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Chapter 1

I set my elbows close and slid my arms under her thighs. My mouth was close enough to her pussy that my breath would titillate as I talked. My wife's expression was hopeful as she stared down her tummy at me. I may not be great at a lot of things but I am great at eating pussy. I met her eyes over the top of her mons.

"Tell me," I repeated. "No judgements, Paige. Anything goes. You're safe with me. We've been married for years and yet I have no idea. What are your favorite sexual fantasies?"

She bit her bottom lip.

"I'm nervous," she said.

"I'm your husband, Baby. I'm supposed to know these things about you. We're supposed to know these things about each other. That's how we build trust and intimacy."

"I know, Eddy, but I was raised to be a lady and some of my thoughts are kind of perverted."

"That sounds intriguing. Share some."

She exhaled an exasperated sigh.

"You promise you won't judge?"

"I promise. I swear. The way I see things is this: our thoughts are our own. Our behaviors we owe to each other but our mind belongs to us. You're free to think whatever you wish to think. Now, tell me."

I gently kissed her clit for encouragement.

"That is so distracting," she said. "Do you want to hear or not?"

"Sorry. I do. Go on."

She took a deep breath.

"I'm not like most of my girlfriends," she began. "They talk about getting roses and romantic walks on the beach at night. Those are the things that get them hot. Not me. I think about raw sex."

"Interesting. Me too. Continue."

"Of course you do, you're a guy. Most girls don't think like me."

"Tell me more. Give me an example."

"All right. Tell me again you won't judge me."

"I swear I won't."

"Okay. Sometimes, I imagine I get pulled over for a ticket and the cop is really hot. He explains I can go to court and pay but my fine will be huge. He goes on to suggest I can get out of the fine right now, by paying in a different way."

"I bet."

"He orders me out of my car and frisks me, with his hands lingering far too long in certain places. After that he makes me suck his penis. Another fantasy I have is I am working out late at the gym and they start to close. They don't realize I'm still there. They begin to turn off lights and lock doors and I'm forced to cut through the pool area to get to my locker. That means I also must pass through the men's locker room and I stumble into a group of five men who just finished showering after a basketball game. Three of them are black. All of them are naked. They see me and we all just somehow understand what comes next. A heartbeat later I am on my back, naked like them, and they are all around me. There are penises everywhere I look. It's awesome."

"Those are hot fantasies, Baby," I said, encouraging more. "Do you watch porn?"

"Every time you leave town, Eddy."

"I think women that watch porn are the hottest babes on the planet."

"Good to know," she chuckled. "In another fantasy, and second to the gangbang one, this one is my favorite, is I am a whore standing on a street corner ready to service any man that pays me. Of course, they're all handsome and healthy."

"Of course. That's what fantasies are for."

"So, what do you think? Do you respect me less now?"

"No way, Baby. More. I respect you more for being brave, opening up and sharing your inner-thoughts."

"Good. Your turn."

"You want to know my fantasies? Men are boring. We're all tits and ass."

She shook her head.

"If I had to do it, you have to do it. Spill your guts, Eddy."

"I don't have the variety you do. I have basically one idea that I squeeze into different scenarios."

"I don't understand what that means."

"The same idea gets me off over and over. I just change the setting."

"Interesting. Like an actress? Is there some hot Hollywood star you want?"

"No."

"What then? Do you rescue a damsel and she wants to repay you and the only thing that changes is what you rescue her from?"

"No."

"Then tell me. I won't guess anymore."

"I have one fantasy that I replay over and over," I said, watching her face closely. "I'm witness to you get your brains fucked out by some hot stud."

Her jaw dropped.

"What?"

"It's true," I quickly continued. "What you're wearing changes. Where you are changes. Even the color of the dick fucking you changes. But it's always you and some hung stud. That's what I think about."

"That's wild, Baby. I'm your fantasy girl? What we have here is a husband that actually fantasizes about his wife?"

"Yes. You look so hot. You get so excited, so passionate."

She chuckled.

"In real life you'd lose your mind to jealousy," she said.

I said nothing. I'd wanted her to know about my fantasy for years. I kissed her clit again, softly, and lifted my eyes to hers. She turned serious.

"Are you thinking you wouldn't?" she asked. "Do you honestly believe if you saw me getting fucked you wouldn't freak out and try to fight the guy?"

I slowly shook my head, allowing my tongue to drag across her pussy as I did.

"Stop that," she gasped. "Answer me. You believe you wouldn't get jealous?"

"I know I wouldn't."

"I don't believe you," she said.

I shrugged.

"It's been my fantasy for years and years, Paige. I might feel a twinge of jealous but the excitement would far outweigh that feeling. You're so sexy. You'd be even sexier while getting pounded into the mattress."

She opened her legs a little.

"We will agree to disagree," she said. "I think you'd punch the dude."

"I think I'd high-five him," I said.

I was increasingly distracted by her pussy in my face. She stretched her hips to bring her slit closer. Her labia brushed my lips. Tease.

"Tell me more about these studs," she said. "You say they'd fuck me in front of you? Would you join or just watch your sweet, beautiful, innocent wife get plowed?"

"I'd watch you get plowed," I teased.

"Truly?"

She eased her pussy against my mouth. I licked from asshole to clitoris. I couldn't stop myself.

"Truly," I admitted.

"I find this fascinating. Are these studs handsome? Do they have nice bodies?"

"Yes, I guess. Mostly you just want them to fuck you."

"Why? Why do I want that?"

"I don't know. I haven't thought about why you want them. I just like imagining that you do. They turn you on."

"Every time you picture this scene, I'm getting pounded?"

"Yes."

She chewed on that, falling silent. I teased her pussy with the tip of my tongue and her legs opened wider. Her head fell back to the pillow. Her eyes closed.

"Tell me more," she said. "Do they take me to dinner first or is it straight to the bedroom?"

"Sometimes you never make it to the bedroom. Sometimes the urgency is too great. You are desperate for them. You fuck them in a bathroom stall. You fuck them on a park bench. You fuck them in the backseat of the car."

Her lips parted. Her hand had drifted up to caress her breast. I softly licked all around her opening.

"Do I suck their cocks?" she rasped. "Do they make me? Do I suck them until they get erect and then they fuck me with it?"

"Yes, sometimes."

I lowered my mouth to her pussy, licking outside and then slipping my tongue in. I sucked her clit and eased a finger deep. She moaned. She was drenched and scorching. I slowly pumped my digit.

"I love to see them make you orgasm," I continued. "You are so hot, so sexy. They drive you crazy until you lose control. I get hard watching you."

"That's hot, Baby," she softly croaked.

My finger hit a smooth rhythm.

"You are so hungry for your new lovers. You can't get enough. They can't get enough of you either. They use you, toss you around the bed, stuff you with dick until you cry out as you climax."

I stopped talking because she was suddenly crying out in climax. I pumped my finger and ate her pussy and she screeched and clawed the bed, orgasming hard. I worked her cunt through the whole thing, slowing as she came down. She was wiped out. I set aside my own orgasm until later.


Chapter 2

I aimed my butt at the yellow velvet bench and dropped.

"They put these seats here for husbands," I said. "But really it's to give the wife more time to shop."

Paige laughed.

"Be a good boy and I'll take you with me to the lingerie section next," she said.

We've never shopped for lingerie together. I sat straight and stopped fidgeting. She laughed again. Forty-five minutes later she made good on her promise. Racks and racks of girlie, frilly things. Racks of sheer lacy things. Racks of daring revealing things.

"Why don't you own any stuff like this?" I asked.

"We're here for panties," she said. "That's it. Don't get any ideas."

"Too late. I already have a lot of ideas. Do you hate this stuff or what?"

She stopped to look around.

"No," she said. "I don't know why I've never purchased lingerie. Just not that type of girl, I guess. See anything you like?"

"I see a lot I like."

"Pick something out. I'll try it on. If I like it too, I'll buy it."

I lit up. She laughed at my face.

"Kid in a candy store," she muttered. "I'm going this way. I'll come find you."

We kissed and parted. I meandered the aisles, marveling at the many different ways to adorn the female form. Paige had joined a gym months ago and lost weight while toning her body. I felt she might be convinced to wear something to bed, maybe even under her clothes on a date night. With luck, she'd be hot for sex by the time we got home. I perused the limitless options hanging and pictured Paige in each. Wandering the racks with me were women hunting for that perfect item. I had fun picturing them in the items they held up but none were as attractive as Paige.

At the back of the shop I found an open doorway that led to a smaller room. There were far fewer patrons here and I soon discovered why: this merchandise was scandalous. Some outfits were barely legal. I examined a display of black leather corsets and imagined Paige in them. Someone tapped my shoulder.

"How did I know I'd find you in here?" Paige said.

"I wanted to be thorough."

I plucked a corset from the rack and held it up.

"You'd look amazing in this," I said.

She scoffed. I waited. She examined the thing. The bustier was ribbed with a dozen tiny hooks in front and laces in the back. Two scoops dipped where the woman's breasts would go, leaving them exposed.

"I can't wear that in public," Paige said.

"It's for the bedroom," I said. "Although you could wear it in public with a shirt underneath. Like a black long-sleeved lacy thing with the corset wrapped around it."

"Sounds Goth."

"I love Goth."

I expected push-back. I expected derision and playful scorn. She studied the item and then took it from me.

"All right," she said. "I'll try it on."

My heart skipped. She kissed my cheek.

"Your expression is adorable," she said.

I took her shopping bags and watched her walk to the dressing room. I waited, surprised at how eager I was. Minutes passed and then she emerged, shy, bashful. She was obscured behind a rack so I waved her forward.

"I can't," she said. "You come back here."

I gathered her bags and rounded the corner. I was struck dumb. She still wore the same skirt but from the waist up all she wore was the black corset. Her arm covered her breasts and nipples. She looked mortified.

"Stand up straight," I said, voice thick with emotion. "Put your arms at your side."

"I can't expose my breasts in public."

"There is no one around and we're deep inside a lingerie shop. Bare breasts happen all the time in here."

Honestly, I expected her to ignore me. She didn't. She straightened her shoulders and stood proud. Her arm floated down, exposing her cupped, lifted, and separated tits. Good God.

"Paige," I rasped. "You look stunning."

Her neck and cheeks flushed pink.

"You think so? Seriously?"

"Jesus, Honey. You're breathtaking. You're smoking hot."

Her chin rose as she grew more confident in this exhibitionistic display. There were no shoppers in this small room and Paige did not fully emerge from the dressing room area. She looked amazing.

"You should see the way you're looking at me," she said, clearly excited.

"If you had any brains you'd flee," I said. "How does it feel?"

Her legs trembled. She laughed at herself.

"Honestly," she began. "I like it. I feel sexy. My tits look fantastic."

"I'll buy it."

"When would I ever wear it?"

"We'll get a blouse to go under. Something black and sexy, something revealing too, but not too much. I'll take you to the theater, show you off."

"Oh my God, Edward. You'd take me out in public like this?"

"Hell yes."

Her eyes sparkled.

"Grab the red one that was hanging next to this. I'll try that on too."

"All right."

She headed into the dressing room and I headed for the rack. On the way, I passed a well-dressed older man glancing through lace bras. I pretended not to see him because a plan had formed instantly. I would give Paige the red corset and let her step out to show me. I knew there was an excellent chance this man would see her too, across the room and through the merchandise but, yes, he'd witness my wife bare-breasted and dressed in sexy lingerie. I hurried to Paige and handed the corset over the top of the shutter door. She gave me the black one and I kept it.

"I'll be right outside," I said.

"Okay."

I returned to my previous spot and then two steps back, forcing Paige to come out of the dressing room area a little more. Older Man was in for a treat. I checked on his position and prayed for my wife to emerge. God is good. She did.

This corset was ribbed too but the twin scoops lifted her tits higher, like they were being offered for sucking. The cool air had her nipples stiff. Paige's eyes were glued to mine, watching for my reaction. Whatever my face did, she loved it.

"Lift your arms over your head," I growled. "Take your hair with you."

She gathered her long hair and lifted, exposing the lovely lines of her neck and chin and forcing her breasts into perfect teardrops. I had trouble breathing. My dick began to grow.

"You like?" she purred, fully aware I did.

"You're making me hard."

She giggled.

"The ultimate compliment."

She held that pose, enjoying my eyes crawling her flesh, devouring her. I saw her eyes dart to the side and opened wide before she composed herself. Did she spy the Older Man? I was sure she had. I was so pleased she maintained her pose, enjoying his eyes on her too. Mostly what I loved is she did not draw my attention to his presence, which might have ended the moment.

"I'm buying the red one," I said.

"Black one too," she said, a little breathless.

"Yes."

She lowered her arms and it dawned on me she'd kept them raised that long for the other man too. She believed I was unaware of him and that gave her freedom. My dick turned to iron. The moment was too sweet to give up. I grabbed at something hanging close.

"One last item," I blurted.

I handed her the hanger. I had no idea what the thing was. I just wanted to extend the moment. I saw straps and lace and sheer mesh.

"What is it?" she asked.

"A surprise."

She turned and entered the dressing room. I waited. I carefully looked for our new friend and discovered he'd secreted himself in a corner behind a display. He'd have a clear view of Paige but I could barely see him. The most exciting thought in my head, however, was whatever she was about to put on, she knew she'd be doing it for both men. I heard the door open.

"Baby?" she called out. "Are you sure about this one?"

"Yes, my love."

"All right."

She stepped out. Her eyes darted to the man in the corner and she exhaled slow and deep. She pretended he wasn't there and that her show was for me alone but I knew the truth.

Her outfit was a see-through sports bra that cupped her gorgeous tits. Tiny pink bows followed the trim with two additional centered over her nipples. The bottoms were a panty and stocking combo that showed more than they hid. The panties were tiny. It was a heartbeat before I noticed the crotch was split for easy access to her pussy. Her swollen labia protruded into the open air. She kept her legs together but I saw the fuzzy lips. I decided to have some fun.

"Open your legs a little," I said.

She was mortified. She hesitated because she knew anything she showed me, she would be showing him.

"The panties are crotchless," she warned.

"I know. I want to see your delicious cunt."

Those words hit hard. She was breathing deep when she shuffled her feet, showing both men her pussy. I noticed the bows over her breasts were real, holding the fabric closed. A tug would free her nipples.

"Untie the bows," I said. "Open the bra."

She wanted to die but she wanted to show off her body too. She tugged and the material parted, stiff nipples emerging into open air, begging to be sucked. She was almost panting.

"You look amazing," I murmured.

She stayed put. She gave her loving husband a show but she also displayed herself for the older man.

"You need to take me home and fuck me," she rasped.

"I fully agree," I said.

I stepped close and kissed her. When would this opportunity ever arise again? I brought my hand to her pussy and ease a finger through the crotchless panties. She was wet and hot. I pushed a finger in and her legs trembled. She gasped softly, lost in the moment, before remembering we stood in a retail boutique.

"Edward," she quietly moaned. "Not here."

