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Chapter One

Simon unzipped and leaned closer to the computer. This one looked promising. Finally. Way too much so-called cuckold porn was all about the wife. The poor cuck—Jesus, it wasn’t bad enough someone was banging his wife, the freaking cameraman wouldn’t even put him in shot.

This one wasn’t going to be like that. Simon could see that from the get-go. It was the old porn-studio schtick—the one where the loving couple visit a real porn star to give the wife the fucking she deserves. He sometimes wished he had the courage to do the same for his own wife—find her a bull, even pay for a professional, then sit with her and hold her hand while—

But this was as close as he’d come, as close as he would ever come—fantasising about it and calling it research. Believing porn had anything to do with real life was a dangerous game.

The couple were sitting on the couch together, holding hands and talking to the producer.

Producer: So why did you come here today?

Husband: Well (looks at wife), Mindy here has always been highly sexed, and—

Wife: And Christopher is wonderful, (she pulls the husband’s hand into her lap) and… you know, super thoughtful, but doesn’t have the… um…

Husband: You know, the staying power… He puts air-quotes around those last two.

Wife: (nodding earnestly) Staying power.

Mindy was super-hot, as should be expected, but never did the camera leave the two of them to focus just on her. It wasn’t about her. It was about them. Simon saw an undeniable chemistry, the casual brushes, touches, the sidelong looks. It was impossible not to notice the gold band on her finger.

Getting his cock out, he wondered vaguely whether they might in fact be a real couple. He was already hard anticipating what would come, his cockhead slick with pre-cum. This lucky bastard was going to watch his gorgeous wife get the reaming of her life. And Mindy…

Mindy’s going to come so hard she fucking melts.

That was what he wanted for Becca, the kind of pussy-melting multiple-orgasm he’d never even come close to delivering. What was this guy’s name—Christopher? Simon couldn’t wait to see the look on his face when the porn star went in bareback. Becca always made him use a condom to help him last longer—Mindy probably did the same—but that rule wouldn’t apply to a bull. If Simon knew his cuck-porn, Mindy was about to get a good hot load of stranger-jizz injected straight into her core.

“Honey, are you in here?”

Simon jerked so hard his mouse skittered across the desk and hit the floor.

It was Becca, home early and standing square in the doorway, her sightless eyes directed where his head would be if he weren’t slouched down with his cock out. He hadn’t even heard her come in. She smiled when she heard him move and arrowed in closer to his face. “Are you in the middle of a game?”

“I’m sorry, what?” He pulled the headset down and mashed the mute button so she wouldn’t hear the porn. “I had my headset on.” Fuck! It was still playing, and he didn’t know how to stop it without the mouse.

She locked on to his voice like a guided missile and stared straight at his nose. “If you’re in the middle of something, I can—”

“No, no,” he blurted, wilting under her trusting gaze and tucking his cock back in. “I wasn’t doing anything important. Do you need help with—?”

“It’s okay,” she said, stepping back from the door but leaving her fingers touching the frame, maintaining a point of reference for when she really left and plotted a course back down the hallway. “I’ll go get changed and—”

“Don’t be silly.” Simon looked imploringly at the keyboard, willing himself to remember which key would pause, or better, stop the goddam video. “What is it? You want me to read the mail? I didn’t move something on you, did I?”

She drifted back into the doorway. “It’s just…”

“What?”

“Do you mind reading to me?” She gave him a hopeful smile. “I got the new Kathy Reichs on Audible, but the narrator is murdering it.”

“You’d think she’d leave some bodies for the bad guys,” Simon quipped, pushing his chair away from the desk.

Becca heard the movement and lit up with a beaming smile. Abandoning the safety of the doorway, she plotted a confident path across open space to plonk her exquisitely sculpted arse fair in his lap.

Thank God he’d managed to put his cock away.

She turned sideways and hung her legs over the arm. “My wonderful man.” She hunted briefly for his lips and planted a kiss on them. “You’re the best husband in the world.”

She knew exactly how to stroke Simon’s ego. Not that it wasn’t genuine. She needed a lot of help with basic living needs and was grateful for Simon’s assistance. He provided it gladly; it was a profound privilege to serve a woman like her—confident, stylish, and achingly beautiful.

“Where’s your Kindle?” he asked.

“In my bag.”

“Do you want me to…?”

She put her arms around him and dropped her head on his shoulder.

“Becca?”

“What?” Her voice was laced with mock innocence.

“Did I just get had?”

“Tell me a story, my handsome hubby.” The ‘handsome’ compliment was a private joke. If he challenged her on it, she’d tell him she’d never seen a more handsome man.

Simon sighed and rolled his eyes, not that she’d ever appreciate the gesture. “Do you even have the latest Kathy Reichs?”

“Does it matter? You tell a better story than her anyway.”

Simon shaped his hand down her leg past the rising hem of her black pencil skirt and pulled her in tight on his lap. His erection was gone, thank God. There was no guarantee it’d stay away, massaged as it was by Becca’s lovely behind, but at least then he’d have an excuse. “Do you want the one about—?”

“The one about how we met.”

“Again?”

“Come on.” She gave him another kiss for encouragement. “That one’s my favourite.”

On Simon’s computer screen, Mindy the wife was now naked and getting reamed senseless by an improbably well-hung porn star. Her left hand trembled against his powerful chest, the wedding ring catching a reflection and briefly dazzling the camera. Staring the whole time into her husband’s eyes, Mindy squeezed his hand, parted her lips in a wanton moan, and then succumbed to a long, shuddering orgasm.

Simon took a breath and swivelled his chair away from the screen. “It was summer,” he began.

“It was spring. I remember because Barney was in the vet’s surgery for an eye infection.”

“It was spring, and I was standing on the platform at Hornsby waiting for the 7:07…”

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Two

7:05. Two minutes till the train. Simon looked around to see if she was coming—the woman he saw every morning. She was blissfully unaware of his existence, of course, although her guide dog probably thought he was a stalker.

Her insensibility suited Simon fine. In a way, it was better. He hadn’t crushed on anyone like this since high school. To him, she was perfect, and so long as he persisted in never speaking to her, she’d remain that way.

He looked at the clock. One minute. If she missed this one, she’d probably be on the 7:21. It’d be weird if I let it go by and waited, right? Yeah, that’d cross a line.

He heard the tapping before he saw her come around the corner of the ticketing office. She didn’t have her dog today, just the cane; he’d never seen her without the dog.

The tracks were singing with the oncoming train. She’d heard it, obviously, and was rushing to juggle her cane and laptop bag while she fished out her Opal card.

Simon saw the fumble coming before it happened—as the engine whooshed past mid-platform where they stood, she startled and nearly upended the lot, saving the cane, saving the bag, but losing the card. “Shit!” She almost recovered it just as it escaped her fingers, but in doing so, she sent it flying… right at Simon, and it landed at his feet as the train groaned to a stop.

He looked at it, lying on the platform. Like an omen.

The doors opened with an exhale of cool air.

“Shit, shit, shit,” she said again under her breath. Then, “Somebody help?” There were only a handful of other people spread out along the platform, most of them already boarding the train.

It gave Simon the mental shove he needed. “I’ve got it.” He didn’t even think; he just picked it up, touched it to the reader, then moved beside her with his arm cocked like he’d seen in the movies. “I tapped you on,” he said, gallantly if a little breathlessly. “We’d better hurry if we want this one.”

“Thank you.” She found his arm and let him lead her through the door before it closed. “That was kind,” she said, pushing her opaque glasses back up her nose. She held out her hand for her Opal card, and he gave it to her, then the doors hissed shut and the train pulled away, speeding them towards North Sydney.

That was kind. It wasn’t the rescued-damsel response he might have hoped for, but it perfectly suited the image he’d constructed. Today, like most days, she wore a crisp, white blouse with tailored slacks (it was usually those or a delightfully form-fitting pencil skirt), ankle boots, and her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. No makeup. Her look spoke of quiet authority and professional efficiency to Simon. She was, in his mind, a no-nonsense kind of woman. He found that most alluring.

“No dog today?” he said, for want of some better small talk.

“He’s getting eye surgery.”

Simon scoffed, then realised a moment too late she wasn’t joking. “Oh dear, you’re not kidding.”

She smiled. “Ironic, isn’t it? Worst. Guide dog. Ever.”

“Nothing serious, I hope?”

“Just a grass seed,” she said. “He’ll be back up and about, bumping me into stuff by the weekend.”

“Good to hear.” Simon’s mind raced desperately for something else to say. “There’s one priority seat left. Do you—?”

“There’s not two together?”

Simon blinked. She wanted to sit with him? “There’s a few downstairs.” They were on a double-decker carriage.

She felt for his arm again and gave his elbow a friendly squeeze when she found it. “Do you mind?”

“No, I… um… I don’t. Mind, I mean.” He led her down. “Four steps… that’s it… just down here…” They got to a bank of four empty seats, two and two, facing each other. Simon judged it would be easier for her to get in and out of the wider space. “Forwards or backwards?” he asked.

“Forwards. I get motion sick if I can’t see out the front.”

Simon laughed and sat down, resting his satchel on his lap. “I’m not sure whether I’m supposed to laugh at that.” He was also unsure whether he should guide her into the seat but erred on the side of allowing a little independence.

“You did fine,” she said, taking the seat next to him. Her round hips touched his in the tight confines of the bench seat. “It only gets weird if you laugh too hard.”

This was actually going pretty well.

“I’m Simon.”

“Rebecca.”

There was a silence almost long enough to be awkward.

“I’m sorry,” Rebecca said, touching his knee. “You weren’t holding out your hand, were you?”

Simon blushed worse than he might have if he’d actually done that. “Sorry, no, I was born completely without manners. They don’t give you a dog for that.”

She laughed and turned to show him a smile that lit up her face. “You’re funny, though. Not many people can pull off a good crip joke first time.”

If he’d ever been courageous enough to describe Rebecca to another person, he’d probably have used the word ‘striking’. He suddenly realised he’d badly undersold her—she wasn’t just striking, she was stunning. Part of it was the intimacy of learning her name, no doubt, and part of it was her warm thigh pressing against his, but when she smiled—when she smiled at him—she loosened something inside that went rattling around in his chest.

“Are you going all the way to Central?” she asked.

“North Sydney,” he said. “Same as you.” Only after he said it did he realise how stalkerish it sounded.

She chose the kindest possible interpretation. “Barney and I cut a conspicuous path, don’t we?”

The dog’s name was Barney. Simon filed that away. “Like Moses through the Red Sea.”

The small talk started coming a little easier. Rebecca told him she worked in business banking in the State Bank and ran a client reporting team of around thirty people, which Simon found simultaneously unbelievable and stunningly obvious. A woman like her was probably a born leader. He bet she ran a pretty tight ship. She had a government subsidised Disability Support Worker to follow her round and act as her eyes—a lifer who’d joined the bank’s typing pool in the 1980s, became effectively redundant in the 90s, and had bounced around different departments ever since, depending on their patience for her bullshit.

Rebecca’s patience for her bullshit was at a dangerously low ebb, but she had to concede the woman could probably go up against the devil himself on a keyboard and win. Besides, she was eighteen months away from retirement and if Rebecca ditched her, she’d never get another position.

Simon told her he worked in admin at the hospital, which wasn’t, he explained, as dull as it sounded. Everybody seemed to focus on the life saving and what-not, which, while an important function of the hospital, was not nearly as important as their ability to—I don’t know—admit a patient who needed their life saved, or indeed discharge them so the next one could get their life saved.

Rebecca conceded that admin staff were like underwear—the less you noticed them, the better they were doing their job.

They used up their quota of stranger-small-talk by about Pymble, and Simon was silently fretting that he might need to step over the line into ‘casual acquaintance’ and guide the conversation into family or hobbies. All he really wanted was to get out of this without sounding like a total dick so he might offer to sit with her again.

“You’re doing magnificently, by the way,” she said, staring straight ahead and wearing an enigmatic smile.

“I’m sorry? At what?”

“The question. It’s been, what, ten minutes or more? You must be busting.”

“I’m not sure I—”

“Was I born like this? Do I see light? What are colours like for me?”

“Um…” It’s not that he wasn’t interested, but he often encountered people with disability at the hospital and understood their specialness wasn’t the least bit interesting to them. “How about you turn the tables?” he said. “Just for something different.”

Rebecca shifted in her seat, turning to face him with genuine interest. The press of her thigh was driving Simon wild. “How do you mean?”

“What’s something I’d find mundane,” he said, “but you find fascinating?”

She smiled contentedly. “I play a game like this with my sister.”

“She’s sighted, obviously?”

Rebecca chose to treat that one as rhetorical. “When we travel, Emily describes what she sees out the window, but every now and then she’ll slip in a lie, and I have to work out where they are.”

“Oh, okay.” Simon used to play a card game like that at university called Bullshit. He watched out the window for a few seconds. “This’d work better on the road,” he said, studying the passing rear walls of warehouses and office buildings. “There’s not much on the train tracks except tags and graffiti.”

“I never understood that.”

“Understood what?”

“The difference. What are tags? And why aren’t they considered graffiti?”

“They are… I guess.” Simon had to think about his answer and try to express it in terms that might make sense. “Tags are low-effort—just words. Good graffiti takes time. It can be really artistic.”

Rebecca leaned back and crossed her legs. “So, like pictures?”

Simon got his first good look at her ankle boots. Black leather. Zip sides. Gold detail on the inside surface of the heel. Gorgeous. He squirmed in his seat, having to physically suppress the mental image of her standing over him with one of them on his chest. “No, those are murals,” he said, clearing his throat. “Graffiti is still words, except… you know, prettier.”

“Where is truth, forsooth, and who knoweth it?”

Simon laughed dutifully, recognising it as probably Shakespeare. “Okay, think about this. What if I said”—and he effected a deliberately dull voice—“‘Imagine there’s no Heaven’?”

“It’s easy if you try.” Rebecca sang the line in a sweet mezzo-soprano that made everyone on the carriage turn.

“That’s graffiti,” Simon said, his cheeks burning. “Just words, but beautiful. In ways that are hard to explain.”

Rebecca felt for his hand and squeezed it. “Thank you,” she said softly. “I think I get it.”

They sat in an oddly comfortable silence for a few moments. Rebecca still held his hand and Simon thought his heart might explode.

“Is everyone still looking?” she whispered.

“Yup.”

“You starting to regret sitting with me?”

“Not yet.” Simon squeezed her hand back. He tried to remember whether he’d ever wanted more for a moment to last forever.

Nothing came to mind.

──────

Becca lifted her head from Simon’s shoulder. “Now that bit’s bullshit.” She’d been waiting for the deliberate lie. It was part of the game. Problem was, it was five years ago, and it all sounded about how she remembered.

“Which bit?” Simon was calling her bluff.

Becca heard him put something down on the desk. The headset? The fact he’d been holding it the whole time struck her as vaguely strange, but amid the cacophony of strange things she struggled to interpret every day, it bled into the background.

“Well, most of it, since you ask,” she laughed. “I think I get a little more mysteriously alluring every time you tell it. And I don’t remember you being such a stumbling nervous wreck.” She ran her fingers through his hair and got a whiff of shampoo. “You were very gallant, if I remember correctly.”

“Me? Hardly. The silences were because I was too tongue-tied to talk. You can be intimidating, you know?”

“Intimidating? The blind lady with the nice doggie?”

“You didn’t have the nice doggie, remember? I had to go it alone.” He held her tight and kissed her neck, sending a shiver of delight down to her breasts. “I don’t think you appreciate how difficult it is for someone like me to speak to a beautiful woman.”

She turned her head and nuzzled his ear. “Because you’re such a troll, right? Do children scream when they see your face?”

“A-a-a-nyway,” he said, employing diversion tactics as usual at the suggestion she might never have gone out with him if she could see. “Where was I? Falling in love with the crazy singing lady—”

“That bit was bullshit.”

“Which bit?” He wasn’t giving her anything for free.

“They weren’t all staring at us.” They had been, though. Sometimes you could feel it. Even in a quiet carriage, when it goes super quiet, it means people have stopped breathing, stopped moving, and they’re looking at something—usually the same thing. “And I didn’t sing that loud. It was like… a whisper, max.”

“That’s your final answer, is it? The singing?”

This game shouldn’t be so difficult. She played a lot with both Simon and Emily; it was a kind of brain aerobics—protection against a world that was all too ready to exploit her vulnerability. Simon had told this story a dozen times; the bits he changed should have been obvious. He was good, though—he changed everything just a little bit, dressing up the conversation here and there, making their banter just that little bit sharper.

“No,” she said finally, a spark of intuition triggering a memory. “The song.”

“The song?”

“It was a different song—that Simon and Garfunkel one.”

“Hello darkness my old friend.”

“I’ve come to talk with you again,” Becca sang. She filled her lungs and just let it come. “Because a vision softly creeping, left its seeds while I was sleeping…” She felt Simon wriggle beneath her and knew if she felt his arm, there’d be goose bumps there. And of course, knowing her singing affected him that way gave her goose bumps, so it was a vicious cycle. He was her rock—the one man she could trust completely.

“Well played, Sherlock,” he said, sitting forward and trying to lift her off his lap. “We’d better get dinner started. Why don’t you go get changed and then peel some veggies while I fry off the spices?”

Becca leaned back and kept him in the chair. “Not yet,” she said. “I want the rest of my story.”

“Now you’re just being greedy.”

She wriggled in his lap, making sure she had the bulge of his cock nicely wedged in the seam between her cheeks. “I could make it worth your while…”

“You already have,” he said. “I’m not wearing trousers. This skirt isn’t dry-clean-only, I hope?”

She knew it was a joke but checked anyway and then slapped his leg when she felt the jeans. “You’re just a rude, crude man.”

“And you’re a sexy tease.”

She raised her nose haughtily. “It’s not teasing if you plan to pay out.” She’d read that one recently but couldn’t remember where. The truth was, she’d had a trying day and could really use the kind of relief Simon’s tongue usually managed to deliver. She put her lips close to his ear and whispered, “Did I mention I was a sure thing?”

He shifted restlessly beneath her. There was a definite stirring there, and Becca hoped like hell he hadn’t been watching porn before she got home; it really took the edge off his game.

He sighed and pulled her tight onto his lap again. “Where were we?”

She nuzzled his neck. “Holding hands on the train.”

“So anyway, I was holding hands with the most gorgeous woman in all Sydney, desperately trying to think how I might parley the whole situation into a date when you said…”

Becca hugged herself within his embrace—a hug within a hug—and drifted into her own recollection of the day they met.

──────

She’d felt a tingle of anticipation the moment she’d taken his arm on the platform. Lots of guys tried their luck on the train. Her vulnerability attracted a certain type, and although Barney dealt with the worst ones (he had a nasty low growl and a very protective streak), it could be exhausting fending them all off.

Simon was different. He’d never once touched her, but each time she’d felt for him, he’d been right there, exactly where she expected. He liked her, that much was obvious from his voice, but didn’t seem to fetishize her.

She’d spent most of the trip trying to think what was different about him. He smelled about normal, nice and clean without too much cologne; he obviously wasn’t tall, about her height; and there was nothing particularly striking about his voice—not whiny, not masculine, just… normal. He was completely normal.

Sitting there holding his hand, it struck her. He wasn’t a crip fetishist. He liked her for her, not for her disability. She’d long since made her peace with the value she brought to a relationship. When her need for human contact came to a boil, she’d open herself up to a fling with one of the many White Knights she encountered and enjoy a brief but satisfying physical relationship before conceding they had nothing to offer her emotionally.

That had been her state of mind when she’d taken Simon’s arm and asked to sit with him. He was a White Knight. Nothing wrong with that; he’d be fun for a while, make her feel special—like a princess—then a couple of months in she’d realise it wasn’t working and cast him adrift.

Except… Simon wasn’t a White Knight. Not at all. It came to her that she was sitting next to maybe the one non-creeper in all Sydney who wasn’t freaked out by her and didn’t want to wrap her in cotton wool. She was at her most vulnerable without Barney to guide and protect her, and yet she felt… safe. It was unfamiliar, intoxicating, and she craved more.

North Sydney was approaching. Too fast. She felt sure he was going to ask her out, but what if he didn’t? He wasn’t in any rush—he could walk up and start a conversation anytime on the platform at Hornsby—but she couldn’t. Despite what Hollywood would have everyone believe, she couldn’t identify people by the smell of their soap, nor could she drive a Ferrari or dance a tango—that bastard Al Pacino had a lot to answer for. If she didn’t come out of this with a phone number, she was… well, fucked.

Or whatever the opposite of fucked was. It had been over a year between men, and it’d be fair to say that having a man so close—what very well might turn out to be a good man—was making her feel a bit antsy.

“Simon?” She liked how his name felt on her lips—the sensual, sibilant ‘S’, and the way the ‘n’ left her lips parted. She wondered whether she looked sexy saying it.

“Hmm?” He’d turned towards her as he answered—she heard it and felt it in his movements.

He’s looking at me. What does he see? “Will you do something for me?”

Cough. Shuffle. “Of course.”

“Will you walk me to work? Barney’s gotten so good at it that I don’t even have to direct him, and I’ve forgotten all the step counts.” That was a bald-faced lie, but it was made in a good cause. Besides, she was pretty sure he wouldn’t mind.

“Yeah? Really? I mean, of course… yeah, definitely. I’d like that.”

Nope, he didn’t mind. She tried to keep the smile from her face. She didn’t have good instincts for how well people could read her expressions and felt she was wearing her heart on her sleeve in moments like these. She didn’t want to seem too desperate.

Conversation returned more or less to normal. She talked too much about Barney, which was completely normal. He expressed an enthusiasm for early rock and roll, which she shared, with movies, which she understood, and with multi-player video games, which would probably baffle her till the day she died.

She told him about ADP, or Audio Described Performances, where you could have a movie or theatre performance described over a headset.

“It’s pretty restrictive though,” she said. “With copyright, I mean. It’s hard to find recordings for performances you want. Emily, my sister, she’s in… um, kind of… recording.” Emily was a cam-girl and stripped for tips in the apartment they shared. “If there’s something I really want, she’ll watch it and record an ADP for me.”

“That’s so cool,” Simon said. “And selfless. She sounds like a good sister.”

“She takes care of me. Always has.”

“Listen,” he said haltingly, “I know you don’t know me very well, but if you ever want a male voice to—”

He was interrupted by the station announcement. “Next stop, North Sydney. Change here for bus services…” And then came a seemingly interminable list of route numbers, by the end of which the train was coming to a stop.

“This is us,” Simon said, sounding somewhat defeated.

Wait, what? No! Go back to the asking me out bit.

Rebecca stood, playing segues in her head to get them back onto the topic of a maybe-could-be-possible date.

So, movie night? You bring the popcorn, I’ll bring the condoms.

Instead, she got out her cane, tapped it a couple of times against the floor (which usually cleared a space) and stood, making room for Simon to get past and lead her out.

Which he did. Competently and without condescension.

“Which exit do we need?” he asked.

“Take the plaza all the way through to Mount Street,” she said. “I’m right at the top of the escalator.”

“Gotcha.”

Why wasn’t he saying anything? Was he waiting for her? He was supposed to start the question again. Now he probably thought she was avoiding the subject. Should she have just said yes after all those bus announcements? But it would’ve felt weird. And it would have been. Weird, that is, sounding so keen if he was a creeper or White Knight. What the hell was happening to her? She always took things slow—coffee date, lunch—but recording an ADP? That was super intimate. And she was sure he’d also offer to watch the movie together. She never moved this fast. At least, she’d never wanted to.

Until now.

“Escalators,” Simon said. “You probably knew that though, right?”

She hadn’t. And that was weird, too. She hadn’t been counting. She hadn’t noticed the street noises or the way the echoes changed in the last few metres of the walkway. She’d just… trusted him.

They stood together on the escalator. Precious seconds ticked away, and Rebecca couldn’t think of anything to say.

They stepped off at the top. Simon led her to the front of her building and out of the way of the milling hordes.

“So, anyway—” They said it together. Like a chorus.

“You go first,” Rebecca said.

“No, you.”

Shit. She didn’t have anything to say. But then… “I remember red.”

“I’m… I beg your pardon?”

She licked her lips. “I never gave you a chance to ask a question about…” She gestured at her eyes. “It happened when I was little. I don’t remember colours, but I had a red dress, and I remember red.”

Simon was silent. She sensed he was trying to work out how to respond to that piece of nonsense.

“Was that what you would have asked?” she prompted. “About colours?”

Simon laughed. Probably because she was fucking crazy. “Not exactly.”

“Ask me anything,” she said. “Free hit. Whatever you like.”

Ask me out. Ask me out. Ask me out.

“Anything?”

“At all.”

“Okay, let me think about this.”

Tick, tick, tick…

“Alright, I’ve got one.”

“Lay it on me.”

“If you were sighted—”

“Yeah?”

“—and you saw what a hideous brown tie I was wearing, would you still have asked to sit with me?”

She was so nervous she burst out laughing. “The answer’s yes,” she said, getting her giggles under control. “Because brown can’t be hideous, can it? It’s like, green mixed with red, so in my mind, it’s Christmas in one neat package.”

It was Simon’s turn to laugh. “You’re a strange lady, Rebecca.”

“Why are you wearing it if it’s hideous?”

“Georges was having a clearance, and they have these really yellow lights in store and… I mean, I know that doesn’t make any sense, but on the rack, it looked kind of bronze.”

“Except it wasn’t.” For Rebecca, bronze was the deeply resonant sound of a gong.

“Apparently not.”

“And you didn’t take it back?”

“You know, it was on markdown, and I’m not gonna take back a twenty-dollar tie just so they can screw me out of another sixty bucks for one I like.”

“Ouch, yeah, that’s a bit much.”

“So I figure, wear it once a week for a year. That’s like forty cents a wear, which I can live with, then I get the pleasure of setting fire to it.”

Rebecca giggled again. “Simon?”

“Yeah?”

She held up a hand. “Show me your cheek.”

“Why?” He took her hand and placed it on his cheek anyway.

He was clean shaven. Nice.

“Because I want to kiss it.” She leaned close, and when he didn’t pull away, she turned his head and kissed his lips. “Sorry,” she said, licking her lips and trying to get the taste of him. “I missed.”

“Rebecca, would it be okay if, uh, if I asked whether you’d want to go out for coffee with me?”

She felt a smile stage a coup and take control of her face. “How about lunch? Can you meet me back here at twelve?”

“Definitely. Yeah.” The relief in his voice was evident. He probably thought she’d blow him off. “Twelve.”

She got her cane ready and worked out which direction the revolving doors were. “And Simon?”

“Yeah?”

“Wear the tie. I think it looks cute on you.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Three

Between his recollections of their first meeting and the gentle massage of Becca’s butt cheeks in his lap, Simon had managed to raise an uncommonly proud erection. Not to put too fine a point on it, he was rampant—hard as forged iron and hornier than a sack full of rabbits. And judging by the soft purr of Becca’s breathing in his ear, she didn’t mind one bit.

Did she want to have sex in his study? Even after five years, he was perpetually surprised that she was not just willing but enthusiastic about having sex with him. He worked hard to satisfy her (not without success, he was proud to reflect) but there were certain physical limitations outside his control. It was difficult to marry up her enthusiasm with the knowledge of what he’d be able to deliver.

None of which dampened his enthusiasm, of course. He had one hand most of the way up her skirt and stroking her thigh when the sound of a galloping Labrador on polished hardwood signalled an imminent interruption.

At first, Barney sailed past the study in a windmill of scrabbling claws, but once he’d gained some purchase, he shot forth with a woof and launched himself at Becca.

“Barney! Come to Mama,” she cried, arms open.

Barney landed in her lap, scaring a surprised oof from both her as well as from Simon underneath, and with more care than they possibly deserved, Simon managed to relocate their licking vs. giggling WWE title bout onto the floor.

“Sorry. He got past me before I could stop him.” It was Emily, Becca’s younger sister, standing in the doorway surveying the tangle of arms and paws, and, it had to be said, smirking and looking not very sorry at all. “I was just stopping in to grab some fresh clothes.”

Emily was a carefree younger version of Becca who lived fast and crashed rent-free in their back room. She came and went as she pleased, sharing the occasional meal and paying her way with services rendered (like taking Becca shopping or out with the girls).

“That’s okay,” Becca said, ruffling Barney’s neck. “We love Barney’s special greetings, don’t we, baby? Yes, we do!” The licking intensified. “Oh, my poor boy. Did Mama lock you in Emily’s apartment? Were we separated for more than thirty seconds? How horrible for you.”

While all this canine soothing was happening, Simon saw Emily’s eyes flick up to register his computer screen and then discreetly look away. The video had finished a while ago, but the image now on screen was a still shot of hotwife Mindy gazing into her husband’s eyes while she sucked another man’s dick. With a flush of shame, Simon leaned over the desk and thumbed the power button, putting the monitor to sleep.

Falling back in his chair, he caught Emily averting her gaze again and realised he was still at full attention and tenting his jeans.

Dear God! He rearranged his lap, and when that didn’t work, crossed his legs in the least convincing semblance of cool masculinity mankind had ever witnessed. He fixed his eyes steadfastly on the floor. He couldn’t meet Emily’s gaze. Possibly ever again.

Becca finally managed to settle Barney when another figure appeared behind Emily’s shoulder—a well-dressed mountain of a man, almost a foot taller than Emily with lustrous, sun-streaked hair.

He caught Simon’s eye and nodded an anonymous greeting. “Hey Bec,” he said, regarding her on the floor in a cloud of yellow fur. “Surprise.”

Becca tilted her head towards his voice, her face a mask of genuine confusion. “Ryan?”

“Did you miss me? What’s it been, like, two hours? Sorry for the unannounced visit.”

Ryan? Simon tried to place the name. Becca’s Disability Support Worker at the bank was a Ryan. Simon had never met him, and of course Becca had never described him physically, but he’d developed a mental picture of a meticulously neat, slightly effeminate pencil-necked geek. This was very clearly not the guy he’d imagined.

Becca got up off the floor and found her way over to the door. She and Emily kissed cheeks. “Em, is there something you’re not telling me?”

“Ryan and I are…”

“Dating?”

Emily exchanged a look with Ryan, and they shrugged in unison. “Yeah, I guess you might call it that. Or we would be if I hadn’t unleashed the hellhound. I’ll just grab some stuff and get out of your hair”—she regarded Becca’s skirt critically and gave it a half-hearted brush—“or fur.”

“Don’t go out,” Becca said, holding out a hand for Ryan and letting him clasp it in both of his as a greeting. “Stay in with us. I’ve never had my three favourite people in a room. Ryan, you haven’t met Simon, have you?” She turned back to Simon. “Honey, this is Ryan. From work.”

Ryan gave Simon a casual salute. “Hey man.”

“Hey.” Simon returned the salute without standing up. He didn’t especially want to confirm he only came up to the guy’s shoulder, nor did he want his hand swallowed up and possibly torn off in a toxically masculine handshake.

“Will you stay?” Becca asked. “We haven’t even started making dinner. We can order in, instead.”

“It’s okay with me,” Simon said, hoping desperately that Emily would prefer to be alone on what sounded like it might be a quintessential third date.

Emily looked up at Ryan, her brown eyes sparkling. “You wanna? You’ll get to see the ice-maiden in her natural habitat. She’s a different woman with a glass of Riesling in her, I promise you.”

“Hey!” Becca aimed a poke at her sister’s chest and landed it square on her left breast. “No undermining me in front of the help. I’ll have to lock him in the dungeon now and flog him till he straightens out.”

Ryan chuckled. “Not again.”

It was a joke, but still, Simon couldn’t stop the mental image surfacing of Becca dressed in her snuggest pencil skirt and blouse, stockings and black leather calf-boots, and Ryan at her feet in chains and a posing pouch. It gave him an uncomfortable hot flush and reminded him his hard-on still hadn’t completely subsided.

“Brill,” Emily said, bouncing on her toes. She was an extrovert, so the more people the better. She took Becca’s hand. “Come on. We need to roll the dog fur off that skirt. The guys can get acquainted over a beer.”

Oh shit. This had worked out worse than Simon feared. Not that he had anything against Ryan. He seemed like a decent bloke, and Becca raved about how thoughtful he was, and how everyone in the office loved him. The guy was a regular Dwayne “The Rock” Johnson—in more ways than one, unfortunately. In other words, he was exactly the kind of guy that women of Becca’s calibre usually ended up with.

Emily and Becca disappeared down the hallway with Emily enthusing about what Becca could wear, and how she should let Emily put some makeup on her because she hardly ever did that, and how…

“So,” Simon said, levering himself out of the chair and surreptitiously checking his crotch in the same movement. Everything was back to normal, thank God. “How about that beer?”

“Look, I wouldn’t say no.”

Simon stepped past him in the doorway, trying not to notice how he didn’t even top the big man’s shoulder. He cringed a little, figuring Ryan would do something to rub in his physical superiority, like a hearty clap on the back, some too-close shadowboxing, or (flashbacks to his childhood horrors) noogies on top of his head.

But of course he didn’t. Probably because he was a grown-up. And so was Simon, apparently, so he ought to start acting like one. He tried to shake off his pre-judgement of a man he’d never even met and had only heard good things about.

He opened the fridge and grabbed two stubbies of Resch’s. “Sorry, no craft beers this week.”

“Cold and wet is good, my man. It’s my second-favourite kind.”

Simon smiled and handed a bottle to him. “What’s your first favourite?”

Ryan twisted the top off. “Somebody else’s,” he said, and clinked necks with Simon. “Cheers.”

Simon used the opener on the side of the fridge. Nine times out of ten, the twist tops came off easily, but this wasn’t an occasion to risk the one-in-ten.

Taking his first mouthful, he noticed Ryan’s was already magically down to the label. “So, you and Emily,” he said, leading the way through to their open plan living area and dropping into his favourite armchair. “I guess you guys met through Becca.”

“The other way round, actually,” Ryan said, planting himself in the middle of the sofa opposite and somehow occupying all of it. “It was Em put us in the same room, and it was just coincidence that Becca’s DSW retired that week, so I got lucky.”

“But you’ve been there since… what, around the time we got married? Three years?”

“About that.”

“So you and Emily… All this time?”

“No, no. We knew each other professionally, but we weren’t… you know…”

Fucking.

“Then this week she calls me out of the blue needing a bull for a commissioned piece she’s recording. One thing led to another and…” He spread his massive arms and shrugged. “Date night at your place.”

Did he say bull? “I’m sorry, she wanted a what? I thought you were in Disability Support.”

Ryan frowned. “Becca hasn’t told you where we met, has she?”

“Should she have?” Now it was Simon’s turn to frown.

“Up to her. It’s no secret. Everyone at work knows.” He took another mouthful of beer, almost emptying it. “You know what Em does, right?”

Emily was a cam-girl. She had a whole studio set up in her little apartment out back and live streamed everything from titty shows to full-on dildo action. He’d been tempted more than once into opening her stream for a peek—she was slimmer and arguably prettier than Becca—but understood it was a line not worth crossing. “If anyone asks,” he said, touching his nose, “we like to say she’s ‘in recording’.”

“Yeah? Cos I’m in the same biz, except I do up-close. Strip-a-grams, hens’ nights, that kind of thing. Never on weeknights, mind.”

“And you met Becca…?”

“At her hens’ night,” Ryan said, nodding along as Simon finally pieced it together.

Simon blinked, stunned. “Well, that’s… news.” Becca had hired a stripper to be her DSW.

Ryan, file these for me. And when you’re done, be a dear and get your dick out, will you?

“What are you guys talking about?” Emily sang, breezing into the room with Becca on her arm and Barney following. “Us, I hope.”

“Talking about what a damn fine man Simon is to share his beer with me.”

Is that all we’re sharing? Beer?

The big man stood and brandished his empty bottle. “Another one, mate?”

Simon swished his. It was three-quarters full. “No, I’m still going.” He waved Ryan towards the fridge. “Grab a fresh one for yourself, though.”

“Ladies, you want something while I’m up?”

“See if there’s a bottle of white,” Emily said.

“There is,” Becca said, perching on Simon’s wide armrest and swinging her legs into his lap. She dropped her hand beside the chair and found Barney already there in his usual position waiting for a pat. “It’s in the door, down the bottom. Glasses are in the cupboard above and to the right.” She turned to Emily, pinning her almost perfectly where she’d flopped on the sofa. “And it’s not Riesling, little sister, it’s Sauvignon Blanc.”

“Well, la-de-da.” Emily batted her eyelashes theatrically while Simon relayed the visual cue almost instinctively with a fluttery tap to Becca’s thigh. They shared a kind of couple’s sign-language, and even if Becca didn’t know exactly what she was missing, she could make an educated guess from context.

Ryan poured the wine and brought the glasses to the girls, announcing Becca’s with an ironic “Madame” and placing it cleanly in her offered hand.

Simon was having a hard time hating the guy. A lot of people—even those who knew her well—would have overdone it and handed Becca the glass as if she might drop or spill it, or worse, they might have handed it to Simon instead.

“What’s for dinner?” Emily asked, accepting her glass with a wink and blown kiss. “I’m starving.” She moved over to occupy the left third of the sofa, and Ryan had to make do with the rest.

“Anyone for pizza?” Simon suggested.

“How about that new Cambodian place,” Becca said. “We’ve been meaning to try it.”

Emily sipped her wine. “Mmm, I love Cambodian.”

Simon wasn’t feeling the same adventurous spirit. “What exactly is Cambodian food?”

“It’s a lot like Thai,” Ryan said. “You know, rice paper rolls, crab cakes—lots of coconut, chilli and lemongrass.”

Becca squeezed Simon’s shoulder. “Sounds good, don’t you think?”

“Sounds fantastic.”

“We’d better get you some dinner, too,” Becca said to Barney, scratching his ear and earning herself a lick. She got up and walked around the counter to the kitchen with the dog trotting close behind. “Ry, why don’t you look it up and order for the rest of us. I think it’s called Khmer Tiger.”

“Roger that, boss.” He pulled out his phone, quickly found the restaurant, and while Becca prepared Barney’s usual bowl of Supercoat, he walked through the menu with a brief running commentary of what he was ordering and why.

Simon felt a little usurped in his own home, but he was the first to admit he couldn’t have done half the job Ryan had ordering dinner for four people—no fuss, no committee, just get it done. He held out his hand to welcome Becca back to his armchair, and when she sat, curled his arm around to caress the back of her thigh. It wasn’t hard to see why she liked the guy so much. Simon was maybe warming to him as well.

The group fell into easy conversation, led by Emily of course, which was normal in any given social situation. She helped iron out the familiarity gap between the guys with lightweight chatter about everyone’s favourite comedians, craziest animal stories, and the best and worst foods to order on a blind date.

“Spaghetti and meatballs,” Ryan said, his eyes wide with warning. “I’m not going into the details, but take it from me, Lady and the Tramp is propaganda, my friends. It does not play out like that in real life.”

When the food arrived, Becca was almost in Simon’s lap, so Ryan got up and answered the door. Simon made a mental note to Venmo him their share later.

“Grub’s up!” he called, coming back into the living area.

Emily had taken the opportunity to set the table, and so Simon and Becca got the rare treat of being guests in their own home.

“You know what I’m dying to find out,” Ryan said, dishing up a rice paper roll and Crying Tiger salad onto everyone’s plate, “is how you guys ended up together.”

Becca took her usual seat at the head of the table, and Simon took the chair to her right. Their feet touched underneath. “We’re not that strange a couple, are we?”

Simon suppressed a dismissive snort. No, we’re like peas in a pod. Providing you could ignore the fact that he was a 5.5 and Becca was an easy 8.

“You know what’s funny?” Becca said. “We were just talking about that when you guys arrived.”

“Let me guess, you were walking straight towards an uncovered manhole when Simon swept in and threw his body over it?”

Emily chuckled and pushed a bite of rice paper roll into her cheek. “Oh, it was much more romantic than that.”

“She dropped her Opal card,” Simon said.

Becca reached and found his hand. “He picked it up. And he tapped me on.”

“Is that what the kids are calling it these days?” Emily was obviously in a teasing mood.

Simon ignored her. “And then she wanted to sit with me.” He shrugged. “It’d be rude to say no.” He tried the Crying Tiger salad. It was excellent—zesty and fresh.

“So it wasn’t love at first sight for you?” Ryan asked.

“Oh no, it was, or near enough. I just had no idea whether she liked me or not.”

“I kissed you less than an hour after we met,” Becca said, punching his chest playfully. Her other hand dropped to her lap, and the sound of a Labrador gobbling illicit treats wafted up from beneath the table. “What were you hoping for, a striptease?”

“Ah,” Ryan said, leaning forward. “I haven’t seen this side of you.”

Emily winked at Simon. “Few have.”

Ryan turned straight back to Becca. “So it was love at first…” He cocked an eyebrow. “What do you fall for in a guy, if not his looks?”

Becca shrugged. “I want to say personality, but that’s not it. It’s just a vibe. I’ve never felt it as strongly as I did with Simon. I knew he was the one straight away.”

Ryan looked at Simon, asking the same question with his expression.

“I took longer—not until our first date.” Simon bit off the end of his rice paper roll and chewed thoughtfully. It was a bit bland, he thought, but then Ryan slid the dipping sauce closer. “Don’t get me wrong, I was infatuated at first sight, but it wasn’t until later that day I knew she was the one.” He leaned close to Becca and whispered, “Kiss?” She closed the gap and obliged.

“I don’t think I’ve heard this bit of the story,” Emily said.

“Me either,” Becca said, rubbing the top of his hand. “Sounds like I’ve got my next Story Time all lined up.”

Emily knew about Story Time, so maybe she’d told Ryan because he didn’t ask. Or maybe he picked it up from context.

“Come on, man, you can’t leave us hanging.” Ryan had polished off his appetiser and was lifting the lids to inspect the mains. “Spill. We want to know the exact moment you wanted this beautiful woman to spend the rest of her life with you.”

This beautiful woman.

Hearing a stud like Ryan describe his wife as beautiful didn’t come as a surprise, but it gave him an unexpected thrill. And a chill. Beneath all the polite banter and professional respect, the guy would absolutely bone her given half a chance. It felt threatening because there was no objective measure of desirability where he could compete at Ryan’s level, but it was also exciting because he’d already won. Against all odds, despite all the attractive men he’d watched walk right up and talk to her on the train, Becca had chosen him.

“Honey?” Becca rubbed his hand again.

Simon sighed, stalling. He wasn’t used to this kind of attention. “You guys don’t want to hear this.”

“I do.”

“Me too.”

He considered making something up. What if they laughed? He was suddenly aware he had little idea about what beautiful people thought was romantic or desirable in a partner when they could have anyone they liked. Becca would pick up on the lie, but she wouldn’t call him on it—not in front of the others.

He sighed again. “Okay, fine.” What was the worst that could happen? “The day we met, I was wearing this hideous tie I’d bought at a clearance sale…”

──────

Simon didn’t know what he’d expected from his lunch date with Rebecca; he still couldn’t quite believe it was real.

They sat outside at a table in the sun and talked about anything and everything—their families, their hobbies, what was wrong with the world and how they’d fix it. People stared, no doubt at Rebecca’s cane and glasses, but Simon couldn’t shake the feeling they were staring at him, asking themselves how the fuck a guy like him could put such a bright smile on her face.

They probably think I have a giant dick.

The truth was that Simon was average. Maybe a little under regulation if anyone was being pedantic, but he liked to make up for it in other ways. He’d had several girlfriends, and absolutely zero complaints about his oral skills.

“Are you finished?” Rebecca asked. “Your lunch?”

Simon looked down at his empty take-away container. “Yeah, a while ago.” He’d ordered small to avoid making a bad impression. He didn’t want Rebecca to imagine he was fat—his slim build was the only thing he had going for him.

“And you’re still wearing the tie?”

“Mm-hmm. Didn’t even drip any sauce on it, more’s the pity.”

“Take it off. Give it to me.”

“I’m sorry, what?” He did it anyway, quickly pulling it loose and unthreading the knot.

“We’re taking it back and getting you an exchange.” She held out her hand for it.

Simon handed it over. “But like I told you, I got it—”

“And I’m telling you, I’m getting it changed.” Rebecca stood and collected her purse and cane. She folded the brown tie neatly in one hand. “Are you coming, or do I have to find another man to guide me to Georges?”

She’d remembered the store. Simon wasn’t used to beautiful women listening to him, and he sure as hell wasn’t used to them bossing him around, but he was fast developing a taste for it.

“Yes Ma’am,” he said, standing and offering his arm.

Simon led her to Georges. He tried to explain that he didn’t have the receipt, that there was no way they’d take it back, that in fact he thought he might be growing to like it.

Rebecca ignored him. When they got into the store, she instructed him to stop when he could see the counter.

He did. Obeying felt good.

“Is there anyone there?”

“There’s a woman serving and a guy buying a jacket. They look like they’re almost done.”

“Describe her.”

“She’s attractive I guess, glasses, hair in a bun, mid-forties but trying to look younger.”

“Taller or shorter than me?”

“A little shorter. The guy just finished—she’s on her own.”

“Is it a straight shot to the counter?”

“Yeah, about twenty paces.”

“Point my cane straight at it.”

He did it. He didn’t know why, when he’d lead her right there, but he did it.

Rebecca aimed her nose directly at the woman. “Walk behind me. Snap your fingers or something when I’m four paces from the counter.”

“Rebecca, you don’t have to—”

“Four paces. Yes?”

Simon sighed. “Yes.” He hoped she wasn’t going to make a scene.

“Good.” She took off, tapping her cane, and Simon had to hurry to catch up, staying a metre back as instructed. After a moment she found the grout line between the tiles and followed that.

Simon kept his eyes downcast and watched the gentle sway of her backside. He was so quickly mesmerised by her lovely curves and the clack of her boots, he almost forgot the one job she’d given him, and in a panic, he clicked his fingers a pace early. Rebecca slowed immediately and fetched up a little short, but quickly found the foot of the counter with her cane. He stopped behind her.

The clerk had been tracking her progress. “Good afternoon, madam. How can I help you?” She had a classic Georges accent—like a stick was wedged up her arse.

Rebecca adjusted her gaze like a bird finding prey. “Hello there. I’m sorry, I can’t see your name tag.”

“Miriam,” the woman said, nodding politely to no effect. She looked like a Miriam.

“Miriam, I’ve come to exchange this tie.” She placed it on the counter. It looked for all the world like a fresh, glossy turd.

“Of course, madam. Have you brought your receipt?”

“I’m sorry, I have little use for paper receipts. I can’t tell one from another.”

“Mmm,” Miriam said, picking up the tie and inspecting the label. It was one of their brands, of course—an expensive one, at that. “It’s a bit tricky without the receipt. Perhaps we have it on record if you used a store card.”

“I only use cash,” Rebecca said, her tone clipped. “You’ll understand why.”

Simon nearly choked. She just went and told this woman she didn’t trust her to ring up the right amount on a card purchase.

“I see. How long ago did you purchase it?”

“Oh, it was some months.” She turned her head. “Honey? How long since your birthday?”

Honey?

Simon had to swallow twice before he could speak. His birthday had been last May, but he’d bought the tie a few months ago. “Um, yeah, three months.”

“And you’re returning it now?” Miriam said.

“Not returning, exchanging. I’d like a different tie, please.”

“Is there a problem with this one?”

Rebecca took a long breath. “Miriam, what colour would you say this is?”

A long pause while Miriam inspected the turd on her counter. “I’d say it’s an umber. Maybe a burnt sienna.”

“Would it surprise you to learn I met a lady in the food court just now who told me it was brown?”

That one hit home. Miriam reeled. “Oh no. I mean, I beg your pardon, yes, I can see how someone outside of fashion might—”

“When I was in here buying it,” Rebecca said firmly, “asking one of your colleagues for their professional help to find a tie in a metallic shade, do you know what they told me?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t—”

“They told me it was bronze. Miriam, would you say this was bronze?”

“Ah, well, I can see—”

“I’m sure you can. So my husband has been wearing this—”

Husband?

“—every week for the past three months, letting me tie it for him and straighten it on his collar, and do you know how many times he’s told me it’s brown?”

“Ah, I’m not—”

“None at all. Because I assured him when he opened the bag that what he was looking at was a very handsome, bronze tie—the same words, coincidentally, which I used with the lady in the food court. She was most insistent though, that it was indeed brown.”

“I’m sorry, I’m sure it was just a—”

“Do you have any metallic ties? Something in steel grey, perhaps, or maybe gold. Gold with a woven pattern I can feel—that would be nice.”

Miriam rolled up the tie and tucked it behind the counter. “Let’s go take a look, shall we?”

──────

Becca laughed along with Ryan and Emily at the almost forgotten story of the brown tie.

“Stop it,” she cried, wiping her eyes. “You make me sound like a bitch.” Barney nuzzled her knee, asking whether she was okay. She scratched his ear. Yes, baby.

“Nope, no way,” Ryan said. “I believe every word. You should see her at work when someone thinks they can put one past her. I just stand back and grab the popcorn.”

“Ryan!” Becca turned on him. “That’s not true.” It was, though. It was completely true. She had no patience for time wasters or power wars. Poor Miriam had been neither, but Becca had believed Simon’s story about the shitty lighting in the store; they were at least as much to blame as he was, and he’d already paid the price by wearing it for months.

“Anyway,” Simon said, “that was the moment I knew I couldn’t let her get away.”

Becca felt his touch on her fingers, and she reached for him, taking his hand in both of hers. She’d almost forgotten that story. It wouldn’t be forgotten now, though; it was going straight to her Story Time Hot 5. It had made her feel powerful—not because of poor Miriam (it hadn’t been the first time she’d used her disability as a weapon), but because of Simon standing silently behind her. She’d felt his gaze; she knew that was a sight-impaired cliché, but she really had. Maybe it had just been the sound of his breathing. Whatever it was, he’d been admiring her butt and the shape of her slacks, and just the weight of his adoration—because that’s what it had been, adoration—had made her feel womanly like never before.

“So do you still have the tie?” Emily asked. She must’ve gotten the wine out again because Becca heard her glass being refilled.

“You’ve probably seen it—it’s the blue one with gold stripes,” Simon said. “Miriam had to convince her that full metallic gold was more an eveningwear colour.”

“Brave woman,” Ryan said. “Here’s to Miriam…”

Becca raised her glass and let the others come to her, clinking and toasting.

“… for uniting these two against the tyranny of retail fashion and launching a romance for the ages.”

“Hear-hear,” Simon said, his voice tender and coming straight at her.

“To Miriam.” They all drank.

Simon was still looking at her, and she felt that familiar sense of adoration again. Earlier, in the bedroom, Emily had told her what she’d seen on his computer screen, but porn was just a guy thing; she’d never felt more secure in his love.

She squeezed his hand tight. Simon was getting lucky tonight.

So was she.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Four

After dinner, they sat around the table and chatted about what complete crap reality TV was putting up these days, why it was impossible to get sustainably sourced hardwood, and how Becca was dreaming if she honestly thought audio-only computer games were on the cusp of taking off.

On that last one, Becca put up a valiant fight on behalf of the one game she and Simon had tried playing together—Blind Side—but in all honesty, her heart wasn’t in it. She wasn’t much of a gamer. The only one she’d truly loved was from half a lifetime ago—a musical memory device called (ironically enough) Simon. She had the modern incarnation as an app on her phone, but nothing beat that clunky plastic console of her childhood.

By the time the wine bottle was empty, she was feeling nicely mellow and very ready to continue where she and Simon had been interrupted before dinner. Listening to the story of the brown tie had stirred up a cocktail of intimacy hormones. Normally it was Barney who gave her the courage to be confident in public, but that day it had been Simon. She’d never known a man who inspired that level of openness and trust. It had taken a long time for her to process how that made her feel, which was profoundly erotic—the same way she felt now. For reasons she didn’t really recall, they hadn’t made love all week—any wonder her panties were beginning to cling.

Emily must have had similar urges, because at the first hint of Becca yawning and stretching languorously, she snatched up Ryan and told him they were clearing out the back to Netflix-and-chill in her apartment.

Becca smiled to herself at the sound of her horny sister’s scurrying footsteps and the slamming of her door. “Well, that was easier than I thought,” she giggled, following Simon into the kitchen.

Simon ran the hot water and started rinsing the wine glasses. “It’s still early,” he said. “I can read to you if you like.”

“I think I’m ready for bed,” she said, cuddling him from behind and toying with his belt buckle. “I wouldn’t mind something to help me sleep, though.”

“Something, hey?” He placed the last glass on the draining rack and turned around into her embrace. “I might have something that’ll get you off.”

“To sleep?” She found his nose with hers, then his lips.

“Eventually.” Simon’s hands slid down to a very familiar position cupping her backside, where they also endured an all-too-familiar inspection from Barney’s nose and tongue. “Can we crate your furry admirer, though? I like to think I compete fairly for your attention, but he plays dirty.”

“That only happened once,” Becca grumbled. It had been over a year ago; they’d been basking in the afterglow of sex and suddenly realised the dog had commandeered Simon’s side of the bed.

“Barney, crate!” Simon said.

Barney didn’t move.

“Barney,” Becca said, her voice firm. “Crate.”

Barney trotted off, choosing to assert his independence by going out first through the dog flap to water a tree. He’d be in his crate by the time Becca was ready for bed though. He was a good boy.

Simon huffed. “You realise he only ignores me when you’re here? He does what I say when you’re out on your own with Em. Mostly.”

“Good for you, honey.” Becca kissed his nose. “Now let’s go to bed and see about getting me off, shall we?” She held his arm and let him lead her to the bedroom—not that she needed guiding in her own home, but she sensed it gave him a thrill, knowing he was taking her off to have sex. She had a dozen such tricks for putting a little extra rev in his engine and was always on the hunt for more. After all, anything that stroked his libido was inevitably good news for her, and she wasn’t going to miss a chance for an extra minute or two of lovemaking.

In the bedroom, she fished through her lingerie drawer for something more mood inspiring than the practical-but-plain bra and panties she was wearing. She found a little pair of satin French knickers and—judging by the feel of the lace edges—its matching camisole. She hated wearing mis-matched underwear—it made it seem as though she couldn’t tell and didn’t care, whereas nothing could be further from the truth. Matching textures, matching trim—it made her feel sexy.

“I’m going to be back in three minutes,” she said, stopping at the bathroom door and turning back to Simon. “If there’s anything you’re wearing you don’t want removed with a pair of shears, you’d best get rid of it now.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

Becca heard his gulp from across the room. It made her smile. Being assertive in the bedroom was another trick that aroused him. Every little bit counted. She reflected for the first time that she’d learned that the day she met him.

In the bathroom, she quickly stripped and put on the knickers and cami, and then spent a couple of minutes brushing out her hair, which had been up in a ponytail all day at work.

She applied a little body spray and did a final touch-check to make sure the cami was sitting right. It had taken well over three minutes, but anticipation was another of her little tricks to improve Simon’s stamina. She was probably every bit as anxious for this as he was. Would he see her peaked nipples beneath the satin? She hoped so; she wanted him to know how aroused she was and how ready she was to have him inside her.

Here goes.

She slid the door open and leaned casually against the jamb, striking a sexy pose Emily had taught her forever ago. Facing Simon’s side of the bed and smiling, she had a moment to worry the lights were off before she heard his low whistle.

“You like?” she asked.

“You look amazing.”

“This old thing?” She lifted the cami, flashing a sliver of tummy. “You approve, do you?”

“I love it.” His voice sounded thick with undisguised lust.

She pushed off the doorway and walked slowly towards the bed, catlike—another of Emily’s lessons from yesteryear. “Good, because I’m leaving it on…”

“Oh?”

She crawled onto the bed. “… until you’ve earned the right to take it off me.”

“Oh!”

She found his bare feet (good) and followed them up. Bare knees, kiss, bare thighs, kiss, bare… oh, goody! She swished her loose hair back and forth over his hard cock and then continued upwards, kissing his stomach, his chest, then straddling him, she kissed his lips.

“I see you followed my instructions,” she whispered.

Simon’s lips curled into a smile beneath hers. “They weren’t complex.”

“You’d be amazed. Half the clowns in the office could’ve gotten that one wrong.”

“Do you often threaten your staff with scissors unless they strip?” He was stringing her along, playing her at her own game of anticipation.

Becca nibbled his lip. “Not since HR pulled me in for the talk.”

That made him laugh.

They kissed some more, and Becca let her breasts brush his chest through the cami.

“Ryan told me something funny tonight.”

“Mmm?” Becca didn’t stop kissing.

“He mentioned how you guys met.” There was an anxious note in his voice that belied the casual phrasing. “At your hens’ night.”

“Hadn’t I told you that?”

“Nuh-uh.”

She’d intended to, but the right opportunity had never come up and then she’d forgotten. “It’s not weird, is it?”

“It’s a little weird. He was your stripper.”

Becca gave up trying to hold her crouched position and flopped onto her side beside him. “It’s not like I saw anything, you know.”

“Still…” Simon slid his arm beneath her neck. “It’s hard to imagine how he goes from swinging his dick around the room to getting a job in Disability Support.”

“Well he wasn’t swinging it around, for one. To the best of my knowledge, he didn’t even take it out.” Becca sighed and abandoned the seduction. At least temporarily. Simon was like a dog with a bone; specifically, there’d be no bone for her until she’d put this issue to rest. “Have I told you anything about that night?”

“No.”

“Alright.” She took a long breath. This would be quid-pro-quo for her indulgent Story Time earlier. “Em organised the whole thing,” she began, explaining the theme of the night—Blind Drunk Bitches (not Becca’s choice). She’d made all the partygoers wear blindfolds and follow Becca and Barney from pub to pub in a long, giggling conga-line, buying a drink in each one and leaving the blindfolds on.

There had been much cheating, apparently.

At the last pub, Emily had booked a private room and a stripper—a local she’d met at SexPo whom she’d had a drink with but hadn’t yet gotten around to fucking. Becca had begged her not to disgrace herself—there were a couple of girlfriends from the bank there, and she didn’t want to go down in office history as the stripper-fucker’s sister. Not that she was ashamed of Emily’s liberal values, just… It was hard to explain.

The girls were all supposed to have their blindfolds on when the stripper arrived. Again, there was much cheating, and the wolf-whistles and cheers that rang out when he came through the door had surprised Barney into bumping his head beneath Becca’s chair.

Ryan introduced himself and did a little show for the cheaters before pulling up a chair in front of Becca. Rather than performing a dance she couldn’t see, he straight away asked her what she wanted. He probably thought she’d want to touch him, especially if the chants of ‘We want dick!’ were anything to go by. It occurred to Becca that he’d probably let her—she’d heard stories about male strippers who let the bride-to-be have as much fun as she wanted. But that wasn’t Becca.

Becca wanted Story Time.

“Do your routine in words,” she told him. “Help me see all the good bits I’m missing.”

“Do you want me to do the dance at the same time?” he asked. “The others might enjoy it.”

“Screw ’em,” Becca said. “They’re supposed to be blindfolded, anyway. Give me a story and make it sexy.”

As it turned out, Ryan had to have been the most singularly qualified Story Time Stripper in Sydney. Possibly the southern hemisphere. He had a little brother who was on the autism spectrum—a kid who loved nothing more than spending time with Ryan while he read and made up stories.

For Becca and the girls, he told a raucous, raunchy, orgy story starring himself and everyone present (each of whom provided sound effects when called upon), culminating in a hilarious fake orgasm and fake anal creampie for Emily that had Becca crying tears of laughter.

Ryan had a quick wit and a gift for verbal expression, but what amazed her was his instinct for how to fill in the gaps in her sensory perception—describing textures, scents, and emotions, but avoiding sights and colours. There was only one other man she’d met like that, and she was marrying him.

“It was the same week Joan retired,” she said, stroking Simon’s chest and hoping they might get back to the business of getting her off. “So I was already preoccupied with how to replace her. I asked Ryan whether he wanted to put on a pair of pants and come work for me. To be honest, I didn’t really expect him to accept.”

“I’m sure he’s had stranger offers,” Simon said, wondering whether he should feel jealous Becca had been listening to another man’s stories.

“Oh, I know he has. I hear about them every Monday morning.” Almost prophetically, she heard Emily begin moaning from the other end of the house. She’d told Becca earlier that she and Ryan were recording some fantasy porn for one of her clients. She wondered whether tonight was business or pleasure.

Simon was silent for a bit. He must have heard them as well. “Don’t you ever… wonder, though?”

“Wonder what?”

“You know, beautiful women at hens’ parties, strippers have been known to—how do you say it—offer their premium service?”

Becca frowned. “Do I ever wonder about having sex with him?”

“Mmm. Yeah.”

“Never. Why would I?”

“Cos, you know, if he’s a stripper, he’s probably got a lot to offer. Down there, I mean.” Simon’s voice had changed; it was a little higher. “A lotta girls would probably be curious about how that’d feel.”

From the sound of Emily’s rising screams ringing through the house, it felt pretty damned fantastic.

“Not this one,” Becca said. She rolled onto her side, pressing her breasts into his arm. “He does do special services for some clients. Emily knows and apparently doesn’t care, but I would.” A memory from her time at university tried to surface, but she quickly pushed it away. “I feel too… I don’t know, vulnerable, being with a guy like that.”

Simon spent a moment absorbing that. “Hmm,” he said finally.

Becca wondered whether she’d passed the test. “What about you? Do you ever fantasise about well-hung guys?” she asked, tactfully chasing whatever it was that had him worked up. Perhaps she could find a way to turn it to her advantage in bed.

“What? Pfft, no. God no.”

She could still hear the cogs turning in his head. It wasn’t as loud as the sound of her sister getting reamed in the back room, but it was there. God, what was Ryan doing to her?

“It’s just… I mean, it doesn’t have to be him necessarily,” Simon said, “but if you ever fantasised about being with a bigger guy—I dunno, I wouldn’t be offended.”

She vaguely considered turning the tables and asking about the porn Emily had seen on his computer “If we’re talking fantasies,” she said, trailing a fingernail slowly down his chest, “do you want to know how big the guys are I fantasise about?”

“Yeah?”

She stroked through his trimmed bush and wrapped her hand around his cock, making him gasp. “This big!”

He was hard still, and the temptation to climb aboard and sate herself was difficult to resist. The sure knowledge that things wouldn’t go exactly as planned was the only thing that stayed her hand.

She kissed his lips tenderly. “Babe, believe me on this, I don’t want porn star dick. I want this dick. It makes me happy.” She squeezed it for emphasis. “Enough of that, though,” she said, putting on the manager-bitch voice she sometimes employed at work when someone needed straightening out. “Farm Boy, get down there and eat my pussy.”

She was paraphrasing The Princess Bride—one of Emily’s more hilarious Audio Described Performances—and Simon of course came back instantly with, “As you wish.”

“If you do a good job, I’ll take off these sexy little undies and prove how much I like your cock.”

The dirty talk sounded silly to her ears, but it did the job. Simon rolled her onto her back and began kissing his way down her body, nuzzling her breasts through the camisole, tugging at the knickers with his teeth. He didn’t take them off though; he must have remembered what she’d said earlier.

… until you’ve earned the right…

Simon’s clever, clever tongue—she’d been looking forward to its attention all evening.

──────

Simon nuzzled at Becca’s silky knickers, finding the apex of her cleft and nosing back and forth, pressing until he felt the resistance of her firm, swollen nub.

Becca writhed happily at the attention, purring her encouragement.

Simon’s heart was jackhammering. He’d almost given the game away a moment ago and revealed his secret shame. What the fuck was wrong with him? Listening to her tell the story of her hens’ night had him hard as stone. Oh, her words were innocent enough, but in his head, the version he’d conjured had her holding Ryan’s big stripper-cock in her hand.

Tell me a story, baby, and I’ll put it in my mouth.

And he would. Geez, any guy would. Ryan probably got more free pussy than the RSPCA, but what would the quality be like? Probably a lot of drunken bimbos. He wouldn’t get many straight-up offers from powerful, intelligent, professional women like Becca.

Tell me a story? Hell yeah, if she were offering blowjobs for stories, he’d turn into fuckin’ Hans Christian Andersen.

And then, before you could say Once upon a time, Simon’s wife (no, fiancée at that point—she’d only worn the one ring) would part her smiling lips and allow a complete stranger to slip his cock in her mouth.

Then she’d suck it. Dear God, yes—she’d suck that big fat stranger-cock until he came all over her face.

With the mental image of cum dripping down his wife’s cheeks, Simon pursed his own lips over Becca’s clit and blew through the satin, making her moan and arch up into the contact. She wound her fingers through his hair and guided him lower. He knew what that meant—she wanted a tongue-fucking. But she wasn’t going to get it, not just yet. He didn’t often see her in such sexy underwear, so he was going to string this out and make the most of it.

He licked the fabric, making it wet, then tugged a fold into her crease with his teeth.

“Mmm. Baby, yes,” she murmured. It was almost drowned out by a cry from Emily—Yes! Yes!—who sounded like she was entering the throes of a singularly gratifying orgasm.

Not for the first time, Simon heard the similarity between the sisters’ voices, and with no trouble at all, he imagined Becca—his vivacious, faithful, darling wife—taking delivery of Ryan’s giant, throbbing stripper-dick deep in her monogamous pussy.

Oh God! Ryan, yes! I’ve never had one so deep!

That was what he’d wanted to tell her but couldn’t. Fantasising about a big guy like Ryan wasn’t unfaithful; it was natural. She could have just about any man she pleased. Yes, she’d chosen Simon, and he pinched himself daily to confirm it wasn’t a dream, but she deserved so much more.

He’d give her anything, tell her any story, read her any book—he’d wait on her hand and foot and kiss her boots till they shone. The only thing he couldn’t give her was an orgasm through intercourse. But he could sure as hell arrange one. He could find her the right bull—not too alpha, sensitive to her disability… Someone like Ryan, in other words. He could prepare her to meet him—dress her, brush her hair, help with her makeup. And if she was nervous he could stay with her, hold her hand and make sure the guy did exactly as he was supposed to—fill her up with dick and give her the kind of long, deep, satisfying screw that she truly deserved. Then afterwards, when the guy was done, when he'd gone away and left her lying on the bed, exhausted, her pussy dripping with goo, Simon would do what any decent husband would. He’d complete the cycle and make her his own again by cleaning her up.

“Honey,” Becca moaned. “Take them off. I need you.”

He was tempted to deny her, make her wait, but he could never deny her anything, least of all pleasure.

He gripped her knickers at the legs and tugged as she lifted, loving the way they resisted and stretched over the broadest part of her hips. My baby’s got booty. She closed her legs to help with the undressing, but Simon stopped when he had them just past her neatly trimmed bush, locking her legs together.

He kissed her closed pussy lips and let her feel the wetness of his tongue, wondering how different she’d taste if she’d had another man’s dick in there already, wondering how she’d taste if she let the guy blow his—

Becca moaned, wriggling impatiently for him to take her. She was musky and ripe. Her scent was so familiar, Simon could bring it to mind at will—in the car, at work, whenever he needed a little daydream fantasy.

Squeezing her legs together, Simon forced his tongue down between her closed lips. He wasn’t able to reach her opening, but the way her clit danced around his darting tongue had them both rigid with excitement.

Becca got her thumbs into her knickers and wriggled, trying to get them lower. Simon kept her legs closed and burrowed his face into the Y-junction, splitting her lips and lapping her juices. Becca exhaled an excited “Oh-oh-oh!”, a sure sign her climax was imminent.

He let her win the battle of the French knickers and tugged them down past her knees. She kicked them urgently, almost landing a blow on Simon’s face in the process, and then splayed her legs wantonly—knees bent, hungry pussy completely exposed.

Simon looked upon her with a kind of longing that made him ache inside. It wasn’t just that he found her beautiful—it was the needy sexuality she radiated. She wanted him to eat her, wanted him to fuck her. Truth be told, she’d probably have him fuck her for quite a bit longer than he could usually manage. That was the kicker—this beautiful, desirable, powerful woman wanted to be fucked long and hard, and he was the only one she’d have do it. He didn’t know whether he was blessed or cursed.

“Baby?” Becca said, touching herself with her left hand, peeling her sopping lips apart until Simon could see her glistening pink centre. “Eat me.”

The glint of her diamond ring caught the light—0.8 carat round cut in white gold—right next to the matching white gold wedding band. Simon had chosen the diamond himself for its clarity—Becca, of course, couldn’t care less about the sparkles.

You’re blessed, you idiot. How could he even contemplate thinking otherwise? He shelved the fantasy of getting her ploughed by another man and refocused on the job at hand. He leaned down and kissed her rings, a silent thanks for choosing him. Becca had felt it; she played the stone along the line of his lips and stroked his cheek with her thumb. Dear God, he thought, I’m the luckiest man alive—and then he dived headlong into her cunt.

Becca bucked like a horse and emitted a strangled cry of delight—she seemed unprepared to have so much tongue buried so deep, so fast.

But she acclimatised quickly.

Grabbing him by the hair, she worked him like The Karate Kid—wax on, wax off—smearing his face around her cunt, making him chase her with his tongue, getting in his shots on her clit and her entrance whenever he could. The oh-oh-oh escalated into a continuous wail—an emergency warning siren that something was about to blow.

Dimly, Simon could hear her sister coming again down the other end of the house, but with Becca so close, he was able to blissfully ignore it. He grabbed her lovely butt in both hands and dragged himself in, burying his nose in her clit and his tongue in her hole. Going as deep as he was able, he licked her in swirling, dancing patterns and sucked on the soft flesh of her inner folds.

“Oh Simon! Oh my God!”

She was almost there. Simon diddled her clit with his nose and mashed himself deeper. Screw breathing; it was overrated anyway. If he suffocated this way, at least he’d die doing what he loved.

Becca bucked. Her bottom lifted off the bed, bringing Simon with it, and with a long, low cry (nothing like her showboat sister) she came in his face. Falling back to the mattress, she uttered a breathless string of oh-Gods and thank-yous, punctuated by louder moans as she rode out the tail of a long, shuddering orgasm. Simon nursed her through it. Slowing his attention, he eased away from her clit and laved her cunt lips lovingly until she came all the way down.

“Babe?”

He wiped his chin on his forearm and came up beside her. “What?”

“Get a condom, lover. I’m ready for round two.”

Thank God. Simon had never been more ready. He rolled over to his side of the bed and fetched a condom from the top drawer. With zero flair for the dramatic (because after all, who was watching?), he tore the wrapper in half and rolled it on, snugging the thick unrolled portion in at the base so nothing would stop him getting all the way in.

He crawled back over to Becca and got between her legs, propping himself on his elbows.

“Is it on?”

“Uh-huh.” Simon balanced on one arm and positioned his cockhead at her entrance.

Becca reached down and took him in hand, her fingers dancing over the rubber. She wriggled beneath him, seating him a little deeper. “I’m ready.”

It was an old habit. Simon got that anything other than a well-aimed straight shot could be uncomfortable, but he couldn’t shake the feeling she was checking the condom, which she insisted he use because he lasted longer that way. He could hardly fault her for that.

Steeling himself against what he knew would be an intolerable glove of velvety warmth, he took a breath and let himself sink slowly inside.

Oh. My. God!

She was molten. Volcanic. Tight as a pedlar’s handshake and wet as a leaky gumboot. Simon should have stopped halfway to get used to it, but it felt too damned good—he just kept going and sank all the way in.

“Mmm.” Becca nuzzled his neck and closed her arms loosely around his back. “Night-night. I’m going to go to sleep just like this.”

“I’ll just stay here then, shall I?” Simon’s balls boiled. He didn’t dare pull out—the friction would set him off, and he desperately wanted to make this one great.

They lay together, joined at the pelvis, Becca’s tight pussy walls rippling with micro contractions.

“Are you squeezing?”

“Not intentionally.” She opened wider and tilted her hips, getting him a little deeper. It felt like she was swallowing him up.

In the quiet interlude, it became apparent that Emily was well on her way to her third (or was it fourth?) orgasm. When he held really still, Simon could swear he heard Ryan’s balls slapping her backside.

He pulled slowly out, getting only a third of the way before his own balls seized and stopped there, suspended mid-stroke.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Oh God, yes!

He glided his dick back and forth through Becca’s channel, just an inch in either direction. She purred contentedly beneath him, seemingly oblivious to the knife-edge he was balanced on.

Emily’s cries rang out again. She was coming and she didn’t care who knew. She sounded just like he imagined Becca would, getting reamed to within an inch of her life. This time Simon couldn’t banish the mental image. Those weren’t Emily’s cries anymore, they were Becca’s. Ryan had her bent over the dining room table where they’d all sat together not half an hour earlier. Becca was in typical work attire, except her pencil skirt was hiked up to her hips and her panties were down past her knees, caught on the tops of her boots.

Ryan was just giving it to her—no mess, no fuss—hands steady on her hips while he drove his big, long dick straight into her centre.

Slap. Slap. Slap. I’m coming!

It was too much. Simon’s dick lurched. He held it at bay as long as he could and fucked her for all he was worth, deep and hard. He prayed it’d be enough. He got in a dozen strokes at least before the first contraction hit, and maybe thirty or more overall before he finally wilted.

He collapsed on top of her, spent, and Becca helped him exit without losing the condom.

“Sorry,” he sighed. This hadn’t been his finest innings.

“Don’t be,” she whispered in his ear. “I got mine and then some.”

Simon rolled off, tied the end of the condom and placed it with the wrapper. He’d throw it out after they’d cuddled. He snuggled back into Becca’s warmth and pulled up the covers.

“Thank you,” she said. “I needed that.”

“Me too.”

They lay together in almost-silence, listening to the wet sounds of flesh on flesh as Becca’s little sister got her ashes prodigiously hauled. It was impossible not to compare Simon’s meagre sprint to Ryan’s marathon performance.

He slid his hand down over his wife’s hip. “I could use my tongue again if you—”

“No, I just want to cuddle,” Becca said, holding him tight.

Simon tried keeping count of Emily’s climaxes, but he drifted off to sleep around the six or seven mark. Ryan was still going strong.

──────

Becca heard Simon’s breathing lengthen. She was impressed he could fall asleep with all the racket Emily was making. She wasn’t typically a noisy love-maker—maybe she and Ryan were recording, and she was doing it for effect. Or maybe Ryan was just that good. No doubt she’d soon find out—it wasn’t the kind of news Em kept to herself.

If Simon was sleeping through it, he’d probably stay that way till morning. Good news for him, but Becca wasn’t tired. She was a little unfulfilled from the sex, which she knew was selfish because she’d been on the receiving end of a tongue-fucking for the ages. She couldn’t help feeling robbed that Simon was unable to back up the performance in Act II, though.

At least he’d been hard enough this time. She’d been worried he wouldn’t be able to keep it up if he’d been watching porn earlier, but if anything, the opposite had been true. There was no such thing as too hard, of course, but too fast…

Maybe she’d been quick to judge porn as reducing his sex drive. Tonight, he was off-the-charts ready—he’d damn near come before he got all the way in. She had to wonder what had been different this time. Was it just that she’d interrupted him in the study before he’d come? Or had he found some new kink that got him a bit too excited a bit too soon? If porn was the problem, she would have to kill it, and quickly. She already cut him a lot of slack in the bedroom.

Emily finally fell silent. Thank God.

Becca slid out from beneath Simon’s arm, collected her robe from the back of the bedroom door, and slipped out into the hallway.

She stopped and listened. Barney was asleep in his crate in the laundry, his soft, chuffy snoring the only sound in the house.

She crept down to the kitchen and grabbed her phone and earpiece from the charger to check the time. It was still only 11pm.

Following a hunch—a memory of a memory—she crept back to Simon’s study.

The computer fan was running.

It was still on.

Emily had described the look on Simon’s face, caught with porn on his screen. Like he’d swallowed a toad. She said he’d switched it off, but the computer was under the desk and as Becca suspected, he’d only switched off the monitor.

Ryan did most of her computer stuff at work, but she wasn’t completely helpless and sometimes freaked people out by using it without a monitor. As far as the computer was concerned, the porn was still on screen, even if there was no screen.

She felt around for Simon’s headphones.

This was wrong, wasn’t it? Thou shalt not snoop on thy neighbour’s porn—that one was on the third tablet Moses broke coming down from Mount Sinai. But what about thy husband’s porn? Surely that was a lesser sin. Maybe not even a sin at all.

Becca didn’t plan to kink-shame him—she just wanted some insight that would give her leverage in the bedroom. She’d always been an open book with him (well, mostly open). She told him what she wanted and generally speaking, when it was in his power to deliver, she got it. Discovering what made Simon tick was a little more… experimental.

She put the headphones on, resolved to her cause. If this led to better sex, then it wasn’t really snooping at all.

She found the top edge of the keyboard and counted across to F5, the refresh key, which nine times out of ten on a web page would auto-play an embedded video. Thank God for keyboard shortcuts—Becca would dearly love to meet the guy who’d invented the mouse and show him where he could double-click it.

The video started. Footsteps. Sound of a door opening. Greetings—two guys and a girl. Ménage perhaps?

Guy #1: So why did you come here today?

The other guy and girl started answering together. It sounded like an interview. They were talking about sex, but Becca was beginning to wonder if there would be any actual fucking. It was all very… meta.

They chatted for another minute before another guy was introduced by the first one. Dear God, what were they all going to do to this poor woman?

Very little, as it turned out. Becca listened for a few more minutes, but once the conversation dwindled, the clip reduced to the sounds of moaning and slapping flesh. Only one of the guys was fucking her. The other two were watching, she guessed.

Vanilla porn, in other words. No spanking. No ropes. No who’s-your-daddy.

It was a bust. Unless she was missing something. Maybe they were wearing furry suits or Star Trek uniforms. Becca switched the monitor on and took a photo of the screen. Her camera roll was pretty eclectic; she often took pictures of things that confused her and had Simon or Emily describe them to her when she got home. This one would go to Emily. Maybe she could shed some light.

She turned off the monitor, put the headphones back where she’d found them, and left the video playing—that way it would finish where it had started.

Was she any wiser for snooping on Simon’s porn? No, but nor was she any worse off. It was the right thing to do, and so was getting Emily’s help. At least it wasn’t diaper-porn.

She padded back to the kitchen and put her phone away, then returned silently to the bedroom. Finding her nightie, she got changed again and tossed the cami on the floor. Simon would pair it with the knickers, wherever they were, and put them through the wash for her tomorrow.

Simon was warm under the covers, and so she spooned in behind him. He murmured in his sleep and wriggled back into her embrace.

What gets you off, my wonderful man?

She’d asked him that in countless different ways, but the answer was always the same.

You do.

She closed her eyes and held him tight.

Tomorrow. Saturday. Maybe she’d find out more tomorrow.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Five

Becca woke first. The sound of the neighbourhood gently stirring suggested it was early but not obscenely so.

Simon was still asleep. Still naked, too. The problem of the porn had left Becca thinking of sex as she went to sleep, and she’d woken to the fleeing tendrils of a vaguely erotic dream. Between that and the yearnings from the good-but-not-great lovemaking, she found herself wide awake with an itch in need of scratching.

Silently, she slipped out of bed and visited the toilet, hoping that relieving one urge might help relieve the other. It didn’t.

She brushed her teeth, not really expecting that to help either, and not really surprised when it didn’t.

She had some toys squirrelled away in her drawer, but they weren’t very discreet. Her grandmother’s copy of the 1950s Good Wife’s Guide frowned upon diddling yourself in front of your husband. It was unladylike, apparently.

She’d have to do this the old-fashioned way.

Stripping off her nightie, she padded naked back into the bedroom and slipped beneath the covers, cuddling up to Simon’s heat. He rolled away from her but didn’t wake. Becca chased, spooning in behind and reaching around to stroke his chest.

“So, somebody’s awake,” Simon said, his voice hoarse with sleep.

“Shh,” Becca whispered. “Barney will come if he thinks we’re up.”

Simon dropped his voice to a whisper. “I have to endure whatever punishment you dish out in silence, do I?”

“Mmm, punishment. I could have fun with that.”

Simon tensed and Becca heard his breath catch.

“Do you like that idea?”

“Maybe,” he said, a cautious note in his voice.

“You’ve never said anything about it.”

“You’ve never asked.”

Becca floated her hand down over his belly. “Is that how this works—I ask and you tell?” She brushed past his cock. It was hard.

He swallowed. “It could work like that.”

The opportunity was too tempting. Becca pushed aside her own arousal for this seemingly once-in-a-marriage opportunity at prising open his closed book. She felt like a junkie anticipating their next fix, except she was about to mainline on 100% unadulterated truth.

She closed her hand around his cock and effected a villainous accent. “You have fallen into my trap, Mr Bond.”

Simon chuckled, but his cock got harder.

“I vill tell you now how my truth serum works. I ask ze questions, and your cock vill give me ze answers—von pump for yes, two pumps for no. Shall ve begin?”

Simon’s cock flexed once, making Becca giggle.

She dropped the silly accent. “Do you think this is a fun game?”

One pump. Yes.

“Are you going to come in my hand before I’m done questioning you?”

Another chuckle. Two pumps. No.

“Good.” Becca wanted to get straight into it. “Do you ever watch porn?”

Simon stiffened, and she could almost feel the temptation to lie in his tense muscles.

Eventually… one pump. Yes.

“Good. You understand the penalty if you lie to me, don’t you?”

No.

Becca moved her hand and cupped his balls, squeezing lightly. “Now do you understand?”

Yes.

“Excellent. So, you watch porn.” She wanted to ask about the one from yesterday without admitting she’d snooped. “Gay porn?”

No.

“Lesbian porn?”

A pause, then one long pump.

“Sometimes, huh? You like the idea of a couple of sexy chicks going at it?”

Yes.

“Do you like the idea of me going at it with a sexy chick?”

Another pause, then two pumps.

