiful. Beautiful.” He stroked his cock a few more times, making sure to squeeze out any last dribbles of cum, smearing it along Lane’s thigh, and then pulled his sweats back up, and patted her leg. “Good girl. Can’t wait to see you at dinner tonight.”
Without another word, he turned and waddled out of the room, door shutting with a loud kurchunk, leaving Lane in silence. She released her legs, letting them fall, and lay on the bed trying to calm her stomach. It was roiling. Twisting. She felt like she wanted to vomit… but she could feel the spunk on her… dripping, rubbing between her lips. 
With a frustrated grunt, she pushed herself up and stomped to the bathroom, quickly turning the shower on to scalding hot and jumped in, ignoring how the water burned her skin. She grabbed the hundred dollar loofah and quickly shoved it between her legs, scrubbing furiously. Pulling down the shower head, she noticed it had several settings and quickly set it to pulsing rather than a steady stream and pointed it to her pussy as she continued rubbing the rough loofah over her sex.
She desperately wanted to be clean. But she also was painfully aroused. Not by Harold, that man was disgusting through and through, but the situation had been so taboo. So erotic. Beneath her. And somehow that sort of thing was triggering some deep primal feeling. The idea of lowering herself. Debasing herself. Letting that lard of a man shoot his cum all over her and taking it without a single word of protest.
The pulsing spray pounded against her, hot and relentless. The loofah scrubbed against her skin and hair and stimulated her even more. Her orgasm came quickly, making her press herself against the shower wall and moan loud as her legs shook.
An image of Don flashed through her mind. Remembering him sitting there in the audience watching her and talking with another man… what was his name… ah yes, Andrew. She recalled him. What had he been saying? It had clearly been unsettling. She’d seen the set of her husband’s jaw and the slight narrowing of his eyes that she recognized as frustration and displeasure.
But they’d mouthed their commitment to each other. Together. They were still in this. It may have been humiliating. But they were one step closer. And considering how pleased Harold Jordan was when he left, she was hopeful that she and Don were in the front running. They just had to stay firm and steady. They’d get their day to repay this humiliation. It just required patience.
Coming down from her orgasm, Lane quickly washed the rest of herself, scrubbing all the sweat and grime off of her before stepping out and back into the room. The television was displaying a new set of instructions that she read quickly as she sat down on the bed. Her cheeks flamed and eyes narrowed, but she kept her calm.
Patience, Lane. Patience. 
...
Don stood in the private elevator waiting in a neon green speedo that was tight enough to show everything he had to offer and painfully digging in between his ass cheeks. Any other day, he might have actually been cocky. He had a decent sized cock, thick, and the speedo was showing off his bulge in an exaggerated manner. He was in good shape, a light six pack, smooth, flawless skin, firm thighs. There was no question he would turn heads.
If that was all he was going to do, then he might not have been as nervous. But the instructions, beyond the outfit, had been brutally clear. “No Secrets.” What that meant was debatable, but Don was clever enough to figure it out quickly. Whatever was going to happen on the roof at the pool, it was going to expose secrets. Or at the very least, require the truth. Those weren’t always the same thing, and he wasn’t sure which was worse.
Seconds ticked by with the doors staying open as he stood straight-backed, feeling the stretchy nylon digging into his skin. Hopefully, he wouldn’t be getting it wet. If so, then it would get even tighter and give him a worse wedgie. Not the sexual fun kind, but the painful kind like kids got in school. Finally, a door down the hall, across from his room, opened, and he saw his wife step out.
His eyes widened. The outfit this morning had been surprising, and he’d suspected that this afternoon, if he was in this speedo, then the women would probably be wearing something similar. The sight walking before him made him erect in almost an instant. Don had done some research into fashion a few years back for a client and so he was familiar with terms and names of various clothes, some more common than others, but this client had specialized in the more scandalous clothing, having noticed that sales for it were lucrative, discrete, had a much lower return rate, and also cost less to make since more often than not, people were paying more money for less material.
Lane was wearing an extreme micro slingshot g-string thong monokini one-piece swimsuit that was a brilliant metallic neon green similar to Don’s speedo. It was a lot of words to essentially describe three small one inch wide, four inch long strips of material all held in place and together by thin little stings and all tied neatly behind Lane’s neck. Her hair was up in a ponytail and her skin was shining with suntan oil. She was more on display in this outfit than she had been this morning. The spandex may have been see-through, but they covered things completely. Lane was showing so much skin, shining and shimmering, her breasts bouncing with only her nipples covered and her pussy hair peeking and poking out around the thin little strip along her crotch.
Don’s wife was walking confidently, as if she were wearing an expensive business suit instead of nearly nothing. Stepping into the elevator, she turned and stood next to Don quietly, wordlessly, staring back down the hall. Don’s eyes glanced at Lane, seeing that her entire back was exposed, glistening with oil, and her ass split by the strings that held her bottoms in place.
“Eyes up here.” She whispered.
His eyes shot back up and met his wife’s and they both broke out in a grin.
“You okay?” He asked back in a low voice. It wasn’t that talking wasn’t allowed, but they were reasonably sure they were being watched, recorded possibly. They didn’t want anything they said somehow used against them.
Her nod was almost imperceptible. Don’s nod was equally so.
The doors to the elevator closed and began to ascend to the roof.
“Together?” Don whispered.
There was still an opportunity to quit. To stop. After that morning and the humiliation he’d experienced in his room, an older woman had come into his room when he’d returned and instructed him to masturbate and shoot his cum into her palms. She was easily in her seventies, possibly the wife of some older CEO that he couldn’t place. Usually those old men, high up and rich beyond rich, had young trophy wives, or at least mistresses. If they did have a wife that was older or comparable in age, then it was usually a marriage of strategy for wealth and power. Whatever her position or relation, it didn’t matter. She stood in front of Dan, both palms held out, and waited patiently, watching as he jerked off and finally came into her palms, a thick milky pool of sticky seed, which the woman promptly brought to her mouth and licked up.
When it was over, she’d simply left with a satisfied smile on her face. Don, on the other hand, had to swallow back bile and took a long slow shower with lots and lots of soap.
Had something similar happened to Lane? Something worse? They’d have to wait until all of this was over to compare notes.
Lane took in a slow breath through her nose and let it out softly between barely parted lips. “Together.” She whispered and her hand moved, taking hold of Don’s and they squeezed gently just before the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened onto the roof.
Compared to this morning, the roof was much more active. During the afternoon, or at least during this process, all tenets of the building were permitted to use the roof pool and bar. The place was teaming with men and women of many ages and looks, but it was clear they were all of the same sort of wealth. It wasn’t cheap (in rich terms) to have a place in this building. Even so, it still looked like a typical view you’d see at any other adult only pool, except when you looked closer you’d see the expensive earrings, necklaces, watches, sunglasses, shoes, all so high end and showy it was clear these people had money they could have literally burned and not missed it.