She made no move to stop me. She lacked the willpower. I slow-pumped my finger in her hole and then slipped it into my mouth.

"I should eat your cunt right here."

"Jesus."

"Bring you to orgasm in public. Would you like that?"

"Please don't."

She was paralyzed. Unable to lift a finger to stop me, counting on me to bring myself to a halt.

"But would you like that?" I asked again.

"Yes," she rasped. "But please don't."

I let her off the hook. I'd had my fun.


Chapter 3

I left our bed to open the window. We were both hot and sweaty. I opened a second window and returned to bed. A sweet breeze wafted through our bedroom.

"I need to model lingerie for you again some time," Paige said. "Soon."

"Fine with me."

She rolled over and hugged me, head on my chest. We lay in blissful afterglow Heaven for many long minutes. We'd raced home and I'd fucked her brains out, inspired to new heights by our secret voyeur. I never admitted I'd known he was there. Paige had been a ball of sexual frustration and climaxed fast and hard. I knew why.

"If we ever acted on your fantasy," she said, breaking the silence, her voice smooth and calm. "And I'm not saying we will. But I've thought a lot about what you said, and if we ever acted on your fantasy, I'd want my guy to have a big dick."

My heart stopped.

"What–?" I sputtered.

"I've thought a lot about it. I'm not saying let's run out and do it. I'm only saying if we did, any guy for me would need to have a big dick. It's an essential part of the whole fantasy. It would add so much electricity to the moment. Not just a new man laying hands on me, kissing me, but a big cock too. It's dangerous and threatening. It's hot. It perfectly captures what we'd be doing. Romance novels never write the man has an average cock. He's always bigger."

My skin was a thousand degrees. My exhausted penis started to rise.

"What's happening, Eddy?"

"I'm getting hard, Baby."

"I can see that, so, obviously, my question goes a little deeper. We just fucked for an hour. We both orgasmed and orgasmed hard. Why are you rising again?"

"Because you're talking about fucking some hung stud."

"That's how it works? I thought you had to see it?"

"The mere idea that you are thinking about it is enough."

"Just me thinking about your fantasy turns you on that much?"

I was fully erect and throbbing. I took my dick in hand and smacked her thigh.

"Yes," I said.

Her eyes landed on my erection. She stared with disbelief. I rolled her onto her back and slid between her legs. She finally realized what was happening and grabbed my ass with one hand.

"Are you going to fuck me again?"

"I am," I said, pinning her wrists to the bed over her head.

My cock knew what to do, sliding up to dip into her opening. My semen leaked from earlier so I slid right in.

"Ungh, that's good," she moaned.

I kept her arms pinned and began to slow pump my dick.

"You'd want my stud bigger than you?" she gasped.

"God, yes."

"I thought you'd hate the idea."

"No, bigger is better."

"You know I love your penis, right?"

"You love me," I said. "My penis is incidental."

I worked my hips. She raised her legs along my body. We were in no hurry.

"I've never had a big one."

"That's another reason to try it," I said.

"You're naughty."

"You're curious."

That silenced her for a minute. I stroked slow and smooth.

"I'd feel the difference you know," she warned. "What if I like it?"

"I hope you love it. I'd want you to feel a big difference."

"You're an interesting man."

"You're starting to consider my idea."

She moaned.

"You're right," she murmured, looking away from me.

I stopped talking and focused on her body. What a delight she is. I pictured the excitement a man would feel looking down on her and my dick stiffened. She felt it. I worked my hips faster.

"Stranger?" she asked. "Or someone we know?"

I moved my hips slowly and smoothly.

"A friend would have complications but be safer," I said. "A stranger is more exciting and less entangled, but more complicated, and how would we find him?"

"You mean how would we know his equipment meets our requirement?"

"Right."

We were merely kicking the idea around but good god, my dick was like a diamond. I knew we were speculating. No decision had been made. Nothing we said was carved in stone. But, after years of secretly harboring this kink, it felt, for the first time ever, like it might become real, and that supercharged me.

"Nude beach," Paige moaned. "Or that sex club downtown."

"Anyplace men are naked."

"Exactly."

"We should visit that club. Walk around. Maybe fuck in front of strangers."

"Jesus, Eddy. That's hot."

"You look so good. We should show you off. I'd love for them to see my hot wife."

"Keep talking. Don't stop."

Her pussy clenched around me. This dirty talk was getting to us both.

"We find an area where everyone is nude," I said. "I undress you, allowing them all to see your hot body. I run my hands all over."

"Jesus."

She was into it. Her eyes closed and her mind pictured everything I said. I decided to push the envelope.

"You believe I'm about to fuck you but I'm not. I scan the crowd and point to an attractive man with a large cock hanging. I wave him over. Now you realize what's about to happen and you ask if I'm sure. I tell you I am."

Her hips were rising to meet my thrusts.

"Keep talking," she muttered.

"He's delighted to be chosen. He joins us and I place your hand on his penis. You begin to jerk him and he rises. Your whole body trembles."

"I can picture it, Baby. He's handsome. His cock is long and thick. Best of all, I can see in your eyes you want me to fuck him."

I groaned, resisting the urge to shoot my load right then.

"Did you almost cum?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Damn, Baby. I had no idea this fantasy was so strong. I'd take him by the cock, leading him deeper into the club, pulling him forward by his dick while I search for a room to fuck him." Her voice was rising. "You follow behind, watching my ass sway. I love showing off to everyone. They all know exactly what's about to happen. They know your wife is going to fuck another man. Fuck! Here it is!"

She orgasmed! It was too much for me. I did too, groaning and spurting and flooding her insides again. She realized I was cumming too and groaned as her climax spiked again. We were loud. When it was over we collapsed.

In the posy-orgasmic let down, guilt and fear came rushing in. Regret seized me. Her too, like it was wrong to even talk about doing this. Tension filled the air between us. I sensed her regret and she sensed mine.

"We would never," she said, voice trailing away.

"No," I agreed. "It's all talk."

"Sexy dirty talk."

"Exactly."

We told ourselves these comforting lies and then we snuggled.


Chapter 4

The guilt and fear lasted three days. We avoided each other's eyes. We felt we'd gone too far and said things we shouldn't and those feelings steered us away from anything sexual. Life returned to a boring routine.

Then Paige came home from the gym horny. It was a Saturday and I was working in the yard. She parked in the driveway and grabbed her gym bag and turned to face me and stopped. She had sweat stains under her tits and down her back. Her long hair was tied in a ponytail and her cheeks were flushed. Our eyes met and I saw something in hers that made me kill the mower.

"Come fuck me," she said.

"I'll need a shower."

"Me too."

I crossed the yard and took her hand, eager to fuck, yes, but concerned for the agitation I saw.

"Did something happen?" I asked.

"No, not really." She kissed me passionately, with tongue, in front of the whole neighborhood. "You never should have shared your fantasy," she said.

"Why?"

I led her into the house.

"Now, and because of you, I check out every man I see, wondering if he's a guy you'd like to watch. Every man has become a potential partner. I'm at the gym, surrounded by hot guys, and I'm checking them out, enjoying their bodies, trying to catch a glimpse of their crotch. It's crazy. I'm like a nympho without the sex."

I steered her into the bathroom and began to undress her as she spoke, starting with her sneakers.

"Then we had that hot sex where we talked dirty and we came so hard, but after I felt like I'd cheated on you somehow. Like a good wife would never say such things to her husband. I know that doesn't make sense. You've made it clear you want to hear such things, but now I feel guilty all the time and it's because I'm checking out every guy around me. You never should have told me your fantasy."

I undressed too. Our lawn would look funny until tomorrow.

"I was doing squats in the advanced training room," she continued, "and I was checking out this tall blond guy. He was hot, gorgeous and built. Another woman noticed I was staring and pretended to work out on a machine near me. When no one was around, she whispered I should give him a try. She had. She said he's hung and good in bed but he's a player, refusing to settle down. I told her that sounded perfect for my married needs and she told me to go for it."

My dick had risen. I anticipated sex but I also liked what she was saying. I pictured her at the gym, checking out men, and it turned me on. She noticed my growing erection.

"You like hearing all this?"

"I do," I admitted, starting the shower.

"I'm horny because of other men. Other men made me horny. I raced home to you but I'm horny for them. Doesn't that bother you?"

"I don't care where your horny comes from, I just want you turned on."

"Don't come to me if some other woman gets you hot."

"I would never."

I lifted her sports bar. She was distracted by her thoughts. I pulled her top over her head and freed her big tits right in my face. I maintained self-control and lowered her pants. Now she was naked. I marveled at her physique and how far she'd come these last months and I took her hand, leading her to the walk-in shower.

"What was his name?" I asked.

"Whose?"

"The gorgeous tall blond man."

"You left out hung."

"The gorgeous, tall, skilled, hung, built, blond man player you want to fuck."

"How can you say that so casually?"

"Because it's the truth and because I learned to accept my fantasy a long time ago. I'm comfortable with it. I've felt this way since my first girlfriend at sixteen. I've always been aroused by this idea. It's just who I am. Some guys are into feet."

I dipped my hair under the spray and let the hot water run over me. my dick stuck out like a lever.

"I would fuck him, if I wasn't married. It's so alien to say the words out loud. They feel wrong leaving my mouth, like merely speaking them is cheating."

"But it's the truth. Better to speak an unpleasant truth than a comfortable lie."

"Who said that?"

"I did."

We laughed, breaking a lot of the tension. She looked down at my erection.

"I do feel better talking about this," she said. "Keeping these thoughts and feelings bottled up feels awful."

"No need for secrecy," I said. "Now that you know how I feel about such things, you can always share what you're thinking."

She dipped under the spray and I rotated out to give her room. She closed her eyes and dunked her head. I sank to one knee and licked between her legs, splitting her furry labia and shocking her. She was drenched and it wasn't from the shower.

"Eddy!"

She tried to push my head away but I filled my hands with her ass, pulling her forward and driving my tongue all the way in. She groaned and I feasted. She braced her back against the tile wall and I worshipped her gushing cunt. What thoughts went through her head? Did she picture Tall Blond eating her or me? I convinced myself she imagined him. I eased a finger in her pussy and she gasped.

"Don't you wish that was his cock?" I muttered. "Don't answer. I know you do."

She gasped loud. I pumped her tight hole and tortured her clit until she orgasmed on wobbly legs. She took a while to catch her breath. Once she did we switched places and she sucked my dick lustfully. She waited until she had me throbbing and ready to burst before she spoke.

"Can I flirt with him?' she murmured.

"Yes. Of course."

"I mean really flirt. No touching but I want to turn him on if I can. Is that all right?"

"I'd love it. Come home and fuck me."

She chuckled with a mouthful of dick.

"Great idea," she said.

She concentrated on my orgasm and soon earned her reward. I sprayed all over her face. We finished showering and dressed but I went out and finished mowing the front yard. I couldn't just leave it like that.


Chapter 5

Paige set her Kindle aside and dimmed the screen.

"I can't stand it," she said.

"What?"

"The tension."

I sat up and looked around our living room.

"Tension about what? We're sitting here quietly reading."

"You're reading," she said. "I'm sending my eyes over the same damn sentence a dozen times. Let's throw on some clothes and visit that sex club downtown. Curiosity has her hooks in me."

I glanced at the clock over the television. It was a little after nine. Not too late for a Saturday night. Her announcement regarding Tall Blond was weeks ago and she'd done what she said she'd do: flirt with the man during every workout. She'd come home wildly horny and we'd had fantastic sex each time. Apparently, one man to lust after was no longer enough for this new version of my wife.

"All right," I said.

"I need to freshen up."

Fifteen minutes later we were driving away from our house.

"No touching strangers," she said. "This is an information gathering mission only. I just want to look around, see how other people live."

"Fine by me."

My phone called out directions and in less than an hour we found ourselves in the parking lot for Shady Business, the biggest sex club in the city. We parked and watched people come and go for thirty minutes.

"What a circus," Paige mumbled.

"Everybody visits this place. I thought it would be nothing but creeps and perverts but I'm seeing expensive suits and evening gowns too."

"Which are we?"

I laughed.

"Perverts, obviously. Do you want to go in?"

"I think so. I'm super curious."

I looked at her outfit: knee-length skirt and long-sleeved top.

"Let's spice things up," I said.

She eyed me with suspicion.

"How?"

"Leave your panties and bra in the car."

"We aren't fooling around with anyone, Eddy."

"I'm aware. But you'll feel naughty walking around with nothing on underneath. That sounds like fun to me."

She studied my face, searching for something. I don't know what she found. She glanced into the back seat.

"Since that's how you feel," she said, voice trailing off in that way she does.

She grabbed her gym bag from the back seat. She opened it and withdrew a much shorter denim skirt. She checked the parking lot around us and removed her long skirt and then her panties. Her triangle pubic hair had been shaved into a landing strip.

"That's new," I said, pointing with my chin.

"Gotta try new things," she countered.

She pulled the short skirt, no panties, up her toned legs, zipping the side. She peeled her top off and unhooked her bra, breasts wobbling in my face.

"I changed my mind," I teased. "Let's go home and fuck."

"Behave. I'm sure we will but first you must wait."

She drew a sports bra from the gym bag and tugged it into place. She looked sexy if you are into hot babes scantily dressed, which I am. She drew a deep breath.

"Nervous?" I asked.

"Very."

"Me too. Let's go spy on the pervs."

We locked the car. The cover charge was a hundred dollars which bothered me until Paige remarked it was a good way to filter out the less than serious. We passed through a black hallway to a second woman behind glass and she stamped the back of our hands.

"No photos or video without permission," she drawled, bored. "No means no."

We thanked her and two huge bouncers opened the double doors to us. We entered a world of shadow and mist, with dim blue lights and fog machines turning the whole place surreal. People swirled around us on their way to someplace else. We moved slowly as our eyes adjusted to the dark. When we found a big chair, I sat and pulled Paige to my lap. Gradually, we discovered the blue light was enough to see by. We were in a large room with vaulted ceiling. We were surrounded by plush chairs aimed at small low tables which held drinks. Most everyone was clothed but many were not, male and female. Paige pointed out the nudes around us. After a minute, we realized most people came from deeper in the club, passing through a large archway.

"Let's explore," my wife said.

I took her hand. We left that room to wander the many halls and chambers of this labyrinth. We saw people engaged in all aspects of sex. We saw blowjobs and cunnilingus and intercourse. We saw people like us, who were only there to watch others. Many masturbated. We saw every type of body: tall, short, fat, slim. It was a sexual free-for-all. I was as riveted to the action as Paige.

"This is wild," she said at last. "I feel like a kid that just learned Santa isn't real. I feel naïve and small minded. These people do what they want."

I was busy watching three men fuck a sexy woman, one in her mouth, one in her pussy, and one in her ass. Mind-blowing. Paige turned to see what I stared at.

"Oh, my," she gasped.

The men were fit and hung and the woman was hot. It was a wild scene. She was so hungry for dick she orgasmed as we watched.

