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Chapter 1

The double doors swung inward, and the sheer scale of the grand ballroom instantly commanded our attention.

High above, a vaulted ceiling stretched toward the shadows, its dark wooden beams laced with gold leaf that caught the light from three massive, cascading crystal chandeliers. The fixtures hung like frozen, glowing waterfalls, casting a warm, brilliant amber glow across the entire expanse of the room. Beneath them, the polished marble floor gleamed so flawlessly that it mirrored the entire spectacle, creating the illusion that we walked on a lake of liquid light.

“Wow,” Carly said.

“Agreed,” I added.

Dominating the center of the hall was a singular, monolithic banquet table that stretched from one end of the room to the other. It was carved from a deep, rich mahogany, though very little of the wood was visible beneath the layers of opulent decorations. A pristine, heavy damask runner ran down the middle of the table, flanked by hundreds of flickering white tapers in towering sterling silver candlesticks. The candlelight danced against elaborate floral installations: cascading arrangements of white orchids, pale roses, and deep emerald eucalyptus that spilled elegantly toward the floor.

Every single place setting along the endless table radiated wealth. Gilded charger plates anchored the arrangements, topped with fine bone china trimmed in intricate gold filigree. Beside each plate, rows of heavy sterling silver flatware caught the light, arranged in strict, impeccable order for a multi-course feast. Heavy crystal goblets, cut so sharply that they threw tiny rainbows onto the linen, stood ready for wine and water. At the center of each guest's placement sat a small, wax-sealed menu printed on heavy parchment paper, promising an evening of unparalleled indulgence.

“How much did Christopher spend on all this?” Carly breathed, clearly stunned. “You guys must have had a great year.”

“We did.”

Waiters moved seamlessly through the crowd like well-rehearsed performers, balancing silver trays laden with champagne flutes and delicate hors d'oeuvres. The low hum of polite conversation, the melodic clinking of crystal, and the soft, distant swell of a live string quartet filled the air, completing the atmosphere of absolute luxury.

The other guests moved through the space like characters out of a high-fashion editorial. All around us, men stood tall in sharply tailored tuxedos, their black silk lapels catching the light, punctuated by the crisp white of their pleated shirts and the neat symmetry of black bow ties. The women floated across the marble floor in a breathtaking array of formal evening gowns. Silk, satin, and heavy velvet swept along the ground with every step. To our left, a woman in a sapphire blue silk gown laughed at something her partner said, her diamond necklace flashing brilliantly under the chandeliers. To our right, another guest draped in a shimmering emerald dress adjusted her long white satin gloves while speaking with a man whose tuxedo was adorned with gold cufflinks that glinted with every gesture.

“I was worried about being overdressed,” Carly said. “Look at these beautiful women. I feel like a toad.”

I gave my wife the onceover, lingering on her ample cleavage, and then scanned the room just for credibility.

“Honey,” I said. “These women look good, it’s true, but you radiate. They have no chance against you.”

Her pretty face lit up. She leaned in close.

“I so want to suck your dick right now.”

“That’s the teenaged rebel in you,” I said. “All this proper stuffiness has you chomping at the bit.”

“You know me too well, Tom,” she said. “But your tux is turning me on too. You look sexy.”

I took her elbow and turned as if to leave. She laughed. She was on her third glass of Champagne, and I was sure that contributed to her oral cravings, but that was fine with me. I couldn’t wait to get home anyway.

At one end of the table stood a podium and a man approached the microphone. A spotlight clicked on. Christopher, owner of the company and CEO.

“If you all could take your seats,” he said.

Guests began examining the small placards at each setting, finding where they were supposed to sit. The lights flickered. I found our names quickly, near the far end, away from the podium.

“This is us,” I told Carly.

She looked a little distressed.

“What?” I asked. “What’s wrong?”

“I need to pee.”

“Now? Your timing is terrible. Christopher is about to speak.”

She smiled bashfully.

“It’s the three flutes of Champagne,” I said.

“Duh.”

I kissed her cheek. She gulped the last of her bubbly and handed me the empty glass. I watched her fine ass vanish around a corner. I turned to sit and found someone in our chairs. I’d seen his face once or twice around the office, handsome guy, a little rugged, a little rough around the edges. The woman with him, blonde, who I assumed was his wife by the ring she wore, was a beauty. Her blue eyes and deep cleavage could give Carly a run for her money.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I think you’re in our seats.”

The lights dimmed. Christopher cleared his throat.

“You and your wife are one more setting down,” the man said. “See? Count the chairs from the end. The wait staff placed these little signs too close to the next pairing. These are our seats. Your seats are right there.”

He pointed. He was right.

“Sorry,” I said.

He waved me off.

“It’s really confusing the way they did it,” he offered.

I took my seat, annoyed Carly was absent. Christopher is generous with the salaries and benefits he offers, but he is strict as hell about wasting his time or interrupting him. The lights went off, plunging the room into darkness. The spotlight clicked on and Christopher beamed his big smile.

“Goddamn it, Carly,” I mumbled.

I prayed her late entrance would not disrupt Christopher’s speech. I prayed she knocked nothing over, tripped over nothing, made no noise.

Christopher began speaking. He speaks well and we were all quickly drawn into his anecdote. After a while Mister Ruggedly Handsome sat up straight and then leaned over the table like his stomach ached. He squirmed a few times and then grunted as he softly cleared his throat. He glanced at me and smiled briefly. I returned my attention to Christopher’s speech, leaning back and enjoying his story. Many minutes later, Carly joined me. I smiled, but she looked worried.

“Are you okay?” I whispered.

She nodded and drank some water, followed that with a gulp of my Champagne, and followed that with another swig of water.

The speech continued, too long in my opinion, and then awards were announced. One by one the employees left their chairs to accept the token of recognition and then returned to their seats. I received a bonus for second quarter sales. It’s a big company and we’re doing well, so there were a lot of awards handed out. Eventually, the speech ended and the lights came up again. Almost everyone headed for the restrooms. Carly still looked worried, so I again asked if she was okay.

“Why did you change seats?” she murmured.

I explained the misplaced placards as she nervously chewed her lip.

“My turn for the bathroom,” I said.

I kissed her cheek and departed. I took an open wall urinal and Mister Ruggedly Handsome took the only other one open right next to me.

“Congrats on the bonus,” he said, friendly.

“Thanks. Congrats on the most new account signups.”

We chuckled at the absurdity of modern adult life, two grown men talking about their participation trophies as if they truly mattered. I looked down and I also glanced sideways. I couldn’t help it. It’s just habit.

Mister Ruggedly held his cock on the palm of his hand while he urinated, and it was hefty. The damn thing looked like a cannon. I quickly looked away. We finished, washed our hands, and returned to our wives. Carly held another flute, half consumed already. I kissed her too deeply for a work event and was surprised to find her mouth salty despite the bubbly. I found Ruggedly Handsome in the crowd and pointed him out to my wife.

“See that guy?” I asked.

“Which?”

“The one in the tux,” I joked.

She gave me a look. We laughed.

“The ruggedly handsome one. Curly hair. Dimpled chin.”

Her face went blank.

“What about him?” she asked.

I leaned in close, mouth to ear.

“He’s hung like a horse,” I teased.

I expected her to take another look at the guy. I expected her to take a step towards him like she was going to introduce herself. I expected something, some kind of joke or tease, but I did not expect what I got. Carly downed the last of her drink and sat the flute aside.

“I already know that,” she said.

It was my turn to give her a funny look. My gaze jumped at him and then back to her, confused how she could know such an intimate thing. Was he an ex?

“Do you know him outside work?” I asked.

She took my elbow to lead me away. We sailed through the nearest exit into an empty hallway.

“Why did you change seats?” she asked, although I had already answered that question for her. “Damn it.”

“Carly? What’s wrong? What happened?”

She looked around to make sure we were alone.

“I sucked that man’s dick, Tom.”

“What?”

She stepped closer, lowering her voice.

“Under the table. Christopher was speaking when I got back and everyone was paying close attention to him. There was an opening at the end of that ridiculous table and plenty of room, so I slipped under. I wanted to shock you.”

“You’re drunk.”

“I am.”

“How did you fit under the table?”

“Are you kidding? That thing is massive. I had all the room I needed under there. Hell, the hotel even has extra cups and plates stored under that table. I wanted to surprise you with a blowjob. I told you earlier I wanted to suck your dick. Under that table all the men looked the same in their tuxedos. I counted the number of chairs before I left and unzipped your pants and started sucking. I thought it would be hilarious. I thought we’d come away from tonight with an outrageous story.”

“You’ve accomplished that.”

“Don’t be mad. It was an honest mistake.”

“Yeah, except my dick is nowhere near as big as his.”

She shrugged.

“I was drunk and the angle was awkward. I just kept going. I wanted to make you cum in front of everyone but be forced to hide it. Sounds funny, right? I didn’t realize my mistake until it was too late.”

“What’s that mean?”

“I mean I went all the way.”

“Did you swallow his load?”

I remembered our salty kiss and gagged a little.

“I sure did and boy does he cum a lot more than you. That’s when I knew for sure. I had to gulp that bastard over and over. It just kept gushing.”

I looked at the ceiling, unable to wrap my head around what my pretty wife was telling me. I remembered how Ruggedly Handsome had moved around while sitting next to me. That was Carly making him orgasm. That big dick I’d seen in the men’s room? My hot wife had drained it. I couldn’t be angry. She was right about the whole thing being a mistake, but I was surprised at how not angry I was.

“We’re going home,” I said.

“We can’t. There’s a reception later for all the award winners. Christopher will expect you to be there. You may even need to say a few words to the room.”

“Goddamn it.”

“I’m so sorry, Tom.”

I slipped my arm around her shoulder. Her expression was pure distress. Her harmless little joke had gone spectacularly wrong. In a way, it was funny.

“Why do you want to leave?” she asked. “Are you upset?”

I hugged her, my mouth close to her ear again.

“Because I want to fuck your brains out.”

She stiffened in my arms.

“Really?”

“Yes,” I said. “Like crazy. Like, I’m so hot for it.”

I felt her temperature rise, her body against mine.

“That’s sexy, Baby,” she said. “That makes me hot too.