Don and Lane stepped out of the elevator, letting their hands drop. The instructions on their screens had been to stay together at all times during lunch, to take up trays of drinks and snacks and serve them to the pool attendees. And that there would be absolutely no secrets.
A woman dressed in a white miniskirt and polo walked up to them, not looking in the least surprised at their attire, holding a tablet. “Mr and Mrs D?” she asked curtly.
Lane’s eyes narrowed a little at the dismissive way she said their names. Don felt the same sort of itch. Their names, even abbreviated as they were, should have been spoken with respect and admiration… perhaps a little fear.
“Yes.” Don replied just as curtly.
Nodding, the woman tapped at the screen. “Mrs. D, you will be serving champagne.” She pointed to a tray that was sitting on a tall table. It was full of glasses of bubbling amber liquid. “Mr. D, you will be serving wine.” Quickly motioning to the bar where there were several bottles of wine read to be served.
A few more taps on her tablet and then looked back up at the couple. “Don’t spill.” With that, she marched off.
Lane grit her teeth and sneered, but quickly settled her face into an impassive mask. A quick glance back at Don and they both went to get their items and then began marching towards the pool.
They made their way around the pool, very aware of the eyes on them. A quick glance around told them that there were five other couples dressed similarly, neon speedos and metallic shiny monokinis, all straining and tight and revealing. Don didn’t have time to take stock of the other interviewees, a middle-aged man in dark swim trunks and a bare hairy chest was laying back in his lounge chair waving them over.
Walking towards the man, Lane made sure to walk with elegance and grace even as the suit made her tits jiggle and ass bounce lewdly and blatantly. Coming up next to the man, her crotch at eye level, she ignored his perverted grin. Surprisingly, his eyes didn’t linger on Lane, they also darted over to Don’s bulge and he gave Don an approving wink. He reached up to take one of the proffered flutes of Champagne.
“New meat. Lovely. Tell me, dear, has that pussy ever had two cocks in it at the same time? Double vaginal?” He lay back, one arm behind his head and the other holding his drink, sipping it and looking up at Lane curiously.
Her cheeks instantly went crimson, and she darted her gaze to Don. They knew about each other’s sexual pasts and many of the adventures they’d had in school. If high schoolers were promiscuous in the regular populace, for the higher ups and rich, the sexual degeneracy was far more scandalous. Don was sure he hadn’t heard everything, just like Lane hadn’t heard about everything he’d done. Now it seemed some of those secrets, simply unspoken, were now going to come to light.
Lane swallowed and took a quick, calming breath. “Yes.” She said simply.
This answer made Don’s cock leap, straining against his speedo painfully. It also made his chest tighten with jealousy and curiosity. Who and when did that happen?
The man let out a pleased groan. “Lovely. I’m sure that was a tight fit. Who was it with?”
Lane stiffened. It was noticeable that her nipples hardened in the thin bikini top. “My World History Professor and his Husband.” She answered.
Don bit the inside of his cheek. He’d met Lane the same year she’d been taking World History. They’d started dating at the tail end of that year. Had this happened while they were dating?
“Wow. So they were bi then. Interesting.” The man tapped his glass with his nail. “Cum inside you?” His eyes were roving over her exposed, glistening skin.
“Yes. Both of them.” She answered, keeping her words simple and her eyes directed away from her husband. 
“Lovely.” He chuckled and sipped at his drink. “You can go.” He shooed them away as if they were typical lowly servants.
It made both of them clench their fists as they moved on to another individual waving them over. The woman was young, draped in jewelry and a very expensive looking black bikini with a white sheer cover up and large-brimmed hat to keep the sun off. She held out her wineglass to Don casually as she looked back to her tablet that was sitting on the table she was lounging by.
“Tell me darling…” she said with what Don quickly clocked as a fake accent, “Have you ever watched a girl get fucked in front of you?” She eyed Don over her large, dark sunglasses.
“Yes.” Don answered. He felt his wife’s eyes on him.
“Was she your partner? This one or otherwise?” She motioned to Lane with her wineglass.
“A girlfriend in my freshman year of college.”
“Oh my, how delicious.” She grinned, sipping at her glass. “Did he cuck you?”
“No. I shared her with him after a frat party.”
The women gave a high end chuckle. “Lovely. Did you like watching more than participating?”
“I enjoyed it, but liked being with her more than just standing by.”
She chuckled. “Good boy. Can’t have men around here being weak, now can we? And by the looks of that fine package, you have a lot to offer. Off with you now.” She waved a heavily ringed hand to dismiss them towards another patron.
This one was a younger man who looked far too stereotypically like a Jersey Beach Bum. “‘well look at yous.” He said pulling himself out of the pool dripping wet as well as adorned in gaudy gold chains all over his hairy chest.
Don tried not to grimace at the accent and grammar that this man was clearly faking, much like the woman and her attempt at an aristocratic accent.
“Fine tits you got.” He snatched a glass from Lane’s tray. “Tell me something, doll. You ever take it up that ass?”
Don saw Lane grit her teeth, almost baring them like a predator, but her voice was calm. “Yes.”
“Damn, I’d love to see that thing bounce on a dick. Bet it looks fine. Ever been airtight?”
Again Lane’s voice was calm. “Once.” She answered.
That wasn’t news to Don. She’d told him about a party she’d gone to once, right before college, that had essentially been an orgy. Not surprising. He’d been to one too.
The man grinned, downing the champagne in one gulp. “Bet you squealed like a pig.”
Lane’s muscles tensed and Don thought for just a second that she was going to smash the tray into the man’s face. But she kept her cool. Her composure. And they quickly moved on to the next patron. 
They approached a man that Dan thought looked familiar. By the way Lane grimaced, it was clear it was someone she knew. Maybe from work? He leaned closed to her as they got closer. “Who is he?”
“HR Rep at the firm. A real sexist pig.” Lane mutteredback, then put on a nice smile when they came within earshot of the man. He was in white swim trunks, his graying hair slicked back and chest bare with lots of curly graying hair.
“Ahh… Mrs D. So lovely to see you here.” He snatched a glass of champagne from the tray. “Tell me something…” He paused for effect. “Have you ever cheated on your husband?”
Lane’s cheeks flared and eyes narrowed slightly but she remained calm. “Once. Two days before our wedding.”
Don did his best to remain calm. This was part of the test. To see how he would react. Could he keep calm? Remain collected? The truth was, he’d suspected she’d cheated before their wedding, but had never been able to confirm it. All he had was circumstantial evidence. Two nights before the wedding he’d wanted to have sex, but Lane had insisted they wait until the honeymoon. It seemed reasonable enough. But when I went to the bathroom later that night, I spied a pair of her panties in the hamper. A silk pink thong that had thick white stains down the middle. It looked exactly like dried cum.