“Not so much, huh? Good, I never could get the taste for it at uni.” Simon tried to turn his head, but Becca quickly grabbed his balls and squeezed. “Nuh-uh. I was joking. Get your mind back in the game.”

He settled back against her nakedness.

Becca’s nipples were rock hard. This was more fun than she’d anticipated. “Do you think about me when you’re watching?”

No hesitation. Yes. That was a good thing, right?

“Do you fantasise about trying some of the things you see in the movies?”

Pause. Yes.

“With me?”

Yes.

Argh, men! “You could always ask, you know?”

No response.

Becca was losing the thread. She’d almost exhausted the possibilities of this yes-and-no game, but it had borne so much fruit so quickly, she was loath to close it out.

Time to go for broke.

“These things you fantasise about—were you thinking about them last night?”

Yes.

Becca began stroking his dick—a reward for being truthful with her. “While we had sex?”

Yes.

She knew it! Simon wasn’t a stayer in bed, but last night had been quick even for him. If she understood what had set him off, she could probably turn it around and use it to her advantage—to their mutual advantage. But now she had to address the video—there was no avoiding it.

She squeezed his shaft, pumping it up. “Were you watching porn when I came home, yesterday?”

Simon took a sharp breath. She could almost hear his thoughts. She knows. Emily told her. Eventually, he gave one pump of his cock.

“Thank you for being honest. You realise I’m very grateful for honesty, don’t you?” She punctuated that with some long, slow strokes. “I can be very appreciative.”

Yes.

“It’s easy for people to trick me, so trust is important. You understand that, right?”

Yes.

Becca kept stroking and squeezing, alert for any tell-tale signs she was taking him too far. “So here’s what’s going to happen. Are you ready?”

Yes.

“You’re going to play that video for me. The exact one. And I’ll know if it’s not—do you believe me?”

Yes.

“And you’re going to do a live ADP. You’re going to tell me everything that happens. It’ll be as if I’m right there.”

No response. But then again, there was no question. She could feel his apprehension though. Was she going too far? It was hard to tell, but she had to trust her instinct, and instinct told her to push him. Hard.

“And in return, tonight, I’m going to put on a little show. We’re going to do it all for real.”

Simon’s cock pumped, but it felt more like a reflex than a ‘yes’. Becca eased back on the stroking, conscious that she had a lot of ground still to cover.

“Now get your phone.”

Simon moved in her arms as he reached for his bedside table.

She heard the electronic clicking of the on-screen keyboard. “The exact video, Simon,” she said, gripping his balls.

No response.

“You have permission to speak again,” she said, although she didn’t release her hold. Push! Her blood ran hot. She had no idea why it felt so good controlling him like this, but it did, and she was in no position to question it.

“I’m not sure I can find the exact one.”

“Use your history if you have to.”

A short pause. “Okay, I found it.”

Becca waited a few moments. “I don’t hear anything.”

“It’s playing an ad. I have the sound down… Okay, wait, here it comes.”

Becca massaged his balls; the reward was an almost unconscious reaction. “Tell me what’s happening.”

“Um, okay. There’s a guy and girl walking down a corridor. They’re coming towards the camera. The place is fresh and modern with lots of natural light. It feels beachy.”

“California?”

“Yeah, exactly.”

“What do they look like?”

“About our age—early thirties. He’s kinda lanky, wearing cargo shorts and a—”

“Describe her.”

“She’s pretty. She’s wearing one of those loose skirts that look like it might blow up in a breeze.”

“A flared mini?”

“I guess. They’re meeting a guy.”

“Finish describing her. How has she done her hair?”

“Brunette. Straight. She’s got it up in a ponytail.”

“Low, like I—?”

“No, high. It bounces when she moves her head.”

“Do you think she’s beautiful?”

“She’s a porn star. They’re all beautiful.”

“Does she have big boobs?”

Simon shrugged in her arms. “Not especially.”

Becca hadn’t been noting the conversation on the video. She didn’t recall much about it from snooping either; she’d been put off by the lack of fucking noises. “What are they doing now?”

“Just sitting. Talking.”

They listened for a moment. Someone was asking the girl what kind of sex she enjoyed. She said she didn’t really know—she’d never had sex with anyone else.

“Are they married?” Becca asked.

Simon paused before answering. “It’s hard to say. Seems like they’re a couple, though.”

“I thought you watched this yesterday.”

“I didn’t get this far.”

Becca returned her hand to Simon’s shaft and slowly stroked him. They listened to the conversation some more. It sounded like they’d come to make their own porno with a stranger.

“So, they’re exhibitionists,” she said after a while.

“Sorry, what?”

“Exhibitionists. They want to have sex and film it.”

“Um, yeah. I guess. I think they’re going to get someone else involved, too.”

“Is that what you want? A three-way?”

“Me? No, of course not.” Simon huffed, clearly perturbed. “I don’t want anybody around while we do it.”

It was a good answer, but…

“Why did you choose this one, then?” Becca asked. “You said you were thinking about this last night. What were you thinking about?”

“It’s… she’s…” Simon was stumbling over his own tongue.

Becca stroked his dick some more. “This isn’t an interrogation, Simon, it’s a conversation. You’re sharing what you enjoy, and later, we’re both going to share what you enjoy.”

No response. There was a new voice in the video. Deep. It sounded like a big guy.

“Who’s that?”

“It’s the guy she’s going to fuck. He’s wearing, like, gym gear—loose shorts and a singlet.”

“Is he big?”

Gulp. “He’s huge.”

Becca heard kissing. “Is she kissing him?”

“Yeah. He’s taking off her top.”

“What’s the other guy doing—her boyfriend?”

“I… um, I dunno. It’s like, you can only see her.”

That was a lie. Why was he lying? That heat coursing through Becca’s veins turned cold.

She released Simon’s dick and took up his balls again. “What was it about this video, Simon? Why did you choose it?”

“It looked good. You know, the thumbnail looked sexy.”

“What did you search for?”

“I’m sorry?”

She slowed down, enunciating each word. “What did you type into the search for this to come up?”

“Oh… um, I don’t remember.”

“Was it swingers? Three-ways?”

“No, it was… I dunno, it could have been ‘big dick’. This is embarrassing, Becca.”

“Not for me, it’s not.” She gave his balls a squeeze, not completely convinced they were back on a truthful track. “Is that what you like watching—big dicks?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Does he have a big dick? Has he got it out yet?”

“Yeah.” Simon swallowed. “She’s sucking it.”

“Can she fit it all in?”

“Nope.”

Becca listened to the sounds of slurping for a bit. She put her lips to her husband’s ear. “Do you like seeing that great big cock in her mouth?”

“Yeah.”

That one had been pure honesty. Becca took a breath, letting go of some of the tension. She had a biggish vibe in her drawer they could maybe play with together. “Do you think she’s going to be able to take it all in her pussy?”

Simon’s breathing became faster. “If you could see it, you wouldn’t need to ask.”

“But I can’t see it,” Becca said gently, stroking his cock faster. “You have to tell me, baby.”

“She’s really small,” he said, his voice strained. “He’s… Jesus, Becca, he’s huge.”

“Like Ryan?”

“Yeah.”

“And she’s like Emily?” Becca fancied she knew what happened last night.

“She’s smaller than Em.”

Simon had big cock envy.

“Is that what you were thinking about last night? Ryan and Emily?”

“Uh-huh.”

Now they were getting somewhere. “She sounded pretty happy, don’t you think?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Were you thinking about me? Listening to her, I mean.”

“Uh-huh.”

She started stroking him again. The lusty sounds from the porn and the peeled-back layers of her husband were making her horny again. “Is that how you want to have sex? Just bend me over and give it to me with your great big cock?”

“No… I mean, I can’t… I don’t have a big one like that.”

“Don’t wish it on yourself. They’re not as much fun as people would have you think.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“Big cocks. They can hurt if you don’t take it slow, and they take forever to get all the way in.”

“You’ve had a big—?”

“Not since I met you,” Becca said, shutting it down. It wasn’t an episode she wanted to revisit.

“What was it like? Tell me—”

Suddenly the music changed and the sounds of sucking were replaced by slapping flesh.

“What just happened?”

“A scene cut. This isn’t the full movie, it’s just clips.”

“Are they fucking?”

“Yeah. She’s kneeling on the couch, and he’s behind her.”

“Is she taking all of it?”

“I can’t tell. The camera’s on their… on her face.”

“What’s she doing?”

“Just… I dunno… she’s just looking… um, straight ahead.”

Lie! And they’d been going so well. Becca squeezed his balls, making him squawk. “Don’t lie to me, Simon. What’s happening? Is she doing two guys at once?”

“Yes! Yes! She’s… she was looking at him, but now she’s putting him… She’s, you know, sucking his cock now.”

Becca didn’t know what the fuck was going on in that video, but it wasn’t a spit-roast. Simon was lying to her. Lies made her blood boil at the best of times but coming from her husband… Simon’s integrity and trustworthiness were like catnip to her—just as good looks and big dicks were for her sister. She knew Simon was plain-looking, but he’d never been unattractive to her… until now.

She gripped his balls tighter, letting her nails bite. “She’s got one guy in her pussy and another in her mouth. Is that what you’re telling me?”

“Yes.”

“And the other guy is her boyfriend?”

“Yes.”

“How big is his dick?”

“You know, regular size.”

“Your size?”

“Yeah. I dunno, maybe… maybe he’s a bit bigger.”

The music faded out on the video. Becca heard grunting. Someone was coming. “Honey,” Becca said. “What just happened?”

“It’s… he’s coming.”

“Who, the boyfriend or the—?”

“No, the big guy.”

Becca listened for a moment but couldn’t tell what was going on. Then—

The big guy: Sorry about the mess.

The girl: I don’t mind. Babe, do you mind?

“What’s happening,” Becca asked.

“He came in her… like, on her boobs.”

Another lie. “Simon?” Becca said, squeezing tighter.

Simon took a sharp breath. “He did! He made a big mess on her.”

His balls convulsed in Becca’s hand. Was she hurting him? She was angry, but she didn’t want to do any real damage.

The girl: I should get dressed. Babe?

“What happened? Tell me what happened, or I swear to God—”

“She’s… he’s helping pull her panties up… oh God!” Simon’s balls convulsed again and suddenly he was spurting, going off in Becca’s hand, except she wasn’t controlling his dick and he was coming everywhere, over himself, over her wrist.

“Jesus Christ!” Becca jerked away, shocked, and rolled onto her back. With the on-screen climax done and dusted, Simon going off after the siren was the last thing she’d expected. Sticky, wet jizz coated her hand and wrist, and instinctively she wiped it off on the bedcovers. “What the hell, Simon?” she cried, almost surprising herself into tears. “You told me you were going to be truthful. What the fuck happened on that video? Do not bullshit me.”

“It’s not… I wasn’t…”

Simon touched her shoulder, but Becca slapped his hand away.

“That was the truth,” he pleaded. “They were screwing doggystyle, then he pulled out and came… you know, like, all over her. And she was embarrassed because she was such a mess.”

“Something happened when you came. What did you see?”

“I just… I didn’t… It was all over, and you were holding me, and it felt… I thought that’s what we were doing—you were trying to make me come.”

“I wasn’t trying to make you come,” Becca said, her voice steely. “I didn’t want you to come yet. I wanted to have sex with you after you’d finished telling me the truth about what you like.”

“I like you. All I’ve ever wanted is you.”

Same old song. They were back where they’d started. She’d had this one chance to get a deep look inside at what made her husband tick—to take their intimacy to a new level—and he’d blown it by being dishonest with her. Well, dishonesty came with consequences, and Simon was about to get his.

Becca channelled her inner calm, the same inner calm she used when confronted by incompetency in the office.

“Simon?”

“Yes?”

“This morning, this game, I did it for us because something needed to be done. Your performance last night was unacceptable.”

“Becc—”

“Back when we first met, I thought it was flattering to have you come so quickly—like a teenager on his first time, like you were so into me you couldn’t control yourself.”

“That is what it’s li—”

“We’ve been together over five years.” She felt her anger rising. A voice in her head was telling her Simon’s performance wasn’t the problem—usually he did okay—but he’d given her a stick and now she was going to thrash him with it. “I’ve done everything I can think of to make you last longer. Everything! And you still come in my hand like a teenager. It's getting a bit… fucking… old.” Oh, that felt good.

“Becca, I’ll try… I’ll wear two… three—”

“I sound ungrateful. I’m not.” Becca had gotten the worst of the poison out and felt her blood pressure lowering. “You treat me well. Better than well. I’ve never had a man go down on me like you do, and I am grateful, I truly am. But if all I wanted was great oral sex, I could’ve married a woman.” Okay, that was uncalled for, but she had one last chance to turn this around, to get what she came for. The truth. She sat up in bed and turned to face him, conscious of her nakedness but not caring. “What I need, Simon, is a man. I’ve done my best to get you past whatever your problem is, but I can’t help”—and she said these next words very slowly—“if you won’t be honest with me.”

“I love you. That’s the truth. I’ve never wanted anything except to—”

“Stop lying!” Becca cried, punching out and striking a lucky blow to his chest. She felt her ring dig in and scratch him.

Down the other end of the house, Barney started barking. He’d probably scratched on Emily’s door during the night and she’d locked him in the laundry.

“I may be blind, but I’m not stupid,” she growled. “You’re hiding something from me. I heard it in your voice. I felt it in your body.” She tore back the covers and got out of bed to let Barney out. “I’ve had enough. I’ve done everything I know how.” She stopped at the door, turned, and stalked back across the room to the bathroom. “You get the dog. I’m having a shower.” At moments like these, she wished they had a swinging door on the bathroom she could slam. She turned back towards the bed, fixing her glare at the space on the bed where Simon ought to be. “No more understanding. No more acceptance. Your performance is your problem, and if you won’t let me help you, you’ll have to sort it out yourself. Come talk to me when you’re ready to tell me the truth.”

Barney was still barking. Simon said nothing.

“Did you hear me?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

That sounded genuine. It felt good to push him—even better when it yielded results. Like the ball squeezing and the punch—those had felt good enough to be scary. Things were getting away from her and working Simon over helped her feel in control again.

“Your pleasure is the only thing that matters,” Simon said, a new note of resolution in his voice, “and if you’ll let me, I’ll prove it to you.”

Oh God. He still didn’t get it. “See that you do.” Becca slid the door closed, then she sat on the toilet seat and cried.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Six

Simon was almost too stunned to react. Instead, he switched to autopilot and, donning his robe, went to release Barney from his crate. Hearing him coming, the dog stopped barking to put on a show of being a good boy; he waited until Simon opened the crate, and then with an impatient woof (about time), ran outside, urinated, and hurtled back through the house to set up a vigil in front of the bathroom waiting for Becca.

“Don’t bother,” Simon called after him. “We’re going for a walk.”

“Woof.” Which Simon took to mean after I’ve seen Mama.

Simon wasn’t worried. Barney was the original Pavlov’s Dog—the sound of a rattling lead or a dinner bowl would bring him running.

Your performance is your problem.

Damn, Becca had sounded so mad. But she’d also sounded… in charge.

Did you hear me?

See that you do.

He’d seen her adopt that dominant persona with people who were pissing her off, but he’d never had it directed at himself. He didn’t like being in the doghouse with her, and he hated making her upset, but seeing her like that—bare breasted, passions flaring… God, she was so sexy. Was it weird that he kind of enjoyed it?

Distracting himself with the goal of getting ready to go out, he pushed her ultimatum to the back of his mind—that way he wouldn’t have to confront his own guilt for lying.

Yet.

Not that he was particularly worried. He loved her unconditionally and she knew it. She would also know he’d never go behind her back or cheat on her. He hadn’t been lying, exactly—he’d just spared himself the shame of revealing a personal secret that impacted nobody but himself. Given time to cool off and reflect, she’d realise that herself—he just needed to get out of her hair.

He went to the main household bathroom and cleaned himself up, sponging off the worst of the sex smell and banishing the rest with a spare can of deodorant he kept there for rush-hour emergencies.

Shaving could wait.

Returning to the bedroom, he found Barney lying with his nose on his paws and angled into the corner of the sliding door of their ensuite. The dog looked over his shoulder as Simon came in but otherwise ignored him while he got dressed.

“Barney, walk?”

Another look, this one more alert. Did you say—?

“Walk? You wanna go run in the park?”

Barney whined, tormented by the impossible choice between a long walk and delivering Mama’s special morning greeting.

Simon pulled his shoes on without untying the laces. “Come on. Mama will be here when you get back.”

Barney whined again, but he was watching Simon now, not the bathroom door. Victory was assured.

Simon went out into the hall and grabbed a handful of dog-poo bags. That sealed it. He didn’t even need to rattle the lead; by the time he’d turned around, the goodest boy in the whole world was sitting at his heels, tongue lolling out one side of his mouth, his head held high waiting for the chain to be put around his neck.

“Good boy, Barney.” Simon put the lead on and ruffled the dog’s fur. “Aren’t you a good boy?”

“Woof.” Yes, I am. Now let’s go.

The shower was still running as he walked out the door, and Simon felt a small weight lift from his shoulders. Becca needed space, and by God he was going to give it to her. He had a good long walk plotted along the creek out behind the rifle range, and if he also stopped at the park to let Barney run (and hey, maybe at a café for some breakfast) he could stretch it to a good three hours.

That ought to be enough.

──────

Becca tapped her knuckle on Emily’s door. “Em?”

No answer.

She tapped again. “Em, it’s me.” Who else would it be? She twisted the handle. Emily didn’t have her own lock (it was an internal door) but she had a chain she used when she was filming. It wasn’t engaged. Becca pushed the door open and stepped inside. “Em, are you in here?”

“Becs?” Emily’s voice was muzzy with sleep. “Jesus, a bit of privacy?”

Becca heard the sounds of protective bedcovers being pulled up. “It’s alright,” she said flatly, “I won’t look.”

“We could’ve been fucking.”

“No you couldn’t—I would’ve heard. So would the neighbours.”

Ryan coughed, announcing himself. “Sorry about last night.”

Becca smiled forgivingly. “It wasn’t your fault.”

“It bloody well was,” Emily scoffed. “I’m gonna walk funny for a week.”

“Em,” Becca said, changing the subject away from her sister’s annoyingly complete sex life, “I need you.”

“It’s… Jesus, it’s not even eight, Bec. Can it wait until we’ve had breakfast?”

“It’s okay,” Ryan said. “I need to put in a session at the gym.”

Becca heard shifting bedcovers again and the jangle of a belt buckle, and she couldn’t help wondering whether her DSW was standing naked in front of her. Not that she cared; nakedness to her was an abstract concept, like happy, kind, or thoughtful.

“Fine,” Emily said. “I’m probably not in any condition for Round 2 anyway.”

“Round 6, you mean,” Becca muttered.

“Sorry about that,” Ryan said again. He kissed Emily and approached Becca, who was blocking the doorway.

She stood to one side, accepting and returning an air-kiss directed at her cheek. “You’ve got nothing to be sorry about.”

“Amen to that,” Emily murmured, following it with a satisfied sigh that left Becca feeling just a little envious. “Catch up again tonight?” she called after the retreating Ryan.

“I’ve got a gig,” he called back. “Afterwards though—definitely. I’ll text you.” Then he pulled the front door shut, leaving Becca and Emily alone.

“Was it really as good as it sounded?” Becca asked. “Or were you putting it on for the camera?”

“We weren’t filming,” Emily said, quickly dressing. “We wanted to… I don’t know—we didn’t want other people sharing our first time together.”

“Then you need better soundproofing.”

Emily huffed. “Is this going to become a thing, or will you let it go when you’re done?”

“Sorry.” Becca went to her, and they hugged. “You had more fun than me last night. I’m envious.”

“So you should be.”

“I should be what, envious or sorry?”

“Envious. I got pounded like a minute steak. God, I’ve never felt so…”

“Satisfied?”

Sigh. “Exactly!” Emily grabbed Becca’s hand and walked her back to the kitchen. “This thing you need me for—does it go well with coffee?”

“It can do.” Becca took a stool at the kitchen counter while Emily warmed up the espresso machine.

“You want one?”

“Yes please.” Becca unlocked her phone and put in her earpiece to hear the TalkBack narrations. “Hey Google, open photos.”

Emily came and joined her, standing opposite on the kitchen side of the counter. “Have you been taking pictures of randoms on the train again? I told you that’s not cool.”

Becca ignored her. She never photographed people unless she thought they deserved it. “This,” she said, showing Emily the screen. “What is it?”

“A computer. Looks like porn. Hey, is this—?”

“It’s Simon’s. The one you told me—”

“Geez Becca, I didn’t tell you so you could go all Secret Service on him. You know guys and their porn.”

“I wasn’t spying. I was trying to”—Becca fidgeted in her seat—"you know, do him a favour.”

“Ah, sexy times!” Emily squeezed her hand. “Unleashing your inner porn queen, huh?” There was a gleeful note in her voice. Becca didn’t share as much about her intimate life as she had before she was married—it was a ritual they probably both missed.

“I tried,” she said, endeavouring to mask the overwhelming feeling of defeat. “I thought we could share this”—she waved the phone—“and, you know, maybe roleplay it or something, but…”

“But?”

“He lied to me.”

“Uh-oh.”

“And I don’t understand why. There’s something on here he doesn’t want me to know about.”

“You want me to tell you what really happens.”

Becca smiled hopefully. She was done asking Simon for the truth; it was time for shock and awe. She was going to discover the truth for herself and confront him with it. “Ever wanted to branch out into porn ADPs?”

Emily giggled. “Nah, it’s like phone sex. Too many middle-aged ladies already doing it and there’s no margin left.” She took the phone from Becca. “But this is one photo. I’m not sure I can tell you much.”

“Can you read the URL?”

“Ooh, you’re a sneaky-snake. Let me… Yeah, if I zoom in all the way.”

“Have you got your phone? Or grab the iPad. It should be charging in the—”

“I’m way ahead of you.” Emily clickety-clacked on her own on-screen keyboard and then returned Becca’s phone. “It’s coming up.”

“Is it the same one?”

“Just wait. There’s an ad… Okay, yeah, there’s a couple—she looks like the same one in your photo.” She turned the sound on—footsteps, background porn-groove. “They’re youngish, like twenty-something—thirty, max. He’s kinda nerdy, but cute—bit pale, hair’s flat, clothes don’t really fit. She’s gorgeous—killer legs, fuck-me heels—”

“But they’re a couple? They’re together, obviously?”

“Oh yeah. They look like newlyweds—holding hands, loving glances, the whole box and dice.”

“Fast-forward to the sex.”

“But we haven’t even—”

“I’ve sat through this twice already. I don’t need any more build-up.”

Sounds of slurping came from the other side of the kitchen counter.

“Is she sucking his dick?”

“She’s trying. Props for effort, too, cos it doesn’t look easy. Whoa, hang on, this isn’t the nerdy guy—it’s someone else.”

“Is he big?”

“He’s immense.”

“What, his body, or his—?”

“Both.”

Becca hadn’t really doubted that bit, but it was nice to know Simon had been telling the truth about watching such a big man have sex. If anything, his size was the thing she’d expected him to be most coy about.

“Fast forward to the screwing.”

“You’re spoiling this for me, you know that.”

Becca heard slapping flesh and moaning. She couldn’t help thinking of Emily and Ryan’s efforts the previous night. “Is that it?”

“Nope. It segued into a grape-stomping documentary.”

“You’re a lot less funny than you think, you know?”

“Yeah, well I’m a lot less caffeinated than I’d like, and I’m watching porn before breakfast. It’s not my finest hour.”

“Is it him screwing her? The big guy?”

“I guess. He’s out of shot at the mo— Wait, yeah, it’s him.” Emily gave a low whistle. “Wow, she’s taking it like a champ.”

“What about the other guy—the one she came in with?”

“Her husband?”

“They’re married?”

“Yeah, he’s holding her hand, kissing her wedding ring.”

Simon had lied. “She’s wearing a ring?”

“They both are. He’s kind of got her…” Emily clasped Becca’s left hand, palms together, fingers interlocking.

“She’s not sucking him?”

“Nah, it’s cuck-porn. He’s watching.”

“What-porn?”

“Cuck-porn. Cuckold. Husbands who get off on watching their wife with another guy.”

Cuckold? Simon? But he was happy having sex with her—more than happy if his erections were any indication, and he sure didn’t have any problem getting off. “Are you sure that’s what it is?”

“Oh yeah,” Emily said. “You would be too if you could see the look on this guy’s face. His wife’s getting the banging of her lifetime, and he’s loving it.”

“But…” Becca wanted to protect her husband’s privacy in front of her sister, but she also wanted answers. The two seemed mutually exclusive, and she needed the answers more. “But he likes sex.”

“What? No, cucks love sex. You don’t get it.” Emily paused the video. “Cucks dream about getting to have sex with their wife—it’s their special reward, like Barney with bacon.”

“So why don’t they—?”

“Because their wives don’t let them. And they love it. They love being humiliated, being told how small their dicks are, how they never satisfy her like the bigger guys. It’s all about being controlled… you know, dominated.”

Dominated. The word gave Becca a shiver. She’d dominated Simon last night—or at least she’d tried; she still hadn’t gotten him to spill the truth—but what she did learn is that it had felt good.

“I went to a seminar at SexPo. It’s all a big mind fuck,” Em went on. “They worship their wife like a goddess and let her bang as many studs as she wants, and then when she finally lets him have a go, it’s like proof that she still loves him, and he goes bananas.”

Becca understood the words, but it was difficult to connect them to the Simon she knew. “But he can have a go whenever he wants.”

“Bec,” Emily said, adopting the schoolmarm voice that was so familiar from long sessions teaching Becca visual cues. “Do you like cake?”

“I love ca—”

“Happily eat it every day?”

Becca thought she knew where this was going. “My butt might have something to say about that, but sure.”

“But then you diet, right?”

“Sure.” Becca was no stranger to a spring diet. She might not be able to see her own butt, but she did feel self-conscious when her skirts became too tight.

“You like watching MasterChef with me when you’re dieting, don’t you? Great Australian Bake-Off?”

The metaphor wasn’t lost on Becca. Hearing Emily describe all the fat presenters drooling over scrumptious cakes—it made her feel virtuous and envious at the same time, and only built the thrill of anticipation for when the self-imposed diet would end.

“How good does that first slice of chocolate cake taste after a diet?”

“Okay, point taken. Cucks like sex—they just want to be rationed.”

“Not just rationed—teased, humiliated, denied, controlled.”

“Dominated,” Becca said, wanting to hear that word in her own voice. It was one of those few onomatopoeic ‘picture-words’—like gong, twinkle, furious—that she could ‘see’ in her mind’s eye.

“It’s all about the mind-fuck.”

Simon wanted to be dominated. It was a revelation. She’d never even considered it. When she thought about kinky stuff, when she knew he was hiding something, the things that came to mind were threesomes, spanking, public sex—that kind of thing. Watching another guy bang your wife, though? Good God, she’d never have thought of that herself. It was so much more… cerebral… than just stuffing a big cock in a tight hole.

Put that way, it made such perfect sense.

“I never picked Simon for a cuck,” Emily said, resuming the video.

It sounded different to Becca now she knew what was happening. Those wet sounds of flesh on flesh—those were the sounds of adultery, of a woman getting her fill of stranger-cock and flaunting it in front of her husband. It felt so… taboo.

“Has he been asking you to fuck other guys?”

“What? No, of course not.” But he had, though.

Have you ever fantasised about being with a bigger guy?

Just last night he’d asked her that. She replayed what she could remember of their interrogation game that morning.

Do you think about me when you’re watching?

Yes.

Do you ever want to try some of the things you see in the movies?

Yes.

With me?

Yes.

She’d thought he wanted her to try kinky sex. And he had—just not together! How could she have been so far off the mark? She prided herself on being intuitive, on being able to read people because she had to—it was humbling to be proven so wrong.

On the video, she heard one of the guys grunting. “What’s happening now?” Simon had said the big guy had come on her boobs, but she’d heard the lie in his voice.

“The guy’s pulled out. He’s wanking himself, and she’s kissing her husband.”

So much for the spit-roast. “Is he coming? Tell me where. Is it in her pussy?”

“Close. In her panties. They’re still around her thighs and he’s filling ’em up like… Geez, it’s like an oyster shell full of tartare.”

“Her panties?” Seriously? That’s what Simon was keeping from her? That was what he blew his load over? Becca smiled. What a relief. This was going to be an easy fix… Well, maybe not easy; she always made him use a condom to keep him going longer, but she had no objection to him pulling it off to come in her knickers.

“Wait, there’s more.”

“Sorry about the mess.” That was the big guy’s voice.

Then the girl: “I don’t mind. Babe, do you mind?”

Now it made sense. She was showing her husband the big wad of cum in her panties.

“I should get dressed. Babe?”

“Oh,” Emily said. “Okay, now it’s getting kinky.”

“What is?” This was where Simon had come.

“She’s getting her husband to… Yep, oh, gross. That’s just na-sty.”

“What is? What did she do?”

“Hubby pulled them up for her. He’s rubbing it into her pussy.” The video went silent. Emily had turned it off. “Well, that was different.”

“Hmm.” This might be trickier than Becca had thought. It wasn’t the cum in her panties that had set Simon off, it was another man’s cum in her pussy. A recollection from her university days pressed at the periphery of her senses, the same one that had begun surfacing while playing with Simon earlier. Once again, she pushed it back and shut it out.

“How about that coffee?” Emily asked.

“Make mine a double.”

Becca now knew what Simon had been hiding, and she had what she needed to get him to come clean. Together, they could use what she’d learned and take their sex in maybe a fun new direction. How, she wasn’t sure, but somehow.

One thing was for certain, though, she wouldn’t be fucking anyone but her husband, regardless of how much he wanted it.

──────

Simon’s walk had taken him through the forest, along the creek, then to the park where Barney got to run and drink from the dog fountain, and finally to an outdoor café for breakfast. Like most places in Hornsby, they recognised Barney immediately and spoiled him rotten because he wasn’t working.

He finished paying for breakfast and checked his watch. Three and a half hours—that should be long enough. Becca would’ve cooled off by now. The hours of quiet canine companionship had also given him perspective.

Becca was right, he’d decided. He wasn’t the biggest guy going around, nor the longest lasting, so he had to make up for it in other ways. He’d thought that going down on her before sex was a satisfactory compromise, but he saw now that it wasn’t—neither satisfactory nor a compromise—and he understood why.

If all I wanted was great oral sex, I could’ve married a woman.

He shouldn’t have needed her to tell him that. She deserved the best sex she could get. She deserved an athlete like Ryan who could go all night, ploughing her till she collapsed from orgasmic overload. He wished he could tell her that—finally admit to all the times he’d described a guy on TV to her and fantasised about him bending her over the sofa, all the fat pornstar dick he’d seen on his computer screen, imagining it feeding into her tight, wifely cunt. He could never give her those things, but he could certainly give her better than what she was used to. He’d have to.

There was a sex shop nearby in one of the side streets. Maybe if he showed some initiative and came home with a present, she might put him back in her good books. He’d always wanted to try a cock-ring—one of the ones with a vibrator on top for her pleasure. If something like that could make him last a little longer and bring her off a little sooner, they could meet happily in the middle.

The sex shop didn’t look as seedy from the outside as he remembered. You couldn’t see all the way in, but there was a tasteful display in the window with a collection of furry handcuffs, a neck-to-knee mannequin wearing a sexy bra and panties set, and a rack of costumes including favourites like Wonder Woman, Slutty Cop, and French Maid.

“Barney, you’re staying outside,” Simon said, tying the dog to a post. “Sit.”

He sat.

“Good boy. Stay.”

Barney chuffed dismissively. This was kindergarten stuff for a Guide Dog. He could poo on demand for Becca and hold a down-stay for thirty minutes if she needed to leave him—longer if he was wearing his harness.

Simon went inside. He’d half expected giant cocks and sex dolls hanging from the ceiling and was happy to find it sensibly laid out like any other store, albeit with wider aisles (all the better for not having strangers squeeze past you).

Things looked to be laid out in rough order of sexiness, with costumes and games just inside the door, books and magazines along the front wall, and DVDs down the left-hand side. The aisles ran diagonally across the store, with massagers and wands in the first one, vibes and plugs in the second, and further down he could see a veritable United Nations of dildos.

Way down back were ropes, floggers, and machines whose purpose he could only guess at; he wouldn’t need to venture that far. He aimed for about the centre—that seemed to be somewhere near his comfort zone. The first aisle he picked was filled with small toys, rabbits, plugs and the like, ‘her pleasure’ stuff, all brightly coloured with smooth contours—nothing that looked anything like a cock. He suspected it might be a lesbo aisle and circled quickly around to the next one.

Cocks here—studded, coloured, some realistic. ‘Her pleasure’ again. Or gay—it could go either way.

The next aisle had cock-sleeves, dolls, prostate massagers—he was definitely in ‘his pleasure’ zone, but he didn’t see any cock rings yet.

“Hey there, bro. Help you find something?” It was an ageing stoner in John Lennon glasses with a thinning salt-and-pepper ponytail. He was about Simon’s size and wore a baggy blue shop smock with his name (or nickname at least), Chum, monogrammed on the breast. Chum was about the least threatening man Simon had ever met.

“Um, I might just browse for a bit.”

“Sure thing, bro.” He was a Kiwi, so it sounded like brew. “You got your sleeves and pumps here, beads and arse stuff in the next, then the couples’ stuff. Cock cages are down the back.”

Cock cages? Simon was curious, but not so curious that he was prepared to stand in front of a display and look, let alone get directions.

“Couples’ stuff?” Simon asked, his voice low.

“Yeah, this way,” Chum said, fulfilling Simon’s worst nightmare and leading him deeper into the store, talking candidly as he went. “We got his ‘n’ hers eggs, rabbit rings—hey, we got some new dolphins last week. Me and the missus haven’t tried ’em yet, but the rep reckons they’re hot shit. Sold four of ’em already.”

None of that made a word of sense to Simon. He caught up to the guy in an aisle of stuff he mostly didn’t recognise. “I was thinking… I dunno, maybe a ring or something.”

“Not a problem, Broseph. Here’s your cock rings.” He directed Simon’s attention to a shelf of packaged silicone rings with lukewarm marketing claims, like ‘Rechargeable!’, ‘Multi-speed!’, and ‘Immersible!’. The ones on the lower shelf had attached anal plugs, which looked interesting but outside the scope of Simon’s current quest.

“These ones,” Simon said, pointing deliberately to one which looked a little too big. It had a small, bullet-shaped vibrator mounted on the top in its own silicone caddy. “They’re for her pleasure, I guess?”

“Hers, yours—they swing both ways, you know what I mean? You can rotate it and use the vibe on your balls if you want, but it gives a pretty good buzz even when it’s on her clit.”

“So it… kinda gets you off faster?” He started trying to imagine Becca’s reaction to something that made him come quicker then decided he’d rather not.

“Can do,” Chum said. “You looking for something that’ll make you last longer?”

Simon felt his throat tighten with shame and embarrassment. “I was more thinking about her,” he said, hoping he sounded slightly more magnanimous than he felt. “Is there something that’ll help get her off quicker?”

Chum gave him a one-eyebrow frown. “You want sex to last a shorter time? Are you sure about that?”

“Not… um, shorter,” Simon stammered, backpedalling, “but you know, synchronised—help get the timing right, get the old Yin and Yang in balance.”

“Lemme get this right. Your missus likes sex, right?”

Simon shrugged. Last night was maybe an exception, but generally speaking… “Yeah, she seems to.”

“And you can get her off okay? She’s not having trouble gettin’ over the top?”

“Um, not really, no.” Becca came easily enough on his tongue, and she wasn’t above using her finger for a little pick-me-up whenever he had to slow down and concentrate on doing arithmetic in his head.

“And you reckon she’d be up for more of it—providing you can keep up, that is?”

Simon tried to ignore the probably unintentional double entendre. He shrugged again. “Sure.”

“Bro,” he said, shaking his head slowly, “it’s not speeding up she needs. Sounds like you need to slow things down, my man, wind down the windows and show her the sights.”

That was pretty much what Simon had been thinking coming in. Maybe he hadn’t explained himself very well. “So, not a cock ring?”

Chum gave him a knowing smile. “You look like the kinda guy who’ll do anything for his lady.”

A bell went off in Simon’s head. “Yeah,” he said, nodding. That was exactly him.

“And if she wanted more, you’d be the one to make it happen.”

“That’s right.” He was always offering to eat Becca a second or third time. He’d stay down there all night if she wanted him to.

“You reckon she wants more?” he asked, lifting his voice from stoner-drawl to something approaching enthusiastic. “You reckon she deserves it?”

“Hell yeah!”

“Bro,” he said, slapping Simon’s arm, “I’ve got exactly what you need.” He led the way into the next aisle of big, cock-shaped dildos. Black ones, double-ended ones, ones with big suction cups on the end. Unlike the generic, smooth shapes of the toys up the front of the store, these were unmistakeably cocks, with thick ridges and dark, bulging veins. Chum grabbed a big, Caucasian dick with a sturdy-looking belt arrangement. “This is a strap-on,” he said, flexing the fat shaft in his hands.

Aren’t strap-ons for lesbians? “I don’t—”

He showed Simon the hollow base. “These ones are for bros, bro. You just slip it on, tighten the belt, and go to town, my man.”

Simon opened his mouth to say something, but there weren’t any words. The dick the guy held was modestly large—around seven inches or so—but there were bigger ones on the shelf. Bigger and thicker.

Now these were the kinds of cocks his wife deserved.

“This could work,” he said finally.

“If it doesn’t,” Chum said, grabbing another one with an attached battery pack, “you’ve got your vibrating tip in this one.”

“I don’t think so,” Simon said, shaking his head. “But I think my wife would like something…”

“Bigger?” He picked up another dick, this one black. It was thicker than the first, more flexible, too.

“Exactly.” Simon took it from the guy and hefted it. It was lighter than he’d expected—no doubt because it was hollow—but the solid tip had a nice meaty feel. He imagined the look on Becca’s face when it slid into her the first time…

Oh, baby. Yes…

“Tell you what,” said Chum. “I can give you 10% off and chuck in a tube of lube. And not that watery shit you get at the supermarket. I’m talking the real deal—what the gay guys use for arse-stuff.”

The words drifted across Simon’s mind—he only had eyes for the strap-on. It was exactly what they needed. Problem solved. The thick, rubber sheath meant he wouldn’t feel a thing, which he was okay with—if he could fuck Becca long and hard, and if she could come with him inside her (or better, come twice), then that was all the reward he needed. He’d finish himself off if he had to.

He handed it back. “Wrap it up, mate. You’ve made a sale.”

“Choice, bro. You won’t regret it.”

Simon followed him back to the sales counter. He couldn’t wait to get home and tell Becca.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Seven

Becca was sitting alone at the kitchen counter when Simon arrived home—Emily had gone out for the day after helping her untangle Simon’s lies.

His dirty, tangled, web of lies.

Actually, that was uncharitable. Yes, he’d deliberately deceived her, but now she understood why. He’d been ashamed. What he needed to understand—what she was going to drill into him—was that there must be no more keeping secrets from her. No more lies. Lies were like rat poison, killing their marriage from the inside. The sooner Simon fell into line with that way of thinking, the better things would be for them both.

Barney came galloping down the hallway a moment after the door slammed and launched himself at her, barely avoiding knocking her to the floor.

“Hello baby, welcome home,” she cooed, ruffling his neck fur and leaning close enough to sustain a few power-licks before pulling back. “Did you have a big, long walk with Dada? Yeah? Did you get to run? You were gone so long, I missed you. I was so lonely.”

She’d like to think Barney missed her too, but she got the same greeting whether they’d been separated five minutes or five days. He just enjoyed the ritual.

Becca eased back on the adoration, beginning the process of calming him down. “Did Dada give you any treats? Are you hungry?”

Barney knew exactly what that meant. He took his paws off her lap and sat nicely at her feet licking his chops.

She dug in the pocket of her softshell jacket, which generally contained a few stray doggy bribes. Today was no exception. She tore off a small piece from a strip of Schmackos (which was basically crack cocaine for dogs) and made him nibble it politely from her fist.

“Good boy.” She showed him her empty hands. “All gone. Go lie on your mat.”

He trotted off obediently.

Obedience. That was what she needed. If only Simon could be a good boy like Barney, he’d get himself in a lot less trouble.

Simon hadn’t come through to the kitchen. Becca listened for him and heard the shower start. She would have a few minutes to collect her thoughts before he came in.

Don’t go off at him. Give him a chance to come clean.

The temptation to punish him for lying was strong. She had to rise above it, though. She’d give him one more chance, and if he didn’t take it, then she’d strike. She didn’t want to hurt him—didn’t want to humiliate him (despite Em’s assurances that he’d probably love it)—but she needed to make it crystal clear that there’d be no more deception.

She was taking charge of their sex life, and Simon needed to fall into line.

She put the kettle on and prepared a pot of tea. Emily was the household coffee junkie, and while Becca was happy to indulge the occasional caffeine fix, she found tea more relaxing. The aroma of dry leaves when she scooped them into the pot took her back to afternoons spent with her grandmother, helping with jigsaw puzzles by sorting the pieces into shapes or learning to play Gin Rummy with a braille deck. The shower turned off before the kettle boiled, so Becca took down a second cup, filled the pot, and moved everything back to her place at the counter.

Simon emerged from the bedroom a minute or two later, prompting a muted woof from Barney as he came down the hall.

“Thanks, Inspector,” Becca said. “But I heard him too.”

“Are you announcing me as a visitor, Barn?” Simon asked, coming into the kitchen and stopping at Barney’s mat to offer a scratch. “Did I get a demotion from Man of the House?”

Barney chuffed again. It might have been a yes.

Becca was late hiding her smile. She wondered whether Simon had caught it. “You two had a long walk.”

“He likes getting out for a sniff and a run. I couldn’t bear to bring him back early.”

Barney was a working dog, and while Becca didn’t feel exactly guilty for working him, she was grateful he got opportunities to go out with Simon and just be a dog.

“I’m sorry I yelled this morning,” she said, mentally making an opening chess move, simple but strong, like moving out the pawn in front of her king. “I said some things I probably shouldn’t have.”

Simon came to the opposite side of the counter and started pouring the tea. “No harm done,” he said. “That game maybe wasn’t best suited to us.”

That was not an apology! Becca felt her anger spark but refused to give it oxygen. Not yet. She accepted the offered cup of tea and took a sip, planning her next move.

“You didn’t like it?” she said evenly. “It seemed like part of you was having fun.”

“No, it was… I didn’t mean…”

“Did you give any thought to what I said?”

“I did,” Simon said, slurping his tea. “And I think I’ve come up with a plan.”

“Really?” Since when did honesty require a plan?

“To lasting longer, yeah. I mean, you were right, I haven’t been trying hard enough to—”

“Simon, stop.”

He stopped.

Becca took a long breath. She’d tried being angry; it hadn’t worked. Simon responded better to assertiveness. “Is that what you took from this morning? That I was mad because you came in my hand?”

“And last night,” Simon conceded. “I’m not usually that fast. It’s just with Emily wailing along in the background and—”

“Simon, stop.” She heard that flinty edge creeping back into her voice. “I did say some things this morning about your performance.”

“And you were right—”

Becca stopped him with a raised hand this time. “I was angry.” She paused to make sure Simon was really shutting up and listening this time. “I got angry because I was provoked.”

Still no response. Now more than ever, she wished she could read body language.

“I was provoked because you weren’t being honest with me. You promised—it was supposed to be I-ask-and-you-tell. It was supposed to be exciting.”

Silence.

“Well?”

“I was embarrassed,” he said softly.

“For watching porn?”

“That was part of it.”

“For watching cuckold porn?”

A hiss of breath. Direct hit. It felt good. But also bad; hurting Simon wasn’t supposed to be sport.

“Becca, it wasn’t… I didn’t know what it was when I—”

Becca thumbed her phone to life. “Hey Google, call Emily.”

It came back with a faintly robotic response. “Calling Emily.”

“Becca,” Simon said, a desperate note of worry in his voice. “What are you doing?”

The phone line connected. “Hey Becs. Make it quick—I’m almost at the front of this queue.”

“Em, what was the title of that video?”

“The one from this morning?”

“Yeah.”

“Um… Something like ‘Husband Lines Up Wifey for Her First Big Bull’. Great, now everyone’s looking at me. Thanks a lot.”

“My pleasure. Thanks Em.” Becca hung up the phone.

She waited.

Finally, “You showed Emily?”

Becca felt the shame radiating off him like a heatwave. It felt weirdly… exciting. Which was weird because she was empathetic by nature and never imagined a negative emotion giving rise to a positive response. She shook it off. “I got somebody to tell me the truth after you wouldn’t.”

“But it was private.” Simon was starting to wheedle.

“And you had your chance to let me know that. I offered to roleplay it in exchange for you telling me what it was about. You accepted. And then you lied to me.”

“I didn’t lie—I just didn’t give you all the—”

“Hey Google, call Emily.”

Google was like Barney—it could play this game all day. “Calling Emily.”

“Becca,” Simon said miserably. “Please don’t.”

Becca cancelled the call before it connected. “You told me you weren’t sure they were married, that she was sucking off the smaller guy, that the big guy came on her boobs.” She checked off the lies on her fingers and had to physically swallow her simmering anger. “Exactly which bits were the truth?”

Simon turned his cup in its saucer. “It’s humiliating,” he said. “This… this is all so humiliating.”

Humiliating. Becca’s heart kicked up a beat. He was supposed to be getting off on that. So why was it her panties getting wet? “Simon, you’re telling your wife what you like in bed so we can both enjoy better sex. How can that ever be a bad thing?”

Sigh. “I don’t know. I’m sorry.”

“Thank you. Apology accepted.” It wasn’t a great one as apologies went, but it would do for now. The big question was whether he’d learned his lesson. “Now,” she said, reaching for his hand and preparing to rebuild some bridges, “tell me about the end of that video.”

Simon flinched. “But Emily already told you.”

“Emily told me what she saw. I want to know how it made you feel.”

Simon sighed. “This is so embarrassing.”

“I swear we just had this conversation.”

“But you’ll think it’s weird and kinky.”

“Simon, my sister strips for bitcoin. My Disability Support Worker gets his dick sucked by blushing brides. I’m not a prude—give me a little credit here.”

She waited a full five-count.

“Simon?”

“This doesn’t seem fair,” he said. “I’m expected to tell you everything about my most private fantasies, and you don’t have to tell me anything.”

“I’m an open book,” Becca said. “I tell you exactly what I want in bed, and if I don’t get it, then I show you.”

“This is different. It’s… private.”

“Ask me something private. You know about the toys in my drawer—it’s not like I can hide them from you.”

“Do you use them?”

“Sometimes. If I have a flex day and you’re at work, the urge sometimes arises. The wand is good—very powerful orgasms.”

“What about the big one?” Simon’s voice carried an intensity that made this sound more than just conversational.

“The vibe?”

“Mmm.”

“It’s nice.” It was actually very nice—once she’d gotten it all in, of course, which took time and more than a little lube.

“Do you think about…?”

“About what?” Becca knew full well what he meant but wanted him to say it.

“About it being… attached to a man?”

“Not a man, as such,” she said, reflecting on the last time she’d used the big toy. “I think of it being real, sometimes—that can be exciting—but I want more from a man than just cock, and that’s all a toy offers.”

“So you don’t think about…?”

Becca let it hang, sensing this was more about his fantasy than hers.

“… about him?”

“Do you mean Ryan?”

“Mmm.”

“Never.” Becca played it back in her head and decided full disclosure was required. “I mean, I might after what we heard from Emily last night, but he’s too…” She shivered. “Ugh. I can’t imagine sharing my bed and then have him go out the next night to bang some drunken bridesmaid.” It was one thing to fantasise over a big cock, which she did often using the vibe, and quite another to fantasise over a particular cock.

They sat in thoughtful silence. Becca squeezed Simon’s hand, letting him know it was his turn. She shouldn’t have to ask again.

“I do,” he said.

“You do what?”

“I sometimes think about guys like that.” And then, hurriedly, “With you, obviously.”

“What do you like about that?”

“It’s hard to put into words.”

“Try.”

Simon sipped his tea again, and Becca followed suit. “You know, it’s kind of… taboo. So that’s exciting.”

“Sleeping with another man.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“It makes me a naughty girl.”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Does it make you want to spank my naughty bottom?”

“No.” That wasn’t emphatic, but it was quick enough that it rang of the truth. “It’s like, even though you’re with this really big guy, and even though you’re loving it, you’ll still come back to me afterwards.”

“After I’m done cheating, you mean?”

“No, that’s not… I’m not explaining it very well.”

“Try harder.”

"It wouldn’t be cheating if I knew about it. I could even stay with you if you wanted.”

Becca shook her head, momentarily disoriented. “Why would you want to watch?”

“To see you happy,” Simon said; it was almost a sigh. “To see you getting what I can’t give you.”

“Getting fucked?”

“Getting filled.”

Filled. The word sent a shiver down Becca’s spine. She’d never consciously thought about why she’d chosen such a big vibe, but the way it felt when she finally got it inside her, even switched off… “You like to fantasise about me getting filled with dick?”

“Mmm.”

Something about his tone made Becca hear it as That, too. “With jizz?”

“Not for real. It’s just a—”

“With another man’s jizz.” Oh, that tone in his voice. She’d hit paydirt. And the clues had been right in front of her. The girl on the video, the cummy panties…

“Becca—”

“Another man’s jizz in me,” she drawled in her sexiest voice. “So deep I can feel it warming my insides.”

“Becca… geez.”

“So deep it never comes out. It just seeps into my body and becomes a part of me.”

Simon swallowed. “Oh God.”

“Are you hard?”

“Becca, don’t.”

“Are you? Let me feel.” She leaned over the counter and felt down from his stomach.

He was rock hard.

“Simon, tell me about the video. Tell me about the end.”

“I don’t know which bit you—”

“The bit where he came in her panties.”

“I don’t…” He almost did it. He almost lied again. “What do you want to know?”

“Were you imagining that was me?”

“Yes.”

“With my panties around my knees?”

Gulp. “Yes.”

“And then I pulled them up, with all that cum inside?”

“No.”

“No?”

“You got me to pull them up.”

Becca nodded. She remembered Emily had said the husband pulled them up, but she didn’t understand why the distinction was important. “It’s like the wife is getting permission for sex after the fact.”

“It’s not that,” Simon said.

Becca could feel the truth struggling against his embarrassment.

“She wants him to take her home like that.”

Okay, this was new information. “Why?”

“So… So he can clean her out. With his tongue.”

“Oh? … Oh!” Becca hadn’t been expecting that.

The unspoken question wasn’t lost on Simon. “It shows how much he loves her—it makes her his again.”

“I see.” Becca tried to imagine Simon eating another man’s jizz out of her pussy. She’d never even considered that having sex with other men might be for his benefit. “Do you ever think about that when you’re going down on me?”

“Sometimes.”

Oh boy. “How much do you love me?”

No hesitation.  “With all my heart.”

“Sweetheart,” she said, “I’m going to ask one more question, and I need the truth. Can you do that for me?”

His voice was a croak. “Yes.”

“If I needed you to find a man for me… A big man. Like the one in the video—do you understand what I mean?”

“Yes.”

“Would you do that for me?”

“Yes.” Instant response. No hesitation.

“Thank you, Simon.” She leaned over the bench and kissed him on the lips. Truth was so very sexy. “You just earned yourself a special treat. Tonight, we’re going to do whatever you like in bed—you just have to name it.”

“Anything?”

“But I’m not sleeping with another man.”

“Oh.” It was the same sound he might make if she’d plunged a dagger into his heart.

For the third time that day, she had to push away a half- memory that insistently kept trying to resurface. “It has to be you. Just you.”

They sat together for a full minute, sipping tea in companionable silence before Simon spoke.

“I have an idea.”

“Yeah?”

“For a roleplay.”

Becca grinned. I like roleplays. “Do tell.”

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Eight

Simon tidied the kitchen after dinner and hand-washed the things that couldn’t go in the dishwasher, passing them to Becca to dry and put away. He’d happily do all the chores himself. Doing things for her, serving her, made him feel worthy. She insisted on helping though. It wasn’t that he ever put things away in the wrong place; she told him it was a kind of muscle memory thing—anything she put away herself, she could lay her hands on again easily. Simon secretly believed she just liked to prove she was capable. Anyway, it was better than letting her wash up. She sucked at cleaning.

They’d settled in the living room for the evening, Simon watching NCIS and Becca curled up on the sofa with Barney and an audiobook. Emily tottered out of her room wearing a little black dress and platform heels with straps circling her ankles, clearly ready to go out and party.

“How do I look?” she asked.

“Your seams are crooked,” Becca said, her eyes directed unerringly at Emily’s legs.

“I don’t even own stockings with seams,” she said, checking out her own legs, nonetheless. “You should’ve said I was flashing too much nipple.”

The temptation was beyond Simon—he couldn’t help glancing down to Emily’s scoop neckline, brimming as it was with sumptuous, push-up-enhanced cleavage. When his eyes found their way back up to hers, she gave him a smile that said she knew he’d been looking, but it would be their little secret.

Becca cocked her head thoughtfully. “How much is too much nipple, exactly?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” Emily gave Simon a sly wink and slid her arm along the bodice to make the sound of skin on fabric. “About… this much.”

Playing along, Simon tried a wolf-whistle, but his lips were dry and it didn’t come off.

“You two are hilarious,” Becca said. “Go ahead, make fun of the blind lady.”

“Honey,” Simon said, “you did start that one.” And then to Emily, rationing his glances down her svelte body, “You look fantastic, Em. Are you meeting Ryan?”

“He’s dancing in a party-bus tonight—”

“Classy.”

“—so we’re meeting at a club as soon as he’s done. I’ll probably spend the night at his place.” Her eyes flicked briefly between Simon and Becca, and a smile played at the corners of her lips. “Becs, you won’t need me again tomorrow morning, will you?”

Simon’s gut clenched. That was a not-so-subtle tease about her and Becca playing the cuck video that had gotten him into so much strife. Now Becca knew about his cuck fetish. Emily knew too. Would she tell Ryan? What was the old saying? ‘Three can keep a secret… if two of them are dead.’ Soon everyone would know. He might as well get a cock-cage now and have Becca walk him around naked on a leash.

“Simon?” Emily said. “Are you okay? You’re staring at my—”

“Who, me? Yeah, I’m… Great shoes, Em.”

She clopped the heels on the hardwood. “You think?”

“Yeah. Ankle boots would work with that outfit, too.”

“That’s a great idea,” Becca said. “You buy sexy ankle boots and I can borrow them.”

“Or,” Emily said, eyes flashing, “here’s another idea. You buy sexy ankle boots, and I can borrow them. I’ll even help you shop.”

“Done,” Becca said, as though she’d been setting Emily up for that exact offer. “You can take me to Westfield tomorrow.”

“If we’re looking for sexy shoes, we’re not slumming with the bogans. I’ll take you into the city.”

“Fine by me.” Becca smiled, sitting back now that she’d seemingly upsold her Sunday outing to her satisfaction.

Emily frowned. “I think I just got manipulated.”

“Welcome to my world,” Simon said, chuckling.

“Okay, then.” She slung her little bag over her shoulder and strode through to the front hallway. “I’m getting out of here before I talk myself into more work.”

“Have fun,” Becca called after her. “Try not to disturb Ryan’s neighbours.”

“Ha-ha!” The front door slammed.

Simon looked at Becca. Did she remember her offer? Revealing his fantasy to her had been hard, although not as hard as having her shoot him down. This roleplay, though—he’d spent all afternoon thinking about it, planning. Earlier, he’d tried on the hollow strap-on; it fitted perfectly, snug around his shaft with the fat, hollow balls cupping his own. The weight between his legs made him feel powerful. The meaty girth, the sheer bulk of the thing—he couldn’t wait to try it out on Becca.

She didn’t know about it yet. He’d agonised over whether he should tell her, but the opportunity to use it for the first time while they were role-playing was too tempting. Besides, Becca had given him all afternoon to think about it. She’d be expecting a surprise—maybe not an eight-inch slab of rubber man-meat, but she’d expect something. It would be fun for them both.

“Thank God,” Becca said, folding closed the cover of her Kindle. “I thought she’d never leave.”

She did remember.

“What do you have planned for us? Foot worship? Ritual humiliation? You want to wear Barney’s harness and guide me around the garden naked?”

Barney raised his head at the mention of his name.

“What? No, I thought…” Simon’s mind spun. Having Becca control him like that sounded horrifyingly sexy, and in an ice-water blast of instant clarity, he suddenly realised the gaping chasm between kinky fantasy and kinky reality. “Those all sound like a hard ‘maybe’. I was thinking more along the lines of… pretending.”

Becca frowned. “Pretending to have sex?”

A granite fist gripped Simon’s heart. There was no malice in her words, but he couldn’t help hearing it as a critique on his performance the previous night. He came over and knelt at her feet.

“Barney,” Becca said. “Off.”

Barney hopped down from the sofa and circled around Simon to curl up beside Becca’s armrest. Simon would have been happier kneeling, but he accepted the offer and sat beside her. “I was thinking,” he said, “that since you’re not comfortable with the idea of another man yet—”

“Simon, this isn’t a ‘yet’ situation.” It was her no-nonsense voice, and notwithstanding the disappointment he took from her words, that assertive tone immediately lit a fire inside him. “Understand this,” she said, “I’ll never have another man in my bed. Not ever.”

Those words simultaneously wounded and nourished him. The way she’d talked that morning about taking on a big bull like the girl in the video and being filled… with cock, with jizz… The thrill! He’d gotten ahead of himself. The difficult bit was over—revealing his secret fantasy. He wasn’t ready to give up on that and just needed to wait for her to come around. Watching her pinned and helpless beneath a big guy like Ryan, wailing and coming and brimming over with potent alpha sperm, only to return afterwards to the embrace of her loving husband—for a cuck, that was the final boss of the videogame called marriage.

He mentally reset and started again. “Since both of us aren’t comfortable with the idea of you being with another man, I thought it might be fun to pretend.”

Becca frowned again. “Like calling out someone else’s name? I could do that. Not Ryan’s though…” She pursed her lips thoughtfully. “Or maybe… This whole taboo thing is weird—I’m not sure how I feel about it yet.”

Taboo? Oh Dorothy, you’re still in Kansas, baby. Simon bit the inside of his cheek, mustering courage for what came next. “It’s not just about pretending during sex.”

“There’s a before?”

“And an after,” Simon said. He took Becca’s hand and held it to his chest. “Feel that?”

“It’s racing.”

“I know. Sharing this… thing, this fantasy—”

“Cuckold stuff?”

“It’s so humiliating.”

Becca lowered their clasped hands into his lap and squeezed his thigh. “It doesn’t need to be.”

“It’s okay though,” Simon said, dropping his head. He couldn’t believe what he was about to say. “The humiliation feels… Well, it’s not good, but it’s part of the experience.”

“The experience?”

He wished he could explain it better but didn’t understand it himself. There wasn’t anything about the humiliation that felt good. Being forced to acknowledge all his shortcomings, though, and knowing she chose him still—that was a thrill he could never find words to describe.

“Before and after,” he said, directing them back on topic, “there are these… rituals, I guess. The sex in some ways is the least part of it.”

Becca nodded. “Anticipation. I can understand that.”

Simon wasn’t sure she could, but he pressed on regardless. Normalising this experience was how he’d bring her around to welcoming another guy into her bed. “Some guys don’t even like being in the room—they just want to hear about it, how much she loved it.”

“How much she loves him for letting her do it.”

A nervous flutter tickled at Simon’s balls. “Exactly.” Maybe she did get it.

“So afterwards,” she went on, “you want me to tell you about how he ploughed me?”

“Yes. And—”

“How he spread my legs and used his big dick on me?”

Simon closed his eyes, succumbing quickly to the fantasy.

Becca brought her lips to his ear and whispered, “How he pinned me to the bed and just fucked me and fucked me?” Her hand closed around the hardness in Simon’s jeans. “How I screamed for him to finish inside me, but he kept going, making me come so hard I couldn’t breathe?”

“Stop,” Simon pleaded. “You’re going to make me…”

Becca giggled. “I think I’m going to be good at this.” She patted Simon’s cock. “So, what about before? Is that where I tell you all the things I want him to do.”

Simon shook his head, then remembered she couldn't see him. “No.” It was a rare slip for him. Becca was adopting the persona of a new woman, one he hardly recognised. “Before is where I get you ready for him.”

Becca cuddled up and hugged his arm to her breasts. “I like the way you get me ready. Don’t make me come too hard though—I need to leave something in the tank for my hot Latin lover.”

“No, not…” Explaining his kink was the hottest sex talk Simon had ever indulged. She’d gotten him so goddam horny, he couldn’t get his words straight. “It’ll be easier if I show you. Do you trust me?”

“Of course. Always.” Becca sat forward on the sofa, and they stood together. “Now take me to the bedroom. I want to meet this stranger of yours and see if he can satisfy me.”

──────

Simon sat on the bed, his heart in his mouth, waiting for Becca to finish in the shower. When she came out, she’d be in character. They’d be playing themselves—loving wife and doting husband—but in this fantasy, Simon would be helping his nervous wife prepare for her very first bull.

He’d already selected her underwear, a blue satin half-cup bra with matching lace-fronted panties, a black, contour miniskirt, and a long-sleeved satin blouse the same colour as the underwear. They were laid out on the bed beside him, bra on the blouse and panties on the skirt, in roughly the positions they’d be worn so Simon could see that everything went together.

And the strap-on dildo? That was on the bureau by the door—nowhere Becca would accidently lay hands on it. Simon got up and checked on it for like the fiftieth time, checking the heft, closing his hand around the girth. It wasn’t so thick his fingers couldn’t touch, but it was a near thing. Becca was deliciously tight, so it was really going to stretch her.

He wanted to put it on again, like he’d done that afternoon—feel its weight swinging from his groin, slap it into his open palm. He was leaking in his underwear, he wanted it so bad. He couldn’t help Becca get dressed if he was slinging an eight-inch schlong—not discreetly anyway, so he had to satisfy himself with just holding it.

Condoms, check. She might not make him wear one as part of the roleplay, especially if she already anticipated him using a dildo on her. It was best to be prepared, though. Lube as well, check. She wasn’t exactly trained up to take a lot of cock; they were going to need plenty of lube to get this bad boy inside.

He breathed into his hand. All good—he’d only brushed a few minutes earlier in the other bathroom. Touching his face, he realised he’d forgotten to shave this morning when his routine had been interrupted. It was too late to do anything about it now—his razor was in the ensuite with—

The shower stopped.

Simon looked at the door. He put the dildo down and went back to the bed.

She’s coming.

He heard her strip off the shower cap and hang it on the hook. He heard her shake out the towel and imagined her drying off, water beading on her breasts, matting her trimmed brunette thatch.

That was maybe Simon’s favourite household chore, trimming Becca’s hair down there. She shaved her own legs and armpits, and she got her bikini line waxed in a salon, but between times she let Simon groom her pubes with a beard trimmer. It was a sacred duty—one he tended every fortnight with all the care and attention of the greenskeeper at St. Andrews.

The bathroom door slid open. Becca stood in the doorway, hair pinned up and face shiny with moisturiser. She was almost naked, wrapped in a single towel and bathed in a fluorescent halo from the bathroom heat lamps. God, she was stunning.

“Honey,” she said. “I’m not sure I want to do this.”

Simon died inside. Jesus, he knew it had been too good to be true. Why had he let himself get so fucking invested?

“Where did you find this guy, anyway? And how do I know he’s not some weirdo? He might take advantage of me.”

She’s in character. Oh God, this is really happening.

“He won’t,” Simon said. “I won’t let him.” He took her in his arms and held her, relieved beyond his ability to describe that his gorgeous, loving wife was going to let him dress her and prepare her for her first bull. Was that bit make believe? It didn’t matter because this bit was real. Really him, really her. He did want her to look beautiful. He did want her to get herself all wet and excited over the prospect of what was to come. None of that was pretending. He wasn’t just preparing her for a pretend bull, he was preparing her for the real thing. Someday soon, perhaps. Real dick sliding into her real pussy. Real cum pumping into her depths. He took a steadying breath. “I found him on the Internet.”

“But how do you—?”

“He comes highly recommended. Five stars.” He led Becca to her dressing table, sat her down on the little padded stool, and began unpinning her hair. “He’s very gentle, the reviews say, unless you want him to be rough, and he’s got a clean bill of health.”

Becca handed him a hairbrush. “A clean bill of health?”

Simon gulped. “Uh-huh.”

“So I don’t need him to wear a condom. Is that safe, do you think?”

Simon stroked the brush through Becca’s long, dark hair. “It’s… um, it’s up to you.”

“But I want to know what you think, Simon. If I’m going to have sex with a man I’ve never met, do you, my husband, think I should let him do it without a condom?”

Simon was pinned. Tell the truth or what she wanted to hear. But what did she want to hear? “You could. If you wanted, I mean. That’d be okay with me.”

“It would?”

“Uh-huh.”

“You’re seriously okay if I let another guy go in raw? What if he came inside me?”

“That’d be…” Gulp. Simon held her hair tight and teased out a tangle. “Yeah.”

“I do like feeling a man come,” Becca said, sighing reflectively. “Only if he’s deep, though. He has to be deep. I want to feel his balls lifting against me, right up…” She spread her legs and cupped herself, giving Simon a glimpse in the mirror of brunette fuzz beneath the towel. “Right up here. You know what I mean?”

“Uh-huh.” Simon was finding it increasingly difficult to control his breathing.

“I’m just not sure about letting a stranger do it,” she said. “Let me think about it.” She took the hairbrush back and quickly brushed out the sides. “Do you see the wavy wire hairband on the dresser? It’s shaped like a big shark’s smile.”

Simon found it neatly placed with Becca’s other hair things and offered it to her. “This one?”

Becca took it—“Thank you”—and slid it over her head, smoothing the hair back away from her temples. “I don’t want it flying everywhere when he’s screwing me. Do you think he’ll do it hard?”

“He might.” Simon’s reality was beginning to sideslip. He wasn’t thinking anymore in terms of having to fulfil these requests himself, but how her imaginary bull would likely perform. “I think he’ll do it however you want.” He put a hand on her shoulder. “You’re in charge.”

“I want him to do me however you want. Do you want him to fuck me hard?”

“Not at first,” Simon said.

“We should start out sensual, should we? Like lovers?”

“Hmm.” Simon wasn’t so sure about that. Fucking was okay, but he didn’t like the idea of Becca kissing another man. “I mean, I don’t want him to hurt you.”

“He’ll have to start slow if he’s big. Is he very big?”

The strap-on was big, but the cock Simon pictured piercing his wife was more in the realms of immense. Like the one from the video. “He’s bigger than you’ll be used to,” he said. The admission—telling his wife he had a small dick—gave him an outrageous thrill of shame. He watched Becca’s face in the mirror. Whenever he said things like that, she’d always tell him he was plenty big enough for her, but this time she gave no sign that she’d even heard. “Do you want to put on makeup?” he asked.

“Will you help? I can do most of it, but Emily does my eyeliner.”

“What do I need to do?”

Becca had him pass her foundation, which she smoothed on herself, then the powder and blusher, both of which she let him apply.

“You have to layer this,” she said checking the bronze eyeshadow by feel and passing it to him. “Darker on the eyelid, then fade it as you go up. Don’t make me look cheap.”

“You don’t,” Simon said. “You look incredible.”

She let him do the eyeliner too. He had to get down and kneel between her bare legs.

“I like you helping,” she said, moving nothing but her lips while Simon worked. “I don’t normally get this made-up, not even for you.”

Simon was okay with that. His wife had to look her absolute sexiest for her bull—that felt important. The guy should understand that having a woman like her, even for an hour, was the blessing of a lifetime.

When he finished, she quickly brushed on some mascara and did her lipstick, and she was done. “Right,” she said, standing and letting the towel fall from her body. “What do I have to wear? Or won’t I need anything?”

“I chose from your wardrobe,” Simon said, holding up the blue bra for her to feel.

“These old things?”

“I like them,” Simon said. “They’re a pretty colour.” The bra and panties were from the height of Becca’s pre-wedding diet. Her breasts had filled out since then, and the last time she’d worn the bra, Simon hadn’t been able to stop staring at her bustling bust almost spilling out the top.

She slipped her arms through the loops and turned her back. “Fasten me?”

Simon did. Bras were every bit as fiddly to fasten as they were to unfasten, he discovered.

“Do I get panties, too?”

“They’re the matching ones,” he said, fetching them from the bed. He knew Becca liked matching underwear. He hoped she wouldn’t be upset when she discovered he’d made little slits in the waist so they’d come away with a firm tug. He knew they weren’t her favourites.

She put her hands on his shoulders, inviting him to help her put them on. “You haven’t left any little surprises in them, have you?” There was a teasing lilt to her voice. She touched the satin gusset as he pulled them up to her hips. “All clean,” she said with a smile. “For now, at least.”

She wants me to come in them. “Have you thought any more about… you know?”

“About using a condom?” she asked.

“Have you?”

“Yes,” she said. “I want to feel him finish inside me. Will you please tell him?”

“I will.” Simon’s dick throbbed. He had to close his eyes and count backwards from five. He held up the blouse and helped her put it on. “Is there anything else I should tell him?” he asked hopefully, buttoning it up from the bottom.

“Tell him I like it deep,” Becca said. “If he’s got big, heavy balls, tell him I want to feel them slapping against me, like…” She put a hand around Simon’s backside and pulled him in for a few firm thrusts, bumping his hard cock against her pelvic bone. “Will you pass that on?”

“Yes.” It was maybe the longest word Simon could form. His fingers were shaking on the last button at her bust.

“Tell him no kissing. I only kiss my husband.” She buttoned the cuffs herself. “And no eating me—that’s your job. All he is to me is a big cock, and that’s all I want.”

“And for him to come inside you.” Simon had no idea how he was going to deliver on that request, but he couldn’t resist saying it aloud.

“Of course. But I’m ovulating, and I get horny when I’m fertile. I’ll probably feel differently next week.”

Simon almost swooned. Becca had an IUD, so fertility wasn’t a particular issue, but that made the fantasy no less potent. His hands were shaking as he held out the skirt.

She took it from him and pulled it on herself, wrestling it into place over her hips. “Shoes?”

Simon had chosen a pair of simple black pumps with a medium heel. He knelt at Becca’s feet to put them on.

“There’s something in this one.”

He’d left a gold anklet in the toe of the left one so he wouldn’t forget it. He tipped it into his hand, slipped the shoe onto Becca’s foot, and then fastened the chain around her ankle.

Becca laughed. “Is that mine? I haven’t worn that thing since uni. Where did you find it?”

“In your jewellery box,” he said. “Did you know these have a special meaning when you’re married?”

“That I’m available for sex? Trust me, it had the same effect when I wasn’t married.”

Simon knew she’d been with other men before they’d met, but in his mind, he’d relegated it to the usual mechanics of a relationship—meet, fall in love, have sex. This was his first inkling that she might have actively sought sex, that she might have been… slutty. That knowledge made his heart kick up a beat—his sweet Becca, putting on her lucky anklet and choosing her best underwear, knowing a stranger would see it come off before the night was out. It was intoxicating.

“I need earrings,” she said. “And I should wear a necklace.”

Simon returned to her jewellery box. “You have some pearls in here you never wear.”

“You bought me those,” Becca said. “You gave them to me at our engagement party.” Her fingers toyed with her diamond ring. “Are you sure you want me to wear them for someone else?”

Simon pulled out the necklace and matching drop earrings. “I’d love you to wear them.” Wearing his gift was a kind of silent declaration—it didn’t matter who she was fucking, her heart belonged to him.

Becca put on the earrings while Simon fastened the necklace. It hung perfectly in the vee of her blouse, contrasting luxuriously against the blue satin. “I think I’m ready,” she said, turning to face him. “Any last words before I pop my hotwife cherry?”

“Just that I love you. For doing this. You’re incredible.”

Becca held him. “It’s more fun than I expected,” she said, a nervous edge to her voice.

Simon placed a hand on her upper arm. “I know you’re doing this for me, but it’s something I want you to enjoy. If he does anything you don’t like, if at any time you don’t feel safe, you say ‘stop’ or call me, and I’ll be right there.” It was as close as he was prepared to come to breaking character.

“I love you, too,” she said. She took him in a fierce hug, but they didn’t kiss. No, that would come later—after the bull, when she returned to her husband. The softness of her body in his arms, the press of her pelvis against his hard cock—it kindled a flame of lust and longing in his heart. He was tempted to strip her naked and take her right then—to hell with the roleplay.

But no, he mustn’t. This was surely not the kind of opportunity that would come his way twice. He’d had all afternoon to plan this special tryst for them both, and now it was time to execute. Earlier, he’d peeled their wireless doorbell off its double-sided tape and pocketed it. He found it now and rang it.

Bing-bong.

Becca flinched in his arms, and he felt a surge of joy that one of his ruses to bring her bull to life had struck home. “That’ll be him now.” He released her and retreated to the bedroom door. “The next person back in here will be him. Are you ready?”

Becca nodded, then, just as Simon was about to leave, said, “Wait. You haven’t told me his name.”

She’d mentioned a Latin lover earlier, so Simon said the first romantic name that came to mind. “Enrique.”

“Enrique,” Becca said. “Mmm, sexy. I can’t wait.”

Simon grinned. Me neither. He grabbed the strap-on from the bureau as he turned to leave. Come on, Enrique—we’ve got work to do.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Nine

Becca blew out a nervous sigh. Dear God, what was she doing? She’d only planned to play along for Simon’s sake, but hearing how excited he’d become… Well, it was rubbing off.

Speaking of rubbing off, if he didn’t get back soon—

The lock on their front door snapped open.

Simon’s voice came clearly down the hall. “Enrique. Hi, I’m Simon.”

Geez, he was really determined to play out this whole bull scenario. Filching the doorbell remote had been a masterstroke. She wondered what other surprises he had in store.

“Come on in,” Simon said, loudly enough again for her to hear from the bedroom.

The hollow clack of men’s dress shoes filtered down the hall. Simon’s wedding shoes? Sneaky, he must have planted them out there earlier.

“Rebecca’s in the bedroom. She’s ready for you.”

Becca giggled to herself. Am I ever! She sat on the end of the bed squeezing her thighs together. She’d been ready ten minutes ago, if she was being honest. She hoped Simon would deliver on his promise of a big dick; he knew where she kept her toys, so it shouldn’t be a problem. Five years, they’d been together—six, at least since her last deep pounding. She’d stopped longing for it after the first few, but all that sex-talk about deep reaming had put her very much in the mood. She desperately hoped Simon wouldn’t disappoint.

“Now listen,” Simon went on to the imaginary bull, “My wife has some ground rules. There’s to be no kissing and no oral. She just wants dick, plain and simple, as much as you can give her.” A short pause, then a polite laugh. “Well dude, go for it. She deserves every inch. She’s a special lady, which you’ll soon come to realise.”

Becca stifled another uncharacteristic titter. Simon was laying it on a bit thick.

A rustle of plastic. “You won’t be needing those. She said to tell you she wants it raw.” Another pause. “Inside, she told me… I know, man, but the lady wants what the lady wants, so go ahead and fill her up. Just make sure you finish nice and deep.”

Becca’s nether regions tingled hearing those words again. The thrill was tinged with a little guilt, too. She knew Simon could never deliver the kind of deep insemination she’d asked for. Part of that request had been about teasing him, but she’d also been playing to the taboo fantasy of another man’s jizz in her pussy—one that unexpectedly excited her almost as much as it excited him.

“I hope you’re ready.” Those footsteps approached her door. “She’s in here.”

Becca stood and tugged the creases out of her skirt.

Clack. Clack. Clack. She followed the path of the footsteps as they entered and stopped by her dresser.

Enrique. My bull.

“Honey, this is Enrique.” Simon’s voice came from two feet to the right of where she was facing, disorienting her.

How did he do that with those shoes? Becca’s smile faltered. Her attention flitted from Simon to where Enrique was supposed to be standing. “Enrique,” she said, curtsying. “I’m Rebecca.”

“Enrique doesn’t speak.”

“Oh.” Becca shared a bizarre moment of empathy with the imaginary mute bull.

“Enrique, Becca is blind. Her safe word is ‘stop’. If she says it, you do it.”

A girlish giggle escaped Becca’s lips, surprising her. “I don’t think that’s going to be necessary.” Good God, she was blushing like a schoolgirl. Had she ever wanted dick this badly?

“Honey, it’s time for me to go.” Simon’s voice was close, surprising her. She hadn’t even heard him move. He took her hand. “You are the love of my life,” he whispered. “Relax and enjoy this and tell me all about it afterwards. I want to know everything.”

Becca went to kiss him, but he released her hand and stepped away, and with a swish of socks on polished boards, he disappeared out the door.

Okay. Now what?

Becca angled her head to the door, listening intently and expecting to hear him sneak back in. A low, appreciative wolf-whistle from Enrique’s spot by the dresser startled a shriek out of her.

“Jesus, Si—” She caught the slip just in time. “You scared me.”

Footsteps, those same dress shoes as before, circled her, maintaining a distance until he was standing beside the bureau.

Could Simon even whistle? She’d never heard him do it—not well, at least. Didn’t mean he couldn’t, but it was unnerving, nonetheless.

Swish-swish. He was taking off a jacket. A metallic rattle and clunk—that was a man’s watch. Simon had one he’d worn for their wedding, although he’d never used it since. Was he in his whole wedding suit?

Becca wrung her hands, unsure what she was supposed to do. Should she undress? Should she go to him? In her mind, a bull was supposed to be a take-charge kind of guy, so she found herself waiting on his lead.

Simon (Enrique?) emptied a handful of pocket change onto the bureau. What the hell? Neither of them used cash. Where’d he get—? The bowl by the door. Emily dumped coins in there for when the Salvos and Red Cross came doorknocking.

He was really going all-out on this roleplay. It was disconcerting, but it was working, too. She found it all too easy to imagine herself otherwise alone in her bedroom, ready to commit adultery with a well-dressed stranger.

“Enrique?” she said, toying with the top button of her blouse. “I’m ready for you.” A big lump formed in her throat, daring her to swallow. She did so, loudly, and imagined her hot Latin lover smirking at her. Such were the foibles of poor dick-starved wives—just another day at the office for this well-hung bull.

His shoes came off with a final clack, then the trousers—swish, shake, fold.

Becca popped the first button. “Do you want me to—?”

Soft footsteps came to her. Rough hands grabbed her by the lapels, pulling her in. He kissed her, fast and hard. No kissing! It startled her, leaving her gasping. She caught the fleeting taste of peppermint and the sting of beard stubble. Simon always shaved, even on weekends, but had he that morning? And when had he brushed his teeth?

Passionate lips kissed along her jawline. His breath blew hot in her ear, sending shivers up her spine. He pawed her breasts, his touch so much rougher than Simon’s. He found a nipple and pinched it through the bra, hard enough to sting but not to hurt. She didn’t want another man, but the way her body was reacting, she obviously needed… well, something. It was just too humiliating to admit it was a thick, rampant dick.

“Oh God, yes!” Becca kissed back, quickly scaling her passion to his level, choosing to ignore the inevitable height of the fall when she didn’t get what she craved. She found his ear and bit the lobe. She went to touch him and found him shirtless, but before she had a chance to explore, he grabbed her hands and pushed them away. This man—he was Simon’s build, but he didn’t feel like Simon, and he sure didn’t behave like Simon. “Take me now, Enrique,” she purred, succumbing to the tempting make-believe. “Make me scream.”

Those purposeful hands grabbed her blouse again and tore it open. Becca did scream. Surprise? Passion? Did it matter? Buttons exploded across the room and skidded along the floor. He stripped the ruined garment over her shoulders and down her arms, pinning her wrists with the fastened cuffs.

His hands closed again over her breasts. He kissed the hollow of her neck, then lower, nibbling, grazing his unshaven chin down her cleavage.

“Yes,” she breathed. With the blouse restraining her hands, she couldn’t hold him, couldn’t caress him, she could only endure.

Reaching behind, he unhooked her bra in one attempt, freeing her breasts, then bent and kissed her. He bit one nipple, making her moan, and rolled the other between his fingers.

“Harder.”

She heard his gasp, a sure sign of his own passion lifting another notch. She found her own ardour rising again to meet it. He switched breasts, nibbling at the right one and grabbing roughly at the other, squeezing, twisting her nipple.

“Undress me,” she said, her voice sounding surer now. Her pussy throbbed. She’d had about all the foreplay she could take. “Fuck me.”

Enrique didn’t bother removing the bra entirely—he couldn’t, anyway, not without stopping to deal with her blouse. He just lifted the cups over her head and slid the loops down her arms, bunching it with the makeshift satin handcuffs binding her wrists. He delved beneath her skirt and found her panties. Confident fingers stroked her there, parting her lips, drawing the satin gusset between them.

Becca was sodden. “Yes! Touch me.” He tweaked her clit, making her shriek. Her knees quaked. She’d never been so… manhandled. She writhed beneath his rough touch, dancing on her heels. She was wet clay and he the master sculptor.

He peeled the tight skirt up over her hips and, grabbing a handful of lace at the front of her panties, tore them from her body.

Rip! Whoosh! She screamed again. A rush of air followed the fleeing lace and satin, and she was suddenly bare, wet and exposed in front of this… stranger. Because nothing about him reminded her of Simon. Why the hell did that feel so exciting?

He shoved her backwards onto the bed. She bounced once and landed on her back, legs in the air and hands pinned at her sides. She was trapped, completely at his mercy.