Chapter 2

I stood near the bar and watched the room fill with the last stragglers from the awards ceremony. The party had moved to a hotel ballroom transformed into a Roaring Twenties speakeasy. The tables had been cleared to make room for standing clusters of my colleagues and their wives. We’d all taken the time to change clothes and now most of us were dressed in sports coats and cocktail dresses. The women were showing lots of skin, each trying to out sexy the other. The lighting in this ballroom was various shades of blues and reds, which cast everyone in shades of violet. A DJ played something with a slow bass beat that vibrated through the floor.

Carly stood across the room, laughing at something the CFO had said. She held yet another Champagne flute by the stem, her fingers tracing up and down the glass in a way that made my jaw tighten. She caught my eye and held it for three seconds, long enough to let me know she was thinking about later, about our hotel room just a few floors away, and about the things she would do to me once we were alone. Then she looked away, dismissing me easily. She placed her empty glass on a passing tray.

I ordered a scotch from the bartender and let the ice clink against my teeth. The room felt overheated, packed with bodies and perfume and the smell of spilled wine and Champagne. Floor-to-ceiling windows revealed the city skyline, black against a darkening sky, and I watched our reflections in the glass like dozens of corporate ghosts moving through the space, pretending to be relaxed while in fact we were all still performing.

Carly moved through the crowd like an aquatic creature. She wanted to tease me, so she touched arms when she talked to people. She threw her head back when she laughed. I watched her navigate toward the group near the windows, the one that included the sales team and the man I had started calling Mister Ruggedly Handsome. She stood to close to the man, checking me for my reaction. She soon tuned the others out, giving all her attention to him.

He was tall, now that I saw him standing, broad-shouldered, still wearing a tux that fits him the way armor fits a knight. I remembered our moment from earlier in the restroom, when he had stood at the adjacent urinal and I had glanced despite myself. He was heavy and thick even flaccid, and my wife was now using him to stoke my fire. Using him quite effectively, I should add. We knew an intimate detail about the man and Carly toyed with the fact, flirting around the edges of jealousy.

Carly kept her body angled toward Mister Ruggedly Handsome. I was too far away to hear, but I saw her hand float up to his lapel, straightening a nonexistent wrinkle. He leaned down to hear her better, and his hand found the small of her back, natural and proprietary. Where had his pretty blonde lady gone? I hoped she didn’t reappear and cause a scene.

My scotch burned going down. I wanted to cross the room and claim Carly, to slide my hand up her thigh under her dress and feel how wet she was already, because I knew this game was making her wet. Instead, I stayed at the bar and ordered another drink.

She knew I was watching. That was the point. We both wanted to race back to our room and fuck like teenagers, but we couldn’t, and that’s what fueled the lust. That, and the fact she’d sucked his dick already. I couldn’t get angry about that although there was some stupid voice in my head that said I was supposed to. I ignored that voice and let the night play out.

Carly laughed and Mister Ruggedly took the opportunity to stare down the front of her evening gown. I didn’t blame him. My wife has great tits. She let him guide her toward the balcony doors, his hand still pressed against her spine, and I followed the movement of his pinkie against the fabric of her silky dress, the way it dipped slightly lower, toward the curve of her ass. They stepped outside into the cool evening air, and I counted to sixty before I moved.

The balcony ran the length of the ballroom, cold concrete with potted trees that provided pockets of privacy. I found them near the far end, half-hidden by a leafy ficus. Carly's back was on the glass wall. Mister Ruggedly Handsome stood close, too close, since he knew she was married. He had one hand braced above her shoulder, caging her in, and was saying something that made her bite her lower lip. I stared right at those full, red lips and a vision of what she’d done with the man flashed through my mind. She saw me approaching, but she didn't try to step away. She held my gaze over his arm and let her tongue wet her upper lip. Finally, he noticed my approach.

"Tom," she said, her voice carrying that particular honeyed tone she used when she was aroused. "We were just talking about the view."

"The view is excellent," I said, meaning her face.

I stopped beside him, close enough to smell his cologne, something light and expensive. He didn't move his arm. He didn't even acknowledge me as a husband, only as a colleague intruding on a private conversation. Carly reached out and adjusted my collar, her fingers lingering at my throat.

"Isn't it warm in there?" she asked. "I was baking. I needed air."

"It is warm," I agreed.

My voice sounded strained. She was too good at this sexy game. What had happened between them earlier gave her far too much ammunition. I was probably stupid for even attempting to play like this. I looked at Ruggedly Handsome and saw him studying me, calculating whether I was competition or audience. Carly's hand drifted from my collar to my chest, her palm flat over my heart, and I was certain she felt how hard it was pounding.

"You should see the view from the other side," he said, dropping a not-too-subtle hint for me to leave. He didn't look at me when he spoke. He looked at Carly's mouth. "Quieter over there. More private."

"I'm sure it is," Carly said.

She didn't move toward him. She pressed her palm harder against my chest, her nails digging in through my shirt. "But we should probably mingle. The big boss is here, and you gentlemen need to be seen."

She stepped away from the wall then, ducking under his arm with a fluid motion that brought her body against mine, her hip brushing my groin where I was already half-hard. She felt it, and her eyes widened with mischief, just slightly. Then she smiled, a wicked, secret smile meant only for me.

"Nice talking to you," she told Mister Ruggedly Handsome. "Maybe we can talk again later."

She walked back inside, not waiting for me to follow. I stayed on the balcony for a moment, breathing the cold air, willing my body to calm down. Mister Ruggedly Handsome lit a cigarette and exhaled toward the city.

"Your wife is something else," he said.

"Yes," I agreed. "She is."


Chapter 3

He and I, alone on that balcony, spent a few minutes talking about work. I ended the conversation when I happened to glance down and saw the outline of his fat dick against his pant leg. My wife had done a number on him. Poor boy. All hard and nowhere to go. I felt some grim satisfaction, like I was getting even somehow, and then bid him goodnight. I went looking for Carly.

I found her by the dessert table, picking at a chocolate-covered strawberry. She ate it in two bites, her lips stained dark, and when she saw me approaching, she sucked her index finger clean.

"You're too good at being cruel," I said, standing close enough that my thigh pressed against hers.

"Am I?"

She selected another strawberry and held it to my lips. I bit down, and the juice ran down my chin. She caught it with her thumb and brought it to her mouth, sucking again.

"I thought I was merely being flirtatious. We're still at the party, Tom. We have to be good. I can’t act on ninety percent of the things I think of doing."

"We don't have to stay."

"Yes, we do." She turned so her back was to the room, facing me, her hand dropping to rest on my belt buckle. She didn't undo it, she just let her fingers play with the metal, tracing the shape of it. "You’re expected to say thank you for the bonus, Christopher. You need to be here when they call your name."

"I want to get you in bed right now."

She stepped closer still, rising on her toes to speak directly into my ear. Her breath was warm, smelling of champagne and chocolate and something else.

"When you're inside me later, when you're fucking me against the hotel window with the city lights below us, you'll be glad you waited. Anticipation always makes sex better. It’s the backbone of foreplay. I can’t wait to feel how hard you get."

I gripped her waist, my thumbs pressing into her hip bones.

"You're flirting with him to drive me crazy."

"Yes. I am, and I can see that it’s working. But I'm also flirting with him because he's attractive and I like his attention." She pulled back enough to meet my eyes, her expression innocent and her voice anything but. "Also, because I’ve met the tiger in his pants and I know how aroused you get when you're jealous. Remember when you caught Reggie flirting with me at my company party? You wanted to drag me into a supply closet and fuck me until I couldn’t walk. I liked that. If I’m remembering correctly, and I am, our sex that night was amazing. So. Yes. I’m flirting with Ruggedly Hansome, whose name is Parker, by the way, to stir your blood, to drive you crazy and make both of us hot. I presume that’s okay?"

She was too good at this game.

"Yes,” I admitted. “I’m fine with that."

She kissed my cheek, her lips soft and lingering.

"Watch me now,” she said. “Think about how you’ll have a raging hard-on while I talk to other men. Watch me every time I shake a man’s hand or talk with him. You'll know exactly what I'm thinking. I’ll be picturing him naked. I’ll be wondering if he’s good in bed. You'll know exactly what I'm doing."

She walked away before I could respond, her hips swaying. I adjusted myself discreetly and turned back to the crowd.

The next hour was torture. I made conversation with the board members. I accepted congratulations from people about the bonus. I drank two more glasses of water and tried not to watch Carly, but my eyes kept finding her, magnetized to her presence.

She was everywhere. She danced with an intern, spinning him around until he blushed. She sat on the arm of a director's chair, the slit in her dress riding up to partially reveal the lace tops of her stockings. She found Parker again near the bar, and this time when they talked, she touched his chest with both hands, her fingers spread wide, measuring the muscle beneath his shirt. He said something that made her throw her head back in laughter, and when she recovered, she wiped a fake tear from her eye and let her hand slide down his arm to his hand, squeezing his fingers before releasing him.

I was hard as stone. I felt my pulse in my throat, in my wrists, and thumping in my cock. To me, the room had become a sauna, the air thick and unbreathable.

Christopher, our CEO, took the small stage near the DJ booth, and the crowd quieted. I found Carly in the audience, standing near the front, her arms crossed beneath her breasts, pushing them up. She didn't look at me. She watched Christopher with rapt attention, her profile illuminated by the red and blue stage lights. His speech, the second of the night, droned on. Finally, he began calling names. The award winners took the microphone and, like good little sycophants, poured praise on our wonderful boss.

"Thomas, come up here,” he said at last.

The applause was loud, but I barely heard it. I walked to the stage on autopilot, shook his hand, said something into the microphone about gratitude, humility, and my excitement about the company’s future. I don’t know what words actually came out. I was watching Carly, who had moved to the front of the crowd, her chin tilted up, her eyes dark with pride and lust and maybe something a little bit dangerous. I passed the mic to the next guy.

Back in the crowd, colleagues clapped me on the shoulder and offered congratulations. I smiled and nodded and plotted my escape. Carly had disappeared from the front, melting back into the crowd. I scanned the room, desperate, and found her near the exit, her coat already on, her purse over her shoulder.

She crooked her finger at me.

I pushed through the mob, rushing the vice president who tried to engage me in conversation. I reached the doors and took Carly's hand, and she led me into the hotel corridor, away from the noise, toward the elevators.

"You're evil," I said, my voice low.