He hadn’t asked her about it. Hadn’t pushed. But had always wondered. And now he had the confirmation.
“Who was it?” The man asked, swallowing his champagne in a quick gulp.
“Derrick Holland.” Lane hesitated and then continued. “My husband’s roommate in college. He was a jackass, but he had a way of charming women. I just wanted to see what all the fuss was about before I committed myself.” Her eyes darted over to her husband, a quick look of reassurance and maybe some guilt. She’d cheated, but it hadn’t been because of cold feet or attraction. It was pure curiosity. The fear of missing something.
Don wasn’t sure that made it better.
The very idea of Derrick having his hands on Lane… doing who knows what to her. He’d walked in on his old roommate a few times when he was in the middle of some sexual conquests. Girls would have words written all over them with lipstick. Things like ‘whore’, ‘slut’, ‘cumdump’. He was never gentle. Once Don had seen a girl getting dressed after and her ass was so red he was sure she wouldn’t be able to sit comfortably for a few days.
It just further confirmed why Lane was resistant to have sex with him before the wedding those couple of days. Derrick had used her.
Don’s stomach clenched and he had to suppress and growl and a sneer.
The gentleman simply smirked, put the empty glass back on the tray, and motioned with his head for them to leave.
As they continued their rounds, they continued answering questions. Many of the secrets, most actually, were sexual in nature. Revealing positions they’d most enjoyed, kinks they preferred, wild things they’d tried and done. Some were simple, like had they ever lied to a client. Lied to their managers or a boss to get ahead or to hide something. Did they cheat on their taxes? Things that could definitely get them in trouble if revealed to the right people. In fact, some of those people might even be members of Cupere and would hear about the things they’d lied about. It was clear some of this, which was no doubt being recorded, could be used as blackmail in the future if needed. It was a devilish and clever move by the members to make sure everyone had something to lose.
When lunch was finally starting to wind down, they walked to their last patrons, who sat at the swim-up bar, an older couple who had graying hair but were still in good shape and looked healthy and vital. The man took the last glass of champagne from Lane’s tray. “Lovely, thank you,” He said with a grin. “Now tell me, do you enjoy sex with your husband?” 
Lane answered quickly. “I do.” It was true.
“But is it the best sex you’ve ever had? Or would you want something, someone, else?” He arched a graying eyebrow.
Lane let out a soft sigh. “It’s not the best. I’d enjoy others if it were an option.”
The truth stung a little, but Don wasn’t so arrogant that he’d thought he was a paragon of sexual prowess.
“Scale of one to ten, how is your dear man in bed?”
Lane had to think for just a moment, her eyes darting to Don and then back to the man. “A six.”
Fury raged in Don’s belly. A six? He’d have thought an 8 if he was being modest. But that felt low considering how Lane acted in the bedroom.
The man nodded and then motioned to the woman at his side. She looked at Don. “What’s the one thing you don’t like about your wife’s body sexually?” 
Don didn’t bother to glance at Lane, his frustration still warm in his veins. “She’s somewhat… lackluster in bed. Prefers missionary and doesn’t do much besides laying there.”
The woman’s eyebrows shot up in curiosity and shock. Lane stiffened but otherwise remained impassive.
“Oh? So a cold fish then?” The man asked with a playful smirk.
His wife elbowed him. “Don’t judge. Some women just aren’t that expressive. Routines can be nice.”
“Oh sure. But that just means the guy has to do all the work. And who get’s blamed if things aren’t so good? The guy. Hardly seems fair.” The man turned to Don. “You should get your wife to loosen up. Marriage is a partnership. You’ve got to split the efforts.”
Don just nodded.
Lane’s cheeks were red, and the look in her eyes was hard to decipher.
The woman rolled her eyes and turned back to the couple. “That will be all dears. You may return to your room and freshen up for tonight's dinner. Order some room service for yourselves.” With that, Don and Lane were dismissed.
They returned the empty wine bottle and tray to the bar and stepped back into the elevator. Once enclosed in the elevator, they both gave soft sighs of relief, but neither of them looked at each other. Maybe it was embarrassment at everything they’d admitted, some known and others not. Maybe it was humiliation. Anger?All the above, most likely. This was going to test their marriage… When all was said and done once they left, they’d have to discuss the things they’d admitted and revealed.
The doors opened onto their hall and they walked shoulder to shoulder to their rooms. Turning towards each other, Lane looked Don in the eye fiercely. “I suppose we will deal with these things later.”
Don nodded, still thinking about the number six.
“Together?” She asked, suddenly a look of nervous anxiety reflected in her gaze.
For a moment, Don hesitated. Who knew what was next? But with all the sexual tension going around, questions and actions, he knew that quite possibly he would be seeing his wife have sex by the end of the night. He might have to participate in some sort of sexual activity as well. Sharing wasn’t a problem. But knowing now that she regarded his prowess so low was… irksome.
“Together.” He finally muttered and leaned in, kissed his wife’s cheek and turned, stepping back into his room to clean up and get ready for the last event of the day.
...
The dining hall is immaculate. Towering dark marble pillars on either side of the large expanse. Floors polished white marble with a shine so clear you could see your reflection. Overhead, the ceiling is painted with frescos that could have rivaled the Sistine Chapel. Tables dotted the landscape, draped in snow white and gold trimmed tablecloths. Silverware and plates, center pieces of beautiful and rare flowers. It was an opulent dinner setting that most would expect to cost upwards of twenty thousand a person to attend. 
Members were already milling about, a soft rumbling of hushed discussions, muted laughter, and a thick smell of alcohol, cigar smoke, mixed with the smell of the food being served. Dishes of lamb and steak and chicken, prepared by some of the finest chefs in the city.
Lane had been to several dinners like these. But this was different in one very clear way. All the women wore lingerie. The men were dressed in distinguished, well-tailored suits, but every woman, no matter her station or membership status, was adorned in lace, silk, latex, cotton, chains, pearls, spandex, lycra, and all other manner of materials. Some women’s tits were completely exposed, the cup less corsets or bras pushing them up. A few women she spied had nipple tape, or even diamonds glued to their nipples, making them shine and glitter in the lights coming from the many chandeliers.
Asses were on full display. Labia puffed out between tight thongs or around flawless pearls. Hair was done up beautifully. Skin was glowing from recent spa treatments. Skin flashed. Tantalized. Enticed. Some of the women held themselves slightly higher than others, and though they walked around on heels that looked precariously high, with tits and asses bouncing and jiggling, they seemed untouchable. The opulent dinner was more than just an interview, it was a chance to show off the various trophy wives the men of the club were in possession of. And yes, it was possession. They were being paraded. Put on display. The lingerie was so elegant but revealing and erotic it was all meant to make each and every other person in the room jealous. Perhaps even to entice them into discussions about business deals and how those women might be a part of it, even if they were just the eye candy while the details were arranged.