"Holy Christ," Paige muttered.

"Yeah," I croaked. "Yeah."

The man in her mouth pulled out to ejaculate all over the woman's face. The man in her pussy fucked a few minutes longer and then he shot his load deep.

"This is nuts," my wife said, taking my hand and squeezing.

The man in her ass slowed his thrusts and then pushed balls-deep, erupting and filling her ass with hot sperm.

"That was your fantasy right there," I said. "One of your fantasies anyway."

"I know it. That was amazing."

I took her hand and we continued to explore. After a while we turned a corner and entered a long corridor. A man entered at the other end, headed our way. He was tall and broad-shouldered and he was naked. His big cock and balls bounced off one thigh and then the other. He walked with another man, shorter, but with a sizable package too. They were speaking intently and did not see us approach.

"Jesus," Paige hissed. "Keep going or turn around and run for our lives?"

We kept going. I watched my wife's face in the dim blue darkness. She ran her eyes over both men, up and down and up again, lingering for long moments of their meaty cocks. Her expression told me she couldn't believe she was in a place where men walked around nude. The shorter man moved single-file behind the taller and Paige did the same with me, making room to pass in the corridor.

"Good evening, gentlemen," I said, halting Paige and myself. The men stopped too. "This is my wife, Paige, and tonight is our first ever visit to a club like this. Any suggestions for us?"

Paige shrank, trying to hide behind me but I kept my back to the wall. The men looked her over and smiled.

"Lose the clothes," Tall Man said. "There are coin operated lockers in back. Walk around naked. It's freeing."

Shorter Man studied my wife, consuming every inch.

"Agreed," he said. "Your wife is far too pretty to hide. Look at that fantastic body. You should be parading that shit, Honey."

I felt the heat from her on my arm. She said nothing but while I engaged the men in conversation, Paige memorized their cocks. The men told us about the sauna and the pool and the Jacuzzi but what they recommended most was the couples' area.

"You must be a couple to get past the bouncers," Tall Man said. "But after that you can wander. It's a great way to weed out the clingy, creepy single men. You guys are virgins so just watch. Nobody will bother you. If you want, you can do a soft swing."

"What's a soft swing?" I asked, imagining something strappy and padded hanging from the ceiling.

Shorter Man spoke: "It's where you have sex with each other in front of people. Instead of swapping partners, you stick with your partner and allow others to watch."

I decided I'd tortured Paige enough and thanked the men and bid them goodnight. My wife watched them walk away. After they'd gone a certain distance, she grabbed my face and kissed me hard. Her tongue snaked into my mouth. I was caught in her passion and palmed a big breast. I pushed her against the wall and we made out. I was rough with her tits but I left them clothed.

"The couples' area?" I asked, breathless.

She shook her head.

"No. Take me home and fuck me. I've seen enough."

I led her through the maze and out the front door. I drove fast. She lowered her head to my lap and freed my dick and sucked me in, teasing, working to get me hard. The minutes ticked off. Home couldn't arrive soon enough.

She stopped sucking. She sat up.

"Turn around," she said.

"What? Why?"

"Go back. We left too soon."

"You sure?"

I wanted to fuck.

"I am. I know what will happen. We'll do the same thing this time as our first. Guilt and shame will rise and we'll swear never to return to that place. I'm tired of being that frightened, guilty Paige. I want to be a different Paige, a bold Paige."

I took the off-ramp and cut under the freeway. I took the on-ramp and headed back. She lowered her head to my lap and got sucking again.

Our parking spot was still open.

"The couples' area?" I asked.

She nodded repeatedly.

We locked the car and flashed our hand stamps. We headed for the couples' area but Paige stopped me.

"How would you feel," she asked, voice husky. "If I went topless?"

I was staggered.

"Are you kidding? I'd love it. Every man will have his eyes on you. I love showing you off. I know it will get you hot too. Do it."

We changed direction, aiming for the lockers. I dropped coins through the slot and Paige pulled off her top. I watched big firm tits bounce and settle. My dick surged in my pants.

"Holy Hell, Paige," I rumbled, choking. "I can't believe– You look–"

That's all I could get out. She giggled at my face. She took my hand after we locked things up and I aimed for the couples' area.


Chapter 6

"No touching," she said, holding tight to my arm. "I do not want to see your hands on another woman."

"I understand."

I led us through the crowd. Several men asked Paige to pair with them so they could enter but she shied away. We arrived and the muscle-bound bouncer sized us up and waved us through, opening a jet-black door.

Inside was scented air and sweet instrumental background music. There was one large room with many smaller rooms connected. A hallway led out on the far side. We heard several women moaning from different directions.

"That's so hot," my wife said.

She'd used her bare arms to shield her breasts outside this area but now she let her arms hang. She walked unafraid. Her body looks fantastic and heads turned at her passing, male and female.

The smaller rooms all had several walls of glass. What happened within was plain to see for anyone walking by. I led us across the big room and down the hall and we entered a circular room with a circular stage in the center. Many men and women writhed all over each other in a true orgy. Nothing was forbidden. Men and women fucked but so did men and men and women and women. Mouths closed on whatever appendage came near, whatever body part they could reach. Everything was licked. Everything was sucked. Giving and receiving pleasure was the only rule.

"That's the hottest thing I've ever seen," Paige said. "It's a pile of people."

Not every man was hung and not every woman fit, but what made it hot was the total acceptance of all things sexual. Those people were drunk on sex.

We circled the room and then left, following a different hallway along the smaller rooms. We passed one where our friends from earlier, Taller Man and Shorter Man, fucked a woman at each end. Taller Man was fully erect and he was big. He was long and he was thick. Paige gawked. He saw her and smiled, turning the woman's hips so my wife could watch his big cock pump her tight cunt. He grinned at Paige like he wished it was her on all fours.

"Do you wish that was me?" she asked. "He's hot. Would you let him fuck me?"

Moment of truth!

I was suddenly terrified. I feared with one word I'd send my wife to that man and he'd bury that big cock in her. I'd long fantasized about such a moment but now that it was here it was too much.

"Would you?" was all I could manage.

"No," she said, shaking her head. "No hiding behind a question. You must answer me. I know it's your fantasy but is that all it is? Could you send me to him right now? Would you like to see him use that big cock on me? Don't deflect. Just answer."

I could barely breathe, much less speak. I faced my wife. She studied my expression. I felt exposed and stripped bare.

"Yes," I rasped. "I'm scared and anxious and petrified. I'm worried you'd go to him but wishing you would. I'm frightened to lose you but at the same time I'd love it if you chose his cock. I'm a mess, Baby."

She took my hand.

"Do you want to fuck him?" I asked. "Can I ask that now? Did I answer your question fully?"

"You did, and yes, I want very much to fuck him. Actually, I want him to fuck me. I want him to just take me and pin me down and slowly shove that big cock deep. He knows it too. Look how he looks at me. Look how he looks at you. Other husbands have handed over their wives, just given them to him and stood back to watch. Good God, I had no idea any of this went on. I bet that's a wife he's fucking right now. Her husband is outside the couples' door. They saw our boy. She probably went back for the other man. Now she fucks them both and her tortured husband waits on pins and needles in the crowd. Can you imagine?"

"Yes," I croaked.

I was hard as stone.

I moved Paige in front of me so she could watch the men and then lowered the zipper on her skirt. She tensed briefly as she became aware of what I did but forced herself to do nothing. In moments, she wore nothing but high heels. I lowered my zipper and pulled my erection free. I held it in one hand and went hunting between her ass cheeks for her smoldering cunt. I found it easily and she was just as wet as I expected she'd be. I allowed her to keep her eyes glued to our two well-hung friends servicing the wife and I began to fuck her standing up. Her pussy was as hot as the sun and as wet as the ocean. I reached around to rub her clit and she groaned.

I decided I needed her orgasm and began to fuck her slow and deep. My wife watched the other woman take those two big dicks and built towards climax. Shorter Man soon came in the woman's mouth, holding her head tightly, forcing her to swallow every drop. She seemed inclined to do so anyway. He finished and waved goodbye to his associate and departed, leaving Taller Man alone with the woman.

I wrestled with the idea of walking Paige over to join them, but timing is everything. My wife's sudden orgasm made the decision for me. Taller Man had been holding back and when the woman he fucked climaxed, he turned his flood loose, pumping her womb full of hot sperm. That was all Paige could take. Her body convulsed and she climaxed too. I had to withdraw to help her stand. I led her to the wall and she braced herself, breathing fast and shallow.

"Unreal," she muttered. "Unreal. I can't believe I came."

Across the way our couple kissed and separated. The woman cupped a hand over her cunt like she was saving Taller Man's load for someone and then I realized she probably saved it for her husband. Whether he would eat that sperm out of her or slide his dick into it, I had no idea. The woman kissed Taller Man and departed quickly.

"Get me out of here," Paige hissed. "I know he'll try to talk to us. I don't know what I'll do."

I searched the floor for her skirt and turned to help her step into it. Too late. Taller Man approached.

"Did you like the show?" he asked my wife.

"Yes," she muttered.

Paige would not lift her eyes. The man stepped closer.

"I sincerely hope I didn't offend you," he said. "I thought we connected. I was trying to play along, involve you mentally and emotionally since I couldn't involve you physically. Was I wrong?"

"No," Paige said, staring at the floor.

He moved closer still, bringing his soft and dangling cock into her field of vision. I saw my wife glue her eyes to the thing.

"I promised my husband no touching," Paige blurted, by way of explanation. "But I'm struggling to keep my hands to myself. You're gorgeous and I want to touch you but I shouldn't and I'm saying way too much."

He chuckled. He looked at me. I gave a little nod, not knowing what I nodded for.

"Your husband won't mind," Taller Man said. "It's just a touch."

He took my wife's arm and lifted, turning her hand up. With his free hand, he lifted his cock and laid it softly on her palm. Her fingers naturally curled around the thick spongy shaft. She stared at his meat, studying the veins, memorizing the head and the shaft, and then turned her eyes to me.

"It's all right," I said.

My heart was ready to burst. My wife held a stranger's heavy cock in her hands. I thought I might die. My exterior was calm and confident but inside a hurricane roared. Paige tugged his meat a few times, fascinated.

"It's so big," she murmured. "It's heavy. It fills my hand. Hell, it fills the room."

Taller Man laughed.

"You are too kind," he said.

He looked at me, seeking a sign. I had no idea what to do so I gave another nod. He returned his attention to my wife.

"Hopefully, in time, it will fill more than just your hand. Hopefully, it will fill you."

Paige shivered at his words.

"You have your phone with you?" he asked me.

"I do."

"Take it out. Here is my number. I know you both are inexperienced but I'd love to be your guide. My name is Taylor but all my friends call me Tie. It's a long story. Call or text me for anything. I'd love to have your wife and I believe she wants that too, but all in good time."

Paige still held his hefty cock in her hand. I entered the man's phone number as he narrated the digits. He finished and leaned over to kiss Paige on the lips, just a friendly peck. She seemed to come around and lowered his cock to his thigh. He waved and departed. My wife's eyes came up to mine.

"Take me home and fuck me," she said, for the second time tonight.


Chapter 7

We fell to opposite sides of the bed, gasping for air, sweaty, hearts racing. The images of our night at the sex club hounded us, nipping at our heels. We'd fucked three times in two hours, ravenous, wild, hungry for each other. We'd never been so horny in our lives. We'd never craved each other so badly.

Finally, we were spent. I reached for her and she shuffled close, hugging her body along mine, cupping my empty balls and wilted penis. Neither spoke, basking in the tingles washing over us. We laid together, serene, satisfied, for almost an hour. Then we dozed. I awoke first and she soon followed.

"Can you get hard again?" she asked.

I shook my head. She seemed to understand.

"Fuck Mother Nature," she murmured. "Why can't men be multiply orgasmic too? What bullshit."

"I'm with you, Darling. I'd love to go again but I can't."

Her eyes turned playful.

"I can," she teased.

"Yes, you can. Fuck Mother Nature."

She waited for something but I was oblivious. Then she swung a leg over my hips and walked her knees up both sides of my body. She brought her pussy over my mouth and guided my hands to her tits. I hesitated. I'd just shot three loads up there.

"You expect me to swallow the stuff," she said. "Licking a little that leaks won't kill you. I can confirm from experience your stuff is not bad."

I got the message. I tentatively licked her puffy slit, pleased to discover semen, at least my own, wasn't terrible. I licked inside and gently sucked her tender clit.

Wow. I wish we'd discovered this sooner. Her pussy was electrified and extra sensitive. The fact I was eating her after cumming in her wildly turned her on. My wife orgasmed harder and longer than any other tonight. She screamed and then she sobbed. I thought if a little was good, more was better, and kept eating. I palmed her big tits to help her balance and dove in, licking and sucking until I ripped another climax from her writhing body. I kept going, reducing her to a sobbing basket case. I was delighted. She soon orgasmed again, shrieking, easily her strongest of the night, and shoved my head down and away. She toppled, grabbing her crotch and curling into a fetal position. I must admit I felt proud. I wiped my face on the sheet and spooned her, curling a protective arm around her body. We laid like that for a long time.

"Would you have allowed him to touch me?" she murmured.

I knew whom she meant. Do I admit the truth or say what I think she wants to hear? Truth.

"Yes, if that's what you'd wanted."

"We agreed no touching."

"We did, but that was before we entered the club. That's unrealistic. That's us making ourselves feel better, like we have all the control in a volatile situation. I saw it as more of a guideline than a rule."

She chuckled softly.

"It's what I wanted," she said. "He was kind and confident and friendly but if he would have pushed me against the wall and tried to force that big cock deep, I would have let him. I hope that doesn't upset you."

"Quite the contrary," I said.

She hugged my arm.

"So we both wanted him to fuck me?"

"Yes, I guess we did."

"Jesus, Edward."

A long silence settled over us.

"We should stop," she said. "This is crazy. We got so close tonight. What if something would have happened? We can't take it back. Once another man is in me there's no undoing that. There's all the time before, where I'm a simple, boring, faithful wife. Then there's the rest of our lives after. Once we've done it, I will forever be a wife that fucked a man who was not my husband. That's crazy to think about. That's some serious shit. I think we should stop right here. We've gone far enough."

"All right."

"Do you agree or do you want to keep going?"

"I hear what you're saying, Paige, and you're right. There's fantasy and there's reality. Maybe some things should remain a fantasy. We'll remember this night forever. We'll use this night in the bedroom to excite ourselves for a long time. Do I feel a little disappointment at stopping here? Yes. But I think you're right. There's no going back. There's no undoing it once it's done and we got so close to doing it tonight."

"So close. It was up to him, not us. We both would have allowed him to take me. The only reason he didn't is because he'd cum moments before. That alone saved us."

"So, we stop. No more."

"Agreed," she said, squeezing my arm again. "We stop."


Chapter 8

I stacked the cheddar cheese on the garlic and sea salt cracker and took a bite. Paige watched my face.

"It's delicious," I said.