"You're hard," she replied, her hand finding me through my trousers, squeezing once, twice. "I felt it when you brushed past me. I saw the lump when you were on that stage, pretending to be professional while thinking about bending me over the podium."

The elevator opened. We stepped inside, alone, at last, and she hit the button for our floor with her elbow, already turning to me, already pressing her body against mine.

"I wasn't thinking about the podium," I admitted, backing her against the mirrored wall. "I was thinking about your mouth. About how you'll look on your knees."

"Later," she breathed.  She kissed me, deep and filthy, her tongue invading my mouth, her hands fisting in my hair. The elevator chimed. She broke away with a gasp, her lipstick smeared, her pupils wide. "God, I want you."

"You sure? You looked like you were having a good time with all those other men."

She laughed, a throaty sound that went straight to my groin.

"You love it. You love that they want me. You love that I come home to you." She stepped out of the elevator, looking back over her shoulder with a smile that promised everything. "You especially loved watching me with Parker. Don't lie. I saw the way you looked at us on that balcony. You were imagining it. You were remembering what happened and imagining his big cock in my mouth. I saw you staring right at my lips."

She was right.

I followed her down the hall, my hand at her back, my fingers tracing the zipper of her dress.

"I was imagining strangling him,” I said.

"No, you were imagining seeing it." She stopped at our door and fumbled with the key card, her hands shaking slightly. "Admit it. I saw it on your face, Tom. I know you so well. You looked right at my mouth and thought about what I’d done under that ridiculous banquet table."

"It’s true. I did."

“I knew it.”

She paused, the door half-open, and looked at me. I crowded her against the doorframe, my hips pinning hers, my mouth at her ear.

"I bet you liked it, didn’t you? Were you pleased to find that big thick tube of beef? Was there a moment where you knew you shouldn’t but did anyway? Your turn to be honest. Don’t lie. Did you realize you had the wrong man but kept going despite knowing that?”

I was just talking shit. I doubted any of that was true, but it sure was fun pushing her buttons for a change tonight. Carly moaned, helpless.

"Tom—" she began, but I cut her off with a hot and passionate kiss.

I pushed her through the door and followed her inside, kicking it shut behind me.

"Tonight you're mine,” I said, still playing my part. “Tonight I'm going to remind you why you married me instead of all those other men you could have so easily had."

She dropped her purse. Her coat slid off her shoulders. The keycard drifted to the ground. I grabbed her wrists and pinned them above her head against the wall, burying my face in her lovely neck. I bit her throat and slid down to trail hot kisses along her swollen breasts.

The image of his cock in her mouth stuck in my mind. I couldn’t shake it. She was sexier to me because of what she’d done, like I’d only ever seen her as my wife but that stark image forced me to also see her as a hot and horny woman. My dick pulsated just thinking about it. Worse, or maybe better, she’d swallowed as he ejaculated. All of it. Every drop. Maybe she was trying to protect her expensive evening gown from a dribble of semen, or maybe, and this seemed closer to the truth, she had been hungry for his hot sperm.

“How did he taste?” I murmured, feeling her body stiffen.

“Delicious. He’s one of those rare men that taste good.”

“Admit it,” I said, keeping my voice low. “You knew it wasn’t me. You were hungry for something new.”

She gasped. I’d brushed against an exposed nerve.

“You knew right away, as soon as you fished that big cock out of his pants. You knew it wasn’t me. You knew and sucked it anyway.”

She groaned softly, lifting her breasts to my probing mouth.

“I did.”

It was barely even a whisper.

“Don’t be mad,” she added.

I eased a tit out of her dress and slipped her nipple into my mouth. I sucked gently, feeling it rise against my tongue. I sucked firmly and drew my mouth away, pulling a peak of her sensitive skin up with me. Her nipple left my mouth with a pop and she gasped.

“I felt like a single girl again under there,” she muttered. “I love being married to you, but it was so exciting to have a big, new dick in front of me. I’m sorry, Tom.”

I sucked her nipple, now stiff, back in. Strangely, I found her admission arousing. I dragged the zipper all the way down and slowly crouched before her. She shrugged her dress off to pool at her feet and there was her sweet pussy right in front of my face. I helped her out of her panties but left the stockings on, burying my face in her hot soaked cunt. God! She was so wet, and I knew why.


Chapter 4

Days later and the image was still haunting me. I had sex with Carly as often as I could and when I couldn’t, I jerked off thinking about what she’d done. She noticed my increased sex drive but didn’t question it. She was just happy with the extra attention and how I was finally prioritizing her over work.

I kept my eyes open for Parker around the office and tracked him down after about a week. I remembered his recognition award was for new accounts, which was on the floor beneath mine, so I made up excuses to visit. Their vending machines had a different assortment than the ones on my floor, and I developed a taste for Fanta orange soda. Sea salt and vinegar potato chips were pretty good too. Every time I visited, he was talking to some new sexy babe. I learned the pretty woman with him that night was merely a date. He dates a lot. His reputation is shitty, but I expected that. He is handsome, with a big dick and money, working around a lot of attractive single women. Of course his rep was bad. He fucks around a lot, from the rumors I heard.

Carly was hot to suck me off. All the time. We couldn’t make it through a movie without her going down on me. She’d mutter little teases, like after she dropped her napkin at the dinner table and leaned over to get it.

As long as I’m down here, she’d say, reaching across to fondle my dick through my pants. Or we’d be in bed and she’d hold my erection straight up to study it, like she was remembering Parker’s dick and comparing us in her mind. That always sent a surge of blood racing through me. I loved any reminder of what she’d done, and she seemed to silently understand that somehow. I felt like it was something we should discuss but with each passing day it seemed less important. We’d survive her act of infidelity. In fact, we’d thrived.

I did casually mention that I was keeping an eye on Parker at work. Carly’s eyes got huge. I shocked her. I told her about his reputation at the company and she asked when our next company get-together would be. She commented she would dress sexy for it. I should have seen where these conversations would lead us, but I didn’t. Too naive, I suppose.

Weeks later we found ourselves at my company’s New Years Eve party. This was a far less formal event at a different hotel. Carly wore a little black dress with big white buttons down the front. This would be the first time we’d be around Parker again, and I felt a strange excitement rushing through my veins. I wondered how Carly would react when she saw him again, which I admit is an odd thing for a husband to wonder.

I watched Carly cross the room. The hotel bar was on the top floor and sprawled all the way around us, crystal chandeliers and floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the city lights. Streamers hung in silver and gold from the ceiling, and the DJ had just started the slow transition toward midnight music. The company had gone all out this year with an open bar, ice sculptures of dolphins, and a raw seafood station that nobody seemed to be touching. They were plenty interested in the free drinks, however.

Carly easily caught the bartender’s attention and ordered something clear in a tall glass. Her dress may have been black, but it caught the light whenever she moved and showed off the curves of her body nicely. I stood near the potted palms by the entrance, nursing my third whiskey, and watched her scan the crowd. She acted casual. These were my people after all, not hers, but her nonchalance did not fool me. I knew exactly who she was looking for.

She found him near the dessert table.

Parker leaned against the chocolate fountain, laughing at something his supervisor said. He wore a charcoal suit that was cut to fit him well and held a beer bottle by the neck. Carly approached from his left, indifferent, almost like she was moving his way accidentally. She said something I couldn't hear, and Parker turned. His smile widened.

I moved closer, drifting through clusters of coworkers in paper hats. The countdown decorations loomed above the stage: giant foam numbers waiting for the big moment. Someone had already popped a confetti cannon early, and silver dust coated the carpet near the dance floor.

Carly touched Parker's arm. Just briefly. Her fingers rested there for two seconds, maybe three, while she laughed at whatever he said. Parker leaned in. Not much, but enough. His body language opened toward her, that beer bottle forgotten in his hand. She’d used him to tease me before and her expression tonight told me she was going to use him again.

I felt something pulsating deep inside me. There were other handsome men at my company, but Carly had no interest in them. She was focused on Parker. She was focused on Parker because of his large cock. That’s it. That’s what set him apart. That’s what made up her mind for her. That my wife would use such a thing to make a decision about a man, thrilled me down to my bones. It said something about her that was previously unknown to me. She was revealed in a new way. I thought I knew her completely, but here she was surprising me.

I stopped at the recharge table near them and pretended to check my phone. A large ficus gave me all the cover I needed. The ambient noise of two hundred people celebrating created a blanket of sound. Clinking glasses, shouted conversations, booming laughter, the bass thump of the music, all conspired to keep me from listening in. I caught only fragments of their exchange.

"—didn't realize you were coming tonight," Carly said.

She sipped her drink and looked up at him through her lashes. I took a step closer, easing unnoticed into their space. A leaf tickled my ear.

"Wouldn't miss it," Parker said. He shifted his weight, and his thigh brushed against her hip. Neither of them moved away. "Your husband around?"

"Somewhere," Carly said. She waved her hand vaguely toward the bar. "You know how these things are. Mingling."

Parker's smile turned knowing. He remembered. Of course he remembered. The darkness of that balcony weeks ago, his automatic need to flirt with a pretty woman. He was unaware it was she that sucked him off. To him, she was just another sexy babe wanting his number. Then I had arrived and ruined everything. He had no idea Carly had already been on her knees for him. The flirting had been hot that night and now here they were, at another company party with a secret between them like a live wire.

"How's the job going?" Carly asked, changing subjects too quickly.

She twisted her glass in her hands, the ice clinking against crystal sides. She was nervous. Well behaved wives have no need to feel nervous.

"Stressful," Parker said. He stepped closer, entering her personal space like he belonged there, like he knew she wanted him closer. Maybe she did. His shoulder almost touched hers. "I work long hours. I have little time for relaxation. That’s why these parties are so important."

Carly's throat moved as she swallowed.

"I agree,” she said. “Where else would we ever run into each other?"

Parker laughed, perfect teeth flashing a winning smile. I gagged.

“You like running into me?” he asked.

“You’re easy on the eyes,” she said. “My husband drags me to every one of these events. I go because I’m a good wife, but they aren’t much fun. You make them a little more interesting.”

"I try."

Parker sat his beer on the dessert table and reached past her for a napkin. The movement brought his solid chest against her shoulder, and I saw Carly's lips part as her breath caught.

“Maybe we shouldn’t wait for the next party,” he said. “Maybe we should throw our own, just me and you.”