Lane quickly spotted the other five women she’d been with on stage and at the pool with earlier in the day. Their outfits varied in style, but all were as equally exposing as her own. She’d been given a choice of lingerie to wear in the closet, the one choice she’d gotten to make today. It had been difficult, because she wasn’t sure what might be expected of her. In the end she’d chosen the lace bodysuit top with Swarovski crystals that dangled and looped around her breasts, her nipples dark and pink just barely hidden behind them. The bottoms were a sheer thong of black lace and mesh clinging tightly to her mons and up between her cheeks. The garter belt around her waist was solid black and shimmered like oil, connecting to dark black stockings and three inch black heels.
As she walked next to Don, the crystals clicked along with her heels. He had his arm out and she was holding it gracefully. Men eyed her. Women observed her. This was something she was used to as well, others watching and weighing and measuring her by the brands she wore, but this was clearly a different level of inspection. They were looking at things they’d most likely glimpsed during breakfast and lunch. But now it was more fancy, more clear, and much closer.
They made their way towards a table that they’d been instructed to report to. Don was supposed to sit and converse with anyone that came by. Much like lunch, he had to answer any questions asked and be honest. Lane, on the other hand, was to make rounds through the dining hall and allow members to pull her aside for any activity they wanted. Squeezing her husband's hand for a moment, she leaned down and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “We can do this.” She whispered.
He nodded and kissed her cheek in return.
Lane walked away, leaving Don alone.
...
The first person to stop Lane was a man she recognized as a fairly prominent lawyer for one of the more profitable design companies. He was sipping scotch, leaning back in his chair, motioning her over with a finger like she was some floozy waitress in a dive bar. Lane was growing tired of this treatment. Once she was a member… the wheels in her head were turning with all the wicked ideas of how she’d get back at these men and women who had so thoroughly demeaned her. Even though she was sure they’d been treated the same in order to gain admittance, it didn’t matter. That was them. This was her.
But that would have to wait.
She sauntered over to the man and stopped in front of him, but before she could even utter a word, he had fished a piece of ice out of his scotch on the rocks, reached over to pull her panties open and slipped the slick ice cube down into them, letting them snap back and hold the ice against her labia making her gasp.
It pressed against her pubic hair, making it slick, the cool drops as it melted, slipping between her lips and down the slopes of her pussy towards her ass.
The man grinned up at her, tipped his glass in salute, and then waved her off.
Fists clenched, she turned and walked away, feeling the cube rubbing against her, melting slowly but steadily and giving her chills, goosebumps, and yet it was thrilling and almost arousing in a torturous kind of way.
Lane witnessed another woman bend over a table, she wore a brilliant blue set of panties and bra that were intricate silk lace, delicate… The man was ripping the bottoms and exposing her asshole. Then he took a butter knife, cut a slice of thick, rich butter, and smeared it between her cheeks. “Gotta butter these buns.” The man was laughing. The woman was cringing and trying not to shake.
The next person that got Lane’s attention was an elegant older woman who reminded Lane of those old fifties movie stars. She wore a silver bodysuit with a modest neckline but a plunging back that exposed just the tiniest bit of her ass crack. It was sparkling, refined, and clearly made of real spun silver. She motioned Lane to come over.
“My dear, that is a lovely outfit. In my younger days I could definitely have pulled that off but I’m afraid I sag far too much up top these days.” She chuckled warmly. “I see our dear Toby has already greeted you.” She motioned with a silver manicured fingernail at Lane’s panties with the now swiftly melting ice.
“I supposed I have ma’am.” She replied stiffly.
“Don’t be too offended. Be glad he didn’t put it in your asshole like he did with one of the girls last year.” She rolled her eyes and brushed back her graying hair. “Man’s a strange one. Though you’ll be finding a lot of strange ones here. Money and lack of consequences will do that to people.”
The woman turned more fully to face Lane, reaching out a delicate finger tracing her nail along the crystals of Lane’s top and just barely grazing her nipple. “You really are lovely. Should you be accepted, I’d love to invite you to the spa sometime. I believe we’d have a good time.” She tapped her nail against Lane’s erect nipple and smiled. “Now, go and mingle, my dear. Be on your best behavior.”
Lane gave the woman a nod, the first somewhat pleasant person she’d met this entire process, and continued her circuit around the room.
She watched as other women were subjected to acts that were degrading, erotic, and dirty. A shorter brunette had a man pluck a flower from one of the centerpieces, pulled her panties aside and put the lily between her pussy lips. Another was made to stand on a chair and rub herself in her panties, fingering roughly and moving at the man’s orders until she came. One woman was bent over a man’s lap and he spanked her every few seconds before taking the cork from one of the wine bottles the waiters were holding and stuck it right up her ass. Every woman was displayed, played and humiliated. Lane saw a couple with tears in their eyes. There was no way they would make it through this process.
But she would. She’d make it through. Nothing was going to stop her.
Waiters eyed the women. Those of lesser stations getting eyefuls that Lane didn’t think they deserved. Some got waved over and were made to stand in a line while a tall mousy brown haired white jerked them off into her panties. She went through five waiters before the member told her to stop, scoop up the cum from the gusset of her panties and eat it. She did it calmly but with hell fire in her eyes.
She noticed another wife was kneeling between two other waiters, jerking them off with her face turned up, aiming their cocks at her chest. It didn’t take long for them to burst and cover her ample cleavage.
Lane watched it all with calculated fascination. It was humiliating, but also so erotic she couldn’t help but feel wetness between her lips, and not from the ice cube. She grit her teeth and turned her attention back to her own task. Let the others deal with their situation. She was going to get through this with her head held high and her pride intact.
...
Don wasn’t sitting alone long before someone pulled up a chair beside him and sat down with an exaggerated sigh. Jerome Whitmore leaned forward, elbows on the table like a barbarian, a whisky in his hand smiling at Don. “Nice to see you here Mr. D. Was wondering when you’d get the invite.”
Jerome was a colleague at work, though not directly involved in the same projects, they often crossed paths with various issues as well as just when getting coffee from the cafe or dining hall. He was a decent sort, though a bit young and arrogant. His money was old. Older than old. And the silver spoon in his mouth and up his butt was very apparent. He had dark brown hair that was slicked back, dark brown eyes and a perpetual shit-eating grin that somehow managed to charm and to repulse all at the same time.
“Of course we got the invite.” Don replied, though in his mind he felt that they should have gotten in much sooner. But sometimes even the rich and the powerful were at the whims of others, whether they liked it or not.
Sipping his whisky, Jerome bobbed his head in agreement. “Of course. So, how ya feeling? I know most of the rough treatments on the wife with these things, but that can take a toll on the fella as well. Seeing his prize on display and getting flashed about.”