She heard a final flurry of undressing. His shorts? Socks? She’d lost track and no longer cared. The only thing that mattered was the yawning emptiness inside. She parted her legs and let him see what he’d done to her—the wet, engorged mess he’d helped create. “Now, Enrique,” she pleaded. “Please. I can’t wait.”

Slowly, purposefully, he came to her, the mattress rocking under his weight. He took her ankles and hoisted them high, peeling off her pumps and tossing them away.

The hairband had been unequal to the task, and now hair hung in her face. She had to spit a few strands from the corner of her mouth. Her lover leaned over and helped her, combing away the stray locks with his fingers. She felt his thighs pressing into her backside, his cock resting on her mound. And like a physical thing, she felt the weight of his gaze on her face, consuming her, adoring her.

That bit felt like Simon—that adoration. She couldn’t have endured giving herself to another man, but she could embrace this fantasy. It wasn’t just for Simon; it was for both of them. They’d both craved something like this. Crazy, sexy, risky… but safe.

Her crazy, sexy, safe man.

Did he have the toy already? Shame on him if he didn’t. If he had to go find it now, the moment would be lost.

“Do me,” she growled, feeling a surge of her normal assertiveness returning. Notwithstanding Simon’s excellent efforts thus far, he’d always needed careful instruction in bed. “Shove that big, fat cock inside me.” Please, God, make him use the big one.

He rocked back and forth, bowing her cunt like a cello, using his bodyweight to mash her clit and rub his balls through her sopping lips.

Becca moaned—she couldn’t help it. She arched, pushing down at the hips, trying to bring him to her entrance. God save her, it was only Simon’s modest-sized package, but she’d built the fantasy so many layers deep, it felt bigger. Both his hands held her ankles, so barring a miracle, he hadn’t thought to use the fat toy on her. And maybe that was okay. Maybe the fantasy was enough. Hell, she was so close to the edge, she might come before he got inside her. Wouldn’t that be a turnup!

He released one ankle and guided his cock back down through her slit.

“Yes, now,” Becca whispered. She wasn’t game to use her voice; she didn’t want to hear her own needy whine.

He slapped her parted cunt lips with his knob, grazing her clit and sending shockwaves of pleasure fizzing through her body.

Please-please-please…

He nuzzled his now wet cockhead into her opening. Her imagination and the depth of the fantasy made it feel bigger. She almost entertained the idea that he’d swapped out his cock for the big toy—it wouldn’t be the first of his tricks to get past her—but then he had both hands on her ankles again, spreading her wide, and still he remained firmly seated at her threshold.

The anticipation was unbearable. Becca wrestled her arms, trying to free them from the blouse, wanting to hold him, wanting to ‘see’ with her hands the glorious union where their bodies met. It was useless though. She couldn’t. All she could do was thrust upwards, begging wordlessly for him to take her, to finish her. She was so close she could almost—

Then he leaned forward, pressing his dick into her, parting her tunnel walls.

Her pussy yielded (willingly!) and she cried out. She didn’t care about the toy anymore. She’d take what she was given, and she’d damn well love it. She was so hot she almost sizzled. Reflexively, she clenched down with her core muscles, making herself tighter, making Simon feel bigger.

She gasped, gulping in air. Her orgasm was upon her already. Simon eased back out and she screamed at him, “Keep going. More.”

His hands released her ankles and cupped her breasts, and with a manly growl, he leaned forward again and slowly impaled her.

Becca cried at the intensity of pleasure that consumed her, both physical and emotional. Heat and pressure collided as her centre filled with manly flesh. Her pussy stretched, burned. Dear God, it was like she was a virgin again.

But then something was wrong. Alarm bells sounded. Long-forgotten nerve endings fired deep inside her. He didn’t just feel big, he was huge. Bigger than Simon. Bigger even than her toy.

No-no-no-no-no!

The film separating fantasy from reality tore. Fat, bulging pounds of cock sank into her, stretching her—not just her cunt walls, but her depths as well, finding tender places not even her big vibe could touch. He was all the way in, pelvis pressed between her legs, his heavy balls tight against her perineum, and Becca understood in a sense-shattering, world-quaking flash that her husband—wherever he was—had betrayed her.

He's watching this guy rape you.

“Get off me!” She tried to scream it but hadn’t paused mid-climax to draw breath, and it came out a meaningless wail. She thrashed beneath him, unable to free her arms. “Get off! Get the fuck off!” she screamed. “Who are you?”

Suddenly the weight was gone, the mass between her legs withdrawn. Someone was calling her name, but it was drowned out by the screaming cacophony in her head. She bucked and rolled away, fleeing, and fell to the floor on the other side of the bed. The arms of her blouse pulled inside out, giving her enough extra reach to push herself to her knees. Crying, calling for Simon, she ignored the one voice in the room in favour of the one in her head screaming for her to run, run for her life. Her only goal was the safety of the bathroom. Holding out her almost useless satin-encased hands as far as she could reach, she stumbled again to her feet and leapt for the place where memory told her the bathroom door should be, but crashed instead into the wall, banging her head and falling again to the floor.

Her limbs turned to rubber and she couldn’t get up. Hands were on her. She didn’t have the strength to fight them off. She screamed at him to leave her alone, to get out of her house.

“Becca! It’s me, it’s Simon.” A hand cupped the back of her head, holding it off the wall. “It’s okay.”

“Simon?” She found his voice and pieced together their position, her sprawled on the floor outside the bathroom with Simon crouched over her.

“Are you alright?” He touched gently around her head where she’d banged it on the wall. “I’m so sorry. Did you hurt yourself?”

“Get him out.” Sobbing, she pulled her knees up and hugged them to her breasts. “Where is he?”

“It’s only me,” Simon said. He combed her hair back away from her streaming eyes. “You’re safe. It was always me.”

“It was…?” She was struggling to banish the panic, the certainty she’d been duped, taken advantage of. “But it wasn’t… I felt…”

“It wasn’t mine,” Simon said, taking her hand and placing it around a thick phallus, still wet with what Becca realised were her own juices. “It’s a strap-on.”

“A strap-on?” On a man? She’d never heard of such a thing. She waggled it. It was most definitely attached at the other end, and it was every bit as huge and heavy as it had felt inside her.

“I’m so sorry,” Simon said. “I should’ve told you. I wanted to surprise you.”

“Oh, Simon,” she sobbed. Relief came crashing in like a falling building, smothering her. Simon helped her up onto the bed. “Thank God,” she rasped, her voice hoarse and sore now from the screaming. “I thought it was happening again.”

“Again?”

“Help me,” Becca said, fighting again with the ruined blouse trapping her hands. “I’m naked. I need something to wear.” The panic had been new. She’d never experienced that before, but the shame was sickeningly familiar—the shame of being naked and used and not knowing who else was there.

Simon helped her unbutton her cuffs and fetched her robe.

Becca pulled it tight around her, escaping into the warm softness of the fleece lining.

“What happened?” he asked, sitting close and putting his arms around her. “What did you mean, ‘again’?”

Becca opened her mouth to tell him it wasn’t his business, but instead heard her own voice in her head.

Don’t lie to me!

It was his business now. She’d made it his business by insisting on full disclosure. For him, that meant embarrassing admissions—feelings he’d been told his whole life were shameful. For her, it meant finally admitting what she’d done—what she’d allowed to be done, and why the sexiest thing about Simon wasn’t his body or his wallet or his wit, but his admiration and respect. He’d offered them freely, and she felt she’d earned them, but if she were to continue doing so, she’d have to risk losing them.

She found his hand and squeezed it. “Are you sure you—?”

“I’m sure.”

“I don’t want you to look at me diff—”

“I never could.”

Becca took a breath, then pulled back the curtain on the memory. “Something happened to me at uni,” she said, taking his other hand. “I was living with Em and another girl in a campus flat. Did she ever mention my boyfriend, Christian?”

“Never.”

“I’m not surprised.” Becca shivered with revulsion. “He was an a-hole.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Ten

Simon fetched his own robe and sat with Becca on the bed. Leaning back against the headboard, he held her in his arms, her head against his chest. The strap-on had drooped with his erection, thankfully, and was now concealed neatly beneath his robe. Not that Becca could see it and laugh at him, but the reminder of what she required to properly get herself off (God, she’d come so fast. And so hard!) needn’t be so literally waved in his face.

“It was at the end of my final year,” she began, “and Emily’s first year—her only one as it turned out. She deferred and never re-enrolled. Exams were over and there was this huge party at Christian’s share house.”

Simon emotionally braced for what was to come. She hadn’t said as much, but he sensed he was the first to hear this story. Given what had just happened in the safety of their own home, in the security of their loving marriage, he had an inkling of what tonight’s Story Time might entail and the thought made him feel sick.

He hated himself. How could he ever have entertained the idea of her being with another man, even in fantasy?

“The party had already started when we arrived…”

──────

“God, is that the party?” Becca said. Emily had just turned a corner, and the doof-doof-doof of dance music was pounding down the street and through the car windscreen.

“Sounds like it,” Emily said, slowing the car and parking. “Looks like we’re walking the rest of the way, though. All the parking’s taken.”

“Great. I knew I shouldn’t have worn heels.” She was in a fitted sundress that clung around her bust and tummy and made her feel sexy.

“You’ll be fine,” Emily said. “It’s not far, and you look amazeballs.”

Becca got out and stood on the kerb waiting for Emily to lock up. Cane, phone, glasses—check, check, check. She’d begun wearing the opaque glasses in social situations—they disarmed people who were otherwise distracted by her lack of eye contact.

Emily unloaded some things from the back of the car and came to Becca’s side. “Backpack,” she said, slipping the strap over Becca’s shoulder.

It contained her toiletries and clothes for the following morning. No pyjamas, though. She wouldn’t be needing pyjamas for this kind of sleepover.

“You sure about staying the night?” Emily asked. “I won’t be there for you.”

“I survived without you for two years,” Becca said, referring to her first two years at university alone while Emily was finishing school.

“Yeah, and you never had a date and never left your room.” Emily nudged her and started walking when she took her elbow. “I’ve got the drinks. Do you remember which ones are ours?”

“You put little sticky stars on the bottoms,” Becca said. “Thank you, by the way.”

“For the stars or getting you a social life?”

“Both.” It was true. Becca had been a virgin at the end of second year and hadn’t been to any parties at all. She’d lived on campus and had a matronly aide who came by morning and evening to help her, and university volunteers who guided her where she needed to go, but it hadn’t made for much of a social life. The last eight months living with Emily had made a new woman of her. She was just beginning to enjoy uni, and now it was over. “Anyway,” she said, taking up the previous thread, “I won’t be alone. I’ll have Christian.” Christian had stayed over at their flat many times, but this was her first night with him away from Emily. She was looking forward to some very noisy sex.

“Mmm,” Emily grumbled.

“You really haven’t warmed to him, have you?”

“You know he’s checking out other girls while you’re right there?”

“He’s very sweet. He looks after me.”

“He’s a White Knight.”

That was sadly true. Emily had noticed it even before Becca had—how he coddled her and brought up her disability with others all the time. Like how ‘she keeps me around to find her earrings’, or ‘waiting on my beautiful girlfriend is my calling’, or ‘I think maybe I need the guide dog, I nearly walked her into a wall the other day’.

The music was getting louder. They were almost there.

“What am I wearing?” Emily asked. “If you need someone to look for me.”

They’d practiced this at home. “Yellow boob tube, denim skirt.”

“Good.”

“With fuck-me boots and crotchless panties.”

“Joke’s on you,” Emily said flatly, “because I am.” They stopped and Em squeaked a gate open, walking slower as they navigated the broken concrete driveway. “I’ve got your straw in my handbag.” She had to speak up over the rising music.

“Thanks, Mum.”

Emily made her use a metal drinking straw when they went partying so Becca would only need to crack the top of her vodka-lime-and-soda cans. She lived in fear of Becca getting her drink spiked.

“Looks like everyone’s down the back.” Emily guided her into a booming sound-tunnel down the side of the house. The music built until they turned the corner into the back yard, and then it hit them full force—doof-doof-doof—straight to the face like a sonic pillow-fight. Emily put her mouth close to Becca’s ear to be heard. “There’s about… I dunno, fifty people, Eskys and chairs everywhere, so be careful. And there’s a cut-down forty-four-gallon drum with a fire. Try not to wander around and fall in, okay?”

“Thanks Em. You’re a star.”

“Becca!” It was Christian’s voice. “You look amazing, babe. I wish you could see yourself. You too, Em—wow.”

Emily gave Becca a nudge, which Becca translated as meaning Christian was staring at her tits.

Christian touched Becca’s arm where she was holding Emily. “I’ll take this beautiful lady off your hands.”

Becca took his arm. “Where can I put my bag?” she asked, unshouldering the backpack.

Christian took it from her and threw it somewhere. “It’s against the garage,” he said. “We can take it inside later.”

“Bec, drink?” Emily held a cold can against the back of Becca’s hand.

Becca took it along with her straw. Christian cracked the top for her and put the straw in. He liked to be helpful, and she didn’t mind much. She preferred doing things for herself—it helped with muscle memory—but being served was nice, too.

She took a sip. Tangy. Yum. “Thanks, Em.”

Christian took her to a group of friends she already knew but forgot to tell her who they were, and it took her a while to recognise everyone’s voice over the music. She settled into conversation with a friend from Microeconomics and they raked over the coals of the final exam. The friend had just explained how she’d fried her brain trying to finish the extended response inside two and a half hours.

Christian leaned in front of them and, yelling to be heard, said, “Becca gets unlimited time in exams, you know.”

“Does it help, do you think?” the girl asked, touching Becca’s hand.

“A little.” Becca wrinkled her nose and took another long suck of fizzy alcohol. “Typing’s fine—I’m good at that—but editing’s a pain. It’s slow getting the computer to read stuff back and then finding my place again. And it’s not really unlimited, you know? I get just as fried as anybody after four or five hours straight.”

“Ugh, five-hour exams?” the friend said. “You can keep them.”

Emily came by with another drink and took Becca’s empty can. She asked again whether Becca was sure she was okay staying the night, because she’d already found some guys she wanted to go home with.

“Guys?”

“Got a problem with that?”

“You be careful, little sis.”

“I will.” She put her lips close to Becca’s ear and lowered her voice. “And if you want to trade up, half the guys here are looking at your butt. If Klingon lets go of you for five minutes, one of them will take a shot.”

“Thanks, but no thanks.”

It gave her a thrill to think there were guys watching, and she smiled and twirled her sundress slowly back and forth to give them a reward. If she was being truthful, Christian had been getting a bit tiresome, and although she enjoyed having easy sex on tap, she’d been considering her options lately. She’d wanted to get her exams out of the way before making any decisions, though.

──────

“So, what you’re saying,” Simon said, interrupting Becca’s storytelling, “is that this guy was a prize arsehole, and you were ready to dump him.”

“He wasn’t a prize arsehole. He was just a White Knight. All the guys I’ve been out with were like that, more or less.”

“Was I like that?”

“Never,” Becca said, picking up his hand and kissing it. “There are lots of guys who aren’t White Knights, but you were the first one to ask me out.”

Simon grinned to himself. “If I had a Tinder profile, it’d read ‘Not an arsehole, Hornsby area.’”

“Don’t be like that. I dated you because you seemed nice, and I was right. I married you because you were amazing.”

“So, amazingly not an arsehole.”

Becca laughed. “Exactly.”

“Alright,” Simon said. “I already hate this guy. Then what happened?”

──────

“Becs, Becs, the guys are all erect, cos her lips are made for kissin’ and her body’s made for sex.”

That drunken baritone wasn’t hard to identify. “Poetry, Dion?” Becca said. He was Christian’s exuberant housemate. “You’re in fine form. Get any bitch slaps, yet?”

“Three,” Dion said. “But I’ve also had three tit-grabs, so I reckon it’s even. You wanna break the tie?”

Becca smiled sweetly. “I’d love to, but I’m afraid I’d miss and slap someone I liked.”

Dion leaned close to kiss her cheek and murmured, “Girl, you look stunning. I would eat you up if I could.”

This was usual banter for her and Dion. Becca didn’t know how to feel about it. She ought to shut his bullshit down, but every time she ended up giving it back, knowing it encouraged him. Maybe it was the deep timbre of his voice, or maybe she was secretly flattered by his blatant sexual attraction, but the guy made her nipples hard. He could be quite charming when he was sober. And conventionally attractive, she was told. She knew a few girls who’d voluntarily fallen for his pick-up lines, and while none of them would ever refer to him as boyfriend material, they all awarded five stars for delivery in the bedroom.

Five stars would be… well, three more than she was getting now. Maybe after she broke it off with Christian…

“Amigo.” He was talking to Christian now. “We’ve got a big enough crew for moshing. You wanna clear some Eskys, and I’ll get the partiers partyin’.”

“Yeah, sure,” Christian said. “Babe”—he smoothed a lock of Becca’s hair behind her ear—“will you be alright without me for a minute?”

“Can you show me where Em put our drinks? I’ll get a fresh one and meet you back here.”

“I’ll get it for you,” Christian said in his don’t-you-lift-a-finger voice. “UDL, right?”

Becca nodded. “Vodka, lime and soda.” She turned her empty can over and touched the raised sticker there. “Emily stuck little stars on ours so I could find them.”

Christian disappeared, leaving Becca with the empty can. She smelled Dion’s aftershave and knew he’d leaned close again.

“I meant what I said a minute ago, Becs. Smokin’ dress. You look gorgeous.”

She knew it was a line, and she knew a dozen good reasons to ignore him, but it was impossible to quell her body’s reaction to that voice. “You look good too, Dion,” she said, falling back on a joke, which she did often when she was feeling overwhelmed. “You’ve done something to your hair. Is that Valvoline or Castrol?”

Dion put a hand on her bare shoulder and laughed. “I love that about you, Becs. Not all girls get my sense of humour, y’know? But you do.”

Somebody passed her a new drink. Unbelievably, it had a star on the bottom. It had probably been sent across the crowd by Emily.

“Oh, I get you, Dion,” she said, cracking the top and inserting her straw. The alcohol was going to her head, but not so much she’d let her guard down around guys like him. “I get you perfectly.”

“Looks like your boyfriend’s just about cleared a space. You gonna come dance with me, or are you gonna break my heart?”

“I don’t dance—a fact you probably could have guessed. But if I did”—she poked a finger right about where his chest ought to be and got him dead centre—“I’d dance with my boyfriend, not with his flatmate.” She added some sarcastic emphasis to the ‘boyfriend’, hoping to make the point she wasn’t up for grabs.

“You’ve gotta dance,” he said. “C’mon, let your hair down, go crazy for once.”

The noise of the crowd was moving away from them, and conversations were replaced by whoops of excitement.

“Christian’s not coming back,” Dion said. “He’s already in the thick of it. Come on, I’ll take you over.” He put a hand in the small of her back and turned her towards the crowd noise.

“But I have a drink.”

“So does everyone else.” He led her onward.

“And a cane!” She brandished the white cane. “I’ll hit someone. I’ll fall over.”

“No you won’t. Stop stressing.” He took the cane from her. “People are just groovin’—it’s not a full-on mosh.”

Becca didn’t have time to lament the loss of her cane. They stepped into a sound cauldron, and bodies formed an envelope around them, bumping, writhing to the beat.

Dion’s voice was at her ear again. “Arms in the air. Just go with the flow—feel the music in your body.”

Becca held her drink close and put her other hand on Dion’s chest to feel how he was moving. His body swayed and throbbed, and after a moment she was rocking in time, bobbing her head, swinging her hips. She smiled to herself. It felt… liberating.

“You dance like a blind chick,” Dion yelled over the music.

“Thank you. So do you.”

“Becca!” Arms circled her waist. It was Christian. “You don’t dance.”

Becca grabbed him and got him moving along with her. “Apparently I do.”

“Where’s your cane? What if you fall over?”

Bodies pressed in from all sides. “I don’t think that’s possible.” She took another drink. “Come on, live a little. Let’s party!”

Christian gave up before their voices gave out and grooved with her. Their bodies bumped and pressed together—her breasts against his chest, his cock against her pelvis. It was exciting, euphoric, like nothing she’d experienced. She’d heard dancing described as sex standing up and passed it off as a visual metaphor. Oh, but she’d been so, so wrong—tell it to her racing pulse, to the furnace between her legs.

Lightheaded and carefree, she was bumping into everyone, and they were bumping into her. People yelled her name and took her for a turn in their arms, delighted to see her getting down and boogieing. She felt the press of breasts and hips and elbows; she was positive she was grab-assed a couple of times, but who could tell for sure? Christian was certainly grinding on her and he might not have been the only one.

For someone perpetually aware of her surroundings, it was exhilarating to lose herself in the dance. She still had some sense of direction—the loudspeakers were a beacon she could use to orient herself. The garage was behind her, the house over to her left, but everything else was a bizarre soup of moving limbs and grooving torsos. Sight, or the lack of it, seemed to carry less weight in the dance, and for once in her life Becca felt herself on a roughly even playing field. Grooving was accessible. It was equal opportunity. How the hell hadn’t she discovered it earlier?

She turned and ground against Christian—or at least she hoped it was Christian. It felt like him. They scissored their legs. Becca rubbed his cock with the front of her hip and ground on his thigh to heighten her already stratospheric arousal.

Another body came in behind her, sandwiching her, pressing her between two cocks. Hands stroked her waist. A finger traced the underside of her breast. Was it Christian? It must be. Nobody else would dare grope her while he was right there.

She touched his chest again—yep, it was him. She was almost positive. She leaned into him and yelled to be heard, “Babe?”

“Yeah?”

Phew. “Can you take me inside? I need to pee.” It wasn’t precisely true, but she’d been celibate through exams and desperately wanted to deal with the needy ache between her legs.

He led her by the hand through the writhing throng.

“Do you see my cane and my bag?”

He diverted, and Becca followed him around the yard, accepting first her cane when it was handed to her and then her backpack.

Inside the house, the music was muffled enough to speak easily again. “Show me your bedroom,” Becca said, taking his arm and holding it close. “I want to get my bearings before I get too drunk.”

“Were you having fun out there?” Christian asked. “You were dancing with a lot of people.”

“Was I?” She could feel the echo of the thudding beat in her chest. “It was amazing. I can’t believe you never took me dancing.”

He led her down a hall and through a door. “This is my room.”

Becca stopped and felt around the doorframe. There was a wall to her left with open space in front and to the right. “What’s in front of me?”

“My desk.”

Using her cane, she stepped forward and found the desk, then navigated around it to the chair, where she placed her backpack. She followed the line of the desk to a window on the other side of the room, then turned to her right and tracked the space in front of her with the cane. “Is this the bed?”

“Uh-huh.” Christian had come over beside her.

She stepped up to the foot of the bed and felt the covers. It was neatly made. “Are the sheets clean?”

“Fresh this morning.”

She grinned and groped for his hand. “You think you’re getting lucky tonight, don’t you?”

Christian put an arm around her. “I was hoping…”

She put his hand on her breast. “What if you’re too drunk for sex later?”

“What if you’re too drunk for sex later?”

Becca giggled. “Well, I’m no expert, but I think alcohol probably affects our performance differently.”

“Huh,” Christian said. “I was thinking I’d just lie back and let you do all the work.”

“Me?” Becca said with mock outrage. “But I’m disabled. I demand accessible sex. I should be the one to lie back and get ravaged.”

Christian pulled her close and kissed her. “Ravaged, you say?”

“Ravaged.” Becca felt the front of his jeans and found him hard and ready. “With this,” she murmured, squeezing his cock. “You could save some time and ravage me now.”

Christian’s hand floated up her back, searching along the seam until he found the zip. He ran it slowly down between her shoulder blades.

Becca brushed the straps off her shoulders and let the dress fall to the floor along with her cane. She made a mental note of its position. “Throw me on the bed.”

“But what if I—?”

“Pick me up and throw me on the bed,” she growled. “Tear off my bra and panties and fuck me.”

──────

“Why don’t I ever hear you talk like that?” Simon asked, trying to sound flippant. The mere suggestion of Becca getting dominant in bed was enough to make his cock twitch.

Becca sighed. “I can’t describe how horny I was that night. I mean, that’s no excuse for what happened—I’m just saying you haven’t had the privilege of seeing me after three weeks of self-enforced celibacy, a few UDLs, and half an hour of dirty dancing.

“Maybe I should,” Simon joked.

“Maybe you should,” Becca shot back. “Three weeks celibacy, starting… now.”

“Wait… hang on a—”

“I’m kidding. I can’t go three weeks any more than you can.”

“You know, you don’t have to tell me this bit if you don’t want.” It wasn’t that Simon was upset to hear about his wife in bed with another man—he still found it arousing. Christian was just the boyfriend, though. Something much bigger was still to come in this story, and he was keen to hear it. “You can jump forward to the bit—”

“We’re already there,” Becca said.

“We are?” He’d known the story would turn dark, and he’d been anticipating it at every turn. Except this one, apparently.

“Sorry, I’ve never told this story. It’s coming back to me in bits and pieces. I probably should have started somewhere in the middle.”

“Does the next bit involve Dion?”

“You guessed, huh?”

“I didn’t think you were trying to hide it,” Simon said.

“I wasn’t… I’m not. It’s just… it’s weird hearing you say his name. You probably want to kill him.”

“Probably.” If only it were that simple. The protective husband in him wanted to tear the guy who hurt her limb from limb, but beyond that intellectual reaction, there was a more visceral one—a reaction that came straight from his lizard-brain centre. Becca hadn’t been coy about describing the guy and the effect he had on her. He was a real-life Enrique, and a small part of Simon wanted to hear the story of Becca in bed with a big bull. He knew it would be upsetting; he knew it would be hard to hear. The lizard-brain didn’t process those emotions, though—it processed images, and the one it was playing over and over in Simon’s mind’s eye was his wife getting ploughed by a big fat dick and loving it. It was depraved. He was desperately afraid of where the story might go, but he just as desperately wanted to hear it.

“Did Christian throw you on the bed?” he asked.

“He tried. He was no Enrique, though.”

Simon laughed. “They rarely are.”

“We kind of fell in together, me trying to undress him, him trying to get my bra off.”

“Enrique did okay at that, didn’t he?”

Becca gave him a kiss. “He was very masterful,” she said before settling back down with her head against his chest. “We finally got each other naked, and I had him right there, literally in the palm of my hand, and I asked him—”

“… whether he had a condom.” Simon said. He’d been in that position many times himself. With Becca, no less.

“How did you know?” she asked.

“Lucky guess.” Simon thought he could also guess what happened next, but he wanted to hear it anyway.

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Eleven

Becca held his dick in her hand, poised at her threshold. “Do you?” She had to repeat herself because Christian seemed beyond words.

“Aren’t you on the pill?”

“I stopped to concentrate on exams,” she said. They’d been making her nauseous and she was planning on trying an IUD.

Christian sighed, not even trying to hide his disappointment. “I’ll borrow one from Dion.”

Becca wanted to try a joke—maybe tell him to take one instead because Dion wouldn’t want it back—but thought better. Their moment was on the cusp of spoiling already.

Christian got out of bed and, with the belt-buckle rattle of hastily donned jeans, was gone.

Come on, come on. Becca squeezed her legs together. She was so wet, she squelched. She pressed a fist into her groin, not wanting to touch herself yet, but not entirely ruling it out. She’d enjoy it more if she gave Christian’s fingers the honours when he got back.

Damn, where was he? The beat of the dance music ticked off the seconds. How hard could it be to find a condom in Dion’s room? She imagined them scattered everywhere like sweets in Willy Wonka’s chocolate factory. She smiled at the idea of Wonka assorted condoms like Everlasting Gobstoppers or Three-Course Meals. One that ballooned up like the famous blueberry pie bubble-gum would be perfect for scratching a girl’s innermost itches; she’d recently begun doubting Christian’s assertions that he was ‘about average’.

The music outside blended into a new number with a new beat. Shit, she was going to have to go find—

“Dion says—”

Becca shrieked before she realised it was only Christian. “Jesus, don’t sneak up on me.”

“I wasn’t sneaking. It’s the music.” He was still standing by the door. “Dion says we owe him.”

“Oh, we do, do we?” Becca never imagined Dion to be the sort who’d be precious about a condom or two. Worse, she was disappointed in Christian that he was prepared to spoil their sexy time by chattering about it. “Well you can tell Dion that first you owe me”—she had her knees tented and let them fall open, directing a finger straight at her slick centre—“some manly attention right about… here. And if I don’t get it from you, I’ll go get it from him.”

No response. Maybe heavy breathing—it was hard to tell over the music. Ha! She’d stunned him with her womanly wiles. Men were so easy.

A belt buckle clanged again as his jeans hit the floor, and the bed sagged as he climbed on at the foot. He grabbed Becca’s thighs and forced them wide, and before she even knew what was happening, he’d buried his face in there.

“Oh Jesus!” She cried out at the whip-crack of pleasure as he plunged his tongue inside. She’d never felt anything like it, the sudden thick, wet incursion. She and Christian had explored sex slowly in the six months they’d been together. He’d been a virgin as well. She’d sucked him off a few times, but he’d never returned the favour and it had felt wrong to ask. If she’d known he was this good at it though…

Exotic new sensations flooded her. His tongue was nothing like a cock. It laved her, inside and out; it grew and shrunk, diving down her channel and inflating like a balloon (Wonka’s willy!), filling her entrance more than she remembered his erection ever doing. One moment it stretched her, the next it retreated and tickled her clit—again, in a way a finger or cock never could.

She lifted her knees to give him better access, and he took it—oh God, and how. He consumed her, munched her like an apple and slurped her like spaghetti. She was the three-course meal. Her senses soared. Her nipples were so hard they ached, and she pinched and toyed with them while Christian did the Lord’s own work down there between her legs.

“Yes,” she moaned, arching up into his face. “Right there!” He had his tongue inside her and his nose on her clit. She rocked her hips to diddle herself with it, ramping up her pleasure to a new high. She didn’t know how he could breathe but didn’t much care. Only one thing mattered and that was the runaway freight train of her orgasm, barrelling down the tracks towards her.

Christian added a finger to the mix and withdrew his tongue to focus on her clit. A second finger slipped inside, stretching her, then a third, and just like that Becca was fuller than she’d ever been.

He slurped her clit between his lips and flicked at it with his tongue, making her dizzy with lust. It was too much, too sudden. The orgasm didn’t lift her and carry her gently away like usual; it smashed her like a tsunami, stealing her remaining senses and robbing her of the ability to breathe. Pinching her nipples tight and locking his face between her legs, she let it take her, screaming with release. Obscene in its power, the orgasm tossed her, tumbled her, turned her in circles until she was dizzy and starved of breath. Pinpricks of pleasure radiated from her clit and swept her body, making her tingle all over and leaving her flushed with lingering warmth.

When she came down, Christian was up on his knees and climbing between her rudely spread legs.

That scent!

It was strange yet familiar—a fresh, manly smell—but she was too dizzy to focus. Like an echo of an echo, it evoked a tangy taste-memory of vodka, lime and soda.

(I would eat you up if I could.)

When his cockhead nuzzled between her lips, the synapses arced in Becca’s brain and the neurons finally connected. Hot and cold flooded her body at once, stiffening her muscles and sending her mind reeling.

Dion.

But that wasn’t possible. It was Christian. It had to be—he’d just eaten her for the first time and given her an orgasm she’d never forget. There hadn’t been time for—

She froze, suddenly realising her position—legs spread, naked and posed for sex with the wrong boy. Cold logic knew what her emotions didn’t. It hadn’t been her boyfriend’s tongue making her come, and it wasn’t his cock now smooshing around her pussy, getting wet enough to cleave her.

She opened her mouth to say something, to scream, to stop him—anything to silence the wailing sirens in her head. No words came, though. It wasn’t lust that stole her tongue; it was shame—the shame of being so needy, so easy, that she hadn’t even noticed it wasn’t her boyfriend between her legs.

“Wait,” she finally managed, touching a hand to his naked chest. Reality was on fast-forward and wasn’t giving her time to think. The need to rewind the last ten minutes was blotting out everything else, but reality didn’t work like that. She’d spread her legs for a virtual stranger, let him eat her, let him almost fuck her, and nothing would ever change that. Yes, she could stop him. His cock was almost inside her and with a scream she could end it, but if she did, she’d end it all. The party would be over, she and Christian would be over, and forever after she would be the slut who let her boyfriend sell her pussy. It was too much to process.

Why was this happening to her? Was it Christian’s idea of a prank? But it wasn’t prank worthy; it was something far worse, and he was complicit. They both were. They were laughing at her. Shame and anger simmered in her gut—shame at how hard Dion had made her come, and worse, how that need still burned in her loins. It stole her good sense.

Was there no dignified exit?

If she stopped him now, they’d still have their laugh at her expense. She’d already let Dion lick her. Had Christian watched her squealing and coming with his housemate’s tongue in her cunt? She was the stupid, horny, blind slut—too drunk or too hopped-up on her own hormones to even check who was in bed with her.

A steely resolve settled over her, the same determination she’d used to learn Braille, to finish school, and to move out of home, away from live-in support for the first time.

She’d finish this, but on her terms. She wouldn’t give him sex, she’d take it—use him like he wanted to use her.

Dion had better have eaten a hearty breakfast, because he was going to need it.

──────

Simon was having to hold the strap-on down to stop it popping out of his robe. Listening to the chill in Becca’s voice, telling how she realised the man between her legs wasn’t who she thought. Yes, it was horrifying, but that steeliness in her voice at the end, horrific in its implications… This story was about to take its darkest turn yet—she was about to admit she’d enjoyed it. And that was her secret shame. He knew he shouldn’t be getting hard over this—it was too taboo—but knowing that only made him harder.

“Are you saying you let him do it?” he asked.

Becca sighed. “I’m saying I took control of the situation. Or I tried.”

She sounded tired. Telling this story was costing her a lot, and it was the reminder Simon needed that she wasn’t doing it for his pleasure.

He forced the dildo down and counted back from ten in his head, bending his cock at a painful angle. “That’s not the same as consent,” he said finally. He couldn’t imagine the audacity of a prick like Dion. Guys got away with shit like that not because the girls let them, but because society did. “If you want to go after these arseholes, you still can. We can. Sexual assault is the least of what they’d face.”

“No.” Becca shook her head. She slid a hand inside Simon’s robe and touched his chest. “You’re right, and I understand, but…”

“But what? I’m serious.” He understood that she’d had longer to process this, but he’d expect her to have retained some level of resentment. “I mean, with the Me-Too thing still fresh… and I know you don’t like playing the blind card, but—”

“But I haven’t told you everything.”

“Unless you’re telling me you woke up and it was all a dream, then—”

“I think you’d better let me finish.”

“Okay,” he said finally, begging himself to please, please not get a hard-on. “Go ahead.”

“Alright.” Becca sniffed and took a long breath. “So, I took my hand off his chest and told him…”

──────

“I’m ready,” Becca said. “What’re you waiting for?”

Slowly, the weight resting between her open lips became a pressure, then the pressure a strain. Her opening burned. Oh God, he’s not going to fit—

Then suddenly, with a gasp and a fleeting stab, her pussy walls parted, and Dion’s fat knob eased inside. Her breath shuddered. It was big. Bigger than his three fingers had been and so, so much bigger than Christian on his best day.

“I can’t…” she whispered. Can’t what? Can’t breathe? Can’t take a man-size dick? Poor lamb, you want to go back to your nice training-cock? She swallowed hard and told him, “More.”

And more was what she got. More, apparently, was Dion’s specialty. He moved deeper and got the fattest part of his cock lodged uncomfortably in the narrows behind her entrance. Opening the angle of her hips eased some of the strain, but it didn’t last. Dion just went deeper and filled the space she’d offered, easing his swollen meat cleanly past the chokepoint and loading her up till the breath hitched in her chest. He was deeper than Christian had ever been and so fat it felt like she might split in two. She tried squeezing her muscles around him and immediately regretted it. He was the Everlasting Gobstopper. You couldn’t chew a gobstopper—all you could do was suck, and this monster in her pussy was the sexual equivalent. Concentrating on not squeezing, she moved beneath him, rocking her hips, trying to find an angle where it all fit without showing how utterly overwhelmed she felt just to have it inside her.

Dion began moving too—slow, gentle thrusts at first, fucking her hard enough to stretch but not enough to hurt. Thud, thud, thud. Everything felt tighter with him in there—her poor pussy especially, but her insides in general. She laced her fingers over her belly and felt it distend as the big dick slowly plunged her.

Don’t show him you can’t take it. You’re the one in control.

She tipped her head back and concentrated on her breathing, closing out everything else—Dion’s weight on top of her, his aftershave, the music outside. The world bled away and there was only her—her and the giant weight stretching the space between her legs. In. Out. In. Out.

Breathe. Breathe. She channelled all the anger, humiliation, and revenge into determination. And it was working! She was purely in the moment. In and out, taking the cock—that was all that mattered. It was the course she’d chosen; she didn’t care if he ploughed a hole in her, she was going to see it through.

Not that it felt bad, at all. It was intense having so much cock inside her, but it felt good—amazing even. She’d chosen this path and there was certainly no law saying she couldn’t enjoy it. As she had on the dancefloor, she palmed his chest to feel the rhythm. She had this! Relaxing into his movements, she let her hips drop and instantly had to arch back into position—he nearly pulled her inside-out with the pressure. Tilting to meet his thrusts head-on was good though—slap, slap, slap—his balls against her backside, his root against her sensitive pussy lips. Damn, but that felt good. She was taking it, by God. Not every girl could, she bet, but she was taking all of it.

Gaining confidence, she relaxed and let her body take over. She spread herself wider and rocked into his thrusts, meeting him in the middle, mashing their pubic bones together. Far down the other end of his shaft, his blunt cockhead touched her somewhere unfathomably deep and deliciously sensitive, each thrust driving a gasp from her, making it sound like she was panting.

Her next orgasm arrived with neither stealth nor fanfare. It was the pounding in her depths—like flint on steel, it spark-spark-sparked and then suddenly she was alight, tingling all the way along her sheath. Her poor stretched pussy-flesh clenched around the giant intruder but did nothing to slow its progress. She was coming, hard, bucking under Dion’s weight, holding her breath with tears squirting out the corners of her eyes. She tried not to squeal because she didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of making her come first. And perhaps it worked—he showed no signs of acknowledging she’d finished and fucked on, his balls slapping wetly against her arse.

Lifting her ankles over his shoulders, he thrust up and into her, grazing his cockhead along the roof of her vagina. She was used to his size now and no longer felt like bursting, but the angle gave him better penetration by perhaps a knob-length, and he was tap-tap-tapping harder on her tender rear wall.

Her muscles tightened. N-o-o-o-o! Not again!

It’d been mere seconds since her last orgasm waned, and now, with that pressure rocking her depths and ecstatic cock-strokes gliding along what she could only imagine was her G-spot, a new peak was almost upon her.

Don’t come! Don’t you dare!

As Becca crested, cursing her rebellious body, Dion redoubled his efforts and pounded the reluctant climax out of her like sweets from a piñata. Her breasts bounced in crazy circles and she grabbed on to hold them still while she came. She pinched her nipples, twisting them viciously while she rode out the waves of pleasure. She kidded herself that she was the one in control—but really, how could he miss the clenching spasms in her sheath and the muted whimpers he drove from her chest? She was his fucktoy and he knew it.

He moved her to a new position, rolling her over and pulling her up to her knees. He’d had to withdraw first, and without that huge bar of flesh rearranging her insides, she finally got the chance at a deep breath. No sooner was it taken though, than it was driven out again when he ploughed back inside and filled her anew.

Dear God, he felt even bigger.

Becca had to grab the headboard and hold on tight, because now with a firm grip on her hips, Dion was going to town and giving her everything he had. This wasn’t making love. She wasn’t even having sex; she was being fucked—and hard. Christian, who was her only point of comparison, was a gentle love-maker who handled her like a porcelain doll, and she’d never suspected sex could be so raw and physical.

Dion was a caveman—big cock, tight hole, ugh!

Becca felt used (because she was), but at the same time, her first proper pounding was satisfying a need she’d never been able to articulate. Yes, she wanted to be loved and cherished. She enjoyed being held and pampered, too. The one thing she’d been missing, however, was rapidly coming to fulfilment—to be bent over and fucked hard until she came.

Dion’s pubis clapped into her backside. His balls slapped her mound. The onslaught was too much. Becca’s grip on the headboard failed—she fell forwards and her knees slipped out from beneath her, then the force of Dion’s thrusts drove her face-down onto Christian’s bed. Dion didn’t even break stride—he just mounted her thighs and proceeded to drill her into the mattress.

Christian had never even made her come twice in succession, and now Dion was dealing out her fourth. It was building inside her like a boiler approaching the red zone. She didn’t have the strength of will to try and play the role of aggressor, but instead buried her face in the covers and moaned aloud, vocalising her pleasure with each powerful thrust.

Her moment was coming. She took a breath and held it, waiting for the explosion. Everything tingled, everything sang. The needle went into the red. Her world contracted down to that one part of her body where Dion focussed all his power—she couldn’t even hear the music outside.

Her pussy convulsed. She squeezed her thighs, gripping him tight, and then reality melted. The previous orgasms—clitoral, cervical, G-spot—they’d all centred their pleasure on one location, but Becca felt this one all the way along her canal. Dion fucked her so hard her pussy lips were numb, so fast she thought she might catch fire—and well she might. Heat flooded her centre. Pinned beneath his weight, she screamed into the mattress and erupted, legs quivering, fingers and toes clenched tight.

On top of her, Dion grunted and drove his cock deep. Buried to the root, it throbbed once, twice, like the peels of a big cathedral bell, each sending a shockwave through her poor ravaged cunt. Finally, after the four most cataclysmic orgasms of her existence, he was finished; he slurped his massive shaft free of her still-convulsing pussy and climbed off.

Becca didn’t move. Or maybe she couldn’t—it was hard to tell. Still tingling all over, she turned her head to the side and just breathed, counting her own thudding heartbeats.

She listened for sounds in the room.

Nothing. Was he still there?

“Hello?” She didn’t want to say his name. She’d lost track of how she felt about the switch and wasn’t yet sure whether she could acknowledge it. There was no answer anyway—Dion was gone.

She rolled over onto her back and swept her tangled hair away from her face. Her pussy lips felt swollen—too plump to sit comfortably between her legs. She was going to walk like a cowgirl for a couple of days.

Things sure felt strange down there. She touched herself tentatively and froze, gut cramping. Her fingers came away slimy. She hadn’t even thought about the condom since Christian had gone to fetch it. If they’d planned this, hadn’t he said something to Dion? Biting her cheek, Becca flexed her pelvic wall and felt around her opening for the gob of cum she expected to trickle out. It didn’t.

Oh God, she remembered the throb of his fat cockhead against her cervix. He’d done it so deep he was a part of her now. And somewhere out in the yard, he was standing with a fresh beer in hand and her scent drying on his unsheathed cock.

──────

“Shit,” Simon said, unsure what else he could say. “That must’ve been… something.”

“Yeah.” Becca sounded exhausted. “It was something.”

Simon had stopped trying to tame his erection and had instead surreptitiously arranged the big strap-on beneath his robe and pointed it straight up his belly. His cock throbbed inside the constricting rubber sheath, and thoughts of his wife seeded with another man’s cum were doing nothing to quell it.

Why was he like this? It was sick. He understood she’d just told him she was… he hated to use the r-word, but that’s what it was—yet that wasn’t the way she’d described it. The trauma he’d unearthed with the Enrique fantasy made perfect sense, and at the same time… didn’t.

(In. Out. In. Out. Breathe. Breathe.)

God help him, he was hard as stone.

“Even if you enjoyed it,” he said, choosing his words carefully, “it doesn’t mean anything.” He sensed that was the most traumatic thing for her, that she’d enjoyed it. “I’m sorry I triggered that memory,” he went on. “What those arseholes did was wrong. You shouldn’t have to relive it.”

“That…” Becca stopped and wiped her tears on his robe. “That wasn’t the memory.”

Simon felt the room shrink around him. “There’s more?” God help him, she’d been leaking the guy’s cum. How much more could there be?

“I don’t regret the sex. I know how that sounds, but I honestly don’t. I’d made my decision and I was glad, even though it didn’t play out the way I’d planned.”

Simon frowned. None of this made sense. “I… don’t understand.”

“It was…” Becca’s breath ran out and she pressed her face tighter into his chest.

“It was what?”

“Don’t hate me.”

“How could I?”

“How could you not?” she scoffed. “I love you so much, but…”

She didn’t finish, but Simon knew the rest. “It was the best sex you’ve ever had.” She’d thought that would crush him, but it was the opposite. She’d gotten what he couldn’t give her. That’s all he’d ever wanted. The only thing he couldn’t abide was her being taken advantage of, and he still wasn’t sure she had been.

“He was a big dick when I needed one,” she said, “that’s all. You’re so much more than that.”

“I know,” Simon said, stroking her hair, wishing that once, just once, he could be the big dick too.

“I collected my things, got dressed, and found a girl to take me out the front where I called a cab.”

“You didn’t want to go finish things with Christian?”

“I could feel his stuff inside me. I didn’t know if I was going to get pregnant, or chlamydia, or something worse. I just wanted to get home.”

“Fair enough.”

“Em took me to get a Plan-B the next day. I told her a story about forgetting a pill on the day of the party. I had to wait until the Wednesday to get in for an STI panel.”

“Which was all clear, I take it.”

“It was a week before it came back, but yeah.”

“Did you tell anyone?” Simon asked, wondering how much Emily knew.

Becca shook her head. “Christian had been calling, but I hadn’t picked up. I was just so angry, as much with myself as with him. I should’ve broken up with him before that night, but I was lazy, and I’d been using him for sex. What happened was like… cosmic retribution.”

That hurt to hear. “Honey, listen, because it sounds like you need to hear this. I know you think you got what you wanted, but you can still go after these guys. You can make them pay.”

“I don’t think I can,” Becca said. “I’m not sure I want to.”

She didn’t want to. “Because you enjoyed it?”

“That. But also because of what I did next.”

Simon braced. This was the ‘more’.

“I’d just gotten the tests back. I don’t know what I was thinking, but I got in a cab and went to Christian’s house. I think I wanted to rub them in his face and ask how it felt, making me get tested because of his sick game.”

“You went to his house?” Simon asked, incredulous. “On your own?”

“I know,” Becca said. “I can’t believe how… I don’t know. I don’t know what I was thinking. I got the cabbie to let me in the gate and point me towards the door.”

“Christian wasn’t home, was he?” Once again, Simon thought he knew where this story might end up. He had a hunch it might involve the guy who’d given her twice the orgasms compared to her husband’s personal best.

Becca shook her head. “Dion answered the door.”

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Twelve

Becca followed the steps up to the porch using her cane and found the front door directly in front of her, just like the cabbie had said. She didn’t bother hunting for a bell or knocker, she just rapped the head of her cane against the timber.

Footsteps inside.

She swallowed hard. She was nervous, but not apprehensive. She’d rehearsed this. There’d be no screaming, she’d decided. She was just going to tell him, calmly and simply, that she was done with tiny dicks, thank you very much for showing her the light, and they were finished. Nothing physical, nothing she would regret. Christian was a good guy despite what had happened… or more like what he’d let happen. He was Dion’s little lap dog—whatever Dion wanted, Christian did.

The door opened.

“Becs. Nice dress.” It was a skirt. “What brings you to our neck of the woods?”

Becca stiffened at the sound of Dion’s voice, and twin flushes of arousal and humiliation warmed her cheeks. Regardless of how she felt about him personally, her body still remembered the pleasure.

“I’m looking for Christian,” she said coolly, feeling the furthest thing from cool. Was he staring at her boobs? Emily had dressed her in break-up revenge-wear to show Christian what he was losing, but Becca hadn’t factored Dion into the equation.

“Sorry babe. You’re fresh out of luck.”

He was walking away, which Becca took as an invitation to come inside. She followed his footsteps over carpet to the hard floor of what was probably the dining room. She didn’t remember any of this from her previous visit.

“Dunno where he is,” he went on. The direction of his voice sank as he took a seat. “He’s been pretty cut up about you not taking his calls, poor kid. I told him at the start not to tie himself down, but what would I know? He never listens to me anyway.”

Becca huffed, which was her nearest equivalent to glaring daggers. “He does everything you say. He’s like a little lamb following you around.” She searched forward with her cane and found the dining table. Dion hadn’t invited her to sit, so she didn’t—she just stood with one hand resting on the back of a vinyl chair. “Like that stunt you two pulled at the party,” she blurted, tossing away her promise of acting cool. “I bet he didn’t come up with that on his own.”

Dion chuckled. “I might’ve suggested it as a compromise,” he said, slurping from a cup of what smelled like coffee. He was wise not to offer Becca one—she’d be tempted to throw it in his face.

“A compromise?” Her voice rose to a pitch she didn’t much like.

“Hey, yell at your boyfriend, not at me.”

“He’s not my boyfriend!”

“Listen.” Dion’s voice hadn’t deviated from cucumber-cool throughout this exchange. “The day of the party, Chrisso was broke, so I spotted him his share of the food and drink. When he came looking for a rubber, I reminded him and told him he could square things with a blowjob from you.”

“A what?” Becca reeled at the idea that the price of her bodily autonomy came in at just twenty-four beers.

“A blowjob. You know, where a guy sticks his—”

“I know what a fucking blowjob is.”

“Yeah?” Dion sounded amused. “That’s not what Chrisso tells me. Anyway, he said no deal—he’s such a gentleman—and talked me down to a clam sandwich. Which I was okay with, by the way. A lotta girls don’t keep themselves nice, but you were real tasty. That’s why I gave you the little extra.”

Becca felt dizzy and had to hold the back of the chair with both hands. She couldn’t believe the words coming out of his mouth. That Christian had given permission for him to have oral sex with her was galling. That Dion had breached his friend’s trust and had sex with her as well was infuriating. But for Christian to imply she was bad at oral sex…

“I knew it was you,” she said, trying and failing to form an argument around any of the points that mattered.

He laughed at that. “You knew I wasn’t needle-dick? Nice work, Sherlock.”

“I knew before that,” Becca said, desperate to take some of the wind out of his sails. “Christian’s never gone down on me, so I knew what was going on pretty much straight away.” That was a lie, but Dion wouldn’t know.

“Gotcha. Alright. That explains a lot.”

“What? What does it explain?”

“The whole pillow-princess routine,” Dion said. “You were lying there like a dead fish. I had to check for a pulse a couple of times. Geez, if I’d realised you didn’t even know how to suck a dick—”

“Are you fucking kidding me? Did he say that? I’ve sucked him off plenty of times. Plen-ty! No complaints.” She shook her finger at him. “He’s the one who won’t return the favour.”

“Hey, hey, don’t shoot the messenger,” Dion said. “Not my circus, not my monkeys. I’m just saying, I don’t play with beginners—it’s not fair on you and it’s not fair on me, so you have my apologies. I should’ve just stayed in my lane and picked someone who knew what she was doing. Your sister had a good night, or so I hear.”

Becca’s fingernails were digging into her palms. “Someone who knew what she was doing?” she growled. And pillow-princess? She’d been giving at least as good as she’d gotten, thrusting up into him, even. Half the girls he’d slept with wouldn’t get it all the way in, she bet, and most of the others wouldn’t be able to take it anywhere near as hard as she had.

“Yeah. No offense, you know. You just don’t have much experience, but you’re young and good looking and—”

“Stand up,” Becca said, feeling her way around the table to Dion’s side.

“Sorry, Becs, I said too much. I only meant—”

“I said, stand up.”

He did. He was right in front of her, close enough to smell. It wasn’t the same cologne as last time but a blend of coffee and deodorant.

Becca got down on her knees and found the front of his pants.

“Becs, you don’t need to…”

She gave up fishing for the zip and just unbuckled him.

“But hey, if you insist.”

She pulled down his shorts and groped for his cock, grabbing it on her first try. He was soft—bigger than Christian when he was erect, but soft. She’d never held a soft cock and was momentarily confused about what to do—which would be exactly what a prima donna arsehole like Dion would expect. Without hesitation, she guided the head into her mouth and sucked the whole thing inside in one go.

“Whoa,” Dion laughed. “A-plus for enthusiasm. You go, girl.”

He was too big to fit in longways, so she had him coiled in there like a snake. With her lips closed tight around the root, she sucked, compressing his flaccid meat, moulding it to the shape of her mouth.

“That’s actually not bad,” he said, cradling her head in his hands. “Do it some more.”

Becca sucked again, harder this time. His cock flexed and grew in her mouth. She could almost feel the rush of blood through the root, which was still compressed between her lips. She swirled and sucked, working him with her tongue. It flexed again and began to uncoil. Quickly realising she’d (almost literally) bitten off more than she could chew, she backed off and let him straighten in her mouth.

As it stiffened, she took a handful at the root and tried to take the rest in her mouth but quickly realised even that equation wasn’t going to work and added a second hand to the mix.

Dear Lord, how big was it going to get? She had two handfuls and still there was three or four inches growing in her mouth. Had it all been in her pussy? God damn—no wonder she’d been tender the next day.

“That’s pretty good,” Dion said in a tone that was hard not to hear as patronising. “Get it nice and wet.”

Becca wasn’t about to be told how to suck a cock by a guy, but still, she couldn’t help herself reserving extra spit and swirling it around his shaft.

“Nice, babe. You’re getting the hang of it.” He held her head still and slowly fucked her mouth, cooing encouragement when she sucked him especially hard or laved him with her tongue.

If she was being honest, it was a better blowjob than any she’d given Christian, but with her boyfriend she’d had a lot less to work with. Dion was huge, so it was easy to get a grip and stay in control. The tough bit was his girth—he had her open so wide her jaw ached, and stretched like that, it was nowhere near as easy to suck as she’d imagined.

His dick throbbed. Becca braced for a mouthful of jizz, but it didn’t come. She’d resigned herself to the fact she’d have to swallow to maintain face—something she’d never done for Christian, although on this occasion she’d gulp it down and lick her lips. She sucked again and when still no jizz came, she realised it was a false alarm and went back to work.

She moved her lower hand to hold his balls (congratulating herself that she’d get an early warning when he came) and slid her top hand lower to take more in her mouth. Taking ownership of the fucking motion, she used that hand to wank him off while bobbing her head.

Squeeze, suck, swirl. She was doing brilliantly, in her opinion, and Dion was making all the right noises of enjoyment. And yet… He still hadn’t come. How long had she been at it? One of the reasons she didn’t mind with Christian was because he didn’t string it out. Suck-suck, squirt-squirt, wait for him to get hard again for sex.

She rubbed his balls, hoping they’d work like the genie in the bottle and get the magic happening. She moaned on her mouthful, squeezing him tight to get those good vibrations running through his shaft. She fucked him into her face as deep as she could, squeezing the base, massaging his balls. Her jaw throbbed at both sides. She wouldn’t be able to keep this up.

Come, God damn you!

“If you’re holding back on my account, Becs, don’t. You can swallow it any time you’re ready.”

Swallow it? Are you kidding me?

Nobody would be able to swallow that thing. And yet, what choice did she have? She couldn’t keep sucking him like this until he came.

She moved her hand all the way down to the root and let his knob toy around her soft palate. It really wasn’t too bad. She gave a practice swallow, imagining the massive presence there was a marshmallow or a piece of banana—something soft that would compress and slide straight down. The opening to her throat closed around him and ejected him back into her mouth. She almost gagged but then didn’t—she pulled it off.

She slid him confidently back into the socket.

Guk!

Nope, too fast. She had to swallow while she was doing that. She tried again, pushing him down as she swallowed.

Guk-guk!

God, that one was worse. Her breath whistled in her nose and spit dribbled from her chin.

“Come on, babe, one more try. Head back and let it slide down.”

Becca’s jaw screamed. She just wanted this to end. She did what he said and tilted her head back, getting down lower to open the angle.

Gathering up a wad of spit to swallow, she took a deep breath, mentally committed—it’s just a banana, just a banana—and slid it down her—

Erk!

It wasn’t just her throat this time, it was the whole gag-reflex works, everything convulsing from tummy up to tongue. She didn’t spew but it was a near thing.

“Okay,” Dion said indulgently. “You’re done, girl.” He stood her up, not missing the opportunity to paw her breasts. “The good news is that even beginners have a backup.” He turned her around and bent her over the table, and before Becca knew which way was up, her panties were puddled around her sandals. He smooshed his cockhead around in her pussy lips. “Let me show you how a nice girl like you can get a guy off when Plan A fails.”

──────

“Stop,” Simon said. His mouth was so dry, his voice was just a croak. God, had he thought the previous story was dark? This one was blacker than a coal miner’s handkerchief.

Becca went on as if she hadn’t heard. “I wasn’t exactly sopping wet, so—”

“Becca, stop. You don’t have to tell me—”

“But I do,” she said firmly. “I’ve kept this to myself for too long.”

“Did he hurt you? I mean, like…” Of course he had; Simon was a pig for even asking.

“Physically?”

Simon nodded, knowing she’d feel the movement. “Mmm.”

“A little at first,” she said equanimously. “No lasting damage.”

Simon reeled. “I don’t understand,” he said. “What about the Enrique thing? It sounds almost like you…” Wanted it.

“Simon,” she said, fishing for his hand and holding it. “Please, I need to finish.”

“Okay,” he said. “Finish.”

“He… stuck it in me.” She didn’t growl; she didn’t spit out the words. She just told the story. “I wasn’t ready, and it hurt, but God help me I wasn’t going to scream. I was just so… I don’t know. I want to say angry, but that’s not right. I was proud and ashamed, and this sounds silly, but I thought I had something to prove.”

“You have nothing to prove to anybody.”

“I know that now, but I was like twenty-one, and I’d had a lifetime of people telling me what I could and couldn’t do. Sex was something I enjoyed. I wanted to be adventurous. It’s something where I’m every bit as capable as anyone else, but…”

“But he told you that you weren’t.”

“I know. I was stupid.”

“You weren’t stupid,” Simon said. “You were vulnerable. It’s not the same.”

“Anyway, he stuck it in. My body did its job and started smoothing the way, and then he just”—she waved a hand airily—“fucked me.”

“He kept going? Even though he was hurting you?”

“He wasn’t, not by then. I knew how big he was, so I knew what to expect. Mostly with a guy like that it’s the surprise that gets you, but he did it harder than the night of the party. I think he was trying to show off, you know, prove to me that I couldn’t take it.”

“And?”

“Oh, I took it. I held on to the table and took it till he wore himself out. He made me come again, twice. I didn’t try to hide it like I had in Christian’s bed.” She paused, obviously recollecting the moment and trying to reconcile how she felt about it. “Honestly…”

Simon waited a few seconds, too punch-drunk to even guess what might happen next. “What?”

“It was better than the previous time.”

Silence. It was five seconds before Simon realised it was because he’d forgotten to breathe. He couldn’t even muster the dignity to feel guilty about his hard-on. “What was…?” He had to stop to swallow. “What was so good about it?”

“It’s hard to explain,” she sighed. “Having something so big in there…”

She didn’t finish, but Simon picked up the rest from her tone. It was satisfying.

“The thing I remember most clearly, bent over the table, just trying to hold on while he did me…” She laughed to herself. “This is going to sound stupid.”

“It’s okay,” Simon said. “I don’t think it’s stupid.”

“He’d spread my legs to get inside, and I tried to close them again when he was in there. I don’t know why—to make myself tighter for him or something…”

And you couldn’t.

“And I couldn’t. It was just…” Her voice sounded almost wistful. “There was so… much… dick inside me. I was getting reamed.”

Simon had given up any hope of trying to guess what happened next. He was just buckled in for the ride.

“By the time he finished, he’d driven the table right across the room and up against the wall.”

“But he did… finish?”

“Same as the last time. I was back on the pill though.”

“And was that the end?” He was almost afraid to ask.

“It was for him.”

Jesus, this was like Dante’s levels of Hell.

Becca took a steadying breath. “I was bent over his dining table with my skirt hiked up around my waist and cum dripping down my legs, and he just zipped up, slapped my arse, and said something like, ‘There you go Chrisso, I broke her in for you.’”

Simon’s jaw went slack. “He was there?”

Becca sniffed. “He watched the whole thing. I’d gone around to try and break up with him in a slightly dignified fashion, and instead I sucked his friend’s cock and then bent over and let him fuck me bareback.”

“Are you sure he was there? Did he say anything?”

“Just, ‘We’re done, Becca. Get the fuck out.’ Then he grabbed my arm hard enough to leave bruises and threw me out. I skinned a knee tripping down the steps and heard my cane clatter on the footpath as he threw it after me. I had to crawl through the pedestrian gate to find it.”

Simon whistled. “He was a bigger arsehole than I thought.” But finally he understood. It wasn’t the sex that had traumatised her; it was the humiliation of being tricked and having the situation turned against her. Like how Simon had tricked her by not telling her about Enrique—not intentionally, but that’s what it boiled down to.

“I cleaned up as best I could with a handful of grass—God knows what I looked like—and called a cab to come get me. And I never saw either of them again. The end.”

“Bloody hell.” Simon tried to process the rollercoaster ride he’d just endured. “I know you don’t want to, but I still think you could press charges. I mean, the oral was consensual, but—”

“It’s not about the sex,” Becca said. “It wasn’t the reason I went there, but it kind of was, if that makes sense. Like a magnet drawing me back. I couldn’t stop thinking about the night of the party. It wasn’t Christian’s betrayal, though, it was that I’d never realised how good sex could be.”

How good sex could be… She was talking about getting reamed—the kind of big-cock fucking Simon could never give her. “Do you ever…?” He had to stop and clear his throat. “You probably wish you’d ended up with a guy who could do that to you every night.”

Becca lifted her head from his chest and kissed him. “I really don’t,” she said. “I’m glad I did it once, but there is no amount of dick that can make me feel the way you do.”

It was nice to hear her say it, but Simon couldn’t suppress a self-effacing snort. “What, underwhelmed?”

“No.” She sat up straight and put a hand on his cheek, kissing him again. “God no. You make me feel loved. You make me feel like the most beautiful woman you’ve ever met.”

“You are.”

She laughed. “Even when I know I’m not. You make me feel safe, Simon. When I’m with you, I don’t need a cane, I don’t need a guide-dog, I don’t need anything at all, because I know you’ll protect me.”

Maybe it wasn’t about control, Simon realised, it was about the trust.

Becca put her head back down on his chest. “It’s so goddam sexy to be with a man I can trust.” Her hand wandered down his body and found the strap-on dildo still attached. “I’m sorry I spoiled your fun,” she said, waggling it playfully and causing him to stiffen inside the sheath.

“I’m sorry I spoiled your fun. You deserve an Enrique who makes you feel safe.”

“Maybe another time,” Becca said, sending mixed messages by toying some more with his big rubber cock. “I probably need to sort through some stuff. All I’ve ever done with it is play what-ifs in my head—I need to start letting go instead.”

What-ifs. “If you had your time over,” Simon said, unable to clear those erotic descriptions of her and Dion from his memory, “what would you do differently?”

“Do you mean would I let him have sex with me?”

“Mm-hmm.” Simon regretted the question because he already knew the answer—‘any day of the week’.

“I wouldn’t give up the experience of being screwed like that. But if I could wind back the clock then I’d want to be in control.”

Trust and control—his instincts had been right. “Like, cowgirl?” He was stiff now inside the strap-on and Becca was squeezing him through the base.

“I don’t mean being on top—I mean mentally. I do wish I had my time over. Not with Dion, with Christian. I’d make him feel the way I felt.”

“Dirty?”

“Humiliated,” Becca said forcefully. “Small, weak, worthless, and humiliated.”

Humiliated. The word strummed Simon like a guitar. How many humiliated cucks had he watched on PornHub? He would love to see Becca going full Valkyrie on a couple of arseholes like Christian and Dion. “What if…?” he said, opening his mouth before he’d had a chance to think it through. “What if you could have a do-over?”

“I’m not looking Dion up on Facebook, if that’s what you’re about to ask.”

“I mean me,” he said. “Another roleplay. Except I’ll play Christian. Or Dion.” He closed his hand around Becca’s on his Dion-sized cock. “Or both. You can deal with them one at a time.”

Becca laughed. “Oh honey, I don’t think you can take what I want to dish out to those two.”

“I can,” Simon said, dead serious. “I want to. If I can’t, we’ll set a safe word, but I won’t need it because I can. For you.”

Becca stopped wanking him through the rubber sheath. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” She squeezed with her fingertips and felt how hard he was. “You really want this.”

Simon gulped, hardly believing what was about to happen. “I really do.”

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Thirteen

Simon waited outside the bedroom for Becca’s sign that she was ready. When he went back in, he’d be Christian.

Dion says we owe him one.

That was all he had, his opening line. After that, they’d be playing it by ear. He had the dildo strapped on, so he was ready to be Dion at a moment’s notice, although he suspected he wouldn’t need it. Becca’s trauma didn’t seem Dion-related at all—it was Christian she needed to deal with.

Barney came padding up the hall behind him, tail wagging and head low. He knew he wasn’t supposed to be out.

“Barney, back in your crate,” Simon said in his sternest dog-master voice. How he might look to the Labrador—naked with an eight-inch dildo swinging where his dick ought to be—he’d rather not know.

Barney gave him a low whine and puppy-dog eyes.

“Mama’s busy. She’ll give you a cuddle when she’s done.”

Another sorry whine.

“Back in your crate. Now.”

Barney turned and padded slowly back towards the laundry, stopping outside the kitchen to turn and look at Simon.

“Crate!”

He went.

Becca’s insistent cough sounded from inside the bedroom.

Shit, he’d missed his cue. Was it, ‘Dion owes you one’? Wait, no. He stepped into the bedroom. “I ran into Dion,” he said, ad-libbing. “He reckons we owe him one.”

Becca was sitting up in bed. She’d changed out of her robe into a camisole but was naked from the waist down. “We owe him?” she said, the challenge evident in her voice. “What do we owe him for?”

Shit. Simon was straight off script already. Not that there was a script. “Um, he paid for the… you know, the beer and stuff for the—”

“And somehow in his head your debts are my problem?”

“Oh, he didn’t say—”

“But you thought you’d bring it to me, just the same, right as we’re about to have sex?”

Damn, she was good at this. Simon withered under the assault. “I didn’t think—”

“You didn’t think it’d spoil the moment? You didn’t think I’d mind forestalling the little amuse bouche you call sex?

Amuse bouche? Simon remembered the term from last week’s episode of Master Chef. It was a teeny-tiny appetiser—just a single bite.

“Tell you what,” Becca went on. “I’m game. Send him in. He can have what I was going to give you.”

Simon’s dick gave a throb. For all intents and purposes, that was his fantasy—his wife offering to fuck another man. He wanted to hit pause and give himself time to file the moment in his memory banks.

“Why don’t you sit in the corner and watch,” she said, phrasing it as a demand, not as a question. “From what I’ve heard about him, you might learn something.”

Simon just stood there, breathing through his mouth and goggling at his almost-naked kickass wife.

“Christian?”

“Huh?” Shit. That’s me. “I mean, yes?”

“Two things. They’re only small, but small is your specialty. Number one, you can address me as Rebecca or Ma’am, and number two, when I ask you to do something, do it.”

Simon felt an electric current run through him from head to toe. “Yes, Ma’am.” Good God, he knew she was capable of that kind of command but—

“Now go fetch Dion, there’s a good boy. If I’m still in the mood when he’s done, you can have seconds. You don’t mind that, do you, going sloppy seconds after your boyfriend?”

“No, Ma’am. I’ll get him now.” Simon backed out of the doorway with those words, sloppy seconds, echoing in his imagination. He summoned an image of arriving home from work (Honey, I’m home!), pulling down Becca’s panties and finding her sweet, wifely pussy already soiled with another man’s cum.

He shook it off, knowing he had to concentrate on the job at hand. “Dion?” he called, hoping like hell Barney didn’t come running. He waited a three-count. No dog. Thank God. He briefly considered staging a fake conversation with Dion outside the bedroom but thought it better not to keep Becca waiting. She was in a mood, and it was perilously hard to tell whether it was real or an act.

He squared his shoulders and hefted his big rubber dick, becoming Dion. He was hard again, which was a good thing—he had a feeling he’d be required to perform like the real Dion.

Becs. Dion called her Becs.

He strode back into the bedroom. “Becs, looking good, babe,” he said, lacing his voice with false machismo. “You didn’t need to dress up for me.”

“It wasn’t for you,” Becca shot back. “I was giving your little boyfriend a treat, but instead he wanted me to settle his debt.”

“Yeah, well you guys owe me for the—”

“And he owes me a decent orgasm. Are you here to pay off his debt?”

Her assertiveness drove Simon’s erection to even more heroic levels of hardness. “I reckon I can manage that,” he said, drawing confidence from the big, rubber shaft swinging at his groin. “With interest, if you want.”

“Well,” Becca said, lying back and opening her legs, evoking a brief but realistic hallucination of pearly stranger-cum leaking from her centre. “Do I need to tell you where to put it, or do you think you can find it on your own?”

This was it. This was the dream. She was asking another man to fuck her while her partner sat in the corner and watched. Simon mounted the bed from the foot and walked on his knees between her legs.

“Is Christian watching?” she asked.

Simon couldn’t take his eyes from her wet centre. “He’s sitting in the corner like a good little dog.”

… watching his girlfriend bang another dude.

She ran a finger down her slit, opening herself up. “Make sure he gets a good look at what he’s missing.”

She looked so tasty, and Simon couldn’t resist. As Dion had done years earlier, he got down between her legs and went to lick her to what he hoped was the first of many orgasms.

“Hey, what are you doing?” Becca said, grabbing him by the hair. “You’re here for your dick. If I wanted tongue, I’d get pee-wee over there to do me.”

That tone. It made Simon’s balls boil over with wanting. Tell me what to do.

She let go of his hair and held out her open hand. “Show me your cock. Christian says you’re big, but he also reckons he’s average. I need to make sure I’m not being short-changed.”

Simon got back up on his knees and put the big dildo in her open hand.

“Oh, okay. This is nice,” she said, smiling and stroking it. “This will definitely do the job, providing you know how to use it, of course.” She squeezed close to the base, knowing Simon would feel it inside the sheath. “I’ll need lube though. Do you have lube?”

“Always.” Simon had put it on the bedside table ready for their Enrique roleplay, but Becca had been so wet they hadn’t needed it. He flicked the lid open and squirted a line along the top of the dildo.

Becca stroked the big cock, smoothing the lube all around the shaft, right down to the big rubber balls. “Does that feel good?”

“Not as good as it will in a moment.” Simon couldn’t feel a thing, but that giant dong in his wife’s little hand looked goddamn amazing.

“Do you think it’ll fit in my pussy?”

“I’ll make sure it does.”

“Make sure you’re gentle too, won’t you? Don’t shove it in me like some dog on the street.”

“Oh, I’ll take my time,” Simon said, channelling the power of the dildo. “I’m going to give it to you exactly the way you like it.”

“Then I’d like it in my pussy, thank you.” She directed the tip down between her open folds. “Mmm, this is going to be a tight fit.” She centred it over her opening. “Is Christian still there?”

“He is.”

“Make sure he’s watching my face. He’s never seen me take a real dick.”

Neither had Simon. He’d gotten a glimpse when Enrique slid into her, but then it had all gone wrong. He leaned in and, as he’d done earlier, slowly split his wife’s pussy with a fat, man-sized cock.

Becca arched back. “Oh! God.” The satin cami stretched enticingly across her erect nipples, and her eyebrows angled into a frown as she stretched to take the dick. “Damn that’s thick.”

It was only a few inches inside. Simon withdrew and fucked her slowly, letting her open and close over the tip. The lube was doing its job, making her pathway silky smooth.

Becca’s lips pursed into a small ‘o’, and she pulled at her pussy lips to get him seated more comfortably. “Deeper,” she said. “I can get three inches any time I like. I want to know what it’s like to have a proper dick inside me.”

Simon gave her more, relishing the delicious squeeze around his cock as the dildo’s hollow mid-section passed through her opening.

“Mmm, that feels good,” she said, rocking her hips to meet his strokes. “I’m going to be spoiled after this. I won’t want to go back to small dicks.”

Would she want to go back to his dick? It occurred to Simon he might not be doing himself the greatest of favours. He’d long suspected she craved a big cock and hearing her story before nothing short of confirmed it, so being proven right gave him mixed feelings.

“More,” Becca said, rising on her elbows and undulating with an erotic rhythm.

She already had as much as Simon had ever given her—more, considering the dildo’s massive girth. On this occasion, though, he had more to give. The lube, combined with Becca’s own flowing juices, made it effortless—he just leaned in and buried himself eight inches deep.

“Oh, God yes!” she cried, reacting with a cock-lust he’d never witnessed. Her chest was shaking, and she looked like she was struggling to get her breath. “Fuck me,” she pleaded, bending her knees and opening the angle to her cunt. “Fuck me hard.”

Simon began thrusting with his regular depth and pace, moving tentatively so as not to over-stimulate himself and pulling out only as far as his own cockhead, sheathed as it was in the longer hollow dildo. After a few strokes, though, he began feeling the natural rhythm of big-cock fucking and lengthened his stroke, giving Becca the whole cock, plunging in till he mashed into her soft cunt lips.

And she took it—hell, the way she was fucking back into him, she wanted it. “Yes! Yes!” She vocalised her encouragement as he went harder—harder than he’d ever fucked her, harder than he’d ever fucked anybody.

He felt powerful. For the first time in his life, Simon understood what it was like to be one of those guys. For him, sex had always been a precious gift he accepted from his partner. But this was the other way around—now he was dealing out the pleasure and Becca was on the receiving end.

Thwap! Thwap! His confidence burgeoning, he put his back into it and pounded the strokes home, the big rubber ball-sack slapping into Becca’s backside.

“Oh God! Oh yes! I’m gonna…” Becca’s words froze on her lips as her face melted in ecstasy.

Holy hell, she was going to come on his dick.

Becca lifted her heels and closed them around his back. Moaning, raking his chest with her nails, she convulsed beneath him, quivering as she came.

Simon had never watched her come so hard. She’d had some monumental orgasms with his head buried between her legs, but to see her just… erupt, pinned as she was beneath this giant, plunging cock—he realised he was sharing a unique moment with her, one she’d only ever experienced with bigger men.

“I want more!” she cried, coming down from the climax and lifting her hips again into his thrusts. “Are you watching, Christian? Are you fucking watching?”

Simon almost looked over his shoulder at the cuckolded boyfriend. This wasn’t becoming real; it was real. Becca was cucking her boyfriend… and she was loving it.

He gave her everything, bouncing her on the mattress, driving her up to the head of the bed and forcing her to grab hold and push herself back down. He couldn’t feel the friction or the slick heat of her cunt, but he felt the squeeze of her tunnel walls pressing in on the hollow dildo. Between that and the moaning, dishevelled, ravaged-wife tableau beneath him, he felt an all too familiar stirring in his balls that wouldn’t be denied.

“Yes!” Becca cried. “Harder. Show him how a proper man has sex.” She had herself braced now—hands pressing against the bedhead, legs spread and knees bent, driving her hips up into his pounding thrusts. “Make me come again. I want him to remember what it sounds like when I’m not faking.”

The dirty talk tipped Simon over. His balls convulsed, his dick pumped, and he sprayed his seed into the rubber sheath, all the while holding his breath so that Becca wouldn’t know he’d finished before her.

Her lips parted and her face tightened as a fresh climax threatened to rise up and consume her. “Please,” she begged. “I’m almost…”

Simon would love to have come with her, but it was too late. He was done and already softening. Awash with cum, the strap-on didn’t care and was ever-ready to please—it just needed someone to drive. Wanting to give her the full big-cock treatment, he hoisted her legs up to his shoulders and plunged himself fake-balls-deep, tearing a fresh shriek from her as he plumbed long-forgotten depths and pounded her in places his own cock would never reach.

“Yes! Yes!” She clutched at the bedsheets and pawed at Simon’s torso. Her hair lay in a tangled mess on the pillow, half of it flopped across her face. Her nipples stood to attention like twin soldiers beneath the cami.

Simon had never wanted to record a moment more than this. He’d love to upload it and send it to the real Christian, wherever he was. Their similarity—the fact that neither of them had been able to properly satisfy Becca with their cock—hadn’t escaped him. But now he’d found a way. And look at her go. I wish you really were watching, Christian, you dumb fuck.

With her ankles on his shoulders, Simon pressed her legs together around his driving strap-on, crushing it in her already too-tight cunt.

Becca bucked and quivered and once again exploded in orgasm, muttering thankyous and oh-gods under her breath as she came.

Simon eased back on the pounding and pumped her deep and slow through the climax, leaving her mostly filled and using the fat shaft to stir her like a bubbling cauldron.

──────

“Enough,” Becca sighed as she came down from her peak. She put a hand in the middle of Dion’s chest (because he was Dion; she’d accepted that simple lie) and pushed him away. He’d performed admirably but was no longer useful now she was satisfied.

His big cock withdrew with a long slurp, then he flopped down beside her and tried to take her in his arms.

“Get off me!” she cried, slapping his cock away from her leg. She wouldn’t allow herself to remember who was really trying to hold her, wouldn’t even think his name. “I don’t care if you’re not done. I am!”

“Becs, baby,” he said, sounding every bit like the Dion she remembered. “Don’t be like that.”

He tried to pull her close again, but she pushed him away. “I’m not your baby. I’m not your anything.” Dion’s words and disrespect had once weighed on her, but now, finally, she understood how little he truly mattered. “You’re a dick, Dion—literally and metaphorically—and that’s all you’ll ever be.” She closed her legs, enjoying the tender throb of her battered vulva. “Why would I ever need anything else from you?”

“I… I thought—”

“No, you didn’t. Dicks don’t think—they fuck. That’s all they’re good for.” She put a hand on his chest and shoved, almost toppling him from the bed. “You may go.”

“I—”

“You may go,” she said, more forcefully this time. How does it feel, bitch? “Christian can stay. I’m not done with him.”

There was a little gasp, which she knew was Simon realising the game was just beginning, and although she wanted to stay deeply immersed, she allowed herself some token enjoyment from his surprise.

She felt his weight leave the bed and subconsciously noted the tear of Velcro as he removed the strap-on and tossed it on the vacant side of the bed. It wouldn’t be the last time she enjoyed his new toy. Simon had been right all along—she really had longed for a sound fucking but just hadn’t realised it.

“Is he gone?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Becca smiled. She’d almost lost the thread of the roleplay, but that yes Ma’am helped her trace her way back. “I want to thank you, Christian.”

He sat on the bed beside her. “You do?”

“I do. If you’d been man enough to pay him instead of prostituting your girlfriend for a case of beer, I might never have learned what a pathetic lover you were.”

That made his breath catch. Becca tried not to smile. She’d been wanting to tell Christian that for a long, long time.

“In fact,” she continued, “I think it’s time we renegotiated the terms of our relationship. From now on, you’ll be restricted to servicing my smaller needs, such as they are—”

“Your smaller needs?”

“Like guiding me around campus, cleaning up after me, helping me masturbate—”

Another sharp breath from Christian.

“—and then when I need a man to fulfil my greater needs, you can help me find one. But not Dion again.” She wrinkled her nose. “Not until he learns his place.”

No response. Just expectant breathing.

“Christian?”

“Yes?”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Do you have anything to say about that?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Do you understand why I only want you to service my smaller needs?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I need you to tell me,” Becca said. “I need to make sure you understand.”

“Because I’m… smaller, Ma’am.”

“You’re not smaller, Christian. You’re above average—taller than me, even.”

That elicited a pronounced gulp. “Because I’m… because my dick is smaller. Ma’am.”

“It really is,” Becca said, frowning. The first part of roleplaying these events had been about her pleasure, but it was this moment, Christian’s pain, that she’d longed to relish. “I never truly realised how puny your little worm really is.” She emphasised the key adjective. “I mean, it barely even touches the sides, does it?”

“If you say so, Ma’am.” He sounded close to tears. And damn, didn’t that feel good, because Christian was a little prick in every sense, and he deserved what he got.

“I do say so,” Becca said evenly. “But that can’t come as a surprise. You never honestly believed your little tiddler could satisfy a woman, did you?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“Not her pussy, at least.” Becca made a show of contemplative thought as a new idea bloomed—a fresh form of punishment for Christian. “From now on, I’ll be reserving my pussy for cocks big enough to warrant the privilege. I might let you have my arse, though. I think it would hurt to have a real dick in there, so a little one might be just the ticket. What do you think?”

“I… I… What do I think about what, Ma’am?”

“Do you think you’re man enough to service my back passage?” Becca explained. “Not all the time, of course. Just when I’m sore from fucking real men.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Christian said. “I can do that.”

“Good.” Becca rolled over onto her front and rested her head on the backs of her hands. “You can start now. Use lots of lube.”

Would he do it? She was nervous enough for both of them. Anal sex had never interested her much, but dominating Christian, humiliating him—that was so damn satisfying. Offering her arse because he couldn’t have her pussy seemed such a natural progression.

He mounted the backs of her thighs, and she heard the tell-tale squirt of the bottle of lube.

“I’m waiting.” She’d tangled her feet in the straps of the dildo when she rolled over and now wondered what would happen if she grabbed it between her feet to give him a poke. It would get him moving, for sure.

His cockhead pressed between her cheeks. Just for sport, she clenched and squeezed him out.

Enough. Don’t be a bitch, Becca.

The next time he pressed, she tried to relax but still clenched involuntarily when he engaged her puckered ring.

Relax. Loosey-goosey.

She took a long breath and let it out, focusing on releasing her sphincter muscles. Three, two, one… relax. Her muscles softened, and with all the lube he’d used, Simon’s (no, Christian’s) dick slid smoothly inside.

Oh, jeepers! It felt bigger than it ever had in her pussy. And strange, as well. Squishy. He wasn’t fully hard.