His words hung there. Carly's face flushed, visible even in the dim party lighting. She hadn't planned on him saying something like that, something so aggressive. She was enjoying the flirtation, and he had taken a bold step forward, practically inviting her to go to a hotel room with him. At least, that’s how it sounded to me. He’d surprised her. I could tell by the way her eyes widened slightly, the hint of panic for someone who'd stepped onto a tightrope without meaning to.

Parker's expression shifted. His polite stranger mask slipped, revealing something hungry underneath. He looked at her eyes and then at her mouth. "Or we can stick with the traditional holidays," he added.

Carly laughed, too cheerful, too loud. She touched his arm again, higher this time, near the shoulder. Her fingers trailed down his sleeve. She was trying to return to the lightheartedness from before.

"I should find my husband. It's almost midnight."

"Of course," Parker said. But he didn't move away. "Save me a dance?"

"I don't think—"

"Just one. For the new year."

Carly nodded, quick and jerky. She turned away from him and walked toward me, though she didn't know I was watching. Her gait was unsteady, her cheeks still flushed. She passed the coat check and the photo booth without seeing them, her eyes fixed on the middle distance.

Parker watched her go. He adjusted his stance, his hand dropping to his belt line, and I saw the outline of his cock against his dress pants. He stood there by the chocolate fountain, watching my wife walk away, and he looked like a man who knew exactly what he wanted and intended to have it.

I left my spot to circle around. Carly found me near the champagne tower. She jumped when she saw me, like I’d caught her doing something she shouldn’t, and her hand flew to her chest.

"Tom. I didn't see you there."

"I saw you," I said.

The countdown began, people shouting: Ten! Nine! Eight!

Carly looked toward Parker. He raised his beer bottle to her from across the room in a silent toast.

Seven! Six! Five!

"Happy new year," I said.

“Happy new year, Baby,” she said.

Four! Three! Two!

Carly's eyes stayed locked on Parker while the room erupted around us. Confetti fell like snow. Someone screamed. The lights flickered.

One!

She turned at the last second to kiss me. We stood there in the rain of silver and gold confetti, hugging and kissing. I lifted her off her feet and turned a little, innocently bringing her head around so she could see him. She was having fun flirting with danger, but I was too. That she wanted him was obvious to me. Half the women in the room wanted him. I didn’t blame her at all and the fact she’d already sucked him off, the fact she’d already had him in a way, shattered the threat of him, reducing him to something merely entertaining. I could use him to tease my wife the same way she’d used him that night to tease me.

Strangely, I felt the blowjob she’d given protected and insulated me and our marriage. Like we’d already survived a trail by fire and been tempered by it. What could hurt us now? Most couples live in fear of such an event. Ours had already come and gone.

Our kissing lasted a long time. My eyes were closed and I wondered if hers were too, or was she looking at him even now.


Chapter 5

Not cat and mouse. More like cat and mouse and mouse, but who was which kept changing. We spent the next ten minutes hugging everyone and laughing, shaking hands and making well-wishes. I caught him eyeing Carly from across the room, hanging back and giving her space, and I wondered what would happen if I wasn’t around. I kissed her one last time and excused myself, telling my lovely wife there were a few people I wanted to track down to wish happy new year. She thought that was a good idea. I almost laughed. That she wanted me out of the picture for a while was obvious.

I slipped away, the whiskey mixing with apprehension and buzzing in my veins. I lingered at the archway, watching her cut across the bar in that little black dress with big white buttons, heading straight for Parker. I chuckled, smug. I knew she’d do something like that. He made some comment and she laughed, sliding up next to him. His big hand spread across her back, fingers wide. I thought it was an act of possessiveness but then I realized the man was checking to see if Carly wore a bra. Ha. That’s good reconnaissance. He was learning the obstacles he might face. I tried to imagine his surprise when he discovered she was without. Carly’s tits need no support, and she hates how constricting a brassiere is.

I descended the curved staircase down one floor, just in case she was watching me go, and then angled for the elevator. The sounds of the party faded behind me, people singing Auld Lang Syne on repeat dissolving into muffled bass. I wanted to see what she’d do. What would my wife do when she thought I was out of the picture?

I rode the elevator to the lobby and entered the bar there. I stared at my watch. Ten minutes passed. Fifteen. I nursed a scotch and wondered how long I should give her. When the seventeen minutes mark hit, I was done. I gulped the last of my drink, ready to head back upstairs and track her down. What would I find her doing? I gasped out loud. This was the first time I considered she might be doing something she shouldn’t. I was so caught up in the spy game we played, I never stopped to consider the end result. I signaled the bartender I was ready to pay and then I happened to glance at the elevators again. The doors opened, and my wife stepped out. Parker followed close behind, his hand lightly holding her elbow. They didn't see me behind the frosted glass and brass railings. They moved toward the east tower, where the hotel housed its executive suites and private conference rooms.

My heartbeat kicked into high gear.

The bartender returned my card, I signed, and then I followed the devious couple at a discreet distance, my shoes silent on the thick carpet. They turned down a corridor which had a sign that read: Private—Authorized Personnel Only, but if they could ignore that rule, then so could I. I hurried so I did not lose them. I rounded the corner.

A long hallway stretched before me, lined with mahogany doors and soft sconce lighting. They paused at the end and Parker produced a keycard. Either someone had given him access, or he'd charmed his way into borrowing one, but then I realized he’d planned on pulling some hot babe away from the party. He always pulled a hot babe away from a party. He’d made arrangements in advance for a place to take them. It just turned out the hot babe he scored this time was my wife. The lock clicked and they slipped inside the last room on the left.

I waited only seconds before rushing down the hallway, my heart hammering against my ribs. The door was heavy oak, and it was closing slowly, a large hinge at the top hissing. I slipped through into a darkened alcove and wedged my shoe to keep the door from closing all the way.

The chamber they were in was a private lounge, probably meant for corporate meetings. A leather sofa faced a dark window overlooking the city lights. Pairs of high-backer leather chairs sat facing the glass. A wet bar occupied one corner, bottles gleaming. The carpet was thick and gray, swallowing sound. I had a short niche to hide in, lost in deep shadow. I fought to get my breathing under control, so they didn’t hear me.

Carly stood near the window, her back to the glass, the city glittering behind her like scattered jewels. Parker approached slowly, unhurried. He was taller than I'd realized, judging his height now compared to hers, and he looked good in his tailored suit. When he reached her, he didn't speak. He simply placed his hand against her throat, not squeezing, just holding. The threat, the danger, was implied. She was under his control. My wife gasped. His thumb traced her jawline, chin to ear.

Carly tilted her head back against the glass. His breath fogged the window.

Parker leaned in for a kiss and I held my breath. Their mouths met. It started gently, soft and exploratory, but within seconds it deepened. His other hand found her waist, pulling her against him. I imagined his erection straining against his pants. She had to feel it. What was that like for a woman? How does it feel to have that much power simply by existing? Carly's fingers tangled in his hair. She pulled him closer and opened her mouth to meet his tongue with her own. Unspoken permission granted, his hands began to roam her body. She did the same with his. Both of her hands quickly ended up at his crotch. I was watching my wife cheat, but I felt strangely removed, like this was merely a continuation of the game she played with me. Their kisses were full of fire. The touching was urgent.

Finally, they broke apart. Carly was breathing hard.

“Do it,” my wife said. “Hurry.”

He curled his fingers around her throat again and forced her to her knees. The carpet cushioned her knees as she settled before him, looking up with an expression I'd never seen directed at me. She looked hungry, worshipful, submissive, and even a little desperate. Parker unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, then lowered his zipper. His cock sprang up, heavy and veined. I’d seen it soft and suspected its true size and I’d been right. The man was hung with some impressive meat. Fucker.

My wife did not hesitate. She wrapped her fingers around his base and guided the head between her lips. The first stroke was shallow, teasing, her tongue fluttering against his underside. Parker groaned, his head fell back, one hand resting on the window behind him for support.

She took him deeper on the second stroke. Her throat worked as she relaxed her jaw, accepting more of his length. Spit gleamed on her chin, on his shaft as she pulled back. Her hand pumped what she couldn't fit in her mouth, twisting slightly, her wedding ring catching the light.

Parker began to move his hips, shallow thrusts meeting her downward strokes. Wet sounds filled the room. Hot, obscene, rhythmic smacking and slurping that made my cock ache in my trousers. Carly's eyes stayed fixed upward, locked on his face, watching his pleasure as she worked on him. Her free hand disappeared between her legs, pressing against the fabric of her dress.

"That's it," Parker murmured, his voice carrying to where I stood. "Take it all, Carly. Show me how much you want my load."

She moaned around him and increased her pace, her head bobbing faster now, her hand a blur on his shaft. The muscles in his thighs tensed, visible even through his trousers.

“Don’t hold back,” she said. “just turn it loose.”

She stuffed him back in then pulled back slightly, just the crown between her lips now, her tongue swirling furiously around his sensitive ridge. Her hand pumped his hard shaft relentlessly, her fingers slick with her own saliva. Parker's breathing turned ragged, his hips stuttering. She paused, pulling her mouth away.

“Do it,” she urged. “We have no time. Shoot down my throat. I want it.”

“I want to fuck you.”

She shook her head and slipped him into her mouth again, using both hands and a ton of suction. She was pulling that sperm up from his big balls. She wanted it. She hungered for it.

He had no chance. What man could resist that face? When he orgasmed, he came with a sharp exhale. His hips jerked forward. Carly kept her lips sealed around him, swallowing in rhythmic pulses, her throat working. None escaped. She kept sucking until he finished, until she milked the last shudders from his spent cock with gentle licks and soft sucking sounds, and then she kept going, reluctant to stop, unwilling to let that heavy penis slip from her mouth. He had to push her off his now too-sensitive dick.


Chapter 6

Parker staggered sideways a step and collapsed onto the leather sofa. Carly remained on her knees, looking at him with a devilish, satisfied smile, her lips swollen and shining. She wiped her chin with the back of her hand, then deliberately licked her fingers clean.

“I want to fuck you,” he said again.

“I’m happily married,” she laughed.

“Then what the fuck are you doing with me?”

She laughed again.

“I have no idea,” she admitted, chuckling. “I just really like your cock.”

“Who told you about it?”

“That’s my little secret.”