Their eyes went to where Lane had come to stand on the other side of the dining hall. She was sitting on the table in front of a younger man, most likely some trust fund brat by the look of him. Her legs were spread wide as she leaned back on the table and pulling her panties open to allow them man to pour his glass of champagne down her stomach, letting it trickle down over her belly button and down to her pussy, dripping and then soaking into the panties and finally beginning to drip into the man’s lingering upturned mouth. It was a messy affair. Champagne dripped everywhere, most of it not even making it into the man’s mouth, instead splashing to the marble floor.
Nearby, a waiter was standing by with a towel, observing calmly, waiting for things to finish so he could clean.
To her credit, Lane’s face was impassive, eyes closed, breathing calmly as the cool champagne splashed through her panties and over her vagina. When the glass was empty, the gentleman put it down on the table and grabbed a silk napkin, whipping his face clean and tossing it at Lane, across her stomach. Don was too far away from them to hear what he said, but Don gathered he was telling his wife to clean up and then walking away as if she were some common whore.
Don memorized the man’s looks, planning to find out just who he was and make him pay for the disgrace he’d just given to his wife. Though Lane was probably planning the same thing. Perhaps they could partner on this and make the man suffer even more for the indignation.
Lane slipped off the table, adjusted her panties with a small grimace and walked away towards another table. The waiter appeared in a flash, quickly wiping the floor clean so no one would slip.
Jerome whistled and gave a chuckle. “Bet that tasted good. Though I’d have done it a bit differently. He was way too messy.”
Don didn’t reply.
“So, have you figured out who you’re going to offer her panties to?”
Don licked at his lips thoughtfully. Part of the instructions for the night had been that towards the middle of the evening, the couples had to determine whom they would give the wife’s panties to. She would hand them off and the member could do as they pleased with them for the next couple of hours. At the end of the night, the wife had to put the panties back on no matter what had been done to them. Any hesitation or show of disgust would be automatic disqualification. This would be the last task before the final event.
They’d had a quick quiet discussion about whom they might trust handing Lane’s undergarment to. No doubt there were many, many things that might happen to them, and whomever they chose would probably do something, even if it was just dipping them in champagne or something. Though that seemed to have already been covered just a moment ago. This whole day had been one teasing humiliation after another and it was wearing on them. If there was any way to lessen the degeneracy being done to them, they wanted to take advantage of it.
Don let his eyes look over at Jerome. He was a prickly sort of person to be around, but he handled his duties with skill and didn’t have any complaints or issues to speak of, which was saying something in the cutthroat world they worked in. Maybe he could make his coworker a deal? Was that allowed? It most certainly hadn’t been forbidden.
“Jerome…” Don began slowly. “Maybe you’d be interested in holding onto Lane’s undergarments for the evening?” Just saying the words twisted Don’s heart.
The man raised a curious eyebrow and quirked a smile. “Oh? Is that an offer, or are you asking?”
“A bit of both. We know each other well enough. And I feel as if we could trust you. I understand you’re probably under orders to do…something… with the underwear if it’s given to you, but I think maybe you’d be the least objectionable choice.” 
That was mostly true. But Don didn’t really want to give Lane’s underwear away to anyone. There was something truly intimate about a woman’s undergarments. The fact that they were pressed to her most sacred and sensitive spots. A place that was supposed to be reserved for the husband. The partner. But now he was being forced to give a piece of what was his away. To trust it to someone else. And though Jerome seemed… mostly trustworthy, Don didn’t for a second believe that the man was all good intentions and pure of spirit.
It ate at Don. Like something was gnawing at his insides. He’d already suffered several blows to his ego and pride today. This was just more icing on the cake. He wasn’t sure how much more he could endure. But… he would endure it. They both would. Victory would be theirs and nothing was going to stop them, even if it meant literally handing a man something so precious and intimate.
Jerome tapped at his whisky glass, eyes off watching Don’s wife. She was now standing before an older gentleman, bent at the waist, her ass out towards him. He was placing a flute of champagne between her buttocks, seeing if they were firm enough and tight enough to hold it steady. Don wasn’t surprised at all that the glass was held tightly between her cheeks. She stayed in that position for a few minutes as the man chatted with others at his table, taking it from between her cheeks at times to sip and then returning it, as if she was some sort of cup holder.
“I think I can manage that.” Jerome finally replied with a grin.”
Don nodded. He felt he couldn’t make a full deal of some kind, but he hoped the man understood the subtext in what was being offered. You take care of this and you’ll be looked on with favor down the line.
The man finally emptied his glass and put it back on the table, giving Lane’s ass a hard slap, dismissing her. Her fiery eyes found her husband’s, and he waved her over. She came quickly, doing her best to ignore, but not look like she was ignoring, people trying to get her attention.
Once back at the table, she stood next to Don, her breath coming in slow and steady through her nose. It was clear she was furious, but doing an excellent job at hiding it.
“Ms. D, Jerome here has kindly agreed to take your panties for the evening until the final ceremony. Are you in agreement?” Don asked, taking his wife's hand.
She looked at him for a moment, and then let her gaze shift to Jerome, who was smiling up at Don’s bride with kind, but clearly interested eyes. “How about it?” Jerome downed the last of his whisky. “Feel like trusting me with your most intimate piece of clothing?”
Lane looked to her husband one last time, saw his gaze of certainty and then nodded. “Of course.”
“Then step over here and let's get those off you.” Jerome pushed his chair out so that Lane could come to stand in front of him.
Squeezing Don’s hand, she slipped away from him and came to stand before Jerome. The man leaned forward, looking closely at Lane’s panties. Inspecting how they clung to her sex. His finger traced along the edges and then made its way to her center moving down and under up between her ass cheeks, slipping his finger under the thong and pulling it out from between her cheeks. “You look absolutely lovely.” Jerome said with a kind and yet mocking smile.
“I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t excited to get these off you. But I’m torn. They look so good on you. But I’m sure they’ll look good in my pocket too.” He chuckled, bringing his hands to Lane’s hips and gently pulling at the waistband. “Wiggle your hips a bit. These are tight.”
Lane did as he said, wiggling her hips slightly as he started to peel the panties off of her. They were already damp from the ice, champagne and her own juices. She tried to look as dignified as possible as her wet panties came down.
“Fucking beautiful.” Jerome said with a tight, hungry grin. “This has been hidden for far too long. I’m going to need to see it much more after this. Think we could come up with an arrangement?” He was chuckling, but there was a sense that he truly wanted to make a deal.