She tried the same combination. Her eyebrows rose.

"It is," she chuckled. "Here. Try the pepper jack and green onion combo."

I put the whole cracker in my mouth.

"Delithus," I mumbled.

She laughed. I scanned the large room as I chewed. She joined my broad survey. We were at a client-appreciation event for my work and all my colleagues and superiors were present. Goofing off with the hors d'oeuvres tray would be my one moment of fun.

"I never realized how many handsome men you work with."

I fixed my gaze on her.

"No," I said. "Bosses and coworkers are off limits."

"Eric is quite good-looking and he's a friend. I should flirt with him. We talked about the pros and cons of friends versus strangers. Tonight is the perfect opportunity to test the waters."

"First, Eric is not a friend. He's Bobbie's friend and Bobbie is my friend so Eric gets to tag along, but I hate the dude. He's stolen credit for projects I worked on. He's rude and loud and disrespects women. We went to the same high school. He was two grades ahead of me and hazed us freshmen. He's an asshole, and correct me if I'm wrong but I'm pretty sure we agreed to stop with the Eddy's fantasy stuff."

She studied the man as I spoke.

"High school was a long time ago," she said. "Maybe if I flirt with him he'll treat you better at work?"

"That's the opposite of how a guy like that thinks, Baby. Capture his attention and he'll rub it in my face. We aren't doing this."

Paige wasn't listening. I'd heard from other women in the office that Eric was sexy and hot so I understood Paige's attraction.

"There's Bobbie," I said, hoping to distract her. "Let's go say hello."

I took her hand and pulled her away from the cracker tray.

"You should find out if Eric has a small dick," she said. "That would instantly eliminate him from our list."

"He's not on our list."

She looked over her shoulder as I dragged her to Bobbie.

"But he's gorgeous."

I rolled my eyes. Jesus, this woman. Bobbie was feeling good after three flutes of Champagne and hugged us both. We gossiped and laughed and swapped work stories. Paige likes Bobbie but began to fidget.

"I want more crackers," she said.

I kissed her cheek and returned to my conversation. Bobbie shared a great story about Rita in Finance. Eventually, Bobbie needed to move on and glad-hand clients. We said see you later and parted.

Paige was not at the cracker tray. Paige was nowhere to be seen. I immediately scanned the room for Eric and was relieved to see him talking to a small group. He excused himself and headed for the bathroom. I remembered Paige's word about eliminating the man so I gulped the last of my Champagne and followed. He took a wall urinal. Most were occupied but luck was with me as one remained open next to him.

"Edward," he said, by way of greeting.

"Eric."

We unzipped and withdrew our dicks. The man to Eric's left spoke to him and he turned. I used that moment to cast my gaze over the small barrier between us.

Some men are small when soft but grow large for an erection. Some men are large all the time, growing only slightly for an erection. I hoped Eric was one of those men because the dick in his hand was already impressive. Goddamn it. Why did he have a big dick? This complicated things. Paige clearly did not understand the guy-rival-thing between Eric and me. She probably thought my resentment was silly, my holding a grudge immature. She was probably right but no way would I allow Eric to fuck my wife. Trying to live with him holding that victory over my head would be grueling. I'd be forced to get another job. He'd rub it in my face every day.

I had to talk to Paige. I had to convince her Eric was out of bounds.

I finished and washed my hands and went hunting for my wife. I found her, speaking with two older men: Ambrose, owner and CEO of the company, and Jacob, my boss and immediate supervisor. My stomach clenched. This was brutal. Our little game had indeed turned every man into a possible partner for her but the complications were immense. My fantasy was watching another man fuck her. More precisely, my fantasy was watching another penis fuck her. I had no use for the man attached to it. At least a stranger lover would keep things simpler. A friend or coworker tangled everything with ramifications.

I would share my feelings with her on the drive home tonight. I'd remind her we dropped the whole idea. Enough time had passed that the fear that night at the sex club had stirred up faded to background noise. Paige was clearly entertaining the idea again. Okay, fine. But not with colleagues and bosses. What a mess.

I'd planned on joining her and the two men but she had them laughing and smiling and that reflected well on me. Perhaps I should stay away and let her score points for me. I veered away, landing at the small secondary bar at the back of the room. There were clients here so I chatted them up, losing track of Eric, Jacob, Ambrose, and Paige.

Once my little group broke apart, I had no idea where to start looking for my wife. I sent her a text but got no response.

My kink exploded in my head like dynamite.

A tiny voice told me Paige was smart enough to know this would happen to me and was having fun, but I broke into a sweat. Where was she? Who was she with and what was she doing? My mind combined my recent sighting of Eric's cock and my wife's lovely face. I saw her lips stretched into a tight circle around his girth.

Yes, the whole point of her earlier comments might be simply to fuck with my head. She'd do that, playfully, knowing we'd have hot sex once home. But my fantasy wouldn't allow me to see things that way. That was far too rational. My fantasy dumped gasoline in my head and set it aflame. All I imagined was my wife's pretty face slowly bobbing on Eric's stiff dick. I hated the thought and yet the thought turned me on.

"Goddamn it," I growled.

I was supremely conflicted. One moment I'd tell myself I was being an idiot and Paige would never do anything like that without me, and especially not with a man I called off limits, and the next instant blood would flow to my dick and I hoped she was sucking his cock, repercussions be damned. I was a mess.

I casually walked the room but internally I scrutinized every group, looking for Paige. She wasn't here. I slipped out a side door to further explore and wandered the empty hallways of this conference center. The place was huge and we'd rented only a small part. Away from the noise of our party I listened closely for voices. Perhaps Paige had wandered off for a private conversation.

I got an idea. Out here where it was quiet I would hear her phone chime from any message I sent. I texted her again, asking where she was. Moments later I heard a ping from far down a large hallway. I hurried that way. The hall ended in double doors, which were open, and a balcony overlooking the street and city below. I saw two people standing at the balustrade. I recognized Eric and Paige as I drew closer. The heavy carpet silenced my approach and I hugged the wall. I began to move from tall ficus tree to ficus tree, feeling like a spy. At last I arrived just outside the double doors. I caught the tail end of Eric speaking.

"–consider him my rival. Your husband is smart. He's creative. He intimidates me so I hide behind bravado. I had no idea his wife was so gorgeous. You must work out seven days a week."

"That's about right," Paige said. "I appreciate your honesty, Eric, but I can't help but feel like you're only opening up like that as a ploy to get in my pants, or, more accurately tonight, my evening gown."

He laughed.

That's my brilliant wife, I thought, proudly.

"You're as smart as Edward," he said. "Yes, I'm trying to seduce you. Although, truthfully, you're gorgeous. That part I meant."

"Thank you."

"You know, Eddy tried to get a look at my dick earlier tonight. He thought I didn't notice but I did. Any idea why he'd try that?"

"None. Did he succeed?"

"Yeah."

"And what did he learn?"

Eric laughed again.

"He learned I'm packing."

"All men brag about the same things."

"You don't believe me?"

"Honestly, I don't care one way or the other. Size doesn't matter to me."

"Then why did he follow me into the bathroom to check?"

"You'd need to ask him."

Eric laughed again but this was a dry brittle sound.

"I think you sent him to find out. I think you find me attractive and wondered if the office gossip was true. Did Eddy tell you about the rumors? Did you want verification before you lured me away from the party and onto this balcony?"

"You're drunk."

"I am, yes. You're right about that. But everything I said would still be true even if I was drunk."

"I didn't lure you."

"Yes, you did. Your body did. Your beautiful face did."

"I'm going to go now," Paige said.

"Wait," Eric blurted. "Hold on. I can at least prove myself in one way."

I heard the shuffling of clothing.

"Don't–"

"There," he said, interrupting. "See for yourself."

Silence. Of course she looked. Anyone would look. A man-hating lesbian would look. I couldn't risk a look without being discovered.

"Put your penis away, Eric," my wife said.

"You took a good long look, Paige. Maybe you want to touch it?"

"Put it away."

"You put it away. I'm too drunk, remember? Do you like it?"

"There are things to appreciate about it."

"Like what?"

"Jesus, Eric, put your dick away."

"Like what?" he insisted. "You like how long it is? I bet you like the thickness. You like the shape? It's pretty, right? Lots of women have told me it's pretty. You ever seen a pretty dick before?"

I wondered if I should interrupt but the fact that I hadn't yet told me I shouldn't. This all fed my fantasy nicely. I hated that the man was Eric but they hadn't touched and he was behaving himself, mostly.

"No," Paige said, laughing. "Yours is the first pretty dick I've seen."

"I knew it. I'm bigger than Eddy, right?"

Paige's voice turned scathing.

"Leave my husband out of it," she said.

"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. Do you want to touch it?"

"No."

She sounded angry now. Eric had miscalculated when he mentioned me.

"Okay," he said, trying to save the moment. "Watch this. I know a trick."

My wife sighed, growing exasperated. I heard nothing for several minutes.

"How are you doing that?" she asked, finally.

"Looking at you," he said. "That's it. Looking at you is all I need."

More silence.

"Damn," Paige said.

"I got lucky," Eric said. "I can admit that. God blessed me."

I suddenly understood. He'd grown erect, hands free, while she watched. He had his big hard cock aimed right at her. How flattered did she feel? All he needed to get hard was the sight of her. Bastard. If I was ever going to interrupt, if I ever planned on stopping this, now was the time.

I did nothing.

I was curious. How far would Paige go? Would I hear about it later or would she keep this encounter to herself? I did wonder about my wife but I was also driven by my own desires. I would have preferred any man but Eric but this encounter fired my imagination. This was my kinky fantasy come to life. How many times had I jacked off picturing Paige doing exactly something like this? Now, she was. My heart thumped loud in my chest. This was thrilling. Erotic excitement had pushed reality out of the picture. Ramifications be damned. Paige was behaving exactly the way I'd always wished she would.

"It's throbbing," she said.

"You've got me turned on, girl. Just look at you. Touch it. There's no harm in touching. It's not cheating to touch. Wrap your fingers around and feel how it pulsates for you."

I almost told her to do it out loud. I heard a soft feminine gasp.

"It's hot," she exclaimed.

"Hot, hard, and throbbing, Baby," he said. "Your hand feels so good. Just hold me for a minute."

"I should not be doing this," Paige said.

"What's the harm? It's not sex. Just hold it like that, maybe slide your hand up and down a little. Yes, oh my God, Paige, that feels so good. Keep going."

"It's so big. Biggest I've seen. How long is that? I'm sure you've measured."

"About nine inches. It's just over seven inches around. But size doesn't matter if the man doesn't know how to use it."

"I suppose you know how to use it?"

"So they say."

"You're a goofball," Paige said. "A handsome, big-dicked goofball."

They stopped speaking but I heard her hand continue to stroke.

"You're leaking," she eventually said. "Can you cum?"

"No, too drunk. I'd need more than your hand and I seriously doubt you'd be willing to suck it."

"You're right."

"How about a quick fuck? I have a condom."

She laughed and then he did too.

"All right," he said. "I'll try to cum. I want to. Jerk me like that. Faster. Give me a minute. I'll see if I can."

"Okay."

My thoughtful wife. I couldn't say shit, though. I was hard.

The swish-swish-swish of fabric told me she was stroking his cock.

"Can you pull your dress lower in front?" he asked. "Your tits are fantastic. Show me more cleavage and I'll get there a lot faster."

Fabric shuffled again.

"You're so hot, Paige."

"Just cum," she scolded.

I risked a peek, desperately needing to see the sight. I was ready, but I was still shocked. Her hand was a blur on his thick meat, larger than he'd been in the bathroom. Her face was closer than I realized as she bent at the waist to jerk him. Her cleavage bulged and he stared at it ravenously, the edges of her areolas visible. Her wedding ring traveled his length rapidly in her attempt to milk the man.

"I feel it," he muttered.

Paige jerked faster. She stared at his veiny cock from inches away.

"Okay," he gasped. Okay. Yeah. Okay. Here it comes! Almost there!"

He lied about the timing. The first hot bolt of white sperm shot out and splattered Paige on the cheek. The second landed across her chin. She successfully aimed the rest away, jerking him fast while he grunted and groaned and fired blast after blast. The dude came a lot. Long ropes ejaculated, sailing through the air and splashing across the balcony. He spurt and spurt until, finally, his bolts of semen lost volume. If my loads are measured by the teaspoons, his would be measured by the ounce. I swear he shot tablespoons of hot sperm. Paige thought so too, impressed enough by his copious loads to laugh with delight.

"Good God, Eric," my wife said. "You cum buckets."

Eric wasn't talking. Eric was dazed by the force of his orgasm. Paige lowered his softening dick like she'd done to the man at the sex club, and wiped Eric's sperm off her cheek and chin. She rubbed her hands until they dried.

"Sticky," she mumbled.

I eased behind the ficus tree again, out of sight and out of breath. Paige had just jacked off my rival and I wasn't furious. I was aroused. There would be consequences, I was certain of that, but in this moment, all I wanted to do was fuck her so long and hard she passed out.


Chapter 9

"There you are," Paige said, crossing the big room and kissing my cheek.

"Where did you disappear to?" I asked.

My heart flipped and thumped inside my chest but outwardly I was cool.

Paige lifted the flute from my hand and drank the rest of my Champagne. She leaned in, her mouth close to my ear.

"I just jerked off Eric."

So. Straight to confession.

"Where?" I said.

She opened her mouth to speak but I was suddenly impatient with myself. Why play such a stupid game? I knew everything already. I waved my question away.

"You know what?" I said, before she could speak. "Never mind. I already know and I don't want to play dumb. I was there, Paige. I found you on the balcony with him and I hid. I listened to every word. I even saw him blast your face with jizz."

Her shock grew with every word out of my mouth.

"You were there?"

"Yes."

"Oh my God, Baby. Was it torture?"

"No!" I said, my voice far too loud. Heads turned in our direction. "Yes! No. I fucking don't know. Let's take a walk."

We exited the big room and I headed in the opposite direction of her rendezvous balcony. We found open doors to an amphitheater and walked the middle aisle to the stage. Some men worked on wiring a distance away.

"No," I repeated, calmly. "I went looking and used your phone chime to locate you. I got close. I got right on top of you guys. I heard almost everything. I saw you jerk him off."

"You just remained hidden and watched?"

"Yes."

"Why didn't you say something? Why didn't you make some noise as you approached and force us to stop? You did nothing to interrupt us. Why?"

"I wanted to see how far you'd go if I left it up to you."

She giggled.

"All right," she said. "I can help you with that. I'll fuck the man."

"What?"

"Can I fuck him?"

"What?"

"He's perfect for our needs."

"I thought we decided to stop exploring this fantasy of mine?"

"We did. Then we started again and then we stopped again. Now I'm starting again. We should just face the truth."

"What truth, Paige?"

She took my hands in hers.

"That we both want it," she said, almost purring. "I'm soaked, Baby. I'd fuck Eric right now. I know you don't get along with him at work but that's a bonus. You can keep your distance. You ignore him at work all the time now and you can continue to ignore him. Nothing would change."