“You have no idea how sexy you are.”

She stood and adjusted her dress, then leaned over to kiss him.

I slipped through the doorway, my heart thundering, arousal pounding through me like a second heartbeat. The lights down the hallway were blurry, but not from tears in my eyes. My head spun with excitement. My cock was rock hard. I had followed to see what I might see, and I had seen everything I hoped to and more. I jogged to the elevators and hurried to the party, ordering a drink and gulping half of it so I looked like I’d been back a while.

I watched the elevator doors and soon Carly appeared, looking sexier than I’d ever seen her. I did not fully understand how her recent behaviors had added layers of interesting complexity to my wife, but those acts surely had. I wanted her more than ever.

She saw me and smiled and waved and walked towards me, happy and light on her feet. She moved to hug me and that turned me on too because with a hug instead of a kiss, she was attempting to hide her slutty maw and the evidence there. I held her chin and kissed her fiercely, slipping my tongue into her salty mouth. God! What pure eroticism. This was raw sex. This was not lovemaking. This was not intimacy. This was undiluted fucking. She hesitated for a moment but that was all, sending her tongue over to play with mine. A fire burned in me. We were swapping her faithlessness around like butter. It was decadent. It was wicked. It was nasty and I loved it.

“We need to leave,” I said. “Right now.”

“Why, Baby?”

I held her pretty face in my hands.

“If I don’t fuck you in the next minute,” I rasped. “I might die.”

“Well, we can’t have that. Should we book a room?”

I led her out of that room and down the hallway, my hand gripping hers tightly. The sounds of the party faded behind us with each step. I didn't stop until I found the service elevator, the one I'd noticed earlier by the fire escape. I hit the button and the doors opened immediately. I pulled her inside and pressed the button for the basement.

The doors closed. I turned to her. She was already looking at me, her chest rising and falling fast. I didn't say anything. I pushed her against the padded wall and kissed her hard, my tongue pushing into her mouth, my hands sliding down to grab her ass and lift her slightly. She made a sound against my lips and wrapped her arms around my neck.

The elevator stopped. I took her hand again and led her out into the empty corridor. I tried a door. Locked. Another. Locked. The third door opened. A storage room for linens, shelves of white towels and sheets, a single dim bulb overhead. I pulled her inside and locked the door behind us.

I pushed her up against the shelves. A stack of towels tumbled to the floor. I didn't care. I kissed her neck, biting the skin there, sucking hard enough to mark her. My hands went to her dress, pulling it up over her hips. She wore nothing underneath, which surprised me. Had she given them to him as a parting gift? I groaned and touched her, my fingers sliding between her legs, finding her wet and ready.

"Turn around," I said.

She turned, bracing her hands against the shelves.

“Thomas?” she groaned. “What? Why?”

I unzipped my pants and freed myself. I grabbed her hips and pushed into her in one hard thrust. She cried out, her head snapping back, but I didn't wait. I started fucking her hard and fast, my hips slapping against her ass with each stroke. The shelves rattled. More towels fell.

“Fuck me,” my lovely wife growled.

I reached around and touched her clit with my fingers, rubbing circles as I kept thrusting into her. She pushed back against me, meeting each thrust, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She had questions, but she wasn’t about to pass up a hard fuck to get them answered. I pulled her hair, yanked her head, and bit her shoulder. She moaned louder.

"Harder," she said. “Yeah.”

I gave her what she wanted. I gripped her hip tighter and pounded into her. The sound of our bodies colliding filled the small room. I felt her cunt tightening around me, her muscles clenching. I kept my fingers on her clit and rubbed faster, gliding lightly.

She orgasmed like an explosion. Her whole body shook. She muffled her cry by biting her arm. The feeling of her fluttering cunt climaxing around me pushed me over the edge. I thrust deep one final time and held there, body jerking, spurting into her, my forehead pressed against her back, both of us breathing hard and sweating in the dim light.

She came down from hers the same time I came down from mine. Now the room was filled only with the sound of two people breathing hard.

“Holy fuck, Tom,” she muttered. “That was intense.”

I stayed inside her for a moment, both of us leaning against the shelves for support. Then I pulled out and turned her around. I kissed her again, slower this time, my hands cupping her face. She smiled against my mouth.

We straightened our clothes in silence, sharing glances, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen. I unlocked the door and checked the hallway. Empty. I took her hand and we walked back to the elevator like nothing had happened, though my legs felt weak and my heart still hammered in my chest. We waited for the doors to open.

“Why?” she asked. “Out of the blue like that. Why did you jump me?”

She looked guilty. She looked suspicious. I saw her mind racing, wondering if I knew what she’d done and if so, how I had learned it. She’d left Parker wiped out downstairs. She knew there was no way he ran upstairs and told me. It was highly unlikely I had his phone number and even if I did, would Parker have sent me a text announcing his success?

I faced a conundrum. Do I tell her what I know and change our relationship in ways I cannot predict, or do I play dumb, laugh it all off as a sudden burst of horniness and allow the same dynamic we now shared to continue. What did I want? I mean truly, deep down, what did I want?

The elevator doors opened. It was empty. I felt my mind tumble down a bottomless well.

“I want to watch Parker fuck you,” I announced.


Chapter 7

Carly staggered backward. The elevator doors slowly closed. If her mind was racing before, now it was sprinting. I saw half a dozen different expressions cross her face as she struggled to put all the pieces together.

“What?” she croaked.

I waited, keeping my face passive.

The elevator doors slowly opened.

The elevator doors slowly closed.

I pushed the button.

The elevator doors slowly opened.

I saw in her eyes she’d figured some things out. She’d concluded I knew what was going on, but she’d not figured out how I knew it. How didn’t matter so much. She’d sucked the man off under the table and known it wasn’t me. Nobody is so drunk they can’t spot the difference between a dick that big and an average one. Next, without knowing how, she concluded I knew about her sucking him off a few minutes ago, but again, she had no idea how I knew but, again, how was not important. What mattered was that her husband knew what she’d done. Finally, here at the very end of her reasoning, standing in front of an elevator with a husband that knew what she did, that husband expressed his desire to see her fucked by her cheating partner. It was a lot to get one’s head around, but she did remarkably well.

“Explain,” she said, practically spitting the word out.

The elevator doors slowly closed.

“I followed you,” I said. “I slipped into the lounge when the door was still open. I hid in the alcove and watched.”

That sent her mind cartwheeling.

“Why?”

She looked guilty but also looked like she might cry. I was sure a maelstrom of conflicting emotions raged inside her.

“I don’t say it out of bitterness,” I said. “I’m not suggesting you go be with him because we’re finished. I’m truly only saying I’d love to watch you get fucked by him. I saw you suck his big dick and I got hard. That can only mean one thing, Carly. I liked it. I loved it. You looked so hot, Honey. You looked dirty and slutty and wicked. I’ve never seen you look like that and honestly, I treasured it. He said he wants to fuck you, and you replied that you’re a happily married woman. That’s all the assurance I need. If fucking him is something you want too, I say we try it and see what happens. We already know you can suck new dick and not trigger a divorce.”

She was speechless. I’d hit her with more than she could handle.

I hit the button. The elevator doors slowly opened.

She may have been speechless, but she was not without action. She grabbed the lapels of my sports coat and planted the hottest kiss of our marriage on my lips. The salty taste made me even hotter. She pulled me into the elevator and hit the button, continuing her hot kisses. The doors closed.

“There’s something I have to tell you,” she panted. “I used to be such a slut. Before we were married. Before I met you. Me and my best friend, Evette.” She showered me in hot kisses again. “I’m sorry, Baby. I lost control with Parker. I should never have done that. He’s just so sexy. I’m so, so sorry.”

I pinned her to the wall, returning her kisses. I palmed her plump tit through her dress and squeezed. She moaned.

“Should I get his number?” she rasped. “Were you serious about me fucking him? I want to. God, I’d love it. Are you sure? Should we invite him over for a threesome or do you just want to watch?”

The doors opened. We collected ourselves and straightened our clothing, fighting back laughter.

“Let’s go home,” Carly muttered. “I want to fuck you all night.”

“Sounds perfect. Let me say goodbye to a few people. I’ll meet you back here at the elevator.”

We kissed and parted ways. I circled the room. Many people had left the party already. I found a few friends and said goodnight, noticing across the way that Carly and Parker, who had returned to the party, were busy swapping phone numbers. My palms turned sweaty. A wave of doubt assailed me, followed by a wave of lust as I watched my wife talk to the man. His cock was in his pants but less than an hour ago it was in Carly’s mouth. His load was in her belly right now. She’s talking to him because she wants more and I love seeing this side of her. We never talked about our sexual history. I had no idea she was a slut before I met her. I was thrilled to know it now. It made her more exciting in my eyes, like if she learned I used to rob banks or something.

They finished talking and he walked away. She continued to punch keys on her phone and then my phone chimed.

Go home now, her text message said. I’m riding with him. He doesn’t know you know. Hide in our bathroom and watch me. I love you so much, Tom.

My head snapped up. She was looking right at me but quickly looked away as Parker returned. I used the exit behind me to ride the elevator down to the parking garage. My whole body trembled. I raced home. She was right about the bathroom. I had a clear view of our bedroom. If I needed to, I could hide behind the shower curtain. I stripped and threw my clothes in the hamper and climbed into the tub, drawing the curtain. Doubt hammered me but lust overpowered my concerns. I couldn’t believe we were going to do this but the rush I got was the most intense of my life.

I soon heard them enter our home. I heard them use the guest bathroom and the toilet flush twice. That was Carly thinking ahead. I knew they would not need mine. Their voices were muffled, punctuated by Carly’s occasional laughter. My dick started to rise without being touched. They opened the bedroom door, laughing. I left the tub, nervous about my nakedness, and hid behind the partially open bathroom door, my breath shallow and my heart pounding like a jack hammer. I had a perfect view of our bedroom. Carly stood near the foot of the bed, her back at an angle to me, already nude before his blazing eyes. The way he looked at my wife made me hot. He was hungry.

Parker stepped fully into the frame, already shirtless. His muscular torso caught the overhead light, accentuating his pecs and rippled abs. He was confident, commanding, like married women invited him into their homes all the time. He moved closer to Carly, and I saw the substantial bulge straining against his jeans. My mouth went dry. She’d already drained that cock once tonight. To be so hard again already showed his lust for my wife.