Don watched his wife’s ass flex as the panties slipped from between them and down her thighs, exposing herself to him in a way he’d seen often over the years but never got tired of. She carefully stepped out of the thin garment and let Jerome take them. The sense of jealousy and yet… arousal he was feeling at seeing this coworker take his wifes panties. His face inches from her pussy. Talking about it like there was some sort of contract they could work out to let him gaze on it more often. It was making Don’s cock harden, but also his stomach twist. He was fine with men looking at his wife, she was beautiful. A true Trophy Wife but not a bimbo or some brainless young girl only around for the money. She had the looks and the brains and the cunning. The entire package.
Jerome was looking at her like something he could pick off the rack at a high end store. Something he could buy. After the revelation earlier about Lane’s infidelity before their wedding, all because of a business deal, he wondered if Lane might be willing to agree to some sort of arrangement. Could they use this to their advantage? Then again, could Don handle sharing his wife like that? Doing it for this interview was one thing… but for every day business… that was something they were going to have to discuss.
“I’ll take good care of them.” Jerome said, opening his jacket and slipping the damp garment into an inside pocket.
“We are sure you will,” Don replied, trying not to think about what Jerome might do or the fact that his wife was now bottomless and the night was still long from over.
...
The night progressed slowly. Lane was forced to make the rounds without panties now and got several looks, most appreciating her blonde haired bush. Others let their eyes rove over her ass as it bounced. She could feel the gazes, the judgements, the desires of the people watching. It was equal parts thrilling and humiliating and to Lane’s horror, she was realizing that she somewhat liked the mixture.
Men called her over to their tables, one having her stand in front of him, legs apart so he could run his fingers up and down her labia. He didn’t push his fingers inside, thankfully, but the stimulation alone made her wet and the man got her juices all over his fingers, which he promptly dipped into his drink, stirred and then drank it down while looking her straight in the eye.
Another made her bend over his knee while he was talking to a table full of members. He caressed her upturned ass and every few seconds would give her a quick, hard spank, then caress and soothe, then spank again, making her yelp every time. Before he finally had her get up, his hand went between her legs, moving over her to gauge her arousal. Satisfied, he had her get up and dismissed her like nothing had happened.
An older member with thinning hair and wrinkles that not even botox could cure, motor-boated her. Making her bend so he could push his face between her tits, into the draping crystals and let his nose and cheeks and lips rub against her for a solid minute before leaning back with a satisfied sigh.
Some fondled her in various ways. Grasping her ass. Fondling her tits. Rubbing her pussy or her stomach. One had her sit on the table, put her bare feet on his thighs, allowing him to look at her pussy, unobstructed, all while his hands toyed with her toes and feet. She wasn’t sure which the man liked more, her vagina or her feet. She also wasn’t sure if it mattered.
Nearly an hour passed and by the time an announcement was made for the prospective members to take the stage, Lane was soaking wet and dripping down her thighs. Not just from the attention she’d been given, but from the entire experience. She’d been able to catch glimpses of her husband, sitting at the table talking with various members that came up to him. Sometimes his expression was even and calm. Other times, she could tell he was holding back frustration or even disgust. He was in the same sort of boat she was, though far less sexually exposed. But who knew what was being discussed? What questions were asked of him and what he was having to endure, simply sitting and watching his lovely wife get manhandled and used.
Was it exciting him like it was her? Was he jealous? Or had they both just discovered some deep - seated things about their sexuality and desires that might have to be explored at a later date?
All those questions would have to be addressed when the night and the interview were over.
At the behest of the well-dressed man on stage, beckoning the interviewees to come take their place on the stage, both husbands and wives. Lane made her way over, Don quickly joining her and twining his fingers into hers.
“Together?” He asked quietly out of the corner of his mouth.
Lane was shaking with need. Even as humiliated as she felt, all the stimulation and attention had made her pussy burn with want. She had to see this through. Everything in her was shaking from being put on edge, but she wasn’t going to let that be the master of her. She was going to see all of this to the end and be victorious. Then she could focus, along with her husband, on finding ways to get back at all of these people for what they'd done to her.
Funny how she so desperately wanted to be a part of this club for its status and the doors and opportunities it would open. But hated and wanted to break down the people that made the club what it was. Her life was nothing if not filled with paradoxes.
“Together.” She said firmly, almost a quiet snarl.
Don nodded, and they stepped up onto the stage together. Other couples followed, all six on stage standing side by side and facing the large dining hall and all the members with their judging eyes and arrogant smiles. This would be one, if not the, final test of the evening. They had to stay strong and stay collected.
The man standing at the microphone began to motion to those lined up behind him, speaking eloquently and excitedly. “As you all know, we have prospective members tonight. Earlier, they were instructed to hand off their panties to a lucky member. Now it’s time for them to get those panties back. Will those members that received a garment please come to the stage and put them back on our lovely applicants?”
Don stepped back as four men (including Jerome) and two women came up on stage, all holding various kinds of panties. They each stepped up behind one of the women, Jerome stepping in front of Don, looking back briefly with a little wink. Don couldn’t see what had been done with the panties, hopefully nothing too untoward, but it seemed he was going to be left in the dark, facing the man’s back as he bent down to help slip the panties back on.
Lane kept her eyes up, afraid to look down. Unsure if she was allowed to look or not. She took careful steps to allow Jerome to put her panties back on, feeling the light caress of damp lace sliding up along her thighs. Lane suppressed a cringe. She felt the warmth before it touched her. Jerome pulled the panties up around her hips, letting them snap into place. The feeling of slick, warm, sticky cum pressed to her pubic hair and pussy.
“Sorry, I couldn't resist cumming in such a pretty lady’s panties. Plus, knowing my cum is against that lovely pussy is too big of a turn on to pass up.” Jerome put his hands on her shoulders, leaning in and whispering the words. “How do you like it? I put two loads in it just for you.” His chuckle was grating in Lane’s ear.
The feeling of that slick spunk against her, pressing and oozing and sliding along her privates, was making her… it was making her excited. Yes, she was embarrassed, mostly because she was standing before an audience of nearly a hundred people, watching as her soiled panties were pressed to her sex, that had already been toyed with all night. But had she been in private… there was no doubt in her mind that she would be masturbating, letting that cum make her slick and using it to fuck herself. This past day had triggered something inside and she knew it wasn’t going to stop after the interview was over.
She tried to keep her face schooled to calm and complacent. Apparently she did better than a couple of the other women at her side. Whispers and chuckles and camera flashes filled the hall and with a quick glance Lane saw one of the women next to her, a shorter brunette, nearly crying. Another quick look told her that the woman’s panties had been dipped in what looked like chocolate from one of the chocolate fountains on either side of the dining hall. It was dripping in thick, viscous globs down her thighs. If it was still warm or cooling, Lane wasn’t sure, but it was clearly uncomfortable and the woman was barely holding it together.
Lane was positive this woman wasn’t going to make it into the club. She was being too emotional. Part of the point of all of this was to show you had stamina, poise, that you could face any sort of treatment and come out as if nothing had happened. It was important in the business world to convey the kind of solemnity that brought to mind a level head and an air of control and self assuredness.