"I can ignore him because he ignores me. If he fucked you, I'd never hear the end of it. He'd brag about how hot you were and how good you felt on his dick. No way. Not Eric."

"Did you see his cock, Baby? Did you see how thick his is? It's perfect. That's the kind of cock you want to see fucking me, Eddy, I know it. I want it too. Please? If being in the room would be too much for you, I can take video and send it to you. That way you can stay involved. I'll send several and you can jerk off watching them. I'll be your personal porn star. That sounds hot, right?"

She was into it now, ideas flowing. She wanted him.

"Who are you?" I asked. "What have you done with my wife?"

She laughed.

"He's sexy," she said. "He's charming and funny. He's got a great body and he's given me a raging curiosity about that cock. What's it like getting fucked by something like that? You'd get your kink satisfied and I'd probably develop a new one. Wouldn't you like for me to turn into a size queen? What if I start craving big dicks? You'd love it. Think about my request. Let's go mingle and drink more bubbly."

I'd joked about it, but Paige was a different woman. I chewed seriously on the idea of her and Eric. I'd hated the man for so many years I could not wrap my mind around the idea of him fucking her. It was my worst nightmare come to life. The thought of him turned me off but the thought of Paige wanting him turned me on. The idea that she wanted to fuck my only enemy in this life tortured and tantalized me.

We returned to the big hall and circulated, making introductions and shaking hands. I spied Eric across the room but he ignored us. But fate is a fickle bitch and as we slowly moved around the room saying hello to this person or that person, we found ourselves gradually drawing closer to the man. Finally, when he was right behind us, I turned Paige to face him.

"I don't believe you two have ever met," I said, enjoying my own little game. "Eric, meet my wife, Paige."

She did not miss a beat. Out her little hand went and he shook it.

"Pleased to meet you, Paige," he said.

Such a smooth liar.

"Pleased to meet you, Eric," my wife countered. "Truly."

She gave him a knowing smile. We chatted about work and he asked about her career and then the topic moved to recent movies. He shared some office gossip. I was waiting for one of them to crack but neither did. After an acceptable amount of time I steered Paige away to another group, wishing for her to meet everyone.

"Good Lord," she said, emphatically. "I want that man to fuck me."

I ignored her. I'd stated my opposition many times. I held her elbow and cut through the crowd.

"We're heading in the wrong direction," she whined. "Eric is back that way."

I stopped.

"Anyone but Eric," I said. "You can have any man you want but him."

"Eric."

"No."

"Eric."

"No."

"Eric. Hot, sexy, big dick Eric."

"No."

Why was her insistence such a turn on?

She rose on her toes to kiss me.

"Then stop me," she said. "I know you, Eddy. You might hate it before and during but once it's over, you'll be glad I did it. Trust me. On this subject, I know you better than you know yourself."

She kissed me again and slipped her elbow from my grip. She turned from me, walking back the way we'd just come, walking back to him. My heart ached to see her go. I felt like something crushed my ribs. She strolled back to my hated rival and I just watched her go, penis tingling in my pants.

He saw her and smiled and she whispered in his ear. He asked a few questions and then lifted his face to grin at me. He took her hand and began to lead her away. I thought my heart would stop. How could she just go to him like that?

I could pout and stand my ground. I could throw a fit and embarrass myself and my wife in front of important people. Or I could follow, waiting for the opportunity to alter her course.

I followed.

I stayed several steps behind. The conference center was attached to a hotel and I followed Eric and Paige outside along the street and to the reservation desk. My legs were weak and my head spun. Was this truly happening? Why was I allowing it? They finished at the desk and Eric hooked an arm around her waist, guiding her towards the elevator. She paused, told him to wait, and then ran one of their two room keys over to me.

"Suite eight-one-eight," she said. "Are you coming now or will you give us a few minutes to get comfortable?"

"Paige–"

She shushed me with a finger to my lips.

"You want this. I want this. He wants this. We're adults and we'll work it out. Who knows? You may end up best friends with him on the other side."

She hurried to Eric. I stared at the white plastic key card in my hand.


Chapter 10

I waited, sort of. I intended to have a few drinks at the bar, killing time and showing Eric and Paige through my indifference that I had things under control. I couldn't even wait long enough to finish one drink. I had to know what was happening in that room. We'd toyed and flirted and danced all around this idea but now it was here, truly here. It was happening. I dropped a tip on the table and rushed to the elevator. Up, up, up, then a long hallway, a right turn, and an arrival at room eight-one-eight. I listened at the heavy door but heard nothing. I punched the card. The red light turned green. I entered quickly and closed the door behind me.

The floor to ceiling drapes were thrown wide and the all-glass wall looked down on a spectacular view of the city. I did not care. All I cared about was Paige seated on Eric's lap. He sat in a plush chair by the bed and she sat on him, facing away, facing the door. Facing me.

She'd known I'd come.

He drew the zipper down in back and nudged the dress off her shoulders from behind. She moved her arms together and the dress fell away from her torso, exposing bare breasts. He unzipped all the way and she stood, stepping out of the garment, dressed now in only matching red panties and high heels. She locked eyes with me as the panties came down. She kicked them in my direction.

Behind her Eric hurried to shed his pants. His jacket and tie were already gone. His pants came down and his cock flopped up, slapping his belly, already half-hard. He'd lied about being too drunk. He was stiffening fast. He fumbled in a pocket and removed a condom, tearing the wrapper with his teeth. He hurried to roll the pale pink sheath down his length. The rubber ended with two inches of cock remaining uncovered. His girth stretched the latex almost to bursting, cutting blood flow and turning the condom transparent. It looked uncomfortable but I was glad he wore it.

"Your fantasy is coming true," she told me.

She stepped backward, moving her legs outside his, spreading herself in preparation. She cupped one breast and lifted while her other hand searched between her legs, seeking his erection. He thoughtfully pushed his penis in front of her questing hand. She curled fingers around the shaft and smiled, shaking her head at me like she couldn't believe she was doing this. She bent her knees to lower her hips and his cock curled up in front of her pussy. She held him against her slit and pumped her hips, sliding the long spear up and down between her labia and dragging her clit along the top of his dick. She was teasing me with the inevitable. Her hips moved higher with each thrust until the head began to dip into her opening. I hadn't drawn a breath in minutes. I hadn't even blinked, afraid I'd miss something.

Her expression was taunting. She raised one eyebrow, as if to ask if she should go farther.  She knew, despite my protests, I wanted to see her fucked. I'd fantasized about this moment for years. She rode her clit along his length and smiled like the tease she was. She slid her cunt up and down his length. Penetration could happen any second. She brought her opening to the tip and held it there for a heartbeat, toying with the inevitable.

At last she'd had enough. She was ready. With her eyes were glued to me, she lifted her hips higher until she reached the head of his cock. She nudged the head back with fingertips and Eric entered her body. I groaned. He groaned.

She thought she was ready for this moment, but she was not ready. She'd underestimated what girth like his could do to a woman. Her expressing turned from a taunt to surprise and then melted into euphoria. His bulk spread her hole. His iron hardness forced her labia wide, stretched her opening around his beefy cock. Disbelief spread across her face. She grunted and looked down, like she couldn't believe what she was feeling.

"Jesus," she groaned, inching lower.

I watched his meat gradually disappear inside my wife and I remembered her words from earlier: "Once another man is in me there's no undoing that. Once we've done it, I will forever be a wife that fucked a man who was not my husband."

That moment, was now.

Her pussy lips were approaching the condom's end. Any second now her skin would glide across his skin. My heart raced at the prospect. Why was the moment so significant? He was inside her but he was sheathed in latex, so was he truly inside her? No. The condom was. Against my own wishes, a tiny voice in my head complained she still had not taken another man's cock.

She's fucking a condom, I heard my mind complain. Not a man.

The relief I felt previously melted into disappointment. I forgot for the moment this was Hated Eric. I saw only a big cock.

"Lift your pussy," I growled.

Paige shook her head, misunderstanding.

"We all want this," she argued.

"Trust me," I said.

She looked into my eyes seeking answers. She chose to believe in me. She drew her tight pussy up his length until he slipped free, wet condom waving in open air.

"Remove the rubber," I croaked.

Her eyes got huge.

"Baby–" she began. "Are you sure? Why?"

"Do it," I grated, teeth clenched. "Before I change my mind."

She held him around the base with one hand and pinched the latex ring with the other. She tugged, pulling the sheath up and off. She dropped it on the floor at her feet. I stared at the wrinkled casing and the full force of what I'd done slammed my mind. His excitement surged. Veins, so recently trapped and flattened, expanded to cover his shaft like worms.

"Bare?" I heard him muttered. "Awesome. Bare is so much better."

Thank God I couldn't see his face. Her expression was bad enough. No husband should ever see his wife anticipate another man's cock that much. Her eyes narrowed and her lips curled into an evil grin. She was hot for that naked dick.

She lowered her hips again. She still held him around the base and searched for her opening with his long dick. She gasped softly when the tip brushed her labia and she quickly lined him up. She bent her knees, further lowering her hips, and he once again began to invade her tight hole, this time with skin gliding against naked skin. Her jaw went slack. Her eyes closed. She moved her hands to the arms of the chair to help control her descent. Her pussy crept down the shaft, sinking ever closer to his balls.

I suddenly remembered his massive load from earlier and my heart caught in my throat. Damn it! Why couldn't I have remembered that before I ordered the condom removed? I'd desired their skin touching but I'd also inadvertently removed the barrier to her insemination. I'd not thought far enough ahead. No way could I stop them again and have her put the condom back on. The look on her face told me how much she preferred the feel of his bare naked cock moving into her.

We were locked in. There would be no turning back.

She fell against him, her back on his chest. Her legs naturally spread wider and I was blasted with the sight of his fat cock stuffing her cunt. She'd lift her hips before settling on him again, adding a little rotation at the bottom, circling her hips to feel him deep inside. Her poor pussy looked overwhelmed with cock.

"Unbelievable," she muttered, amazed how he felt in there.

He brought his hands up from behind to grab and squeeze her breasts, rolling her nipples roughly. Paige barely noticed, everything focused on that thick curved horn impaling her.

"Shit," she mumbled.

"What's wrong, Baby?" I asked.

"Shit. Not yet. Damn it!"

I thought she felt pain or discomfort. I was wrong.

"Fuck," she said, voice rising. "Fuck! No, not yet. Wait! Fuuuuuck! Unnngh!"

Sweet Lord in Heaven, my wife was already having an orgasm. She was unprepared and struggled to get her feet placed and ride his cock properly. Too bad. Her body betrayed her, climaxing around that buried pillar of meat. She stopped to catch her breath and recenter herself. Eric waited.

She moved her pussy up and down with excruciating slowness, barely traveling an inch. That was enough. Her lips were stretched wide and her clit pulled in two directions and before she knew what was happening, his cock made her cum.

Again.

I was floored.

She chased this climax, pumping her hips, spiking the pleasure over and over, jerking as each wave of sensation rocked her. She melted against his body and he took over, curling his hips to thrust into her, savaging her cunt and clit until my sweet wife wailed. His hands left her tits to hold her hips and he pumped her full of dick, hard and thrusting, trying to reach her womb. I couldn't tell if she experienced another climax or if he extended the one before. What did it matter? The truth is he drove her out of her mind. She'd never lived through sex like this. She was a moaning and groaning ragdoll. I drank the scene in and filed it away. I wanted to remember this moment forever.

Paige came around slowly. She touched his knee to make him slow and then touched him again to make him stop. She pulled her soaked cunt off his shaft with a slurp and turned around to face him. She placed her knees outside his hips. She reached down to find his meat and guide him in again, sinking to the root. She lifted her breasts and offered them to his mouth. He suckled, and then she kissed him, heartfelt and grateful for what he'd given her.

That kiss stabbed my heart. She offered him nipples again and began to ride, smooth and slow. They fucked like that for long, agonizing minutes, punctuated at the end with another torturous Paige orgasm.

I was hard as stone. This had been my fantasy for decades and reality was far better than anything I ever imagined. Even the fact she fucked Eric only served to heighten my arousal. I hated that he, of all men, was inside her, but lord help me, nothing drove home the fact that Paige was fucking another man like seeing his face pressed to her tit. My mind spun at the sight. My excitement had continued to grow from the moment he entered her. I was a tightly wound ball of tension. I needed relief. I opened my pants and began stroking. Eric noticed and stopped sucking her tit long enough to smile at me. He braced her hips and pushed every long inch into her, forcing a deep and satisfied moan from my wife. I stroked faster. He'd done it to force a reaction from her but I loved that she loved his cock.

He circled her waist with his arms and stood, carrying her to the bed, easing her onto her back but never leaving her cunt. He held her ankles and spread her legs wide and pumped his cock strong and smooth.

"Look at your man," he told her.

Her head turned. Her eyes were far away at first but she soon focused on me. I was too far gone to stop. I let my beautiful wife see me masturbate to her conquest. He was laying claim to her right in front of me and all I did was jack off. The sight pleased her. The sight vanquished all lingering doubt and guilt. I voiced no protests. I stroked to complete acceptance. She watched my hand travel my length and pulled his face down for a kiss. Her eyes were on my masturbating hand as her tongue played with his.

He released her ankles and turned her hips, rolling her face down. I caught a glimpse of his thick curved cock waving over her ass. He moved higher and then took erection in hand, finding her drenched slit easily and sliding deep. Paige moaned, delighted to be impaled. He covered her hot body with his and I watched his white ass rise and fall. He kissed and nibbled the nape of her neck.

"Can you cum for me again?" he asked.

"Easily," she gasped. "Be rough."

He threw a sideways grin at me and then tangled his fingers in her long hair. He pulled and she groaned and he drove his cock balls deep. He withdrew and slapped her ass before plunging deep. My wife groaned again at the intrusion and lifted her ass to meet his thrust. He smacked her butt harder and pumped faster.

"Yeah," she breathed. "Fuck me, Eric."

I almost shot my load. Her words carried so much delight, so much lusty satisfaction that I almost spilled my seed.

"You should pull out," I said. "Don't cum in her."

Paige shook her head.

"Don't listen to him," she mumbled. "I want it. Don't stop."

Eric cast me a look like he was helpless to do anything about her demand.

"Sorry, brother," he told me. "Gotta give the lady what she wants."

He wasn't sorry. Not at all. Aside from the fantastic feel of my wife's pussy, he relished the ability to lord this over me the rest of our working lives. I'd be more upset if Paige's demand hadn't turned me on so much. I'd fantasized about this moment a million times but the little details reality provided made everything infinitely hotter.

"Turn me over," Paige said. "Fuck me face to face. I want to see you when you cum. I want to look in your eyes as you pour into me."

She was saying and doing things with him she'd never done with me. He pulled his cock out and tilted his hips, proudly displaying his weapon. His meat gleamed from her excitement, polished and shiny.

"Wait," she said. "Let me see it. Let me see the creature responsible for these things I'm feeling."