Carly reached for his belt with shaky fingers. She unbuckled him slowly, deliberately, and when she tugged his jeans down, his cock swung free. It was thick and heavy, almost fully erect, and I heard Carly gasp softly before she sank to her knees on the carpet.

She took him into her mouth with a familiarity that stabbed right through me. This was the third time he’d felt her tongue on him, felt the suction of her desire. I gripped the doorframe so hard my knuckles ached. I watched her lips stretch around his girth, seeing her cheeks hollow as she worked him deeper. Electricity shot through my veins. Carly looked fucking beautiful down there. Seeing his cock in her mouth was a totally different kind of excitement than seeing my cock in her mouth. She was on her knees for another man, her dark hair tumbling over her shoulders as she bobbed her head, taking him further each time until her forehead touched his abs.

Parker groaned, a deep rumbling I heard from my hiding spot. He threaded his fingers through her hair, the way every man does with a woman who is blowing him and guided her rhythm. Carly moaned like she was the one receiving pleasure and maybe she was. She used her hands to stroke what she couldn't fit between her lips, her movements practiced and eager. I watched her and understood there was an entire woman inside her I knew nothing about.

After several minutes that went by way too fast, Parker pulled her to her feet. Carly stood, her lips swollen and wet, her chest heaving with ragged breaths.

“Enough of that,” he said and she smirked, like she was glad he was eager to fuck her. “I’ve had your mouth. I need your pussy.”

“I need you in me,” my wife told him.

He spun her around and pushed her forward onto the bed, our bed, and she went willingly, arching her back and lifting her ass, presenting herself to him. He dragged a rough palm down her back and cupped one butt cheek, pulling it aside to see her asshole and her slit, exposing her completely. He had no idea of the favor he did me or the rush of adrenaline he dumped into my veins. The sight of her like that, ready and waiting for him, made my head spin.

Parker positioned himself behind her, doggie, gripping his massive shaft and running the head along her slit. Carly whimpered and pushed back against him, desperate for penetration. My mouth was dry. I was watching my wife crave another man, crave his big cock. She looked so good doing it. I didn’t understand my own arousal, but I didn’t need to. It was porn starring Carly. My emotional attachment to that woman made everything infinitely hotter. His stiff dick throbbed at her entrance. My eyes crawled every inch of them. I gawked at his veiny inches and ogled her swollen inner lips. Carly whimpered in frustration, begging him to fill her.

“Do it,” my wife pleaded.

“What about your husband?” he rumbled, enjoying his power over her.

“He knows,” she said.


Chapter 8

Parker laughed.

“Does he? Okay. That explains why he’s been showing up on our floor lately. He never came down before. Haha, that means he’s known for a while. Wait. Was it you that sucked me off under the banquet table? It had to be.”

“That was an accident. Just fuck me, Parker.”

“I get it now. You guys figured out what went wrong but decided you needed a little more of my dick. I love it. I’m going to love fucking his wife knowing he knows. You ready?”

Carly pushed her hips back at the man, but he was in charge, pulling his cock away to tease her.

“Don’t fucking move,” he commanded. “We aren’t doing this together. I’m doing this to you.”

I almost spurt watching Carly obediently go motionless. My wife was willing to do anything he asked. Why was that so hot to me? His hands floated down to her hips and his feet shuffled closer. The fat head of his cock smothered her slit. It took all her willpower to remain where she was and not force his dick inside. Nothing showed me how badly she wanted the man as that supreme act of self-control. My dick pulsated as I watched. She bit her lip, hoping he’d push it in.

When he finally did, she cried out, her fingers clawing at our bed sheets.

He started slowly, allowing her to adjust to his size, but she was so wet and already filled with my load that soon he was pounding into her with force that shook the bed frame. The rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh filled the room, punctuated by Carly's breathless moans and Parker's grunts of pleasure. Carly's hair soon stuck to the glistening sweat on her back, her face turned sideways against the mattress, eyes squeezed shut in ecstasy as he filled her again with every thrust. His swinging balls hypnotized me. She’d emptied them once down her throat, but we knew the next batch would be pumped deep into her womb.

"Fuck, you're tight," he growled, gripping her hips hard.

"Don't stop," Carly begged, her voice breaking. "Don't stop."

He didn't. He drove into her harder, angling his hips, and Carly squealed as he hit some perfect spot far up inside. Her legs trembled, her toes curled, and I watched, stunned, as her orgasm quickly crashed over her. Her back arched violently, inner pussy muscles clenching around him as she gasped. He abused her slick cunt and her climax peaked and held steady, my wife wailing from pleasure. It drained away slowly but he kept going.

“Fuck me, Parker,” she whimpered. “I love your cock. Fuck me.”

He did. I witnessed my wife mating with my eyes wide open and jaw hanging slack. This was pure eroticism. I’d never seen something so rampantly sexual. He was sweating too as he used his cock to destroy her. I almost gasped when my wife orgasmed a second time on his dick. He never slowed, never hesitated.

Finally, he flipped her onto her back and spread her legs wide. He gripped her ankles like she was a wishbone and then plunged back inside. Carly writhed like she was trying to free her legs, but he just held her wide open and fucked her exposed hole. It was raw and it was hot.

The moment he released her ankles Carly wrapped her legs around his waist. Her heels dug into his butt cheeks as he hovered over her, and their bodies began moving together in a filthy, perfect rhythm. Her breasts bounced with each impact, her nipples hard and swollen. Her hands moved to his shoulders as she clung to him. Their eyes locked and some ancient, sacred understanding passed between them, woman and man. He began to move faster, pulling almost all the way out before sheathing his stiff rod all the way in.

He was driving her towards another climax.

I’ve never made her cum three times in a night. Not ever. In fact, I usually need to use my tongue to get her there. His thick cock had forced my wife to orgasm three times already. It stung, but knowing he could do that to her made me reach for my dick. I had planned to hold back and fuck her after he left, but watching what he did to her, watching how his cock drove her wild, was almost more than I could stand. I had never seen anything so arousing in my life. Carly was a different woman. She was wild, uninhibited, utterly lost in the pleasure Parker gave. Her skin glowed with perspiration and vitality. Her lips were parted in constant moans. When she came again, her whole body convulsed beneath him, her nails raked down his arms.

Parker's pace became erratic. I watched his body move. I marveled at the raised veins along his length and the fat balls swinging. The man was born to fuck hot women. His release approached, but he held himself mostly under control. My heart seized at the thought of him ejaculating inside her. A blowjob was one thing, seeding her womb with his own babies was something on another level. My heart clenched, but my cock throbbed. I wanted to see him do it. I wanted him to put all that sperm inside her body. Primal, primitive forces waged war inside me, but I knew which side would win. I wanted to shout from my hiding place, telling him to shoot her full of his stuff. I didn’t. I clamped my lips shut and stared intensely.

She must have felt his cock swelling because Carly lost her mind. She tossed her head, long hair flying, and growled at him, begging to be filled. I loved this wild version of her.

“You want it?” he snarled.

“Cum in me,” she snarled back.

His chin rose and his balls drew up tight to his body. I could barely breathe. I was going to see it happen.

All at once he roared. He drove his cock all the way in and held it there, body jerking. His fat balls clenched and then clenched again. Then again. He was spewing hot sperm inside her and she was wrapping arms and legs around his body to hold him deep. His cock expanded inside her tunnel, filling her completely as semen rocketed out the tip. She gazed up at him with heavy-lidded eyes, her chest rising and falling, her skin glowing. Her expression was pure satisfaction. She was capturing the stud’s seed and she felt womanly and fulfilled.

He collapsed on her, pressing my wife into our mattress. They were tangled and breathless. I remained frozen in my hiding spot, overwhelmed by what I had witnessed. My penis curved up in front of me, throbbing hard with every heartbeat. I dared not touch it at all. Carly was beautiful. Her hair stuck to the sweat on her face. Her eyes sparkled. The corners of her mouth were curled in a perpetual smile. She looked happy. She looked sated. She looked like she belonged in that moment. This was the real her, the natural her. I was stunned by how sexy she looked. His thick cock still plugged her vagina, and I felt myself falling in love with her all over again. I kicked myself for not using my phone to record the whole thing.

Next time, my mind quipped.

Next time. I knew there would indeed be a next time. I was certain of that. This was far too hot to leave alone, to only do one time and then drop. Maybe fucking a guy I work with was a bad idea, but we could find someone else. Surely Carly had lovers from her slutty past she’d love to fuck again. My heart raced at the possibilities.

They rolled onto their sides, and Carly threw her leg over his hip. It was a casual move, but it opened her up to show me her pussy and asshole. Only then did I realize she’d done it intentionally for exactly that purpose. I stared at his thick tube stuffing her hole. He was softer by now but still big enough around to stretch her open. His empty balls hung in their pouch on his inner thigh. My wife was sticking the sight right in my face.

He soon softened enough that he slid out. A small wash of sperm followed. Carly kissed his lips and then kissed down his body until she reached his dick. Her head came up and her eyes followed, searching until they found mine in the dark bathroom. She moved her body to block his view and then slurped his softening cock into her mouth, cleaning his phallus with lips and tongue all while locking her gaze on mine. It was incredible. Her eyes darted down to see how hard I was and then she fought back a grin, doubling her attention on his inches. I watched her worship his deflating meat until she left him clean. She moved back up the bed and they cuddled.

“Time to go,” she said after a long while. “Tom will be home soon.”

“When can I fuck you again?” he asked.

“Soon. I have your number.”

They kissed a few times and he left the bed, dressing slowly. Carly stayed nude as they kissed again at the bedroom door. She walked him through our home to the front door and I stood waiting, wondering what the neighbors saw. Was Carly nude on our doorstep? The sound of bare feet on tile drew closer.


Chapter 9

I watched her walk into our bedroom. Her hair was disheveled, and her skin had a flushed, pink glow that came from her mind-blowing orgasms. The bed was a mess, with a huge wet spot from earlier, the sheets tangled and damp.

Parker was gone. I had heard the front door close, heard his car start and fade down the street. He had gone from our home, but he was still here. He was still here in the scent of his expensive cologne, he was still here in the sweat he’d left on our sheets, and he was still here in the bucket of sperm Carly carried inside her. My wife rounded the corner and pushed the bathroom door open. She was beaming.