Another woman was trembling. Her panties were covered in cum, like Lane’s, but it was clear there was a great deal more. Possibly loads from multiple people. It was thick and dripping, much like the chocolate. Lane suppressed a grimace.
“Wonderful!” The announcer laughed. “Well done, well done!” He clapped. “Now comes the final portion of our night. Since dinner commenced, we’ve held a silent auction.” the man paused for dramatic effect, turning to face the six women and their husbands. “This auction was for the highest three bidders for each interviewee.”
Lane listened intently, but before the words even left the announcer's mouth, she understood what was about to happen and mentally steeled herself for what she was about to be subjected to.
“We have the final tallies in for each lovely lady and now we will allow our winning bidders to come up and do as they please with our lucky prospective members!”
Claps and applause and cheers and whistles filled the hall. Several people got up from their places at tables and stepped to the sides, mostly men, coming up towards the stage.
Lane knew this would happen. Knew that at some point she’d have to have some sort of sex. Cupere was more than just a club of aristocrats and the uber rich. It was a club of indulgence. Of earthly delights. Some of those delights were shared among members, but others still were facilitated by the club. Things the lower tiers of society could only dream of in their most depraved of wet dreams. Whatever happened now would only be a drop in the bucket of the possibilities she and Don would be allowed to indulge in. But first… first she had to be the one to indulge the others. And Don was going to have to watch.
Jerome hadn’t left the stage. He stepped up behind Lane and wrapped his arms around her, cupping her breasts under the dangling crystals. “I kept one load in reserve just for this,” He whispered.
Lane suppressed a shiver.
Torrance Myers, her family doctor, stepped up in front of her, already undoing his tie as he smiled at her wickedly and with a lust in his eyes that made her shiver. “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve thought about this. Your pussy has been one of my favorites to look at when you come in for your appointments. So tight and plump. It has just been begging for me to sink my cock into it.” His grin was salacious. Lane wanted to slap him, but she didn’t dare move. Not when she was so close to the finish line. 
Once Dr. Myers’s tie was free, he quickly looped it around Lane’s neck and tightened just enough to make her gasp.
Another man appeared to her left, one she didn’t recognize and couldn’t put a name to, his slacks already open and his sizable penis out being stroked.
Without a word, Dr. Myers pulled the tie, now a collar, so Lane was forced to bend down, being guided to the third man’s cock.
“Open up.” The man encouraged, and Lane obeyed. She tried to push her mind away, to let instinct and desire simply take hold and let her consciousness drift away while this happened. But it was impossible. She was hyper aware of all the eyes on her. Of the other women on stage with other men and women beginning to grope and kiss and use those being interviewed.
Her lips opened and the man’s cock slipped inside. It was warm and salty with sweat, filling her mouth as he put his hand on the back of her head and began to guide her up and down on him. Jerome continued to grope her breasts as they swayed while she was bent. Dr. Myers stepped behind her, still holding the tie, pulling it to make Lane choke slightly as she swallowed the other man’s cock. Her doctor’s cock was out now too and rubbing against her messy panties along her valley between her thighs.
Lane panted, eyes shut as she sucked the best she could while being moved back and forth.
Groans and gasps started filling the dining hall. The stage rocked with the movements of the members of what was quickly becoming an orgy, or maybe a gangbang? Lane wasn’t sure how to classify it.
Before she knew it, her panties had been pulled down around her thighs. She was moved so the whole audience could see her ass and spread legs, pussy dripping Jerome’s cum in long sticky strings down her legs and between her lips and the panties. Dr. Myers slapped his cock against her ass as she continued giving the man in front of her a blow job.
Jerome stepped up next to the other, his cock out, grabbing hold of Lane’s hair and moving her from one cock to his. “Good girl.” He muttered, and she swallowed him while holding back a sharp retort. She was no girl. But that would have to be declared later.
A cock slid inside her pussy. She moaned loud around Jerome’s cock as the other man was slapping his against her swaying tits. Having been edged all evening, she couldn’t hold back her orgasm. Her legs shook, the Doctor holding her hips firmly as he sank every inch inside her pussy. She felt his skin against hers. He was raw. He began to move back and forth, angled so the audience could see him inside her. Spanking her ass every few strokes.
Words drifted in and out. Lane couldn’t make much sense of them. Some were from the audience, calling out encouragement. Some were from the members on stage giving instructions, taunts, laughs, moans and grunts of pleasure. Pussys were licked, fucked. Asses spanked, penetrated. Tits were twisted and slapped.
A brief glimpse to her left and Lane saw the brunette that had been near tears riding a man reverse cowgirl, another man over her thrusting inside her pussy while the one below her was in her ass. The third was a woman, and she held the woman’s face to her pussy, making her lick and suck at the lips and clit.
Lane felt her doctor start to fuck her in earnest as she was made to alternate between Jerome and her third, sucking one after the other, making them groan and grin. Her hips were pulled back into Dr. Myers, his thighs slapping against her as he thrust deeper, making her pussy drip from all the arousal she’d been holding onto all night.
“Yeah…yes fuck. Your pussy is so good. I knew it would be.” Lane tried not to think about how this man had seen her at her most vulnerable, seeing her nude and checking up on her when she was sick. Now he was balls deep inside her and clearly driving himself towards his own orgasm. “Mmmm I hope you’re on the pill because my cum has been known to be fairly potent.” The man chuckled. “I’ve got a few little surprises running around from some notable patients.”
Bent over and unable to look back, Lane tried to keep calm. She was on birth control. But she wouldn’t put it passed those in the club to have possibly spiked a drink or food with something that might negate her medication. They were capable of anything and Lane getting pregnant during a club interview would be something they would be able to hold over her forever. Always the question, who was the father? She did her best to shake it off and concentrate on what was happening now, not what might be happening later.
“Time to switch?” The voice was from the stranger and without argument, her doctor pulled out from her pussy with a slick pop and the other man quickly replaced him. He was a bit thicker and stretched Lane’s pussy wider, making her gasp, which her doctor then filled her mouth with his slick cock. She tasted her own juices and the mixture of Jerome’s cum from her panties. He held the tie around her neck and pulled her against him.
“Like that Mrs D. Like that. Swallow it all.” Lane moaned. Her eyes briefly sought out her husband, but she couldn’t see him in the crowd of bodies.
Jerome pulled at her ass cheeks, opening her up and spitting on her asshole.
After a minute of her third fucking her, they switched again. Jerome slid inside her and moaned deep, hand on her back guiding her back and forth. “Good. Good. So fucking talented.”
“What do you think?” Her doctor muttered, pushing Lane’s head down further so her nose was buried in the man’s sweaty pubic hair.
“She’s got the body for sure. And her cunt is fucking tight.” The other man slapped his cock against her tits.