As he pushed deeper, Becca focussed all her energy on keeping her rear hole relaxed. He moved in and out, gripping his shaft in one hand and having to feed it into her to keep it stiff. She’d slept with men who couldn’t regain an erection after two or three bouts of lovemaking, but never on the first try of the night. Her born-again version of Christian needed to lift his game.

“Let me know when you get it in,” she said, enjoying the chance to humiliate him some more. “I’ve never had a guy in there, so I want to remember this one.”

“It is in,” he said.

Becca laughed. “Not your pinkie finger, silly. Your cock.” She wiggled her backside, almost ejecting him. “Go ahead. You can put it in for real, now—I think I’m relaxed enough.”

That one elicited another miserable groan—music to her ears. He tried again to go deeper and got it a little way in, but he was nowhere near hard enough to go all the way.

Becca sighed dejectedly. “If I let you do this again, remind me to bring an audio book. Or,” she said, perking up, “some knitting. My gran taught me. I could probably knit a whole scarf by the time you got hard enough for me to stop and take notice.”

He pumped harder but succeeded only in mopping his soft shaft around between her lubed cheeks.

“I could make a teeny-tiny one for your teeny-tiny weenie. That’d look pretty, wouldn’t it—little Christian with a cute little peepee-scarf? What colour should it be? I’m not very good with colours. Maybe a boy’s shade—blue or red. We wouldn’t want anyone thinking your little guy was a swollen clitoris.”

From the sounds behind her, Christian was on the verge of tears, but that was just and fair in Becca’s books. He might have already paid for tonight’s perceived crimes, but she still had some older scores to settle. This roleplay, in her mind, wasn’t a do-over any longer. A do-over would mean letting go of those old experiences in favour of something new, but they were too much a part of her to set aside.

It wasn’t triumph Becca craved; it was revenge.

On his next out-stroke, she clenched and ejected him. “Oops,” she chirped. “Slippery little sucker.” She abruptly rolled over, tipping him off, then gathered the big strap-on from her feet as she sat up. “Come here,” she said, reaching for him. She got up on her knees facing him and traced down his body until she found his cock. It wasn’t completely floppy, but nor was it exactly hard. “It’s not very impressive, is it? Not like this one.” She ran the thick rubber cockhead around his cock and balls. “This one is so much more… manly. Don’t you think?” And then brightly, as the punishment idea she’d concocted a few minutes earlier took flight, “Here’s a good idea—we can trade places.”

“What?”

Becca cleared her throat in warning.

“I mean, I beg your pardon, Ma’am?”

“I meant that if you can’t be the man”—she slapped the giant dong into her palm—“then I’ll have to do it myself. Get on your knees and bend over.”

“Bec—!"

“I said, get on your knees. On the bed. I’m going to show you how a proper man gives anal.”

“I don’t—”

“I’m not asking,” she snapped, whacking him on the leg with the big shaft. “You couldn’t be the man, so now you get to be the woman.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Better. Help me on with this thing first.”

Becca gripped the shaft and held it to her groin while he tightened the straps around her waist and thighs. She stroked it root to tip, feeling some of the power and confidence that well-hung men like Dion must experience.

Once it was snugly positioned cupping her pussy, she delivered the clincher. “Don’t forget lube. You’re going to need it.”

Christian’s breathing sounded decidedly panicked, but he did it, smearing the whole eight inches with slick lube.

“Hurry up,” she said when she felt he’d done enough. “That arse of yours won’t fuck itself.”

Becca took up a position by the side of the bed and had him get on his knees in front of her. She stroked the giant cockhead between his cheeks, conjuring an echo from years earlier of herself bent over the dining table with Dion doing the same to her pussy. “Why am I doing this, Christian?”

“Because… you’re the man.”

“And you are…?”

“I’m the woman.”

She reached around and squeezed his soft cock. “Yes, you are, my little one. We’ll need to get some wood back in this matchstick if we ever want to light a fire, but in the meantime, I’m going to teach you how to take a dick.” She stroked the rounded head down his crack until she found the notch over his anus. “Are you ready?”

“Ma’am, I don’t know.” His voice was a croak.

“And I don’t care,” she said, thinking to herself he was lucky she’d even asked. She pushed hard, shoving it in his arse and eliciting a yelp of pain. “Now that you’re the girl, you need to make sure you’re always ready for cock, because you never know when guys like me will want to screw you.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he grunted through clenched teeth.

She had to steady the base of the dildo against the resistance of his until-recently virgin hole, moving it in and out, guiding it deeper with each stroke.

“This is just like how Dion fucked me that day,” she said, finally blowing away the do-over aspect of the roleplay. The do-over was gone, and this was now modern-day Christian on his knees in front of her, returned for one last hurrah to take his punishment. She tried to match Dion’s cadence—bang, bang, bang. “Do you remember watching? Do you still get hard thinking about what he did to me?”

“Yes.”

She hadn’t been expecting an answer to that, but it didn’t surprise her. Of course he’d enjoyed it—why else would he have watched? It made her angrier and she pushed even deeper, drilling the thick rubber cock all the way in to where she gripped it around the base.

Christian was rocking forwards on his knees, avoiding the full force of her thrusts.

“Oh, no you don’t,” Becca said, pushing him down and pulling his legs out from under him. “Don’t imagine for a second you’re in charge of this.” She climbed on top, straddling his arse. “In fact, don’t imagine you have any say at all. I’ll give it to you fast, if I want.” She double-timed a few quick thrusts. “I’ll give it to you deep.” She got her weight over it and drove the fat cock in all the way to the balls. Then, bouncing on him and using the full shaft, she told him, “And I’ll give it to you hard.” She kept going, pounding it home like a railway spike. She had to raise her voice over his pained cries. “Because I’m the guy.” She timed a thrust to that word! “I’ll decide who you fuck”—another thrust—“where you fuck”—another—“and how you fuck. Because that’s my prerogative. Your prerogative,” she growled, pounding away mercilessly like Jack Dempsey, “is to get fucked. Do you hear me? Get fucked, Christian. Fuck your soft little cock! Fuck you for setting me up with your friend! And fuck you for pissing all over my trust!”

Christian was lying beneath her, crying into the mattress as each thrust drove into his arse.

Becca rolled him onto his side and straddled his leg, lifting the other up to his chest. “You’re not a very good woman, you know? I would’ve come twice already with your buddy fucking me like this.”

She grabbed his soft cock, still slick with lube, and started jerking it. “Goodness,” she said, “it’s like milking a cow, isn’t it? Is this why you offered me to Dion—because you weren’t man enough to get hard for me?”

No response. Just another shuddering breath.

Becca kept fucking his arse and wanking his cock. “If you’re going to be the woman, you need to be able to come when a guy’s fucking you. They love that. Either that or you’ve gotta get good at faking it, because male egos are teenier than this little noodle.” She slapped his soft meat faster, heedless of her fist pounding so close to his balls.

“Oh… God…”

“God’s not here,” Becca said, reaming his arse hellishly to illustrate the point. “It’s just you and me—unless you lied about Dion leaving. Was he here earlier when we were undressed? Is that a little game you play with your bro, sharing girls, letting each other watch? Maybe I should be a bro and let him share you.”

“No… I never.”

“Never? Are you bullshitting me? What was your plan that night, Christian? Were you supposed to change places when he finished eating me?” The water-based lube was losing some of it slide. The base of his dick stayed firmly in her grip, but the knob now abraded in and out the top of her fist. “No, you wouldn’t want anyone watching you and your little dick. Which is why you let him fuck me—am I right? Because you’re a coward—a tiny-dicked coward. You’d rather watch your friend go to town on your girlfriend than let him see that you can’t.”

She wanked him faster while ploughing his arse long and deep, making him whimper in pain. His knob was hot in her hand from the friction.

They were way off script. Past and present, reality and roleplay—it was all confused in her mind. “Do you want me to stop? I wanted Dion to stop. At first. But then he made me come. I never told you that, did I? I came more times on his dick in fifteen minutes than in six months with you. I enjoyed it, in a weird, exploited way, because it was releasing. It released me from little men with little dicks who think trust is something you get for free.”

Christian’s whimpers became real groans of pain. His dick had ceased to be a sexual thing to Becca; it was now just an object of derision, a focal point for her boiling wrath.

“Well trust is not fucking free! Trust is precious—it has to be earned.” She drove in hard, putting her back into it. “But you wouldn’t know anything about that, would you? Because you never earned anything in your life.”

“Becca… Oh God…”

“Not my trust, not my respect, and you sure as hell never earned the right to share me with your fucking friend.” She pounded her fist into his groin so hard her arm ached. “Do you fucking understand? Can you get that shit into your tiny-dicked brain?”

Christian released another pained groan, then his semi-soft dick throbbed in her fist and spilled an ooze of warmth over her thumb.

“Jesus Christ!” Becca cried, recoiling. “You sick son of a bitch! I’m trying to teach you to be a human and you come in my fricking hand?” The frustration and anger flared together and took over her actions. “We’re done,” she screamed, grabbing him by the hair with her free hand and smearing the mess over his face. “Take your soft-dick cum and eat it, because no self-respecting woman is going to want it.” She longed to slap him, but an inner voice stayed her hand.

Frightened of what she might do next, she tore open the Velcro ties and abandoned the dildo, leaving it embedded in his arse. She was done. Done with Christian, done with the roleplay. She rolled off the bed to get away from him and ran for the bathroom, sliding the door shut behind her. Safe inside, she leaned back against the door and, amid the scent of her own soaps and perfume, was slowly transported back to the here and now.

Oh, Simon. What have I done?

She sank to the floor in a rising tide of shame and regret. Simon and Christian were different in all the ways that mattered, but it was their similarities that had made the roleplay so immersive. Physically, they were similar—especially inside their shorts—but their predilection for watching was the kicker. Becca couldn’t understand the attraction, but Christian had sat there and watched Dion fuck her, and Simon had actually admitted he would do the same.

When she’d started thinking about the watching, how creepy and predatory it was, that was when the fantasy had begun to unravel. At that point, it wasn’t just Christian she’d wanted to punish.

They weren’t the same, though—she understood that. Simon had explained his fantasy was about her sexuality, about indulging her own passions. Christian hadn’t even considered her feelings—he’d just been kowtowing to Dion.

And dick size? Simon more than made up for any shortcomings. Unlike Christian, he’d never left her lying there without at least one climax.

The things she’d said to him, though.

Let me know when you get it in.

She’d humiliated the man she loved, and she’d done it wilfully and viciously. She’d probably just flushed three years of marriage down the toilet. Simon hadn’t asked for any of that, nor had he deserved it. He’d only been playing a role. Becca, however, had played herself, and now her husband could see her for what she truly was.

Someone unworthy of his trust.

──────

Simon rolled onto his side and groaned at the flopping weight of the dildo still lodged in his arse. He pulled it out without looking, hoping there was nothing unspeakable stuck to the end (like his appendix!) and left it on the bedcovers. He clenched his sphincter, but it was like trying to make a fist with frozen fingers—nothing down there responded.

It had been his first time getting pegged, but he didn’t need prior experience to understand he’d been administered a Grade-A reaming. Becca must really hate Christian. He hadn’t realised how much from the stories she’d told—probably he’d been too focussed on the details of Dion’s fucking to understand the nuance of Christian’s betrayal.

He got the nuance now. Boy, he got it alright. Big-time. Christian was an arsehole who’d gotten what he had coming—or at least, Simon had gotten it on his behalf. She’d had him worried when she stepped out of the do-over fantasy into straight out revenge. That had been some serious shit she dealt out.

And it had hurt. Wow. The insults, the giant schlong reaming his arse, the ball-bashing and wanking him dry after he’d already come inside the dildo—it had been tough going, tougher than he’d ever admit to her. But it had been worth it. Enduring a little short-term pain to relieve a burden she’d carried for years—that was a no-brainer. Of course he’d do that for her.

Seeing her flourish as a dominant woman had been the cherry on top. She’d always been bold, persistent and decisive, so Simon had never imagined her incapable of dominance. Witnessing her in action though—that had been something else. A few times there, he’d felt that blow torch turned on himself, especially her comments about his soft dick. Those had stung.

At the same time though, the abuse had been… somehow exciting. She wanted better sex than he could provide. She knew she deserved it too, and yet still she chose him. Having her come back to him even though he’d disappointed her was the ultimate compliment.

The bathroom door slid open. “Simon?” she said tentatively.

He rolled to face her, wincing at the flop of his punished cock and balls. “How are you feeling?”

She stepped into the bedroom. “How are you feeling?”

“A bit sore,” he said, touching his rubbed-raw dick and instantly regretting it. “Sorry I couldn’t… you know.” Get it up.

She came to him on the bed and snuggled into his body. “I’m sorry I…”

“Pegged me like a little bitch?”

Becca laughed out loud. “Christian was a little bitch. If you weren’t so good at playing him, I’d have gone a lot easier.” She kissed his nose.

“I’m glad you didn’t,” he said.

“You’re what?”

“I’m glad you didn’t. I got to see a new side of you.”

Becca huffed and muttered, “An ugly side.”

“Not ugly.” Simon was unsure how to express it. “You were incredible, like one of those Norse Valkyries that decide who lives in battle and who dies.”

“A Valkyrie, huh? Does the job come with leather lingerie?”

“Not everyone’s cut out for it,” he said, ignoring the deflection and focussing on what he was trying to say. “You’re a natural, though.”

“But what if you’re one of the warriors I decide has to die?”

“What if I am? Are you telling me you didn’t enjoy dishing it out?”

“You make me sound awful.”

“It’s not awful to dominate someone who wants to submit,” Simon said, stroking her hair. “I’d never deny you something you wanted, and if I get to watch, it’s a price I’m happy to pay.”

“No pay, no play?” Becca asked snuggling in tight and rubbing her cami-clad breasts against his chest.

Simon kissed her. “Something like that.”

“I’ve got a confession,” Becca said.

“Mmm?”

She giggled. “I’m still horny.”

“What a coincidence,” Simon said, feigning seriousness. “I’m still hungry.”

With a little squeal of excitement, Becca scampered into position straddling his face in reverse, and Simon noticed for the first time her pussy was caked in cum. His first instinct, one that sent electricity sparking through his veins, was that she had a bull secreted in the bathroom who had quickly cream-pied her in the few minutes she’d been gone. What he was looking at though, was his own cum—it had leaked out of the hollow dildo while she’d been fucking him.

She probably didn’t even realise—

“Problem?” she asked. There was a gleeful note in her voice that made him wonder whether she knew.

Clean her out, cuck!

“No problem,” he replied, dipping his tongue tentatively into her cummy snatch. It wasn’t so bad. If he did a good job, she’d never find out he came earlier in the dildo.

Becca rubbed herself into his face, moaning happily as he cleaned her out. “Have I told you lately how much I love you?”

“Not that I remember,” Simon said, coming up for air.

“Well, I do. And I’ll love you more once you’ve cleaned Dion’s goo out of my pussy.”

She knew.

As he lapped again at her slit, this time he tasted the potent foreign seed of another man, and it sent a shamefully exciting buzz through his loins.

Grinding her cunt into his face, Becca lay down on his chest and tummy and took his tender, chafed cock in hand.

Simon flinched. “Still sensitive.”

“You told me you’d never deny me something I wanted,” Becca said, her tone once again teasing but still assertive. “Or did I hear that wrong?”

“Bec—” He didn’t get to finish. His breath caught when she took him in her mouth and began gently sucking.

Simon clenched his fists and took it because that was what his loving wife wanted. Before long, he felt strong enough to return to cleaning out her pussy, and soon after that, he began getting hard again.

Not for a second, however, did he ever wonder about what he might have unleashed.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Fourteen

The following morning, Sunday, Becca and Simon took Barney for a long walk. They shared most pastimes, but there were few Becca enjoyed as much as walking the dog together. Letting Simon take Barney’s leash, she would just hold his hand and trust him to guide her around tripping hazards and overhanging branches. Trusting him to guide her safely gave her a warm glow. And never once did he let her down.

They usually followed one of the many walking trails by the creek or through the forest, and then after stopping for lunch in town, she would put Barney in his harness and let him guide them both home. It was a reminder, not that a trained guide dog needed it, that he’d be back at work full time the next morning.

They’d been out more than an hour and were making their way back to town. Simon had been uncharacteristically quiet. She’d noticed something a little different in his gait and wondered whether the pegging had been too hard on him. It sparked a moment of guilt for how she’d treated him. Only a moment, though. Becca had been silent for her own reasons as she reflected on the previous evening. Simon had encouraged the roleplay with Christian and Dion because it might be therapeutic. It ended up being so much more; it had been liberating.

“The sun’s nice,” she said, trotting out the smallest of small talk. “We could sit outside and have lunch at… you know, the place we went to that time.”

“The place with the food?” Simon asked dryly.

“The fancy one with the complimentary snacks.”

“They weren’t snacks. They were leftovers from the last people at the table,” Simon said, finding his humour. “I probably should have said something at the time, but you seemed to be enjoying yourself.”

Becca chuckled politely, relieved he wasn’t giving her the silent treatment. “You’re so mean to me,” she said, leaning into his body.

“Moi? I don’t think I’m game to be mean—not now I know the consequences.”

Becca smiled and made a mental note—smaller dildo next time. “Last night was different,” she said, pouring water on the fire even though Simon’s tone suggested it was already out. “I was punishing Christian, not you.”

“Mmm.” Simon didn’t sound convinced. “You know, you never told me how it felt.”

“Hurting you? It felt awful. I still feel awful.” Which was kind of true. She did feel awful when she thought about hurting Simon, but hurting Simon wasn’t precisely where her mind went when she thought about the previous night. Reclaiming the personal autonomy she’d given away that time so long ago… And the big-cock fucking—her memory had been replaying that on a tight loop all morning.

“It didn’t seem like you minded,” Simon said, his voice gently probing. “Not at the time.”

“I didn’t,” Becca said matter-of-factly, not wanting to dwell on the punishment lest Simon discover how much she really had enjoyed it. “But you were Christian, remember. I don’t care about him.”

They stopped while Barney pooped beside the path. Simon had the bags and cleaned up after him—an undignified chore made even worse when Becca had to feel around for it.

She heard a bicycle coming and stepped off the path behind Simon to make room. Barney took the movement as an invitation for scritches while Simon picked up after him.

“Hey Barnaby Rudge, you wanna go in the harness on the way home?” she asked, crouching and ruffling his neck fur. “You wanna earn your keep and guide Mama for a while?”

Barney chuffed. Being in the harness wasn’t work for him. Serving his mama was a reward in itself, and he’d do it seven days a week if she needed.

Simon stood and took Becca’s hand again. “What about Dion?”

“I care even less about him. At least Christian was good for guiding me around Campus. Dion wasn’t good for anything.”

“Maybe one thing,” Simon said with traces of a smile in his voice. “A big one, if I remember correctly.”

Becca felt herself blushing. “Fine. One thing.” A breeze was blowing her hair; she smoothed it back behind her ears, recentering herself. “Not that I need anything that big.” The white lie was warranted, in her judgement, to preserve her husband’s dignity.

“Really?”

“Totally unnecessary,” she said, strapping in and trying to sell the make-believe, if only to herself. “Dion wasn’t even that big.”

“O-o-o-kay… I thought you said—”

“Oh, sure, he was a little thicker than last night’s version, but not as…” The lie wouldn’t come out cleanly. “Look, maybe he was a bit longer—I honestly don’t care to remember because I’ve never missed it.” Realising she was babbling, she closed her mouth with a snap.

Simon was quiet. Contemplatively so.

Becca sighed. He was going to stew on this if he didn’t get it out of his system. “Simon, do you really want to talk about dicks? I quite like dicks, and if they’re what you want to talk about, I can go all day.”

“It’s just… your vibrator is kind of big.”

“Em bought it for me. I was probably as surprised as you.”

“Pleasantly surprised?”

Becca shrugged. “It gets the job done. I’m not planning on sending it back.”

“The strap-on got the job done, too. A couple of times.”

Becca sniffed. “Then I won’t send it back, either.”

Simon moved them over to let another bicycle past. “If you prefer them bigger, that’s okay. I was just curious because you really seemed to enjoy it.”

…more than you do with mine. That was the unfinished postscript to that sentence. Becca was on treacherous, ego-slaying ground and would need to step carefully. Why was Simon leading her through this minefield?

“I haven’t given it much thought,” she mused. Which was somewhat true. Handling her vibrator herself, she’d forgotten how goddam satisfying it was to lie back and have a guy feed you so much cock you couldn’t close your legs. The previous night had been a very pleasant reminder. “Big ones are nice, I guess. I probably come a little faster, not that that’s necessarily a good thing.”

“And harder.”

“Okay, that’s one good thing.”

“And more often.” He guided her to the side of the path, and the sound of a lapping tongue suggested Barney had stopped at the doggie water fountain. They must be close to the end of the path.

“Fine. Two,” she conceded. For a guy with a five-inch cock, Simon’s choice not to let this go was perplexing. Did he want her to hurt his feelings? “I assume you have a point.”

“I was thinking,” Simon ventured. “If that’s what you prefer—”

“Are you offering to wear it all the time?” she crowed, figuring she’d call his bluff. “I could renew my wedding vows with Enrique.”

“Or we could…”

“We could what?”

“I mean, we could find a guy. A real Enriq—”

“No, Simon. I told you yesterday, I’ll never have another—”

“We had fun though, didn’t we—getting ready for him?”

Goosebumps rose on Becca’s chest remembering the anticipation as Simon dressed her. “Getting ready, yes. But do you remember what happened after that? I still have a bump on my head from crashing into the wall.”

Simon led them back onto the walking path. “That was because I didn’t tell you everything. Once you were in control… you know, with Dion…”

“But it wasn’t Dion. It was you. Isn’t that even better? You got to be the bull.”

Simon was quiet.

“You do like having sex with me, don’t you Simon?”

“Of course I do. Last night, though—you were… different.”

“Different?”

“Amazing. I wanted to sit back and…”

“Watch me fuck?”

“Mm-hmm.”

Was he serious? “Another guy?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“And what would you be doing? And please don’t say jerking off.”

“I’d be doing… whatever you told me.”

“Ahh,” Becca said. She thought she finally understood. It was the cuckold fantasy from the video he’d watched, and he’d be waiting for the bull to splooge inside her. “You’d be waiting your turn. To make me yours again.”

“If you let me.”

Becca had to shake her head. “What’s that supposed to mean? Why wouldn’t I let you?”

“How did it feel with Christian?” he asked. “Did you like telling him what to do?”

“Simon, I’m confused. Are you changing the subject?”

“Christian was only allowed to do what you let him,” Simon said quietly. “And then when he couldn’t, you had to discipline him.”

“He deserved that.”

“But…”

“But what?”

“Some guys… don’t mind the discipline.”

“I see.” Was he saying he was one of those guys?

“And some Dommes don’t mind dishing it out.”

“Dommes… Like, a dominatrix?”

“It seemed like you enjoyed it.”

They walked in silence for a bit while Becca replayed the memory of pegging him, remembering the powerful feeling of being in control.

“Tell me how it felt,” Simon prompted, “dominating someone.” His voice changed a little when he said that word.

“It felt…” She wasn’t sure she was brave enough to say how damn sexy it had felt. Humiliating Christian had made her wet. What sort of person did that make her?

“Pretty good?”

“I guess.”

“Powerful?”

“It was kind of powerful,” she said, slightly put off that Simon seemed to read her thoughts so easily. She wondered whether she was giving away visual clues. “I guess I felt…” She trailed off again.

“What?”

“It’s silly.”

“Tell me,” Simon said. “I’m a good judge of silly. Your mis-matched shoes, for instance. They look silly.”

Becca snorted. “You’re so mean to me.”

“That’s been established,” Simon said. “As opposed to your feelings about domination.”

There it was again. “It felt…” Becca finally thought of the word. “Potent,” she finished.

“Potent.” Simon repeated the word thoughtfully. “Like weed-killer?”

“More like the opposite of impotent,” she said, unsure whether she’d be able to explain it adequately. “Like, if impotent is when you feel nothing you do matters, and you have no control over anything—”

“Which was how Christian and Dion made you feel.”

“—then potent was like I controlled everything,” Becca finished. “I’ve never felt like that before. I do at work, sometimes, but never in the bedroom.”

“Mmm,” Simon said, that smile back in his voice. “I would have noticed.”

Was he teasing her? “That makes me sound awful, doesn’t it?”

“Not to me.”

That was unexpected… or was it? Becca had learned a lot about kinky stuff this weekend and was struggling to adjust. “Are you saying…?” She wasn’t sure how to put it. “Simon, do you want an… arrangement?”

“I want to see you like you were last night,” he said. “Except, all the time.”

“Fucking other men?”

“Big men.”

“Humiliating you? Punishing you? Withholding sex?”

“Making sure I earned it.”

Becca giggled. “No sex until you polish the silver.”

“Is that a euphemism?”

She laughed again, mentally filing it away for later use in the bedroom. “You always polish the silver before we do it, anyway.”

“You could get me to polish…”

“The bronze?”

It was Simon’s turn to laugh. “Exactly.”

“Eww. You don’t want to polish there.”

Silence. Just the birds tweeting in the trees.

“Do you?”

Simon didn’t answer, but his grip tightened on her hand.

“Hmph.” Becca was quickly having to adjust her no-longer-vanilla perceptions of Simon’s sexuality. “Live and learn.”

She had to run the whole thing through her head a few times, and she still wasn’t sure she got it. Could she treat her husband like that? Definitely. It was just another roleplay, and they both enjoyed those. Could she have sex with another guy in front of him? No. That was a step too far. She understood Simon’s point of view. It was just a dick—no different to a dildo, albeit a fully-autonomous one. Having a big bull on speed dial wasn’t so much different to having a vibe in her bottom drawer. But dicks came with baggage—Dion had taught her that much, at least.

But… she would be in control.

Now that idea right there, that kindled her fires.

She heard car engines, the sound of the main road. They were almost back in town. Her husband had given her plenty to think about.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Fifteen

Simon guided them to Capri, an alfresco café-bar that served complimentary ramakins of roasted chickpeas when they delivered the menus. They sat on adjacent sides of a small outdoor table so they could both face the warm sunshine. The waitress almost fell into the trap of offering Becca a menu, but quickly rotated and handed it to Simon before retreating with the spare. He enjoyed these little public pantomimes but only shared the most amusing ones with Becca.

He ordered the BLT for himself and the warm chicken salad for her after listing out the things he knew she’d like. They were brought out shortly after by the owner himself along with a few offcuts of raw beef in a dog-bowl for Barney, who wolfed them beneath the table.

While they were still eating, Becca leaned slightly closer—a gesture Simon recognised as one where she wanted to talk discreetly but couldn’t tell who was listening.

“There’s only an old couple behind you,” he said in a low voice. “I don’t think they’ve heard much since The Beatles toured.” The ambient noise from the road also provided a more than adequate screen.

“I was thinking…”

“About?”

She gave him a sexy grin that curled up from one corner of her mouth. “About what we were discussing earlier…”

Simon leaned closer. “Oh, yes?” He wasn’t accustomed to hearing her talk dirty but was quickly developing an appetite. Their talk about experimenting with a FemDom relationship had gone better than he could have expected.

“You know how you brought home a surprise when you were out yesterday?”

She meant the strap-on. “Enrique?”

“If I wanted to get you a surprise—a big surprise, I mean—I’d need Em to help.”

Simon’s heart rate doubled. Was she talking about hiring a bull?

“But then,” she went on, “she’d know what I had planned. Would you be okay with that?”

What could he say? Those two were so close, he assumed Emily knew pretty much everything there was to know anyway. If Becca fucked a bull, Em would probably know about it before he did. Instead of answering, he chose to turn it into a game. “Are you asking me”—he leaned closer still—“or are you telling me, Ma’am?”

Becca reddened at that word and took a moment to recover her composure. “What if I was telling you?”

Simon was getting hard. He finished off the last mouthful of his BLT and, checking for listening passers-by, replied, “That would be your prerogative, Ma’am.” Prerogative. It was a word Becca had used in their roleplay, and it encapsulated all that was sexy and exciting about dominant women.

“In which case,” Becca said, adopting a formal head-mistress-y tone, “I shall tell her everything.”

Simon licked his lips, which felt suddenly dry. “Everything?”

“Everything we did last night, for starters.”

The pegging. His blood turned to fire.

“I shall tell her”—Becca beckoned him closer and whispered in his ear—“how you licked your own cum out of me—”

“No…”

“—and pretended it was somebody else’s.”

Becca grazed his cheek with hers. “Does that turn you on?”

Simon couldn’t form words.

“It turns me on,” she whispered. “I’m playing with myself under the table. Do you want to smell my fingers?”

That was an easy one. “Yes.”

Becca forked a piece of chicken from her bowl, then plucked it off the tines and held it out for him.

Simon took it between his teeth but didn’t pull away, staying instead to inhale the scent of her fingers. That wasn’t marinade. At least, it wasn’t the marinade Capri had used on the chicken.

Becca released the morsel and ran a slick fingertip across his upper lip, leaving a trail of her scent.

He’d been marked. Owned. Swallowing the chicken, he released a breath before slowly inhaling, taking a long, deep draught of his wife’s essence. When was she talking about doing this—tonight? This afternoon? In a few hours, he could be watching his sweet, loving wife lie back and take a big fat dick right between her—

“I’ve changed my mind,” Becca said, turning her head in profile and appearing to look dismissively off into the distance. “About Emily organising your surprise.”

“You have?” Simon’s heart sank.

“You shall help me, instead.”

“You want me to…” Simon tried to swallow and almost choked. “You want me to choose one for you?”

“No, I’ll choose,” she said. “You just need to take me to the sex shop. That way you’ll know exactly what I buy and what I plan to do with it.”

“What…?” Simon’s head spun. The sex shop? “What will you buy?”

“I’m not sure, yet. A dildo, maybe? Or a machine. Something that can do me while you watch.”

Not a bull. Simon had never been so relieved that she couldn’t read the disappointment on his face. He retreated to the bar to settle the bill and used the time to refocus. This wasn’t all bad. It wasn’t even half bad. A big mechanical fucking-machine ploughing his wife while he watched… he could get into that.

Returning to the table, his thoughts more centred, he leaned down and scratched Barney behind his ear. “Come on, Barn, time to get up. Mama’s taking us shopping.”

──────

Simon led Becca to the sex shop where he’d bought the big hollow dildo the previous day.

“The sign says, ‘No dogs’,” he said, regarding Barney on his pet-dog walking leash.

“Put his harness on,” Becca said, her voice telling Simon everything he needed to know about the likely survival of their ‘No dogs’ policy. “You walk behind me.”

The submissive role was still new to Simon, but he slipped comfortably into it like an old pair of slippers. “Yes, Ma’am.” He took Barney’s harness out of his backpack and quickly fitted it to the dog who, having last guided Becca more than a day ago, was smiling with doggy anticipation. “Here you go,” he said, placing the handle in her hand.

“It’s this one?” Becca asked, pointing at the shop they stood in front of.

“That’s it. Are you sure you don’t want me to—?”

“I’m sure.” Becca kissed the air, making sure she had the dog’s attention. “Barney, inside.”

Barney led her straight past the ‘No dogs’ sign and through the door, with Simon following three paces behind. Barney knew to lead her to a person who might or might not be a sales assistant (he got it right about half the time) and quickly found the sales counter, behind which was none other than Simon’s Kiwi stoner friend, Chum.

“Hello,” Becca said when Barney stopped and sat. “Do you work here?”

“Hey, bro,” Chum said in a warm but awkward display of gender neutrality. “I dunno if you’d call it work. My grandad always said if you find something you love, you won’t work a day in your life.” He came around to Becca’s side of the counter. “How can I help you?”

“I’m interested in your wearable dildos.”

She sounded nervous to Simon but was masking it with her no-nonsense office voice. He approved. Heartily.

“Not too big, though,” she went on. “It’s for pegging my husband.”

The BLT in Simon’s stomach turned to stone.

“But not too small, either. I don’t want to do any damage—I just need to teach him his place.”

Simon’s knees felt wobbly. Becca was dominating him. Not in the way he’d imagined, which was far more bedroom oriented, but the effect was physical nonetheless. There was a very real chance he might look up in a moment and find himself sprawled on the floor.

“A strap-on?” Chum was a professional; he didn’t even look Simon’s way. “Sure, we’ve got tons. Come with me.”

“Barney, follow.”

Chum checked behind him to make sure Barney and Becca were following. “That’s a pretty good dog you got there,” he said, obviously more in tune with assistance-animal policy than first appearances suggested. “I was blind once. Bad batch of Molly at Splendour in the Grass. I sure could’ve used a guy like him to help find the port-a-loos.”

Becca smiled. “Is that so?”

People shared vision-impairment anecdotes with her almost daily. She’d told Simon she found most of them tiresome, but he could tell this one had amused her. Chum was an amusing kind of guy.

“Along here,” Chum said, pointing unhelpfully to the lower shelf, “you’ve got your all-in-ones with the shaft built into the harness. Here you’ve got your rigs with interchangeable shafts.” He indicated the higher shelf. "And down on the end”—he stepped forward to the end-display—“you’ve got your strapless.”

“Strapless?”

Simon could only see Becca in part-profile, but it was impossible to miss the corner of her smile. He knew that look; she’d discovered something wonderful and new.

“My missus calls ’em the Aston Martin of ladycocks,” Chum said, picking out a translucent pink V-shaped toy with a sturdy vaginal plug at one end and an imposing seven-inch shaft at the other. “Sleek, stylish, and built for speed.”

“Can I feel it?” Becca asked, holding out her hands. “I love the idea of no straps.” She accepted the pink toy from Chum and turned it over in her hands, finding the two separate shafts and frowning. “Which bit goes where?”

“This end goes in you,” Chum said, touching the hand holding the plug. “The other one is for wherever you want to stick it.”

“In my husband,” Becca said. “Will this slip while I’m wearing it? Because I plan on doing him hard.”

Simon felt woozy. This must be how boxers felt taking a combination to the jaw. It wasn’t good, exactly, but there was something satisfying about being able to take it and remain standing. He circled into the adjacent aisle to be less-obviously standing three paces behind and watched his wife’s hands play over the two phallic shafts, both of which were longer and thicker than his own.

“These are actually sturdier than a lot of the rigs,” Chum said. “You feel this joint?” He guided Becca’s hands and flexed the U-shaped brace joining the two shafts. “That baby clamps over your nethers like a pit-bull. Ream him into next week if you want—he’ll give up long before it does.”

Another uppercut. Simon was having trouble focussing his eyes.

Becca nodded contemplatively. “Into next week—you say?” She measured the girth of the main shaft with a suggestive stroke. “I already have a big one, though. Do you have something smaller? I’d prefer one nearer his size,” she went on. “You know, show him how to use it properly and all.”

The implication wasn’t lost on Simon, nor would Chum fail to notice. A woman with a plastic dick could fuck me better than he does. Even if she was just playing a role, there was a kernel of painful truth in each of those barbs.

Chum swapped her dildo for a blue one. “This one’s popular with beginners.” The main shaft was modestly slim and shorter than the first one—about Simon’s size.

Becca wrinkled her nose, closing the little dildo in her fist. “Ugh, I wish he was this big. Is this the smallest you have?”

“Well, there is one, maybe…” Chum found her a very dainty red one, the shaft of which looked more like a clit tickler than a dildo. “We call this one a Micro. I’ve sold a few to lesbian couples trying penetration for the first time, but they always come back wanting something bigger.”

Becca stroked the tiny dick. “What do you think, Simon?” she said, holding it up. “We could play locker-room, and you wouldn’t be the littlest.”

Simon’s humiliation had topped out; it neither waxed nor waned. Floating free in a sea of indignity, he put out a hand to steady himself but instead knocked over a display of butt plugs.

Becca sighed and turned back to Chum. “I don’t know. It hardly seems worth it.”

“I can probably shave off a few bucks—”

“No, I mean, it hardly seems worth the effort.” She sighed disappointedly. “Nobody enjoys a small dick, do they? I’m probably being vain to think I could do a better job with so little.” She handed it back to Chum. “But hey,” she said, brightening up, “at least it’d stay hard, right?”

Simon wanted the floor to swallow him up.

“Enough about my husband’s problems,” Becca said, seemingly oblivious to Simon’s torment. “How about something for me?”

Thank God.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Well,” she said, a naughty smile dawning on her face, “after five years with one man, I recently rediscovered the joy of being reamed.”

Simon wilted again. Geez, at least tell him I did it and it wasn’t another guy.

“You want something big?” Chum asked.

“Big is good, but hey”—Becca gave him a jokesy laugh—“it’s been a while, so these days I’d probably settle for average.”

“Yeah, no worries. We’ve got all sizes. Vibes, dildos—”

“I have some of those,” Becca said. “But it’s not the same when you’re holding it yourself, you know? I’m looking for something a little more…”

“We’ve got strap-ons your husband can wear—I sold one just yesterday to a…” Chum seemed to notice Simon for the first time. “Oh, hey bro. I thought I recognised you. How’s it hanging?”

Simon nodded a greeting. He was too mortified for words.

Chum turned back to Becca. “Sounds like you already got one of them, too.”

“And it’s lovely,” Becca said. “But I’d prefer something where he can watch rather than participate.”

“Mmm,” Chum said, scratching his chin. “Like a Sybian. Or if you wanna get reamed, one of them mechanical fucking machines. They’re pricey, but I could get one in.”

Becca smiled prettily. “Pardon the pun, right?”

“Say what?”

“Never mind. How much are the machines?”

“I’d have to look it up. The cheap desktop jobs you see on the Internet are like one or two hundred, but if you want something that’s really going to clean you out, you’ll need a proper floor-standing model. They won’t leave any change from a grand, and they only go up from there.”

Becca sucked air through her teeth.

“Yeah, I know,” Chum said, shrugging. “That’s why I don’t have the floor stock. But look, if you’re not gonna be in restraints, I reckon you’d be better off with a stick-on. My missus—”

“A stick-on?”

“Yeah, like a big dick with a suction cup end. They stick to glass, plastic, tiles—so they’re great in the bathroom. My missus sticks hers to the polished timber bedhead. Sometimes I come to bed late and it’s still hanging there.”

Becca giggled. “A situation you could avoid by going to bed earlier.”

“That’s what she says. But hey, until they make one that mows the lawn, I reckon she’ll keep me.” He stepped back and moved past the next aisle. “They’re just down here. You want to check ’em out?”

“Barney, follow.” Becca turned her head in Simon’s direction. She wasn’t looking for him (although that was the way it seemed), she was listening for him. The subtext was clear.

Simon, follow.

She didn’t need his help to buy a dildo, so this performance was undoubtedly for his benefit—and by God, he’d better enjoy it.

Did he enjoy it, though? The jury was still out. He’d rarely felt this alive, and he hadn’t felt so nervous or vulnerable since the day he’d first spoken to her on the train. He’d never been so humiliated, that was for sure—not last night getting pegged and cock shamed, not even the time his mother had caught him masturbating as a teenager. This was a new personal low.

Chum led them in a little train—Barney, then Becca, and then Simon bringing up the rear as the little red caboose. “Here’s our big stuff,” Chum said, stopping in a ‘for her’ aisle of DIY big-dong pleasure. “What’s your idea of big, if it’s not a personal question? Because everyone’s different.”

“Okay, well,” Becca began thoughtfully. “I would’ve called six inches big on any given day since my wedding, but that doesn’t exactly runneth the cup over, if you know what I mean.”

“So, like seven or eight?”

“Ummm?”

“We can go bigger. Nine, ten, twelve? This one’s nine inches.” He gave her a dick a bit bigger than the strap-on Simon had bought.

“It is big,” she said equivocally, hefting and waggling the cock. “But it’s not too big. Does that make sense?”

Chum nodded. “I hear you.”

“I sound so greedy.” She laughed nervously, handing back the toy. “For a girl accustomed to four or five inches—”

Five and a half!

“—I should be more grateful.”

“No, bro,” Chum said. “I get it. My missus is the same. She likes to keep it real when it’s attached to a guy, but when she’s in the driver’s seat—”

“That’s it exactly,” Becca said, touching a palm to her chest. “It’s hard to trust someone else with something that big.”

Chum pulled out the biggest dildo Simon had seen in the flesh. It was well over a foot long. The suction cup at the base was as big as his palm, and not even Chum’s man-size hand could grip all the way around.

“Oh my,” Becca said when he handed it to her. “Barney, stay.” She had to let go of the harness to grapple the giant cock, running her hands back and forth over the bulging veins, finding the head and tracing the circumcised knob with her fingers. “And this sticks to wood?” she asked, handling the giant suction cup.

“Polished wood, yep.”

Simon pictured the polished oak headboard on their own bed. Their marital bed. And Becca was going to use it to mount the biggest dick she’d ever handled.

“Does it stay up?” she asked.

“That doesn’t matter so much once you’ve got it in,” Chum said. “The more important question is once you get going, will it come unstuck? Can I show you something?” He took the dick back from Becca, who seemed reluctant to let it go, and moved to one of the pillars supporting the ceiling. It was lined with mirror tiles.

Barney stood to follow, and Becca took up the harness again.

“You’ve gotta moisten the cup,” Chum said, plucking a wet wipe from a dispenser placed seemingly for this exact purpose (there were many rings on the mirror marking previous demonstrations) and swiping it over the sucker. “Do you want to stick it on yourself?”

“You do it,” Becca said. “I’ll probably miss and stick it to Simon.” She struck a thoughtful pose as though considering the merits of such a happy accident, then broke and laughed at her own joke. Chum chuckled along too.

Chum slapped the sucker onto the mirror at around waist height and released it. It hung roughly as Simon would have expected, curling out and downwards to a forty-five-degree angle. “Try to pull it off,” he said.

“Oh,” Becca said, “I shouldn’t let go of the dog.” She turned unerringly to Simon. “Simon, why don’t you try?”

“Oh, ah…? It looks pretty solid to me. I’m willing to take his word—”

“Simon.” No-nonsense voice. “Try to pull it off.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Simon stepped around Becca and Barney and regarded the monster dick hanging from the pillar, still bobbing insouciantly from when Chum had released it.

There was simply no dignified way to do this. He took it in one hand, noting dully that his fingers came no closer than Chum’s to closing around it, and tugged. The suction cup flexed but showed no signs of releasing. “Yep, it’s stuck on alright.”

“Do it properly, Simon,” Becca said, a decidedly clipped note of admonishment in her voice.

Simon looked around to see who was watching. It was only Chum.

“Go ahead, bro. Trust me, it won’t go off in your hand.”

Simon took it in both hands—tug-o-war style—and took up a brace position, leaning back and making a decent show of it. He even put in a grunt of effort for Becca’s benefit.

“Properly, Simon. This is for me.” She came to him and touched his arm. “You care about my pleasure, don’t you?”

Simon was cornered. With Becca right there, her hand on his body tracing his movements, he got down and pulled that giant cock as hard as he could. He braced a foot against the wall. He yanked at it, grunting, trying it at different angles. He hauled that rubber meat till he was red in the face. “I can’t…” he groaned, finally giving up.

“Thank you for trying properly,” Becca said.

And just like that, the blackness that had been threatening to swallow Simon cleared and he stepped back into the light of Becca’s love.

Becca released Barney’s harness and took the cock from Simon, following it down to the wall and peeling the suction cup free. “I think this will be fun. Buy it for me?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’ll grab one in a box and wrap it up,” Chum said.

“That’s okay,” Becca replied. “My husband will carry it home like this.”

“Becc—”

“I’m joking, Simon. You can pay, but this will be the last time you touch it. If you behave though, I’ll let you watch.”

Chum took the cock from her. “I’ll grab that box.” He put the demo-dong back on the display and took a packaged one from the bottom shelf. “Here we go, let’s ring it up at the counter.”

“Barney, follow,” Becca said. “You too, Simon.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Sixteen

Becca had just finished putting away the last of the dinner dishes when Emily arrived home, coming through the side door into the living room as was usual for her.

“Hey Becs. Only me.”

“Are you on your own?”

“Yup. Flying solo. You too, huh?”

“Simon’s gaming in the study.”

“Oh. ‘Gaming.’”

“Did you just do sarcastic air-quotes with your fingers?”

“Sometimes I swear you can see. Just a little bit.”

“Well he’d better be gaming.” Becca came around to the living-room side of the counter and met Em for a kiss on the cheek. “We came to a bit of an agreement about the other thing.”

Emily didn’t delve further. “Did I miss dinner?”

“By about two hours.” Becca perched on one of the stools at the counter, hoping her sister would join her. “Simon put the leftovers in the fridge if you’re hungry. I’ll have them at work tomorrow otherwise.”

“I might snack later,” Emily said. “I need to grind out a few hours camming so I can pay the rent.”

“We don’t charge rent.”

“Yeah, but it sounds better than stripping for booze and cigarettes.”

Becca opened her mouth to ask whether Emily would stay and chat—she wanted to pick her sister’s brain for FemDom ideas to try on Simon—but then shut it again, resolving to leave it for another day.

“What?”

She envied Em’s ability to pick up visual cues, especially ones she wasn’t aware she was giving. “It’s nothing. Go camming. Be naked.” Her own plans weren’t so different; she’d already decided to make Simon watch tonight while she used the giant stick-on dildo for the first time. The arrangement he’d asked for, telling him what to do, disciplining him, making him watch while she pursued her own pleasure—it didn’t make sense, but it sounded easy enough. She’d work out the details as she went.

“You sure?”

“Sure.”

“It’s not about me and Ryan, is it?” Emily asked. “If it’s too weird—”

“It’s not weird,” Becca said. “I’m used to it. Half the women in the office want to get him into bed.”

“And the other half already have, right?”

“That’s none of my business,” Becca said. It was closer to two-thirds.

“As long as it’s not weird.”

“Barney’s already completely infatuated with him, and I think Simon’s got a low-key bromance brewing too. You barely make the top three.”

“Speaking of the yellow peril, where is he?”

“Barney.” Becca made kissing noises to call the dog. “Where are you, baby?”

The sound of trotting claws on hardwood came down the hall from the front of the house.

“Have you been in the bedroom? You’d better not have been on Mama’s bed.”

Barney rubbed against her leg and nuzzled her hand. Guilty as charged if Becca was any judge.

“Hey there, Barns,” Emily said, crouching down to give him some love. “Aunty Em bought you a pressie. What do you think?”

“What is it?” Becca asked, kneeling and joining Emily in the dog-spoiling.

“A doggy bed,” Emily said, placing a plush, padded mat in her hand. “I saw it at the Reject Shop and couldn’t resist. It’s covered in big Barney the Dinosaur characters.”

It sounded cute. Becca offered it to Barney to sniff. “What do you think, baby? Do we need a new bed for you at work?”

Barney didn’t seem interested.

Becca laid it on the floor and patted it. “Barney, on the spot.”

Barney climbed on and sat.

“He doesn’t look thrilled,” Emily said.

“He’s a big baby. He hates change,” Becca told her. “Leave it with me. I’ll let him lie on it on top of our bed. By tomorrow, you won’t be able to take it off him.”

“Okay then,” Emily said, standing. “I’d better get that camera running. Those viewers won’t wank their own dicks, you know.”

Becca stood too, and Barney hopped off the dog bed. “Actually, I think that’s how it’s supposed to work.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I do.” Becca gave her another kiss on the cheek. “You’re doing the Lord’s work, little sis. Have fun and be careful.”

“I will.” Emily stooped again to give Barney a final scratch—“You enjoy that bed, Barney”—and then walked out through the back of the living room to her apartment.

“What about us, Barnaby Rudge?” Becca said. “You wanna lie in bed with me and listen to Australia’s Got Talent?”

Barney chuffed. That was a yes.

“Good boy.”

──────

Becca sat through way too many jugglers, magicians and daredevils on Australia’s Got Talent for the handful of singers she was actually interested in. There was one at the end though, a little kid with the voice of an angel, who made it worthwhile. Barney was so quiet she’d almost forgotten he was with her. As she’d suspected, putting the new dog bed up on top of her own gave it infinitely more appeal.

“Barney, time for the crate.”

She didn’t need to see the puppy-dog eyes; she could feel them.

“Barney, crate.” The dog crate in the laundry was his night-time bed, and once he settled, he’d stay there all night without being locked in.

With a sad whine, he slunk down to the floor and plodded away out the door.

“Good boy.” Becca took the dog bed and flung it off the foot of the bed.

Simon was still in the study, probably fully immersed in his game. He knew she had the new toy and probably suspected she’d be keen to try it out; it was surprising he hadn’t come nosing around already.

She took the box from beside her bed and opened it, withdrawing the monster dick from the plush drawstring bag within. It was bloody enormous. She’d gotten way too carried away in the game of humiliating Simon in the store. It had felt weird to start with, cruel even, but at the same time she’d felt empowered.

And Simon hadn’t asked her not to make the small-dick jibes. She didn’t believe he wanted them—she wasn’t that naive—but that he somehow needed them. He constantly sought reassurance that he was big enough to please her, and throughout their marriage she’d constantly provided it, even if it wasn’t always the truth. This was going to the other extreme. By telling him he wasn’t big enough, that he didn’t get her off, it put the onus back on him to do better, to last longer and find new ways to satisfy her. Right or wrong, she sensed his relief upon confirming what he’d always suspected, and it gave him something else to focus on—her.

That could only be a good thing.

Shame the same couldn’t be said of her new dildo. It was a goddam problem and a half. It was over a foot long, so she was never going to get it all in—that much was clear—but she wasn’t even sure she’d get any in. Enrique-the-strap-on was the thickest toy she’d ever tried, but the new stick-on left it in its shade.

It’d be like giving birth in reverse.

What if she couldn’t get it in? What if she tried to put on a big performance for Simon and failed?

She ran a hand down the giant shaft, starting at the tip, imagining it sliding into her body. Two inches, four, six. Sitting on the bed with the suction cup in her lap, she could tell she wasn’t even halfway down. But that was okay. It wasn’t a competition.

She didn’t need to take it all; she just needed to get it in. She knew that if she could do that, she could get herself off. And how! That was the point of this exercise—getting off on a big dick in front of Simon. Maybe it would get him past the fantasy of seeing her with a bull.

Perhaps she ought to practice before he came in…

Was that cheating? If it was, she didn’t much care. Domination was a game in which she made the rules. If practice made her more confident, she’d be a better Domme. Win-win, right?

The dildo had no balls so it was difficult to tell whether there was a top and bottom. It was circumcised, though, and by inspecting around the head, she found the indented ‘v’ in the seam that marked the bottom.

Turning to the bedhead, she found a nice flat spot about halfway up, licked her fingers and moistened the suction cup, then pressed it right-way-up to the timber. Schlop!

She released the weight and let it dangle. It stuck. She batted it, making it bob around. Still it stuck. She gave it a yank—not as hard as she’d made Simon do it in the shop, but pretty hard. It stayed put, just like a well-behaved dildo should.

Becca smiled and took it in a handshake grip. Pleased to meet you. I’m Rebecca. I’ll be your horny hotwife this evening.

The cock ‘shook hands’ agreeably, and Becca had a sudden epiphany about how right she’d been in her assessment of men like Dion. They were just cocks—good for fucking and not much else. It had been little more than dirty talk when she’d said that to Simon during their roleplay. Talking to Dion at that party, dancing with him—whatever appeal he’d had was tied up in his confidence and masculinity. In retrospect, it had all been not so far removed from shaking hands with a giant rubber schlong.

Good evening, Madam. Captain Cock at your service.

Becca smiled. Captain Cock—that was perfect. How would she go about this? Doggystyle, obviously—there weren’t many other options. She got on all-fours on the bed and backed up to the cockhead, reaching between her legs to find it. It dangled a little low under its own weight but would be the right height once she got going. She was wearing yoga pants and touched it to the Spandex gusset.

Mmm, smooth. She rocked slowly back, gliding the thickly veined shaft along her covered labia. She lifted the head, putting pressure on her love button. Ooh, Captain, how big you are. Liquid heat began to flow. She’d be terrified if a man this size tried to enter her, but the idea of doing it herself, of guiding such a monstrous dick between her legs, had her positively salivating. At both ends.

What if Simon was this big?

You wish!

What if he was, though? Would she trust him not to hurt her? It was pointless speculation. Simon was small, and for better or worse, he was the man she’d fallen in love with. He’d never be able to satisfy her with his dick—not properly—but he satisfied her in so many other ways that couldn’t be replaced by a few dollars’ worth of plastic and rubber.

The door to the study opened down the hall. Becca froze. She was going to be caught playing with the dildo.

His footsteps went in the other direction—towards the kitchen.

She climbed off the big dick but left it hanging there. So what if he did catch her? Performing in front of him—wasn’t that the whole point?

“Honey?” The footsteps turned around and came back towards the bedroom.

He’s coming. Damn, she hadn’t had time to practice with the dildo. She stood and walked to her tallboy dresser. If she was selecting lingerie when he came in, it would help mask her apprehension over the giant cock.

“Honey, are you in…?” Simon came through the door just as Becca pulled open her lingerie drawer. “Oh?”

Did that mean he’d noticed the stick-on?

“Oh! Oh wow.”

Yep. He’d noticed.

Simon chuckled. “You need a hand with any of this?”

Becca stiffened and something switched inside her head. It was the confluence of sexy thoughts and Simon’s voice. Suddenly her inner Domme lit up like a neon sign. “What did you just say to me?” she snapped, and then, not hearing the requisite gasp or gulp of respect, added, “Boy?”

(Gulp.)

“Well?” She slipped back into the role with consummate ease. She was becoming less and less sure that the pleasure she’d felt the previous evening had been about revenge. Simon… Christian—it didn’t matter. She’d just… enjoyed it.

“I… I mean, I came to see whether there’s anything you need, Ma’am.”

“I need cock. You haven’t suddenly grown one that would satisfy me, have you?”

“Um, no Ma’am. But I could—”

“But you could what? Eat me?” Becca fished in the lingerie drawer for a shortie nightie—something not too exposing to wear while she played with the big toy. “Sometimes I think you enjoy that more than I do.”

“I enjoy seeing you take pleasure, Ma’am.”

“You’ll enjoy tonight then,” she said, finding a nice satin nightie that she knew fell just past her backside. “You can watch while I meet my new bull.”

“Yes, Ma’am. If you’d like, I—”

“I’d like you to keep clear and watch,” she said. “You can sit…” Where? They didn’t have a chair in the bedroom. Getting sudden inspiration, she felt around with her foot and found Barney’s new dog bed with her toe. “Here,” she said decisively, giving the padded mattress a kick. “There’s a good boy.”

“But I…”

“Sit!”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Simon came to her, stepped into the dog bed, and sat.

“Good boy.” She’d missed her chance to practice with the big dildo, but she still had to get changed. She’d do that in the bathroom, giving herself a few extra minutes to prepare. She felt again in the lingerie drawer and found her own ‘big’ toy, although it now seemed rather small compared to the one stuck to her bedhead. She wrapped it in the nightie to hide it, slid the drawer shut, and walked past Simon to the bathroom. “Stay dressed,” she said. “And no touching yourself. Don’t make me buy you a chastity device.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She slid the door shut, and instantly the Domme persona flickered out, leaving her almost breathless from the build-up of tension.

Jesus Christ, she’d just ordered her husband to sit in a dog bed and threatened him with a cock-cage. And he’d submitted! Her power over him was very near absolute. Was there anything he wouldn’t do for her? She already knew she could peg him. She could probably tie him up, flog him, dress him like a baby.

No, not a baby. A little boy.

That wasn’t a sexual thing (eww!), it was about humiliating him. She wasn’t proud of it but teasing him about his small cock made her tingle all over. Maybe it was about revenge. For so long she’d simply accepted his size as a fact of life. It was neither good nor bad; it was just the way things were. She’d refused to acknowledge how satisfying it felt to be filled—the pleasure and pain of being stretched by a big cock. Every time she humiliated Simon, it reminded her of that pleasure. Every blow she landed was an assertion of the wants and needs he would never fulfil; it helped quell some of the longing.

And the big dick on her headboard would quell the rest.

Her pussy verily throbbing with anticipation, Becca stripped and donned the satin nightie—no bra, no panties. She hefted the dildo she’d brought in with her. Athletes were always saying to stretch before a big race, right?

She touched the tip to her entrance and immediately went wobbly at the knees.

Damn, she was so ready.

Steadying herself with one hand on the vanity unit, she once again glided the head through her lips and slotted it into her entrance. She gave it a little push and felt the burn of stretching pussy flesh. Mmm. It was thicker than Simon—too thick to just slide in like he did—but not as thick as the one waiting for her in the bedroom.

She bent over the vanity, resting on one elbow, offering herself to a fantasy lover behind. With one hand between her legs guiding the shaft, she took a breath, let it slowly out, then pushed the fat cock into her pussy.

Oh, hell yes.

Had it really only been a day since she’d had Enrique plunging her depths? It felt like her virginity had grown back—not the sharp bite of its loss, but the foreign otherness of a masculine shaft filling a space that had known only emptiness.

She pushed it deeper. The pain was gone; now only pleasure remained. She could keep going with this toy and would probably get herself off, but having felt that delicious stretch once (and knowing what awaited her in the bedroom), she was anxious to step things up.

She shoved the dildo deep and closed her legs, holding it inside. It stayed. Good, it could be a little plaything for Simon while he watched.

Smoothing her nightie down over her bottom, she slid open the door. Was Simon still in the dog bed? She felt his presence there, but her senses sometimes tricked her. “Have you been touching yourself?” she asked, directing her attention to where he’d been when she’d left.

“No, Ma’am.” He was still there.

“Then I have a treat for you.” She approached, turned away, then flipped up her rear hem, exposing her backside and the base of the dildo projecting from her pussy. “Take this out for me.” And then, when she felt his fingers take hold, she added, “Not with your hands, Simon.”

It took a moment, but then she felt his wavering breath on her rear. She bent over to let him take the dildo in his mouth and draw it out of her.

She turned and took it from his mouth, reversed its direction, then offered him the pussy-slick head. “Open. You can suck it like a lollipop while I play.”

When he closed his lips around it, she held on a moment longer and teased him with it, fucking it in and out of his mouth.

“Once Captain Cock here gives me what I need,” she said, “will you suck his dick to get my scent off it?”

No answer.

“Simon? I asked you a question. Will you suck his dick, or would you let him go walking around town smelling like he’d just fucked your wife?”

“Mm-hmm,” Simon mumbled around his mouthful. “’uck it.”

“Good. Get used to a dick in your mouth,” Becca released the end of the dildo. “Because you’ll be cleaning up The Captain as well.”

She went to the bed and checked the position of the stick-on. It hadn’t come loose—a cyclone could probably blow down the house around them and it’d still be there bobbing in the breeze when Emergency Services came to look for survivors.

“Where’s the lube?” she asked. She was going to need a lot of it.

“Om-me-m’ver-m’fide—”

“Take the dick out of your mouth, Simon.”

“On the other bedside table,” Simon said. “Ma’am.”

“Fetch it for me.”

Simon scurried around the bed and then returned to Becca’s side. She held out one hand and he pumped a generous dollop onto her fingers.

“Thank you. Back in your dog bed.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She greased the first half of the dildo, reasoning that the other half probably wouldn’t even fit, and smeared the excess through her pussy lips. Not that they needed it—she was sopping.

Okay, Captain Cock sails into Botany Bay. Emily had been camming for years, but Becca had never imagined herself masturbating for an audience. Would Simon like it? She had no natural flair for visual performance—her very few flirting skills were learned painstakingly from Em at university.

She climbed onto the bed on all fours and backed up to the giant cock. “Are you watching, Simon?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She reached between her legs and directed the drooping shaft higher, nuzzling the slick head between her open lips.

Oh shit. This was a mistake.

If Simon’s cock was the size of a pickle, this was the whole fucking jar. She pushed back, adjusting her hips to find a better angle, then pushed harder. Slowly, slowly, the massive cockhead began peeling her open.

“Oh boy,” she said for Simon’s benefit. “This is big.”

“Is it the biggest you’ve had?”

Becca couldn’t answer. She was almost there. It was so thick she had to plant her knees a little wider. She rocked off the pressure and then leaned back into it, again, then again, when suddenly the bulbous cockhead breached her opening and socketed into her cunt with an audible, slurping thoc.

Oh God!

She was impaled. Like an ice cream on a stick.

She waggled her hips. The big cockhead rolled in her pussy like a universal joint. It was now a part of her.

She leaned back and let the giant knob slide deeper, burrowing a path through eager pussy-flesh that had never experienced its like. Her inner muscles gripped and released. Halt, who goes there? Oh, only you, Captain. Carry on. Her insides rejoiced at the bulk of the thing, but her poor opening felt like a rubber-band stretched to its limit. Each movement was necessarily a slow and laborious one as her inner folds clung to every ridge and every bulging vein.

She gasped as it touched down somewhere impossibly deep in her channel. How much did she have in there? More than half? It was difficult to tell. She tried to waggle again and instantly regretted it—if she wanted to waggle now, she’d have to waggle the whole bed.

She leaned the other way. It came out easier than it went in but still felt like it was pulling her inside out. The sting of her poor stretched opening faded to a pleasant burn. The lube was doing its job, and she began moving more easily. Push back—dick goes in. Lean forward—dick comes out. In. Out. In. Out.

Picking up a rhythm, Becca was surprised how natural it felt. She loved sex doggystyle, so pushing back onto the big shaft was exactly how she’d do it with a man. And the harder she did it, the less she noticed it wasn’t thrusting into her.

She’d almost forgotten Simon was watching. It was just her and the Captain, getting busy stuffing her full of meat.

“Oh. God. This. Feels. So. Good.” Each word was ejected from her lungs with the force of the mighty rubber cock ploughing her tunnel. The initial sensitivity she’d felt when it touched down inside had morphed into a kind of breathless pleasure—one she’d only ever experienced that first time with Dion.

Her orgasm began brewing in that innermost place—a place only the biggest men could reach, a place that had remained untouched in the five years since she’d met Simon.

“Yes. Fuck me.” As the climax approached, she lost focus on the fact it was only a dildo. This wasn’t Dion—Dion had been rougher. And it wasn’t Enrique, who while vigorous, was unable to land his blows with any real power. The Captain was a brand new big-cocked lover—one who knew exactly what she needed and how to give it to her. With sudden insight, she understood how Emily had felt with Ryan pounding her on Friday night.

Slow down. Make it last.

But she couldn’t. Even though she was nominally in charge of this reaming, she could no sooner stop herself thrusting back onto the shaft than she could the hurtling rush of her climax.

The imaginary Captain in her head (replete with naval uniform and peg-leg) told her to brace herself because here it came.

She cried out his name—“Captain!”—and pushing back, buried a good eight or nine inches of dick in her pussy. Impaled, unable to move, she succumbed and shuddered through a profound, deep orgasm for what felt like a minute or more.

And as it had been with Dion, one wasn’t enough for this phantom cock-wielder. When Becca finally came back down, she powered back up for a second reaming, and finally a third before collapsing spent on the bed.

Was Simon still watching? Was this what he’d wanted from her?

“Did you see that?” she asked.

“Yes Ma’am.” He sounded as exhausted as she felt. He’d better not have been jerking off.

“When you can do that,” she panted, “you can have my pussy again. Now peel this thing off the bedhead and lick it clean.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

──────

Becca woke in the middle of the night. Horny. Again. Masturbating never gave her lasting satisfaction.

What time was it? She felt refreshed from sleep, so it was probably coming on morning, but the birds weren’t tweeting yet.

How could she be horny again? She’d come three times before bed. Poor Simon had gotten nothing. She hadn’t had the energy after her marathon with the dildo, and besides, it’d been his idea to miss out sometimes.

Her pussy still ached. She was too tender for sex. What she really wanted was the closeness of her husband. She could cuddle him, but he might get the wrong idea.

And so what if he did?

She could deny him. You could make sure I earned it, he’d said. Nudging him awake for a sneaky, early morning shag wasn’t exactly making him earn it.

Or…

Or she could make it part of the game—make him think he’d earned it and then turn the tables. They could pick up where they’d left off when he was playing Christian and hadn’t been able to get it up. She’d had a fine humiliation planned for him before he’d forced her to switch gears.

“Simon?” She rolled into his body and put an arm around him. Tracing her way down to his cock, she found he already had his hand on it.

He was hard. Poor thing. She’d made him come to bed unrelieved.

“Simon? Are you awake?” She shook him gently. “I’m ready.”

“Hmm?” He was muzzy with sleep.

“I’m ready,” she said. “For sex.”

“Huh?” He rolled towards her. “Really?”

“Yes, really.” She giggled, waiting to spring the trap. “You didn’t think I’d deny you, did you?”

Simon slid an arm around her waist and leaned close to kiss.

Becca stroked him through his pyjamas. “Aren’t you getting undressed?”

“Yeah… nah. I mean, yeah.” Simon quickly stripped in bed, and Becca peeled off the panties she’d put on while he’d been cleaning the dildo.

He rolled back into her body, spreading her legs with one knee and cupping a breast as they kissed again. He moved to climb between her legs.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“More foreplay?”

“No, I mean…” She slid a hand between her pussy and his thigh. “You didn’t think I meant actual intercourse, did you?”

“I…”

“I have Captain Cock for my pussy, now. I don’t need yours.”

Simon pulled his thigh from between her legs. “I…”

“You know where I do need a little one though?” Becca extricated herself from his arms and rolled onto her tummy. “You can practice on my back door. If you get good at it, maybe we can talk about trying you out again on the other side.” Was this what he wanted? Really?

“But I… I never meant—”

Whether it was what he wanted or not, it was what he was going to get. “Take it or leave it, Simon,” she said, giving him a taste of what she now thought of as her Domme voice, “but you don’t get pussy again till you’ve earned it.” She bumped him with her hip. “And this is how you earn it. Don’t forget the lube.”

Simon responded to that voice as she’d known he would. He got the lube, he got on top, and he got to work. It was her first proper anal (the abortive attempt the previous night hardly counted). He felt bigger in there—much bigger than in her pussy. It was just about the perfect sized hole for a man Simon’s size, and when all was said and done, he acquitted himself quite nicely. She didn’t try using the ‘is it in’ jokes again—she’d wasted them on the roleplay. Instead, she just lay there pillow-princess style and accepted his thrusts without feedback. Sometimes it was better to show than to tell—let him draw his own conclusions about how he was doing. If he thought he needed to do better, then hopefully he would.

It wasn’t easy to fake complacency. Lying on her own hand, she diddled herself to two silent orgasms, and Simon was still going strong. It was the longest he’d ever lasted, and he was bareback to boot. He’d never lasted more than a minute bareback, which was why she’d put an end to it—that was back before they’d gotten engaged. Finally, as she was coming down the trailing edge of her second climax, he thrust deep, stiffened, and for the first time in—how long was it, five years?—he came inside her.

It had been good. Better than good. Maybe it was the reflected glow of her orgasm, but Becca counted it among their top three sexual encounters not involving Simon’s tongue.

Review it on Yelp. Four stars. Would bang again.

He pulled out, and even though he wasn’t big, still he left her backside gaping and stretched. A liquid warmth trickled out and ran down over her pussy. Oh man, she’d missed that feeling. Dion had been the first to give her a creampie, and she could count the others she’d received on one hand. It was hard to trust a man enough to let him finish inside, but when she could, when she did… well, the slick warmth of jizz coating her lips was almost enough to make her come again.

“Simon,” she said, channelling that Domme voice again. “You made a mess.”

“Ma’am, I’ll clean it up now.”

Becca smiled into her pillow. “With your tongue, Simon. Clean me out with your tongue.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Simon ‘polished the bronze’ with a passion Becca would never have anticipated. She’d expected a token reticence, at least. Was her power so absolute she could command him to lick his own cum from her arse? It seemed so, and that, more than the tonguing itself, was what brought her to her penultimate climax. The final one, the one that put her back to sleep until the alarm sounded, came five minutes later when he began cleaning the trickle-down from her pussy.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Seventeen

Simon had never questioned the adage that time was relative. Holidays made it pass faster, dental appointments slower; it was intuitive to the point of being obvious. But nothing, as it turned out, made time run slower than waiting for your wife to have sex with you.

Or to give you a chance to have sex.

Or to let you audition for a chance to have sex.

By Thursday evening, it felt like he’d gone four full weeks without coming instead of four days. The flash erections he was suffering at work weren’t difficult to hide, but they were uncomfortable to the point of becoming painful, and each one seemed to persist longer than the last.

Becca wasn’t going without, though. She’d used her Magic Wand on Monday, the big vibe on Tuesday, and on Wednesday she’d used a rabbit vibe he wasn’t even aware she owned. On each occasion, she’d made him watch from Barney’s dog bed while she satisfied herself. It wasn’t what he’d had in mind when he suggested she take a more dominant role in their relationship. What happened to the procession of jacked, thick-cocked bulls he’d imagined banging his wife to the point of exhaustion? He knew a well-hung guy could ream her to a more fulfilling orgasm than the toys. Hell, Simon could eat her to a more fulfilling orgasm.

Put me in, Coach! Put me in!

Now he needed to learn how to fuck her properly before he’d be given another chance. Which was impossible, of course. That was what the bull was for; he’d thought that was self-evident. All Simon needed was a round of sloppy seconds and the opportunity to clean her up afterwards.

Watching her make do with second best was torture, but what could he do? He’d resigned himself to wait. It wasn’t easy.

Emily was no help. Most nights she turned up for dinner dressed for ‘work’—provocatively made up and even more provocatively dressed. On one occasion years earlier, Simon had mentioned to Becca that it was inappropriate and that she should have a word with her sister. “If you don’t like it,” Becca had said to him, “don’t look. It works for me.”

Simon knew better than to bring it up again. A mostly undressed Emily wasn’t exactly an unpleasant sight, but it was tough to endure towards the end of an involuntarily celibate week.

“You might want to grab a robe, Em,” he said hopefully as she came swanning out wearing a scoop-neck body stocking for the fourth night in a row. It was impossible not to notice the dark circles of her areolae beneath the sheer nylon. “We’re having spaghetti and meatballs. Could be messy.”

“I’ll risk it,” Emily said, taking a seat at the table with Becca. “Besides, a meatball between your boobs is a plus in my line of business.”

Becca harrumphed. “I’m jealous. I can’t count the times I’ve come back from lunch with sauce dripped down my top.”

“I hope you’ve got a fashion fairy who discreetly lets you know,” Em said, laughing. “Or do you only find out when Barney climbs onto your lap to lick up the slops?”

“Ryan’s my fashion fairy.”

Simon pricked up his ears from the kitchen.

“He keeps wet wipes in his desk to sponge me clean.”

Simon brought serving bowls of freshly cooked spaghetti and meatball sauce and, studiously keeping his eyes on his wife and away from Emily’s bust, placed them in the middle of the table. “What, he sponges your clothes while you’re still wearing them?” He pictured a blob of something red dripping from Becca’s lips onto her bust, and Ryan blotting her clean, ‘accidentally’ touching in the process.

“Of course not. I keep a spare blouse in my desk.”

“Oh,” Simon said, distributing pasta to three bowls. He wasn’t sure whether that made him happy or disappointed. The idea of an Adonis like Ryan envying Simon his beautiful wife set his heart galloping, but he sure wasn’t the type of bull he imagined her with. He was much more than a dick with legs.

“He would though, wouldn’t he?” Emily said to Becca, tipping Simon a teasing wink. It was as though she could see right through him, straight to the bone where his insecurities lay.

Becca accepted her bowl from Simon. “He would what?”

“Give you a bit of a sneaky fondle—if you were up for it, that is.”

Ryan’s hand on his wife’s breast, gently squeezing, feeling its weight. Is this what you want, Boss? I’ll do anything for you.

Becca scoffed. “I doubt it. Not in the office.”

“You should try,” Em went on, clearly trying to make Simon uncomfortable now. “He’s not shy.”

“Oh, I know he’s not shy,” Becca said around her first too-hot mouthful of meatball. She turned quickly to Simon—“This is delish, babe”—then back to Emily. “Don’t worry, I get my fill of personal services. They just don’t involve touching my boobs.”

Simon tried not to choke on his pasta. The hot daydream of his wife taking a bull developed a sudden chill of realism. “Personal services? I don’t think I’ve signed off on any of those.”

“Yeah, Becs,” Emily teased in a sing-song voice. “What are these personal services you’re accepting from my boyfriend?”

“Oh, he’s your boyfriend, now?”

“Don’t change the subject,” Em said, snapping her fingers in mock annoyance. “Come on, fess up. Do you make him suck your toes?”

“It’s nothing,” Becca said, waving off the suggestion she might behave so inappropriately at work. “I needed to shop for lingerie last year before our wedding anniversary, and—”

“Hey, demarcation,” Emily said, sounding hurt. “Taking you shopping is my job.”

“Well you were away,” Becca said in a matter-of-fact voice. “And don’t worry, you’re not out of a job. He wasn’t much help, to be honest. He liked everything, and I ended up having to pick one at random.”

“Last anniversary,” Simon said. “The camisole set?” She’d worn it the Friday just gone. It was off-the-hook sexy. Had Ryan seen her wearing that? Simon took another mouthful of pasta and, with a flush climbing up his neck, asked as casually as he could, “How many did you try on?”

“Ugh, it felt like half the bloody store. Every time I thought he’d settled on one, he handed me something new. It would’ve been quicker to let Barney choose.”

Emily giggled. “You got played, Becs. He was checking you out in all those sexy undies.”

Simon didn’t want to admit it, but she was right. Becca had no real inkling of how visual sex appeal worked, and to her, a camisole and knickers were no different to a skirt and T-shirt.

“Not true,” Becca said, waving her fork at her sister. “He’s not like that. Like today, for instance—” She pulled up short, turning quickly to Simon as if only just remembering he was there.

“What happened today?” he asked, returning from the imagined scene of Ryan in Becca’s fitting room, helping her on with the camisole.

“Yeah, Becs,” Emily trilled, sensing drama. “What happened today?”

“I wanted it to be a surprise,” Becca said.

“Spill. You suck at surprises, anyway.”

Becca looked hurt. “That’s not true.”

“What about the time I came in through the front door and you tried to jump me, naked.”

“You never use the front door. I thought you were him,” Becca said, directing a thumb at Simon.

“I don’t remember being jumped naked,” Simon said.

“That’s her fault,” Becca crowed. “She said it could have been the postman or a meter reader. I lost my nerve after that.”

Emily laughed hard enough to make her breasts jiggle. “I wish it had been,” she said, her nipples hardening to little points beneath the sheer body stocking. “You could’ve starred in your own Penthouse Forum letter.”

“So you’d probably better tell us what happened today,” Simon said, tearing his eyes away from Emily’s breasts. What else had she been up to with her hot assistant?

“Well…” Becca popped a huge forkful of twirled spaghetti into her mouth and chewed ostentatiously, clearly playing for time.

“Swear to God,” Emily said, reaching over and silently moving Becca’s bowl to the middle of the table, “if you don’t—”

“He took me to a salon. That’s all.”

“Not a hair salon.” Emily frowned at her sister’s normal weekday ponytail. “It doesn’t look any—”

“The other kind of hair salon,” Becca said with a note of ‘must we?’ in her voice.

“Ohhh!”

It was Simon’s turn to frown. “What other kind?” The only one he could think of was a barber.

Emily flashed him an amused smile. “The kind with stirrups, you dope.”

The light came on in Simon’s head, and at the same time, an icy weight settled on his chest. “Ryan took you to get waxed? In the city?” Becca always got her legs and bikini line done locally. Simon usually drove her there with Barney and let her make her own way home.

“He took me to his regular salon,” Becca said, still sounding guarded. “They do… specialty work.”

Emily giggled. “I hope he didn’t put you in for a ‘Back, crack and sac.’”

“Specialty?” Simon’s brain raced to assimilate the new understanding that strippers had their own waxing salons. Did that make Becca a stripper? “What’s wrong with the one here in Hornsby?”

Becca had gone for her pasta again and found it missing, but Emily slid it back in front of her. “Well, you know,” she said, taking a mouthful to affect another dramatic pause. “They don’t do Brazilians, for starters.”

“Oooh,” Emily cooed. “Big sis has gone all porn star!”

Brazilian? Simon deflated. Tending Becca’s thatch was his job. She probably never noticed, but he took great care tapering the edges with the beard trimmer and keeping a neat, uniform length. And now it was… what, gone?

“It’s not full porn star,” Becca said. “They just did the undercarriage and a little pattern up top.”

A little pattern? “What,” Simon said, hoping the hurt didn’t show, “like a landing strip?”

“They had a whole book of styles,” Becca said, becoming more animated with his display of interest. “You know, love hearts, arrows, wolf’s heads—”

Emily put down her fork. “Wolf’s heads?”

Becca wrinkled her nose. “So it’s not just me who thought that was weird. That’s why I needed someone there—to help me choose.”

“Sounds like fun,” Simon said evenly, though he was burning inside. “I could’ve helped.”

Becca reached out and found his hand. “It was supposed to be a surprise for you.”

For me? Simon’s spirits lifted. “So he didn’t… like, stay, did he?”

“While I was in the chair?” Becca said, answering with her tone. “That would be weird, don’t you think?”

“Exactly,” Em said with a laugh. “Whereas you two just leafed through a book of vaginas together. Totally normal.”

Becca took another mouthful of spaghetti. “I’m glad you agree.”

“Well,” Simon said, hoping to draw the conversation to a close. “I for one can’t wait to see and find out what you chose.”

“That’s assuming a lot,” Becca said.

Simon sat up straight. She’d used her Domme voice.

Emily shot him a look. Uh oh, you’re in for it now.

Becca swept a lock of hair that had escaped the ponytail back behind her ear. “You haven’t even asked whether you can have sex.”

“That reminds me,” Emily said, not even pretending to be self-conscious about being in the middle of this type of conversation, “I was reading this article earlier about a consent app you can download on your phone, and—”

“I have to ask, now?” Simon’s lips felt numb.

“Only if you want it.”

“Right now?” Simon said, his eyes flicking to Emily. “At dinner?” The humiliation in front of the guy at the sex shop had been a roleplay, but in front of Emily… Things had just gotten serious.

“Who knows?” Becca said, giving him a smirk. “I might even say yes.”

Simon looked at Emily, who shrugged. I’m just her sister, the shrug said. You married her. “Okay.” He rested his spoon and fork in the pasta bowl. “Honey, if you’re free tonight, I’d very much like to have sex, thank you very much.”

“No,” Becca said curtly. “I don’t think so. Not until you’ve earned it.”

Simon’s throat closed up. This was not what he’d had in mind when he invited her to dominate him.

“How does he earn it?” Emily seemed delighted by this turn in the conversation.

“An act of empathy.” Becca announced, sounding almost as though she’d been ready for the question. “He can go through the same thing I did to look nice.”

Em burst out laughing, drumming her stockinged feet on the floor. “Make him get the wolf’s head. No, wait, I want to see the other options first. Let me choose—that’s payback for taking my boyfriend to look at vaginas.”

Simon melted into a small puddle of humiliation. He shouldn’t just sit and take this. A real man would stand up and tell her she’d overstepped. A real man… And yet, part of him liked it—liked seeing Becca in charge, liked being dominated. A very small part even liked being told he wasn’t good enough. Because what all that really meant was that he was the luckiest man on the planet. Becca had chosen him despite his failings. They both knew she could do a lot better. At the drop of a hat, she could have a man like Ryan peeling off her panties and giving her the kind of sound fucking most women only dreamt about.

He was still reeling when Becca announced, “We’ll go on the weekend.” And then to Emily, “We can shop while he’s getting done. I’m going to need an outfit. Something… dominant.”

Dominant?

“Oooh, like a corset?” Emily said, leaning closer. “With long boots and a riding crop?”

“Ugh.” As much as he wanted the conversation to end, Simon couldn’t mask his disappointment at the idea of a properly powerful woman like Becca in what amounted to a costume.

Emily tilted her head at him. “‘Ugh’? Care to elaborate?”

He didn’t, but nor did he seem to have any other good options. “It’s just a little bit… cliché, don’t you think?” All that skin and latex rubber and overspilling breasts—it was sexy, but it wasn’t Simon’s idea of powerful.

“Being popular doesn’t make it clichéd. I get a lot of requests to dress as Xena. I’d do it if I had the biceps to pull it off.”

“Okay, maybe not a cliché necessarily, but it’s porn’s version of power—like big hairy guys wearing posing pouches and leather masks.” He pictured Becca at her dead sexiest wearing a tight skirt with calf length boots, a crisp white blouse with two buttons popped and a blazer. Hair up, of course. “When you look at real powerful guys though, the kind women get mushy over, it’s all sharp suits and designer stubble, right?”

“You reckon dominant women should dress more like she does, then?” Emily said, angling a thumb at Becca. “All skirt suits and sleek buns.”

Becca laughed. “There’s nothing sleek about my buns.”

“So what you’re saying,” Emily said, leading them to a conclusion with her tone, “is that five days a week, Becs walks out the front door dressed like a sex-bomb Domme?”

“I don’t know about sex-bomb,” Simon said, looking at Becca and wishing she hadn’t gotten changed out of her work clothes already. His erection was back, but for once it didn’t feel uncomfortable. “Find her a tighter blouse though, maybe a shorter hem”—he shrugged—“sure, that’d do it.”

“Challenge accepted!” Emily ran over to the sofa and fetched the iPad Simon had bought Becca a year earlier because of the haptic keypad, but which she’d never really used. For the rest of dinner, she ooh-ed and ahh-ed over the Myer and David Jones seasonal offerings in professional women’s fashion while Simon pretended not to look.