"How was watching?" she asked.

It wasn't a real question. She had my throbbing cock pointed straight at her. She knew exactly how I felt about what I’d seen. She took my hands, standing there nude and vulnerable, looking like an angel with the devil in her eyes. Good Lord. I fell in love yet again.

“That was amazing,” I said. “What a drug. You are the sexiest woman to ever walk this Earth.”

She was practically purring. She moved closer and I felt the heat off her naked body. My stiff cock poked her belly. She reached up and lightly touched my chest, and then her fingers trailed down until they found my erection. I was desperate to fuck her. She didn’t curl her fingers around me, she danced her fingertips along the length, playing me like a flute.

"Poor Tommy," she whispered. "You watched the whole time, didn't you? You saw what that bad man did to me. You saw how that bad man made me cum soooo hard.”

Minx. Tart. She was peeling back the layers, exposing the girl she was from her previous slutty life. It occurred to me she probably did things like this to previous boyfriends. She was too good at it to be making it up as she went along.

"Yes," I admitted. “I watched. I saw everything.”

She led me to our bed by my cock, pulling me forward.

“Climb on,” she said. “Sit with your back against the headboard. I’d handcuff your wrists to the posts, but I don’t have handcuffs anymore. I’ll put them on the shopping list.”

I settled against the pillows, and she climbed between my legs, kneeling with her face over my cock. I ran my eyes over her body: stiff swollen nipples, messy hair, engorged labia. A droplet of Parker’s sperm hung from her inner pussy lips. He was long gone but his presence remained. Miles down the road by now I still felt like he was in the room with us. My cock stood upright, throbbing, desperate for her attention. My balls felt like hard nuggets.

“Do you have any idea how turned on I am?” she asked. “You’ve set me free, Baby. I left such a big part of who I am behind when I married you. I’m ecstatic I get to bring that Carly back to life.” She kissed the tip of my dick before continuing. “Evette sent me an email a while back. I never replied. It did stir up some memories. Maybe that’s why I’ve been so horny lately? Maybe that’s why I tried to suck your cock under the banquet table? No matter. What’s done is done. Her email may have been what triggered me but now here we are. I’ll reply and set up a date. You’ll like her. She’s just your type.”

Carly wrapped her hand around the base of my erection and lowered her mouth to the tip. Her lips were warm and wet, and she swirled her tongue around the head before taking me deeper. I groaned and let my head fall back against the headboard. She teased me a little and then stopped to grab my legs and pull me flat on my back. She smiled mischievously.

“What?” I asked. “Fuck me.”

She flipped around into a sixty-nine with me, her puffy pussy directly over my face. She paused as I stared at it. She lifted my dick and slipped me into her hot mouth, and then she lowered her cunt to my mouth. Instinct took over. When a pussy hits your mouth, you eat it.

So, I did.

I was unprepared for my own reaction. Finding him in her set my mind on fire. This was proof of her shameless infidelity served in an undeniable fashion. I tasted the essence of them together, Carly and Parker, lovers. My dick surged harder than ever and Carly felt me expand in her mouth. My wife moaned deeply, accepting my sudden rush of lust as the approval she craved. She forced her mouth all the way down, taking every stiff inch to the back of her throat and even down a little. I felt her lips like a tight ring around the base of my shaft. I felt her nose pressed hard into my pubic hair. She moaned again and I pushed my tongue as far up her pussy as I could get it. She wiggled her hips against my face and I sucked her cunt, licking everywhere. I found her clit and tortured her with it, even as I felt her throat muscles massaging my length.

This was a whole different kind of sex for us. We’d never gone after each other so ravenously, so animalistically. We were sex crazed. I ate her used pussy, and she sucked my cock and all we cared about was pleasing the other more than we pleased ourselves. It was selfless, and it was hotter than Hell.

The sheets around us smelled like sex, like her and Parker mixed together, and the scent flooded my senses as Carly worked me with her mouth. She teased mercilessly, her tongue stroking the underside of my shaft, and then she took me deeper. I felt the tight, wet heat of her throat. She held me there for a moment before pulling back, gasping. I hated to stop eating her cheating pussy, but I was now desperate to fuck her.

“I want you,” I gasped. “I need to be inside you.”

"Just cum in my mouth, Tom," she said. "I want to swallow you."

She returned to her task with renewed enthusiasm, bobbing her head, sliding her hand on each up stroke and then twisting around the head. Wet, sloppy sounds filled our bedroom, obscene and intoxicating. I ran my hands over her ass, dipping my fingers into her butt crack and teasing her sphincter. I thought about what I had seen. I thought about Parker's hands on her hips, the way he drove into her from behind while she moaned into my pillow. I thought about how full she must have felt, how stuffed with cock.

"Carly," I groaned. “Let me fuck you.”

She didn't pull away. She sucked harder before pausing briefly.

“Let my pussy be his for now,” she murmured, and a bomb exploded in my brain. “Cum in my mouth. I want just him in my pussy.”

I exploded. I fucking detonated. Her words caught me by surprise and ignited a wildfire. She knew things about this life I did not. She knew exactly what would turn me on the most. I blasted a hot stream of semen out of my cock and her vacuuming mouth pulled out more. My body thrashed beneath her as I erupted with a staggering force. This orgasm scooped up my mind and my heart along with my body. I was climaxing with everything I possessed. She pressed her faithless cunt firmly into my mouth and sucked my dick even harder. I came in thick spurts, and she kept her lips sealed around me, swallowing everything, her throat working as she took it all. On and on she forced my balls to expel their load. The sensation was overwhelming, too much, and I gripped the sheets until my knuckles hurt. The bed spun around and around. I may have passed out for a few seconds.

I came back to the moment slowly, noticing little things like the feel of sheets again my skin and the ache in my spine. I relaxed my knotted toes and laid my back flat on the bed. Everything tingled wildly. Carly lifted her pussy away from me and spun, looking down on the husband she’d destroyed. She looked so goddamn pleased with herself. She licked her lips and then crawled up beside me, nestling against my chest. I felt her heart beating fast, same as mine.

I reached down, my hand sliding along her thigh, moving inward, seeking the pussy he owned. She caught my wrist.

"Please," she said quietly. "I'm tender. You saw how big he was, what he did to me."

I pulled away a little to look at her. Her expression was soft, happy, but there was something in her eyes, like a glint of mischief, or maybe something more complicated. I didn't fully believe her. I had seen the way she moved with him, the way she pushed back to meet his thrusts, the way she begged for more. She hadn’t looked like someone who needed to stop. Truthfully, she seemed to love it even when his big hard cock caused her discomfort. I suspected she was keeping her pussy away from me as a tease, showing me she controlled the pussy that currently belonged to him. I admit the tension turned me on. The idea took root in my mind and bloomed into something hot and dark. I imagined Parker still inside her, his cum deep in her pussy, while she turned me away and made me spill myself down her throat instead. The thought was humiliating and yet electric all at once.

"Okay," I said, giving in and kissing her forehead.

She smiled and closed her eyes, her warm hand resting on my stomach. I lay there, my breath slowly returning to normal, and stared at the ceiling, replaying the momentous evening in my mind. The sight and sounds of her with him, her complete surrender, and of course, the taste of them still on my tongue.

I felt the tension gathering already in my cock and balls. Just thinking about all that had happened was enough to wake my exhausted dick. It twitched and rolled over and Carly noticed.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said confidently.


Chapter 10

I may have sat across from Carly at the small wrought-iron and glass table, with the afternoon sun warm against my face, but my attention had already drifted away from my wife's story about her morning at the mall. My eyes were locked on Evette, Carly’s best friend, and I couldn't look away.

Eve, as she told me to call her, had just arrived, sliding into the chair beside Carly with an easy grace that made my chest tighten. The years had been impossibly kind to her. No, more than kind, they had sculpted her into something devastating. Her dark hair fell in loose waves past her shoulders, catching the light with each subtle turn of her head. She wore a simple sundress, pale yellow and modest in cut, but nothing could hide the body beneath it. The fabric clung to her in ways that seemed almost unfair, outlining curves that made my mouth turn dry, my lips stick together.

Her shoulders were bare, smooth and sun-kissed, leading down to arms that looked soft but carried a subtle tone of muscle. The dress dipped just enough at the neckline to reveal the swell of her breasts, and they were full, heavy, and perfectly proportioned to her narrow waist. When she laughed at something Carly said she leaned forward and I caught a glimpse of cleavage that sent heat rushing through me. I forced my gaze back to her face, but that didn't help.

Her lips were full and painted a deep red, contrasting against her tanned skin. She had enormous brown eyes, framed by thick lashes, that darted everywhere, seeming to catch everything going on around her. She noted passing cars and the flutter of napkins and the waiter approaching with a pitcher of ice water. The intelligence behind those eyes left me dumbstruck. There was a knowing quality to her beauty, as if she understood exactly what she did to men like me, and she loved it.

The dress ended mid-thigh, and her legs crossed beneath the table, one sandal dangling casually from her foot. Her calves were shapely, leading up to thighs that pressed together with a softness that made my imagination run wild. She moved with languid confidence, every gesture thoughtful, from tucking hair behind her ear to lifting her water glass to resting her hand on Carly's arm as they reminisced. Each movement rippled through her in a way that held me hostage.

I realized Carly had asked me something, and I mumbled a response, hoping it made sense. Evette's eyes flicked toward me then, just for a moment, and I saw the corner of her mouth curl upward. It was a small, private smile, and I felt caught, exposed, as if she knew I had been studying the way the sunlight traced the line of her collarbone, or how her dress strained slightly across her chest when she breathed.

She was stunning in a way that felt dangerous. Not merely beautiful, there were beautiful women everywhere in this city, but Evette carried herself with a sensuality that seemed to radiate, warming the very air around her. When she first spoke, I found her voice lower than I expected, but that only made her sexier. Each word rolled out like honey. She talked about her flight, her new loft in downtown Manhattan, and other, more mundane things, and I clung to every word. I watched her mouth form the sounds, the way her throat moved when she swallowed, the gentle sway of her posture as she shifted in her chair.

Smitten doesn’t even begin to cover what I was feeling.