Together, my wife and I stared at his erection.

"A beast," she giggled, openly admiring the cock that brought her so much pleasure. "A big beautiful beast. Put it in me."

He turned her hips again, but this time he was sure to display his big meat for my viewing pleasure. He wanted me to see what was going right back in her. She lifted her legs, opening them around him like scissors and crossing her heels under his ass. She pulled him forward, her hand snaking out to find his rigid beef and guide him in. I almost shot my load again. He sank between her arms and legs and she encircled him and I realized her true reason for turning over was so he couldn't get away. In case he thought my request was the right thing to do, she trapped him, intent on capturing every drop of his massive load.

His ass began the timeless rising and falling and they made out like high school sweethearts. He grabbed a boob because he's Eric and part of him still lives in high school, but his hips never stopped. He was driving Paige towards another climax as well as himself.

"I feel it," she said. "Your cock grows. Jesus. So good. Don't stop."

Her body tightened from neck to feet, clenching as another climax approached. I marveled at what his cock did to her. Their sex was not like our sex.

"Here it comes," she muttered, face scrunched and toes curled.

"Me too," he added.

She squeezed with arms and legs and he pumped faster, driving them both towards release. She came first, a deep and meaningful animal growl. He was fast on her heels, sucking air and arching his back. He pumped his cock several times and then held it deep, groaning as he ejaculated, and then pumping fast again before pushing deep and holding once more. Over and over he thrust and stopped and spewed and thrust and stopped and spewed again. This load was every bit as plentiful as his earlier release. I was awestruck at the sheer volume his nuts carried. I'd seen porn stars known for their big loads and he was in their class. He grunted and shot again and again.

Paige craved insemination like she craved air. Her body curled around his and she held tight. She acted like his semen was her reward, a gift he bestowed because she was desirable and sexy. Her hips milked every drop from his fat balls.

The sight of him filling her with sperm was the straw that broke my back. I groaned. My knees almost buckled. My dick spat the first glob of semen into the air, followed by many. I was a fountain of cum, mesmerized by the vision of my lovely wife taking sperm. The fantasy realized fried my brain. I sank to my knees watching them, jerking fast even after the shooting stopped. Electricity jangled my nerves and cooked my mind. I couldn't believe what I saw happening right before me.

At last, I stopped. Paige watched me and smiled. Eric was drained in every way and my wife rolled him aside but followed with her hips, keeping his cock planted deep.

"We have the room all night," she muttered.

Eric heaved a great sigh.

"Count me in," he said. "But I need a little time."

I moved to the chair and dropped. The cushion was wet from their earlier sex.

"Shit," Eric said, lifting his head to look at me. "I completely forgot. Jacob and Ambrose asked me to send you their way. They wanted to talk to you before they left."

"How long ago was this?" I asked. "Surely they're gone by now."

"Just before we came up to the room. You should go find them."

I smelled bullshit but a request from those two men carried a lot of weight.

"You just want to get rid of me," I said. "You want Paige to yourself."

"Both of those things are true," he said. "But so is their request."

I knew he was a smooth liar but I couldn't tell if he did so now.

"Fuck," I growled.

"You better check," Paige said. "Come back soon. Let yourself in. You have a key and you know where I'll be."

My wife rolled over to cuddle Eric, careful to keep his softening cock buried. I couldn't risk it. Eric probably lied but if what he said were true, I could not leave those men waiting.

I buckled my pants and adjusted my clothing. I moved to the bed and kissed my wife, fully aware his cock was still lodged deep within her. An erotic shiver ran up my spine. I raced for the conference room.


Chapter 11

It took me a long time to find them. They'd waited around but eventually gone to their hotel room, the same hotel as Eric and Paige, but one floor higher. It took even longer to convince the front desk to tell me the room number and then I hurried to the elevator. I felt a kick in the gut as I rose past the floor where Paige cuddled Eric. Cuddled? I doubted that. I'd been gone too long. Eric had certainly recovered by now and was busy fucking my wife again.

Without me.

Fuck!

I rode the elevator to their floor and then hurried to my boss and the CEO's room. I knocked. Jacob answered.

"There he is!" he proclaimed. "Come in. Have a drink. Ambrose and I need to discuss some things with you. Where did you disappear to?"

"Paige felt ill so we took a walk in the fresh nighttime air."

I was stuck for almost two hours more. We were deep in conversation when Ambrose halted us.

"They're at it again," he joked.

We listened. In the room below our feet, Eric's room, I was sure, loud moans and groans drifted up through the floor.

"We are calling them the newlyweds," Jacob said. "They been going after each other for hours."

I sat with my bosses and listened to Eric fuck my wife's brains out. Jacob and Ambrose had no idea it was Paige getting hammered like that, but I sure as fuck did. I listened in awkward and excruciating agony, knowing these two fine gentlemen were unknowing witnesses to my wife's infidelity. I smiled at all the right moments and nodded and laughed, but my guts churned.

We returned to our conversation with moans from wild fucking as background music. They had vague ideas about expanding my department and wondered if I would enjoy a leadership role. Yada-yada-yada. I agreed to everything to move the conversation along. I was tormented on the inside, imagining Paige sucking Eric's big cock, riding him, giving herself to him. She clearly enjoyed him as a lover. He'd get on her nerves in time, but for now all she wanted him for was that hot body, handsome face, and impressive dick.

They walked me to their door and we all shook hands. The instant the door closed I was off like a rocket, racing to the elevator, punching the buttons until frustration drove me to the stairs. Eric and Paige were only a few floors below. I could run there faster than the elevator could carry me. I burst into the hall and raced to the door, slamming my brakes and collecting myself. I would not enter panicked, like an insecure needy boyfriend.

Red light.

Green light.

I entered.

I was greeted by the sound of falling water. I smelled sex. I aimed for the bathroom and saw their pixelated forms through beveled glass. They showered, or they'd attempted to, but Eric was behind her now, pelvis gently thrusting as he held her hips. Her large breasts were mashed against the shower stall glass. He fucked her standing and from behind and her moans of pure pleasure drifted to me. I was struck by the erotic beauty of the moment. Obscured, I still made out enough detail for my mind to fill in the blanks. Her voice rose as his rhythm stayed constant and I heard her climax yet again. Even standing and slow fucked from behind was enough for that cock to give her what she needed. I shook my head and marveled.

"Do you want it in you again?" he asked.

"Yes," she said. "Always. Always in me. In me every time."

He slowed to a crawl, savoring her tight and slick tunnel gliding across his sensitive inches. When the moment arrived, he pushed all the way in to deposit his seed, pumping and dumping another large batch of sperm in her.

I lowered the lid to the toilet and sat. Fuck this all-night shit. It was time to go. They stayed under the warm spray, kissing, touching, murmuring sweet things and chuckling. Eric emerged first and was startled to see me. His cock swung like a fleshy pendulum.

"I told the truth, right?"

"Yes," I told him. "Thank you for that."

Paige stepped from the walk-in shower and oh my god, she'd never looked sexier. She glowed. She radiated feminine sexiness. Her body showed all the signs of recent fucking but that only served to enhance her beauty.

"Hi, Baby," she said, and then leaned in to kiss me.

That was a kiss to end all kisses. Her tongue swept the inside of my mouth, playing with mine. I tasted salt and something else. She held me fast and poured her passion into our connection, forcing me to experience Eric all over her tongue. She'd been bad and wanted me to know it. We broke the kiss and she leveled wicked eyes at me. She plucked a towel from the rack.

"Did you guys have fun while I was away?" I asked.

"Some," Paige said.

Eric chuckled. Paige playfully punched his naked shoulder. 

"What did your bosses want?" Paige asked.

I waved her question away for later.

"Expansion. Promotion."

I was distracted. Hypnotized, more like. She dried in front of us and her swaying breasts and toned body captured me. I was sure they'd fucked in my absence and not just in the shower. I wondered how many times. That salty kiss told me she'd swallowed his load at least once. My dick started to rise. Thank God I wore pants.

"Ready to head home?" Paige asked.

"I'm surprised," I said. "I thought you'd want to stay all night."

"Eric wore me out. I want food and to sleep in my bed." She kissed him and tossed the towel on the bathroom counter. "We can fuck Eric again another day."

In the living room, I watched her collect her clothes and dress. They'd undressed in a hurry. She went to the bathroom for a few finishing touches and then kissed Eric on the cheek. I shook his hand but I was already starting to dread Monday. He walked us to the door and waved goodbye. We walked to the elevator, pushed the button, waited, entered. The doors closed.

"Oh my fucking God!" Paige shrieked, throwing her arms around my neck. "I cannot believe we just fucking did that! Eddy! That was nuts! That was crazy!" She began kissing me wildly. Then she'd laugh like a crazy person. Then she'd kiss me again. "Are you just dying?" she asked. "You must be. Was your fantasy all you'd hoped for? What an amazing night!"

"It was," I admitted. "It was everything and then more. I can't believe I jerked off in front of Eric, in front of you both."

"While he fucked me!"

"Exactly. I will need days to process everything I'm feeling."

"He's going to tease you Monday. He told me. Be ready for it. He'll be discreet but he plans on taunting you."

"I expect it."

She kissed me deep and with more passion than I'd ever felt from her.

"Let's do it again," she gushed. "Next weekend. Not Eric. Someone new. I'll need the week to recover but then let's explore."

"You like my fantasy now?"

"I love your fantasy. I get a loving, nurturing relationship with a grown man and then a side of hot sex with studs. Oh, my God, Baby. I'm giddy."

"Our marriage is safe?"

She kissed me again, sweet and tender.

"Our marriage is perfect," she said. "Our marriage is amazing. Marriage should be the beginning of a couple's fantasies, not the end. Only when you're in a committed, trusting relationship can you safely explore. Once your needs are met you're free to add icing to the cake. Too many people go to marriage to die. They say their vows and then turn themselves off. I understand that now. We're only getting started."

"Did you fuck him again, after I left to find the bosses?"

I knew the answer but asked anyway.

"Baby, I fucked and fucked and fucked him. Or perhaps I should say he fucked me. There's no mistaking who's the man in that transaction. He was aggressive and hungry. He fucked me from behind and came in me. He fucked me from underneath and came in me. He fucked me face to face, again, and came in me. I was sure he was drained but he had one more to give. I sucked it out of him and swallowed it. My pussy was too tender to take that big cock again. That's why I needed the shower and soap. That's why I rushed us out of there. If we'd stayed he'd be fucking me again, right now." She took my hand and guided it to her breast. "I'm ready for some husband dick."

The night had carried a lot of fear and anxiety and I felt the dam burst now. We'd made it. We'd done it. My wife had fucked another man and we'd come out the other side better and closer. A great upwelling of love brought water to my eyes. Paige grew concerned.

"Are you crying, Baby? What's wrong?"

"No, Love, it's just the release of stress. I've never been so worried I'd lose you yet turned on at the same time. I love you so much."

We kissed gently. An urgent need rose in me and I sank to my knees before her. I lifted the front of her scarlet evening gown and buried my face in her pussy. Her panties were long gone. Eric leaked out but I didn't care. The shower had washed away sweat and stink and I licked and sucked her unfaithful cunt.

The elevator dinged. The doors opened. It was so late it was early and no one boarded. I pressed the button for the top floor and up we went. I returned to the feast that was her used cunt. She was exhausted, spent, drained from the epic fucks Eric had given her, but my tongue touching her pussy lit a fire. She braced herself in the corner and hooked a leg behind my head. I lapped at her sopping slit, sending shivers of pleasure racing through her body.

"Eddy," she groaned. "Fuck, Eddy, I love what you're doing to me. I love that even after all that, you need to eat me. It's so hot. Fuck, you're going to make me cum. Jesus. Eddy. Eddy!"

Then, she did. Earth-shaking, clawing the mirrored walls, trembling on one leg orgasms, one after the other. Getting fucked by a hot stud is one thing. Getting eaten afterwards by your devoted husband is an entirely different emotional animal. I had her crying real tears, sobbing and babbling, barely able to balance herself and remain standing. I ate her like ice cream, licking and sucking and nibbling until she finally screeched as one last spike slammed her and then she crumbled, sliding down the wall, hands squeaking, to become a pile of bones. She was wiped out. We reached the top floor and the doors opened, closed, and I punched the button for the ground floor.

I had to carry her to the car.


Chapter 12

I slowed for the speed-bump and pulled into the gym parking lot. I parked at the end of the row, not to make Paige walk the extra distance from the gym to car, but because the sun was setting, and the sun's rays would shine directly on her outfit. I discovered recently that the fabric turns almost see-through hit with that much light. She looks glorious, out in public, walking confidently to the car, breasts and the hint of areolas for all to see. Her thin yoga pants fared no better but at least she wore panties. The gym doors opened and Paige emerged. She saw me waiting and began her walk. While her car was in the shop, we shared mine. Today's panties were red. I swear sometimes when I watch her she moves in slow motion.

She climbed in the car.

"Thanks for the ride, Baby," she said.

"Pleasure's all mine, Love."

I started the car.

"Wait, she said, resting her hand softly on my arm. "See that guy?"

"In the baseball hat?"

"Yes."

"What about him?"

She watched him walk to his car.

"He's hot," she said. "He's handsome and I love the way he looks at me. He wants to see my body naked. He wants to see my bare tits."

"That's true of every man in that gym."

"Maybe, but in his case I want to show him. I want him to see nude."

"Why?"

She gave me a slight shrug.

"It's his eyes, I think. Mostly. He looks at me with such intensity. I've also watched him around the gym and he's super thoughtful and kind. He help's guys who aren't sure what they're doing. He helps women every time they ask. He's a saint."

"You want to reward him?"

"Not exactly. He doesn't look at other women the way he looks at me. His eyes eat me alive. I love it. I want to show him what he so desperately wants to see. I work too hard on this body to keep it hidden from everyone but my husband."  

"He's leaving the parking lot. Should I follow him?"

Her expression turned mischievous. 

"Like they do in the movies?"

"Yes. We can tail him to see where he goes."

"Probably to a girlfriend's place."

"Maybe. Maybe a boyfriend."

"No," she said, shaking her head. "No way he's gay. No way a gay guy could look at me like that. Let's follow him, just for fun."

He pulled into traffic and I joined too, several cars back. Paige was keen on this silly game. She tracked his car, calling out turns and stop signs. We left the affluent side of town and entered the more industrial section.

"What's he doing over here?' she wondered. "I never pictured this side of him. I pictured polo shirts and tennis clubs."

"He's got a secret side just like you."

The mischievous grin appeared again.

"Which makes him even more attractive."

"What's his name?" I asked.

"Who knows? I've never spoken to him. I don't talk to guys at the gym. I listen to my music and throw weights around."

"Sexy."

"Goddamn right. Careful, he's pulling into that parking lot."

I followed but turned left when he went right. I aimed for another business to avoid attention. Paige twisted her head to watch where he went. She started laughing.