He was relieved to have gotten through the conversation so cheaply—he’d thought for a moment there that Becca had been setting him up for some prime humiliation in front of her sister. Now it looked like he might get some kind of say in her next hot business outfit. How the tables had turned.

When they’d finished eating, Becca began gathering and stacking the dishes to return to the kitchen.

“I found some,” Em announced, shuffling her chair to sit closer to Simon. “Myer is having a sale, so they’re even affordable.”

Simon turned in his seat to get a better angle on the iPad, studiously avoiding looking down into Emily’s lap where only the body stocking’s seam stood between him and her waxed mound.

“See this one?” she said, pointing to a model in a plain navy knee-length skirt and blazer. “It comes in black, too. Very CEO. You like?”

Simon gave a non-committal ‘hmm’. “I think she has one like it already in charcoal.”

“A pencil skirt?” Becca said, stacking the final bowl. “I have three.”

“Okay, how about…?” Emily tapped and swiped a few times to a new model and a new skirt suit, this time in beige. It was provocatively tight around the bust and thighs, but the waifish model somehow made it look professional.

Simon took a long look. It was nice, but… “I’m not a big fan of the flappy bits around the hips.”

“It’s a peplum,” Becca said, leaving for the kitchen with the dirty dishes. She was being closely followed by Barney, who would probably earn himself some scraps if he kept out from under her feet. “A woman in David Jones once said they made my arse look fat.”

Em laughed. “That doesn’t sound very David Jones.”

“I might be paraphrasing,” Becca called back over her shoulder. “She seemed like the type who hadn’t eaten carbs since she was thirteen, so she’d probably call you fat too.”

“I’d like to see her try,” Em murmured. “Right, no flappy bits. Are belts okay?”

“Belts are excellent,” Simon said. He felt the extra light in the room as his pupils suddenly dilated. “Not the skinny strip ones—something with a bit of leather in it.”

“Hmm.” Emily swiped through a few more and came up with a mid-knee grey pencil skirt that the model wore with a sleeveless white blouse and black belt. “Like this?”

“It’s nice,” Simon said. And it was, although it wasn’t sexy. None of the skinny models shared Becca’s womanly curves. It wasn’t so much what they wore, but how they wore it. And none had that dominant attitude that Simon found so attractive. “Mind if I have a look?”

When Em relinquished the iPad, Simon quickly brought up Dropbox and signed into his varied album of dominant women in suits, comprising catalogue pics, studio and location shoots, plus a generous handful of his favourite FemDom images sprinkled through for spice. He’d angled the screen away from Emily while he searched, but quickly found the group of shots he wanted without opening anything untoward.

“Like this,” he said, turning the screen around and showing her a woman with slick hair and bright red lipstick wearing a short tweed suit with brown calf-length boots that Simon could all too easily imagine pressing down on his neck. Or his groin.

“Ooh, show me.” Emily snatched back the iPad before Simon could stop her and swiped through the other images. It was a studio shoot, so there were a dozen or more shots of the same model who was every bit as lusciously curvaceous as Becca. “These are hot. Which store is this? It’s one of those fancy places in The Strand Arcade, isn’t it?”

“It’s just a gallery I saw—”

“Ohh, look at this one.” She’d scrolled to the next model who wore a smooth A-line mini over a long-sleeved body suit. “Need to be careful crossing your legs in that baby.”

These women were Simon’s Kryptonite and they stole his good sense. Having Emily so close to his porn stash was ten kinds of dangerous. But watching her gaze at the sexy skirts and boots, hearing her coo over the gorgeous models and share some of his passion for ‘the look’—it left him feeling intoxicated. His head spinning, he tried to retrieve the iPad before she scrolled to something she shouldn’t see. “Let me show you another—”

But it was too late.

“Oh.” Emily said. Then she giggled. “Oh my. That’s very… professional.” The model was on the phone—sealing a million-dollar deal by the look of things. She was leaning back against her desk with her skirt hiked up and her panties down. A guy was between her legs eating her pussy.

Simon’s arse clenched with trepidation while his balls throbbed with desire. That photo drove him wild. The whole shoot did—there were a dozen or more shots, and Emily had found the lot. The yellow pencil thrust through the model’s coiled hair, the meticulously painted nails—it was electric.

Oh God, what had he done? Em of all people, in possession of his porn stash. There were other pictures in there—cock and ball torture, face sitting, humiliation—all just a few swipes away from discovery because he was an idiot.

“I like her boots,” Em trilled, loud enough for Becca to hear. “Do you like her boots, Simon?”

The model had bare legs and burgundy ankle boots the same shade as her nails. In the current shot, she was pulling her cunt open with one hand while she held the phone in the other. Simon loved how she went about her important business completely ignoring the man’s tongue in her snatch.

“Simon?”

“Hmm?”

“Can you imagine Becs dressed like this in the office?” The subtext was obvious—would he want to watch Becca getting her pussy eaten by a guy at work? A guy like Ryan.

“That’s um… maybe more appropriate for the home office.”

“You think?”

Simon tried again to take the iPad, but Emily held it out of reach, swiping through to the last of the phone model. Having struck gold once, she scrolled onward until she found another Domme. This one was on her computer at a stand-up desk with a guy kneeling behind licking her arse. Looking the consummate professional in her cream blouse and tortoiseshell glasses, she stood bent slightly at the hips so he could get right up there.

“Em, please…” Simon reached again for the iPad, trying to get it back before she found something really scandalous, but Emily drew away.

“I think I’ve seen a place that does this in the city,” Emily said.

“That does what?” Becca asked, returning to the table with Barney hot on her heels.

“Simon’s found a killer outfit for the office—very professional.”

“It’s not platform heels, is it? I’m not bending down to pick up dog poop in platforms.”

Emily beamed at Simon. “Why don’t you describe it, Simon?” She pointed the iPad at him, making it clear she wasn’t letting go for love nor money.

“It’s… um, a skirt suit, I guess,” Simon said, wondering whether he should just bite the bullet and admit what was on the screen. He still had an erection, but now it ached like a wound. “She’s not wearing the jacket, though. It’s hanging over a chair.”

“How short is the skirt?” Becca asked.

It was impossible to tell; the hem was up around her hips. Simon looked at Emily for help, but none was forthcoming. “It’s above the knee, I guess.”

“You guess?”

Emily laughed. “It’s definitely above the knee.”

“Well,” Becca said, taking her seat again next to Simon and holding his hand, “if you think it’s sexy, then that’s all that matters. Even if it’s too risqué for work, I could wear it Saturday night. Just for us.”

“Hear that, Simon?” Emily said, scrolling through the rest of the shoot. “It’s a winner. While you’re in the salon, I’m gonna take Becs out and get her into something just like this.” She held the iPad out again and showed him a new low angle with the model’s panties bunched around her knees and the guy’s tongue lodged deep in her butt. “What do you think about that?”

“I’d be very grateful,” Simon said, conceding defeat. “Can I please have the iPad back?”

“Nope,” Em sang. “I love this site you found. I never knew office wear could be so gorgeous. I might get some for myself.”

──────

Later that evening, Simon was first into bed, hoping Becca had forgotten she was making him wait until the weekend for sex.

“Ma’am,” he said when she came out of the bathroom in her nightie, “I’d very much appreciate the opportunity to have sex tonight, if you were willing.”

“Sex?”

Simon swallowed hard. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Are you feeling frustrated?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Becca sighed wearily. “Me too. It seems like forever since I felt a real cock inside me.”

Simon’s hopes soared, but only briefly.

She went to her tallboy and rummaged in the bottom drawer, lifting out the giant suction-cup dildo. “Hop in the dog bed,” she said. “You can watch while The Captain drills me.”

Simon deflated. “Yes, Ma’am.” He swung his legs out and went to the Barney-the-Dinosaur dog bed in the corner, watching as his wife stuck the giant shaft to the headboard. He wouldn’t see much from his position in the corner and vaguely considered the benefits of one day soon removing the bedhead and adding mirror tiles to the wall. “Ma’am,” he said, pausing before he sat down, “may I see your new… design?”

Becca chuckled. “The heart wants what the heart can’t have.” She knelt on the bed facing him and lifted the front of her nightie. “What do you think?”

The first thing that struck Simon was her bare labia—pristinely smooth and slightly parted, the centre glistening with her excitement over what was coming. Only on second glance did he see the design.

“It’s a butterfly,” he said.

“It seemed more appropriate than a wolf’s head. Do you like it?”

“It’s very… artistic,” Simon said, tracing with his eyes the intricate patterns and whorls decorating the wings. The overall shape was broader at the top, tapering at the bottom so that the lower edge of each wing framed her clitoral hood.

“You don’t sound very excited.”

“I never minded the way it was,” Simon said, deciding that bottling up his true feelings had only ever worked out poorly for him. “You know I love trimming it for you.”

Becca tilted her head. “You did? You never said so. It always seemed such a chore.”

“Not all chores are bad—that was one I looked forward to. I wish we could have talked about it before you rushed out and did… that.” Ugh, that came out wrong.

“Simon, I hope you’re not suggesting I don’t have full autonomy over my own body.”

Simon cringed. Her Domme voice had taken on an extra sharp edge.

“I decide what I do with my pussy, not you, and I decide who I share it with. Right now, you’re restricted to ploughing the back forty, so I don’t see how me getting a professional to tend my front garden is any of your concern.”

Why, oh why had he ever thought speaking his mind might be a good idea? Becca-the-wife could have a reasoned disagreement. Becca-the-Domme on the other hand…

“If you want to be invited back to play,” she went on, “you’ll need to earn the privilege. Get your stamina up, learn how to last longer, and when I think you’re ready, I’ll give you a chance. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Don’t disappoint me, Simon, because I don’t think I’m asking much. I want cock, and I think I deserve it. I don’t need it big, but I want it hard, and I want to come first. I’m still only suspending you a week this time—next time it will be two. If you fail again after that, it’ll be four. Do you see the pattern here, Simon?”

“Yes Ma’am, I do. It won’t come to that, I promise you.”

“Good,” Becca said, her voice softening. “Now sit, watch, and let The Captain show you how it’s done.”

Simon watched while she lubed the giant dick. He contemplated asking again whether she’d considered the merits of a real-life bull. Now was definitely not the time, but soon.

“And no touching yourself.”

“No, Ma’am.” It had to be soon. If he could just get her to try, then when the guy was gone, leaving her lying there and she felt the mess he’d left behind… Serving her in that way would make the rest of Simon’s suffering mean something.

She got down on all fours, positioned herself in front, and pushed slowly back onto the shaft. Simon’s cock leaked in his pyjamas and his balls ached. As instructed, he watched closely and took note. He watched how she started slow and built up a rhythm. He watched how she pushed back, not taking it all but still more than he expected, shoving it in hard and deep. He watched her expression change from apprehension to pain, to excitement, and then after what seemed a very long display of hard, breathless reaming, he saw the tell-tale signs around the corners of her mouth as she climbed the peak to ecstasy.

Simon loved that she could experience this degree of pleasure, but it killed him that he couldn’t provide it. It killed him more that a flesh-and-blood bull could deliver that and more—a deep, throbbing, creampie that bubbled out her stretched opening.  He stayed focussed on her lips, waiting to witness that magical moment when she climaxed.

With a joyous moan, Becca dropped her shoulders, shoved back hard, and then, filled to the brim, she cried out The Captain’s name as she came.

Simon shut his eyes and pictured The Captain filling his wife with cum. When Becca was done and invited him back to bed, he saw the slick, matted mess of her pussy. It made his mouth water.

He did that. Her bull.

“Do you want to do cleanup?” she asked, sparking in him a fresh but cautious ray of hope.

“Yes please, Ma’am.”

She peeled the dildo off the timber bedhead and, bracing it between her legs, held the giant shaft aloft. “Here you go,” she said, waggling it. “Suck it clean. And make some noise so I know you’re enjoying it.”

Stretching his jaw wide, Simon took the huge dick in his mouth. While Becca stroked the shaft and told him what a good cocksucker he was, he moaned and slurped and licked it clean of her scent. As a dubious reward, she fingered herself to another orgasm and had him pretend Captain Cock was coming in his mouth.

“Baby,” she said, kissing him afterwards, “did you take that big bull’s come for me? Did you swallow it all down so none would get inside me?”

Simon’s cheeks burned. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“You look after me so well. I should reward you for being such an attentive hubby, shouldn’t I?”

“Ma’am?”

“Let me sleep on it,” she said, getting out of bed to go to the bathroom. “I’m sure I’ll think of a suitable reward.”

Simon’s balls throbbed. He longed for release, but Becca would know if he cheated. Hoping to distract himself with a menial chore, he collected their water bottles from the bedside tables and went out to the kitchen to fill them with fresh water.

There was a ghostly glow in the loungeroom—it was Emily, still sitting there in the darkness with the iPad in her lap. She looked up at him over the countertop as he opened the fridge. “Did you suck it clean?”

Simon was too numb to react. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy.”

Simon filled the bottles from the chilled water in the fridge, and Em returned her attention to Simon’s FemDom porn.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Eighteen

Simon arrived home to an empty house on Friday. That was normal. Becca’s team usually went out after work at the end of the week; she would join the party for one drink and then leave them boss-free to enjoy themselves. She was celebrating ten years’ service with the bank, so she might even stay for a couple.

Emily’s door was shut and the LED ‘On Air’ light was dark—if she’d been home, she would probably be camming in there or chilling in the living room, ergo she was also out.

He had the house to himself.

The temptation to surf some online porn was strong. Becca’s instructions had been pretty clear on that front, and if she asked him, he didn’t want to risk another week or two of abstinence (or worse if he was caught in a lie). Gaming didn’t appeal either. The headset, the screen, the abundance of busty avatars in Grand Theft Auto—none of those things would help keep his mind off internet porn.

He’d just decided to open a beer and see what was on television when he heard laughter outside and a key in the front door. Closing the fridge and looking around the corner of the kitchen, he saw the front door open and Emily enter with Barney off-leash.

“Sic him, Barns,” Emily sang when she spotted Simon.

Barney galloped down the hall, tongue lolling and claws scrabbling on hardwood.

“Hey Barney,” he said, taking a defensive stance to avoid a hit to the balls when Barney barrelled into him. “It’s good to see you too, buddy.” He ruffled the dog’s fur in welcome. He looked up again past Emily and spotted Ryan leading Becca through the front door. Jealousy sparked red hot for a moment as he remembered Becca’s story about the waxing salon.

He knows.

Ryan may not have seen Becca naked, but he knew exactly how she’d look with her clothes off. He’d seen her wearing lingerie, some or all of which might have been translucent for all Simon knew, and he knew how she’d shaped her newly coifed thatch. Hell, he’d signed off on it; Simon hadn’t even been consulted.

“Hiya,” Emily said as she slid past the man-dog tangle. “Hope you don’t mind—we’re tagging along for a stay-at-home double date again.”

“Of course not,” Simon said, releasing Barney and letting him trot through to sniff the house for any changes that might have happened while he’d been away. “It’s good to have company.”

Becca had just shut the front door behind Ryan. “Go on through,” she said, stopping in the doorway to the bedroom. “I’m just hanging up my jacket and washing the dog smell off my hands. Simon will get you a beer.”

Ryan strolled onward with both hands full of bags and hailed Simon from the socially accepted halfway point.

“I just got started,” Simon said, holding up his bottle of Resch’s Draught. “Get you one?”

“I’ve got a six-pack of Four Pines in one of these bags,” Ryan said. “Em picked us up in town and we stopped at the bottle-O on the way.” He walked through to the living area and lifted the bags onto the breakfast counter, then found the one containing beer and peeled two bottles from the cardboard cradle. “You want one?”

It was a beer Simon hadn’t tried, and he looked forward to it. “I’ll finish this, first.” He stepped back into the kitchen, feeling more comfortable with the counter between him and the man he was trying not to think of as his rival.

Ryan twisted the top off. “Cheers,” he said, clinking bottles over the bench. “Here’s to a weekend of serving wanton women’s whims.”

Simon wondered how much he knew. Had Becca said she was dominating and humiliating him? Would she do it again at dinner? “Cheers,” he said belatedly, taking a drink. He collected the remaining beers and put them in the fridge. “Smells like you brought dinner, too. I’ll get some plates, shall I?”

“There was a Lebanese place next to the bottle-O,” Ryan said, moving the takeaway bags over to the dining table. “Hope you don’t mind, I ordered for all of us.”

Middle eastern food wasn’t Simon’s favourite. In his opinion, it was just Greek food done badly. “Sounds great.” He saw one more shopping bag still on the counter. “What’s this, dessert?”

“Becs’ ten-years’ gifts from the office,” Ryan said, unpacking the food and peeling off the lids. “We had a morning tea celebration for her.”

Simon looked inside. There was a bottle of French-looking champagne, another gift bag containing a plain-label box, and a pink plastic tube of what looked like hair gel. He checked the label.

ASTROGLIDE

Personal Lubricant

It was sex lube. And the seal had been broken.

Simon felt a moment of vertigo and needed to take a step to balance himself. Becca had been using sex lube? At work? Some celebration.

He quickly dropped the tube back into the bag and with his head spinning, hurried to get plates and cutlery for dinner.

Emily emerged from her room and walked through to the kitchen with Simon. “Do we have any wine?” she asked, opening the fridge and finding the bottle Simon had put in last weekend.

Simon handed her two glasses.

“Ta,” she said, circling around the counter to the dining area. “Hey Ry, I’ve got a bunch of DMs asking if I’ll be on tonight. Do you want to make your camming debut with me?”

Ryan laughed and met her for a kiss. He had to lean down at least a foot. “What makes you think it’d be my debut?”

“I’m not talking about horny brides live streaming you on Facebook—this is proper private rooms with paying customers. Ka-ching, baby.”

“Oh, so I get paid to have sex with you? I’m in, then.”

She slapped his backside. “Dream on. Sex with me is your pay.”

Becca walked through to the kitchen with Barney in tow. “What are we talking about?”

Emily didn’t miss a beat. “Simon was saying how he thought the Bulldogs were a chance this year.”

“Oh, well,” Becca laughed, “now I know you’re lying.” Simon touched her arm, and she turned automatically and kissed him. “She was talking about sex, wasn’t she?”

“Got it in one,” Simon said. His heart had settled a little since finding the lube, and he was beginning to regain focus. Slow down. Think. He couldn’t detect the smell of another man on her, but he wasn’t certain he would if there were one. Some guy could have just bent her over the desk and—

“We brought home Lebanese,” Becca went on. “I know you don’t think much of it, but Ryan says this one is really good.

Simon was responding on autopilot. “It’s always good to try something new.”

Becca paused and tilted her head. “I agree. New is good. Just for a change.” She turned and went to the fridge, making Barney jump out of her path. “Em, did you find the wine?”

“Got it.”

Barney nuzzled Becca’s leg.

“Hmm, what else do I need from the fridge?” she said in a slow, dog-teasing voice. “All the people-food is on the table.”

Barney gave an impatient whine.

“Oh, dog food, you say?”

Woof.

Becca scratched his neck. “Are you a starving doggie from South Sudan?”

Woof-woof.

She picked the half-can of leftover dog food from the fridge door. “Let’s feed you before you waste away, shall we?”

Barney spun two quick circles in agreement, claws skittering on the kitchen floor.

Simon fetched the dog’s bowl and put it on the sink where Becca had brought the dog food. “You ready to eat after this?”

“Yep. You go sit down.”

Simon put a hand on her hip and then, leaning over her shoulder from behind, kissed her on the point of the jawbone.

Becca shivered. “That tickles.”

Once again, he couldn’t smell anything that wasn’t her. He grabbed the salt and pepper, just in case it was too garlicky, and with a last glance at the bag containing the used bottle of lube, he went and joined the others at the table.

Ryan had taken Simon’s usual seat, so Simon circled around and sat in the normally unused chair against the wall. “This all smells fantastic,” he said, not expecting to be able to pay an honest compliment.

“It’s the char grill,” Ryan said. “I swear, these guys could grill an old boot and make it taste like sirloin.” He began dividing the food amongst four plates. There was flat bread, three different dips decorated with paprika and olive oil, savoury rice, charred meat skewers, fried balls of something that might be felafel, cigars of something else (probably meat) wrapped in leaves, and a finely chopped green salad that looked to contain far too much onion for Simon’s taste.

“Mmm,” Becca said, coming through from the kitchen and taking her seat. “Smells divine. Feels like I haven’t eaten all week.”

It was hard for Simon not to take that as a calculated dig at his own enforced celibacy. While Ryan gave Becca a quick guided tour of the food on her plate, Simon drifted off, contemplating whether his wife had been fucked her assistant today. If she let him go down on her later, he might even be able to tell; he’d eaten her after sex before and knew it was possible to taste the lube from the condom. Would it still be there after a few hours?

What if Ryan hadn’t used a condom?

Simon’s balls tightened, and a lump formed in his throat that he had to swallow down. How was this so different to the faceless men he’d imagined creaming his wife? What was it about Ryan that made him so—

“Here you go, man,” Ryan said, passing him a plate. “Get that into you. I guarantee you’ve never tasted hummus like this.”

Simon took it from him. “Thanks.” He regarded the big dollop of hummus amongst all the other delicacies, unable to ignore the analogous image of the man serving up a fresh load of cum in his wife’s pussy. What would it be like to go down on Becca, not knowing where she’d been, and discover another man had been fucking her?

(That’s it, baby, eat my slutty cunt. Clean it all out.)

Despite the horror of maybe losing his wife to the bigger, more worthy rival, he was hard again for what might have been the twelfth time that day. Distractedly, he tore off a chunk of bread, then dipped it in hummus and popped it in his mouth. Ryan had been right—it was amazing. “Mmm.” It had none of the raw garlic flavour that usually turned him off. He chewed and swallowed and loaded up another piece of bread. “This really is good.”

“Wait till you try the baba ghanoush,” Ryan said. “You’ll come in your pants.”

Becca snorted a laugh, signalling another unspoken thought that Simon found difficult to ignore. You don’t know how close you are to the truth.

“So,” he said, eyeing Emily and Ryan in turn, “what are you two up to this weekend? You can’t spend it all streaming to the thirsty masses.”

“Gym tomorrow morning,” Ryan said, swallowing a mouthful. He smirked at Emily and added, “if she doesn’t wear me out first. I’ve got a mate who sails, so I might be able to swing Sunday arvo out on the Hawkesbury.”

“Sounds fun.”

“Keep tomorrow afternoon free,” Emily said to Ryan, gesticulating with a vine-leaf cigar dipped in hummus. “I’m taking Becs shopping in the city while Simon’s in the salon. You need to play chauffeur.”

A chilling flood of adrenaline rippled through Simon’s torso.

Ryan glanced quickly past him to Becca. “Not…?”

“Yep,” Emily trilled. “His and hers matching hoo-ha’s.”

Ryan made a face at her. “Hoo-ha’s? You can’t say that about a bloke’s tackle. It’s un-Australian.”

“Meh.” Em shrugged and waved it off. “It sounded funnier in my head.”

Ryan regarded Simon, nodding thoughtfully. “Brave move. Not everyone’s got the balls for it—pardon the pun.” He ate a forkful of salad with some purple dip. “I’m not sure I’d keep doing it if I stopped stripping”—he flicked his eyes to Em and smiled—“unless someone made me.”

“Well, that’s kind of how it is,” Simon muttered.

“I asked him to,” Becca said proudly, confirming what Simon had only hinted. “I like the idea of the whole skin-on-skin feeling.”

“Whoa,” Ryan said, turning back to Simon with eyebrows arched. “You’re taking it all off?”

Simon whipped to face Becca. “Am I?” He’d been mentally preparing for a wolf’s head or a Sydney Opera House. Or, if they took requests, maybe a Pac-Man ghost or an X-box controller.

“Is that a good idea?” Becca asked. It seemed directed at Ryan.

“Depends,” Ryan said. “With your bigger guys”—he glanced at Em, who tipped him a knowing wink in return—“it makes them look bigger. Less forest, more tree, if you will.”

“What about—?” Simon began before Becca jumped in.

“What about not-so-big guys?”

Ryan winced. “It kinda works the other way—makes them look less… mature, if you know what I mean.”

“Hmph.” Becca popped a felafel ball in her mouth. “I’ll think about it.”

Ryan exchanged a look with Simon that could only be interpreted as: Dude, what have you gotten yourself into?

Simon had never felt so… He didn’t have a word for it. Emasculated? Did Becca really think of him as something less than a man? The FemDom roleplaying had been one thing—in the back of his mind he still viewed their relationship as loving and equal—but shit had gotten real just lately.

And it begged the question: if he wasn’t man enough for her, what exactly was she doing to fill the gap? The fantasy of seeing his wife with another man had taken a sudden chilling turn.

He took a sip of beer to wet his mouth, swallowed, and turned to Becca, steeling himself. “Enough about me. How was your day, honey? Ryan told me they threw a morning tea for you.”

“Ugh, it was awful,” Becca said, sliding a chunk of chargrilled beef off a skewer. “I hate being the centre of attention.”

“You’re such a liar,” Emily said. “You loved it.” She turned to Ryan. “She loved it, didn’t she?”

“She blushed all the way through the GM’s speech about what she was like ten years ago—”

Becca poked her tongue out at her sister. “See?”

“—and then she went on and gave her own mushy speech about every single person in her team and how she couldn’t do without a single one of them.” Ryan shrugged. “So yeah, she loved it.”

“Enjoy looking for a new job on Monday,” Becca muttered, although she was smiling.

“Did you get some nice gifts?” Simon asked, his heart hammering.

“Just a bottle of champers,” Becca said. “It’s what we get everyone for work anniversaries—that or a gourmet basket. It’s a nice one though, isn’t it, Ry?”

“Bollinger. Not too shabby.”

“Really?” Simon said, doggedly determined now to exact some retribution for his embarrassment a few minutes earlier. “Nothing else? I thought I saw some other things in the bag.”

Becca stopped eating and turned to Simon. “There was another little gift—a surprise treat. The girls got it for me.”

Ryan nodded with belated understanding. “So that was what all the whispering and giggling was about.”

Simon met Becca’s neutral expression. There was no deceit in it at all. She was telling the truth, but how much of the truth? “A treat?” He could hear his own breathing. “Like chocolates?”

“It was a private treat,” Becca said, although her tone said much more. “I’ll show you later, if you like.”

“Oh, come on,” Simon said, sounding pissy even to himself. “It can’t be more private than my little salon trip tomorrow. We’re all grown-ups.”

“It was a toy,” Becca said, her nostrils flaring. “If you must know at the dinner table, Simon.”

“A toy.”

“A sex toy. It was a joke gift. Just between us girls. And now all of you.”

Was that the whole truth? It explained the lube, but not why it had been opened. She’d hardly dare masturbate in the office.

“So what you’re saying,” Simon said, “is if I open that gift box on the bench, I’ll find a sex toy.”

Becca reddened. “No.”

“No? Why not?”

She sat up straighter, mustering a force of will that Simon usually only witnessed when she was asserting her rights in handicapped-hostile public places. “Because,” she said evenly, “I’m wearing it.”

Emily chuckled. “I love dinner time.”

Simon’s jaw fell. “You’re…?”

“I’m wearing it.” Then she raised her voice, “Inside my panties, for the people down the back. It’s a plug—a great big one, before you ask, which I presumed you would since you’re so curious and need to know everything. I’ve had it up there all afternoon, and I don’t mind saying, it’s got me feeling pretty antsy.” She rocked in her seat, eliciting a sharp intake of breath as presumably the toy moved inside her. “So after dinner, I think I’ll lie down with my Magic Wand and take care of some unfinished business.” She turned to Emily and Ryan. “Any questions?” Back to Simon. “What about you, honey, any more questions?”

Silence around the table.

“Well, good for you, I say,” said Ryan, who was the only one still eating. “Just be careful of allergies. A lot of those things are made with 3D printers. Some people get a rash from the polymers.”

It was absurd enough to shake Simon’s focus away from Becca. “People 3D-print sex toys?”

Emily chipped in. “It was an online craze a few months ago. Like the ice-bucket challenge, except you scan your boyfriend’s junk, print it at Officeworks, and then wear it all day at work.”

“I was getting requests for them at hens’ nights,” Ryan said. “It was a bloody pain scanning myself, but I printed a dozen and sold the lot in one night.”

Simon’s mind boggled at the idea of Ryan handing out dicks like Oprah with cars—you get a dick, you get a dick, everybody gets a dick! “Twelve. In one night?”

Ryan didn’t look so happy about it. “Two buyers turned out allergic. I had to give them a refund.”

“Well I don’t think mine’s 3D printed,” Becca said primly. “It’s flexible, not like that hard plastic you get from 3D printers.”

“Yep.” Ryan nodded sagely. “They’re the good ones. I ended up getting a proper mould cast, top of the line, and now those are the only ones I sell.” He held up a hand, making an ‘O’ with his fingers. “Zero complaints. Someone on our floor got wind and I’ve even sold a few at work.”

Becca gasped and dropped her fork.

Simon looked back at Ryan, blinking.

Ryan simply took another mouthful of salad and chewed. “Hey, clear profit of a hundred bucks a unit—I’m not proud.”

Simon looked at Emily, whose eyes were roughly the size of saucers. She got it.

He got up and went over to the counter to check inside the gift box. There was a business card inside.

Jake Long

Model ~ Dancer
Hens’ Nights | Strip-o-Grams | Nude Photography

“Ryan?”

“Yup?”

“What’s your stage name?”

“Jake,” he replied. “Jake Long. Why?”

“Because I think your dick is in my wife.”

──────

“Okay,” Becca said with a calm she didn’t entirely feel. “This is awkward.” She’d been reluctantly prepared to admit she was sitting there with an anonymous dick in her pussy, but Ryan’s?

“Take it out,” Simon said. He was starting to sound unhinged.

Becca didn’t want to have to bring out the Domme voice in front of Ryan, but Simon was very nearly forcing her hand. “Simon, we’re in the middle of dinner.”

“But… you’ve got his dick inside you!”

“And it’s been there all afternoon. I hardly think another few hours will make much difference.” Don’t push me.

“A few hours?”

“Yes, a few hours, Simon.” That was a warning shot. “I didn’t sit through an afternoon of wriggling in my seat to miss the payoff.”

“Well that solves one mystery,” Ryan said. “I was wondering.”

In truth, Becca almost hadn’t made it to the car; the toy was so fat and so deep that just the act of standing up was like getting reamed anew, and walking was akin to being pounded senseless.

Simon’s voice dropped to a whisper. “But he’s right here.”

Becca drilled her eyes right in the direction of his voice. “Listen, Simon. Em recorded an ADP of 50 First Dates, which I’ve been hounding her for since we were teenagers, so after dinner, with or without you, I’m going to sit down and play the movie, then afterwards, I’m taking a hot bath and giving myself a very happy ending to what’s been an uncomfortably long afternoon.”

“Just be careful with the button,” Ryan said matter-of-factly. “It’s supposed to be waterproof, but…” He gave a short huff, which Becca translated as a shrug. “Who knows with these things?”

“Button?” Simon said.

Becca was no wiser. Was it a vibe? “What button?” If it was a vibrator, she was surprised she hadn’t set it off putting it in. It had taken a lot of manhandling and a decent dollop of lube.

“On the end. The water shouldn’t affect it. In fact, I’m sure it won’t. Forget I said anything.”

Becca’s curiosity outweighed her embarrassment, and she dropped one hand beneath the table to feel between her legs. She fingered the flared edge through her slacks and panties, regretting it immediately when it shifted inside her and almost triggered an orgasm. She’d never realised what a hair trigger she had for big cocks. “What does it do?”

“It, you know…”

Becca found the button—a slightly raised sensor—and traced it with her finger. “Is it going to buzz me?”

Emily giggled. “I’d laugh if it electric shocked you.”

That made Becca jerk as if it really had shocked her, causing her to accidentally press the button. Panicking, she pressed it again to switch it off, even though nothing had happened. Then she pressed it a third time, just in case.

Ryan shuffled in his seat. “Geez, I can’t believe the girls didn’t read you the instructions. Did they fill it up at least?”

“Fill what up?” Something was happening down there—a deep… rumbling—and Becca could hear the edge of panic in her own voice. “What does it do, Ryan?”

“It… you know… We’re talking top of the line, here.” He gulped. “It ejaculates.”

Becca gasped. “It what?” Some kind of technical wizardry in the device made it kick inside her—Bam!—prodding that secret place that threatened to set her off. Bam! It did it again.

“It’s only lube,” Ryan said. “It comes with a complimentary bottle so you can—”

Bam! “Oh God!” Bam! Becca tipped back her head. Her pussy convulsed, gripping the big cock tight all down its length.

“Honey,” Simon said. “Are you—?”

“I pressed it,” Becca whispered through gritted teeth. Ryan’s cock-by-proxy was still bucking inside her. Worse, it was squirting. She could feel the hot cum jetting from the tip, painting her insides. “Oh God… Oh God, no.” How do you stop a fucking orgasm? “Dog-poo-dog-poo-dog-poo—”

“That never works,” Emily said. “Just let it come and enjoy yourself.”

It certainly wasn’t working for Becca, and now it was too late; she was coming. She pressed both hands into her crotch, squeezed her thighs together, and drummed her stockinged feet through her first forced orgasm since that fateful night with Dion.

“Oh God…” she panted as she came down. “Oh Jesus.” She tentatively relaxed the vice grip of her thighs, but sitting up, the thing shifted again and sent her shuddering off into a second climax that left her limp and almost falling off the chair.

The table was silent.

Emily was the first to speak. “Um, babe, can I get one of those. For… you know, when you’re not here.”

Becca took a few deep breaths. “I think it’s over.”

“If it’s anything like the real thing,” Emily said, “it’ll be ready to go again in a few minutes.”

“You have to fill it up again,” Ryan said helpfully. “The end screws off. I can show you how if you—”

“No.” Simon sounded drained. “She doesn’t need—”

“Simon, stop!” It was the Domme voice. Becca hadn’t even planned it. “Thank you, Ryan,” she said, addressing his side of the table. “It’s kind of you to offer. Simon oversees the cleaning and tending of my toys. He’d be grateful for the lesson.” She turned slowly back to Simon as she unbuttoned her slacks. “Get down and do it now, Simon, before you finish dinner. I want it back in there and reloaded before the movie starts.”

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Nineteen

As they set out on their morning walk with Barney, Becca and Simon talked, really talked, about their new relationship experiment. For Becca, what happened the previous night had changed things. Irrevocably. She eased the conversation open by confessing that the arrangement, for her at least, had developed into something more than merely playing to Simon’s cuckold fantasy. She was enjoying herself, she told him. A lot.

They reached the forest and stepped through a stile onto the walking path.

“I think I do like dishing it out,” she said. “I try not to be a bitch about it, though.”

Simon assured her she was succeeding, and she believed him.

“I’ve changed,” she said, stroking her thumb over the back of his hand. “And you have, too. It would be hard to go back to the way we were.”

“Mmm.”

“Not that I want to.” Pinpricks of excitement tickled across her breasts remembering the explosion of warmth in her core. She wanted to talk about the cock she’d had in her pussy—whose cock. And whose cum she’d had squirting in her depths. “I enjoyed last night,” she said, pushing the conversation in that direction. “Even if it wasn’t intentional.”

“It felt intentional,” he said. “The discipline, I mean.”

That doused the flame in Becca’s core—one that had been kindling there since she’d been accidentally inseminated (lube-inated?) the previous evening. Simon wanted to talk punishment, did he? She would indulge him. This time. Waiting to address her own needs would be a taste of her own medicine. How ironic. “Your little punishment was exciting,” she offered.

“I liked it too,” he said, “…you know, thinking back on it.”

“Thinking back on it?”

“I heard this saying once—‘A spanking feels best as the sting begins to fade.’”

Physical domination held no particular appeal for Becca. What she enjoyed most was wielding the power of her own voice, and it seemed Simon got a thrill from that as well, particularly in front of others. She’d never imagined she would make him do a clean-up with Ryan and Emily in the room, but she was glad she had. It had amplified the effect for them both. “Are you sure you enjoy it—what I made you do?” She waited a moment for him to reply, then continued when he didn’t. “Because I can tone it down… if I have to.”

“It doesn’t sound like you want to.”

This was something she’d been giving a lot of thought. “I… don’t want to, no.” She waited again but got only silence. “This is going to sound terrible…”

“But?”

“But it gets me…” She couldn’t make her mouth say the word.

“Wet?”

“I was going to say horny.” Her breath ran out in a rush. But now with the dam burst, she suddenly couldn’t stop herself. “I get so wet,” she babbled. I don’t know what’s wrong with me; I’m going to have to wear panty liners. Last night, when Ryan told us he’d sold one of those things at work—”

“I remember.”

“—and we all realised together I had him inside me…” Becca felt flushed. Just the act of saying it aloud left her aroused. “Is there anyone around us?” she asked in a low voice. She couldn’t hear anyone—just the sounds of their own footsteps on the gravelled path.

“Um… no.”

“Feel between my legs.”

Simon didn’t need a second invitation, pressing his fingers immediately against her crotch.

“Can you feel the heat?”

“Not through your jeans. Are you wet now?”

“Getting that way.”

Simon removed his hand and they kept walking. Before Becca could guide the conversation back around to the events leading up to the clean-up, Simon did it for her and probed her about her orgasm. Had it been real? Yes. Had she meant for it to happen in front of everybody? God, no. And inevitably, how did it feel?

She had him on the hook and wanted to make him drag it out of her. “It was an orgasm. How do you think it felt?”

“I mean, knowing it was him. Inside you.”

Her labia were slick and sliding against each other as she walked. “It wasn’t really him.”

“You know what I mean.”

I wish it had been. She’d had the same thought last night in bed, squirming her thighs against each other and remembering the weight of Ryan’s cock (for it was impossible now to think of it as just a dildo). After having him inside her all afternoon, fucking her all afternoon, it had felt strange to be able to hold her legs together without his thick meat forcing them apart again.

It was the same now. She had a deep, Ryan-sized void waiting to be filled.

The truth was, she told Simon, feeling her way gently towards the truth, that it had been something more than a simple toy-induced climax. When she’d discovered that the thick presence between her legs was to all intents and purposes Ryan’s actual cock, the taboo surreality of the situation had crashed down on her like a tsunami. With his voice so close and the familiar smell of his cologne in the air, it was almost as though she’d been sitting impaled on his lap.

And Simon had been right there.

“You want to know what made me come?”

“Was it the size?”

“It was knowing you were watching—”

“Me?”

“—while another man… did it… inside me.”

“But it wasn’t really—”

“Yes it was,” Becca said, cutting him off. “I’d forgotten what it was like to be so full I could feel a guy come. I remember now, though. It was that real.”

Simon’s hand felt hot in her own, and he was nervous enough she could hear him swallow.

“It was like he was… Jesus, he was pumping his stuff into me. I couldn’t stop coming.” Becca filled the resulting silence with a near whisper. “God, it was just so big.”

“Is size that important?”

“I didn’t used to think so.” Becca smiled to herself, remembering the way the giant dick had throbbed, then the jet of warmth deep in her guts. “It’s hard to explain. There’s no extra space with a guy that big inside you. When he comes, it feels like it’s going to spurt out your ears.”

“I guess it’s been a while since you felt that.”

“Mmm,” Becca mused, thinking back on how Dion had made her climax the same way, flooding her deepest core. “It’s been a long time.”

Simon didn’t have a follow-up to that.

“I appreciated you cleaning me up,” she said, throwing him a bone. “It was good to feel like I was yours again.”

“It was my pleasure, Ma’am.”

She’d guessed as much. When she’d sent him beneath the table to service the Ryan-dildo, he’d cleaned it with his mouth. She hadn’t asked him to, he’d just done it. So, despite his earlier complaints, when he then went on to clean her up with his tongue, she’d let him. It had been the first time he’d touched her sexually all week.

“Simon,” Becca said, sidling up and tilting her head to his shoulder. “Remember how you said we should do it for real? I want to try tonight.”

Simon’s body stiffened. “A… real one?”

“Of course a real one, silly. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Will you make me look pretty?”

“You always look—”

“You know what I mean. I need to look extra special to make sure I get his best performance, right?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I’ll need new lingerie for my first time. I’ll pick it up when Em takes me shopping. Is white appropriate?”

“White is nice,” Simon said. “With stockings?”

“I’ll get stay-ups. I don’t want him fussing with garters to get my panties off.” She leaned into his body again, almost trembling with anticipation. “Will you stay with me while he does me?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“I want you to kiss me when he first goes inside.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And hold my hand. Like we’re doing now.”

“Left hands,” Simon said, correcting her. He had Barney’s lead in his left hand and was holding Becca’s with his right.

“So our rings are touching?”

Simon murmured his assent.

Becca was tingling all over. “I’m getting good at this, aren’t I?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Did I tell you I want to take him raw?” She was really babbling, now, and she didn’t care. “Should I tell him beforehand or wait until he’s ready to finish? I want to try having him come on my tummy too, but not the first time. I think he should do it inside me the first time. For you, I mean. Because that’s what you want. Not that I don’t want it too. I do, I mean, I really do. Guys probably don’t get it, but the feeling of having a really big guy bust one inside you…” Becca shivered, replaying the sensations of the bucking, spurting toy from the previous evening, except this time with real cock and real cum. And a real man between her legs.

She stopped them and pulled Simon over to the edge of the path, drawing him into an embrace. “Thank you so much for doing this for me.” She found his lips and kissed him.

“It’s nothing more than what you deserve,” Simon said. “I wasn’t sure you were going to embrace the idea.”

“I owe it all to you.” She kissed him again. “What time is it?”

Simon took a hand from her butt to look at his phone. “Nine-thirty.”

“In twelve hours, we’re going to be holding hands and letting another guy take off my panties.”

“Then what?” Simon whispered. His cock was hard against her mound.

“Then I’ll lie back and spread my legs.”

“And?”

“And let him put his cock inside me, silly.”

“A big cock?”

She rubbed noses with him. “A very big cock.”

“What about a condom?” Simon said in a teasing tone. “Think how deep he’ll be if he comes.”

“Mmm,” Becca moaned. “That’s exactly what I’m thinking. I’m not worried, though. I have a secret weapon.”

“What is it?”

“I have my faithful husband to clean me out.”

“He sounds like a very loving husband.”

“Oh, he is. He’ll get every last drop of that awful cum out and make me his own again.”

“Then what?”

“If he gets out every last drop?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Then he can fill me back up again.”

Simon kissed her again. “I love you so much.”

Becca melted into the kiss, letting it linger until their hearts and passions both settled. “How do these things usually work?” she asked, her mind turning to more practical matters. “Should you ask him, or should I? Or should I ask Em first? I mean, they’re not exactly exclusive, but I don’t want to go behind her back.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“With Ryan. I mean, she knows he has sex with women at hens’ parties and such, but her own sister is a little closer to—”

“Becca, what do you mean, Ryan? I thought we were getting a bull.”

“We are. He is. Trust me, if what I got last night is life-sized, he’s that and change.”

“Honey, no. Ryan is too…”

“Don’t say big. He’s exactly the right size. And if Em’s any judge, he’s got the stamina to match.”

“But you… know him.”

“Exactly!”

“And you like him.”

“I love him, Simon. That’s the whole point. He’s one of my closest friends. I don’t work the same as other people, and he understands my needs.”

“But…”

“But what? This is what you want. It’s what we both want.”

“But what if you fall in love with him?”

She pulled him tighter. “I couldn’t possibly. I’m in love with you.”

They held each other in silence. Simon was trembling.

“Becca,” he said in a tiny voice. “I can’t.”

“You can’t what?”

“You can’t. Not with him. I’ll find someone else.”

“I don’t want someone else, Simon.”

“Please, not him.” He was almost crying. “I don’t want to lose you. I’ll do anything… we can pretend it’s him, like with Enrique, but we can’t do that.”

“Pretend.”

“I can use the strap-on again. Or that new toy. I can use his cologne if I can find out what it is. And you can do things to me—like you did when I was Christian.”

“You feel that strongly about this.”

Simon physically quaked in her arms. “Yes.”

Becca knew instinctively that if she insisted, if she used the Domme voice, he would cave. The devil on her shoulder told her it would just be a progression of their developing arrangement—a natural one, really.  The angel on the opposite shoulder, however, reminded her how Simon had accepted her boundaries when it came to other men. “Fine,” she said, biting her tongue to avoid adding ‘for now’.

“Thank God.”

“But”—she pushed a finger into his chest—“quid-pro-quo. The resistance ends here. No more questioning my decisions. No more pushback like last night, just yes Ma’am and thank you Ma’am.” She touched a hand to his cheek and kissed his lips. “I’m in charge of you, Simon. I will administer punishments and rewards when and as I see fit.” She reached down and cupped his balls, squeezing until his body stiffened. “I’ve made clear the man I want to please me, and out of respect for you, I’ll forego that pleasure. But now you exist to please me. Is that clear? And in return, from time to time, I’ll make sure your needs are met, too.”

Simon didn’t even pause. “Yes Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.”

She released his balls. “Good boy.”

Barney nuzzled her leg, thinking she was talking about him.

Dominating him like that had given her a fresh buzz on top of the fantasy of fucking Ryan. She needed to cool down before she decided on Simon’s next punishment, and they had a few hours to kill before his appointment at the waxing salon. “Let’s stop in town for brunch and relax for a bit,” she said. “We have a busy day ahead of us.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Twenty

The LandCruiser pulled into their driveway, jolting Simon against his seatbelt when it stopped. Sitting in the back row next to Barney, he blinked his way back to the present moment. He’d been zoning, replaying his ordeal at the waxing salon.

“Home again, home again, jiggety-jig,” Emily sang.

Barney woofed his agreement that it was good to be home and put his paws up on the seat in front.

“Welcome to Hornsby, ladies and gentlemen,” Ryan intoned, channelling a passenger jet pilot. “Please remain in your seats and wait until the vehicle comes to a complete stop.” It was his car, so he’d been driving, while Emily had the front passenger seat and Becca was in the middle row with all the shopping bags. It had been her suggestion to put Simon in the back rather than the bags—she didn’t entirely trust Barney to ignore all the new smells.

Everyone except Simon opened their doors when Ryan switched off the engine.

Becca stepped out and held the door open. “Barney, come to Mama.”

Barney woofed and leapt over the seat in a single, super-dog bound.

“Simon,” she said, bending down to pat the dog, “bring in the bags when you come.”

Simon felt around for the seat release that would let him climb through to the middle row. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“And check the garden timer. I heard it going after ten last night. I think it’s still on daylight saving time.”

“I’ll check it after I drop the bags inside.”

“Do it now, Simon. You’ll forget if you don’t.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon found the release, folded the seat forward, and clambered out. His back cracked as he stood up. It was a big SUV, but that didn’t make the jump seats in the back any more accessible than those in the family wagons of his childhood. They were really only made for kids.

He pushed the seat back into place and gathered up the bags. They represented a cavalcade of Sydney fashion stores—Myer and DJ’s of course, also Camilla and Marc, Farage, Rip Curl (was Becca buying swimwear?) and, incongruously amongst all those other labels, K-Mart. It was hard to imagine what K-Mart could offer Becca and Emily in the way of women’s fashion.

Everyone else was already inside by the time Simon pushed the door closed with his hip. Lining the bags up beside Ryan’s SUV, he stepped over the garden bed to check the timer. Becca had been right; it was still on daylight saving time. He twisted the dial back an hour and thumbed a couple of pins to reduce the watering time for the cooler autumn months.

Jumping back over the garden bed to the driveway, he felt his underwear slide around smoothly over his waxed genitals. It wasn’t unpleasant, but it would take some getting used to. Or maybe he wouldn’t need to get used to it—maybe Becca would lose interest in the waxing and let him grow it back.

That didn’t seem likely. She’d really enjoyed herself at the salon, loudly conferring with Emily and Ryan about what she wanted done. He suspected she’d decided earlier to get him waxed bare and was drawing out the embarrassment. It certainly had been embarrassing. Ryan had been a bro about it, only answering the questions he was asked, but Emily had really piled on, going through the salon’s entire catalogue and giving her sister a woman’s-eye view of how she thought each would look on Simon.

He gathered the bags and lugged them up the steps. The front door was still open, so he didn’t have to stop to find his key; he just stepped through and kicked it shut.

“Bring the bags in here, Simon,” Becca called from the living room. “We’ll sort out whose is whose.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon shuffled down the hall with his load, manoeuvred sideways through the doorway and hefted them onto the dining table.

Becca and Emily were sitting in the loungeroom armchairs, each with a flute of sparkling wine. Ryan had a beer in his hand, and there was a second one on the coffee table, presumably for Simon.

“Over here, Simon,” Becca said. “We bought gifts for both of you for being such good sports today.”

“Gifts?” Ryan said, cocking his head. “All I did was drive and go to the gym while you shopped.”

Emily winked at him. “You can pay me back later, then.”

Simon lined up the bags next to Emily’s chair, grabbed his beer, and flopped down in the small portion of sofa not occupied by Ryan’s giant frame. “Just so long as mine isn’t a personal waxing kit,” he said. “I’ve had enough of that for one day.”

“Well, that’s hardly your call,” Becca said, snapping a little straighter. “But it’s not a grooming gift, as it turns out.” She turned to Emily. “Em?”

Simon was still getting used to a full-time Domme. He needed to keep his wits about him and stop lapsing into old habits. It was hard, but watching his wife spread her wings and embrace her power was worth it.

Emily sorted through the bags, coming up with one from Myer and the one Simon had spotted earlier from K-Mart. “This one’s for you,” she said, passing the Myer bag across the coffee table to Ryan, “and this is for Simon.” She lobbed the K-mart bag into his lap. It was something light and soft—probably clothing.

“Spoilers,” Becca said. “It’s sleepwear.”

Ryan laughed. “Just because you’ve never seen me wear anything to bed,” he said, grinning at Emily, “doesn’t mean I don’t own pyjamas.”

Emily sipped her champagne. “You’d be more grateful if you knew how hard I looked for crotchless PJs.” She waggled her fingers in a tickling fashion. “That way I’d still have access when I need it. The closest thing they had was a night-shirt.”

“I’ve always wanted to try a night-shirt,” he said, looking inside the bag. Then, “Yellow?” He pulled out a fleecy yellow garment trimmed with a long russet fringe. It wasn’t a night shirt at all; it was a lion onesie. “Nice,” he said, laughing deprecatingly. “I hope you’ve got a Nala costume in there for yourself. I watched Lion King about a hundred times when I was twelve. Nala was hot.”

Emily chuckled. “Settle down, Simba, I’ve got a different kind of catsuit in my closet I think you’ll like even more.”

“Simba?” Becca said, cocking her head thoughtfully. “Simon’s kind of a young Simba cub. I think of Ryan as more of a Mufasa.”

“Mufasa,” Emily growled, emulating the comic hyenas from the Disney movie.

Becca shivered theatrically, picking up the scene where one hyena reacted almost erotically to the sound of the alpha lion’s name. “Ooooh... do it again.”

“Mufasa. Mufasa! Mufasa!”

“Ooooh!” Her voice rose to a joyous crescendo not unlike that of the previous evening. “It tingles.”

They both collapsed back in their chairs, abandoning the re-enactment. Meanwhile, Simon’s blood pressure was so high his teeth throbbed.

Becca sipped her champagne. “This is good. Is it the Bollie?”

“Oui, oui, Madame,” Emily said, sipping her own. “It tastes très sexy, because it’s French.”

“Open yours, Simon,” Becca said. “I hope you like it. I didn’t think we were going to find one in your size.”

Simon delved into the bag. “Well, if they fit Ryan then I think—” He stopped, looking blankly at the cellophane wrapped bundle in his hands. A black spiderweb on a red field, blue trim—it was Spiderman. “These are…”

“Spiderman jim-jams,” sang Emily. “You can relive your childhood.”

“I never had Spiderman pyjamas as a kid,” Simon said hollowly.

“Lucky we found them, then,” Emily said. “Otherwise you’d have missed out.”

Simon looked at Ryan’s onesie. It was a kids’ thing too, but Ryan was cool with it. He’d probably look good as a lion. A guy like him could pull off the silly dress-up look. There were probably a lot of things Ryan could do better than him, like deep-creaming his wife for instance.

Spiderman. He looked at it again. It was so… juvenile.

He removed the top from the cellophane and held it up. It was about his size, dammit. He’d been hoping they were in a kids’ size so he’d have an excuse to return them.

What was Becca trying to say—he was just a boy? Not even a man? It was punishment because he wouldn’t agree to letting Ryan fuck her. First it had been the waxing—not just his genitals like she’d said, but everywhere. Legs, chest, underarms, he was as smooth as he’d been before he’d hit puberty. Then just a minute ago, she’d made that Simba crack. Now Spiderman? He’d never thought of himself as manly—not especially big, not very hairy—but he was man enough…

Or at least, he had been.

“Who wants to see what we bought for ourselves?” Emily asked.

“You bet,” Ryan said. “Lay it on me.”

“Simon?” Becca said. “Do you want to see what I bought? Em pulled out all the stops to find things you’d like.”

Simon blinked and looked up from his pyjamas. “Yeah, sure.” What he needed was to hide these things away in a drawer, but in the meantime, some classy skirt suits would probably be a welcome distraction.

Becca sat forward in her armchair and put her champagne on the coffee table. “Are we modelling, Em, or just unboxing?”

“I vote modelling,” Ryan said, quickly glancing at Simon. “Simon does too.”

Simon blinked. Becca modelling? In front of Ryan? “I don’t mind waiting till—”

“I vote modelling, too,” said Emily. “It’ll be fun.”

“There’s one condition, though,” Becca said.

Simon stiffened. Becca’s conditions hadn’t been going his way lately.

“If we’re getting dressed up,” she said, “so are you. On with the jammies, gentlemen.”

“Deal,” Ryan said, standing up and peeling off his T-shirt.

This was going from bad to worse. The humiliations were relentless. She’d promised to look after his needs, too. When was that going to start?

“Simon?” Emily said, her attention momentarily distracted by Ryan, who had just stepped naked out of his trunks. “Aren’t you going to suit up?”

“I’ll, um, get changed in the bedroom.”

“We’re using the bedroom,” Becca said, standing up and stepping around the coffee table, oblivious to the fact that Ryan’s giant wang was swinging free, now within easy stroking distance. “You can do it here.”

Simon desperately didn’t want to relive the horrors of being the least endowed in the high school locker room, but the one thing he wanted less was another dressing down from Becca in front of the others. He kept his mouth shut.

Emily rose and started collecting the bags.

“You want a hand carrying those?” Ryan asked, still buck naked.

“Here you go,” Emily said, picking out half a dozen bags. “These are all Becca’s.”

Simon was studiously averting his eyes, but it was impossible not to notice that Ryan’s dick, even soft, was both longer and thicker than his own when it was hard.

While Becca led Ryan off to her bedroom, Emily stayed behind, gathering up the remaining bags. “Do you want help putting on your jim-jams?” she said motheringly, offering Simon an amused smile. “I could check to make sure they didn’t miss any stray hairs.”

Simon began unbuttoning his shirt, desperately trying to maintain a cool façade. “No thanks.” Hopefully, Em would lose interest and leave before she saw his smooth, naked chest.

She paused a moment, smiling and regarding the bare flesh between the open lapels of his shirt. She could make him undress in front of her—she knew it, and she wanted him to know it too. It’d only take a word in Becca’s ear, then she’d make it a reality. “Cheer up,” she said finally, looking back up into his eyes. “Becs has some crazy-sexy things to model. You’re going to love them.”

“Sounds good,” Simon said flatly. He had all the buttons undone but still hadn’t opened his shirt. It had gone well past the point of being a natural pause.

Emily frowned and looked down the hall. “What’s keeping Ryan? He should be back.” She offered Simon another smile. “Maybe she changed her mind about your new arrangement.”

“She… told you?”

“It’s a shame,” she said, “because trust me, he’s on board. Just say the word—he could really give her what she needs.”

Simon peered at the empty hallway. What the hell were they doing?

“He’s probably just helping her pair up those new outfits with lingerie. Still, I’d better go check.” Finally, she turned and walked off towards the bedroom. “Here I come, you two,” she called. “You’d better not be bouncing on the bed.”

Simon quickly stripped off his shirt and pulled the Spiderman top over his head. He wanted to be dressed again before Ryan got back, even if that meant giving the naked Adonis another minute in the bedroom with his wife. He got one arm inside before realising the top was back-to-front, pulled out, twisted it around his neck, then thrust both arms through the correct holes at once.

Kicking off his shoes, he stripped his jeans down so fast they took his underpants with them. Shit, was that the sound of Ryan coming down the hall? He grabbed the blue and red pyjama bottoms while kicking free from the knot of denim and cotton bunched around his ankles.

He almost made it. He got one leg into the pyjamas but then hearing footsteps in the hall, he stabbed the other foot into the hole, tangled his toes in the fabric, and pulled the whole thing out of his grip. Desperately clutching for the waistband, he went hopping around the room, trying to recover his balance and almost landing face first on the coffee table.

Ryan came in just as he regained his footing. “Hey, snap,” he said, indicating his own recently waxed junk, which was hanging a bit thicker and fuller for his time alone with Becca. “The lengths we go to, am I right?”

Simon flushed. Ryan’s dick reminded him of those giant cock-and-balls dildos at the sex shop—like a weapon. Simon’s looked like something you might bait a hook with. He finally got his foot properly into the pants leg and pulled them up.

Was that a lipstick mark encircling Ryan’s cock? Simon tried not to stare, but it was impossible not to. It was either lipstick or a birthmark of some kind. Had Becca been wearing lipstick? She usually did when she went out with Em. Em did too, of course, so if it wasn’t a birthmark then it was probably hers.

Probably.

Simon shook his head. No, it was definitely Em’s.

Ryan picked up his lion onesie and shook it out. “You’re a lucky man,” he said, stepping into the legs and pulling the suit up to his waist. “I can’t wait till you see your wife in some of that gear.” He licked a finger and made a sizzling sound as he touched it to an imaginary Becca. “You might want to turn on the air-con—it’s about to get a lot hotter in here.”

──────

They waited a full ten minutes for the girls to come out in their first outfit. Ryan had fetched another beer each. Simon’s first was empty, so he must have been drinking it, but he didn’t remember the taste.

His mouth was dry. He didn’t honestly believe anything had happened between Becca and Ryan in the bedroom, but at the same time he was trying to work out a way he could tell for sure. If he kissed her, would he be able to taste Ryan on her lips? Probably not, unless…

Unless he came in her mouth.

“You boys ready?” Emily called from the bedroom.

“Hell yeah.” Ryan called back. “And raring.”

Canned music from a mobile phone floated down the hall—Strike a pose—it was Madonna’s ‘Vogue’. Click-clack-click—the sound of heels on hardwood. Emily came out first in a floral print sundress, eye-catchingly yellow with an even more eye-catchingly fitted bodice.

Come on, vogue
Let your body move to the music

Em moved to the music, alright. Strutting like a runway model, she stopped adjacent to their sofa and turned right and left, flaring the skirt and flashing a lot of leg. Ryan kicked the coffee table across in front of the armchairs, and Emily used the space as additional runway, swinging her hips and offering them a smouldering pout as she passed.

Ryan clapped and whistled. “Very nice, very nice indeed.”

Simon clapped politely as well but thought cheering would be over the top, especially considering who was sitting right beside him.

Emily beamed at the attention and gave Ryan a quick panty-flash as she passed on the return journey. The music retreated with her clacking heels up the hallway, but then came floating back, this time in the person of Becca.

Wow! She was dressed exactly like one of the women from Simon’s DropBox gallery, wearing a steel grey check suit with a tight skirt finishing well above the knee, black calf-length boots, and her hair wound into a loose chignon, secured with a yellow pencil. She must have gotten Emily’s help with the makeup to have done it so fast. If she had been wearing lipstick earlier, she’d changed it. He’d never seen her wear this shade—it was a high gloss, candy red that was impossible not to imagine wrapped around a big, erect cock.

Simon sat up straighter, lust fizzing through his body. He had to forget the lipstick and get with the program. He was letting his imagination run too wild. This was for him. The shopping, the showing off—Becca knew what he liked, and she’d done all of it for him. He was, as he’d told himself a million times, the luckiest guy in the world.

“Holy crap,” Ryan gasped. “Team meetings in the office just got a whole lot more real.”

Becca trailed one hand along the dining table as a guide and stopped when she reached the end, executing a few slow turns to show off the outfit.

Come on, vogue
Let your body go with the flow

Ryan nudged Simon in the ribs. “Dude,” he hissed, “that’s your wife. Clap if you think she’s hot.”

Simon clapped. Ryan did too, and he whistled for good measure.

Becca smiled and blushed. She removed the blazer and draped it over one shoulder, turning her back on them and patting her backside to accentuate the close fit of the skirt.

Ryan looked like he wanted to reach out and do the same. And Becca might let him, just to prove a point. Simon imagined himself slapping it away and telling him that that arse was his—a fact even more true since Becca had started denying him pussy rights.

Did he have any claim, though? She’d been pretty clear that morning telling him she was in charge from now on.

Ryan, indulging himself with seemingly zero sense of impropriety, had his eyes glued to her swaying hips as she walked away. “Please tell me we’re going to see this one in the office.”

Becca laughed and called back over her shoulder, “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“It wouldn’t just be me,” he yelled down the now empty hallway, eliciting another tinkle of laughter from the bedroom.

Simon wondered whether they flirted like that in the office. All those people he’d met at her Christmas party, they probably thought he was being cucked already.

“Dude,” Ryan said, turning to him, “she’s gonna set the sprinklers off if she wears that at work.”

Simon swallowed hard. “Uh-huh.” And Ryan wouldn’t be the only one lusting after her, it would be everyone—men staring at her arse in the lift, rubbing against her on the crowded train—every one of them imagining those red, red lips wrapped around their cock.

Had it only been that morning he was fantasising about things like that—about strangers lusting after his wife, about her flirting, teasing, and fucking them, then ultimately returning to her husband still dripping with their seed? He understood now—boy, did he understand—that it was only the fantasy he loved. Becca’s reality pill had set him straight, and it now sat in Simon’s stomach like a ball of lead.

She’d agreed she wouldn’t sleep with Ryan, but Simon had no real sense as to how far that extended. Did it also include flirting, teasing, a little hand-job in the copy room, maybe?

“That was the warm-up act,” Emily called out down the hall. “Brace yourselves, because things are gonna get sexy.”

“Bring it on,” Ryan yelled back.

“Make some noise, boys. Let us know you want it.”

“Bring… it… on. Bring… it… on,” Ryan chanted, clapping in time. He nudged Simon again, forcing him to clap along. “Dude, how hot is your wife?”

“She’s pretty amazing, I know.” It was never supposed to be like this. The sexy Domme outfits were for her husband. She should be modelling them for him alone, not with her DSW watching and getting a free ride. And worse, Ryan wasn’t even trying to hide his attraction for the sake of politeness.

What Emily had said earlier about Ryan being on board—that was clearly true. And how much had she told him? That Becca wanted to experience the kind of rampant fucking Simon would never be able to deliver? All three of them might be plotting behind his back. Even if nothing had happened earlier, that last smile from Becca, that and the blush, they hadn’t been for her husband; they’d been directed at Ryan. She wasn’t tuned in to visual cues at the best of times, but she knew he was watching and she sure as hell knew what he was thinking.

Ryan took a long pull from his beer. “Oh man, if those outfits were a warm-up…” He paused reflectively, then gave a low whistle.

“Mmm.” Simon wondered whether Ryan was worried about him looking at Emily. The sundress had been hot, but Simon got to see her parading about the house in lingerie all the time. He’d seen her pussy once—not just a glimpse but a good long look, long enough to get him hard. She’d been lounging on the sofa in a loose pair of pyjama knickers. What would Ryan say if he told him? Would he even care?

“Does Becca ever dress like that in private?” Ryan asked, telling Simon all he needed to know about where the other man’s thoughts were centred. “I’ve never seen her do it,” he went on, not giving Simon time to answer. “I mean, she looks good at work… better than good—she looks fine, you know what I mean? But not like…” He shook his head and gave another whistle.

Em called out, “Ready for round two?”

“Hang on a minute,” Ryan yelled. “I’ll get the fire extinguisher.”

Twin musical giggles floated down from the bedroom, filling Simon with a sense of dread.

The music started again—this one was especially suited to modelling.

I'm too sexy for my shirt

Emily sashayed into the living room wearing a pair of black stiletto pumps, matching Jackie-O sunglasses, and an itsy-bitsy painted-on bikini—the kind you might wear at the beach if you weren’t fussy about it being washed away by the first wave.

Ryan pumped his fist in the air and sang along with the music. “… too sexy for my shirt, so sexy it hurts!” Glancing over at Simon, he said, “Dude, you’re not looking. What’s the matter with you?”

Simon didn’t know where to look. Emily wasn’t blessed with Becca’s curves, but everything she did have was out and proud and on display. There was just enough fabric in the top to lift her breasts and cover the nipples, and the bottoms clung so close that Simon could make out the curve of her mound and the line of her pussy crease.

His cock stirred inside the Spiderman pyjamas, reminding him he was now every bit as hairless down there as Emily.

Em pushed the Jackie-O’s down her nose, gave Ryan a wink, then turned on one enormous spike-heel and strutted back towards the bedroom.

Enduring another elbow to the ribs, Simon clapped along as she left, then returned his hands to his lap and hoped his developing erection wouldn’t be noticeable.

The music grew again as fresh footsteps approached.

Cause I'm a model, you know what I mean
And I do my little turn on the catwalk

Would Becca be in a tiny bikini too? God help him, he didn’t think he could bear Ryan cheering and ogling her like he had Emily.

It wasn’t a bikini. Becca was in office attire again. If you could call it that. It was the kind of office attire the women in his DropBox gallery were too shy to wear.

“Holy shit,” Ryan whispered. “I thought the bikini was hot.”

Becca’s tweed wrap skirt was a very professional black and white, but the split came so far up her thigh, it was a wonder they couldn’t see her panties—always assuming she was wearing any. The white, sleeveless blouse was deliciously fitted around her tummy, and even with three buttons popped, it pulled so tight across the bust they could see her nipples protruding.

Once again, Becca trailed her fingers along the dining table and stopped when she reached the end.

Yeah, on the catwalk
On the catwalk, yeah
I shake my little tush on the catwalk

She turned her head, angling an ear towards them. “Are you guys still there? What do you think?”

“Stunning,” Ryan said, his voice thick with awe. “Isn’t she, Simon?”

Simon didn’t respond. He couldn’t. Even counting the times she’d dressed in lingerie for him, this was the dead-sexiest he’d seen her. She looked just like the Dommes in his dreams, except hotter. He half expected her to push him down on the sofa and sit on his face.

Or Ryan’s.

And wouldn’t he enjoy that? He was a macho guy, sure, but assisting a blind woman for a living was a pretty submissive job. He’d probably get a kick out of Becca feeding him a pussy sandwich for lunch.

“Dude,” Ryan said, jabbing him again with his elbow. “Pick up your jaw and tell your wife how hot she looks.”

“You look…”

“You look incredible, Bec,” Ryan said. “Like a goddamn supermodel.”

Becca lit up with a smile.

“No way can you wear that in the office, though.”

“No?” Her innocent frown finished the sentence—Why ever not? She pulled out the pencil holding up her hair and shook it free until it shaded the burgeoning pink in her cheeks.

“The guys at work already spend more time staring at her arse than their computers,” Ryan said, addressing Simon. “They’ll trip over their own tongues if she wears that.”

“They do not stare,” Becca said, waving off the exaggeration.

“They bloody do,” Ryan said. “I’ll take a photo and send it to Em.” He turned back to Simon. “Swear to God, mate, every guy in our team fantasises about banging the boss.”

Becca fingered the topmost of the fastened buttons on her blouse. “You’re just trying to embarrass me.”

“Every single one,” Ryan said, shaking his head while gazing longingly at Becca’s luscious curves.

Including him, Simon thought. And Becca knew it. She picked up a lot in people’s voices that others missed, so maybe she just enjoyed hearing that tone in Ryan’s voice—the one that said any minute now, he was going to bend her over the desk and ream her senseless. She sure wouldn’t need to beg him for it, just bend a little, let him tug down her panties, and—

“Simon,” Becca said, breaking into his thoughts, “what do you think?”

What could he say that Ryan hadn’t already? “Amazing. Really… amazing.”

The button she’d been fiddling with popped open, revealing the lace trim and white satin cups of her bra—the white she’d been planning to wear when she fucked Ryan. “Do you think so?”

“Just… like he said, you might want to think twice about wearing it”—he wanted to say in front of other people—“outside the house.”

She’d been posing in profile, but when Simon said that, her head snapped back around towards him. “You’re not trying to tell me what I can wear, are you Simon?”

Simon stiffened. “No Ma’am.”

“Because if I choose to dress like this around other men, it’s because I want the attention. You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”

“No, Ma’am.”

Her friendly demeanour returned as she addressed Ryan. “Don’t go anywhere,” she said, turning for the bedroom and flashing a seductive smile. “I’ve got one more outfit, and it’s a doozy.”

When she was gone, Ryan fell back into the sofa cushions. “Geez, dude”—he prodded at a tented bulge in his onesie—“your wife’s a tease. She’s giving me a fucking hard-on.”

Simon half expected him to get it out and start wanking it. He didn’t, but then again, the show wasn’t over yet.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Twenty-one

Becca strutted back to the bedroom feeling like a supermodel. She could sense the boys’ eyes on her butt like a physical weight.

“Ready for Round Three?” Em asked, closing the door behind her.

“I am.” Becca could barely stifle an excited giggle. “But do you think they are?”

“I don’t know about Simon, but Ryan looks ready for anything, if you know what I mean.”

Becca hadn’t needed to see Ryan’s hard-on, she could hear it in his voice. As much as she’d love to feel it slide between her legs, she wouldn’t succumb to the temptation because she loved Simon more. “You’ll have to take him back to your room for some stress relief, the poor guy.”

“Well, one of us will,” Em said, walking past and giving her a playful smack on the butt. “Now get changed—the show’s not done yet.”

Becca began unbuttoning her blouse. “What’s that supposed to mean, ‘One of us will’?”

Em scoffed. “He’s got a giant boner for the boss. You really should put him out of his misery.”

“Em—”

“And when I say a giant boner, I mean—”

“Em, you’re gloating. It’s unbecoming.”

“I’m just saying, there’s more than enough to share with my big sis.”

“I know. It’s a generous offer.”

“Not as generous as—”

“Em, stop it!”

“I’m just saying, Simon might protest a bit much. He might not mind once things got started—especially if you let him watch.”

Becca wondered whether that might be true. Simon had certainly been on board with the bull fantasy—right up until discovering she wanted Ryan. A little push might get him over the line. “It’s a kind offer, but no thank you,” she said, realising her long contemplation might make it seem like her will was wilting. She held up her left hand and twiddled her rings. “I’m married, in case you hadn’t noticed—happily so—and that means no hanky-panky with the help.”

“Fine. More dick for me,” Emily said, pressing Becca’s next outfit into her hand. “Now squeeze yourself into this puppy. I want you to get my boyfriend nice and hard so I can reap the benefits.”

Becca laughed. She had no objection to teasing Ryan. That was within the rules, and besides, making him hard in front of Simon might blow some benefits back her way. Unfastening her skirt and stepping out of it, she decided another roleplay with Enrique might be in order. It would give Simon a chance to see how much she needed a big cock and maybe shake his resolve.

She went to the bottom drawer of her bureau, pulled out the big strap-on and placed it on the end of the bed.

“Nice dick,” Emily said with a giggle. “I’m not sure it matches your outfit, though.”

“It’s for later.” Becca returned her attention to the outfit Emily had given her. “Now help me with this thing, will you? I can’t even work out which is the front.”

Em took it from her. “Laces go at the back. Get your bra off first—you won’t be needing it with this baby.”

──────

Simon sat nursing his beer, counting the seconds until he’d be allowed to change out of the Spiderman pyjamas.

Ryan drained his bottle and went to the fridge. “Another one?”

Simon shook his head. “I’m good.” As Ryan came back to the sofa, Simon’s eyes dropped involuntarily to the enormous tent in his onesie. He was quick to look away, but not quick enough for Ryan not to notice.

“Sorry man,” Ryan said, dropping back onto the sofa. “That’s not cool, is it?”

Simon didn’t answer.

“A lotta guys…” he said, pausing to take a drink. “A lotta guys with your kind of arrangement, I mean—they like it when other guys look at their wife.”

“Mmm?” Simon tried to make it non-committal. It was true, but he wasn’t certain he wanted Ryan knowing he was the exception to the rule.

“Sure. They see it as a point of pride that they’re married to a stone-cold fox.”

“I guess.”

“You are, aren’t you?” Ryan said, adjusting his erection to a more comfortable position. “I mean, you’d have to be.”

“I’d have to be what?”

“Proud.” Ryan gazed back up the hallway as if he were hoping to catch a shimmering after-image of Becca. “I mean… Dat ass!”

Simon almost laughed at the rapper pronunciation, although it seemed perfectly suited to his wife’s delectable derrière.

Ryan shook his head. “Sorry dude. That was out of line. It’s just…”

“Don’t worry,” Simon said, cautiously exploring the pleasure he derived from the big man’s envy. “I know what you mean. I don’t think she realises the effect it has on men.”

“Exactly,” Ryan said, emphasising the point by firing a finger-gun off in the direction of his thousand-yard stare. “She does this thing at work where she bends over someone’s desk to listen while they read from their screen—legs straight, ankles crossed. You know what I mean?”

Simon sipped his beer. “Yep.” He’d seen it a hundred times at home, too.

“And all the guys are watching—I mean all of them—just wanting to…” Ryan looked sideways at him, his expression cautious.

“It’s okay,” Simon said. He wanted to hear this.

“Aw, man, it’s torture. You just want to go up and…” He mimed holding Becca by the hips and fucking her. “Sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it,” Simon said, still not entirely sure how he felt, but confident now from Ryan’s wistful recollections that Becca hadn’t gone any further than teasing.

Ryan took another long pull from his beer, then turned to look at Simon. “Can I ask a personal question? You can tell me to fuck off if you want.”

“Depends on the question,” Simon said, wondering whether he’d have the balls to tell a guy like Ryan to fuck off.

“Does she ever let you, you know”—he made a switcheroo gesture with his fingers—“go round back?”

Simon blinked. He’s asking whether she does anal. “Do you mean—?”

“Shit, sorry. Outta line.”

“No,” Simon said. “It’s okay.”

“It’s just…” He held his hands out again, pretending to grip Becca by the hips. “Dat ass!”

Simon shrugged, smiling inwardly. “A couple of times.”

“Yeah?”

“Last Sunday,” he said, feeling a strong urge to gloat.

“She let you fuck her in the arse?” He’d dropped the rapper inflection.

“She let me come in her arse,” Simon said, effecting an air of nonchalance completely at odds with the glee he felt hearing Ryan’s surprise.

“The fuck she did!”

Simon shrugged as if to say, ‘Don’t believe me, then.’

Ryan sat back and sighed. “I mean, I’m not saying I don’t want to—”

“Because you do.”

“All night long, brother. All night long.” Ryan adjusted his erection again and stared contemplatively down the neck of his beer. “I’m not sure I could do it for real, though.”

“No?” Simon was beginning to warm to the idea—just the fantasy, nothing more. Confirming Becca’s fidelity had built his confidence. Also, knowing that Ryan wanted it so badly gave him a sense of power.

“It’d be flying too close to the sun, I reckon.”

Simon took a swig of beer. “Burn your wings?”

“Sorry?”

“Icarus.” Seeing the look of confusion on the other man’s face, he waved it off. “Never mind. Greek myth.”

“Greek,” Ryan said, breathing a wistful sigh. “You’re killing me here, man.”

Simon realised with a warm flush that Ryan had just admitted he fantasised about anal with Becca. “If you had one shot,” Simon said, unable to believe he was saying this to someone like Ryan, “which way would you go?”

“Which way?”

“Front or back.”

“Oh, which hole—tough one.” Ryan rubbed his cock though the lion onesie. “And I’ve only got one shot?”

“No do-overs.”

“Am I wearing a condom?”

“Would you want to?”

Ryan laughed. “Dude, have you met your wife? I personally know a dozen guys who’d give their left nut to bang her bareback.”

Electricity fizzed through Simon’s nerve endings. Hearing Ryan lust after his wife, knowing he couldn’t have her, was like an aphrodisiac. “So? You haven’t answered the question.”

“Hang on, don’t rush me.” Ryan paused a moment, clearly considering the pros and cons of each. “Okay, one shot,” he said, still not sounding like he’d made up his mind. “And if I went round back, would she let me finish inside?”

“Naturally.” Simon’s balls tightened. He knew exactly where this was going, and he couldn’t wait to hear the rest.

“But if I was driving down Happy Valley, I’d have to pull out, I guess.”

Simon swallowed hard. Turning to watch Ryan’s reaction, he said, “Not until after you’re done.”

Ryan shut his eyes and sighed. “Dude, call the fuckin’ coroner. I’d be dead before I was done.”

Warmth suffused Simon’s body. It was the closest thing he’d experienced to an orgasm without coming. “Pussy or arse, one shot—what’s it gonna be?”

“One shot.” Ryan fired off the finger-gun again. “It’s gotta be arse, my friend.”

“Really?” Simon was disappointed. He’d thought for sure it was going the other way.

Ryan looked at him seriously. “Not saying I wouldn’t fire a load in her pussy in a heartbeat.”

“Of course not. Goes without saying.”

“Just… you’ve got no idea what it’s like seeing her bend over in a tight skirt—”

“I’ve got a fair idea.”

“—and not be able to do a goddamn thing about it.”

“Ah.” The frustration. Simon was learning a thing or two about frustration. He’d been feeding off the big man’s unrequited lust, but just for a second, he shared some of the yearning.

“If I only had one shot, that’s when I’d take it.”

“At work?”

“Bent over the desk. Any day of the week.”

“Over the desk. Nice.” Simon wondered whether Emily had been showing Ryan his FemDom stash.

Ryan took another long pull from his beer. “If we’re being serious though—”

“I thought we were.”

“If we’re being realistic,” Ryan went on, “I wouldn’t need to tap it. I’d be happy just to hold it once in a while, you know? Slip my hand up her skirt and…” He mimed the action, right down to the little value-added diddle with the tip of his middle finger. Dropping his hand again, he turned guiltily to Simon. “Is that cool? Sorry again, man. You got me going with all that ‘one shot’ stuff. I keep forgetting you two are married.”

“That’s okay, it’s cool.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Sweet.” Ryan sat back again with a smile.

Wait. Simon blinked a few times. Did I just give him permission to grab Becca’s arse? He’d only meant it was okay to talk about it, not to—

“Coming, boys,” Emily called down the hall. “Ready or not.”

“We were born ready,” Ryan yelled back. “Brace yourself, man,” he said, nudging Simon. “This is gonna be epic.”

“Hey,” Simon said. “When I said it’s cool—”

“It’s okay.” Ryan held up a placatory hand. “I get it. You and Becs have that FemDom mojo going. I’ve got you, bro. I’m just here to light the barbecue—you still get to cook the steak.”

Simon wasn’t entirely sure what lighting the barbecue entailed. Worse, he’d missed the chance to explore the idea because the music had started again, and a pair of high heels were clacking down the hall towards them.

I want a girl with a mind like a diamond
I want a girl who knows what's best

Simon recognised the tune but couldn’t recall the song.

Emily strode in wearing… God, what was she wearing? She was Ariel, The Little Mermaid, except all grown up. Apart from the smartphone in her hand and a pair of plastic stripper heels, all she had on were three turquoise seashells, one on each breast and the other cupping her pussy. No straps, no nude skin-coloured panels—just the shells. Everywhere else was sleek, tanned, bare skin.

“Jesus Christ,” Ryan whispered.

Simon was still hard from talking about Becca. He was aware he was staring but lacked the will to stop. “What’s holding them up?”

“I dunno,” Ryan said. “One of us should probably check.”

“They’re pasties, silly,” Emily said, turning with a flourish to walk the final stretch of runway in front of the sofa. “See?” She peeled up one seashell, exposing a stiff, peaked nipple.

Ryan gulped, staring at the exposed breast. “So much for that mystery.”

Em stuck it back down and shimmied her shoulders. Her breasts wobbled like perfectly set panna cottas. “I got this outfit for camming. Maybe run an underwater effects filter. Do you think my watchers will like it?”

Blink. Simon’s brain took a snapshot of her gravity-resistant breasts. Blink-blink—another couple of her slim waist and waxed mound. He knew already that he’d masturbate to these recollections later but was too aroused to feel shame.

Em laughed and pointed two fingers at him, directing his attention back up to her eyes. “I’ll take that as a yes.”

Simon’s gaze slid helplessly back down to the third shell. About the size of a tablespoon, it fitted snugly over her labia with the scalloped top edge finishing only a fraction of an inch north of her slit. “Is that one a pasty too?” The words were out of his mouth before he knew he’d spoken aloud.

Em traced a finger along the top. “Why don’t you check?”

“Do it,” Ryan said.

Simon jolted upright—“What?”—suddenly realising what that would entail.

“That’s what you call an invitation,” Ryan said. “Peel it off her.”

Emily moved her feet shoulder-width apart, the giant stripper heels pushing her hips forward invitingly. “You’ve got to start at the bottom,” she said, reaching deep between her legs and fingering the lower edge.

Simon couldn’t move.

“Go on,” she said. “I won’t bite.”

Ryan chuckled. “She’s got a nasty suck, though.”

Simon’s hand twitched. It wanted to. Desperately. Hell, he wanted to as well—he just knew he’d never look at Em again without remembering the time he peeled a turquoise seashell from her pussy. “You do it,” he said finally.

“She didn’t ask me.”