“Oh, shit, she’s got my vote. Look at how she’s gripping me!” Jerome laughed.
Lane’s stomach twisted. She wanted to sneer and snarl at these men as they were using her. More chatter drifted to her through the grunts and groans. Talks of talent. Of demeanor. How the women were taking it. How good they looked with cock or pussy. They were weighing and measuring and judging. Declaring votes. Whether that would hold up in the actual election was up for debate, but she felt if they were stating their vote now, it wouldn’t change.
The three men moved in a circle around her, swapping places. Pussy, mouth, tits. Over and over for a solid few minutes before she was finally guided down to all fours. Dr. Myers slipped in under her, eye to eye, grabbing her hips and guiding her pussy back down on his cock with a deep groan. Jerome squatted down behind her, spitting on her asshole again, and rubbed his cock against her before slowly pushing into her ass. As she gasped in pleasure and pain, the other man held the makeshift collar and pulled her to his cock, making her airtight.
She rocked on them. Sucking, fucking, throwing her ass back against Jerome. Sweating and slick with spit and juices, she moaned and began to lose herself in the never ending pleasure of being fucked. She felt the eyes on her. People filming her. Would they keep these videos? Would they be forced to delete them? Maybe they gathered them up and put them into a file. Lane didn’t have time to consider all the possibilities, but knew that if they were doing this with her, then most likely there was evidence of what had happened to every member. She might be able to use that one day.
Her ass became red and raw from the slaps of Jerome’s hands and thighs as he went deep inside her ass. Dr. Myers was thrusting hard and deep into her tight pussy, balls slapping against her. Her mouth and throat were full of cock as she was pulled and pushed down. Glug glug glug!
Time ceased to mean anything. Eventually, they swapped places. Jerome sliding into her pussy. Doctor into her mouth. Stranger into her asshole. They circled and used her over and over. She felt raw and burning and red and then finally…finally, they came. Jerome shot his cum deep inside her pussy, whispering in her ear that she might be having his little Jerome Jr. running around soon. If that happened, would Don be able to handle raising another man’s child? Could Lane bear it?
The stranger’s load burst deep in her asshole. Dr. Myers shot his into her throat, making her drink every drop. It sounded as if everyone had managed to time their orgasms together. The stage filled with moans and cries. Gasps and choking coughs as cum was shot into holes and throats and over tits and asses and faces. The whole area was thick with the smell of sex and cum and sweat and champagne and cigar smoke.
Lane was dizzy from it and her own continual orgasms. She’d lost count at six. Never in her life had she cum so many times in a single session. Her whole body was exhausted. Shaking. Drenched with sweat and spit and juices and now cum dripping from her lips and down her thighs and ass as the men moved to slide out of her.
Before she could make a move of her own. Dr. Myers moved her so that she was on all fours, ass out to the crowd as they all began to cheer and clap, flashes and snaps from cameras mixing with the raucous crowd. Her holes were on full display, gaping and dripping semen. Somehow, she managed to lift her head and finally found Don. He was standing at the back of the stage, staring at her, his face red, his pants a mess from cumming while watching.
Don mouthed, “I love you”.
Lane blushed and took slow breaths trying to calm down her raging heart. “I love you.” She mouthed back.
Whatever the announcer said after that was lost to her by the roar in her ears from her pounding heart and rushing blood. Dizzy and exhausted, in a few blinks, Lane found herself back in her small room. How she’d gotten there she couldn’t remember. It didn’t really matter, anyway.
Don was there with her. Helping her get undressed. Guiding her into the shower and assisting her in cleaning herself off, scrubbing off the grime and cum and sweat. Washing her hair. Treating her delicately and lovingly. As a couple, they were mostly reserved and very businesslike, but Lane did love Don. He was a sweet man. A good man. Ruthless when it came to business, but when it came to those he cared for, he was a gentle soul. That’s what made him so appealing and dangerous. Those that were always harsh never got very far without making so many enemies that they eventually got pulled down. Don could make friends, allies, those that would be loyal when the time came for the attack.
As her husband gently scrubbed her stomach with the sudsy loofah, she reached out and took his face in her hands and kissed him. Slow. Deep. Firm. Their tongues twisted softly, water falling all over them. She hitched up one of her weary legs up around his hips and he easily slid inside her. “Oh…” she gasped. Her pussy was sore beyond words, but she wanted Don. She needed him. Not exactly for sex, she was satisfied on that front. What she needed was connection. On stage she’d been used, now she needed to be touched, valued.
Don held her by the ass and guided her up and down slowly. Kissing under the shower spray. It wasn’t long. They were both exhausted and stretched thin. A few minutes of slow love making. A soft orgasm rushing through Lane’s veins. Don cumming inside her as he held her tightly, and then it was over. They finished rinsing off and went to the bed, quickly collapsing and falling into a deep dreamless sleep.
...
Lane and Don left the same way they arrived. The whole next day after the dinner they were allowed to remain in their room. Given room service. Allowed to sleep and rest and then in the evening instructed to get dressed and proceed to the elevators where they would be escorted out to a car that would take them home.
No word on if they’d been accepted yet. That would come later. When? They weren’t told. It was infuriating, but it was one last little piece of control that the club was asserting.
Dressed in a dark suit, Don joined Lane in the hall as they exited their rooms. Lane had chosen a lovely dark blue dress, more modest than the one she’d arrived in, but still tight in all the right places to show off her curves. She took her husband's arm, and they walked to the elevators like they were strolling to a senator’s banquet.
Once in the small space, the doors closed, they both took a slow and deep breath.
“Well?” Don asked quietly.
Lane stayed quiet for a moment as the elevator made its slow way back down to the lobby. “I’m fine.” She said eventually.
Don nodded. “We can talk about it later.”
She nodded and held a bit tighter to his arm. “Just so you know…” She looked over at him with a sly smile. “Last night was definitely a ten.” 
Don snorted in a laugh, leaned over and gave Lane a soft kiss on the cheek. “You’re always a ten to me.”
She blushed and they turned back to the doors. Waiting for them to open. The lobby was quiet and outside the streets were dark as they walked out to the waiting town car, slipping in and settling into the leather seats. They left the building quietly and with no fanfare. The car pulled away and started to drive back to their apartment across town.
Lane held her husband’s hand as the city lights passed in blinking flashes. They’d have to wait again. At the whim of people they might or might not know. Deciding their fate after they’d subjected themselves to humiliation and judgment. But they were confident that they’d be admitted. They were Davison’s. They wouldn’t be denied.
As they drove quietly into the night, Lane turned to Don, and their eyes met. A quiet agreement slipped between them in the silence. When this was over… they would make those that had pushed them so far down, pay.
“Together.” Lane’s smile was wicked.
Don nodded, the fire and fight in his eyes burning bright. “Together.”
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