"Eden," she said. "It's a strip club called Eden. He's going to visit a seedy strip club on the bad side of town. How cliché. So much for Mister Nice Guy."

I watched him in my side view mirror. He got out of his car and reached back for a gym bag. His hair was wet from the gym.

"Did he shower after his workout?" I asked.

She touched a finger to her lip, thinking.

"I think so. Why? What difference does that make?"

"I'm thinking maybe he's not visiting a seedy strip club. I'm thinking maybe he works here. Maybe he gets ready at the gym and then comes to work."

She spun to look at the building then spun again to watch him cross the parking lot. He was in no hurry. He ignored the posters of hot girls in micro bikinis.

"Maybe he is gay," I said.

"He's not. Trust me."

We watched him enter.

"Home?" I asked.

"Let's go in."

"Why?"

"To see what he does here. Aren't you curious?"

"I am shockingly uncurious about the hot guy my wife clearly wants to fuck."

"Don't be a baby. You know you'd love it if I did."

"Is he hung?"

"I have no idea."

"That's kind of a requirement."

"You're saying I can't have him if he isn't?"

"That's what I'm saying. You don't get to fuck just anybody you want. My fantasy must be involved too."

She pondered a moment.

"That's fair," she said. "I get it. Guess I need to find out."

"I'm not following him into the bathroom. I got caught last time."

She laughed.

"You could use your gym membership and spy on him in the locker room."

Damn. Good point. That would be easy.

"All right," I said.

She perked up.

"Really? Awesome! Thanks, Baby. That's exciting."

"I guess we might as well go in," I said. "We're here. We should finish our spying mission and learn all we can."

"You just want to see hot girl titties."

"Guilty. But titties are not my only reason."

She kissed me and we left the car. I paid the cover. It was early still and only two of the four stages were lit. A few men sat around drinking, a few girls danced. Our boy served drinks from behind the bar.

"He's a bartender," I said.

"It's a little sad in here," Paige murmured.

I stopped to read a poster on the wall. Holy shit. I held my wife's hand and pulled her back to it.

"What?" she said.

"Read it," I said, pointing.

"Amateur night," she said out loud. "Next Saturday at nine. Twenty dollars and the stage is yours. Keep all the tips you make. Cash prizes award for first through third. Must be twenty-one or older. So? You want me to be a stripper? No, thanks."

"No, goofball. You said you wanted him to see you naked. You want to show off for him? Here's your perfect opportunity. Pretend you have no idea he works here and strip in the contest next Saturday. He'll see you up on the stage."

Her jaw hit the floor. Her eyes bulged.

"Jesus, Edward," she exhaled. "Oh my God, Eddy."

Her mind raced. She probably already knew what outfit she'd wear.

"It's a good plan," I said.

She shoved my shoulder.

"Let's get out of here," she said. "I need to go shopping. For this to work he can't see us. It must seem spontaneous and accidental. The only way I can be brave enough to get naked on stage is if I just do it all the night of."

We were home in less than an hour. She stripped and stared at herself in the full-length bedroom mirror. She looked apprehensive.

"Baby, you can't possibly be worried if you look good enough."

"Of course I am."

"You're stunning. You are already far better looking than any of the girls we saw dancing just now."

"I want to avoid embarrassing myself."

"You look amazing."

"Hm."

She remained unconvinced. Men can be fat and think they look great. Women can look great and think they look fat. God looks down on us and laughs.


Chapter 13

Paige told me when our guy was most likely to be at the gym and she was right. She had the man's schedule down. I turned my reconnaissance missions into actual workouts and by Wednesday I had my first opportunity to follow him into the locker room and learn the truth. He passed through the chest section on his way to his locker. I took a break from my set and tailed him.

I felt a strange excitement hunting a man. I felt even more excitement when I considered why. My wife wanted to know if he was hung and if so, she'd try to fuck him. What a dream.

I stalked him like a lion. He had no idea. He always chose a locker in the same general area so I did too and I saw him undressing as I approached. I made myself busy at my locker but my eyes glanced at him frequently. I tried to see him through Paige's eyes. I was judging the man as a possible lover for my wife and that sent a surge of adrenaline through me. I stayed calm: sprouting an erection in the men's locker room would be bad, but I scrutinized the man. Our plan depended on my assessment. I found myself hoping he had a large cock. What a bizarre position.

At last the gym shorts came down. He wore a jock strap and the front pouch bulged. Bulged. He reached into his locker to check his phone and then hooked his thumbs in the elastic waistband. Down came the strap. His smashed cock swung free and he rubbed his dick to loosen things. He still had his headphones on and bopped a little to the music. Freed from the restrictive confines of the tight strap, his penis hung free and began to relax.

My wife would be pleased. The head was large but the shaft behind significantly thicker, giving him a stubby look. I knew that would change once he got hard. That thickness would remain but he'd gain in length. I asked myself if this was a cock I'd like to see fucking my wife and easily concluded yes. I withdrew my phone from my locker to send Paige a text, telling her our guy passed his test, when I realized I could just snap a silent picture and send that instead. We were alone in this corner of lockers and he was distracted, looking at his phone and listening to music. I pretended to write a text but I aimed the lens at his swinging cock. I switched to video mode and hit record, capturing about fifteen seconds of his substantial penis swinging and swaying.

I think you should get to know this guy, I typed, leaving vague if I meant the man or his dick, and attached the recording. I hit send. Paige should be at home about now so I waited on a reply.

Is that my guy? She asked.

In the flesh, I answered.

Mouthwatering, she replied, moments later.

I always shower at home so I packed my gear. Our guy pulled a towel out of his locker but I had no desire to follow him to the showers. My mission was accomplished. Paige probably wanted more video or even some pictures but I was ready to leave. I decided I could at least learn his name. I waited for him to remove his headphones.

"Sorry to bother you," I said. "I'm new to this gym. Is there a place around to grab something healthy to eat? My name is Edward, by the way."

I stuck a hand out.

"Brent," he said, shaking my hand. "There an excellent sushi place over by the Best Buy. Good food. Healthy."

"I appreciate it."

I grabbed my bag and hurried home. Paige was watching the video when I found her in the kitchen.

"Nice," she said, showing me her screen.

"I thought you would think so. He seems like a nice guy, too. I think it's hot how you want to fuck this stranger."

"I think it's hot how you want me to. I'm so glad you shared your fantasy, Baby."

"We are closer now, aren't we?"

"We are. There's so much trust, so much intimacy. Your clip made me horny. Come eat my pussy while I watch the video on repeat."

I laughed, but she was serious.

Later, after I gave her a strong orgasm, I told her his name.

"He looks like a Brent," she said. "Now that I know he's finished working out, I'll go to the gym."

"You're avoiding him? I thought you found him attractive?"

"I do. He's incredibly attractive. That's why I need to avoid him until the big night."

"That's backwards. I typically chase the women I'm attracted to."

"Women do things differently."

I didn't question her logic. I did not understand it, but I did not question. She showered and dressed and left for the gym.


Chapter 14

We drove to the strip club separately. Brent had no idea Paige and I were connected and it just seemed like a good idea to keep him ignorant. I met my wife in the parking lot and we kissed one last time before she entered. She'd worked extra hard this week and her face and body look perfect. Her gym bag was stuffed with various outfits to wear on stage and then remove.

"I hope he likes me," she muttered.

"There's no way he can't. Even if he's gay. You look too good."

She kissed my cheek.

"You're a good husband," she said. "For a lot of reasons."

Her hands were shaking. Paige was nervous.

"It's just sexy fun," I said. "Try to think of it as flirting."

"What if he thinks I'm ugly?"

"That's not possible, Baby," I said. "That's just fear sinking her claws in you. There's nothing ugly about you. Not one thing."

"You're so sweet. I better get inside. Management says we need to sign some papers and get dressed and ready."

"All right, my Love. Have fun. Listen to the rocking music and dance like no one is watching."

"I want Brent to watch."

"No one except Brent."

She laughed, breaking the tension. We kissed and I watched her cross the lot. Jesus, my wife is hot. I waited a while to give the impression I did not know her and then found myself a seat at the bar. The announcer explained the contest to the packed house and a huge cheer went up. The pounding music started and the first girl came out, a cute short-haired blonde with big tits. The crowd went wild.

This was going to be fun.

The women danced and strutted, one after the next. Money flew at the stage. All were at least cute but some were gorgeous. Every type of body paraded on that stage. I'd picked a spot at Brent's bar and enjoyed a slow beer. I would mention Paige when she came out for her songs, just to be sure he saw her. He was busy, working hard and serving drinks, but I wouldn't risk him being so busy he missed Paige. He glanced up often, checking out each new girl, but I was the insurance policy.

The place was packed. Mostly men, of course, but a fair number of women filled the crowd too. On stage a thin but pretty Asian girl danced in a fishnet body stocking and I watched her closely. Lord, she was sexy. I briefly left my seat to tip her a twenty.

At last the announcer drew our attention to Paige. The music started and my wife strode out, all trace of nervousness gone. She smiled at the crowd and began her first number and all I could do was marvel. She looked amazing and confident and sexy.

"Now that's a beautiful woman," I told Brent.

He stopped scooping ice and studied the woman on stage. His eyes narrowed and then grew large.

"I know her," he said, delighted. "Holy shit. She goes to my gym. I've hit on that woman for months." He stopped talking so his gaze could crawl every inch of her. Paige untied the laces between her tits and partially opened her top, teasing all of us. Brent filled three glasses with ice and began to pour liquor but his eyes were on Paige. My wife turned her attention our way and met his stare. She grinned with recognition and pretended to be shy, trying and failing to cover her breasts. When she was sure she had his attention, she slowly lowered her arms, exposing her full firm breasts for everyone to see. Tips landed at her feet.

"Fuck me," Brent muttered. "She looks better than I thought she would, and I always thought she looked amazing."

"She seems to know you," I said. "I think she recognizes you, too."

He barely heard me. Paige had captured him completely. I hoped my wife realized how she'd blasted him with lightning. My wife returned to her song, swinging her attention to the crowd. Brent hurried to finish his task so he could watch her again.

Each girl would perform and the judges would gauge the crowd reaction, advancing a handful of women to the next round, slowly eliminating contestants until they had their winners. She teased us by playing with the ties holding her bottoms, swinging her ass around and rolling her hips. It was easy to forget I was married to her and not just watching some sexy babe flaunt her beauty. Brent fixed a few drinks and then returned his attention to Paige.

My wife turned her back to him and bent at the waist, slowly pushing her bottoms down, slowly revealing her asshole and slit. She's waxed every hair off and our eyes were greeted by glassy smooth pink flesh. I groaned.

"She makes you want to fuck her," Brent said. "Her body, her moves, the look in her eyes. Jesus, she's hot."

I was proud to hear him say it. I knew Paige would love what he said about her.

"You should try harder," I said. "You need to fuck that babe."

He laughed.

"You're right. I will."

Paige slid her bottoms down to her ankles, stretching her hamstrings but fully revealing her pussy from behind. Brent and I looked knowingly at each other, two men sharing the understanding of the impact of that view. Paige finished her song, collected her loose tips, and exited the stage. The crowd got loud.

The remaining girls danced and the judges made their choices and Paige went through to the next round. I enjoyed the crowd's reaction to my hot wife. I felt proud and lucky. Paige got huge ego strokes but she also had a ton of scandalous fun. She discovered she fully enjoyed teasing us, partially revealing her new toned body to the crowd and then savoring our boisterous response. Always her eyes would find Brent and lock on, almost shivering with delight to see him ogle her.

Paige soon appeared again, this time wearing lingerie from our bedroom. I felt my dick rise watching her strut in a sexy, lacy thing she'd previously worn only for me. I loved that everyone got to see her in it. A man at the edge of the stage held a bill up to her and she leaned over to see it. Her expression turned to shock. She refused to take the money and he insisted and she drew it through his fingers, thanking him profusely and acting grateful. I suspected it was a hundred-dollar bill. He spoke and she leaned even closer. She listened and then got a devilish look. She turned him to kiss him and I saw his face clearly.

Jacob, my boss.

I choked on my beer. I glanced at his table and saw Ambrose was with him, as well as a few senior partners from our firm. Older, serious men. Men who would look poorly on an employee with a stripper wife.

I panicked. My supervisor, and the CEO and owner of the company, had spent the last hour enjoying my naked wife. Work had been difficult since the night Eric fucked Paige, but he'd told no one except me, torturing me daily with taunting banter. It had become our ritual. I almost looked forward to the things he'd say.

This was totally different.

I slumped in my barstool. My mind raced. Paige would tell them she was alone, that I had no idea what she did. She'd probably devise a story about how she did this on a whim, or as a dare, or for extra money. She'd make them promise to keep her secret. I tried to imagine all the things she might say. My stomach filled with dread.

She returned to dancing, covering her panic well. She flirted with Brent and slowly removed her outfit and gave everyone a hell of a show. She finished, blew kisses to the crowd and collected her tips, and left the stage. The next dancers came out, including my Asian princess, but I was sinking into a whirlpool of despair.

After my Asian princess, the announcer said there'd be a short break.

I noticed Paige exit the back room and head for Jacob's circle of chairs. She wore clothing, tiny stripper clothing that showed plenty of skin, and joined Jacob and the others. There was no seat available so Jacob eased her onto his lap.

No, no, no. This was all going the wrong way. The group began talking and laughing and having a good time and Jacob, like so many men do, thought that if a woman is scantily clad she must be available for touching. He circled her waist with his arm and rested his open palm on her bare inner thigh.

My wife did nothing to stop him. Conversation continued and the jokes continued and Jacob got ever more comfortable with Paige. His hand inched higher and I thought okay, here it comes, but again she did nothing. Jacob whispered something in her ear and she looked far over his shoulder to a darkened corner of the club. He spoke again and she seemed to weigh a decision.

"What's back there?" I asked Brent.

He looked where I pointed.

"That's the VIP area. Private dances with the strippers. Much more intimate."

"Anyone can go?"

He shook his head.

"Guys need a dancer to take them back there. It's a way for the girls to make bigger tips."

"I bet."

"Yeah," he laughed. "I've seen some naughty things go on back there."

I watched Paige. Jacob took her hand and placed it over his crotch. The group went quiet. Paige wrestled with a choice and then gave him a nod. She stood and he did too and they left the group, heading to the darkened area. I would lose sight of her if I didn't do something. I watched her tiny booty shorts vanish in the crowd. I scanned everywhere and my eyes landed on the pretty Asian woman sipping a cocktail by the door to the back room. She'd come out to watch. I left my seat, approaching quickly.

"How would you like to make an easy hundred?" I asked.

"It's four hundred to fuck me."

I stopped dead in my tracks.

"Seriously?"

"Yes. I'm worth it, too. But you're handsome so I'll suck your dick for a hundred."

I shook my head.

"We're off in the weeds," I said. "I don't need you for that. I want to visit the VIP area but I need a dancer companion. I just want an escort."

"You like to watch?"

"Yes, that's it exactly. I like to watch."