“Hey, look,” Emily said, taking half a step back, “if neither of you are interested—”

Ryan sat quickly forward. “I’ll do it.”

Emily gave him a smug look. “I thought you might.”

Oh-God-oh-God-oh-God. Although Simon had seen Em a hundred times in tiny panties or body stockings, he’d only ever seen her pussy that one time when she wasn’t aware she was flashing. She’d never actually shown him.

That was about to change.

Ryan reached out and stroked the anatomically contoured seashell. “Huh…” He tapped it with a fingernail—clack-clack. “It’s plastic.”

The bra cups, if that was what you could call them, looked to be made of the same stuff but obviously weren’t—Simon wouldn’t soon forget the way she’d peeled the left one back.

Ryan fingered the rear edge, just as Em had done, rocking the little seashell back and forth, although not by more than a few millimetres. “It’s… stuck,” he said.

“Maybe you should let a real man try,” Em said, giving Simon a wink that Ryan didn’t see.

“Don’t peel it,” Simon said, suspecting he knew the seashell’s secret; he’d seen something similar on the Internet. “Pull it.”

Ryan got a fingertip behind the rear edge and tugged. Nothing happened at first, and then—

“Ooh,” Em said, shimmying sexily, “that tickles.”

The seashell drew slowly down and away from her pussy. For a moment, it appeared to balance precariously on the pad of Ryan’s finger—at least until the rest became visible. The shell was actually the base of a dildo— the shaft of which was sliding slowly out through Emily’s distended and now exposed cunt lips.

“That…” Ryan stopped and licked his lips. “That’s pretty cool.”

“I know, right?” Emily took his hand and encouraged him to slowly fuck her with the shaft. “Mermaids never had it so good, did they Simon?”

…

“Simon?”

“Huh?” Simon felt his head pivot upward towards Em’s face, but his eyes stayed irretrievably glued to her smooth, impaled pussy.

Ryan slid it all the way back in, covering her lips again and breaking the spell for Simon. “That’s actually very cool.”

Simon blinked away the retinal glow of the turquoise shell. “Is it…?”

Em cocked an eyebrow. “Is it what?”

“Never mind.”

“Is it dishwasher safe? I hope so. If you find it in the Miele, just leave it out on the draining rack.”

The joke barely registered with Simon. “It doesn’t look very big. I thought you—”

“Size isn’t everything, you know,” she teased. “I love it when a small guy really cuts loose and nails me hard.”

“You like that?”

“Are you kidding?” Em said. “It’s awesome. I scream out how big it feels, and then they try to go harder and…” Suddenly she fixed Simon with a serious look. “The secret is not to giggle. I had to learn that the hard way.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“Don’t get me wrong, little guys are super attentive, but they’re so hung up on making a girl come.”

“But we… they… don’t?”

“Dear Lord, no.” Em laughed as though Simon had made a joke. “But you gotta love how hard they try.”

Simon’s erection didn’t wane, but it did feel less… substantial than usual. Emily needed a big dick to make her come. Big deal. So did Becca—he’d once thought she maybe couldn’t come at all from penetration, but the array of big toys she’d tried in the last week had put paid to that notion.

Emily stepped past Ryan and stood close to Simon, her legs parted. “Sure you don’t want to play?” she said, rocking her hips enticingly.

“No thanks.”

“Spoilsport.” She pulled on the seashell, drawing the dildo out till only the head remained inside. “Push it back in, then.”

“I shouldn’t.”

“I’ll sit on your lap.” She raised one knee onto the sofa beside Simon. “That’ll push it in.”

Simon couldn’t fail to miss the earnest look in her eyes. He’d last about five seconds with Em grinding on his dick, then he’d spray a load in his Spiderman PJs.

And then she’d laugh.

The mental image of a spreading wet spot in his pyjamas didn’t bear thinking about. He put out a finger to guide the seashell-headed dildo back into Em’s cunt.

“Mmm, that’s it, baby,” she said as he pressed it deeper. “Fill me up.”

He got it halfway in when it met resistance. He pushed harder.

“Keep going,” Em moaned. “Give it to me.”

Simon realised she was playing with him, gripping the dildo with her cunt muscles and making it harder for him to slide it home.

“Push it,” she whimpered, leaning into him.

Simon pushed harder, but it was a trap. Em released her grip right as he peaked the pressure, and the dildo slid home with a plastic thoc as the seashell met her cunt lips.

“Mmm.” She grabbed Simon’s hand in both of hers and held it cupped over her crotch. “I think I’m coming a little.”

With a dizzying sense of realisation, Simon understood that the wetness coating his fingers was Emily’s—she’d leaked all over the toy, and the juices were running down between her legs. When he pulled his hand away, Ryan would see and assume Simon had touched her pussy.

Em didn’t let that happen though. When he did pull away, she held on, cupping his hand like a palm reader and blotting away the wetness with her own fingers.

Simon had to tug to get his hand back. “Thank you,” he said, consciously willing himself not to wipe it on his Spiderman pyjamas.

Emily winked at him. “No, thank you.” Then she turned on her plastic stripper heel and, with the music still playing, strutted back towards the bedroom.

She's touring the facilities and picking up slack
I want a girl with a short skirt and a long, long jacket

The sound became muffled as Emily passed the phone to Becca. Then…

Clack. Clack. Clack.

Confident, high-heeled strides—the sound of proper stilettos, not plastic.

Becca was on her way.

──────

Domme. The word lit up in Simon’s mind like neon, heralded by a hundred-strong corps of trumpets. Becca was dressed as a classic Domme. Simon had no interest in the stereotypical rubber-clad porn dominatrix, but Becca transcended that look in both class and raw sexiness. Her hair was tied back, sleek and shiny, and she wore her opaque glasses like shades. Dark lipstick, bare shoulders, a red satin-lined corset with black trim, and—

At first glance, he thought her panties were like those joke, skin-coloured men’s briefs with a hotdog printed on the front, except Becca’s were printed with a butterfly.

Except… they weren’t printed. They were see-through, and her freshly waxed, butterfly-adorned pussy was proud and prominent, there for all to see.

“Thank you, God,” Ryan whispered beside him.

Becca heard him and visibly marked his position with a quick turn of the head that Simon had seen a thousand times. She guided herself just past the corner of the dining table, her face tracking Ryan all the way, then turned and (probably encouraged to do so by Emily) paraded slowly past them on the sofa.

I want a girl with a smooth liquidation
I want a girl with good dividends

The front panel of her panties was sheer black nylon and completely translucent. The gusset was opaque… kind of; it was crocheted lace, and while the lace itself wasn’t see-through, the holes were plentiful enough that Simon could visually trace the shadow of her crease.

Did Becca understand they could see her pussy? Even if she didn’t, Emily would have known.

A chill coursed through Simon’s body. Emily had helped her plan this. She wanted Ryan to see, wanted them to fuck. He didn’t speak—he wasn’t sure he could at that point—but he must have let out a sigh or a groan, because Becca’s attention snapped directly to his face.

“Simon?” It was the Domme voice. “What’re you doing here?”

“I was… I thought we—”

“We? You don’t think I dressed like this for you, do you?”

“No Ma’am.” She knew. She knew the panties were translucent.

“Just saying I did dress like this for you, would you make it worth my while?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I would try.”

“With what, this?” she said, raising one leg and pushing her foot unerringly into his crotch. “Itsy Bitsy Spider wanna climb the waterspout?” She laughed and pushed her foot harder, grinding his cock with the red sole of her shiny new shoe. “Spiderman is hardly appropriate. This feels more like Spiderboy.”

“I can satisfy you—”

“Oh, this will be good.”

“—in other ways, Ma’am.”

“With your tongue?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And you do that so very well.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“But it doesn’t go all the way in, does it, Simon? You can’t really call that satisfying.”

“No, Ma’am.”

She took her foot out of his crotch and struck a hipshot pose. “It’s a conundrum, isn’t it, Simon? I mean, how is a blind girl supposed to find herself some proper dick?” She underscored the question with an open-handed gesture straight at Ryan’s crotch. “How would they even know I was available?”

“Nice anklet,” Ryan said.

“You like it?” Becca plumped her breasts with her hands, drawing their attention to the dark slivers of areolae peeking out above the garment’s bust.

Simon licked his lips. This was supposed to be a game, and he was happy to play along if that’s all it was, but Ryan could see everything. He wanted to say something, however if he knew anything by now, it was his place as a sub.

Becca smiled at him nicely. “What was it you told me the anklet signified, Simon?” The Domme voice had taken a holiday just for a moment.

“I… uh, I don’t remember.”

She flipped her attention back to Ryan. “Simon gave it to me. As a present.”

That was a lie, but Simon knew better than to protest.

“He said when a married woman wears an anklet”—she flashed her left hand at Ryan—“it means she’s down to fuck.” She turned back to Simon. “That’s right, isn’t it Simon? You told me if we were out and about, and I was down to fuck—”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon accepted the lie because denying it would make things so much worse.

Becca heaved a theatrical sigh. “I don’t think it works, though. I wear it all the time and nobody wants to fuck me.”

“Perhaps you need to pair it with the right outfit,” Ryan said.

Becca brightened. “Like this one?” she ran her fingers down over her breasts and traced the curve of the corset’s bones past her waist. “What do you think, Simon? Does this send the right message?”

“It looks… great.”

“Great?” Ryan said, tearing his eyes away from Becca to gape at Simon. “She looks goddamn stunning. You’re gorgeous, Bec, end of story.”

“Is it sexy?” Becca asked innocently. “I can never tell, but Em says—”

“It’s sexy as fuck,” Ryan said. “Isn’t it, Sime?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Really, Simon? Do you like it? Tell me the truth.”

“You look amazing. Incredibly sexy.”

“Do I look like I’m down to fuck?”

“Very much so.”

“Have I made your itty-bitty pee-pee hard?”

Simon swallowed a lump roughly the size of a tennis ball. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“That’s sweet,” Becca said. She turned her backside to them and stroked her cheek. “I just love the texture.” The rear was the same crocheted lace as the gusset, so while it covered her, it hid nothing. “Do you want a feel?”

It would probably only lead to more punishment, but Simon didn’t care. He reached out and stroked her cheek, allowing his fingertips to dance between the holes and touch her skin. It was exquisite—firm, warm girl-flesh and sexy, sexy lace.

And then suddenly, Becca’s hand was gone from the other cheek, replaced by another, much larger hand. Ryan was scootched forward on the sofa next to Simon, cupping his wife’s arse.

What the ever-loving fuck?

“Mmm, both hands. I love it.” Becca moaned, bending over and bracing her hands on her knees. The movement opened the angle on her pussy, sheathed in crocheted lace and peeking out from between her legs. “You’re making me all wet.” She shifted her weight from foot to foot, opening her legs and teasing the two hands cupping her buttocks.

The other one’s not mine!

Did she know? How could she? She’d naturally assume that both hands were Simon’s, because Ryan was trusted—he’d never grope her without an invitation. But in Ryan’s mind, he did have an invitation—Simon’s from earlier—

(that’s okay, it’s cool)

—and now Becca’s… even if it hadn’t been directed at him.

This wasn’t cool. It was spectacularly uncool. Ryan was groping with an underhand grip that brought the edge of his index finger in line with Becca’s crack. Becca rubbed against him, her breath quickening, writhing until she’d worked her pussy into contact with his fingertip.

And Ryan didn’t move away. He almost had his finger in her cunt—he was goddam touching it through the lace, for fuck’s sake—and still he didn’t move away.

Simon reeled. He’d been played. This was what they’d planned all along. All three of them.

How far can we push Simon? We’ll dress him like a little boy… tell him how much Ryan wants me… make him watch while we—

While they fucked. She’d told him what she wanted that morning. Becca was going to make him watch while she and Ryan fucked—right there in Simon’s own living room. Why had he ever let himself reveal his cuckold fantasy to her? Because now he was going to get it. He’d thought that was what he wanted, but all he’d ever wanted, it turned out, was the fantasy—the shimmering dream-like image—of another man ploughing his wife.

“Babe?” Becca cooed. No trace of the Domme voice remained.

They both answered at once, “Yeah?” which drew a half-turn of Becca’s head and an arched eyebrow. Ryan removed his hand, the index finger now slick with her juices.

Becca stood up straight and stepped out of reach. “Gentlemen, I’m going back to my room.” She turned to face them, tugging at the corset’s bust, which had slipped while she was bent over and now exposed both nipples. “You can fight over me if you like, but if one of you isn’t in there to fuck me in the next twenty seconds, I’m getting a toy and doing it myself.”

Then she marched away down the hall.

Simon noticed the silence for the first time. The music had finished. The screaming voices in his head had quietened. He shut his eyes. This was it. In a minute, maybe less, he’d be a cuckold.

Now that the moment was upon him, he felt calm.

Would he follow Ryan in and watch? He could sit in the dog bed wearing his Spiderman PJs and watch a real, genuinely big, flesh and blood cock plough his wife. Could he enjoy that?

Yes. He might not enjoy the moment—hearing her beg for more, watching her come—but he’d enjoy the memory. He pictured the view from the dog bed, peering between Ryan’s legs and seeing his balls throb as they emptied a hot load into Becca’s core. He’d definitely enjoy the memory. And he’d have long hours to enjoy it living in a divorced husbands’ motel while Ryan moved in and banged his wife senseless.

“Dude.”

“Huh?”

Ryan elbowed him in the ribs. “What the fuck’s the matter with you? You’ve got about ten seconds before she takes matters into her own hands.”

She… what? Simon opened his eyes. Emily was stealing through the living area towards her own bedroom, beckoning for Ryan to follow.

Ryan stood to go after her, stopped, then he turned back to Simon. “Barbecue’s hot, mate,” he whispered, rubbing his pussy-slick fingers. “Trust me. Go cook some steak.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Twenty-two

Becca patted down the bedspread to make sure Emily had hung up all the new outfits. It was clear except for Enrique the big rubber strap-on, which she’d gotten out earlier. The unisex rig made her smile. Simon would see it when he came in and wouldn’t know whether it was for him or for her. Psychological domination was every bit as rewarding as physical, and Becca planned on pushing both to the limit. When she took the boot off his neck and finally gave him his reward, the release for both of them would be worth it.

On a whim, she hurried back to the bureau and fetched out some other toys—the giant suction-cup dildo, the lube-squirting Ryan-dick, and her beloved Hitachi Magic Wand. She didn’t have a set playbook in mind except to maybe play out the fantasy Simon had denied her, pushing him hard on how he doesn’t measure up. Then when she thought she had him at maximum despair, she’d turn the tables and fuck him senseless—glorious release after a long week of foreplay. And thank God for that—the dick-drought had been driving her up the wall as much as it had Simon.

She weighed the Ryan-dildo and the giant suction-cup dong in her hands. Eeny meeny miny moe, drop your pants and bend down low. It was the first time she’d had two big cocks at her disposal. Three if she counted the strap-on. Simon was in for a big surprise. This would be her FemDom magnum opus.

Voices in the living room—better hurry.

She plugged the Magic Wand into the bedside power point and left it on the pillow. Then, hurrying around to the foot of the bed, she got down on all-fours, arrayed the remaining toys like a torturer’s kit between her knees and tugged her panties down to mid-thigh.

There. She was ready for whatever came next. Unless…

Unless Ryan came next. Well shit, she was ready for him, of course—sopping in fact—but she wasn’t ready-ready. Not emotionally. She didn’t even know what he wanted. Jesus, what if he fell in love with her? Things had gotten hot in the living room, but she was pretty confident they understood one another. He knew it was only play acting.

And if she was wrong about that? Well, she wouldn’t let him fuck her, but he would get an eyeful of her leaky, open sex. Worse things had happened. She suspected it had been him and not Simon copping a feel back in the living room. Given her own behaviour, she’d forgive that indiscretion. Forgetting it would be more difficult, particularly how wet it made her.

It wasn’t just the touching, and it wasn’t anything to do with wanting his cock. It was because she knew Simon had been watching. And he’d said nothing. At some level, that meant he wanted it too. She’d missed enjoying his reaction in the moment, but if she pushed hard enough, she’d get it out of him again now. How had it felt watching a bull stroke her pussy—wondering whether she knew, wondering whether she’d planned it? She wanted to wind back the clock and hear his every reaction, to hold his hand, to feel him tremble as he watched her fidelity slip away.

It was a tempting fantasy, but that was all it was. The important take-away was that the man she loved wanted to please her, and she wanted to please him right back. They both had boundaries, and there was plenty of fun to be had within them.

Footsteps. She could tell right away they were Simon’s. She’d know his gait anywhere, especially barefoot; he was a toe-walker.

It was showtime.

She smiled at the sharp intake of breath as he entered the room. “Hey, handsome,” she said, stroking her slit and making it gape. “How long have you been fantasising about warming your cock in here?”

“All week,” Simon said, falling straight into her trap. “But it feels longer.”

“Simon?” She straightened with a jerk and snapped her knees together, upsetting the toy arrangement on the bedspread. “I thought you were…”

“Him?” The excitement in his voice evaporated.

“I told you I wanted to be fucked,” she said, rolling onto her side and sitting up. “Properly, for once. Or didn’t you hear me?” She’d probably go to hell for playing him like this, but it was all for a good cause.

Simon didn’t move.

“You’re still here.” She’d cranked the queen-bitch voice to shove him deeper into that sub-space.

“Yes, Ma’am. You haven’t dismissed me.”

And nor would she. There was much more fun to be had letting him fall before she caught him “Are you still wearing your pyjamas?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

All the better to humiliate you with, my dear. She stood up, letting her panties fall to the floor. “Come to me, Spiderboy.”

Simon stepped forward, close enough to disturb the air around her.

She put her hand down the Spiderman pyjamas. “You’re hard.” He was also silky smooth, completely hairless. That had maybe been a step too far, but she didn’t regret it.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Hard for me? Or hard for Emily?” She didn’t especially care either way, but he didn’t know that.

“For you, Ma’am.”

“Is that true?” She’d been listening while Emily modelled what she called her Little Mermaid Gets Laid outfit and knew there’d been some play with Simon.

“Yes, Ma’am. Emily can’t hold a candle to you.”

That was sweet, but as his Domme, she wasn’t about to acknowledge the flattery. “What made you hard, Simon?” She was struggling to keep her voice even. “Was it stroking my pussy out there in the living room?”

No answer. Just a loud swallow. And that worked fine for Becca; it meant she got to keep control of the script.

“Unless”—she paused, drawing it out to make it sound like a sudden realisation—“that wasn’t you.”

Now a gasp.

Becca fizzed with excitement, springing the trap. “Simon! You let Ryan touch me down there?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And you did nothing about it? Did they rip off your balls at the salon along with all that hair?” His waxing gave her a thrill. It was another sign of his boundless devotion.

“No, Ma’am.” His voice was teetering on the edge of emotional freefall.

A crash and a shriek sounded from the other end of the house. Emily and Ryan had obviously gotten started before them. Becca wasn’t fazed; her plans for Simon needed time and she wouldn’t be rushed. “Did he get my juices on him?” she asked, twisting the knife.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“How could you? I bet you enjoyed that—seeing another man get your wife all wet.”

“No, Ma’am.”

“No?”

“It was… like a stake through my heart.”

Becca licked her lips and took a moment to wallow in the shame and inadequacy. “A stake, huh?” She squeezed his hard cock. “And yet, now you’re sporting quite the pencil down there, aren’t you?”

No response.

Becca didn’t completely understand his cuckold fantasy, but she did love the power it gave her. “Would you have let him finger me?”

“I… I don’t know, Ma’am.”

“You’re lying to me, Simon.” She swallowed loudly, hoping he wouldn’t notice because he’d probably misunderstand. Extending her grip to encompass his balls, she said, “You know I need to punish dishonesty.”

“I’m not lying, Ma’am.”

“He was touching my pussy. You saw that, correct?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And did I like it?”

“Ma’am?”

“Don’t play dumb, Simon. Did I like him touching me?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

That was true, but it was also true she respected his boundaries and had put a stop to it when she realised it was probably Ryan doing the stroking. Still, it was a happy accident, not unlike the previous night at dinner. It had left an emotional goldmine that would still be paying out weeks from now. “Did I like it, or did I love it? How wet was I?”

“You were…” He paused to swallow. “You loved it.”

Becca brought her fingernails to bear on his balls. “Well if I loved it so much, tell me this, Spiderboy—why didn’t you ask him to finger me?”

Simon shuddered a breath.

“Unless you don’t care about my pleasure?”

“Ma’am, that’s not true. It’s all I care about.”

Becca’s voice was colder than a penguin’s nutsack. “Then why the fuck am I standing here holding your worn little pencil stub instead of getting my ashes hauled by a proper man-size cock?”

Simon was almost sobbing.

“Tell me again, would you have let him finger me?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Whoa! Okay, that was unexpected. Becca’s script suddenly jagged and she had only seconds to mentally reset. “Did you want him to finger me?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Tell me why, Simon, because I don’t understand.”

“Because you would have enjoyed it, Ma’am, and I want to make you happy.”

“Ahh,” she said, nodding. “You exist to make me happy.”

It wasn’t a question, but Simon was in the zone and answered, “Yes, Ma’am,” as though it were.

“I think I understand.” Becca eased the bite of her fingernails long enough to make Simon think the psychological torture was over. She mentally counted down from three before throwing him back into the abyss. “Would you have let him fuck me?”

No response, just a pained groan as she tightened her grip again.

“You took a long time getting here. Why?”

“I was… giving you time to get ready, Ma’am.”

“Bullshit.” She squeezed tight, making him yelp. “Tell me the truth. You were going to let him fuck me.”

“Yes, Ma’am. If that was what you wanted.”

“If that was what I wanted,” Becca said, playing it back, tasting her husband’s devotion and deciding she liked it. “You know that’s what I wanted, Simon, but this morning you told me no. Are you telling me you’ve changed your mind?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“You’re not making sense. Do you want him to fuck me or don’t you?”

“I don’t, Ma’am. But your pleasure is more important. I want that more.”

“Are all husbands as pathetic as you? You’re not much of a man, are you?”

“No, Ma’am.”

Leaning close, her lips next to his ear, she gave a wistful sigh and whispered, “Okay, you’ve convinced me. Go get him and we’ll give it a try.”

“What?”

She hardened her voice. “I told you two out in the living room that I wanted someone to fuck me. I was willing to be open-minded, but honestly Simon, I don’t think you’re man enough.”

“But—”

“It’s not like this is going to do the job,” she said, rolling his erection between her thumb and forefinger. “How else do you expect to satisfy me? And don’t say with your tongue—not unless you think you can get it as deep as Ryan’s dick.”

“I could use a toy, Ma’am.”

“Hmm, it’s not really the same as—”

“And my tongue.”

“Oh!” She suspected he meant to lick her around the dildo, but what came to mind instead was a double penetration—Simon ‘polishing the bronze’ as he’d done the previous week, with the toy plunging her depths. It wasn’t exactly what she’d had planned for him; it might even be better. “You have my attention, Simon. I hope you can deliver.”

“I can, Ma’am.”

At the other end of the house, Emily was moaning rhythmically and making no secret of how much she enjoyed Ryan’s cock inside her. It was difficult not to be jealous.

“Give me the dildo,” Becca said, letting go of his cock and balls and holding out her hand.

Simon placed a shaft in her palm.

She could tell from the weight it was the hollow strap-on. “Simon, you’ve disappointed me already. You know whose dick I want.”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.” He gave her the Ryan-dildo and tried to take Enrique.

“No,” she said, snatching it back. “You want fake dick so much, you’re going to get it. Lie on the bed.” She heard the bed sag as Simon lay down, then feeling for him, she climbed on top and straddled his head, facing towards his feet. “Pull down your pyjamas. Leave them on, though.”

He did. She briefly considered using the dildo on his arse but didn’t want to distract his attention away from what he was doing with his tongue, so instead she slipped the hollow strap-on over his cock. No need to do up the straps; she wasn’t planning on letting him use it on her.

“Now,” she said, spreading her cheeks and pushing her arse down onto his face. “Eat.”

He did. With alacrity. Hot damn—he got right in there. If she ever imagined she’d enjoy rimming so much, she’d have let him try it years earlier. Although maybe she wouldn’t have been ready until now. It wasn’t so much the sexual penetration—although Simon did elicit a moan from her as he forced his way in—it was the domination and the control. The trials he was prepared to endure in pursuit of her pleasure, the depth of his devotion, left her weak at the knees. It was vain, self-indulgent behaviour on her part—she knew that—but she couldn’t help what turned her on and refused to apologise for it.

“Do you like that?” she growled, squirming on his face as his tongue swirled inside her. Holding his silicone-clad cock for guidance, she used the rubbery Ryan-dildo as a flogger, slapping it against his thighs, his belly and his groin. Judging from his arse-muffled cries, at least one blow connected with his balls. “Get that tongue deeper, Spiderboy. Clean me out.”

Having her husband eat her arse felt taboo, no doubt about it. Forcing him to do it, though—that was off the charts. The harder she drove him, the longer they’d float when she finally released him.

As her need for penetration overcame her desire to push Simon, she abandoned the flogging and brought the thick tip of the dildo to her pussy. The suspense was intoxicating; this was the first time she’d used the toy knowing it was modelled on Ryan. It would be the first time she’d knowingly let him slide his cock inside her. “Oh, Ry,” she moaned and stiffened as the dildo eased inside and began filling her with thrillingly realistic cockmeat. At this point, the real Ryan would pause, conscious he might be hurting her, so she too stopped pushing and waited for the contractions rippling up and down her pussy to abate.

Are you ready, Becs?

God, yes! Cautious not to press the button, she jammed it so deep it made her gasp. Simon responded in kind, fattening his tongue and forcing her arse wider, but Ryan’s dick-by-proxy in her pussy had it beat. It stretched her in every direction, making her insides burn, pushing her to the precipice without even thrusting. Was it really life-sized? How could Emily tolerate so much cock without going crazy?

She pumped it in and out, every movement threatening to send her over the edge. Pushing herself down onto Simon’s face, she drove him to lick deeper, half wishing it was his cock in there giving her a DP and not his tongue. Under normal circumstances, he’d probably come too soon and spoil it, but this time it was her on a hair-trigger.

Pushing the big cock deep and holding it there, she groped beside her for the Hitachi Magic Wand, buzzed it to life, and pressed the ever-loving vibrating head to her clit.

Her orgasm didn’t build from a tingle to a crescendo like usual; this one materialised out of nowhere, fully formed and bearing down on her like a charging rhino. Everything tightened as it crashed into her—her mouth, her fists, her legs around Simon’s shoulders. Her cunt gripped the massive shaft so tight it hurt, and she squeezed her sphincter closed, forcing out Simon’s tongue.

Electric sparks radiated from her clit, which became too sensitive for the Magic Wand. She moved it down to the bottom edge of the dildo, vibrating its silicone body deep in her pussy and sending her spinning off into another weightless, spiralling climax. It could only have taken seconds, but it felt like hours. Every breath she took, the Ryan-cock seemed to buzz a little deeper and push her to a new peak. When it became too much, too frightening, she thumbed the Magic Wand off, allowing herself to peak naturally and come down like a feather wafting on a breeze.

Her overloaded senses began to kick back in—the smell of sex, the muffled sound of Simon beneath her, the ache of spent muscles in her tummy and thighs. She felt Simon’s hands on her butt as he tried to lift her off, which she allowed, but only insofar as to let him draw a breath.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said, slurping the big dildo free in a single wet stroke and planting her newly vacant pussy back down on his face. “You haven’t eaten dessert, yet.”

──────

Eating Becca’s arse wasn’t exactly a punishment in Simon’s book. As far as chores went, he put it about on a par with rubbing her back or brushing her hair. He could go all night provided she didn’t smother him.

Pussy-eating on the other hand—hell, he could go all week. Especially with Becca in her new corset. He couldn’t see it any longer because she was sitting on his face, but just knowing she was dressed like that, laced in tight with her full breasts popping out, drove him wild with want.

Her pussy was ripe and soaking wet from her orgasm (orgasms?) and tasted positively scrumptious. Knowing she’d just had that giant cock in there, Simon concentrated on her lips rather than trying to compete in the penetration stakes, ‘licking the alphabet’ in slow, deliberate capital letters. A true cunning linguist, he could also do it in Greek and Cyrillic if she was in the mood.

Becca was in some kind of mood, all right. She gripped his cock inside the hollow strap-on and rode his face like a mechanical bull. He half expected her to cry, ‘Yee-haw,’ which wouldn’t have been any more surprising than what she did say—“Ryan, thank God you’re here.”

Ryan? Simon lost his place somewhere in the middle of licking the curly quintet: O-P-Q-R-S.

“You’re late,” she went on. “You’ll have to wait until Simon’s finished eating me.”

Simon was almost positive she was faking. He couldn’t see a thing, but neither could she, obviously. He certainly hadn’t heard anyone come in, but nor did he sense an intruder from her tone. Simply put, Becca wasn’t an exhibitionist at heart and would sound a shit-ton more surprised if someone actually walked in on her sitting on her husband’s face.

“What should you do with it? Don’t ask me,” she said, now in a more obvious pantomime voice. “Find yourself a spare hole and keep it hard until I’m ready.”

Simon smiled around his mouthful of pussy. She was role-playing for him. But to what end? There wasn’t much room to get a dildo in her backside—Simon’s nose was very nearly up there already.

“You can use this one if you like,” she said, stroking a finger down Simon’s freshly waxed arse crack. “I’m sure Simon won’t mind.”

“Mmmfff!” Simon fucking does mind. The memories of Becca pegging him with the strap-on were still fresh and raw.

“Silence, Spiderboy!” she commanded, bucking her hips and jamming herself even more squarely in his face. “If I want your opinion, I’ll give it to you.”

Yes, Ma’am. Simon sent the response out telepathically, and by way of apology, he resumed licking back at the letter A. It was a timely reminder of his place, and she’d been right to admonish him.

“It’s time you learned how a real dick feels.”

Please not too hard.

Emily chose that moment to succumb to a gleeful, wailing orgasm, putting paid to the lie that Ryan was in the room with them. It was no comfort at all for Simon, who was about to get a silicone version of the exact same dick.

Gripping his dildo-sheathed shaft like a joystick, Becca used her free hand to spread his legs wide, as if willing him to resist. He wouldn’t dare, of course; taking anything his wife dished out was a point of pride and the one thing that separated him from more worthy rivals like Ryan. He could never deny her, although he was sorely tempted when the thick, blunt cockhead nosed his anus.

Oh-God-oh-God-oh-God. It’s only a dildo. It’s not real.

“Relax, Simon,” Becca said. “You wouldn’t let me have it, so now you have to take it for me.”

The cockhead pressed harder, stretching him. It was slick and irrepressible. He knew those were Becca’s juices coating its surface, but it was impossible not to imagine a thick, flesh-and-blood cock oozing pre-cum.

Don’t think about pre-cum!

“There we go,” Becca crowed, overcoming the resistance and sliding the tip inside. “Not so big after all, is it?”

Not so big? It felt like a fist. It was as it had been with the pegging—a stab of pain as it penetrated, then a punch-in-the-guts lead weight as it burrowed inside. Simon had to push his head back to gasp a breath through his nose. He’d been so focussed on his would-be anal intruder, he’d neglected to breathe.

“Mmm, big cock, tight arse,” Becca said, pumping it in and out, easing it deeper. “Does that feel nice?”

“Mm-mmm.” Yes Ma’am. It was less painful than last time, at least.

“I wasn’t asking you, Simon. I was asking Ryan.”

That stung like a slap, reminding him of the frightening reality he’d almost managed to suppress. This wasn’t just any dildo; it was Ryan. Ryan’s length, Ryan’s girth, Ryan’s shape. Things had gone beyond simple roleplay, because in every sense that mattered, he was getting cornholed by his wife’s would-be bull.

The dick slid deeper. It started thrusting.

“Fuck him harder,” Becca said, her voice almost a growl. “Do it properly and you might convince him to let you have me. You don’t mind, do you, Simon?”

“Mmmff!” No, Ma’am. Simon’s wants and needs were ceasing to matter. As he descended deeper into ‘sub’-space, all that mattered was Becca.

“Simon was hoping to have me next, but I mean…” She pulled the big strap-on off his erection and laughed. “This is all we’re working with. It’s nice and smooth, at least.” She rubbed her hand roughly around his hairless cock and balls. “Do you want to jerk him off while you fuck him?”

Please, no. Don’t let him touch me.

“No? Fair enough. I’ll cover it back up so you don’t have to look.” She stopped reaming him long enough to re-holster his dick inside the strap-on. “Now,” she said, going back to work with the Ryan-dildo. “Drill him a new one. I want him to squeal like a little pig.”

Sickening images from the movie Deliverance flashed across Simon’s mind’s eye. Was this how it would feel to be fucked by a guy? It wasn’t painful any longer—apart from the humiliation of being turned on his back like a turtle and fucked by a cock twice the size of his own. If Becca really did one day take a bull, she might expect Simon to do this for real. It was horrifying—a step too far—but could he stop her? He’d do anything to please her. He’d gladly clean a guy’s cum out of any of her holes, and he’d probably even suck the dude clean as well—she’d given him enough practice in the last week cleaning dildos. But anal…?

He was kinky, not bent.

And yet he was still hard. Painfully so. This truth made him burn with shame. He could tell himself it was Becca’s tight grip around the base, wanking him through the sheath, but that would be a lie. Nor was it the sound of vigorous fucking echoing once again from the other end of the house. It was the service to his Domme. The servitude. He was getting fucked in the arse because she willed it, plain and simple. He existed to serve her, and her acceptance alone made him hard.

He struggled for another breath and got only half a one before Becca buried him again with a thrust of her hips. He had a mouthful of pussy and a noseful of arse, but that lungful of air had eluded him. He could die a happy man with her sitting on him, but he wouldn’t need to because despite Becca’s protests about wanting more than his tongue, he knew she couldn’t resist when he really went to work.

Which was what he did. No more alphabet, it was clit time. He pulled it between his lips and sucked to the rhythm of the cock pounding his arse. The half-breath he’d stolen would only last thirty seconds, but that’d be plenty. As soon as he’d touched her button, she’d shrieked with delight and clamped her legs tight, making an airtight seal over his face. Her thrusts in his arse became erratic (which felt for all the world like Ryan edging towards his own orgasm), but so too did her ministrations on his cock. Yes, it was still inside the strap-on, but Becca had it in a death grip and was milking it like a dairy cow.

Simon’s balls tightened. His lungs burned. With his lips clamped around Becca’s clit, he sucked and hummed and motor-boated, driving her into a frenzy of face-humping, which almost (but not quite) gave him an angle at taking a much-needed breath. But he wouldn’t cry Uncle—not while he was serving her, not when she was this close. He’d rather die. Starbursts of light exploded behind his closed eyes. His skin tingled—lips, earlobes, nipples, ball sack.

“Yes,” Becca cried. “Come with me.”

The temptation was great, but Simon’s weeklong pussy-free diet had given him a new perspective on delayed gratification. He wouldn’t come until his final reward.

“Oh God! Yes!” Becca’s thighs trembled around Simon’s chin. “Come with me!”

No! Simon only had seconds of air left, but it would be enough. He’d finish her and save himself for the finale.

At the other end of the house, Ryan cried out, announcing his own peak.

“Yes. Do it!” Becca gasped. “Come in his arse”

What? She was pleading for Ryan to come with her? Simon’s world spun, tipping upside down. Things went fuzzy at the edges. The dick in his arse shuddered. Ryan shouted out again in ecstasy. In Simon’s oxygen-deprived stupor, Becca’s fantasy became reality and the thick incursion up his back passage became his wife’s bull. He endured a moment of panic, forgetting she was even there. It wasn’t too late—he could ask Ryan to stop. Ryan was a bro; he’d understand. He’d just pull out, give Simon a quick fist-bump, then they’d never—

But it was too late. The final humiliation was upon him. With a shudder and a throb, Ryan pushed his giant dick all the way home and disgorged a load of warm man-goop deep in Simon’s arse.

His lights were going out and he barely registered the erotic contraction of his own balls. He just felt a deep, overwhelming shame overlaid with a sublime sense of satisfaction knowing that he had served Becca. He’d taken every punishment she’d dished out and still made her come. Then, with a fading ebb of bliss, Simon relaxed, let go of consciousness, and spurted his load inside the hollow strap-on.

──────

As her orgasm subsided, Becca went to jelly and slid off Simon onto the bed, landing uncomfortably on the giant suction-cup dildo.

“Bloody hell,” she muttered, plucking it out and putting it on the other side of Simon’s body. “That one should’ve stayed in the drawer.”

Wanting to get her breath and share a moment of closeness before the main event, she turned herself around and flopped in the crook of Simon’s shoulder, her head resting on his chest.

“You did well, tongue-slave,” she said, kissing his waxed-smooth pectoral. She’d been the beneficiary of many climactic tongue-lashings, but that one had topped the lot. It had been their first face-sitting experience; Simon usually ate her lying on her back or kneeling. It had been an unqualified success.

He’d earned his reward and then some. Even with his face buried in her pussy, she’d felt the shame rolling off him at being fucked with Ryan’s cock. That, the anilingus, the humiliation at having to admit he’d watched Ryan touch her and done nothing—it had all culminated in an orgasm for her that was at least as much emotional as it was physical.

Now, from the depths of his disgrace, she could rebuild him. It would be quick—he might only last a minute inside her after such a build-up—but it would be cathartic. Healing. The perfect ending to the perfect play.

Simon wasn’t responding to her nuzzling, which was odd—he was normally a generous post-coital snuggler. She hoped she hadn’t used him too hard.

“Honey? Was that as good for you as it was for me?” She realised the Ryan-dildo would still be in his arse. That couldn’t be comfortable. She felt around his hips to retrieve it, but he’d dropped his legs and it was trapped beneath him. “Simon, are you okay?”

No response.

She was beginning to worry and gave him a shake. “Simon?”

“Huh?” He gave a startled snort—half gasp and half snore. “What? I…”

“Are you okay? Did I squash you?”

“Yeah, I just… I zoned out for a moment. I’m…” He took a couple of deep breaths. “I’m fine… I think.”

Becca breathed a sigh of relief and stroked her palm lovingly across his chest, delighting in the smooth texture. “I’m gonna need better than fine,” she said, creeping her fingers lower. “I’m gonna need a big old ‘Ready for round two.’” She felt for him and found the strap-on still sheathing his cock. Sliding it free, she walked her fingers down his tummy to—

Ewww!

His cock was all slimy. And it was soft.

He came? This was not in the script.

All that effort—the planning, the mind games, the self-denial—it all washed away. In less than a second, the perfect play had become the perfect shitstorm. The weight of the punishment she’d dished out landed back on her, smothering her—punishment that now couldn’t be balanced. As his Domme, dragging him up from the abyss was her balance, her reward, and he’d taken that from her.

A sizzling mist of anger rose in her mind, obscuring her otherwise good sense. “You came?” She wiped her hand on his leg, scraping him with her fingernails. “Jesus Christ, Simon. You had one fucking job.”

“Honey, I didn’t mean—”

“Don’t ‘Honey’ me!” She pushed out of his embrace and sat up. “This is why I need to be in charge. I can’t believe I let my guard down.” He usually lasted until he got inside, which was still frustrating, mind bogglingly frustrating, but at least it could be taken as a kind of compliment. This, though…

How? How could it have happened? She’d been in control the whole time—more than ever before. How had she missed him coming inside a fucking rubber dildo? How had he taken this moment from her? He’d reduced something beautiful—the deep emotional connection, the sweet exchange of control and submission—to nothing more than a dirty hand-job.

“Well,” she said icily, directing the blame back squarely where it belonged, “I can see where my satisfaction fits in your list of priorities.” That wasn’t entirely fair. She was satisfied; she just wasn’t finished. “There’s really nothing more important to you than that limp little noodle, is there?”

“You’re much more imp—”

“Bullshit!” She lashed out, shoving him in the chest. “All week I built you up to this. Do you think I like waiting? Do you think I like putting you in the dog bed so I can fuck a piece of plastic?” That was also disingenuous—she’d enjoyed her roleplays with The Captain quite a bit.

The angry mist didn’t care. The angry mist was hungry.

She swung a leg over his body and sat on his stomach, sweeping the discarded strap-on into the vee of her legs. They were way off script now. The reward was gone, evaporated, and in the vacuum left behind, all she had left to give was more of what had brought them there—domination and control. “You knew we were going to have sex,” she said, pounding it home with both palms slapping his chest. “You knew, Simon, and you couldn’t wait two fucking minutes?”

“I don’t remember—”

She slapped him silent. The sting on her palm throbbed to the same beat as the ringing in her ears. “What you mean, Simon, is that you don’t care. Given the choice between you finishing and us finishing, it’s always you. You, you, you.”

The rational part of her knew that wasn’t the problem, but the angry mist currently had the mic.

“What about me?” She grabbed the strap-on by the base and whacked him with it. She wasn’t sure where it struck, but it drew a gasp. “Where’s my dick, Simon? Or am I back on the plastic again? I may as well have married a dildo for all the good your cock is to me.” The tears were springing forth. They did nothing for her Domme persona, and that made her even angrier. How many different ways could he screw this up? “Here,” she said, presenting the hollow dildo, “meet my new plastic husband.” She found Simon’s mouth and pushed the head of the dildo in, wishing perversely it was the one from his arse. “Simon, this is Enrique. He doesn’t say much, but at least he never comes first.” Putting on a contralto man-voice, she said on behalf of the dildo, “Pleased to meet you, Simon. You can suck my dick,” and thrust the fat shaft in and out of Simon’s mouth. “Can you do me a solid, bro, and fuck my wife? She’s a bit of a nympho, and just between you and me, I can’t seem to get it up for her unless I’ve got another dick inside me.” Pausing for effect, she went on in the dildo-voice, “Whaddaya mean—you too? Snap, bro. Hey, I think a couple of soft-cocks like us are gonna have to call in the big guns.”

She found the giant suction-cup dildo by Simon’s side where she’d discarded it earlier. Somehow, she managed to drop her voice another octave. “Did somebody call my name?”

“Thank God,” Becca said, reverting to her natural tone. “A cock a girl can rely on. Here, Simon.” She stood the shaft on its end and jammed the suction cup over his mouth. “Hold this.”

Simon gave a muffled start of protest.

“Stop being a little bitch and hold it.” She still had the hollow strap-on dildo and whacked him again. It occurred to her that this punishment wasn’t part of the play, which was wrong, but she’d ceased to care. Simon had defied her control and he deserved everything he got. “This is what happens when you can’t satisfy my needs, and it’s going to keep happening until you learn.”

Simon gulped and steadied the giant cock suction-cupped on his face.

It was so big, Becca had to stand on the bed to lower herself onto the head. “Are you watching?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“You fucking better be, because this is the last pussy you’re gonna see for two weeks.”

Simon groaned.

“You wanna try for four?” She nuzzled the bulbous head into her opening and sat, slowly forcing herself open. The pain was sobering, but it only sharpened her anger. This was the kind of dildo that rewarded a liberal application of lube and patience, of which she had neither.

Breathe. Relax.

Gentle fingers stroked her pubis, shaping along the wings of the butterfly she’d had waxed there. Under any other circumstances, she’d find it soothing and it would help her to take the oversized shaft, but it surprised her and only served as another reminder of how badly she’d lost control of the situation.

“Don’t touch me, dickface. You haven’t earned the right.” Swallowing the pain, she winced, pushed, and slowly sank onto the endless rubber meat.

──────

Simon’s head spun. He’d blacked out there for a second. It must’ve happened when he came, and now it was like he’d woken up in a different world.

Had Becca gone crazy?

The big suction cup was suckered over his mouth. He was reeling, unable to catch up with this new breakneck reality. Was it part of the domination game? He still had the Ryan-dildo shoved painfully up his arse, and now Becca was trying to piledrive his face through the mattress.

He’d say something, except he couldn’t. There was a massive dildo clamping his mouth shut like some kind of phallic octopus. All he could do was stare up at Becca’s butterfly-coiffed pussy, split by the humongous cock and bouncing ever closer to his face.

Whump, whump, whump. God, how deep was that thing going?

“Is this what you were after?” she growled, the anger evident in her voice. “You want to watch me get reamed by a big dick?” Slurp. Whump. “Well here it is, Simon. I hope it’s satisfying for you, because I take very little joy from it.” Whump, whump. “I was looking forward to having you—not that there’s much to have, but I’ve never been greedy.” Slurp. “I think I deserve a little more than a sloppy, spent little spider-worm though.”

How had this happened? He had been careful, saving himself for the main event, just like she’d said. Things had gone awry while he was holding his breath—auto-erotic asphyxiation. He’d blacked out… or almost blacked out. That was how the guy from INXS had carked it, having a wank with a noose around his neck. Simon was still alive, but at what cost? An orgasm he couldn’t remember and a homicidal wife?

She wielded Enrique-the-strap-on like a bludgeon, braining him again. “Are you listening to me?”

Simon tried to answer. “Mm-mmm.” Yes, Ma’am. She’d gotten him a good one in the balls earlier. They still ached. Along with his head. And his arse.

“Because I’m trying my best to give us a satisfying sex life—buying clothes that excite you, behaving like a goddam slut even though I’m married. It’s not much of a sex life unless we get to have sex, though. Did that figure in your reckoning when you blew your load inside a fake dick?”

“Mmmm!” I didn’t mean to. Give me another chance.

“Unh! Unh! I think I’m going to come.” She was putting on another voice, this one laced with sarcasm. “Oh dear, where shall I do it? Inside my wife or inside a big rubber dick?”

Becca, stop!

“Oh, no. It’s too late.” She arched back and came with a gusto that could only be make-believe, then tipped the strap-on over Simon’s face, showering him in his own cooling cum.

The first splodge plastered one eye shut. The second glooped over his nose, threatening to cut off his air intake again. Simon didn’t react—he couldn’t. Wouldn’t. He just lay there trying to breathe. He was her sub and enduring any punishment she deemed fit—even this—was his duty.

“There,” Becca said, rising and extricating herself from the impaling clutches of the dildo. She flicked the hollow end of the strap-on at him again, landing another ribbon of cum across his cheek. “At least one of us got to enjoy a sloppy ending.”

Simon tentatively peeled the suction cup off his mouth. That would leave a bruise.

“You can sleep in the dog bed,” Becca said, rolling off the bed and stalking to the bathroom. She stopped at the door and turned back to him. “Refill Ryan’s dick for me. And leave it on my bedside table. I’ll be needing it a lot more frequently for the next couple of weeks.”

Simon rolled onto his side and pulled it out of his arse. Warm goo trickled out, and he had to wink the punished muscles tight to stem the flow. He felt the spot on his head where Becca had whacked him with the strap-on. It was coming up in a lump, as were a couple of other tender places. His lips hurt, his balls hurt—even his cock hurt from Becca’s punishment when she’d been treating it like a PacMan joystick earlier.

He wiped cum from his eye. Had he just tanked his marriage? He’d never seen her go crazy like that. Maybe he’d brought it upon himself by encouraging her to dominate him.

You could make sure I earned it.

Well, he was going to get his wish. It would be a long journey coming back from whatever he’d just let happen. It was a journey he was up for, though. When she was ready to give him the chance, he’d prove himself worthy again.

He got up and hobbled to the dog bed, carrying the spent threesome of dildos with him. He’d clean and tend them in the morning. He lay down and curled in a ball.

Becca emerged from the bathroom wearing a nightie and got into bed. She didn’t say anything and nor did Simon. Maybe there was nothing left to say.

Simon put his head down and shut his eyes.

A few minutes later, Barney trotted into the room, looked at Simon in the dog bed, huffed, and jumped up beside Becca on the big bed.

“Come here, Barnaby Rudge,” Becca said, pulling him closer. “Mama needs a cuddle.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Twenty-three

“What about Simon?”

“Shhh. He’s asleep. Besides, he had his chance.”

The first voice dropped to a whisper. “Are you sure about this? It won’t get weird at work, will it?”

A giggle in the dark. “Not if you can find time to bend me over the copier a couple of times a day.”

That was Becca, and the other was Ryan, although it didn’t sound exactly like them. Their voices were disembodied, hollow sounding. Simon ached all over, and their words swirled through the miasma of pain, mixing like coloured paints in a tin.

“You look amazing. Did I tell you how much I love the butterfly?”

Another giggle. “Would you like to pin it down for me?”

Simon tried to look but couldn’t see anything. He couldn’t even tell where the voices were coming from; it sounded like they were inside his head. The only thing he could locate precisely was the pain—pressure points in his hip and shoulder and a deep ache along his spine.

The bed creaked as someone climbed on but carried strangely on the air down to the dog bed where Simon lay. Nothing seemed quite real. Maybe it was just a dream.

“Mmm, is all of this for me?”

“If you can take all of it.”

“Oh, I can take all of it.”

Simon heard sounds of kissing, of skin sliding over skin as they moved against each other. Ryan was in bed with her, probably with his cock in her hand.

If it was a dream, a lucid dream, then he’d be able to control what was happening. He’d had them before—flying dreams and the like. It was like being Keanu Reeves in The Matrix. He could grab Ryan by the ear and send him packing. He could go back to his marital bed and claim Becca for himself, fuck her long and hard, just the way she liked it.

Wait—if he was dreaming, maybe he could make himself… bigger. For Becca. He was painfully erect and only realised he was holding his cock when it throbbed in his hand. He flexed again, imagining it growing to Ryan-esque proportions. It didn’t.

The bed creaked again, interrupting his failed attempt at dream control, and Becca voiced a gasp of anticipation.

It was happening. It was really happening. Wait! Choose me! Simon rolled to ease the pain in his hip and shoulder, and with the shift he realised he could see—the bed, its occupants, the tangle of naked limbs. Becca wasn’t an especially petite woman, but beneath Ryan she looked tiny. She was spreading her legs for him, and Ryan, muscles rippling across his broad shoulders, was positioning himself between them, his giant dick leaving snail-trails of precum on her tummy.

Becca, stop! He’s not wearing a— Simon’s mouth opened, but no words would come.

Becca reached between Ryan’s legs and stroked his heavy balls. “I always make Simon wear a condom,” she said, echoing Simon’s thoughts.

“Do you want me to put one on?”

Becca closed her hand around his cock and guided it down to her pussy. “You’re not Simon,” she purred, sliding the tip between her glistening lips.

“I’ll pull out, then.”

Becca lifted her legs and seated his cockhead in her entrance. “Don’t you dare,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around him. “I already told you”—she paused a moment and gasped as his knob squeezed inside—“you’re not Simon.”

Wait! Simon screamed it, and wonder of wonders, they did. It was a dream. His subconscious had a message for him, and while he couldn’t stop it playing, it seemed he could pause it. They weren’t frozen, exactly; they were merely stopping to savour that sweet moment before Becca’s fidelity would be lost forever. Simon could also control his dream-vision viewing angle—Becca licking her lips, her nipples stiffening, her waxed smooth pussy lips parting around Ryan’s knob. He focussed all his concentration on that erotic point of contact and tried to make Ryan pull out, but… nothing.

Things began to blur. He was losing his hold.

“Are you sure?” Ryan asked, resuming as if there had been no pause at all. He was teasing Becca with just the tip, stretching her entrance. “Because I can stop.”

Simon realised that Ryan’s words were coming from his own subconscious. He knew what would happen next; it was like he’d already seen the trailer. Ryan was offering to stop, and Becca would refuse. She was going to get the deep, hard fucking she wanted. Perhaps it was what Simon wanted, too—or if not what he wanted, what he deserved.

Ryan kissed her, and Becca kissed him back. “I thought you wanted Simon.”

She arched upwards, trying to get him inside her, but Ryan rose along with her, continuing to tease her with the first inch of dick. “Why would I want a Cheeseburger when I can have a Big Mac?”

“Cheeseburger?” he said, laughing. “Really?”

“Mini-Cheeseburger? Chicken McNugget?”

That made them both laugh. Simon’s jaw ached from clenching. He still had his cock in his hand and cursed it for being so small.

“Don’t tease me,” Becca said, pushing up off the bed again. “If you knew how long I’d waited…”

“You two don’t have sex at all?”

Simon was almost spurred to cry out. We do! All the time! We have great sex.

“If you can call four and a half inches having sex.”

Five and a half!

“Four and a half, huh?” Ryan sank a little deeper into her quim, making her buckle and moan aloud. “I guess this isn’t technically sex, then” he said, stroking half his length in and out.

“Slowly-slowly,” Becca pleaded, hyperventilating. “I’m not used to anything this big.”

“Liar,” Ryan teased, adjusting his stroke a little deeper and making her squeal. “I’ve seen your toy collection.”

“I’m not used to anything this big attached to a man, smarty-pants.”

“Fine.” Ryan slowed to a steady, gentle thrust. “I’ll just do this, and you tell me when you want some more.” He was back to about half what he had to offer—exactly four-and-a-half inches in Simon’s estimation.

They moved as one with Becca rocking her hips up into his thrusts, whimpering with pleasure. She never fucked Simon like that. “I want more, now,” she said, barely holding her voice together.

Ryan obliged, sinking deeper.

Becca stiffened and gasped, placing an open hand on Ryan’s chest. “Wait-wait-wait.”

Ryan hovered over her, all but the last inch of fat cock buried in her pussy. “Are you okay?”

They waited in silence a few seconds, neither of them breathing, then Becca whispered, “Oh God,” and started trembling.

“Are you coming?”

“Mmmmmm-ma-ma-ma-ma…” Becca’s voice rose to a wail. She began bucking beneath him, her back snapping like she was having a seizure. “Keep going!”

Once again, Ryan obliged, slurping his big dick halfway out and then plunging it home. Becca squealed, but she took it. She took it like a boss—far better than Simon had when Silicone Ryan was plumbing his depths. She moaned and thrust her hips. She shook all over, begging for more as her orgasm intensified. More dick. Harder. Faster.

Ryan pounded her like a printing press—wham, wham—his balls slapping her arse, bouncing her off the bed with his weight. Becca clutched at him with arms and legs, and their bodies melded. They weren’t two any longer; they were one big runaway fucking machine, spilling heat and noise and sweat.

Simon couldn’t watch, but he couldn’t not. He lived for Becca and would gladly die for her. It tortured him that he couldn’t provide the kind of fucking she so desperately craved. He could bear that she’d gone outside their marriage to fulfil her needs, but not to whom. She’d laughed at his attempts to satisfy her and had been right to do so. His technique was laughable, so too his cock and the belief that a man like him could ever be enough. Even on his best days, he fell pitifully short.

It hurt, but this was their destiny, and Simon would never deny her.

Ryan began grunting with the effort. It was a universal sign—Simon knew what it meant and surely so did Becca. He was about to come. This was Becca’s chance to make him pull out, and if she didn’t, then—

Ryan pushed up on his arms and arched, roaring like a bull as he plunged his cock balls-deep in Simon’s wife—Simon’s gorgeous, insatiable, unfaithful wife.

Simon’s dream-vision camera lens zoomed in on Ryan’s balls; he was in so deep they were almost nestled between Becca’s lips. He watched them lift and tighten… then relax. Lift again… then relax. He was coming, and way down the other end of that unfathomably long cock, his creamy seed was spilling into Simon’s wife. Again and again, Ryan pumped his balls. Becca was so full, some spurted out around his shaft and trickled out onto the bedsheets.

She nuzzled his ear. “Wow.”

Ryan was lying flat on top of her and made a move to get his knees under him.

“Wait,” she whispered. “Not yet.” She stirred seductively beneath his weight, sliding their sweat-slicked bodies together and squelching his swollen manhood around in her sodden hole. “I’d forgotten how good it felt to be full.”

“Keep doing that and I’ll fill you again.”

Becca giggled. “You’ll have to tip me out first. I’m overflowing.”

“Sorry about that,” Ryan said sheepishly. “I thought you were okay with it.”

“I was. I am.” She kissed him and patted his backside. “Hop off, will you. But don’t go anywhere.”

Ryan slurped his fat, semi-hard dick free, uncorking a slow trickle of cum from Becca’s pussy. “Now what?” he asked, rolling onto his hip beside her.

“Simon,” she sang. “Din-dins. Come and get it. Mama needs a clean-up.”

Simon jerked awake with a strangled cry.

The room was silent. Dark except for the red LED alarm clock projecting on the ceiling, which clicked over to 5:00am as he watched. Jesus Christ, it really had been a dream.

The sound of a Labrador licking its chops startled him.

“Barney?”

Swish-swish. Barney’s tail swept the floor behind him.

Simon could make out his shape in the dark and realised the cooling patch on his cheek was dog saliva.

“Bad dog.”

Swish-swish.

Simon sat up and saw in the gloom that Becca was asleep on the big bed, alone, with the covers turned back to her waist and still wearing her nightie. His back ached, as did his hip and shoulder from lying on the thin foam, and his ribs from one of the dildos digging into them. There’d be no more sleep for him.

“You wanna go for a walk?”

Swish-swish. “Woof.” It was a whispered woof, the kind calculated not to wake his mama.

“Fine.” Simon levered himself up, discovering along the way a dozen other things that hurt. “Better clean these before we go,” he whispered, grabbing Becca’s toys. “Don’t want Mama to wake up grumpy, do we?”

“Woof.” Barney trotted behind him out into the hallway and towards the other bathroom.

No indeed, Mama waking up grumpy was the last thing they needed.

──────

Becca woke from a sexy dream, the details of which flitted away before she could catch them. She rolled over in bed to feel for Simon. He was always good for a little cock-a-doodle-doo to start the day.

His side of the bed was cold. Still in the dog bed? She held her breath and listened. Nothing. He was probably walking Barney. Dammit. A sliver of the previous night’s FemDom action swept across her memory, making her wince.

I think I deserve a little more than a sloppy, spent little spider-worm.

She’d been rough with him—not the roughest since beginning this little relationship experiment, but the angriest. It had been going so well before that. If only he hadn’t come.

Recalling that disaster quelled her fires. She felt on the bedside table for her braille clock and found a dildo instead. It was Silicone Ryan—the one she’d told Simon to refill. Tempting. It was wearable and would sit flush beneath her panties all day. She needed a shower though. If she was still horny after that…

The clock read 8:38am. No wonder Simon had already gone.

She rose, showered, dressed, then ventured out into the kitchen where she smelled freshly ground coffee.

“Em?”

“Morning, sleepyhead. Simon and Barney are still snuggling in bed, are they?”

“Not in my bed,” Becca said. “They must’ve gone out early.”

“Very early. I was up at seven when Ryan left for the gym. Latte?”

“Tea?” Becca was still tense from the previous night and a caffeine bullet wouldn’t help.

“I’ll make a pot.” Emily came around into the kitchen, while Becca took a stool at the counter. “English Breakfast, or Irish?” Irish Breakfast was code from their university days for any hangover remedy, including hair of the dog, Berocca, or two aspirin and Coke.

“English. I didn’t get drunk last night.”

“Well you got something,” Emily said, filling the kettle. “I don’t think I’ve heard you two before with both our doors shut.”

“You can talk. You sounded like a fire engine.”

“Ugh, I felt like one. There’s probably a joke in there about strapping men with hoses—”

“Going off in your hand?”

“Not my hand, exactly,” Emily said with a chuckle. “I’m still leaking this morning.”

“Okay, Em. You’re over-sharing.”

“Seriously though, it was pretty intense.” Emily was clearly on a mission. “Have you ever actually felt it hit you inside when a guy comes?”

“Maybe once.” Becca flashed back to Dion nailing her in Christian’s bed. She hadn’t even known he was bareback and didn’t understand the sensations she was experiencing, but she’d replayed that moment often enough and believed she had felt him ejaculate. It had never happened with Simon, though.

Emily poured boiling water into the teapot and brought it over to the breakfast counter with some mugs. “So, the shopping was a success. I wish I could’ve seen Simon’s face when you came out in that corset.”

Becca shrugged one shoulder. “Hmph.”

“He didn’t like it?”

“Oh no, he liked it. A little too much.”

“There’s no such thing as too much. I should know.”

“You’re gloating again.”

“It’s hard not to. He’s like the bloody Duracell bunny.”

“Yeah, well Simon’s not.”

Emily poured the tea. “When you say ‘a little too much’—?”

“I mean a little too fast.”

“Oops.”

“Oops is right.”

“So the screaming wasn’t—?”

“I might’ve gotten angry.”

“Oh.”

“But that’s all part of the game, isn’t it?” Becca said, pushing her mug by the handle in slow circles. She felt conflicted about having stuck the big dildo to Simon’s face. On the one hand, it was hardly worse than the pegging or making him clean her out beneath the dinner table, but on the other… “I mean, he enjoys the punishment.”

“You punished him when you were angry?”

Becca sipped her tea. “Maybe.”

“Becs…”

“What?”

“You can’t play when you’re angry. This thing of yours, FemDom—”

“It’s Simon’s thing.”

“It’s your thing too if you’re doing it together.”

Becca chose not to respond. She enjoyed subjugating her husband and Emily knew it.

“It isn’t just about the domination,” Emily went on.

Becca knew where this was going. “It’s about the make-up sex, too. I know that.” The make-up sex was what she’d been looking forward to—what she’d believed Simon had denied her by coming early.

“It’s called aftercare,” Emily said.

Aftercare. That made sense.

“Did you kiss and make up, at least?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.” Becca rearranged herself on her stool, crossing her legs. “What’re you up to today? It’s Friday night in the UK. I thought you’d be camming all morning.”

“Don’t need to,” Emily said brightly. “I flicked on the cameras before we went to bed last night and created a pay-per-view stream—”

“You livestreamed the two of you having sex?”

“We livestreamed the whole night. I woke up with three thousand bucks in my account.”

“Wow.” Becca tried to calculate how many days that equalled working at the bank. “Getting paid for good sex—you’re living the dream.”

“I know, right? Especially when I’d do it for free.”

I’d pay for the privilege at this point. Becca sighed and put down her tea. “We didn’t do aftercare,” she said, returning to the previous thread as though they’d never deviated off it, “because he’d already finished.”

“And you hadn’t?”

Becca had come twice, actually. “I hadn’t finished-finished.”

“You could have waited until he got his second wind.”

“He’s not always…” She made a tight fist.

“Hungry for seconds?”

“Precisely.” The truth was that Simon was often interested in seconds, and while he always lasted longer the second time, he was never as hard, and the sex was inevitably disappointing.

“How often does this happen?”

“What, seconds?”

“No, jumping the gun, you dope.”

“Oh, all the time.”

“What? Seriously?”

“I usually make him wear a condom. It buys me an extra minute.”

“So he did what he always does, and you got angry.”

“He didn’t even get it in this time, Em.”

“But you were doing something, weren’t you? A bit of grabby-grabby? Sucky-sucky?”

“Maybe.” She’d been wanking him through the strap-on dildo, but Emily didn’t need to know the details.

“Becs, sweetie, you’re over-stimulating him.”

“Wait, this is not my fault.”

“It’s not not your fault.”

“How am I the bad guy here? He should have said something.” Except she’d been sitting on his face.

They were interrupted by the sound of a key in the front door followed by the scrabbling of claws in the hallway when it opened.

“Barney,” Emily cried. “Come to Auntie Em.”

Barney came straight to Becca (as she knew he would) and did his guide-dog best not to knock her off the stool. “Good boy. You missed Mama, didn’t you?” She found a short strip of Schmackos in her jacket pocket and rewarded his loyalty. He dropped back down to all-fours to chew it.

“Why don’t I get a greeting?” Emily said. Based on the sound of her voice, she was pouting.

“You don’t smell like bacon.”

“Hmph.”

Simon came through into the kitchen.

“You two got out early,” Becca said. “Em said she was up at seven and you were already gone.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, filling a glass from the kitchen tap. “We left around 5:30.” He sounded exhausted.

“Wow. That’s nearly… what? Four hours.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon paused to drink. “He took me all the way down the creek path to Cherrybrook.”

That was his second yes-ma’am in as many sentences. Strange. Becca had only heard him use it when they were playing. She reached down to ruffle Barney’s fur. “You’ll be too tired to take us out to brunch, won’t you baby?”

“Do you want…?” Simon hesitated. “Do you want me to come, Ma’am?”

“Do I want you to come to brunch?” Becca said, playing it back to herself. “It’s our couple time, Simon. Of course I do.”

“I was thinking…” He paused again to swallow. “I might have a lie down for a little while. Since I was up so early.”

“A lie down?”

“Yes, Ma’am. If I may.”

If I may? That was a bit better.

“We could go out for lunch instead. That way I’d have time to mow the lawn before we go.”

Was he bargaining? “No, Simon. Chores come first.” She’d been inclined to let him rest, however bargaining with the Domme couldn’t be left unaddressed. Not if they wanted to regain the ground they’d lost last night. “Now go get changed into your gardening clothes. And come see me for more chores after you’ve finished the mowing. When they’re done, then you can take me out, and we’ll relax together this afternoon.”

“Yes Ma’am.” He rinsed his glass in the sink and retreated down the hallway.

“And Simon?” she called after him.

“Ma’am?”

“I appreciate you taking Barney out this morning.”

“It’s no problem, Ma’am.”

“I don't appreciate using it as a way to avoid me.” She gave this a moment to sink in. “Please see that doesn't happen again, Simon.”

“Yes Ma’am. It won't.”

“Geez, Becs,” Emily said when the bedroom door clicked shut. “I think you broke him.”

“I did not break him,” Becca said, waving it off. “He loves that stuff.”

“Pfft, not that—I meant when he came in. He looked like someone had run over his puppy. What the hell did you do to him last night?”

Becca hadn’t needed to see him; she’d heard it in his voice with those first couple of yes-ma’ams. Still, he’d sounded better by the time she was done. “He’ll be fine. He just needs a firm hand.”

“You’re the boss.”

“Yeah, well I tried letting him wear the pants and he came in them,” Becca said, annoyed that even her little sister was judging her as the bad guy. She reached down and patted Barney. “Whaddaya say, Barney, shall we do a mercy dash down to the bakery for a danish?”

“Woof.” He also licked her hand for good measure.

“Just…” Em sounded like she still had something to say—something Becca wouldn’t want to hear.

“Just what?”

“Just… don’t expect too much from him. He’s not a porn star who can go all night.”

“I never thought he was.”

Emily sighed resignedly.

Becca could tell she wanted to dispense more advice, but not if it was unwelcome. “Spit it out, Em. Say what you need to say.”

“I’ve been with lots of guys. More than you, anyway.”

“A few more.” Becca inwardly winced at her own pettiness. That had been dangerously close to slut-shaming.

“Some were like Simon and never lasted very long. They don’t get better with practice, is what I’m saying—not much, anyway.”

“I’m not un-satisfied. He’s good at other things.”

“So let him do them,” Em said. “Do all your domination stuff—humiliate him, tie him up. Sit on his face if that’s what floats your boat.”

Becca gasped at how close Em had struck to home and tried to mask it with a cough.

“But keep your hands off his privates until you’re ready to finish. Otherwise…”

“Hasta lasagne?”

“Don’t get any on ya,” Emily finished. It was a line from Mission Impossible that used to make them both laugh.

She was right. Domination and submission aside, Becca had been trying to change Simon, but his problem was physiological, not psychological. He probably wasn’t going to change. “No grabby-grabby?”

“No grabby-grabby or sucky-sucky.”

Becca sighed and played with her empty mug while she contemplated her next move. “Out of curiosity, how long can Ryan last?”

“If the spend curve on last night’s pay-per-view is anything to go by, a little under two hours.”

“Jesus!” That was longer than a Disney movie. “Did you get intermission in the middle?”

“I’m not greedy, you know. There’s plenty to go around.”

“No, that’s okay.” She bent down and told Barney to go find his harness. “I’ll just keep living vicariously through you.”

“Fine. More for me,” Em said. “But the offer stands if you change your mind.”

Emily wanted her to screw Ryan. She desperately wanted to screw Ryan. And Ryan? Hell, he’d screw a chook on a chain; she wouldn’t need to ask him twice. It seemed to Becca that the only one who didn’t want it was Simon. He wanted her to screw somebody else, a dick with legs, which was exactly the type of guy that didn’t interest her. They’d gotten into this pickle together, now she had to get them out. She’d be able to think better if she wasn’t so goddam horny all the time.

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Twenty-four

Things didn’t improve in the week that followed. Becca was beginning to worry that Em might be right—maybe Simon was broken.

Each evening, he came home from work, made dinner for everyone, then asked her permission to go to bed early. When she came in later, he’d get up and move to the dog bed where he spent the rest of the night. The first time he did it, she didn’t even realise until she heard his breathing across the room. Should she ask him to come back? Order him? It was difficult to know whether that would be rewarding the behaviour or punishing it. FemDom was so confusing.

She needed to get back in control.

What made things difficult was the loss of sexual tension. Simon’s domestic submission was flawless—he cooked and cleaned, he washed and ironed her clothes, and he attended to all the household chores. What he didn’t do, she’d come to realise in the last day or so, was dote on her. The little touches and hugs that dotted their time together had all but disappeared, and he didn’t rise to any of the flirting she initiated. She still used her toys in the bedroom but never got the sense that he was watching. It was his lust that had given her power. Now she felt like Samson without his hair, Wonder Woman without her golden lasso.

Where was the fun in denying him sex when he didn’t want it?

The weekend came and went. On the Saturday, he’d taken her and Barney out to brunch. He was the perfect sub—yes Ma’am, no Ma’am—speaking only when spoken to, walking behind her when Barney was guiding.

By day eleven of Simon’s enforced celibacy, Becca realised that if things were going to change then she would have to force the issue. While he was making dinner, she got dressed in the same corset and underwear from the great FemDom clusterfuck of two weeks earlier, and strutted out to dinner when he called, heels ringing on the hardwood floors.

“I feel overdressed, for once,” Emily said drily as Becca took her seat at the head of the table.

“Do you like it? Simon will be allowed to have sex again this weekend. I thought I’d make sure he was in the mood.”

Emily recognised the Simon-baiting game at once. “It can’t be four weeks already,” she said, feeding Becca her first opening.

“Oh, maybe I was wrong,” Becca said, playing along. “I thought it was only two.” She turned to Simon, who was sitting at his usual place, dishing up what smelled like coconut chicken curry. “Was it two or four, Simon?”

“Two, Ma’am. You threatened four if I didn’t behave.”

“Has he behaved?” Em asked brightly.

“He’s been very obedient,” Becca said.

“Obedient is good. Why do I sense a ‘but’?”

She shrugged. “He just hasn’t seemed very… interested. Maybe I should bump it to four.”

Em sucked air through her teeth. “I don’t think I’ve ever gone four weeks.”

Becca didn’t think Emily had ever gone four days, but almost twenty days into her own dick-drought, saying so would only come across as jealousy. Which it probably was.

Simon served dinner, placing a bowl in front of Becca.

She leaned over and held back her hair, breathing in the aroma of coconut and spices. “Coconut chicken curry?” she asked. Barney licked his chops from his customary position beneath the table.

“Yes, Ma’am. With basmati rice.”

Becca tried some. “Mmm.” It tasted as good as it smelled. “I’d better take it easy on the rice. I nearly strained something squeezing into this corset.”

“We could do a carb-free month,” Emily suggested.

“Hot on the heels of a sex-free month?” Becca said. “I’m not sure I’m ready for that level of punishment.”

“Seems to me you’re punishing yourself more than Simon,” Emily said, puffing over a too-hot mouthful of chicken.

“I’m not exactly going without,” Becca admitted. “There’s always plastic-fantastic.”

“I’m actually a little jealous of your new plastic pal,” Em said. “You’re getting more of my boyfriend’s dick than I am.”

Becca snorted. “Rubbish. I hardly use that one.”

“Oh no? How often does she use it, Simon?”

“I… really couldn’t say.”

“Becca won’t punish you for being truthful, will you, Becs?”

“He wouldn’t even know,” Becca said, hoping now he actually hadn’t been watching. “I’m not that much of an exhibitionist.”

“I don’t watch,” Simon said, prompting a premature sigh of relief from Becca. “I refill it for her, though.”

Becca choked on a chunk of baby corn that nearly went down the wrong way. She’d grown fond of Silicone Ryan’s big finale and hadn’t thought to question the improbably long-lasting reservoir of lube.

“How often?” Em asked, a note of amusement in her voice.

“Every day.”

“It is not every day,” Becca said, knowing full well it probably was. She used it most nights before going to sleep, and a couple of times she’d taken it to work and slipped it in for the ride home on the train.

“Sucks to be you, Simon.” Em said. “Bet you wish you were getting some of that action.”

“It’s best if Ma’am makes the decisions,” Simon replied, albeit without much gusto.

“All the decisions?” Emily said, chuckling to herself. “So theoretically, if one of her decisions was to put me in charge—”

“God help us all,” Becca muttered.

“If she did,” Simon said, “then that would be her right.”

“And you’d do whatever I say?”

“If Ma’am said I had to, yes.”

“If I’m going to be in charge,” Em said pompously, “I’ll take a ‘Yes Ma’am’ as well, thank you very much.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Hearing Simon say “Yes, Ma’am” to Em, Becca felt a spark for the first time in almost two weeks. It wasn’t the words themselves; there was something else, a simmering attraction in Simon to Em’s overt sexuality. “Simon, are you blushing?”

“Like a beetroot,” Em said.

Becca pulled at the thread. “What would you do if you were in charge?”

“Well for starters, dinner time would become a CFNM event.”

“CFNM?”

“Clothed Female, Nude Male.”

Becca wrinkled her nose. “Bit too visual for my tastes.”

“I could tie a bell to it, so you’d hear when he got a stiffy.”

“Hmm, maybe,” Becca said. “He should wear an apron to cook, though. Safety first in the kitchen.”

“Hey, who’s in charge here?”

“You are, Madam Em.” Becca felt for her water glass, and Simon placed it in her hand. “What else would you change?”

“Oh, I don’t know, little errands to keep him on his toes.”

“Simon,” Becca said, “fetch the salt from the kitchen, will you?”

“It’s on the table, Ma’am.”

“The grinder or the shaker?”

“The grinder, Ma’am.”

“I’d like the shaker.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon rose and walked to the kitchen.

“Like that?” Becca asked, lifting an eyebrow at Emily.

“Mmm, kind of. Except I’d have him service me beneath the table before he sat back down.”

Simon returned just as Emily finished the sentence and handed Becca the salt.

“You heard,” Becca said. “Time to get busy under the table.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon crawled beneath the table, displacing Barney, and placed his hands on Becca’s closed knees. “Ma’am?” he said, asking permission to part them.

“Not me,” Becca said. “Her.” Simon’s grip tightened reflexively on her knee.

Across the table, Emily snorted. “Me?”

“Yes, you. Your boyfriend got to grope me the other week, so quid pro quo. And Simon, make it one of your special ones—I’ve been talking you up.”

“Are you sure, Ma’am?” Simon’s voice was half trepidation and half jubilation.

“Don’t question me, Simon. Tell me what she’s wearing.”

“A silk robe, Ma’am. A short one.”

“Panties?”

“I can’t tell from— Oh! Um, yes… I mean no, she’s not wearing any.”

Becca got a buzz knowing Em had just spread her legs to flash Simon. “You can close them now, little sister. I was only teasing.”

“Oh, you cow,” Em said. “I was looking forward to that.”

“I’ll tell you what, you can still have it”—she was rolling the dice here but felt confident—“but only if Simon is ready.”

“He’s ready right now. Tell her, Simon.”

“Simon,” Becca said. “Come out from under the table.”

She heard him crawl out and stand.

“Pull down your pants. Show Em whether you’re ready.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Did you see how ready I was, Simon?” Em’s voice was a sultry purr. “I can help you with that if—” Then, “Oh.”

It sounded like Simon had his pants down already.

“Is he ready?” Becca asked.

“Not as such,” Em said. “Wow, and I always thought you were underselling him so I wouldn’t be tempted.”

“It’s bigger when he’s excited,” Becca said. “A little, anyway.” Emily wasn’t exactly renowned for her impulse control, so Becca needed to close this game out quickly. “You can put it away now, Simon. We’ll play on the weekend.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon returned to his seat.

That excited note Becca had heard in his voice when she first suggested he eat Emily had disappeared. It had only lasted a moment. The old Simon was definitely in there; she just needed to coax him out.

“So, Em,” she began, playing her next card. “Commando at the dinner table. I hope we didn’t pull you away from a hot cam session.”

“Me? No. Sans-panties is my usual state for dinnertime. Ask Simon.”

“Simon, is that true?” Becca asked. “Does Emily usually come to dinner without panties?”

“I couldn’t say, Ma’am.”

“Does she sometimes come to dinner without panties?”

A pause. “Yes, Ma’am.”

A hit. Good. “Does she flash you, or do you know this because you look?”

Simon paused before answering. “It’s… hard not to look, Ma’am.”

“I imagine it is hard,” Becca muttered, going back to eating her coconut chicken curry. She seemed to be getting the unfettered truth though, so she pushed forth with a question she’d wanted to ask for a while now. “Do you ever tune in to her webcam?”

“No, Ma’am. Never.” It came with no hesitation whatsoever.

“Ouch, Simon,” Em said. “Mind the boots as you walk all over my corpse. At least make it sound like you want to.”

“You’ve got a few hundred guys on pay-per-perv,” Becca said. “Your ego’s going to be just fine.”

“My ego is very delicate today, I’ll have you know,” Em said. “I just got feedback on a private commission I recorded.”

“Not complimentary?” Becca asked.

“Let’s just say it won’t be in the running for Cannes unless they introduce Most Suckiest Picture.”

“Ryan told me you were making a video together,” Simon said. It was his first unprompted contribution to a conversation in over a week. “Was he in it?”

“I did the production,” Emily said. “But he had a pretty big part.”

“Boom-boom,” Becca said. She remembered Ryan mentioning Em had asked him to work with her on a commissioned video—it was how they’d gotten together. “What went wrong? I can’t imagine either of you suffering performance anxiety.”

“Nothing went wrong,” Em complained. “That’s the thing. It was hotter than a Mumbai traffic jam. The client called it a ‘pedestrian fuck-flick’ though.”

“Brutal,” Becca said. “Did he pay, at least?”

“I took a retainer, but I haven’t been game to bill him,” Emily said. “He’s one of my biggest camming customers. I think I’ll take the hit rather than risk losing him.”

“What was the movie about?” Simon asked.

“About?” Emily said, clearly frustrated. “It’s porn. It was about forty-five minutes of fucking. And blow jobs. And three cum-shots. I looked like a bloody frosted cupcake by the end.”

Becca thought it had been a reasonable question. She remembered how Simon had set up her date with the pretend bull, Enrique, and all the little things he’d done to make it realistic and get her into the scene. Choosing her underwear, putting the anklet on her—she’d already been excited, but those little touches had made her positively wet with anticipation. “Simon has a good eye for this stuff,” she said. “You should show it to him. He could probably give you some tips.”

“Seriously? You want your husband to watch me fuck?”

“Or don’t.” Becca shrugged, putting her fork down. “Stick with ‘pedestrian fuck-flick’ if you like.”

Emily sighed theatrically. “Fine. I’ll send you a link.”

“Cast it to the TV,” Becca said. “We can all watch it together.”

Simon gulped. “Together?”

“You two can do an Audio Described Performance for me,” Becca said. “Come on, finish your dinner. It’ll be fun.”

──────

Simon was trying not to bolt down his curry, but he still finished minutes before the girls.

He was about to watch Emily fuck on screen. Correction—he was about to watch Emily get fucked on screen. He didn’t really understand how that was different to the hundreds of porn starlets he’d watched getting reamed, he just knew that it was. Her resemblance to Becca explained part of it, but there was something else, something intangible, that just made it…

Hot as fuck!

The excitement was only slightly diminished by trepidation. How might this go wrong? Karma had been a bitch to him lately; if there were some way this might smack him in his face, he was likely to walk right into it.

Would it be worth it, though? His brain wasn’t sure, but his dick was giving him a big ‘hell yes’. It had certainly recovered from its momentary shyness when Becca had made him drop trou in front of Em. What was the worst that could happen, anyway—more punishment? Because if the payday was watching Em get a deep reaming and cum shower, he could probably take a fair beating in return and still finish ahead.

His ears pricked up when Becca finally laid her fork down. “Are we ready?” he asked.

“Dishes first, Simon,” Becca said. “You’re not going to leave us a dirty kitchen. And Barney hasn’t been fed, either.”

“I’ll do both,” Simon said, quickly gathering their plates. It would take him about twenty seconds to feed the dog, but Becca would stretch it to minutes playing obedience games—sit, wait, drop, beg.

Barney understood every word and followed him waggingly to the kitchen.

Simon had been cleaning as he cooked, so apart from loading the dishwasher, the only mess was the wok and spatula, both of which had been soaking. He whistled while he worked, trying to imagine what he was about to witness in Emily’s video. The sound and camera work would be amateur—he was ready for that—but amongst amateurs (which included almost all genuine hotwife porn), Emily was likely to have pretty high production values.

What were the must-haves? Moment of entry, obviously. That was a staple for every big-pole-small-hole movie ever. Hopefully the camera caught both her pussy and the expression on her face as Ryan entered her. Cum arcing onto her tits—that was a must. If there were multiple cum-shots, she’d probably get a facial as well. There’d be no close-up action unless they used a camera guy—which they wouldn’t have. Que sera, sera.

Number one on Simon’s list, though, was having Becca experience it through his description. Being there to hold her hand while he described lil sister getting the reaming big sister craved, that would take the whole enchilada. And it might just give her what she needed.

He dried the wok, put it away, fed the dog (it actually took less than twenty seconds because Barney fetched his own food bowl), then washed his hands and was ready to start the video.

“Shall I pop some corn?” he joked, hoping it would be taken in the same rhetorical spirit as it was offered. He didn’t think he could bear a longer wait.

Emily was swiping and tapping away at the iPad. “Is this a little weird, or am I being overly sensitive?”

“You run a nudie-cam out of our back room,” Becca said as Simon joined her on the sofa. “Your whole life is a little weird.”

“Fair point.” Emily had found the video and hit the button to cast it to the living room TV. “The first bit is just porn fluff,” she said as the opening scene began rolling.

Simon described what he saw in a low tone, drawing on long experience to disconnect the listening and speaking centres of his brain. It was their own front door, shot from the inside with an amorphous shape moving behind the opaque glass. Bing-bong. A fake doorbell sounded, one different from their own. The camera swung to Em dressed in a sports bra and running shorts, directing her own action from the end of a selfie stick. “Ooh, goodie,” she enthused, flashing her eyes at the camera. “My new toy is here.”

“Are you sure you want to watch this bit?” Emily asked.

“It’s fine,” Simon said, waving it off. He was a member of the one percent who enjoyed the setup in porn—he liked the slow build of sexual tension, and the intro was where good producers always set the kinky scene. “Is this one where you get it on with the delivery guy?”

“Watch and find out.”

Sex-with-a-stranger wasn’t Simon’s thing, but this was Emily, so it wasn’t as though he was going to switch it off. He picked up the commentary again as on-screen Emily opened their front door. Outside was Ryan, looking slightly robotic and wearing only jeans and a torn denim waistcoat, open to display his enormous chest. A shop tag hung from a buttonhole of the waistcoat.

The camera flicked back to Emily (Simon surmised she was recording on her phone and switching between the front and rear cameras). “Wow,” she said, eyeing him up and down. “Looks more realistic than the catalogue.”

Jump-shot back to Ryan. Emily’s hand appeared and tore off the tag. The camera moved in for a close-up.

BULL-MATIC 9000
Fully automatic — Voice controlled
Just add lube

“Sounds like the model up from mine,” Becca joked after Simon read it to her.

On the TV, Emily flipped the card over.

100% Australian Beef

That earned a laugh from both Simon and Becca, which in turn elicited a proud smile from Em. “That one was his idea.”

Simon took up the commentary again as Emily led the Bull-matic 9000 inside and down the hall. “Nice steady-cam,” he said, noting how she remained centre-frame all the way. “Is that just the face-tracking on your phone?”

“It’s on a gimbal, too.”

“Cool.” He wondered whether the technical chatter masked his rising blood pressure. Becca’s hand felt hot, as did the press of her thigh against his own. They both sensed the proximity of visceral sex. And judging from the proud nipples behind Em’s sports bra on screen, she did too. Simon chanced a look across the living room to see if there was a similar reaction from the real Em, but she caught him, letting him off with a wink and a flash of inner side-boob before cinching her gaping robe a little tighter.

“What’s happening now?” Becca asked, snapping Simon’s attention back to the screen.

“They’re in the bedroom,” Simon said.

“Mine, not yours,” Emily said, “in case you were worried.”

Porn-Emily had the selfie stick recording from a side angle showing them standing and facing each other. She was regarding Ryan the Bull-matic with an excellent semblance of tech-uncertainty. “How do I make it go?” She felt around his chiselled chest with her free hand. She peeked down his jeans and whistled. “Hel-lo there, Bull-matic.”

“That got his attention,” Simon said, whispering to Becca. “He looks like Barney when you crinkle a Schmackos bag.”

“Hey Bull-matic,” Em said again, more commandingly this time. “Take off your pants.” Bull-matic smirked and began following orders.

Simon took his eyes off the screen to check again on silk-clad Emily in the living room. “Is this, like, a sex-slave kind of thing?”

Emily shrugged. “Not really. I think we only do one more ‘Hey Bull-matic’ command. It’s after the blowjob.”

Blowjob. Simon had long imagined Em’s sensual lips wrapped around a big dick. It seemed he was going to get his wish.

“Why?” Em went on. “Do you think we should do more? We thought the joke would get tired after a couple of rounds.”

Simon waved it off and returned to the screen where Ryan was peeling off his trunks. Em was right about the joke wearing thin, but it did make him wonder where this might end up if it wasn’t going to be a sex-slave fantasy. He was expecting to have picked up the kinky vibe already. Maybe it was a rough-sex thing where the Bull-matic went rogue.

He leaned closer to Becca’s ear, not taking his eyes off the screen. “Ryan’s naked,” he whispered.

“Is he hard?” Becca asked.

“Not yet.”

On screen, Emily took Ryan’s over-sized wang in hand—or as much as would fit, anyway. “So much for fully automatic,” she quipped, getting down on her knees in front of him.

“She’s on her knees now,” Simon whispered, watching Emily lift Ryan’s fat shaft to lick and mouth his shaven balls.

Becca squeezed his hand. “Is she going to suck it?”

“I’m gonna try,” Em interjected from across the room.

“How big is it? Becca asked.

“Same as the one in your drawer,” Simon said, watching closely as Emily licked around the dome of Ryan’s monster cock.

“I mean when it’s soft,” Becca said. “How big is it when it’s soft?”

“Still pretty big.”

“Bigger than yours?”

Simon gulped, sensing where this was going. “Of course.”

“Bigger than yours when it’s hard, Simon?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he admitted. It was humiliating, but it was also part of the Audio Described Performance. So in a strange way, describing Ryan’s physical superiority was… satisfying.

“How much bigger?”

“A bit,” he said, glancing at Emily who was eyeing him over the top of a pretend pair of schoolmarmish glasses. He coughed and looked back at the screen where the other Em had just granted his wish and wrapped her lips around a giant mouthful of semi-erect man meat. “A lot.”

“Is she sucking it?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Most of it. I think she’s trying to swallow.”

“Not likely,” Emily interjected. “I’d be shish-kebabbed.”

“I don’t need to swallow with Simon,” Becca said, smiling proudly. “He’s nice and little—I just purse my lips a bit.” She demonstrated with a sexy pout. “It all goes inside. Perfect fit.”

“Half your luck,” Em grumbled.

“A little less than half by the sounds.” Becca squeezed Simon’s hand again and leaned into his shoulder. “Is Ryan hard, now?”

Simon told her he was. He’d come to a pretty impressive peak in an even more impressive time. Retreating behind the rising fog of humiliation, Simon described the action on screen, detailing Emily’s technique, the shine of her glossy fingernails raking Ryan’s balls, the white knuckles of Ryan’s fingers knotted in her hair.

Becca felt for his dick, finding it hard. “You score a pass on cock sucking, little sister. At least from Simon.”

“A pass? I was hoping for at least an eight.”

“It is,” Simon said, praying Becca didn’t make him come in his pants in front of Emily. “Maybe a nine.”

“A nine?” Becca said, a playful note of jealousy in her voice. “High praise. What makes her blowjobs so great?”

Simon looked over at Emily, who was regarding him with an amused pout. Yes, Simon, it seemed to say, what makes my mouth so cock-worthy? “She’s not using her hands,” he said, glancing quickly back at the television to confirm. It was an exercise in trust because Ryan had her head gripped in both hands and could easily thrust straight down her throat.

“Not using her hands?” Becca said. “I thought you were supposed to.”

“Rookie mistake,” Em said.

“And she’s sucking,” Simon said, watching Emily’s cheeks draw in as she went to work on Ryan’s dick. “Like, really sucking.” She wasn’t using her mouth like a pussy, just another hole to fuck; she was using it to do what it was made for and eating Ryan’s dick like an Icy Pole. Simon leaned close to Becca and tried to describe it in detail—how Emily wasn’t just bobbing up and down but using her whole head, like she was trying to mix a cake with her nose. And how she sucked so hard it pulled the skin tightly over Ryan’s shaved balls.

Throughout all of this, Becca kept gently massaging Simon’s dick through his jeans. Emily watched them with a smile curling at the corner of her mouth. Simon wanted her to work her magic on his dick. Emily knew it, and Simon knew she knew it.

“Sounds more like a ten-out-of-ten,” Becca said.

Emily caught Simon’s eye again. “He’s docking me one because I can’t swallow it.”

“Simon, is that true?” Becca said, turning on him.

Simon was trapped. Again. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Well, that’s hardly fair,” Becca said. “I didn’t notice you trying to swallow the one in my bedroom when I made you lick it clean.”

“No, Ma’am. I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

“Is there much more of this?” Becca said to Emily. “I think we can agree your oral technique isn’t the issue.”

Emily skipped to the next chapter mark, which as promised began, “Hey Bull-matic, drill me like a new recruit.”

Simon took up commentary again. “Now he’s undressing her.” There was some jogging of the camera while Emily got free of her sports bra without dropping the selfie stick. “He’s got her top off.”

“Can you see her boobs?” Becca asked. “How do they look?”

“I’ve seen them before.”

“That’s not what I asked, Simon.”

“They look good, Ma’am. Very shapely. Ryan’s kissing them.”

“You sound jealous, Simon.”

Emily caught his eye again and smiled, making him blush.

“Yes, Ma’am.” Then, before Becca could push him further on the subject of her sister’s breasts, “He’s got her panties off, now.”

“How much can you see?”

Ryan had her bent over with one leg raised and cocked. Em panned the selfie stick from front-on all the way around to a rear profile, perfectly framing the succulent curve of her behind. She was so wet, Simon could see tracks of pussy juice trickling down her standing leg.

“Everything, Ma’am.”

“Is she shaved?”

“Yes, Ma’am. All over.” Simon explained their relative positions while Ryan lined up his cockhead in her opening. When he got it seated, he paused long enough to grip Em firmly by the hips. “I think he’s about to do it,” Simon said, half holding his breath.

“Pause it here,” Becca said.

Simon plucked the remote control from the coffee table and hit the pause button. Emily’s pussy was centre screen with Ryan’s knob, already glistening with her juices, poised ready to slide in. Simon’s cock lurched jealously. If he’d been watching alone looking for a place to pause and watch frame by frame, this would be it.

“Charming,” Emily said. “Not my best angle.”

“Simon disagrees,” Becca said, squeezing his cock through his pants and threatening to trigger an embarrassing eruption. “Now tell me, Simon, do you like what you see?”

No point lying. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Is he inside her yet?”

“Almost.”

“You probably wish it was you, don’t you?”

Simon instantly understood he was on treacherous ground where he had to either lie or admit to coveting his sister-in-law. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, understanding from painful experience that lying would be so much worse.

Becca gave his cock another playful squeeze. “She’s gotten your little man all excited, hasn’t she? What if I let you two go for it? Would you rather watch her get a proper reaming on the TV or disappoint her in the flesh?”

Simon reeled. Disappoint her in the flesh. But after what Emily had told him recently about sex with small men, he understood that was exactly what would happen. “I’d rather watch, Ma’am.”

“Really? You’d rather watch than get some yourself?”

“Your pleasure outranks mine, Ma’am. If you’d get more pleasure from another man, then that’s what I’d want for you.”

“But we’re not talking about me.”

“It’s the same thing, Ma’am. Her pleasure still outranks mine.” That had Becca cocking her head in Emily’s direction, and Simon wondered whether she was considering carrying out her threat of letting Em dominate him.

“Describe her pussy.”

“Ma’am?”

“You heard me. Look at the screen and give me three words that describe her pussy.”

“Um… pink—”

“You know I don’t do colours. Try again.”

“Ah… smooth—”

“Smooth is better. Is she shaved or waxed?”

“Waxed undercarriage, Ma’am. A few days’ stubble on top.”

“Geez,” Emily grumbled. “Can’t a girl have some secrets?”

“Quick, Simon. Next word.”

“Juicy.” Simon blurted it without thinking, as though the glistening nectar covering her lips had hypnotised him.

“Next.”

Simon tried to think of another, but the last one, juicy, wouldn’t vacate his brain. Emily was just so goddam…(juicy)… ready.

“Come on, Simon. First word in your head.”

“Hungry.”

“Hungry?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Because she’s got a big meal waiting?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Do you want to see if her hungry pussy can gobble it up, Simon?”

“Very much so. Yes Ma’am.”

“Thank you, Simon. You may finish watching.”

Simon could hardly believe he’d escaped so cheaply. He hit the play button on the remote and watched Ryan’s giant cock pierce his sister-in-law’s smooth, juicy cunt.

“He’s inside, isn’t he?” Becca asked while Emily moaned loudly on-screen.

Simon watched unblinking as Ryan pulled slowly out against the suction and plunged back into her heat. “Uh-huh.”

What followed was fucking. Which started out great, then there was more fucking. Simon described it to Becca for a few minutes, but apart from when they changed positions, he quickly ran out of narrative. The initial excitement of seeing his sister-in-law naked and bent over a table had almost made him spend his load. Even so, he could all too easily empathise with the buyer’s harsh assessment of ‘Pedestrian Fuck Flick.’ Against his expectations, he was feeling underwhelmed.

There was a cum-shot, with Ryan pulling out at the last moment and spraying creamy ropes up and down Em’s butt crack, then a scene cut (presumably for Ryan to recharge) followed by more fucking.

Simon didn’t bother describing the next position change (deep penetration with Em’s ankles over Ryan’s shoulders) and despite Em’s changed-up moaning on screen, Becca didn’t ask.

“So, the rest is just more… sex?” he asked.

Emily shrugged. “Pretty much.”

“There’s no more Bull-matic jokes, or a second guy?”

Em shook her head.

“And no kinky stuff, like spanking, ropes, pegging—that kind of thing?”

“Should there be?” Emily asked. “This client doesn’t ever ask for anything like that.”

Simon paused the video again. “There should be… something.”

“Something other than sex, you mean?” Becca asked.

“I mean a kink. A fantasy. I thought the Bull-matic thing was good. That could go in a few different directions—maybe a slavery thing or rough sex, or—”

“Rough sex?” Em gesticulated at Ryan’s dick on television, currently frozen mid-thrust. “With that? What am I, a masochist?”

“S&M, B&D, non-con, incest—”

“Incest?” Becca and Emily cried in unison.

“Or whatever.” Simon raised a conciliatory hand. “I’m just saying that this client’s probably got a thing. Whatever his thing is, the video needs to ooze it—beginning, middle and end.”

Emily stared contemplatively at the frozen image on the television. “I don’t know—I’m not sure this guy has a thing.”

“Oh, he has a thing.” Simon had surfed enough of the internet to be confident on the matter. People who thought they didn’t have a kinky fantasy just hadn’t found it yet. If this guy was at the point of pitching money at Em’s channel, he’d definitely found his thing. “What does he get you to do online?”

“Nothing,” Em said, raising both hands. “Nothing weird, anyway.”

Simon raised an eyebrow. Nothing weird meant there was definitely something.

“He just watches. If he’s the only one on, he tells me to do my own thing—take off my make-up, put on pyjamas, lie in bed and pretend to sleep.”

“So he’s a voyeur.”

Em wrinkled her nose. “Don’t voyeurs want to watch people fuck?”

“Has he ever asked you to masturbate?”

“Once. But then the stream filled up with viewers.”

“And he dropped off,” Simon said. The guy was definitely a voyeur. The peeping-Tom kind. If he knew where Em lived, he’d be camped outside in the garden, peeking through her bedroom window. “He doesn’t want you performing for the camera. He wants to see something private.”

“Having sex with my boyfriend isn’t private?”

“It is,” Simon said. “But it’s got to have context. Like instead of the Bull-matic thing in the beginning, you could have a first-person shaky-cam of someone getting out of their car, sneaking across the garden and peering through the gap in your curtains.”

“And I’m inside, fucking?”

“Sure. Then maybe you hear something and stop to look out the window.”

“Naked?”

“Of course.” Simon indulged a brief mental picture of Em peering out her bedroom window, her breasts hanging loose.

“You could get Simon to play the voyeur,” Becca said. “He’d have fun hiding in the hydrangeas, watching you two go for it.”

Simon neither confirmed nor denied it, but he could see Em was considering the idea—seriously by the looks.

“So, I need to start over, in other words.”

“Or frame up what you’ve already got with a filter that makes it look like someone’s filming through the window. You’d only have to splice in some filler scenes.” He swallowed, then added in what he hoped was a casual tone, “I could help.”

Emily pursed her lips. She was still staring at the image of Ryan’s cock three-quarters buried in her pussy. “That’s actually not a bad idea.”

“I told you he was good at this,” Becca said, patting Simon’s knee.

Em stood up quickly and announced, “I’ve got some storyboarding to do.”

“Good luck,” Simon said as she swept past on her way back to the bedroom. He pressed stop on the remote, sending the screen black.

“You’re very good at working out what makes people tick,” Becca said, stroking his thigh.

Simon laughed. “It’s a gift. Shame there’s no money in it.”

“Like that roleplay you did for me, pretending to be a bull.”

Simon leaned back on the sofa, taking Becca with him in his arms. “That wasn’t all for you,” he said, remembering the excitement of wearing the strap-on and pretending another man—a bigger man—was fucking his wife.

Becca fingered the zipper on Simon’s jeans and began sliding it down. “If Em made a video just for you,” she said, “what would it be about?”

“You.” Simon didn’t even need to think about that one. “Dressed in that new tweed skirt you modelled the other week.”

“Anybody else?” She slipped her hand inside his pants and delved around until she freed his cock.

“Yes,” Simon said, swallowing the lump rising in his throat. She wanted him to say Ryan, but he just couldn’t. Some anonymous giant cock, yes, big enough to ream her and cream her, but not him.

Becca slid down to the floor and got between Simon’s knees. “Do you want me to suck his dick?” she asked, kissing Simon’s around the tip.

“Yes.”

“Good boy,” she said, taking him into her mouth and sucking gently.

“Becca, don’t. I can’t…”

She slid him out and paused while they both waited to see whether he’d come on her face. When the danger passed, she asked, “What else?”

“What else?”

“What else do you want to watch him do? Fuck me?”

“Yes.”

Becca licked his cock. It was nice, but it wasn’t the heaven he’d experienced a moment earlier inside her mouth. “Keep going,” she said.

“I want him to fuck you.”

“We’ve established that.”

“Hard.”

She kissed the tip, briefly swirling her tongue around the crown. “What position?”

“Whatever goes the deepest.”

“I like scissors,” Becca said before sliding him all the way back in. She unbuckled his jeans and opened them wide.

“Scissors, then,” Simon said. “And then lying face down. And bent over the table until you come.” He was recalling the scenes Becca had described of her first big cock, and she was moaning along, giving him a hands-free hummer.

“And you’d tell him not to come inside you,” Simon said. “But he would anyway.” He’d never voiced the surprise-creampie fantasy, but the sensation of Becca’s lips around the root of his cock had quite broken down the barriers. “Then when I arrived home…”

“Mmm?” Becca sucked a little harder, almost as though she were trying to draw the truth out of him.

“And I found you all… cummy…”

“Mmm?”

Simon’s balls contracted. He was on the verge of coming himself. “I’d get down there and lick you clean.”

Becca raised her head, releasing his twitching cock. “You would?”

“Uh-huh.” Simon held his breath. One more touch of her lips would send him over.

“Because that’d make me yours again, right?”

“Yes,” Simon breathed. “Becca, please…”

“But I’m not yours,” she said, her voice hardening. “You’re mine.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“To do with as I please.”

“Yes Ma’am. Anything you w—”

“Even if that’s making you eat another man’s cum out of me.” She snapped the elastic waistband on his underwear back up over his cock, almost but not quite making him come.

Simon groaned. The moment of crisis passed.

Becca rose from between his knees and sat back down beside him on the sofa, adjusting her breasts in the restricting confines of the corset. “I’ve been too preoccupied with my own fantasies, I think.”

“Ma’am?”

“We want the same thing, just with different men.”

Simon shrank. She was going to make him go along with fucking Ryan, knowing he could never deny her. And then what? Who knew, probably Ryan would move in to fuck her nightly and Simon would be relegated to the spare bedroom. Or maybe she’d let him stay on the bed while Ryan ploughed her for hours on end.

“You liked watching him touch me, though, didn’t you? I don’t think it was my imagination.”

This was it. This was the moment he lost his wife forever. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Why? Help me understand why you liked that but don’t want him to fuck me.”

“Because…” Simon wished he knew, but he didn’t. All he knew was that seeing Ryan’s finger gliding over his wife’s pussy lips was the hottest thing he’d ever watched. Seeing how wet he made her gave him tears of joy. If Ryan had pulled his dick out, Simon would have watched him slide it into his wife and rejoiced. He could watch it; he just couldn’t bring himself to want it. How do you explain that?

“I think you want the choice taken out of your hands,” Becca said.

“I don’t know, Ma’am.” Which wasn’t really an answer, but for Becca’s purposes, maybe it was.

“I need to think about this.”  She patted his leg and stood up. “Pull up your pants. Let’s go to the study—you can find us some videos and describe them for me.”

“Cuckold videos?”

“For a start.” Becca offered a hand and helped him up. “If we’re having sex this weekend, I need ideas.”

───♦◊♦───
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Chapter Twenty-five

What a difference a day made. Simon hadn’t realised the depths of his own withdrawal. Depression, even. Up until dinnertime on Wednesday, he’d been mired in a fog of despair. Then came Emily’s video, the almost-blowjob, and an evening of watching cuck porn with Becca. By Thursday morning—after sleeping beside Becca in his own bed—he’d woken up to clear blue emotional skies.

Becca seemed chirpier, too. She asked for his help getting dressed—not that she needed it—and let him choose one of her new outfits from the shopping trip a couple of weeks earlier. He picked out the least provocative one—the grey checked skirt suit—and paired it with a pearl choker, matching earrings, and at her request, lipstick.

She asked how she looked, and Simon, in the ecstasy of a dopamine-fuelled high, told her truthfully that every guy in the office would want to bend her over the desk.

“Over the desk?” Her voice didn’t take on that flinty edge, but it still put Simon on notice.

“I only mean—”

“I’m a busy woman,” she said. “I don’t have time for games. They’ll have to eat me under the table while I’m in meetings.”

Time stood still. So did Simon’s heart. Only when he realised she was joking did both resume their normal programme. “You could make them audition with their tongue,” he said, tentatively joining the play. “Maybe pick out an ‘Employee of the Month’ for a special reward.”

Becca kissed him. “I have a husband more deserving of special rewards.”

Simon’s spirits soared even higher. “You never know,” he said, unable to stop smiling, “one of them might have… you know, a little more to offer. You shouldn’t deny yourself.”

“Oh, I don’t,” Becca said, waving the suggestion away. “I’ve got Ryan for whenever I’m hungry for something bigger. He keeps me nicely topped up.”

Again, Simon’s throat stopped working. She was talking about Silicone Ryan, right?

“That reminds me,” he said, struggling for composure as he retrieved the big inseminating dildo from atop her bedside table. “I’d better top him up.”

Becca frowned. “Top who up?”

“The… toy. Silicone Ryan.” It was the first time he’d used that name out loud.

“Oh, that? Sure.” She slipped into a pair of low, peep-toe pumps and walked to the door. “It’s always handy to have that one around when the real thing runs dry.”

Simon stared after her until he was alone in the bedroom holding a plastic dick. She was playing with him. Nothing had changed. His brain and his heart knew she wasn’t having sex with Ryan, but his knotted stomach was having none of it.

Becca was the queen of mind games and she’d discovered a fun new way to torture him. The uncomfortable closeness of his underwear suggested it wouldn’t be entirely unwelcome once he’d gotten used to it.

──────

“Hey Ry,” Becca said, taking off her headset and locking her laptop, “is the quiet-room free?”

There was a moment’s pause while he checked. “Yep.”

“I’m just making a personal call.” She reached beneath the desk and patted Barney’s head when it rose into her hand. “Barney, stay.” She used her cane to navigate the three metres between her desk and the closest of the soundproof quiet rooms scattered around the floor. Not that anyone was stupid enough to leave a chair in her way, but neither was she stupid enough to leave such a thing to chance.

“Hey Google,” she said, shutting the door and popping in one Bluetooth earbud. “Call Simon.”

“Calling Simon. Mobile.”

Becca sat in the chair, her loins tingling with anticipation. Lucky she was wearing a jacket because she was certain her nipples would be showing through the blouse.

Simon picked up on the second ring. “Hey, beautiful.”  He sounded like he was having a good day. “11 a.m. is a bit early for a booty call.”

“Simon, you’re on speaker. You remember my director from the Christmas party, Michael Jiang?”

That took the wind out of his sails. “Please tell me you’re kidding.”

Becca bit her lip, trying not to laugh. “Michael was saying how much he likes the way you dressed me.”

“Oh. Um… yeah?”

“I told him what you said about every guy wanting to bend me over the desk. He says I have a very generous husband and—thank you very much—he’d love to.” An errant giggle was bubbling beneath the surface, searching for a way out.

“I… thought you didn’t have time for games.”

“He is the Director of Business Banking.”

There was a short silence on the other end of the line. She could almost hear Simon pedalling to try to catch up with the game.

“I see,” he said, finally. “So, you’re thinking about making an exception.”

“Oh, yes… I mean, we’re a bit past that. He’s already got my panties down. It’s just he has a latex allergy and might leave a mess. I wanted to make sure you’re okay with that.”

“He’s… bareback?”

“Wait a sec… Mmm. Yeah, take it slow.”

“He’s inside?” There was a rattle that sounded like him almost dropping the phone. “How… how big is it?”

“Bigger than yours,” she said. “I mean, of course it’s bigger than yours, but it’s not huge, if that’s what you’re asking.”

“Oh.”

“Is that all you’re worried about, Simon—the size? No questions about why I’d want another man to stick his dick in me?”

“Um, yeah. I mean, why do you?”

“Because I love you, silly. And this is what you want, isn’t it? A big, juicy creampie to clean up?”

Heavy breathing on the other end of the line. Oh yes, this was much more fun than the vanilla domination and humiliation. She probably should have focused on Simon’s fantasies from the beginning.

“Simon?”

“Yes?”

“Are you touching yourself?”

“Yes.”

She almost succumbed to the temptation to do the same before realising she had no idea whether the glass walls of the quiet room were clear or opaque. “Where are you?”

“In the copy room.”

“Do you like thinking about me having sex with my boss?”

A pause, then, “Yes.”

“Hey, listen,” she said, dropping the sultry voice and drawing the fantasy to a close. “Do you want to meet me for lunch?” Next time she’d choose somewhere more private and take things a little further.

“I think… um…” He sounded disoriented from the sudden change of pace. “Oh no. I can’t. I’ve got to set up the training room for a two o’clock.”

“What a shame.” Becca was struggling again to keep the smile out of her voice. “Michael was just packing your lunch, and…” She paused, moaned, then gave a low satisfied sigh. “And there he goes. All packed. I guess you’ll just go hungry.”

She hit the disconnect button before letting the giggle finally escape, then sat back to bask in the satisfaction of a well-executed mind game. Hopefully Simon wouldn’t be too disappointed not to find her all cummy when she got home. She’d been prepared to do it for real, too, but since he’d vetoed her having sex with Ryan, that part would have to remain a fantasy.

Unless…

Maybe there was one way. It would take some organising, though. “Hey Google. Call Emily.” Her heart hammered waiting for the line to connect.

“Becs, what’s up?”

“Em.” Becca had to pause a moment to catch her breath. “About Ryan. You said the other day you were happy to share.”

“Ye-e-s-s?” Cautious but positive.

“Is he on board with that?” She lowered her voice even though the quiet room was mostly soundproof. “I need to borrow the two of you tomorrow.”

──────

Simon woke to his alarm on Friday morning and, even before opening his eyes, he knew Becca was still beside him. She was usually first up on a weekday. He rolled over and found her facing away, her hair a brunette cloud spread across the pillow.

He stole a sniff. Smelled like… he wasn’t sure—something womanly. Not her shampoo, but one of those sprays or mousses or leave-in conditioners crowding the bathroom cabinet.  Orange blossom—that was it. He put one arm around her and spooned in close. “You missed your alarm. Want me to use the other bathroom while you get ready?”

“You go ahead. I’ve got some stuff to do this morning. I don’t need to be in the office until after lunch.”

“Working from home?” That was new.

“Something like that,” she said mysteriously, rolling into his embrace and offering a morning-breath kiss.

Simon returned the kiss—nothing passionate at 6am, just a peck on the lips. “I’ll jump in the shower, then.”

“Lay out some clothes for me?” Becca requested. “The weekend starts when we finish work tonight.” Her voice took a sultry turn. “You know what that means, don’t you?”

Pussy night. “Fish and chip night?” Simon said, affecting a breezy tone that belied the ball of anticipation in his throat.

“If fish and chips is what you want…” Becca mused. She sat up and swung her legs out of bed. “But if I were wearing that new wrap skirt, it might inspire some other ideas.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Simon scrambled out of bed and went to their walk-in closet. “Sexy wrap skirt it is,” he called out. “Can I choose underwear too?”

“No garters,” she said. “If I’m going into town, I don’t want to be flashing stocking tops every time I sit down.”

“Roger that.” Disappointment flared brightly, but the possible alternative of bare legs and ankle boots, especially with that skirt’s provocative split, had him wishing it were five o’clock already. The sleeveless blouse she’d worn during the home fashion show was on the same hanger as the skirt. It would make the outfit too sexy to wear without a matching jacket, so he chose a fitted, long-sleeved version instead. He picked out his favourite lace-up ankle boots, a black and white bra and panties set, and an onyx pendant from her necklace tree.

Everything monochromatic. Very stunning.

Her anklet was in the jewellery box out in the bedroom. Simon’s pulse quickened. How many guys at her work would know what that signified with a married woman? Not that it mattered; it wouldn’t work with the ankle boots.

He backed out of the walk-in robe with his haul. Becca was gone—probably to go see Barney and give him an illicit breakfast snack—so he made the bed and laid out everything at the foot, placing the necklace inside one of the boots where she wouldn’t miss it.

Nice. It was hard to tear his eyes away, especially from the fulsome swell of that bra. This would all be waiting for him when he got home, except with his sexy wife wrapped up inside. It was hard to comprehend after the rollercoaster of the last few weeks. He let his eyes close for a second and said a silent prayer in the hope that he wouldn’t do something to bugger it up.

He hurried through the shower, styled his hair still damp, then when he was dressed, ventured out to the kitchen to find Ryan sitting bare-chested at the breakfast counter.

“Hey, man,” Ryan said. “Hope you don’t mind. Em booty-called me late last night. I was coming round this morning anyway to serve the boss lady.” He nodded at Becca who was leaning back against the kitchen sink with Barney gazing up at her. “Thought I’d crash here and beat the commute.”

Serve the boss lady? Serve her what?

Becca was nursing a cup of tea and wearing nothing but a short satin nightie, which finished a few scant inches below her panties.

“Yeah, no worries,” Simon said, wondering how much Ryan was wearing below the line of the countertop, but not quite game to walk around and find out. He looked from Becca, braless with nipples showing through the satin, then to Ryan with his waxed-smooth chest gleaming beneath the kitchen lights. The two of them were spending the morning together.

Alone.

For the millionth time, he reflected on how little he brought to the marriage. “Anyone want breakfast?” he asked, opening the pantry and pulling out the Corn Flakes. Hopefully, putting something in his belly would loosen the knot that was already threatening an upgrade to full blown nausea.

“I’m protein-only before lunch,” Ryan said. “I’ll just Uber-Eats some bacon and eggs.”

“Mmm,” Becca said. “Sounds yummy. I might help myself to a mouthful of yours.”

“I’ve heard that before,” Ryan said, rolling his eyes for Simon’s benefit. “She says she only wants a taste, but then she goes and gobbles the lot.”

“I’m not always like that,” Becca said, giving him a dismissive wave. “I like what Simon packs for me, but sometimes I get hungry for something different.”

Maybe Simon was imagining the double entendres, but Becca’s arousal wasn’t all in his head. He’d been with her long enough to recognise the signs—pink earlobes, shy smile, little hairs standing up on her arms. Not to mention the more overt signs that even Ryan would spot through her nightie.

“Shower’s free,” he said, adding milk to his Corn Flakes. “You can go get ready for… you know, whatever, if you like.” He couldn’t keep them apart all day, but he’d be happier if she was actually wearing something by the time he left.

“Did you choose an outfit for me?”

The image of Becca in that wrap skirt, home alone with Ryan and flashing leg all the way to her hip, lit up in Simon’s mind like a PTSD flashback. “You don’t want to wear that around the house, do you?”

“Well I don’t want to get changed twice.” She gave a whimsical wave. “I’ll just stay in my nightie. It’s not like anyone will see me.”

“Suits me,” Ryan said as Simon carried his breakfast around to the other side of the counter. “Means I don’t have to put on pants.” He was actually wearing a pair of grey gym shorts, but he put a finger to his lips, indicating they should keep Becca guessing.

“Parade around naked all you want,” Becca said, perfectly aware, it seemed, that Ryan was teasing her. “It’s not like I’ll notice, but don’t blame me if Barney gets snappy.”

“Maybe I’d better go put on some underwear,” Ryan said, tipping Simon a secretive wink. He rose and retreated across the loungeroom towards Emily’s quarters. “I’ll order breakfast, too,” he called back. “How do you want your eggs?”

“However,” Becca said. “I’m easy.”

Ryan chuckled. “Yeah, we know. But how do you want your eggs?”

“Scrambled,” Becca called after him. “And don’t get smart with me, or I’ll have to spank you.”

“Not again!” Ryan cried. He was gone behind Emily’s door before Becca could answer back.

Simon swallowed a mouthful of cereal. “Sounds like you two are planning some fun today.”

Becca came to the counter opposite where Simon sat. “Are you jealous?” she asked, leaning towards him. Her voice was low enough it wouldn’t carry beyond Emily’s closed bedroom door.

“A little.” Truth had been working for him, so he saw no reason to stretch it. “Maybe a lot.”

“Well, you needn’t be.” Becca leaned closer, inviting a kiss which Simon provided. “I haven’t told Ryan yet, but we’re working on a special surprise for you, dear husband.”

“For me?”

“Remember how hot it was for both of us when he touched me the other week?”

“Umm…”

“I’m going to get him to do it again, but this time I’ll video it so you can enjoy it afterwards.”

“What?”

“It’s fine, don’t worry,” she said, clasping both his hands and giving a reassuring squeeze. “I know you don’t want us to have sex, and we won’t. I’ve got it all worked out. We’ll just play with each other for a bit—first and second base—everything else will be simulated.”

“S-s-simulated?”

“Camera angles and stuff—holding it between my legs. Em says it’s easy and it’ll be super convincing. And he’ll only need to put it inside me at the very end.”

Simon jerked in his seat. “Put it where?” he cried, almost loud enough to be heard through Emily’s door.

“Shh, I haven’t told Ryan yet.” She patted his hands again. “He has to put it inside me for the creampie. That’s your surprise, but I wanted to tell you now so you have something to look forward to all day.”

“Becca!”

Becca paused, frowning at his raised tone. “I think you mean ‘Ma’am’.”

Simon quailed beneath the frosty Domme voice. “Putting it inside you is having sex… Ma’am.”

“Pfft. What rubbish. You’ve put it inside me tons of times and come straight away, and I can tell you now, I do not call that sex.”

“But… how is he going to come? He’s not going to just spontaneously blow his load.”

“That doesn’t sound like something you need to concern yourself with, but if you must know, I’ll use my hand. And we’ll be simulating, so he’ll be rubbing through my pussy anyway. If I squeeze my legs, I’m sure I can get him over the line.”

“But…”

“Simon, I thought we came to an agreement about you resisting my decisions.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Which of us is in control in this relationship?”

“You are, Ma’am.”

“So tell me, are you questioning me?”

“N-no Ma’am.”

“You need to stop worrying. I promised I would look after your needs, and I will. I will personally make sure Ryan gets it nice and deep, and when you get home tonight, there’ll be a big gooey mess for you to clean-up. And we both know what happens once you’ve made me yours again, don’t we?”

Before Simon could answer, she pecked him on the lips and breezed out of the kitchen, singing to herself as she headed for the shower.

──────

Simon lingered at home as long as he could, waiting for her to finish in the bathroom so he could tell her that she shouldn’t go to extra lengths to get a creampie just for him— clean-up really wasn’t that big of a deal. He ended up having to run for the train and only just made it as it was readying to pull out.

He jumped on the carriage right in front of the gate and took a seat on the lower deck. It flashed him back to the day he and Becca had met, rushing to tap her on and board before the doors closed.

Except today he was alone. And she was with Ryan.

They usually came home on different trains, but unless Barney had a vet appointment, they always caught the morning service together. He could count on one hand the number of times since that day he’d caught this train alone.

This was not good. Not good at all. He closed his eyes to block out the world, but instead saw black velvet images of Becca in Ryan’s arms projected on the back of his eyelids. Ryan’s hand on her backside, slipping inside her panties, his lips on her bare breast, his cock—

Stop it!

Maybe he could talk her back down from letting him… good God—letting him fuck her? Maybe a compromise. If she just let him touch her pussy like he had the other week, that wouldn’t be so bad. And if he fingered her…? Simon could probably live with that. Surely Becca would agree to that; it just made better sense. He couldn’t call her from the train, though; he’d have to wait until he got to work.

Thinking about it was making him hard. Thankfully he had his work satchel on his lap. He looked down in that direction.

What the fuck have you gotten me into?

If only he hadn’t gotten caught watching cuck porn… If he hadn’t roleplayed Becca meeting a bull… If he hadn’t acted out her domination fantasy, welcomed his role as her sub, voiced the excitement he felt thinking about her with another man…

If. If. If.

It had all come to a head in that moment when Ryan touched her pussy. That’s when everything changed. And the crazy thing was that he’d done it with her husband sitting right there beside him. What might he do with Simon away?

Wrong question. What mightn’t he do?

It was possible they were both just teasing him. In fact, it was more than possible given Becca’s track record. It could all be an elaborate game—another way to dominate him.

If it was just a game, that would be fine. In fact, it would be better than fine—consider the alternative! He liked seeing Becca dominant. He even appreciated the humiliation, in a way. It was easy to become complacent, to forget how lucky he was to be married to a woman like her; the mind games kept him on his toes. This all made him more determined than ever to make a good show of things tonight. No matter how things went down today, if he got a chance at sex tonight, at pussy sex, then he’d treat her like a queen—eat her like a queen. Three orgasms, he’d give her (or so he promised himself) before he came up for air. He’d wear a dozen condoms and fuck her so goddam long and hard she’d forget about Ryan.

It was an open secret amongst those in hospital admin that drug reps left samples at the walk-in clinic, and that a quick cappuccino and brotherly complaint about bedroom issues in the correct ear could liberate a couple of off-brand Viagra into one’s own pocket. He’d never been quite game to try it, but maybe it was time. If he was doomed to come early, at least with Viagra he’d be able to power through. For Becca’s sake.

Simon looked out the window as the train pulled into a station. Shit, St. Leonards already. He must have drifted off for a minute. In the reflection from the window, he saw a good-looking woman sitting across from him wearing a short skirt. He hadn’t even noticed her get on.

He would definitely try the Viagra. It was time for more than just hoping for the best. He hoped he wasn’t too late.

──────

Becca came out of the bedroom wearing the outfit Simon had chosen and walked down the hallway to the kitchen.

“Woo-hoo, look at you,” Emily said. “Makes me wish I could whistle.”

“You like?” Becca stopped at the corner of the counter and did a slow pirouette. It reminded her of the fashion parade—the day Simon had watched silently while Ryan touched her—and it made her more excited about their plans for the morning. She had a better appreciation for what made her husband tick, and if that one touch had spun his wheels, what she had planned today would blow his engine.

“I think I speak for all guys,” Ryan said, “when I say…” He finished by letting out a long, low wolf whistle.

“The long sleeves work,” Emily said. “You’re all business up top—”

“And party down below,” Ryan finished.

Becca could feel his eyes on her hemline and the long expanse of bare leg all the way down to her boots. She touched the split in the skirt for about the hundredth time, reassuring herself it was well off-centre and in no danger of flashing the panties Simon had chosen for her.

“Now,” Em said. “Explain this plan to us.”

Becca came around to the dining table where they sat and perched on the edge of one of the breakfast-counter stools, hoping to prevent her skirt from riding up too high. “We’re making a porno.”

Emily chuckled. “So just a regular day for me.”

“This one’s for Simon.”

“Okay, that bit’s different.”

“In the wise words of your husband,” Ryan said, “this porno—what’s it about?”

Becca laughed. “Em told you what happened last night, did she?”

“She was complimentary,” Ryan said. “And for what it’s worth, I reckon he’s right. Em’s client is totally a voyeur. Hell, I enjoy watching her. Not as much as I enjoy—”

“Okay.” Becca held up a hand. “I get the gist.”

“Point is,” Ryan went on, “if you’re going to do this properly, Simon’s right—it’s got to have a kinky angle. Best gig I ever did, the maid of honour paid me extra to pretend I was the bride’s cousin.”

“She did what?” Emily cried.

“She whispered in the bride’s ear to play along, and we did this whole routine of ‘No, I won’t,’ and ‘Yes, you will,’ with the maid of honour saying she’d paid to see dick, and I’d better show her some before she dropped a one-star on Google Reviews.”

Becca shook her head. “But… why? If everyone was in on it.”

“None of their friends were, and when they thought the bride was jerking off her cousin, they… went… apeshit.”

Becca thought she understood. “Because it’s taboo.”

“Exactly.”

“Simon’s the same,” she said. “Except it’s not incest that gets him going—it’s horny wives in power suits.” She turned to Emily. “Em, have you still got those pictures on the iPad?”

“Hang on, I’ll get it.” Emily pushed out from the dining table and crossed to the lounge. “I sent myself a share the day he showed us,” she said, sitting down again with Ryan.

“Show him the one you told me about,” Becca said. “The woman on the phone.” While they’d been shopping for Becca’s current outfit, Emily had told her about the photo that inspired the look—a professional woman perched on the edge of her desk (not unlike Becca’s current position on the stool), speaking on the phone with her skirt hiked up and a guy’s face between her legs.

“This one,” Emily said.

Ryan whistled again. “Oh yeah. That’s hot.” From the sound of his voice, he wasn’t looking down at the laptop anymore—he was looking straight at Becca’s skirt.

He was imagining eating her. Becca was imagining it too, God help her.

“Alright,” he said, his voice a little less steady than it had been a minute ago. “So we’re going to make a porno about… this?”

“We are,” Becca confirmed. “With the part of Rebecca to be played today by her understudy.”

“You,” Ryan said, his voice turned away this time towards Emily.

Em laughed. “You sound disappointed.”

“Not disappointed,” he said, sounding exactly that. “I’d never want to cut another guy’s lunch.”

Unless he wanted it cut, Becca finished in her head.

“Babe,” Emily said. “You’re a shitty liar.”

The doorbell rang, bringing the awkward moment to a convenient close. Ryan pushed out his chair saying, “Breakfast’s here,” with a decided note of relief in his voice.

Becca’s previous conviction that she wouldn’t go behind Simon’s back was beginning to wobble. Earlier, with both men in the kitchen, flirting with Ryan had made her tingle all over because she could hear the way it affected her husband. It was fun. Now however, she’d felt the weight of Ryan’s willingness and husband or no husband, some of that lust was rubbing off on her. Things had gotten suddenly serious, and they’d get worse before they got better. For this video to work, she’d need to describe everything she wanted him to do to her—how to hold her, how to fuck her, how deep to empty his load inside her—so he could do it all to Emily. Or… most of it to Emily—Becca would have to play herself for any long shots. Like she told Simon, though—they could simulate a lot without going all the way.

She had to stay strong. It would be tough, frustrating probably, but she’d get through it. Her own gratification would have to come later when Simon got home. She’d been mining his fantasies for weeks, and after a few false starts, it felt like she’d finally struck gold. They would play the video together, and she’d reap the rewards of him watching her (or what he thought was her) get ploughed by another man.

“Eggs are ready,” Ryan said, returning from the front door.

“Great.” Becca took a seat at the table, pulling in close to hide what she was sure was a flash of lace trim at the apex of the skirt’s split. “It smells fantastic.”

“I’ll do your hair and makeup after breakfast,” Em said. “We look more alike with an up-do and a bit of lippy.

“Sure.” Becca didn’t often lament her sightlessness but missing out on watching herself getting fucked on screen was going to suck.

At least she’d have her husband to describe it.

──────

Simon had pretty much given up on getting anything productive done the moment he got to work. He’d picked up the phone to call Becca, to have her call the whole thing off, but just couldn’t. What if she refused? What if they’d already started? Worse, what if she was just screwing with his head?

He threw himself into a bunch of supplier contracts that needed reviewing, but his head wasn’t in the game. It would be tempting to just sign them all off; those bastards thought hospitals were made of money though and were forever padding their contracts with dodgy overheads. He’d get his balls busted if he let a bad one slip through. And not in a good way.

Becca hadn’t busted anything ball-wise for a couple of weeks—not since that big meltdown. Oh, there’d been casual humiliation and teasing, like having to show Emily his cock last night, but that was the good kind of ball-busting. And this morning, she’d seemed extra chipper—not a busted ball in sight. Not even a squeezed scrotum.

Because Ryan had been there.

He wondered what they were doing. His initial thought was that she’d be working from home. Then came all the flirting and innuendo when she’d found Ryan there already, after which she’d said they were recording what amounted to an amateur hot-wife porno. Either she was messing with his head, or she was messing with Ryan’s dick. One or the other. When you stripped away all the bullshit anxiety and insecurity, those were the options.

Simon scrolled through a pricing schedule for the fifth time, his eyes not even focussed on the numbers.

So the logical question, obviously, was would she tease her husband and flirt with Ryan disingenuously as part of a cuckold roleplay?

Yes. Definitely. That made sense. She’d demonstrated her flair for psychological domination on more than one occasion and was not afraid to involve others. Her performance at breakfast was a logical progression.

But—and this was where Simon’s brain had gotten caught all morning—did that mean she wasn’t messing with Ryan’s cock? What was the old saying? Just because you’re paranoid, it doesn’t mean people aren’t out to get you. He knew she fantasised about Ryan’s dick. She’d given up all her other toys in favour of that silicone version. He’d been surprised she kept using it after discovering it was moulded on the real thing. Sure, try it once for the novelty, but then put it away in a drawer. She owned one other big vibe, so her focus on that particular toy was bordering on obsession.

What if she’d grown tired of pretending and was ready for the real thing? He knew she wanted the real thing—she’d said so.

If he were one of those hotshot detectives on TV, he’d be looking for means, motive, and opportunity. Ryan had as good as said he’d fuck her in a heartbeat; that was means looked after. Motive was easy—she’d re-awakened the desire to be reamed by a big cock and the dildos were no longer cutting it. And opportunity…

How long had they been alone together? Simon’s computer said it was nine o’clock and he’d left the house before seven. Two hours. A guy like Ryan could probably go for that long. He might have jumped in the shower with her the moment Simon left and still be going at it, pressing her up against the glass, banging her until the water ran cold.

It boggled the mind. Two hours was like a month’s worth of sex for Simon—and that was back in the good old days before Becca started rationing.

Maybe he should call her. He could sometimes tell from her voice if she’d just climaxed; she sounded dreamy and a little choked up. If she answered the phone normally, that might put his mind at rest, then maybe he could get some work done.

But what if she didn’t answer normally? Forget about dreamy and choked up—what if she answered the phone moaning and barely coherent? Or what if she sounded normal, but he could hear the rhythmic slapping of Ryan’s balls on her butt? They could be chatting away—just normal, casual conversation—while she got her cheating-wife brains fucked out. What time will you be home? Will you pick up some dog food? Do you want to go out for dinner? Just shooting the breeze with her faithful husband while Ryan bent her over the dining room table and fed his fat cock into—

Simon’s phone rang, jolting him out of the nightmare fantasy.

Becca (mobile).

He stared at it, waiting to see whether it would ring again.

It did!

Was it a real call or a butt-dial? She was much more prone to butt-dialing than the average person because she couldn’t see the touchscreen. He was forever answering the phone and hearing whatever conversation she was halfway through. If he answered now, he might hear something he’d prefer not to.

It rang a third time.

Say he did pick up, though. And say he did hear them fucking. At least he would know. That’d be a relief. And if he heard her enjoying herself, moaning about how big it was, how full she felt, would that be so bad?

He swiped up to answer the call and held the phone to his ear.

Silence. Nobody there?

Then, “Simon?” It was Becca. Her voice was normal.

“Um, hi.”

“I didn’t hear you answer.”

“It must’ve been slow to connect,” he lied.

“How’s your morning going?”

“Busy,” he said. “Reviewing supply contracts.”

“Ugh, I know how you hate that.”

“It sucks,” Simon said. “Somebody has to do it, though. How’s… you know, your work going?”

“Oh, we’re not getting much work done. Unless you count the other thing I told you about. It’s not work, but it gets the heartrate up.”

Time froze. Simon’s office seemed suddenly too bright. “I’m sorry, what?”

“The video,” she said, as though he’d forgotten. “You know, the creampie I promised.”

“Becca, I’m not sure I—”

“Ryan wasn’t sure, but I told him it was what you wanted. That’s right, isn’t it? You do want me to get a big juicy load of cum.”

She was joking. She had to be. It was another mind fuck like the phone call yesterday. All he could think to do was to play along like it was a game. “Mmm, I dunno,” he said, mentally scrambling like an improv actor. “I would prefer to be there myself. You know, to make sure he knows what he’s doing.”

Becca giggled. “Oh, I don’t think you need to worry on that front. It took him about ten hot seconds to get my panties down. I think he knows exactly how it’s done.”

“Oh.”

“Just… hang on a sec, will you?”

Silence. Or almost silence. He could still hear her breathing. “Becca?”

“I’ll put you on speaker.” There was a pause, and when her voice came back online, it had the slightly tinny sound of speaker phone. “Sorry, Ryan says he’s getting ready to finish. He’s got me bent over the table and I need both hands to hold on.”

“You let him… put it inside you?”

“Not yet… wait…” Becca’s moan made Simon’s phone crackle. “Now it is.” Her voice faded, as though she were holding a hand over the phone. “Ryan, get deeper. Simon wants it all the way in.” A man’s voice in the background—also muffled but further from the phone: “Roger, boss.”

Simon dry swallowed. It was an act, of course. It had to be. It didn’t sound like the one yesterday with her own boss, though, which was altogether more playful. Especially with Ryan as an obvious co-conspirator, this sounded more… genuine.

He strained to hear what else was going on, but there was nothing. “Is he… coming?” he asked finally.

Becca’s voice, slightly muffled—“Simon wants to know whether you’re coming.”

“Not yet,” came the reply in the background. “I need to…”

The rest was muffled by Becca’s moan.

“What’s happening?” Simon asked. “What’s he doing?”

“He’s… He has to…” Becca broke again into a long, satisfied moan. “I need to help him finish.”

In support of that thought, some sound effects began echoing through the line—the crack of flesh slapping flesh, the scrape of the dining table dancing over their hardwood floor.

Ryan was fucking her. He was fucking Simon’s wife and getting ready to dump a load of cum in her pussy.

It was tough to hear. How much tougher would it be to watch? “Tell me what he’s doing,” he said, not completely sure whether he wanted to know or not.

“We’re videoing it,” Becca said, her voice rising and falling in time with the fleshy slaps. “So you can watch.”

“You…” Simon had to clear his throat. “Are you really?”

“I think you’ll like it,” Becca said. “He’s very accomplished. Are you touching yourself?”

“I… am.” Simon hadn’t even realised he had his hand on the bulge in his trousers.

The slapping cadence picked up to double-time, making Becca moan. “He’s nearly there. Do you want to stay on the line while he finishes?”

“Uh-huh.”

They stopped talking, and Simon listened while Ryan brought his wife quickly to orgasm and then came inside her.

“Oh God,” she whimpered into the phone. “I can feel it.”

Simon gulped. “Did he… do it?” 

“Let’s just say I’ll have a big surprise waiting when I see you tonight.”

“I can come home now,” Simon said, remembering her playful promise yesterday about her boss packing his lunch.

“No, not now,” she said. “We’re going to record a couple more takes. We’ll probably be at it all day. I’ll text you.”

Simon wilted. He lowered his voice even though there was nobody nearby. “I’ve been thinking about ways I can make it better for you.”

Becca chuckled. “Have you now?”

He’d stopped by the clinic before it opened and after a lightning consult and medical history, he accepted a sample panel of four Viagra tablets from the managing GP there—a coffee-buddy for whom he’d done a few office procurement-related favours. If the pills worked for him, he could get a prescription no problem.

“You’ll get your chance, honey,” she went on. “Come by Tumblers for a drink at five-thirty. You can say hi to all the guys from the office and then take me home.”

“Tumblers?”

“Five-thirty,” she repeated. “Don’t be late. I’ll have a surprise waiting for you. It’ll keep, but it’s going to be better fresh.”

“Becca, I—”

“Oops, gotta run. Ryan’s ready to go again. Bye, honey. Love you.”

“Um… love you, too.”

The phone went dead.

Simon looked back to the supply contract on his screen. The words swam out of focus. It was happening. No jokes, this time; she was fucking him. And tonight, in front of her colleagues, she was going to expose Simon for the cuckold he was.

Ping. A message arrived on his phone. It was a calendar invitation from Becca.

5:30-6:30 p.m. Drinks at Tumblers. Don’t forget or you’ll miss your surprise!

Simon accepted the invitation into his own calendar. The action of doing so, of hitting that Accept button, felt final somehow.

Your wife is fucking another man. Do you accept?

(Accept)

Unless it was another of Becca’s games. A very elaborate game.

Ping. Another message—this time a photo. Simon opened it.

It was Ryan and Becca locked in an embrace, kissing. Simon blinked. Twice. The image was still there.

We’ll just play with each other for a bit—first and second base—everything else will be simulated.

That’s what she’d told him before he left for work. Ryan had one hand on her butt and the other on her breast. The indentations of his fingers spoke volumes about how invested he was in the process. There was even a flash of pink where their mouths met—it might have been lipstick, but it also might be tongue.

Simon zoomed in. It was tongue. He couldn’t tell whose, but it hardly mattered. It was definitely first base.

Ping. Another photo. Same embrace, this time with Becca’s hand burrowing into Ryan’s fly.

Ping. Becca rounding second—down on her knees, fishing his giant dick out through the zipper.

Ping. Becca leaning back against the dining room table with Ryan’s head up her skirt. Were they stealing third, or was it just simulated like she’d promised? The photos were coming through too fast to have been taken in real time. And by the looks, somebody else was holding the camera—probably Em. Had this all gone down earlier or was it happening right now?

Did it matter? She was touching his cock, for pity’s sake. It certainly dispelled any doubts about it being an elaborate game.

The phone pinged again but Simon didn’t look—he couldn’t. He closed the app and put it upside down on the desk, sending it to sleep.

His head was suddenly swimming with dark thoughts. Would she divorce him? Would she marry Ryan? He’d keep the car, obviously, but who would get the house? Probably her—she wouldn’t want to learn to navigate a new house, and he wouldn’t want to force that upon her. It was lucky they didn’t have kids—what a shit show that would have been.

All this because he wanted to watch cuck porn.

You got what you wanted, stupid. I hope it was worth it.

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Twenty-six

Simon’s phone pinged as he approached Tumblers, reminding him he was exactly where he needed to be, exactly when he needed to be there—five-thirty. He took it from his pocket to dismiss the reminder and saw three missed messages from Becca (bad news always came in threes), the first being the photo he’d chosen to ignore that morning at work. He opened it. It was like the previous one with Ryan’s head up her skirt, except this time she had her hand on the back of his head, pressing him deeper.

The look on her face suggested he’d found whatever she’d sent him hunting for. Simon stared longer than he was proud to admit. Seeing her so erotically charged, seeing her get the pleasure she deserved, lit a fire inside him.

Against his better judgement, he opened the next one. They were standing again, kissing. Becca’s head was back, and Ryan was kissing her throat. Downstairs, he’d lifted her skirt and had his hand in her panties. Not much room for camera trickery in that one. God, she looked horny. And horny was so, so hot. Was that what was going on inside Tumblers, or were they more circumspect in public?

Simon didn’t want to look at the third one, but he couldn’t help himself. They were both facing the camera in this one with Ryan embracing her from behind, one hand on her breast and the other still exploring inside her panties. The nylon clung like a film to his knuckles—one, two, three… Where was the middle one?

Simon reeled, swiping to close the app and get the photo off his screen. He’d have to open it again later to delete them.

If he deleted them.

Which he would.

Probably.

He put it back in his pocket and walked inside.

Like every other bar in North Sydney on a Friday evening, it was already hopping—milling with people and noise and laughter. The long bar down the left-hand side housed four impossibly good-looking bartenders, maybe two dozen taps of craft beer, and a million dollars’ worth of gleaming bottles along the back wall ready to trap the unwary cocktail drinker.

He was such a cliché—the cuckold husband who walks into a bar to find his wife with another man. What was he about to witness? Would she be sitting on his lap? Would she introduce him as her husband while Ryan had his hand up her skirt?

Their group wasn’t hard to find; Ryan stood half a head above the crowd. They were gathered around a bar table with Becca perched on a stool (not on Ryan’s lap) and Barney lying at her feet, eyes closed and off duty.

Ryan spotted him halfway across the room and raised his empty glass with two fingers and an expectant smile. Simon stopped at the bar on his way and ordered two beers, selecting the same brand Ryan had brought to the house with dinner a couple of weeks earlier. It was a great choice—much fuller flavoured than his usual.

Fighting his way through the crowd to their table, he saw that Ryan had moved to the stool on Becca’s right. He was leaning close, ostensibly to talk, but his lips kept brushing her ear—three times while Simon watched.

Handing over Ryan’s beer, he slid into a gap on Becca’s left, images firing in his brain like flashbacks—her hand on Ryan’s cock, his down her panties. “I made it,” he said, touching her forearm in a familiar gesture that roughly translated as ‘It’s only me.’

“Wonderful!” Becca leaned close, lips pursed for a kiss, which Simon supplied. “Do you know everyone?”

He savoured the taste of her lips for a moment before scanning around the group, making eye contact and nodding ‘Hi’. He was tempted to try recalling everyone’s name, but there were a couple that eluded him. The women were easy because they all rhymed—Lana, Dana and Anupama. There were two Asian guys, David and Phuc—a name Simon had never been able to say in public even though nobody else seemed to have an issue. The fat guy was Nick, who’d grown a beard since Simon last saw him, and the Mediterranean-looking Lothario who only smiled on one side of his face was Vani. Simon thought it was probably short for Giovani, which was how he remembered it—the guy looked like a Giovani. Of the five others apart from Ryan, only three looked familiar, although he wouldn’t have bet money on whether he’d met any of them before.

Becca was wearing the sleeveless blouse instead of the one he’d put out. She’d brought a bolero jacket to wear as a cover-up, but it was hanging on the back of the stool. He leaned close to her ear and said, “You look amazing,” loud enough for her to hear but not the others.

“Thank you,” she said, flipping her hair and sipping from a pink Vodka Cruiser through the metal straw she always carried. “My husband dressed me.”

“He’s a lucky man,” Simon said, only half joking. “Did Emily do your makeup? It looks different.”

“Ryan helped,” Becca said, turning the beer instantly sour in Simon’s mouth. She lifted her opaque glasses and left them parked on top of her head. “The eyeshadow is one of Em’s, but Ry said the colour would suit me.”

Ryan leaned around so Simon could see him. “Did I hear my name?”

Becca reclined back against him—like they were old lovers. “I was telling Simon you did my eyeshadow.”

“Oh, yeah,” Ryan said, catching Simon’s eye and confirming the story with an emphatic nod. “Couldn’t let that new outfit go to waste. She looks sensational, doesn’t she?”

He said it loud enough to draw the attention of three nearby colleagues who all took a moment to appreciate the fitted cut of her blouse.

Becca touched Simon’s hand and said low enough to be private, “I’m not flashing, am I? I’ve been trying to keep my legs under the table.”

Simon looked beneath the table and noticed for the first time her stocking tops and garters. “You’re upskirting Barney,” he said, “but otherwise you’re all good.” The height of the table meant everybody could enjoy her short hemline and garters, but nobody could get an angle to see more.

Becca smiled and scratched Barney’s back with her heel. “Good. I worry that everyone’s looking.” She’d left the boots at home, too, and was wearing the peep-toe pumps with her gold anklet.

(Hotwives wear anklets)

“Oh, everyone is looking, but all they’re getting is sexy stockings.” He checked her eyeshadow again. It was bronze, which he’d seen her wear before, but the lids were a vibrant metallic shade of a similar hue. She looked, as Ryan had astutely noted, sensational. And the men really were watching her—not just the guys around their table, but blokes all over the bar were looking their way. Objectively, she mightn’t be the prettiest woman in the place, but between the outfit, the makeup, and the guide dog, she was definitely the most striking.

Emily arrived holding something yellow and frothy in a martini glass. She didn’t try to talk over the hubbub; she just air-kissed Simon and Becca, then made a gap on the other side of Ryan, forcing him to turn away from Becca.

Things were looking up. “Can I have another kiss?” Simon asked.

Becca obliged, and they let it linger just long enough to be sensual without being obscene.

Ryan must have noticed and leaned close enough for them both to hear. “Simon, every guy in this place wishes he was you.”

He was right, and it was the reason he’d asked for the kiss. Lots of eyes were still on Becca’s legs and bust, but more than a few were on him, each of them frowning and asking how such a loser could score a stunner like her.

He smiled at nobody in particular. He didn’t have an answer for them, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t enjoy the situation.

He took another sip. The beer tasted sweeter. “If you want to get going,” he said to Becca, “I’m ready when you are.”

Becca tilted her head, showing him her neck. “Anxious to get me home, are you?”

“Uh-huh.”

“I haven’t wound down from work yet.” She slurped up the last of her Cruiser and tinkled the metal straw in the empty bottle. “Get me another one?”

“Sure.”

Simon threaded his way through the crowd to the bar and, having waited a good ten minutes to be served, wisely chose to make the most of the opportunity and get two more beers as well as a Vodka Cruiser for Emily. He didn’t recognise what she’d been drinking earlier and didn’t fancy spending $20 on a guess.

When he got back to the table, Becca, Emily and Ryan were gone.

The fat guy, Nick, saw him looking around and nodded towards the back of the room. “Ryan spotted a booth opening up.”

Abandoning his old, half-drunk beer at the table, Simon nodded his thanks and began navigating back there with his armload of fresh drinks.

They’d taken a four-seater booth. Becca and Em were sitting opposite each other against the wall, and Ryan had slid in close beside Becca, his body angled in towards her.

He didn’t offer to get up, so Simon stepped over Barney, who lay alongside the end of the table, and sat next to Emily.

“Thanks, Simon,” she said, accepting her bottle and popping Becca’s metal straw into the other one. “You’re the thoughtful one, aren’t you?”

“Thanks, man,” Ryan said, accepting his schooner. His other arm was draped over the backrest, toying with Becca’s bare shoulder and bra strap. Becca’s colour was up—cheeks flushed, earlobes pink and swollen.

Simon couldn’t watch. He turned instead to Emily. “I thought you’d be working. It’s, like, only midnight in America, isn’t it?”

“Getting on towards one o’clock on the west coast,” Emily said, sipping her drink. “Still prime camming time. Thirsty guys don’t start dropping off until about 2 a.m. their time.”

“Oh.”

“Thought I’d take the night off though. We had a busy day, today.”

“You were with them?” Glancing back over the table, Simon’s blood froze. Ryan was nibbling Becca’s ear. The arm over her shoulder had slipped lower around her back, his fingers peeking out the other side beneath the swell of her breast. And judging by the position of the other arm, he now had his hand up her skirt.

Em touched his knee. “I said, did you like the photos?”

“What?” Simon tore his eyes away from his manhandled wife (whose lip-biting expression suggested she minded the manhandling not at all).

“The photos. Did you like them? I took them with Becca’s phone.”

“You were there,” he said, answering his own question from a moment earlier. “What happened?”

Emily slid her hand up his thigh. “Nothing you wouldn’t approve of.” She tickled his balls through his suit pants with one fingernail. “You enjoy watching her like this, don’t you?”

“Enjoy it?” What the fuck was she talking about? Your boyfriend’s hand is on my wife’s tit!

“I’ve seen your little dick, Simon,” she said, stroking it through his pants. “You can’t tell me Becca doesn’t deserve… more.”

“I… She does, but—”

Something bumped him under the table. He peeked down there and saw Becca’s foot between his, the toes rocking to the motion of Ryan’s hand. She’d spread her legs to give him better access, but Simon had no sooner worked that out before she gasped and snapped them closed again. The indentations on her lower lip suggested sensitivity, not modesty was to blame—a theory borne out when she bumped Simon again opening them.

Emily nudged him. “You’re not exactly the complete package, are you?” Her tone had changed to an almost perfect mimic of Becca’s dominant voice.

“I beg your pardon?” He almost said ‘Ma’am’.

“If you can’t service her properly, the least you could do is help a bloke out who can.”

“I…”

“Hold her legs open, Simon.” She hopped up onto his lap and changed seats with him, pushing him into the corner opposite Becca. “Ryan’s doing all the work, and you’re not helping.” She said the next words slowly, as if to a child, “Take her knees. Hold them open. Then try to be a gentleman, will you, and tell Ryan she’s ready for him.”

Simon looked at Becca, but of course she didn’t look back. Even if she’d been sighted, she was utterly absorbed in what Ryan was doing to her, head back, lips parted; did she even know Simon was there? It would be hard to hear him and Emily talking over the noisy bar crowd.

Ryan glanced up, casting Simon a probing look. Obviously he’d heard what Emily said.

Simon reached beneath the table and put his hands on Becca’s knees. It wasn’t a wide table, but he still had to scootch low in his seat. He stroked the insides of her knees with his thumbs, speaking to her with the couples’ telepathy developed over their years together.

Is this what you want?

Becca relaxed her thighs.

It is?

They opened an inch or two without Simon even trying.

Ryan caught his eye again, this time with expectation in his gaze. I’m waiting.

Simon played his options over in his head. One: help some guy to finger-fuck his wife; and two… What was number two?

There was no number two. Simon was backed into a corner—had backed himself into a corner. He’d put this idea in Becca’s head, and he’d reinforced it with every conversation since. And now this was her gift to him; she was only giving him what he wanted.

Simon relinquished.  Applying the slightest pressure (for that’s all it took), he spread her legs and…

… and nothing happened. The world didn’t end. Becca didn’t melt into orgasm. Ryan and Emily just looked at him.

“And…” Emily said.

“And what?”

Em snapped her fingers in front of his face, startling him. “Simon! Jesus, you dressed her for him, you spread her legs for him. Do you want this or don’t you? Use your fucking words.”

She wants me to say it. Simon’s throat was dry, but his hands were full and he couldn’t pick up his beer. “She’s ready,” he rasped.

Ryan raised an eyebrow at him. “Pardon?”

Simon had to raise his voice. “I opened her legs. She’s ready.”

Em touched his thigh. “Much better.”

Ryan went to work—his lips on Becca’s earlobe and his fingers in her pussy. Not that Simon could see over the edge of the table, but he recognised all too easily the look on her face and the trembling of her knees when somebody diddled her clit.

That somebody had always been him, but now Becca was going outside their marriage for pleasure. He was married to a hotwife. That idea used to excite him. Now it filled him with dread. So why was his cock so hard?

Emily’s hand was back on it, stroking him through his pants. Her touch was so different from Becca’s—confident and sensual, but… clinical. Like a sex worker. And that had its own taboo allure, especially sitting across from his wife. Did Becca know? Had the three of them spent the morning planning this?

“Is this the first time?” he asked Emily. The noise of the room gave them privacy from eavesdropping across the table.

She cupped his balls and gave them a squeeze. “There was that party when you and I had a drunken fumble in the—” She stopped caressing for a moment. “No, wait. That was somebody else.”

Becca moaned aloud and slipped lower in her seat, making it easier for Simon to reach her knees—a good thing, because she was straining against him trying to close them.

“I meant this morning,” Simon said, getting to the point. “Did they… do it?”

“Do you want them to do it?”

“No… Yes. I don’t know.”

She stroked his cock some more. “Don’t be coy, Simon. You love it.”

“I’m… I need to think about it.”

“What’s to think about? Look at her. Can you feel her shaking? Can you feel how much she loves it?”

“Yes.” In fact, the tremors in her knees were approaching a criticality. She was going to come in front of him. And how sick was this—Simon couldn’t wait to see it.

“You want her to enjoy herself, don’t you?”

“Yes.” That was all he’d ever wanted.

“And you’re so generous. You’re doing great right now, by the way.”

“I am?” He was helping another man finger-fuck his wife. It felt so wrong, but at the same time, so right.

“I bet she’s got a big reward planned for you.”

“I don’t need—”

“In fact, I know she’s got a big reward. I watched Ryan put it in there. Some flooded out, but there should be plenty left for your purposes.”

Simon was saved from having to respond to that by Becca coming. Ryan held her close and kissed her, one hand on her breast, the other still under her skirt, until he’d rubbed out the last of her convulsions.

“I think she’s ready now,” Em said, letting go her own grip and patting his cock. “You’re a good husband. Take her home and get your reward.”

──────

Becca had to walk slowly to the train platform. She told Simon the shoes hurt her feet, but that wasn’t the reason she was moving so carefully. Every step stirred the big toy Ryan had put inside her, and she was so aroused, she constantly felt one deep breath away from orgasm. He hadn’t just been diddling her at the table, he’d retrieved Silicone Ryan from her bag and fucked her with it in front of her husband. With her panties pulled to one side, with Simon holding her legs apart, he’d just stroked her slit open, and the next thing Becca knew, she was stuffed to the gills.

That little scene had been Em’s idea, but she’d gone along willingly enough, never imagining Ryan would make her come in public—in front of her husband.

Ryan had been whispering in her ear that he was going to press the button when she came and fill her up—the way he’d wanted to since he first saw her at her hen’s night. He didn’t, of course. He was just trying to excite her and by God had it worked.

His dick was in her now, the silicone version, its sheer girth keeping her on the ragged edge of climax and reminding her that size really did matter. Jesus, she couldn’t even close her legs properly.

When the train doors opened, Simon touched her elbow and said close to her ear, “Only a couple of seats downstairs, but no room for dogs. Want to do your magic?”

“Barney,” she said, loudly enough for everyone to hear as they stepped on board, “find us a seat. Good boy.” There was a flurry of activity from the direction of the special-needs seats.

“There’s two together at your eleven-o-clock,” Simon said.

“Barney’ll find them,” she said, following the dog in the direction Simon had indicated. She found the seat and gingerly sat, hoping the big toy didn’t poke out her spleen. “Good boy,” she said, scratching Barney’s neck and slipping him a treat. “Lie down.” She released the harness and let him lie at her feet.

Simon’s touch on her left hand told her he’d taken the seat beside her. “I like catching the train home with you,” he murmured.

Becca put her bag on her lap, conscious of the dangerously high split in her skirt when she sat. “You like catching the train home with the seat-finding wonder-dog,” she admonished, pitching her voice at the same volume.

“He is handy for parting a crowd,” Simon said. “It was a lot easier following you out of Tumblers than it was getting in.”

She wriggled against him, stirring the big toy in her pussy and maximising the contact between their hips and thighs. “Did you enjoy yourself tonight?”

Simon took a moment to answer. “Did you?”

He was avoiding the question. Had she gone too far? The photos she’d sent had all been staged, their lips pressed together like actors with Emily barking instructions—more tongue, grab her tit. What happened at the booth though—that hadn’t been acting. Earlier at home, when she’d been on her knees with Ryan’s cock in her hand—

Open up, sis. That’s it, show me some tongue.

—she’d wanted to say fuck it and just take him in her mouth. There would have been no stopping Ryan after that. He would have bent her over the table for real and given her the deep, hot injection she craved instead of unloading into the dildo’s reservoir.

Either way, it’s inside me now.

They were galloping towards the end game of her plan. Ryan’s jizz was in the dildo, the dildo was in her pussy. Now all she needed was for—

“Was it real?” Simon asked, breaking in on her thoughts.

Becca nodded. She wanted to explain how Ryan hadn’t actually penetrated her—not with his body, at least—but would he believe her? It sounded weak, even to her.

“It looked real.”

His voice—he sounded so… beaten. She reminded herself this was what he wanted. He just needed a little push. “That was you holding my legs, wasn’t it?” She kept her voice low, unsure how many people were around them.

Simon held her hand and squeezed it—a silent ‘yes’.

“If you didn’t want me to—”

“I did.”

“Then why do you sound like I ran over your puppy?”

Simon took a while to answer, and when he did, his voice was just a whisper in her ear. “I saw what he did to you—the way he made you come. You never come that hard when—”

“I do too.” Conversation in the carriage around them went quiet for a moment. She’d said it too loud because it wasn’t entirely true. She came every bit as hard on Simon’s tongue, but having him hold her open while Ryan…

It had been… explosive.

“One of these days, I’m afraid you’ll figure out you don’t need me.”

She lowered her voice to his level. “Can everybody hear us?”

“Not if you speak like that.”

“Do you want to know why I came so hard?” She didn’t wait long enough for an answer. “It’s because you were holding me.”

“I—”

She leaned close and dropped her voice even lower. “You held me open and let him fuck me, Simon.”

“I—”

“And I loved it.”

“I… I loved it, too.”

There. It was out.

They sat in companionable silence while the train stopped at Chatswood, clearing out a lot of the central compartment.

“The other week,” Becca said, “the fashion parade. You told me you were going to let him fuck me.”

No answer, just a squeeze to her hand.

“Tell me a story, Mr. Story Teller. About that night.”

“You already know what—”

“Change one detail. Like you always do. Change the bit about how he didn’t put his dick inside me.”

“Becca—”

“You owe me for getting this seat. I’ll take my payment in stories.”

“I thought I owed Barney for the seat. I could just pay him with the Schmackos I know you have in your bag.”

Barney nosed Becca’s leg at the sound of the S-word, and she had to give him a scratch and tell him to lie back down. “You pay me in stories, and I pay you-know-who with you-know-whats.”

Simon sighed. It was a good-natured sigh, though. “Sure you don’t want to hear the one about Miriam and the brown tie?”

“Burnt sienna, according to her,” Becca said. She dropped her voice a few decibels lower. “Tell me about the first time you watched another man fuck me.” It wasn’t so much the story she wanted to hear as the longing in Simon’s voice when he described the effect she had on men.

“Becca,” he hissed, shifting uncomfortably in his seat beside her. “There are too many people.”

“Simon.” Domme voice. Not loud, but hopefully he wouldn’t make that necessary.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Spill the tea.” She dropped back down to a whisper and continued, “If it helps, you might like to know I’ve still got something of his in my panties waiting for you when we get home.”

──────

Hornsby was the last station, so by the time they were halfway there, the centre carriage area had pretty much cleared, and Simon was able to fulfil Becca’s wishes with the story. He’d started at the point where she’d asked whether they should just unbox their purchases or do a fashion parade. That allowed him to avoid having to describe his own humiliation in donning the Spiderman pyjamas. Not an episode he wanted to relive.

Although it had begun awkwardly, he’d warmed to the task and even found himself embellishing. By the time he’d gotten to describing her final outfit, Ryan had her panties down around her thighs and his fingers two knuckles deep in her cunt. Becca interjected a couple of times, pointing out the outright lies, but otherwise she just smiled, held his hand, and let him run with it. It made him wonder how much of this had already happened. How many fingers had he got inside her at the table?

That he was getting lucky at the end of this was beyond question. Becca had foretold it and was clearly in the mood for something special. And while Simon had spent most of the day crippled by his own anxiety, it had dissipated with the storytelling, and he was now quite erect beneath the satchel on his lap. Getting off the train without embarrassing himself was going to be a challenge. The Viagra he’d palmed into his mouth a few stations earlier wouldn’t help matters. It had only been ten minutes ago—far too recent to be working already—but it was difficult not to imagine the rearing flesh in his pants as being at least partially chemically induced.

The train started to decelerate.

“And that,” Simon said, winding up a story that had descended completely into shared fantasy, “is why I always do exactly what my wife tells me, especially when she’s got my balls in her hand.”

Becca giggled dutifully. “It’s hard to tell whether you’re joking about some of that stuff.”

Simon felt the same way about their domination games. “Truth?” he asked, unsure whether her fidelity was a topic she wanted to explore.

“Of course.”

“Sometimes I’m not so sure, either. About anything.”

“About the domination? Or about tonight?”

The train slowed to a stop and the doors opened automatically. Barney was sitting up, knowing from experience that he’d soon be called into action, but they sat where they were and waited for the crowd to exit.

“No, I think I like you ruling the roost.” Simon stood as the last few people were trickling out the door, and Becca rose with him.

“You didn’t like it as much the night of that story,” she said, her tone more admonishing than repentant. “I noticed your punishments didn’t make the highlight reel.” Barney led her out onto the platform, and Simon followed.

“You were angry,” he said, catching up and taking her free hand. “I prefer when you’re in command.”

“Of myself, you mean?”

“And me.”

They walked in silence to the turnstiles, and Simon tapped off both their Opal cards.

“I think you also need me to take charge of the other thing.”

“The other thing?”

“Your thing—the whatever-you-call-it fantasy.” She was smiling, and Simon got the feeling she was manipulating him into saying it.

“Cuckold fantasy.” He couldn’t deny her. Admitting it in her presence gave him a shiver.

They walked out of the station and onto the footpath, headed for home.

“I did a little private research,” Becca said. “About cuckolds, some wives won’t let their husbands have sex until after they’ve been with a bull.”

“I’ve heard that, too,” Simon said, wondering whether she was reading his mind. “It’s pretty common, I think.”

“The husbands are invested, so they make a big production of getting their wives ready—”

“Like the game we played,” Simon said, his nerves tingling with recollection. “With Enrique.”

“And today,” Becca said. “You dressed me like this, remember?”

For Ryan. Simon finished the sentence in his head. He hadn’t dressed her exactly like that, but the point was well made. Consciously or not, he’d dressed her for her bull.

“One wife said when her husband’s getting her ready for the bull, he’s really getting her ready for himself.”

“It’s not only about that,” Simon said, somewhat equivocally. “Guys in the lifestyle really do like to see their wives enjoy themselves. There’s a word for it, I think.”

“Compersion?”

“Yeah, that’s it.”

Becca’s voice took a more commanding note. “If I told you I enjoyed myself this morning,” she said, “would you feel compersion?”

Simon went cold. Enjoyed herself? He remembered the photos, the kissing, his wife with that big cock in her hand. The streetlights flared in Simon’s dilating pupils. “Did you two have sex?”

“Not in the Clintonian sense,” Becca said, leaving an unconfirmed list of sexual acts long enough to paper a wall. “But he did help me with something—a surprise for you.”

“So you two didn’t—”

“I wouldn’t do that without telling you first.” Telling. Not asking. Her tone made it very clear she wasn’t getting the words mixed up. “Is that a relief?”

“Yes,” Simon said. He didn’t even need to think about it—not after the day he’d endured.

“Yes? That I didn’t have sex? Or that I’d tell you first if I was going to?”

Simon had to think about that one, because it was a serious question. “Both,” he said finally. It was the uncertainty that was so hard to endure. Watching her with Ryan—even though he hadn’t been able to see exactly what they were doing—had been… thrilling! But to watch him fuck her, to watch his balls pump while they emptied inside her… “If you wanted to meet other men, other than him, I mean, then I think I’d be okay with it.”

No response.

“In fact, I would be okay with it.”

Becca slowed her walk a little. “You’d be okay with going second, you mean?”

Deep breath. “Yes.”

“With only ever going second?”

“Yes.” He wasn’t certain, God help him, but keeping his fantasies secret hadn’t exactly helped.

“You’d be busy. You’d have to find them for me.”

Simon looked her up and down, enjoying the Domme effect he’d helped inspire. “That wouldn’t be difficult.”

Becca laughed and squeezed his hand. “You’re very flattering.”

“It’s not flattery if it’s true. If you’d seen the way guys were looking at you tonight… I could have had a dozen of them lined up to bend you over the bar.”

“I’d be a mess by number twelve.”

“I wouldn’t mind.”

“You’d be back of the line.”

Simon licked his lips. “Lucky thirteen.”

“You say ‘lucky’—” Becca’s voice had dropped to the flinty Domme register “—but when you slipped inside me, felt how loose they’d made me, it wouldn’t be my juices lubricating the way.”

Simon tried to imagine it, all that sloppy goop inside his wife. “I know, but—”

“I don’t think sloppy seconds is exactly what you imagine, Simon. It’d be running down my legs, dripping off your balls—”

“Not if I cleaned you out first,” he blurted.

“I beg your pardon?”

Again, Simon was sure she knew exactly what he was saying but wanted to hear him explain it. “With my tongue,” he said. “If I cleaned you out first…”

“It would make me yours again.”

He squeezed her hand.

“I’m already yours, silly.”

“I know, but—”

“I don’t want other men. I waited most of my life to meet somebody like you, and now I just want to wallow in my own good fortune.”

Simon knew that was only part of the story, because there was one other man…

“I’m not saying I’ll never want to try…”

“Just not right now.”

Becca pulled him close and put her head on his shoulder. “I love the idea of you cleaning me out, though. We should try that.”

Simon laughed. “Bit hard unless we let a guy stick his dick in you.”

“I told you this morning I thought I could arrange that, but you didn’t like it.” Becca sighed. “Will you take me home and make love to me?”

“Will I?” The question caught him off guard. He’d grown so accustomed to her telling him what she wanted.

“I command it.”

Simon chuckled. “Yes, Ma’am.” They turned the corner into their street. “Can I ask…?”

“Mmm?”

“If you two didn’t go all the way, what’s the surprise you were working on? Or do I have to wait?”

It was Becca’s turn to chuckle. “You’ll have to wait.”