She checked the time on her phone and stuffed it into a small purse.

"I made it to the next round but I have time," she said.

"Good. What's your name?"

"Hana."

"I'm Eddy."

I withdrew money and peeled off a hundred. I took her hand. She tried to lead me to a booth at the back but I steered her towards one that let me see Jacob and Paige.

"Your hands are sweaty," she complained.

"I'm nervous. You're incredibly gorgeous, Hana."

Truth, but not the reason my hands were moist. I sat on a padded bench covered in fake leather and Hana moved between my legs.

"Why are we here?" she asked. "Do you want to watch that lady dance for the older man?"

"I needed to get away from all those people," I lied.

"Okay."

She looped her arms around my neck and sat on my lap, looking bored.

Paige sat on Jacob's lap too. Her arms circled his neck as well. But my wife did not look bored. Jacob's hands slid along her bare legs and across her exposed ribs. His fingertips grazed the bottoms and sides of her breasts spilling from her tiny top. He sent a hand down to her lap and pushed her legs farther apart. Those same fingertips brushed her pussy through her shorts. Her body stiffened and she sucked a gasp of air. Jacob grinned. He plucked the drawstring that held her top closed and pulled, untying the bow. The two halves fell apart, exposing her full globes and pointed nipples.

"I knew they were spectacular," he rumbled.

He lowered his mouth and lifted one breast. He gently slipped her nipples into his mouth, sucking softly. Paige moved a hand to the back of his head to pull him in. His free hand began to explore between her legs. After a minute, she told him to wait. She stood and slid the booty shorts down, exposing her bald slit. Her shorts caught on one foot. His hand went searching again and his fingers teased her pussy. My wife buried her face in his neck. He ran a finger up and down her labia, parting them, testing her wetness. He lifted the finger to his mouth and tasted my wife.

My dick began to grow.

Relations with Jacob were infinitely worse than with Eric, but my kinky mind didn't care about consequences. Jacob sucked his own finger and then probed her cunt again, this time sinking two knuckles deep. Paige moaned encouragement. He said something too low to hear and my wife nodded after a moment's hesitation. She set to work on his pants, working to free his dick. My heart sank but my penis stiffened. How humiliating.

More dancers entered the area and occupied the booths. Hana stood between my knees and slow danced to a song she liked, but I looked around her swaying body at Paige. My wife's arm moved rhythmically, a slow, sensuous stroke that could only mean one thing. Jacob fingered my wife's pussy while she tenderly jerked him off. He suckled her breasts.

Her lust grew too great and she slid from his lap to the floor. She flipped her hair over a shoulder and I saw his stiff cock, throbbing and yearning for her. He looked sturdy and thick. She lowered her mouth and slid him in and Jacob's head fell back against the wall. Paige bobbed slowly but sucked intensely hard, like she wanted to drain his body through his cock. Her cheeks dented so hard from suction that I saw the outline of his dick head against her cheek. His pants prevented her from reaching his balls. She wrapped her hand around the shaft and sucked as she stroked. She bobbed faster, trying to draw the cum from his testicles up the shaft.

I felt a hot wet mouth envelope my erection. I looked down at my lap, stunned to see Hana's head gliding up and down.

"What are you doing?" I hissed.

"Sucking you off. I'm bored and you're hard. I know you're into watching. That's cool. Keep doing it. I just need a cock to suck."

"Are you high?"

"A little."

She returned her attention to my dick and I returned my attention to Paige. Just in time, as it turns out. My wife grew frustrated with a dick in her mouth and stood, turning away from my boss and backing towards him. She found his cock between her legs and I almost called out for her to stop before she settled her pussy onto the tip of him. She closed her eyes and let her weight carry her down his stiff inches. She played with her tits as he slowly vanished up her cunt. He moved his hands to her hips to speed the process, pulling her pelvis down and impaling her.  My wife arched her back and leaned against the man. His hands covered hers and together they mauled my wife's tits. Blood surged to my dick and Hana grunted her pleasure.

Paige planted her feet and began to work his cock, dragging her soaked pussy up and down his length. She was milking him, interested only in making that hard dick spurt. She fucked herself on him until she was forced to bite her lips to silence her strong orgasm. It was all too much: dancing for Brent and his eyes all over her, exhibiting herself nude in front of a crowd of strangers, and then this, the final blow: fucking my boss where anyone walking by could see her.

Jacob reached into his pants pocket and peeled off another hundred for her. Paige gasped and pumped her hips faster. He tossed another bill and then another and my wife swooned. This was some call-girl fantasy wrecking her mind. Jacob paid her to fuck him and that got her off, slamming her with another powerful climax.

He stopped throwing money when his orgasm hit. He dropped his wad of cash and grabbed her hips, pulling her down onto him as his legs tensed and his body went rigid. He rammed his cock all the way up and held himself there, pumping out sperm. Paige was gasping with uncontrolled delight, urging his to give her everything.

He did.

The sight proved too much for me. I jerked and jumped and Hana's skilled mouth gobbled my load. My dick spewed and she sucked it out, her tongue teasing under the sensitive head. I unloaded every drop I had into her belly, watching as Jacob filled my wife's womb. They rested only a moment before Paige said she had to get back. My wife pulled herself off Jacob's thick meat and quickly drew her booty shorts up her legs. She refastened her clothing and smoothed everything out and collected her cash from the floor. He waved her away without so much as a kiss. Hana licked her lips clean and kissed me briefly and I added another hundred to her first. She hurried away. I kept my face hidden until Jacob closed his fly and returned to his group. I watched him fist-bump the guys, bragging about his exploit.

Someone had taken my seat at the bar so I found a spot along the wall. The dancing continued but the point of parading around for Brent seemed lost now. Things had escalated well beyond that. Hana came out and Paige came out and the appreciative crowd went wild.

Hana was eliminated but Paige made it through. Soon we were down to only two.

Another round of dancing gave us our winner: a gorgeous and sensual redhead named Flower. Paige took second place, which was fine with her because winning that contest was not the point.


Chapter 15

I entered our bedroom. My wife waited on our bed, crumpled wads of cash strewn about her. She was naked and unwashed

"Over three thousand dollars!" she gushed. "And that's not counting the prize money for second place!"

I ran my eyes over her tight body. How many men had her image stored in their heads now? Hana had drained my balls but looking at Paige started me growing again.

"Did you watch me, Eddy? Did you see your naughty wife expose herself to all those lusty men?"

"I did."

"Did you see how badly Brent wanted me?"

"I saw everything, Baby."

Something in my voice stopped her.

"Everything?"

I approached the bed, shedding clothes. I stripped my boxers and stood proud, showing my erection.

"Everything." I said. "I saw you dance. I saw men lose their minds over you. I saw Brent decide he was going to fuck you and would do all he could to get you in bed."

"Is that true? Did he really?"

"Yes. I spoke with him. He doesn't know we're married. He couldn't believe how sexy you looked."

I rested my knees against the edge of our bed. She reached for my penis but I evaded her hand.

"Not yet," I said. "When I say I saw everything, I mean it. I saw you suck Jacob's cock. I saw you fuck him. I saw him cum in you. I know he's in you right now."

Her face turned slowly from excited to guilty.

"I'm sorry, Baby," she said. "That just sort of happened."

"You accidentally sat on his dick?"

She winced.

"Yeah, that does sound bad. Okay, you're right. I've wanted to fuck him since the office party. I made that happen tonight. I was sure, after Eric, you'd say no."

"I would have said no."

"But I wanted him. He's older but masculine."

"Try to imagine what my working life will be like now. I already work with one man that's had you. Now another man, my direct supervisor, has fucked my wife too. What do you think he'll say or do to me? What assignments will I get? Don't be surprised if I suddenly am required to travel. He'll force me out of town just to have you again without my interference."

Her face went blank. These were things she'd not considered.

My phone rang from my pants pocket on the floor. I checked the screen and then showed Paige: Jacob. I answered.

"Hey, Edward," he said, awkwardly. "Big problem in Manhattan. We're going to need you to fly there first thing Monday morning. Sorry for the short notice. You should be back after a few days. Eric will handle things for you."

"No problem," I said.

I was sure Eric would handle all sorts of things for me.

"Great. I'll have the details and boarding confirmation emailed to you. Thank you. Make us proud."

We ended the call. Paige's face had turned pale.

"Oh my God," she whispered. "So fast."

She loved the fact that Jacob had initiated his pursuit so quickly and did nothing to hide it. Her eyes sparkled.

"Don't try to act sad," I said. "I see right through you."

"Can I fuck him? My God, Eddy, that would be hot. I know I already did but that was heat of the moment, like wham-bam-thank you ma'am. I want to fuck him like at the end of a date. I want him to wine and dine me, take me to a fancy restaurant, pick me up in a stretch limousine. Maybe we spend a night at the opera. Then we wrap up at his penthouse and he slowly seduces me."

"Great fantasy, Honey, but that's not what will happen."

"No? Why not?"

"I know you, Paige. The mere thought of all those things will be enough. You'll fuck him in the back of the limo five minutes after he picks you up."

She laughed.

"I'll miss you," she said. "Can I fuck him? Again?"

My dick was throbbing.

"I hate that I'll be left out."

"I get that," she said. "So I'll do everything I can to include you. You'll enjoy my seduction from a distance."

I was skeptical.


Chapter 16

There was no limousine. There was no date, no opera. There wasn't even dinner. Jacob got Paige's number from the emergency contact information in my employee file. He called her directly Monday morning after my flight left and my wife invited him over to our home that night. I learned later they did have plans to go out but never made it. Paige was all over the man. She started in the kitchen but quickly led him to our bedroom, to our bed. She told me when I returned that she wanted the memories of fucking another man in our room. She wanted to think about him and what she did in our bed every time we have sex.

I was a little upset to be excluded from her romp. I can set aside the possible complications of my wife fucking my boss, but I wanted something to feed my kink. Anything. All I got was a long, lonely night and my imagination. No pictures, no videos, no text messages with sexy updates. I got hours alone in a hotel room with my imagination and my dick. On the other hand, I masturbated four times, so at least some part of me enjoyed the anguish.

I returned from New York days later, arriving just after noon. I'd decided to give myself the rest of the day off and called Paige at work. She thought going home was a great idea. She felt I deserved a day off. I was on my way to some rest and relaxation when I realized I'd forgotten some files at work, so I directed the Uber driver to my building. I rode the elevator up.

Most desks were empty as people had stepped out for lunch. Eric was at his, however, and was surprised to see me. I expected he'd plant some stinging barbs about how talented Paige had become at sucking cock, now that she had a big one to practice on, all of which was true, but he didn't.

"Have you talked to Jacob yet?" he asked.

I glanced at the boss's closed office door.

"Nope. Just a quick in and out. Grabbing some files to work on at home."

He chuckled.

"Maybe you should? Just pop in to say hello? Let him know you're back?"

"All right."

I stuffed the papers into my briefcase and stopped at Jacob's door. I knocked softly and heard him say enter. I shut the door behind me. He sat at his large oak desk reading something on the computer monitor.

"How was the trip?" he asked.

"Good. Solved their problems in no time."

"Excellent."

There was a moment of awkward silence and I decided I should shake his hand since I'd been gone for several days. I circled the end of his desk. He did not stand as I extended my arm for a quick shake. He took my hand, clumsy, turning towards me.

That's when I noticed, through the narrow gap between his lap and the drawer, someone was hiding under his desk. His zipper was down and his partially swollen cock passed between two crimson lips, barely visible in the darkness between his thighs. The shaft rested on his pants before vanishing into someone's mouth.

"Did you speak to Thompson?" Jacob casually asked, as if there was no mouth sucking his dick.

"What? Yes."

I had no idea what to do. What's the proper etiquette for those times when the boss is getting a blowjob at the office? I was incredibly uncomfortable. I was sure it was a colleague, one of the women I work with, possibly even a friend. I decided to end the conversation and get the hell out of there.

"Thompson said he'd call you," I concluded.

"Fantastic," he said, after a slight hesitation.

"Sir, I'm tired from all the travel. I need to sleep. I'm going to head home to a nice dinner and movie with my wife."

"By all means," he said.

The red lips crawled another inch down his dick, exposing the woman's chin and cheek bones, exposing enough for me to recognize the familiar. Now I understood why Eric had aimed me this way.

My wife, Paige, was under Jacob's desk, sucking his cock while we talked. Jacob's office had a private elevator to the garage. My boss had slipped my wife into his office and under his desk with only Eric's knowledge. Perhaps my coworker had stumbled upon them.

Eric had thoughtfully directed me in here so I could discover the truth too.

"If you see Eric out on the floor somewhere," Jacob said. "Send him to me, please. I have some things I need him to handle."

I seethed, but I said nothing. My eyes darted to the growing cock in her mouth. I knew what would happen once Eric arrived. I scanned the surface of Jacob's big oak desk. Paige would be lying naked on her back moments after I left. Both men would fuck her until she couldn't walk.

I had to find a new job.


Chapter 17

"Paige is coming with me to Des Moines," Eric said. "You can have her back when I return."

"I don't fucking think so," I countered. "First, that's up to Paige, not me. I don't own the woman. Second, no. No way will I let her be with you for so many days. What the fuck? Why would you even think that's okay to ask?"

Eric chuckled and glanced around the office. No one was close enough to hear.

"I'm not asking," he said. "Remember the client-appreciation night? The first time I ever fucked your wife?"

"Of course I do."

He withdrew his cell phone.

"I recorded it. I recorded us fucking like animals, but I also captured you in the room, watching. Since then I've recorded Jacob fucking her multiple times too. I'm getting the promotion Ambrose and Jacob discussed with you. I warned them if they didn't promote me, I'd email those clips company wide. I'd post them on the Internet. I'd ruin their reputations and the company brand."

"You left out my career."

"Oh, yeah. Your career, too. You'd need to switch industries. I have a book filled with email addresses. Everyone would know you as the Cuckold. Everyone that knows you, including family members on both sides, would get the recordings."

"All of that over a promotion?"

"Dude," he said. "I have a multi-year plan. I'll run this company in five years and I'll play as dirty as I must to make that happen."

"You're a colossal asshole."

"It's been said. Speaking of asshole, I'll be claiming Paige's over the weekend. She's aware and ready. When I told her she was coming with me to Des Moines she just nodded. She didn't even need a reason. I mean, come on, Des Moines? I expected some resistance. It's ain't Paris, you know? But no, she was fine being my date for three days. I'll let her break the news to you. She loves the ability to fuck other men. You've created a monster."

I wanted to punch his smug face. I'd worked on my resume recently, after Paige made camp under Jacob's desk, and my wife agreed it was time for me to move on. Eric would hold this over us until I was no longer competition or he grew bored with Paige, which might take a while. She really loves fucking the man.

A lot had changed since we first began to explore our fantasies. We'd grown. We'd evolved. Not everything turned out exactly as we'd hoped and in many ways, we were still either learning the rules or making them up. But neither of us wanted to go back to how things were.

End.
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