──────

Becca stood with Barney while Simon unlocked the front door, then she walked through first while he held it open. “Good job, Barney,” she said, unhitching the harness and feeding him another treat. “You got Mama home again.” The moment he was loose, he went galloping to see whether Emily was home. Standing up, Becca almost shrieked when Simon swept her into his arms and kissed her.

“I have a surprise for you, too,” he said between kisses.

“I can feel your surprise,” she said. “It’s poking into my tummy.” And it wasn’t the only one; Silicone Ryan was poking the same region from the inside. The effect of two dicks in such proximity served only to build anticipation for the fantasy she’d planned.

She was boiling again with need. Ryan had been stoking her fires all day. Not to mention the cuckold fantasy she’d prepared for Simon—if that played out the way she planned, it might be every bit as satisfying for her as it was for him.

“Whoa back,” she said, reluctantly drawing her lips away from his. “If you want privacy for this, feed the dog first and lock him in Em’s room.”

“Roger, Roger,” Simon said, quoting a movie she couldn’t quite remember.

She stepped into the bedroom, smiling to herself as she delivered a prepared line. “And I’ll get changed into something a little more comfortable.”

Simon’s footsteps stopped halfway down the hall. “Don’t,” he called back to her. “You look…”

She almost had to bite her tongue. “Like the office slut?”

“I was going to say ‘amazing’.”

“I’ll wear what I please, Simon,” she called, happy he’d taken the bait and given her a chance to assert control. “Your job tonight is to feed the dog and then fuck me… no matter what I’m wearing. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Then move it.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Simon said, his footsteps resuming the journey to the kitchen where Barney would probably be waiting with his bowl hanging from his mouth.

She’d delivered his reprimand a little more strongly than intended, but the thick, eight-inch prick probing her insides was making her antsy. Every movement seemed to drive it even deeper. Concentrate! She wouldn’t get a second chance at this, so everything had to be perfect. She popped a button on her blouse, then after a moment’s consideration, popped the rest and left it hanging open. Fishing in her bag, she retrieved the iPad, then lay back on the bed, propped on one elbow. Em had left the home movie queued up, so all she’d have to do was wake it and have Simon press play. Bra on or off? Leave it on—it was the one Simon had chosen, so she should let him enjoy it.

Was everything ready? It seemed so. She touched between her legs, feeling the base of Silicone Ryan but taking extra care not to trigger the button. It was ready to deliver its load, which tonight would be a special one. Was she ready for that? For another man’s jizz to squirt up into her guts? Was Simon? Even after their conversation, she wasn’t sure. Reality was so… real.

Footsteps. He was coming. She still had her pumps on, but it was too late to remove them. She unfastened the wrap skirt, letting one side fall open while the other covered her panties. No point in revealing all her secrets at once.

“Oh. Wow. You didn’t get changed.”

Becca smiled to herself. “I decided this was comfortable. Are you going to come fuck me or just stand there and take a photo?”

“Wait, what? Can I take a photo?”

“No. You can come here and get your dick out.” The thrill of commanding him sent a shiver of delight through her tummy.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

She heard him unbuckling his belt as he walked towards her side of the bed. “Don’t get undressed,” she said, reaching out and finding his leg. “We’re doing it with our clothes on.”

“Uh, okay,” Simon said, buckling himself back up. His laboured breathing betrayed a brief struggle to free his cock through the fly.

Becca traced her way up his leg and found it. He was hard and ready. “Get the lube.”

“If you’re not ready, I can—”

“I’ve been ready since this morning,” Becca said, flipping her wrap skirt open and lifting her knees to her chest. She cupped her fingers over her sex (and over the thick base of Silicone Ryan) to draw Simon’s attention lower where she’d snipped a little hole in her panties. “First I want you in here.”

Simon’s breath whistled through his nose. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, rummaging in her bedside table. He was ever the ass-man.

She heard the blurt of lube squeezing from the tube as he crawled into position between her legs. He sounded every bit as eager as she was—hardly a wonder after their two-week wait. “Take it slowly, Simon. I promised pussy-sex and you’ll get it later, but not unless you’re hard.”

“I will be, Ma’am.”

He sounded confident. Very promising. She left her hand covering her sex. It would be a fun surprise to let him discover the big dildo crowding her insides when he entered her.

He coaxed his slickened cockhead through the little hole and between her butt cheeks. It was a shame to have ruined a good pair of panties, but Simon was a handy seamstress when she needed emergency hemming or buttoning; perhaps he could overlock the hole and sew in some silk trim. Knowing him, they’d become his favourites and he’d send her off to work in them every Friday.

He found her butthole and pressed gently against it, making her clench. “Are you sure you’re ready?”

Becca focussed on the massive presence already in her pussy and consciously relaxed her backdoor. “Uh-huh.”

Pressing harder, he moved both hands to her breasts, massaging them through the bra. “I like my surprise,” he said. “Were you wearing them when he cut the hole?”

“When who cut the—?” She was so focussed on the second cock forcing its way inside her, she hadn’t been concentrating. The surprise! “Wait, stop!” she cried. “The iPad.”

Simon’s knob throbbed, stretching her sphincter. “The what?”

“The iPad,” she said, feeling for it beside her. “That’s your surprise.” She found it and thumbed the button to wake it. “There should be a video ready to play.”

“You really made one?” he asked. Then, in a more subdued tone, “Oh, you did.”

“Is it the right one? What do you see?”

“You—”

“Good. That’s the—”

“—with Ryan’s dick in your mouth.”

───♦◊♦───


ж

───♦◊♦───




Chapter Twenty-seven

… with Ryan’s dick in your mouth.

Simon had said it before realising his mistake. It wasn’t Becca at all; it was Emily with hair and makeup done to look like her sister, and she was wearing the opaque glasses, to boot. They were hardly twins, but Em’s differences were more easily overlooked with a fat magnum-sized dong halfway down her throat.

She took the iPad from him and propped it on her chest. “Do you want to watch how I really spent my morning?” She was smiling Cheshire Cat style, seemingly delighted that Simon had mistaken Em for her.

So, this was another roleplay. They really had recorded a cuckold video pretending Ryan and Becca had spent the morning fucking, except it had been Em doing the fucking. This was… just splendid. Simon slipped straight into character. “I thought you said you two didn’t—”

“I told you what you wanted to hear, Simon.”

“Oh.” He lost his words. She’d used the flinty Domme voice, and while sometimes it made him shrink away, this time it went straight to his groin. He imagined her using that tone with Ryan’s cum dripping down her thighs. This is what you wanted, Simon. Now get down there and clean it up. Witnessing her power, her control over him, made his balls tingle.

“Now I’m telling you to press Play—”

Yes, Ma’am. Simon touched the play button on the screen.

“—and get busy with your joystick, little man.”

Simon was well lubed and had already breached her backdoor opening, so all it took was a small shift in his centre of balance and he started sliding in.

“Gently,” she gasped. “It’s—”

“Tight,” he finished. He pumped his dick against the insistent squeeze. It wasn’t their first attempt at anal, and while he knew she was tighter there than in her pussy, this was vice-like.

He paused, withdrew, then regathered for a fresh assault before being distracted by the scene unfolding on the iPad. It was Becca at the kitchen counter, looking stunning in the outfit she was still wearing. She had her hair pinned, makeup on, and was standing with one leg raised on the footrest of a stool while she ate her breakfast. The skirt’s split arrowed right up to the top of her thigh, and it was a wonder her panties weren’t showing.

After the surprise of the blowjob thumbnail image, Simon had been ready to see Emily in the video. The camera was behind and to the side, shielding some of her face, but Simon would know that arse anywhere—even if his cock weren’t currently two-inches deep inside it.

Ryan stepped into picture and placed a hand on her hip, pricking Simon with a sharp barb of reality and making him gasp. It wasn’t all play-acting, just as they hadn’t been play-acting at Tumblers. Simon buckled in for a rollercoaster ride. His memory of the earlier thumbnail image was instantly rewritten, and it was suddenly all too easy to visualise his wife with that big cock in her mouth. Far from suffering the anguish of her enjoying another man, he experienced some of her pleasure. Because guess who’s got his dick in her now, buddy? Ryan was the past; Simon was the present. Bring on the videos of Becca with hands up her skirt, tongues in her pussy, big dicks hauling her ashes and filling her with cum—he could watch that shit all night long.

“Tell me what you see,” Becca said from beneath him.

“You,” Simon said. “Eating breakfast.” He only took his eyes off the screen a moment to answer her, but when he looked back, the angle had changed and her face was out of shot. Ryan stepped in close, the prominent bulge in his jeans touching her arse.

Her arse? Was it, though? Because she and Emily could have switched places. “He’s touching you,” he said, playing along, but at the same time searching for markers that would tell him that maybe, just maybe, some of this was actually real.

Ryan cupped her cheeks in both hands and rubbed his cock against her, making that bulge swell even bigger.

“What was it like?” Simon asked, succumbing to the fantasy, choosing to believe he was witnessing his wife’s first sexual encounter with another man since before their wedding.

“What was what like?” She knew what he meant, obviously, but wanted him to say it.

“To have him touch you.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “He’s rubbing his cock all over you.”

“It’s like I can still feel it,” Becca said, stroking the gusset of her panties with her left hand, light glinting off her diamond ring.

Simon took a moment to work out what she meant. Silicone Ryan! He touched her there and felt the hard base of the dildo beneath her panties.

“Careful,” she said, guiding his hand away. “You’ll set him off.”

Simon tugged open the front and looked inside at the big dick splitting his wife in two, and below that at his own modest member snugged in her rear hole.

“When you’re done looking,” Becca said, “I’d like some more dick, please.” And with one hand on his hip, she guided him deeper into her arse.

That was why she was so tight. He could feel it now—Silicone Ryan, thick and hard, touching him through the membrane separating her front and back door. Leaning in, letting the lube do the work, Simon slid balls deep into her arse, making her moan. God, she was tight. It was his first double-penetration—hers too, probably. Lucky he was smaller than Ryan because judging by the squeeze, she was bang out of room in there.

Becca returned her hand to hold the iPad steady. “Now fuck me,” she said. “And tell me what you see on that video.”

On the screen, Ryan still had one hand on her arse and was unzipping himself with the other.

“He’s getting his dick out,” Simon said, his Viagra-hard member throbbing with anticipation of what he knew was coming. Real. Fake. It made no difference. He was racing to catch up with the new status-quo—he was married to a hotwife. “I think he wants to fuck you at the breakfast counter.”

“That’s just where we start,” Becca said. “Wait till you see what he does to me on the dining table.”

──────

Ryan pulls his cock out and taps it against Becca’s arse. It’s hard already—and why wouldn’t it be with Becca looking the way she does?

She turns her head—enough for us to see her smile but not quite her face. It could be any pretty brunette in opaque glasses, but we know it’s her. Because we want it to be. She wiggles her backside invitingly, maximising the contact with his thick shaft. “Where do you think you’re putting that?” Her voice and lips are not quite in synch, but we choose to ignore that because, like Becca, the prodigious crowbar leaning against her arse has captured all our attention.

“Where do you want me to put it?” Ryan asks.

Becca throws back her head and laughs, “Surprise me,” and in that instant we see her face, Ryan’s hand on her breast, and his hard dick lifting the hem of her skirt, all in the one shot. In a moment it’s gone again, and we’re left breathless and a little disoriented, wondering whether we really saw what we saw.

The camera is back down at Becca’s hips—and these are Becca’s hips; we can tell by the un-fakeable curves. Ryan reaches between her legs with one hand, sliding his fingers up her inner thigh and lifting her skirt in the same action. The camera catches everything—Becca’s parted legs, the thin strip of almost sheer nylon running between them. He strokes her there (not for the first time—Simon has already witnessed those fingers on his wife’s pussy) and the softness beneath dimples at his touch.

Unerringly he finds her parting and, exploring the source of her heat, he presses the gusset between her lips. It pulls in at the sides and exposes all but the centre of her sex. She is recently waxed and perfectly smooth, and just to underscore this point, Ryan strokes his fingers down her bare lips. We can almost hear the whisper of skin on skin. Did we miss a jump cut? Is this still Simon’s faithful wife? Because now we are breaking fresh ground, forging into the unknown. Until now, Ryan has only touched her panties, groped her through her bra. The scene at Tumblers is still in their future, Simon’s past, but even that might have been staged for Simon’s entertainment.

This… If that’s really Becca, then this is not staged.

Her hands come into shot, her nails polished a vivid red, and she hoists her skirt higher, spreading her own cheeks. She’s wearing the rings that embody five years of love and fidelity to her husband, yet at the same time she is all but inviting another man to shatter those vows. Ryan scarcely needs an invitation—the damp spot on her panties tells him and the rest of us watching everything we need to know. Those vows are dandelion fluff in a gale. Skirt raised, legs spread—Simon’s wife is to all intents and purposes anybody’s for the taking.

Ryan touches his dick to her, adding his own juices to the already pussy-soaked nylon stuffing her seam. He runs his knob across her smooth lips, leaving snail trails of glistening precum. Becca shudders and pushes back against him. Once again, her soft lips dimple, this time to the touch of his insistent, purple cockhead. It slips between her labia, but its way is blocked by the bunched fabric, which is the only form of protection in sight.

Enough! This can’t be her. It must be Emily, nails painted Becca’s colour, wearing her skirt, her panties, her rings. Because it’s gone way beyond husband-teasing. Ryan’s cockhead is damp with her need, and his precum is glistening on her waxed cunt lips.

Mewling with desperation, Becca hooks her thumbs into the panties’ waistband and slides them down until they catch on her garters. It is enough to expose her buttocks but not to untuck the panty sandwich in her pussy.

It suits Ryan’s purposes well enough. He turns her around and bends her over the kitchen table, forcing her shoulders lower and hips higher. Again, we get a flash of loosened hair, a glimpse of her face—Becca’s beautiful, familiar face.

Jump cut. We’re zoomed in again on the money shot. Ryan takes his cock in hand and points it straight at the maelstrom where wet nylon and flesh become one. He dips it in, testing the waters, as it were. His touch elicits a fresh moan from Becca but does little to unlock the impromptu chastity belt. He’s a bull though, not a weakling husband, and it’ll take a lot more than a pair of garters and sodden panties to defend this hotwife’s fidelity.

He probes again. It is unclear this time how successful he’s been, although his entire swollen knob does disappear momentarily into the sodden flesh-and-fabric stew. Matters become clearer when it emerges wet, gleaming like a piston coated in fresh, golden engine oil. And just like that, the deed is done. Simon is a cuckold. Becca is a hotwife. Ryan has finally ‘known’ her—known her heat, known the deliciously wet crush of her opening. Soon he will know every inch of her.

Ryan pauses, his cock in her entrance. “Any last words for Simon?”

Becca’s voice: “Yes!” Those painted fingernails appear again, touching Ryan’s pelvis, willing him to wait. “Let me call him. I want him to listen while you take me.”

──────

For Simon, the image of Ryan’s cock sliding into his wife and coming out wet triggered something primal. His erection was unequalled by anything in his post-teen experience, and until that moment, he’d been thrusting into Becca’s back door with increasing ardour and confidence.

Real or fake, the sight of Becca’s lost fidelity glistening on the end of another man’s cock unhinged him. His balls convulsed.

“Oh God,” he groaned, pausing an inch away from being balls deep.

“Simon?”

His cock throbbed. He pinched his eyes shut and bore down on his cum squirting muscles like a vice. The pressure was too great though, and his balls lurched again, squeezing a half-shot of cum into Becca’s arse without even releasing his hold.

“Simon!” The Domme voice. “Please tell me you didn’t just come.”

“I’m fine,” he croaked, every muscle wound tight as a snare drum. The urge to unleash his full load slowly dissipated, allowing him to breathe and finally move again inside her.

“You did!” she cried, trying to sit up. “I can’t believe it. You bloody did!”

Please, no! Simon flashed back to the last time she’d discovered him coming early—the time she’d lost it. “I’m fine,” he said again. “I really am.” To reinforce the point, he stroked his still-hard erection in and out, once again jostling Silicone Ryan and making her moan. He wasn’t just hard; he was like stone, his eagerness to keep fucking completely unspoiled. “See?” If anything, he was in better form than before. For one, he wasn’t riding the edge any longer, giving him the freedom to deliver more forceful thrusts.

“It’s just… I thought you…” Becca lay back again, a low moan punctuated by Simon’s thrusts masking the end of her sentence. Settling into the rhythm, she held the iPad up again for him to watch and prompted, “Tell me what he’s doing.”

“I don’t see him,” Simon said, noting Ryan was out of shot again. “It’s you. You’re getting out your phone.”

──────

“Hey Google, call Simon.”

The Google assistant kicks in. “Calling Simon. Mobile.” It rings twice, three times, then it connects but there is only silence on the line.

Becca frowns. “Simon?”

A slightly tinny and surprised sounding voice comes from the speaker. “Um, hi.”

“I didn’t hear you answer.”

In a production veiled in trickery and half-truths, this is undeniably Simon’s voice, just as the speaker bent over the dining table is undeniably Becca. This is real—a real-life couple having a real-life conversation. What is also clear is the view over Becca’s prostrate form—the background is in soft focus, but it’s definitely Ryan, bare chested and standing behind, hands on her hips beneath the skirt. If the shot from the previous camera angle is to be believed, his cockhead is snugged neatly in her entrance awaiting orders to plunge into her heat.

Becca and Simon engage in some introductory small talk before Simon asks the seemingly innocent question, “How’s… you know, your work going?”

“Oh, we’re not getting much work done,” Becca says airily, twirling a strand of hair around one finger. “Unless you count the other thing I told you about. It’s not work, but it gets the heartrate up.”

“I’m sorry, what?”

“The video,” she says. “You know, the creampie I promised.” Her tone suggests Simon should have anticipated this, as well he might if he’d had the benefit of this video.

“Becca, I don’t know whether—”

“Ryan wasn’t sure, but I told him it was what you wanted. That’s right, isn’t it? You do want me to get a big juicy load of cum.”

The conversation progresses just as it had in real life, except on that occasion, the dick in Becca’s pussy had been a mere fantasy. This time… Well, this time there is no way of knowing because we are at the mercy of Emily’s camera trickery. We have no way of knowing what Becca knows, that she is still in her panties, that Ryan is wearing a posing pouch—one that cups his cock and balls like a second skin, letting his fat shaft swing free. She and Ryan are not, in fact, skin on skin as the deceitful earlier vision would have us believe. But how can Simon know this—that her fidelity is preserved? Simply put, he cannot—he can only know what the camera tells him. But for Becca, who feels Ryan’s hardness pressing between her open lips, and for Ryan, whose cock is drenched in wetness that has soaked straight through both the panties and posing pouch, there is a more thrilling, hidden truth that has escaped even the camera’s lens.

Becca takes the phone from her ear, presses a button, then places it face-up in front of her. The display reads ‘Simon’ and counts up the call duration; if any further proof were required that this is a genuine call, this is it. “Ryan says he’s getting ready to finish,” she tells him. “He’s got me bent over the table and I need both hands to hold on.”

“You let him… put it inside you ?”

“Not yet… wait…” Tilting her head back over one shoulder, she gives the signal to begin, then winces as Ryan leans in, pushing her forward on the table. “Get deeper,” she gasps. “Simon wants it all the way in.”

Ryan is still in soft focus, but we can hear his voice and see his lips move. “Roger, boss.”

Jump shot to a close-up of Becca’s pussy as Ryan slides slowly deeper, deeper, then finally with all but an inch of his thick meat embedded in Simon’s wife, he stops. The camera stays focussed, capturing the straining wet perfection of Becca’s adulterous cunt.

We can still hear the conversation. There is talk of Ryan coming, although this is clearly not an imminent threat. We can see his balls, and although they look treacherously full, they’re not yet ready to inseminate Simon’s wife.

The camera returns to Becca, who mutes the phone and says, “Simon wants you to fuck me.”

“Are you sure?” Ryan sounds uncertain. “I thought you said—”

“He says you’re allowed to finish inside me.”

The screen splits diagonally, the top left still showing Becca from the front, bent over the table with Ryan behind. The lower right is a different angle, taken from the side and positioned at waist height, but the footage is perfectly synchronised. Contrary to what the camera would have us believe, the lower figure is in fact Emily from vision recorded separately to the frame above. Her panties have been tugged further down her thighs, and Ryan’s famously thick erection is lodged deep in her hole, sliding slowly in and out, readying to begin what will be a prodigious reaming.

“What’s happening,” says Simon. He’s sounding less shellshocked and maybe warming to the cuckolding fantasy. “What’s he doing?”

“He’s… He has to…” Becca shudders and moans. “I need to help him finish.” Her breathlessness is no act. Ryan’s prodigious manhood might not be in her cunt—as it appears in the lower frame—but it is tucked between her legs, sawing away now across the surface of her panty-clad lips. A fresh convulsion passes, and once again she is able to form words, telling Simon they were recording her adultery for him to enjoy later.

Simon’s voice on the speaker phone is a croak. “You… Are you really?”

In the lower frame, Ryan goes as deep as Emily can take him, which is still short of his full length. He takes hold of her hips and begins thrusting more forcefully, driving her up onto her toes. Above, Becca’s hands are trembling. “Are you touching yourself?” she asks Simon.

“I… am.”

“He’s nearly there. Do you want to stay on the line while he finishes?”

“Uh-huh.”

“There’ll be a little surprise in there when I see you tonight.”

In the bottom frame, the deep reaming continues, and as much as we want to watch it, our eyes keep drawing back to Becca’s face as she scales her way to what looks like a very real and very unexpected big-cock-induced climax.

Finally, she tips over the edge. “Oh God,” she moans. “I can feel it.”

In the lower frame, Ryan’s balls are pumping. He’s filling her with cum.

On the phone, Becca tells her cuckold husband about her sodden, cum-filled pussy and teases that she is owed a few more big-cock loads before she’ll let him clean her out. This is a patent impossibility because, as we see in the lower frame as Ryan slurps his massive meat free, she is already overflowing.

The split crawls to a freeze-frame of Becca’s face as she disconnects the phone, but the video is far from over. It begins rewinding, slowly at first, then faster and faster, with Ryan fucking her furiously in reverse.

As the picture slows again to a stop and comes back into focus, we are treated to a fresh angle of the same scene we just witnessed. This time the posing pouch and Becca’s previously concealed panties are in full shot, and while the sex here is clearly not penetrative, Becca’s impending climax very much is. Losing her grip on the tabletop, she becomes Ryan’s fucktoy—a human flesh-light, guided by the hips, sliding back and forth across the length of his shaft.

Becca bites her lip and appears unable to speak, and as the camera pans around again, we see the reason why. Ryan has raised the stakes from a posing-pouch thigh-fuck by adding his fingers to the mix. It doesn’t show on the camera, and Simon will never know, but he has taken her clit hostage, to be held until Becca delivers up an orgasm. Judging by the look on her face, it will not be a long wait.

“I’m going to come,” she cries, exhorting Ryan’s pounding rhythm to ever more heroic levels. “Come with me.”

──────

“Come with me.” Becca’s live plea chorused with her recorded one.

Simon had been going fine to that moment, but just the suggestion of his wife coming was enough to trigger him, stirring that familiar boiling excitement in his balls. This one wouldn’t be like earlier when a little cum had squeezed out before he pinched it off; this time he was going to explode.

He couldn’t quite comprehend what he’d just seen. The fucking, the creampie—both eye-wateringly hot fantasies, but ultimately nothing more. What he was watching now, however—Ryan’s massive posing-pouch-clad member sliding across his wife’s sodden panties gusset… All he knew was it was the hottest thing he’d ever witnessed.

Propping the iPad against her breasts, Becca found his hand and touched his fingers to her panties right over the base of the dildo. “Both of you together,” she said. “But not until the video’s finished.”

Simon dragged his attention away from the wife-sullying scene on the iPad. She wanted him to control Silicon Ryan sploodging inside her. Symbolic. He liked it. But could he last that long?

iPad-Becca’s hair had come unpinned and was hanging over her face. She was prostrated across the table with Ryan making those ubiquitous I’m-ready-to-come sounds, driving into her hard enough to lift her feet off the floor.

Real-life Becca closed her hand over Simon’s, lifting his finger off Silicone Ryan’s button. “Not yet,” she said. “Wait until he finishes.”

“I will.” He’d stopped thrusting the first time she’d asked him to wait and thus far had miraculously managed to surf the edge. As long as he didn’t move (or breathe), he might just make it.

iPad-Ryan groaned long and loud. This was it. It was happening. The camera panned around the rear, showing all the muscles in Ryan’s back, legs and arse pulled taut.

“Are you ready?” Becca asked Simon.

“Yes.” God, he was ready, all right. He mentally rehearsed what he was going to do—relax his hold and let himself slowly sink balls deep, pressing the button on the dildo when he bottomed out. Would he feel Silicone Ryan coming inside her? He hoped so. It would only be a shot of lube, but he was so deep in the fantasy it didn’t matter.

The screen went close-up on Ryan’s cock. A female hand appeared and peeled off the posing pouch, and as it tore free, something new appeared (a cup? No, too narrow) and closed over the tip of his cock. It was too close to make out. A new voice coming from off-screen ordered, “In here.” It was Emily.

Ryan’s balls pumped. His cock jerked. He was coming.

What were they doing?

The camera showed a new angle, Emily on her knees, dressed identically to Becca and holding Ryan’s cock in one hand. “That’s it, get it all in there.” In her other hand… it was Silicone Ryan! She was filling the dildo’s cum reservoir from the metaphorical font.

The world slowed. Simon reeled. The dildo buried deep in his wife’s cunt, the one crowding her insides and monopolising the hole that should rightfully be his, was not filled with lube. Not this time. And it had been in there… hours, now! All that talk on the walk home about sloppy seconds, and she’d been warming another man’s cum in her cunt the whole time.

His head spun. Her first hotwife creampie, and she’d put Simon’s finger on the button. All he had to do was press it and his loving wife would be flooded with another man’s semen. He sagged, shifting his weight, shifting his dick inside her arse. She must have felt the movement and squeezed, gripping the root of his cock. Oh shit! His balls tingled. Pressure built.

“Press it,” Becca said. “Finish together.”

The button beneath his thumb felt the size of a quiz-show buzzer. He added an ounce of pressure, moving it but not triggering it. He knew exactly what would happen—it would throb, whirr, and Ryan’s cum would stream from the tip, spilling deeper in his wife’s core than he could ever hope to reach.

“Simon, do it!”

“I…”

“Do it!”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

He pressed the button.

The mechanism wasn’t instantaneous. It built like a natural orgasm, some hidden works cranking into gear, making the base vibrate beneath Simon’s thumb. God knew what it felt like inside Becca.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around him. “It’s happening. I can feel it.”

“Me too,” Simon groaned. His own cock bucked, delivering the first hot load into her arse. Ecstasy flooded back up through his body like a wave, warming and cooling at the same time, blurring his vision. As he jetted, he felt Silicone Ryan buck as well. Simon couldn’t feel the hot gush of another man’s cum spilling into her, but Becca’s gasp of surprise indicated that she could.

The video’s climax had gone into super slo-mo as Ryan came, shooting gouts of jizz into the dildo’s hollow shaft. In the background, Becca was still bent over the table, panties… Wait, that wasn’t right—her panties were halfway down her thighs.

Simon jetted again, his dick throbbing in the tight confines of Becca’s back door. Another kick from Silicone Ryan, and another gush of cum plastered Becca’s innermost depths. It sent her trembling and moaning across the threshold; Simon had made her come often enough with his tongue to recognise the signs. She was taking a massive hotshot of stranger-jizz straight to her core, but was she doing it for his pleasure or hers?

On screen, Emily was milking Ryan in slow motion, getting the last of his jizz into the reservoir, from whence it would ultimately be pumped into Simon’s wife. Something about the picture though was… off. Those earlier close-up sex scenes—surely they’d all been Em. They’d been meant to give him the genuine cuckold experience, so of course they embodied a certain sense of unreality, but still… something didn’t fit. He just couldn’t put his finger on it.

Fingers.

Simon paused the video. Em’s fingers were on screen at that very moment. They were holding Ryan’s cock, filling the dildo, and…

Her nails were painted pink.

That first cock-shot earlier in the movie—Ryan had lifted her skirt and Becca/Emily had spread her own cheeks while he painted her pussy lips with precum—those nails had been red.

What was going on?

Slowly Becca recovered, stiffening with the occasional aftershock until finally her legs relaxed their grip around Simon’s flanks. “Oops,” she said, stroking a hand down his chest. “I think I let another guy come inside me.”

“It looked like you had fun,” Simon quipped, his heart racing with the uncertainty that the load she’d just taken might not be the first.

“You wouldn’t say that if you saw all the B roll footage.”

The B-roll footage. Simon wondered exactly what scenes hadn’t made the highly stage-managed final cut. Like the missing shot that explained why Becca’s panties were down when Ryan was coming. “I can’t believe you blew off a whole morning’s work to do this for me.”

“It wasn’t entirely altruistic.”

Simon tried to smile. “I guess you did get something out of it.”

“Besides a belly full of cum, you mean?”

A belly full of cum. It was still in there. Deep in there. Plastered across the entrance to her womb.

Becca pulled him down for a kiss. “Will you help me get it out?”

“The dildo?”

She kissed him again. “I can get the dildo out myself. I let another man come inside me, Simon. I need to be cleaned out. I want to be yours again.”

A tremor shook Simon’s body hearing her say those words. It didn’t matter, he realised, whether she’d fucked him for real or pretend—his cum was in her now and Simon had a job to do. “Yes, Ma’am.” He pushed himself up, sliding his own softening cock free from her arse and kneeling between her legs. “You’ve still got your panties on.”

Becca struggled upright and got her knees under her as well. They were face to face on the bed. “You’d better pull them down then, husband.”

Simon unclipped her garters and, slipping his fingers in the back, ran his hands down over her arse, bringing her panties down at the same time.

And there was Silicone Ryan, spent but still erect, lodged in his wife’s cunt. He gripped the base between his fingertips and wiggled it loose. Becca’s distending lips, the glistening, fat shaft—it was impossible to ignore the similarities with the final scene of the earlier video. Except this time the glistening wasn’t from Becca’s secretions—at least, it wasn’t all Becca’s secretions.

“Is it all cummy?” she asked.

“Uh-huh.” And it wasn’t the only thing. Simon couldn’t take his eyes off her pussy. It was still open from the massive dick, and her pink insides gleamed with a luscious coating of jizz.

“Am I all cummy?”

Simon licked his lips. “Yes.”

“You know what you need to do.”

Here we go. This was what he’d fantasised about a hundred times. It would be easiest on his back with Becca straddling his face, but a drop had already fallen in the gusset of her panties. He went down to lick that up first.

“No, Simon.” Becca stopped him with a hand on his shoulder. She traced down both arms and found the dildo he still held in his left hand. “Him first.”

She held it with him, the fingers of both her hands circling his fist, holding the big cock between them like a lollipop. Becca brought it to her own mouth and licked the shaft.

“You still want me to take on a bull, don’t you?”

This was his chance to confront her. “You have already, haven’t you?”

“Not inside me,” Becca said emphatically. “I told you that on the way home.”

“But I saw—”

“I wouldn’t do that without you, Simon,” she said, touching a red fingernail to his chest. “Who would I get to clean me up?”

“I…”

“Who would I get to clean him up?”

Him? “I don’t—”

“I could never let him just zip up and leave, still smelling of me. It wouldn’t be right.”

“Yea— I mean, no. Of course not.”

She pushed the cummy dick towards him. “Eat it, Simon. If you love me, suck his dick.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Simon licked the side, just as Becca had done, running his tongue over the bulging veins. It wasn’t so bad. It tasted more of Becca than anything else.

“Good boy.” She lowered the cock and leaned forward to kiss his lips. She nuzzled his cheek, scratching her perfect skin with his day-old stubble. “Now suck it,” she whispered.

Still guiding his hand in hers, she brought the cock up again between them, allowing Simon enough control to bring the tip to his mouth.

“Is your mouth open?”

Simon opened. “Uh-huh.”

“Good boy.”

Together they guided it in, and Simon closed his lips around the head. Becca used one hand to explore around his mouth, smiling when she felt his wide-open jaw.

“You’ve never sucked a real dick, have you?”

“Mm-mmm.” Simon shook his head to reinforce the message.

“But you’d do it for me?”

“Mm-hmm.” Yes, Ma’am. He’d do anything for her.

“Show me,” she said, pushing it slowly into his mouth. “If you want me to fuck other men, convince me I’ll always be yours again when I’m done.”

Cum pooled around his lips, but some went inside as well. He could taste it beneath the richer, more piquant tang of her juices. It wasn’t much different from what he’d expected. Slightly salty, slightly metallic, and only disgusting if you thought too much about it.

Becca dropped one hand down to touch herself, leaving him in charge of holding the cock while she traced the fingers of the other hand over his face and down the length of the dildo.

The paused iPad was still on the bed beside them. The frozen image showed Emily mid-wank, milking Ryan’s cock into her mouth. Much like Simon’s current position.

It wasn’t that he disbelieved Becca, but her definition of harmless extra-marital spice seemed to be stretching by the day, and there was more than a minute left of unseen footage on the video. Curiosity killed the cat, as the saying went, but information revived him! Maybe he’d find another clue like the pink fingernails, something that would help settle the unease growing in the pit of his stomach. He muted the video and touched the Play button.

The cumshot faded and, a few seconds later, the credits began to roll.

Lust is Blind

~~ Becca’s First Bull ~~

Cute title. It didn’t look like there’d be any more clues, though.

Except there was. As the title scrolled off the top, it was followed by credits interspersed with still shots. Outtakes, bloopers, candid moments between scenes.

Starring

Rebecca (The Insatiable Hotwife)

The still image that followed showed her in front of her dressing table in panties and bra, with Ryan standing not quite out of shot brushing her hair. Simon had almost forgotten the silicone shaft between his lips—and he’d completely forgotten the cooch full of cum waiting for him when he finished. All he could see in his tunnel vision was the iPad.

Emily (The Stunt Cunt)

The next shot was Em and Becca, dressed identically and standing back-to-back, blowing smoke from finger guns like Charlie’s Angels.

Ryan (The Bull)

Another bedroom shot, this time of Ryan crouching on the floor wearing nothing but the posing pouch Simon had seen earlier, one that contoured around the shape of his cock and balls. Becca was standing over him looking like a goddess as he tended her, rolling a stocking up her leg.

Camera: Emily

Effects: Emily

Editing: Emily

The list went on—lighting, script, music, director, executive producer.

Stunts: Emily (mostly)

Accompanying this was a cropped close-up of Becca in her panties, recognisable by the butterfly outline beneath the sheer nylon. And poking out from between her closed legs was at least four inches of bare, unsheathed cock. She was stroking the underside with her red painted fingernails, pressing it up into her seam.

Oh God! Simon groaned on his mouthful of cock. Could that be PhotoShopped? He stared and stared, searching for clues that might indicate two photos had been spliced.

Becca had heard him. “Don’t forget to suck.”

Watching that last shot crawl up the screen, Simon sucked, and immediately a fresh gob slid from the tip onto the back of his tongue, almost making him gag.

“You got some, didn’t you?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Swallow it down.”

He swallowed—gluk!—struggling with the big cock stretching his jaw. The reality sank in. He was sucking Becca’s bull, swallowing his cum.

“Not easy with a giant dick in your mouth, is it?”

Simon’s stomach churned. His breath whistled in his nose. “Mm-mmm.”

Becca mauled her clit with two fingers. “I prefer yours. A nice little snack-sized cock.”

Simon watched wide-eyed around the shaft as a bead of cum pooled at her entrance.

“Not in my pussy, of course. Not when there’s something bigger available.”

Something bigger was available. Simon eyed the image on the iPad—Ryan’s eight-inch monster tucked up tight between his wife’s pussy lips. He swirled his tongue around the dildo and, looking back to Becca masturbating in front of him, he mentally replayed all the close-ups he’d watched on the video, imagining Ryan’s real-life dick bucking and squirting inside his wife.

Five seconds to go on the video. The final shot crawled up from the bottom and stopped centre screen. It was Becca and Ryan standing in a lover’s embrace—Becca in her underwear and stockings, Ryan in his pouch, his cock leaning casually against her bare tummy.

Becca leaned close to Simon’s ear and hissed, “Suck it, Simon. Finish him. Make it so he won’t be able to come inside me again.” The urgency in her voice betrayed how close she was to the edge.

Simon redoubled his efforts, sucking with renewed vigour. Forget the video. When he finished, she would let him clean her out. And when she was cleaned out, when Ryan was cleaned off, she’d let him fuck her.

And then she’d be his again. That was what he needed to focus on.

“That’s it,” Becca moaned, her fingers ablur on her own clit. “You’re doing it.” With a kiss on Simon’s cheek, she felt for the dildo, traced back to the base and pressed the button.

Oh no!

The mechanism whirred to life again.

Becca cried out. She was coming.

Silicone Ryan throbbed between Simon’s lips. Hopefully it was empty. It seemed perverse to hope, but perhaps it had expended its full load in Becca’s pussy.

Becca’s pussy.

As the cock rumbled again in his mouth, Simon looked down and watched as Becca came, her pussy cinching closed, squeezing out gobs of cum that dropped into her half-mast panties. Then with a final mechanical click, the cock in his mouth throbbed and disgorged a thick wad of goo down his throat, choking him—Gluk!—before a second one followed. He gagged again at the taste but swallowed it down, and with his gorge rising, he quickly pulled the shaft free and gasped a breath while it blew a third shot in his face.

Becca put her arms around him and squeezed. “You did well, husband,” she said, kissing his cummy lips. “And you’ll get used to the taste—trust me. Are you ready for the main course?”

Clean up. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, wiping the residual mess from his face and licking it off his fingers. She was right—he would get used to the taste, especially if he got to eat it out of her pussy.

She found his hard cock and stroked it in her fist. “Seems like you’re ready for dessert, too.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” He’d never been more ready.

From the other end of the house, the patio door rumbled open. “Yoo-hoo! Anyone home?” It was Emily.

“We brought Cambodian, again.” And that was Ryan. “Who’s hungry?”

Simon looked down at the mess of cum in Becca’s pussy and the bigger mess now pooled in her panties. “I’ll shut the bedroom door.”

Becca shook her head. “We have about twenty seconds before she lets Barney out of her room. He’ll scratch our door down.” She went to pull up her panties before Simon stopped her, placing his hands over hers.

“No he won’t. He’ll be good.”

“Are we talking about the same dog?”

Simon gazed hungrily at the pool of jizz in her panties—the only thing standing between him and his first pussy-sex in weeks.

In one of those moments of spousal telepathy, Becca seemed to know not just what he was looking at, but what he was thinking as well. “Pull them up, Simon.” Her voice was soft, alluring. “We’ll have dinner with Em and Ryan, then come back here and finish what we started.”

The cum-pool was right there. It would only take a second to—

“Pull them up.” Becca plucked the waistband at her thighs and tugged them an inch higher.

“Don’t,” Simon said, placing his hands over hers. “I’ll do it.”

She leaned forward again and kissed him, and as her tongue entered his mouth, Simon slid the panties up her thighs, over her butt, and snugged them into position. He cupped his hand over her sex and held it there. They were double-lined and Ryan’s jizz hadn’t soaked through yet, but he could feel the wetness squelch around her lips. He rubbed it around, forcing it back inside her, making a bigger mess that he knew he’d have to clean up later.

“Serious question,” he said. “Nothing happened between you and Ryan today?”

“We made a movie,” Becca said, kissing him. “We were acting.”

Acting.

“Poor Simon,” she said, touching his nose. “Next time we’ll let you watch.”

“Next time?”

“I don’t want to fill that toy with plain old lube again,” she said. “Not now I’ve had the real thing. You can hold the dildo while I make him come. Or maybe you’ve changed your mind about letting him put it inside me?”

“Let’s get dinner,” Simon said, choosing not to think about it.

Becca smiled and kissed his lips again. “I knew you’d come around.”

Simon straightened her bra from where he’d almost nuzzled a breast free earlier and began buttoning her blouse.

“You’re a good husband, Simon.”

“Yes, Ma’am. I love you.”

The sound of Labrador claws came galloping down the hallway.

“I love you too. Let’s eat.”

───♦◊♦───

Belinda LaPage

Sydney, Australia (2021)
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Before saving your wife from a life of prostitution, first make sure she wants to be saved.

“Can we dispense with the blindfold now, gentlemen?” Djvonic asked.

No response. He wasn’t completely sure these guys even spoke English. One of them said, “Put this on” about an hour ago, thrusting the blindfold against Djvonic’s chest, but that might have been a learned phrase. Since then he had been bundled into the back of a van and driven through endless back streets and into what felt and sounded like an underground car park. To the best of his reckoning, he was now in an elevator that was most curiously going down, rather than up. Secret underground lair? Who did this asshole Lazarus think he was? Fucking Blofeld or something? Resolution: if he has a white Persian cat, I’m outta here!

“Congratulations, your secret lair is still a secret,” Djvonic sighed. “We’re about a fucking mile underground but otherwise I have no idea where we are, so can we put a lid on the fucking 1980’s cloak and dagger bullshit?”

“Shut up.” That sounded like the same voice as Mr Put-This-On, or as Djvonic had come to think of him: The Man With No Neck. “Don’t make me kill you,” he finished. Must be feeling chatty.

He felt the elevator slowing and then glide to a stop. He was led down a corridor—long and empty by the hollow sound of their footsteps—and then one of them gripped him above the elbow, swinging him through a door and into a room.

“Wait,” Neckless The Second grunted, then they both left and shut the door behind them.

Djvonic heard the lock engage after the door closed. He sensed that he was on his own and pulled the blindfold off.

“Thanks for the lift,” he called, his voice laced with deadpan irony. “Can I have your card? I like a driver who appreciates the old-fashioned values like indifference and discourtesy.” No response; just fading footsteps. Probably just as well, he could maybe take Neckless on his own, but not his less loquacious friend as well.

Was all this supposed to intimidate him? The blindfold, the goons driving him in circles, the secret location? It seemed more contrived to Djvonic than intimidating. Did Lazarus have any idea who he was dealing with? Surely he’d done his homework; he’d know that men have died for much less than the disrespect he was being shown. And if Lazarus didn’t live up to the rumours Djvonic had heard, then dead was exactly how he would finish up. Oh, but if those rumours were true? Well then, high-end prostitution was about to take a very exciting upward turn, my friends, and I’ll control it all. For that, he figured he could tolerate a couple of disrespectful goons.

Djvonic looked around the room; it was some kind of post-modern waiting room, decorated in neutral tones with a few chairs and side-tables. There were artless geometric prints on all walls except one, where there was a huge, opaque glass panel. Two-way mirror? Probably not; the room wasn’t brightly lit and besides, the glass was opaque, not mirrored. More likely, it was that fancy privacy glass that turned clear at the flick of a switch. But when the glass cleared, who would be looking at whom?

He checked the door (locked) and quickly scanned for security cameras without finding one. Didn’t mean there weren’t any though; damn things were just too small and easy to camouflage these days. Safer to assume that eyes were always watching. Djvonic sat down and checked his phone. No service, no GPS. Quelle surprise!

He waited. Lazarus had better be a fucking magician.

────

“Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Has anyone offered you a drink?”

A young man swept into the room; early twenties or thereabouts, tall and good looking with a shock of undercut black hair that was so bedraggled it must have been styled that way. The tailored t-shirt and slim jeans completed the picture: hipster. Great, Lazarus was employing his fucking nephew as an office boy. The fifteen-minute wait had done nothing to improve Djvonic’s humour, and this kid was not helping matters. Man, he hated hipsters. Fucking quinoa-munching, pot-smoking, organic gardening socialists who choke up the inner suburbs, sitting outside their fucking macrobiotic cafes in their fucking Dolce & Gabbana sunglasses, sipping fucking fairplay single origin lattes through million-dollar orthodontic smiles that their Baby Boomer parents gave up their retirement to fund. His daughter Mandy had just finished high school; God forbid she turns into another fucking hipster.

“Please tell me I didn’t go through all this to meet Lazarus’s fucking cock-polisher,” Djvonic said flatly. “Turn around and go get your boss, son. There’s a good boy.”

“I beg your pardon, Sir,” the smile slid off the hipster’s face as he turned back to the door. “I’ll be just a moment.

He disappeared through the door as quickly as he’d arrived, but then a second later it opened again with the hipster back, his white smile beaming all the more brilliantly.

“Mr Djvonic, a pleasure to finally meet you. Allow me to introduce myself; I am Lazarus, CEO and founder of Heaven Can Wait.” The hipster was holding out his hand in greeting, but Djvonic hadn’t taken it yet. He wanted to bitch-slap the precocious little prick, but an alarm bell from his subconscious—that intuition that had saved his life in a dozen bad deals as a teenager and countless turf wars as an adult—warned him to hold back.

“Lazarus,” he said, inclining his head and raising one eyebrow sceptically. “Really?” He thought that showed the right amount of incredulity at meeting a twenty-two-year-old underworld boss without being overly rude … just in case.

“Shake my hand, you fat cunt,” the hipster said mildly, his smile still gleaming. “Or I’ll strangle your daughter’s cat.”

Figure of speech? Or did he know Mandy had a cat? If this kid wasn’t Lazarus then he had brass balls the size of grapefruits. But if he was, then now they were even for his “There’s a good boy” quip a moment ago. Playing it safe, Djvonic shook his hand. Neither of them tried any me-on-top mind fuck or macho bone-crusher bullshit, which was a positive step considering how this meeting had started out.

“Marvellous!” the hipster beamed, his eyes dancing with a psychotic light that made Djvonic nervous. “I think we’re going to be fine friends, don’t you?”

“Do you know who I am?” Djvonic asked in a low voice. He wanted the other guy to keep talking while he worked out who was in charge here.

“Of course I do, Mr Djvonic,” he grinned. “That’s the third time I’ve addressed you and we’ve even shaken hands. I would say we’re well met, wouldn’t you?”

Fucking smart-arse hipsters. Djvonic sighed and then opened his mouth to speak when the kid butted in.

“Andrej Djvonic, 53, born in Balmain, Sydney to Serbian migrants Mladen and Petra. Grew up in the inner suburbs dealing heroin on street corners but never established a gang affiliation. Six months in juvie when you were seventeen, but no adult criminal record. Your post-juvie career in pimping around Kings Cross hit a snag immediately when New South Wales legalised prostitution in 1979, but you moved to Melbourne and peddled whores in St Kilda for another six years before they too legalised the industry. You used your bankroll to move back to Sydney and bought into a legal brothel in Paddington, which you stuck with long enough to collect and train four of Sydney’s most beautiful and exotic young whores, whereby you cashed out and started Australia’s most prestigious high-end escort agency.

“Much to your parents’ disgust, you married a Croatian, Allessandra, in 1995 and fathered Magdalena the following year. You’re still engaged in mostly legal prostitution and mostly illegal human trafficking, and you spend three months of each year in Eastern Europe or South America looking for beautiful but disadvantaged young women whom you teach English, manners and fucking, in no particular order and then put them to work in your agencies.”

Djvonic remained impassive through this, trying to hide his surprise so as not to give this cum-splat the pleasure of seeing him rattled.

“And what about me, Mr Djvonic?” the kid calling himself Lazarus asked. “Surely you too have done your homework?”

“Well Mr Lazarus, if that’s who you are,” Djvonic began, choosing his words carefully to mitigate his great lack of useful information. “With apologies to Winston Churchill, you are a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma. Beyond eight years ago, there’s no trace of you, but since then you’ve cropped up in identity theft and long cons. In the last year or two, rumours began to do the rounds on the subject of mind control and personality imprinting.” Djvonic was watching Lazarus for any signs that he was right or wrong, but the younger man was giving away no clues.

“Which brings us to our current problem, Mr Lazarus,” he went on.

“Just Lazarus, please,” he said, his smile so broad Djvonic wanted to punch it.

“Which brings us to our current problem, Lazarus,” he repeated. “If my intel’ is right—and for what I paid, it’d better be—then I’d guess you were about fourteen years old when you came to prominence as a criminal overlord in Sydney, which I reckon you’d agree, warrants some kind of explanation.”

“Oh, Mr Djvonic, I assure you your research is indeed correct, although it is lacking in my less recent history,” Lazarus explained, guiding his guest to a chair and taking the one opposite for himself. “I got my start in identity theft around the same time you got yours in prostitution, although back then I was mostly reselling stolen credit cards and passports. Notwithstanding my current youthful good looks, it’s true that we are in fact the same age.”

“What if I told you I find that difficult to believe?” Djvonic replied casually. His subconscious alarm was still pinging; despite his words, he was half way to believing this man was Lazarus. Worse, he was also half way to believing the impossible story he was being told.

“And yet it’s completely true, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus shrugged, hands extended in a what-can-you-do gesture. “My most recent breakthroughs—to which you’ve already alluded—can be applied to solve problems we previously thought intractable. Like ageing, for instance.”

“So how old are you?” Djvonic asked quickly.

“As I said, the same age as you, fifty-three,” Lazarus replied indulgently. “Give me a hard one, Mr Djvonic.”

“Who was Prime Minister when you were a kid?” Djvonic shot back. He watched the younger looking man’s eyes, searching for those telltale signs of deceit.

“I was too young to remember Menzies, though he was much discussed,” Lazarus said. “But I do remember Harold Holt drowning and McEwen taking office. Anything else?”

“Where were you for the Apollo 11 Moon Landing?” Djvonic asked, and then realising that one was too easy, he added, “and what time of day was it?”

“It was a school day,” Lazarus sighed. “I was in Grade Two and Miss O’Connell left the television on for most of the morning. Armstrong and Aldrin came down the ladder at around lunchtime, Sydney time. I remember this because I had a crushed up ball of waxed paper from my sandwiches in my fist while I watched.

“How am I going, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat back and crossed his legs. “Convinced?”

Some famous recollections from the 1960’s wouldn’t be too hard to fake, but why bother? What would be the point? More than anything, that convinced Djvonic that Lazarus was telling the truth … or at least some version of the truth. Could he really have reversed the aging process? And if so, why wouldn’t he sell the technology legitimately?

“Maybe,” Djvonic answered. “So what else have you got? I’ve heard whispers, but they’re about as easy to believe as your age.”

“What can’t I do, Mr Djvonic?” Lazarus sat forward, his eyes twinkling with mad light again. “That is the better question. What can’t I do? You’re a man who deals in fantasies, are you not? How is the market for them at the moment?”

This was a subtle turn in the conversation, and it wasn’t lost on Djvonic. The introductions were over and now it was time to talk business.

“A man who deals in fantasies,” he mused, warming slightly to the other man’s charisma. “A strange choice of words. Most people would say I traded in women or sex, but I like your description better. The bottom tier of my trade sells sex; nothing more than wet holes to be plugged for a reasonable price. Next up is kinks and fetishes; usually women who are prepared to suffer pain and humiliation—or maybe inflict it,” he quickly interjected, “to earn an extra quid.”

“Neither of which are in direct competition with your business, correct?” Lazarus interjected.

“Right,” Djvonic agreed. “Don’t get me wrong,” he waved an instructive finger, “there is a good market for masochism, but too often either the girls come back fucked-up or the client is pissed because they couldn’t fuck them up enough, both of which spoil the chance of repeat business, which in my book is bad business.”

“So you deal in fantasies,” Lazarus stated. “Exotic fantasies.”

“Beautiful, exotic, intelligent women. Exactly!” he said, checking off the points on his fingers. “Yours for no less than the full night, but more often for the weekend or the length of a holiday. The girls love those ones. ‘Companions’, is the word we use. Not just willing sexual partners, they’re for wealthy men who’ve had their fill of dumb blondes and gold diggers.”

“I sense a ‘but’,” smiled Lazarus, leaning forwards with his fingers steepled beneath his chin.

“But it’s changing,” Djvonic replied resignedly. “Fantasies aren’t what they used to be. Fucking liberalism and internet porn has made everyone a fucking expert; Johns are exacting in how a woman should look and act and fuck. I said ‘Repeat Business’ earlier; we make a decent dollar off individual transactions, but our customer base is so narrow, repeat business is crucial. We can’t afford to have these guys walking off soft, but they’re so bloody hard to please, there’s fuck-all we can do about it.”

“Exactly!” Lazarus cried; Djvonic’s problems seemed to please him greatly. “Your clients have very specific fantasies in mind—very real fantasies, if you like—and they’re becoming increasingly difficult to fulfil.”

“Real fantasies,” Djvonic nodded, pointing at the other man in agreement. “You don’t know how true that is. At least half of our Johns give us photos, videos, and even fucking names and addresses, for fuck’s sake, of their doctor or gym instructor or barista; women they know and fantasise about but can’t have. And we try to supply a surrogate, someone who looks, sounds, and behaves like what they want.”

“And you’re here because you see this shift as an opportunity,” Lazarus actually rubbed his hands together in delight. “Tailored fantasies, a way to differentiate yourself from the competition.”

Djvonic eyed him carefully. “So you can do something like this?” he asked slowly, beginning to get excited.

“Tell me, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus continued, ignoring the question. “What’s your tailored fantasy?” He rested his chin on his fist and studied the other man, awaiting his reply.

“Ha!” he exclaimed. “I don’t do fantasies. I’ve been in this game too long. I learned a long time ago that they’re better kept than fulfilled.”

“Very wise,” Lazarus smiled. “But not indulging them is very different to not having them. Come on,” he nodded conspiratorially, “just between you and me; two men talking. We all have a fantasy. Mine for instance is a beautiful young woman I see occasionally in the park. She knits, very nearly a lost art these days, don’t you think. In my fantasy, she’s riding me cowgirl style, knitting and whispering the pattern to herself while she slowly brings herself to orgasm.”

Djvonic could see the attraction immediately. The juxtaposition of fucking and something prim and wholesome like knitting was a staple of his industry. Lazarus sat back and waited for him to reciprocate.

“My daughter’s old maths teacher,” Djvonic said, waving his hand dismissively. “Young, slim, and hot, but the way she dresses and the way she carries herself make it look as though she considers herself plain. I imagine leaning her over her own desk and boning her while she’s teaching the class.”

“And there you go,” Lazarus gestured widely with both hands. “We all have them, but we rarely get to indulge them.” Then he locked eyes with Djvonic and his face took on an expression of fierce intensity. “What if I told you that you could have your daughter’s Maths teacher? Not in front of her class perhaps, but in privacy at a time and place of your choosing.”

“A look-alike, then?” Djvonic asked, but the rapid pumping of his heart belied the false innocence of that question. This was what he’d come for. What was this man really capable of?

“Not a look-alike,” Lazarus said through a knowing smile. “The actual woman herself. Perhaps not behaviourally so; after all, your Maths teacher may not really wish to be bent over her desk and fucked by a man twice her age, so obviously there needs to be some personality adjustment.”

“Mind control!” Djvonic whispered, eyes wide with awe.

“Of a form, Mr Djvonic. Of a form,” Lazarus waited for these revelations to sink in.

“But the fall-out …” he mused, mostly to himself. “Even if the women themselves don’t notice the change, their friends and family will.”

“The process is completely reversible,” Lazarus offered. “Zero consequences. Or as close to zero as makes no difference.”

“And you can do this now? Today?” As hard as it was, this was something Djvonic desperately wanted to believe. The possibilities … boundless! What might billionaires pay for the right woman who was otherwise unavailable?

“That’s why I brought you here,” Lazarus explained. “I have the technology and you have the network. Prostitution is merely scraping the surface of my capability, Mr Djvonic. Once we’ve demonstrated the potential to your clients, I expect to sell them much more fantastical and lucrative services, but sex is the gateway. Have I piqued your interest?”

“Am I interested?” Djvonic tilted his head questioningly. “Yes. Convinced? Not yet. You can sing in tune, Lazarus, but I need to see you dance.”

“What florid imagery, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus clapped his hands, laughing. “I was expecting just such a challenge, so I prepared a demonstration for you.” Lazarus stood and beckoned the other man to follow him over to the glass wall. He tapped on it three times and a moment later, it turned clear, confirming Djvonic’s earlier guess that it was electronic privacy glass. There was an attractive, middle-aged woman on the other side wearing a white lab coat, her finger still on the switch that cleared the window.

Djvonic scanned the rest of what looked like a medical treatment room; it was mostly bare apart from a trio of large devices that looked like MRIs he’d seen on television, huge cylinders with a hole in the middle and a bed that slides in and out. The three machines were coloured green, white, and red respectively, and each one was occupied by a motionless woman, their heads inside the machines and not visible from Djvonic’s vantage point behind the glass. There seemed to be some kind of colour coding; the woman in the green machine wore a green hospital johnny, and similarly the one in the red machine was dressed in red. Although they had a healthy flesh colour, they wore toe-tags, and Djvonic wondered whether they might be dead.

The woman in the middle—the white machine—was the exception; she wore a pair of stylish pink heels and a pretty sundress. Even without seeing her face, Djvonic could tell that she was young and beautiful. Smooth, shapely legs. Full, firm breasts. And with her dress moulding to every luscious curve, the Y-shaped crease at the junction of her thighs formed a target that drew the eye and revved his ageing libido. Considering the conversation he’d just been having, Djvonic couldn’t help wondering who this young beauty was and what Lazarus had in store for her.

“Crank it up, Ailsa,” Lazarus said, making a spinning gesture with his fist to the woman in the lab coat. Djvonic doubted she could hear them, but she nodded her assent and picked up a computer tablet from the bench beside the window.

“What’s she doing” Djvonic asked as they watched her navigate series of screens that presumably controlled the machines.

“Shhh,” Lazarus dismissed the question. “Just watch. It won’t take long.”

The machines hummed to life with a low, cyclic beat. The woman, Ailsa, had her back to the window and Djvonic was able to watch what was happening on her screen. It showed a graphic of a human brain, and as the machines worked, small areas on the image illuminated like a heat-map before moving on to a new location. A progress indicator at the bottom slowly filled, but then when it reached one-hundred percent, the screen momentarily cleared and then started again from scratch. Djvonic had been holding his breath and released it with a shaky wheeze when he realised the process was still going. He was so keyed up. What the fuck was about to happen?

The progress bar slowly filled again with the brain map firing light-bursts like a satellite stop-motion video of a thunderstorm.

“Let’s go take a look-see, shall we?” Lazarus said cheerfully, clapping the other man on the upper arm and moving towards the door. Djvonic’s heart was racing; he wanted to think it was because of the enormity of this business proposition (mind control, fucking mind control!) but it was more than that; he could feel his cock hardening uncomfortably in his underwear, and he couldn’t stop thinking about what might happen to the gorgeous young woman in the middle machine. What would she be made to do?

Lazarus led him to the adjacent room and held the door open, allowing Djvonic to enter first. The red and green robed women were still lying motionless in their machines, but the girl in the middle was sitting up, awake. The technician Ailsa was examining her pupils with an ophthalmoscope, blocking most of his view and only heightening the tension. All Djvonic could see was a corona of stunning, ice-blond hair, the tips of her breasts beneath tight bodice of her sun-dress, and her long, smooth, flawless legs, which looked trim and round, even with her seated weight resting on them. Good God, he was with beautiful women every day and he’d fucked more of them than he could remember, but the thought of this nubile young thing—giving her body in a way that would be utterly out of character—had him harder than he could remember being in the last ten years.

“I think you’re good to go, honey,” Ailsa said, stepping away from the blond and putting away her ophthalmoscope.

“Gabi?” Djvonic blurted, stunned almost beyond rational response to see his daughter’s closest friend in this underground criminal lair. Gabi and Mandy had been inseparable since kindergarten, and when she lost her own father at eight, Djvonic had become a kind of surrogate parent—a father figure. He sometimes thought the girl spent more time in his house than her own.

“What the blue fuck is going on?” he cried, turning angrily on Lazarus.

“Andrej?” the blond girl asked, sounding just as confused as Djvonic. Then more excitedly, “Andrej!” She jumped off the bed and ran to him, barrelling into him as she had done as a child, rocking him back on his heels. She threw her arms around his broad chest and hugged him fiercely, her breasts swelling lusciously out the top of her dress as she pressed them into his body.

Djvonic was doubly taken aback. Although she’d been a very tactile and expressive child, she hadn’t hugged him so heedlessly, pressing the full length of her slim, young body into his, since she began to develop breasts several years ago. Djvonic realised with mounting horror that the sweet softness bearing down on his hard cock was the delicate mound of her vulva.

“Andrej, I didn’t expect to see you here,” Gabi said, kissing his cheek. “Oh my!” she smiled at him, leaning her chest back but pressing her pussy more firmly into his cock. “Is this for me?” Locking her eyes on his, she slowly ground her hips and opened herself up against his manhood. “It is for me, isn’t it?” she cooed softly.

“Gabi, no!” Djvonic croaked, trying to prise the girl’s supple, young body away from him. As beautiful as she was, he thought of her in the same terms as his own daughter.

“Gabi, yes,” Lazarus said calmly as he lightly pressed a scalpel to Djvonic’s jugular. “Please don’t move, Mr Djvonic. I wouldn’t like for Gabriela’s pretty dress to be blood-stained.”

“What the fuck is your game, asshole?” Djvonic said through gritted teeth, conscious of the fact that even talking could cause the deadly scalpel to cut him.

“A demonstration, my fine new friend,” Lazarus answered mildly, that psychotic light dancing in his eyes once again. “One you won’t soon forget.” Then to Gabi, “Go ahead, dear. Don’t let me interrupt you.”

“Oh, Daddy,” she breathed. “Can I call you Daddy? You’re so hard.” She moved her hand to touch him through his trousers, his manhood straining and twitching beneath her delicate fingers. “Can I see it?”

“Gabi, no,” Djvonic groaned miserably.

“I beg your pardon?” Lazarus murmured menacingly into his ear, placing another ounce of pressure on the scalpel at his neck.

“It’s reversible?” he whispered back.

“Completely,” Lazarus confirmed. “Won’t remember a thing.”

Djvonic contemplated resistance for a moment and then rejected it. Revenge was best served cold.

“Yes, honey,” he sighed sadly to the girl. “Go ahead.”

Gabi made an inarticulate squeal of girlish excitement. “Thank you, Daddy,” she breathed, and then she touched her soft lips to his and kissed him slowly, pulling away with a sigh. “I want to remember this forever.”

With a huge smile, she began to unbuckle his belt. Working slowly with sleek, manicured fingers, she popped the button and unzipped him, and then knelt and lowered his trousers to his ankles, the long, thick bulge of his erection straining beneath his underpants just an inch in front of her face. Gabi parted her lips and touched them to the cotton stretched over his cock, brushing them tantalisingly up and down his length while she gazed up into his eyes. Smiling mischievously, her tongue darted out to touch him, leaving a tiny wet patch on the fabric.

Bringing one hand up between his legs, Gabi used her long fingernails to tickle his balls, and it occurred to Djvonic’s incredulous mind that these were exactly the sort of slow, teasing, erotic techniques that he made his escorts learn to prolong and heighten the experience for their clients. She licked him again and then closed her lips sideways over his shaft, taking his cock between her jaws like a dog with a bone. First, she blew hot breath through the thin cotton of his underpants, and then moistening it with her saliva, she sucked wetly on the side, her lips moulding to the hard contours of his cock.

“Mmmm,” she groaned, looking up into Djvonic’s eyes once again as she tucked her fingers beneath the waistband and pulled his underpants slowly down over his hips. Despite the terror of the situation, Djvonic was rock hard. His cockhead became caught in the elastic and was pulled downwards with his underwear, then finally it sprang free, grazing the downy softness of Gabi’s cheek. “Oh, Daddy, it’s so beautiful,” she marvelled, nuzzling its bulging veins with her nose and lips, allowing his cock-head to swing aimlessly, leaving stringy trails of clear pre-cum over her beautiful face.

“It’s so hard,” she panted, her voice edged with excitement. “I love it.” Stroking his balls again with her fingertips, she slowly kissed Djvonic’s cock all over, her soft lips smacking with delight as she moaned and touched her wet tongue to the throbbing, blue veins. Closing her slender fingers around his girth, she held him still, placing tiny, loving kisses all around the crown, before touching the eye to her lips. And with maddeningly slow strokes, she painted them to a pink glossy shine with his pre-cum.

Even in his mounting horror at the inevitable outcome of this display, Djvonic had never been more aroused. Looking down at the vision before him, his eighteen-year-old daughter’s best friend, her soft and shining lips slightly parted and gently kissing his cock while she held the base in her tiny fist; he had to admit that it was the single most erotic thing he’d witnessed in his long career with sex workers. At this moment he wanted nothing more than to feel her soft, young body envelop him and to fill her with cum.

“Tell me what to do, Daddy,” she breathed in the little-girl voice she used at his house to seek favours. “Tell me what you want.”

“Gabi, don’t,” he groaned. “You can’t.”

“Tell her, Mr Djvonic,” Lazarus said menacingly. “We’re just getting to the good bit.”

“God help me,” Djvonic breathed to himself.

“Now,” Lazarus husked, tightening the scalpel to his throat again.

“Okay, okay,” he panted desperately, his heart kicking up another notch as a warm drop of blood trickled down his neck. “Open your mouth, angel,” he said to Gabi.

“-ike -is?” she asked innocently, parting her lips and hovering them over his glans. The hint of a smile played at the corner of her mouth while she looked up at him with doe eyes, batting her long, black eyelashes.

“Uh huh,” he gulped, unable to believe this beautiful blonde was about to suck his cock. “Now put it inside.”

Gabi rocked slowly forwards and took half of his cock in her mouth, and then she softly closed her lips around the girth, allowing the length of his shaft to rest lightly on her tongue.

“Mmmm hmmm?” she asked wordlessly, although Djvonic understood perfectly. And now?

“Suck me, angel,” he croaked, his voice laced with a combination of misery and ecstasy.

Nothing could have prepared him for what followed. Djvonic monitored both girls’ social behaviour fairly closely, and he was reasonably sure Gabi was a virgin. The few dates she’d been on were to the movies or to dinner, and she’d never dated the same boy more than twice, understanding intuitively that to persist longer—when there’s no spark—would be to lead the boy on. Even if she had taken one to third base, that wouldn’t explain the sublime lovemaking skills she was now demonstrating on his straining cock.

With their eyes locked and her jaws yawning around his thick shaft, Gabi began to suck him in exquisitely slow strokes. Holding him still in her mouth, she sucked from front to back, constricting him first with her moistened lips and then rolling the pressure slowly back to his glans, using her powerful tongue to milk the trickle of pre-cum down his shaft and into her throat.

Now that the deed had begun, Djvonic’s reticence melted away and he saw the girl for what she really was: a phenomenally beautiful, nubile teenager who at this moment wanted nothing more than his cock in her mouth.

“Oh my God,” he breathed, still watching her eyes as her cheeks worked rhythmically in and out, tightly hugging his shaft. “Angel … you are amazing.”

“Mmmm,” Gabi moaned, smiling at her surrogate father’s praise around a mouthful of throbbing cock. Letting go of his balls and the base of his shaft, she used her hands to stroke and squeeze her full breasts through her dress.

“Oh angel, yes,” he whispered. This was the ultimate in erotic gestures for Djvonic, and something he tried to instil in his prostitutes with rare success. For a woman to suck him without using her hands meant one of two things: that she trusted him completely not to force his cock down her throat, or that she had conquered her gag reflex and wanted all of him. Whichever it was, it didn’t really matter (though he always hoped for the latter) because it was the sight that captivated him. He could feel the head of his dick deep inside Gabi’s mouth, but he could see another three inches of rampant cock projecting from her soft lips, ready to push forwards into the rippling tunnel of her throat.

Gabi slipped the shoulder straps of her dress over her slender arms and pulled the bodice down to her waist, revealing a smooth, nude bra that perfectly framed the swell of her full, ripe breasts. Still sucking him with those luxurious slow strokes, she reached behind to the clasp and paused, looking questioningly up into Djvonic’s eyes.

“Mmmm?” she asked. The implication was obvious; she was asking him what he wanted.

“Yes, angel,” he encouraged her. “Take it off.”

She made a delighted, purring sound and smiled again around his cock. Still moving slowly, she unhooked the bra and slipped the straps off her shoulders, but held the cups over her breasts with both hands while she watched Djvonic’s reaction, her eyes wide with feigned innocence.

“Please, sweetheart,” he said slowly. “Show Daddy.” Djvonic was equally excited and ashamed to fall into the ‘father-daughter’ role-play.

Moaning softly with approval, Gabi lowered her hands, pulling away the bra cups to reveal her soft, natural breasts, still riding youthfully high on her chest and swelling lusciously at the sides. Djvonic yearned to take her large pink areolae and upturned nipples between his lips. Dropping the bra into her lap, she cupped her hands beneath her breasts and lifted them higher for his approval, shifting the balance of their weight so that they bulged sensuously at the top.

“Oh, my angel. You’re so beautiful,” Djvonic whispered, tears forming in his eyes; pride and lust for the girl he thought of as his daughter mixing in an intoxicating and unfamiliar cocktail. Cum began to boil inside his balls as he anticipated the beautiful moment when it would burst forth so that he could watch the expressions of shock and surprise as Gabi’s mouth filled with his steaming seed. His breath shortening, he closed both hands around her head, his fingers gliding through her silky, blond hair, and his thumbs tracing the smooth bulge of her hairline along the brow.

Still, with his cock in her mouth and his hands grasping her head—in the perfect position to drive his manhood down her throat, still she sucked him, slowly, lovingly; her hands gently kneading her breasts and pinching her erect nipples but never thinking about returning to defend herself from choking on his cock.

The eroticism of this trust and confidence was too much for Djvonic, he had to explore its boundaries before he exploded. Using Gabi’s head for leverage, he pulled out against the exquisite, wet suction until just the head was inside her mouth, and then allowed himself to be sucked back inside. A surprised gasp was forced from his chest as she took him an inch deeper and her soft palate closed divinely over his glans.

“Mmmm!” she cried out with ecstasy, her eyes rolling back in her head as she pinched her nipples fiercely; the tips angry and red between her painted fingertips.

The effect on Djvonic was transcendent. Lust swelled deep in his chest. She wants this. She wants to swallow my cock.

He pulled slowly out and let her suck him back in again, holding his breath as the entrance of her throat worked over his cock head, squeezing and shaping it, preparing it to slide further down into the dark warmth of her lithe, young body.

Gabi’s eyes flashed with excitement and her nostrils flared as she panted with seeming anticipation. “Mmmm!” she moaned pleadingly, staring up at Djvonic, desperation in her eyes. Releasing one breast, she lifted her hem and parted her thighs, slipping her fingers beneath the waistband of her little Hello Kitty panties. Her breathing intensified as she touched herself, and Djvonic watched as a wave of pleasure rolled upwards from her hips, her free breast bobbing sensuously as it surged past her chest.

Almost reluctantly, Djvonic pulled his cock most of the way out again and held it there, watching the girl’s eyes for a sign. With her fingers working rhythmically beneath the tight, white cotton panties, Gabi asked the question wordlessly, using just her eyes. Do you want to?

“Yes, sweetheart,” Djvonic husked, almost unable to breathe. “More than anything.”

Gabi gave her consent with an almost imperceptible nod and tickled the sensitive arrowhead of skin on the underside of his crown with her tongue. “Then take me,” was the wordless invitation.

Gazing down upon her, Djvonic rolled the tips of his thumbs over her silky hairline again. “Oh, my darling,” he breathed, his voice catching on the last word before he pushed his cock slowly back into her mouth. It felt like an eternity, watching her supple lips roll smoothly over the thick, bulging veins; her wet saliva glinting off his cock in the fluorescent light. As his cock head slid gently into the funnel of her soft palate, and he felt it close lovingly around him, Gabi dropped her shoulders and tipped back her head, opening her throat to him. Her cheeks sucked in tightly around his shaft as he penetrated her throat, her muscles convulsing and gripping him as she furiously swallowed to suppress her gag. She’s so tight! He had to brace with his fingertips at the base of her skull and push her face onto his cock with force, finally sliding past the resistance and easing the last inch home between her yawning lips.

With one hand still working tirelessly beneath her panties and the other squeezing her swollen, pink breast, Gabi slurped wetly on Djvonic’s cock, working her powerful tongue up and down the sensitive underside and snaking it out between her lips to lick his balls with the tip.

This was so far in excess of the best blow job of Djvonic’s life, he never wanted it to end; though his balls told a different story, swelling and lifting and preparing for the job that nature demanded: to inject his seed deep inside the body of a healthy mate. His hands shaking, Djvonic moved Gabi’s head forward and back, easing his straining cock up and down the rippling tunnel of her throat, fucking the girl’s virgin mouth with short, loving thrusts.

“Ah!” he cried out through his teeth. “Gabi … angel … almost there!” His balls swelled massively again and lifted inside his sack as he strained against the orgasm, denying himself for a few more precious seconds to build up the pressure. Three … two … one , he counted himself in. “Oh, my darling,” he groaned with the sweet relief of finally letting go and pulled out of Gabi’s throat, back into her mouth.

She sucked a quick breath through flaring nostrils and then squealed ecstatically as Djvonic came in her mouth; hot, powerful jets of cum, surging over her tongue and painting the back of her throat in thick, white ropes. With lips working furiously on his shaft to hold in the deluge, she slurped and sucked greedily on his cock, using her tongue to milk each delivery down the thick bulge beneath his shaft, and swallowing mouthful after mouthful of hot seed with low, contented moans of satisfaction.

“Oh, good Lord,” Djvonic moaned as the last of his cum pumped weakly into her mouth. “What have I done?”

“You’ve entered into a beautiful partnership,” Lazarus said indulgently as he slid the point of a hypodermic needle into the other man’s neck.

Lazarus removed the scalpel as Djvonic’s knees began to buckle, and then caught him beneath the arms as he collapsed while Gabi shuffled backwards on her knees, making room for her semi-conscious ‘father’ on the floor.

“How did I do?” Gabi asked Lazarus, getting to her feet and wiping her lips with the back of her hand.

“You were sublime, my dear, sublime,” Lazarus praised her. “Choose your words carefully though,” he whispered. “He’s only paralysed; he can still see and hear us.”

“I have a special treat for you, if you like?” she offered, her head tilted coquettishly and fingering her bottom lip.

“And what might that be, you sweet young thing? Lazarus asked with an indulgent smile.

Gabi bounced lightly on her toes, making her full breasts bounce enticingly. She leaned forward and whispered excitedly in his ear before rocking back and lifting her hem to show him her panties, stroking her fingers lightly over the white cotton stretched across her swollen pussy lips.

“Hel—lo Kitty!” Lazarus said, gratefully eyeing the ripened peach of her sex and unbuckling his trousers.

Djvonic watched from the floor with a mixture of disgust and envy as his daughter’s best friend bent over the bed of the MRI, her young breasts bobbing and swaying pendulously as Lazarus lifted her dress and drew her simple panties down those long, smooth thighs. When she raised one knee onto the bed, he got a brief glimpse of her supple pussy lips opening, releasing a trickle of her juices, which beaded and then ran down her thigh.

When Lazarus brought his cock head up to her entrance, Gabi snaked a hand between her legs and opened herself wider with her fingers, and just before the other man seated the tip of his manhood in her opening, Djvonic saw with yearning impotence but no real surprise, the pale crescent of her hymen.

With one finger stroking her clitoris, she looked back, first at Djvonic and then up at Lazarus, and smiled happily.

“Make me come,” she whispered throatily, and then cried out as Lazarus pushed forward and pierced her. Gabi sighed with relief as he pulled his cock back, streaked with her blood, and then moaned lustily as he drove it home, filling her young pussy and making her a woman.

──────

Heaven Can Wait is and edge-of-the-seat thrill ride — one man’s desperate chase to save his wife from being permanently transformed into a slut.


Drive-by Creampie

(a Blind Obedience bonus chapter)
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He's just going to put it in a little way. Does that make me a cuck?             

As a submissive to his dominant wife, Simon dreams of providing her the ultimate service - to clean her out after she's been with a another man - but he can't bear to even imagine his sweet Becca with her Adonis-like disability support worker.

But what if they didn't actually ""do"" it? What if Ryan only put it in a little way and... finished? Wham bam - a drive-by creampie. Simon thinks that might be acceptable.

Well, Ryan gets it in okay, but how is he supposed to finish without giving Becca some action? Simon hadn't thought of that.

Half an hour later, however, after more climaxes from his ravaged wife than he can count, Simon can think of nothing else. All he can do is get down there and help the guy finish.

──────

Drive-by Creampie is the scorching bonus chapter that seal’s Simon’s cuckoldry, once and for all. Look for it along with Belinda LaPage’s other sexy tales on Amazon.


More Books by Belinda LaPage

Hotwife / Cuckold Erotica

The Heaven Sent Chronicles – Paige never set out to deliberately cuckold Dane. It just seems like whenever she lets her guard down around men, she winds up with another man between her legs and her husband watching.

	Hot-Swapped Wife – Imagine a world where anybody could have your wife. [Wife Watching] 

	The Accidental Stripper – She didn’t realize she was trapped until pole dance set her free. [Slut Wife] 

	Swing Laws – Dude, that’s my wife. [Wife Swapping] 

	Rings On, Panties Off – What’s worse, your wife discovering your secret cuck fantasy, or watching her fulfil it? 



Blind Obedience – To serve, to protect… and to wait until she needs clean-up. [Cuckold]

	Drive-by Creampie (A Blind Obedience Bonus Chapter) – He's just going to put it in a little way. Does that make me a cuck? [Cuckold] 


Heaven Can Wait – Before saving your wife from a life of prostitution, first make sure she wants to be saved. [Mind Control]

Sherlock Holmes and The Case of the Virgin Bride – The Great Detective strikes upon a case most impenetrable. [Hotwife]

The Lingerie Tester – Hot wife Angie gives a stranger the ultimate personal shopper service. [Hotwife]

Goodbye, Miss Granger – Bound, blindfolded, laid bare. What if those aren’t your fiancé’s hands? And what it that’s not his—? [Dubcon]

Taboo Erotica

Broken Vows – When masturbation is a sin, the nuns of the Holy Order must act as God’s right hand. [Dubcon]

On Your Knees, Anna – For someone with a four-point GPA, Anna sure has a lot to learn about the prize between her thighs. [Dubcon]

Kaylee Gets Room-mated – “Don't come in. I’m not wearing anything.” (also available in the ultra-taboo edition – Naughtier) [Man of the House]

Over the Moon – Too big. Too black. And way too tempting not to at least have a taste. [Giant Cock]

Paranormal Erotica

Possessed – Finally, a device that brings your dreams to life. [Dubcon]

The Winsome Widow – With ultimate power comes ultimate...temptation. [Mind Control]

Fantasy Erotica

Perrière Gets Wet – The Queen of the Forest has wood for a young water sprite. [Futa]

The Warrior Queen

	Unsheathed – A young sorceress explores the upside of magical misfortune with her willing queen. [Futa] 

	Queen’s Gambit – Sweet. Virginal. Magical. Murderous. [Virgin] 



Erotic Romance

Shear Passion – An unlikely romance blooms in an outback shearing shed when the farmer’s daughter gives a visiting shearer a piece of her mind. [Sheep Station Romance]

Teen / College Sex

Best On Board – Full Service and a little bit more — Mile High membership is included when you're Best On Board. [Virgin]

Dorm Room Dares – The Complete Series – The headmaster is giving out lessons on becoming a woman. No experience necessary. [Teen]

	The Headmaster’s Office – When the Headmaster's giving out D, it doesn't mean detention. [Virgin, Giant Cock] 

	Girl Vs Girl – The senior dorm straps in for a big first-time adventure. [Lesbian] 

	Twist It In – Angela gets owned in a game of Strip Twister. [Giant Cock] 

	Turn For You – Trish never imagined she'd want another girl…until she got a taste. [Lesbian] 

	Changing Room Climax – Toys under our clothes? Sounds like fun. What could go wrong? [Exhibitionist] 

	Dirty Talk – How to seduce a shy guy: first, distract him. [Giant Cock] 

	Until You Try It – Angela wanted something big for Rupali's first time, but this big? [FFM] 

	Mannequin – The game is not to smile and not to move, no matter what they say, or do … or touch. [Virgin] 

	Fitted – Pantiless, her bare feet in the clerk's lap, Rupali knows exactly what she wants—to be fitted. [Feet] 

	What’s Up Girls – Blindfolded, the girls have to guess what’s ‘up’. [Dubcon] 

	Teacher’s Pet – Young, fertile, unprotected—Rupali is desperate to explore her limits, and she’s found three fine men to help. [Gangbang] 



Lesbian Erotica

Sapphic Letters – The Complete Series – Until she met Susan, Anna never once suspected she might be a lesbian. Once the fire was lit, though, she could do nothing except let it burn.

	Note To Self – Susan was like a drug — Anna only needed a taste, and now she can’t get enough. [Lesbian] 

	Hypnotryst – Susan’s new regression therapist takes her all the way (back to the beginning). [Lesbian] 

	Friend Me – What happens online, stays online … until it gets real. [Lesbian] 



Omnibus Editions

Headmaster’s Office – Omnibus Editions

	Popping Her V-Card – Five filthy stories—zero experience. And they have no idea of what they’ve got coming. [Virgin] 

	Play Time – Want to play a game? The type where it's fun to lose--your clothes, your inhibitions, your innocence. [College] 

	Too Big to Fit – Four Tumescent Tales of coeds who've bitten off more than they can chew, but who're determined to stuff it in—no matter how big. [Giant Cock] 

	Lube and Latex – Diamonds aren't a girl's best friend. It's Latex rubber. And batteries—lots and lots of batteries. [Toys] 

	Switch Hitters – Can't choose between a man and another woman? Why not have both? [Bi-Sexual] 



Check Belinda’s Full Catalogue for new releases.
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