The breeze picked up, pressing her dress against her body, and I saw the outline of her hips, the flat of her stomach, the way her body flared outward in that classic hourglass that artists tried to capture and rarely did with this kind of detail. She was the real thing, flesh and blood and impossibly tempting, sitting three feet from me while my wife chattered on, oblivious to the war happening inside my chest.

I took a long drink of my beer, trying to cool the heat that had built inside me, but it didn't help. Evette reached for her drink, her fingers long and elegant around the glass, and I tracked the movement helplessly, watching her lips part, watching her throat work as she drank. She set the glass down and licked a drop from her lower lip, a quick, unconscious gesture that nearly made me groan aloud.

She was magnetic. Every man who passed our table felt it. Heads turned constantly. Women too. Eve was passively seductive to anyone that came close enough to see her. Eyes lingered before reluctantly moving on. I couldn't blame them. I was doing the same thing, stealing glance after glance, memorizing the arch of her eyebrows, the way her laughter made her whole body shake in a mesmerizing ripple of motion.

Carly stood suddenly.

“Bathroom break,” she announced, leaning over to kiss the top of my head.

Evette and I were suddenly alone at the table. The noise of the street faded away, replaced by the pounding of my own heartbeat. She met my eyes with an intensity that made my throat constrict.

"So," she said, that low voice wrapping around the single word like silk and slipping into my ear like a tongue. "Carly tells me you won an award recently."

I nodded, struggling to form coherent thoughts. I thought more clearly when I avoided looking at her, but fuck that. I wanted to look at her. She leaned slightly forward, her elbows on the table, and the shift in posture did spectacular things to the neckline of her dress. It also demolished my ability to concentrate on anything but the woman in front of me.

"Tell me about the most beautiful place in this city," she said. “Carly and I are going out after lunch, and I’d love to see it.”

You, I thought. You sitting there in the sunlight.

I said something about the downtown library renovation, and she listened with those enormous eyes fixed on my face. I felt stripped bare, seen through, completely at the mercy of her presence. The city moved all around us, taxis honking, pedestrians flowing past in a river of humanity, but in that pocket of time at the bistro table, there was only Evette, her scent of jasmine, her impossible body, her devastating smile. I was drowning in her.

Carly returned and settled into her chair again. The spell broke slightly as I gazed upon my pretty wife. She looked amused. My eyes drifted back, helpless against the pull of Evette's laughter, the tilt of her head, the slow crossing and uncrossing of her legs beneath the table. She was the sexiest woman I had ever seen, and she knew it, and she sat there like a promise I would never get to keep.

“When you’re finished falling in love with Eve,” Carly chuckled. “I am going to show her our city.”

I panicked, almost fumbling my tall glass of beer. My wife reached across the table and patted my hand.

“Don’t worry, Baby,” she said. “I appreciate how you tried to play it cool, but I’ve been watching Eve devastate men for almost fifteen years. You’d have to be dead to not fall under her spell.”

I didn’t bother to deny it.

“You can see now how easy it is for us to find trouble,” she continued, leaning over the table. “She’s staying with us for days. Just imagine how hard it will be to ignore her once we’re all home and she’s wearing skimpy PJs.”

“Carly,” Eve chuckled. “Leave the poor man alone.”

I worried they’d hear the thudding of my heart. Eve was staying with us? I could only imagine the things I was about to see.


Chapter 11

I watched Carly's lips part as Evette leaned in, their mouths meeting with a hunger that made my breath catch. The sheets twisted beneath us, the three of us tangled together in the dim light of our bedroom, and I felt my pulse hammering somewhere low and urgent.

"My God," I whispered, though I wasn't sure either of them heard me.

Evette was everything Carly had hinted at and more. Her body moved with a confidence that bordered on feral, all smooth skin and sharp angles and curves that seemed to defy gravity. She wore nothing but the flush spreading across her chest, her dark hair spilling over one shoulder as she pushed Carly back against the pillows.

"Look at you," Evette murmured against my wife's throat, her voice rough like velvet dragged over stone. "Still so fucking beautiful."

Carly's eyes found mine, glazed and desperate, and I saw the years collapse between them. I saw their shared history, the secrets, all the wildness they had shared before I met my wife. None of that mattered now. Nothing mattered except the heat radiating between the three of us, the way Evette's hand drifted down Carly's stomach with such heartbreaking familiarity.

I reached out, my fingers brushing Evette's hip, and she arched into my touch like a cat. Her skin burned. She turned her head, those dark eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made my throat go dry.

"Touch Carly," Evette said, guiding my hand lower to my wife’s pussy. "I want to watch you both."

The sound Carly made when my fingers found her slit was indecent, strangled, like a dam breaking. All the angst from those years of hiding this part of herself tried to rush out at the same time. Evette drank it in, her mouth trailing down Carly's collarbone, her teeth grazing the swell of her breast. I watched them together, mesmerized. Carly's fair softness was a sweet contrast to Evette's olive-tanned athleticism, the way they moved like they remembered exactly how they fit together and what each other liked best.

"You're shaking," Evette observed, glancing at me with a wicked smile. She caught my wrist, bringing my fingers to her mouth, tasting Carly. The sight of it sent a jolt through me.

"Come here," she said, and pulled me into the space between them.

Her mouth found mine, aggressive and demanding, while Carly's hands roamed across my back, my shoulders, everywhere at once. I lost track of whose hands were where, whose exhale I was breathing in.

I could not believe I was in bed with this gorgeous creature. With both these gorgeous creatures. The boundaries between us dissolved into sweat and heat and urgent need. Evette kissed like she was starving, her tongue sweeping against mine and then Carly’s, her body pressing insistently against my wife’s hip.

"I've thought about this," Eve admitted against my jaw, her voice barely above a whisper. "All of us. Together. The moment I met you at lunch."

Carly laughed, breathless, threading her fingers through Evette's hair.

"You always were greedy."

"I still am,” Eve admitted. “Even worse. Women get hornier with age."

She shifted her attention back and forth between us with devastating accuracy. She rolled me onto my back and straddled my hips, her bare pussy settling against my hard shaft in a tease that left me groaning. Behind her, Carly rose up on her knees, and her nipples brushed Evette's back. Then my wife shuffled closer to her best friend, mashing her full tits against Eve’s shoulders. My wife leaned in to kiss the slope of Eve’s neck.

I sat on the border of madness. They were accustomed to sex this way, pursuing every pleasure that interested them, but I was overwhelmed. Carly had granted me the gift of Eve without hesitation or jealousy. I was in over my head, but they knew it and eased me along. The sensation of being in bed with both, Evette grinding down against me, slippery with anticipation, Carly's hands sliding around to cup Evette's breasts, the three of us moving in a rhythm that felt inevitable, overwhelmed every coherent thought I tried to have. I gripped Evette's waist, my thumbs pressing into the hollows between her hips, and she rewarded me with a roll of her pelvis that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

"Look at us," Carly whispered, her voice thick with joyful wonder. She guided Evette's head back, turning her face so they could kiss above me, slow and deep and devastatingly intimate. "Look what we have."

Evette broke away first, her eyes dark and glittering. She reached back, pulling Carly around until my wife knelt beside me. Carly swung her leg over my head and lowered her pussy to my mouth. The women, now facing each other over me, caressed breasts and kissed with deep longing. My dick was made of diamond. I lost sight of them.

"Tom," I heard Carly rasp. “Put your cock in her.”

I had to be dead. I must have died and this was Heaven. Only a short time ago Carly was sucking off Parker under a table. Now I was about to fuck the sexiest woman alive. I used my tongue to pleasure my wife and grabbed my stiff cock, pulling it free from under Eve. I held it upright and she did the rest, lifting her hips just enough to find the tip before sliding down. My dick was sheathed in the hottest, wettest, tightest pussy I’d ever met.

Evette continued her relentless assault on Carly’s nipples and my wife cried out, something between a sob and a scream. Her body trembled and I took a moment to realize my wife was climaxing.

Evette didn't stop. She was insatiable. Her free hand reached around and found my balls. Her long, painted nails raked my sensitive skin and caused the cock head inside her to flare. She moaned with delight. My dick made this angel moan with delight. I groaned against Carly's pussy, licking and sucking faster than ever, fighting back the sensations that threatened to unravel me. Cumming too soon would be a disaster.

Evette began to drag her pussy up and down my length. The women were pleasuring each other with fingers and mouths. I loved what was happening and I absolutely loved being inside this woman, but I wanted to see more than just Carly’s butt. I ate my wife and let Eve fuck herself on me, but after a while I moved, rolling both women to the bed. Eve pounced on my wife, kissing her lips and aiming her pussy right at me. Positioned over Carly meant I had both pussies staring me in the face. I pushed Eve’s hips lower and spread all four legs, stacking one pussy atop the other. I took turns fucking Carly and then fucking Eve. They kissed deeply, hands and lips nibbling and sucking every inch of skin. I was soon throbbing, an orgasm tightening my balls.

I needed a moment.

I backed away and Eve quickly spun into a sixty-nine with my wife. Those girls devoured the pussy placed before them. I stroked lightly and marveled at the sight; one I would remember forever. Carly orgasmed again and Eve did too soon after. They used fingers and lips and tongues and I watched it all.

Finally, Evette looked up at me, her chin glistening, and jerked her head in a silent invitation. I moved behind her, my hands spanning her waist, feeling the muscles shift beneath her skin as she worked. She pushed back against me, demanding, and Carly grabbed my dick and shoved it into her best friend. I sank into pure heat and silky walls with a groan that echoed through the room.

Eve was tight and wet and perfect from every angle. She moaned as she ate my wife. Carly would lick my balls every time I fully buried my dick. I set a pace that matched the rhythm of her mouth, and the three of us connected in a chain of sensations that built with devastating speed. They were going to orgasm together.

"Yes," Carly chanted, her body strung as tight as a bowstring. "Yes, yes, don't stop, Eve, Baby. Please. I’m so close. Eve! Baby!"

Carly exploded. Her body shook the bed. Evette didn't stop. She was relentless, her hips pushing back to meet my thrusts, her mouth never leaving Carly even as her own pleasure erupted. They were cumming at the same time and I was blown away. I felt Eve’s cunt tightening around me, the flutter of her climax, and I fought to hold on, to hold back, and to keep this night going.

She came, and it was spectacular. She cried out against Carly's thigh, her pussy clamping down on me so hard I saw stars. Her movements became frantic and uncoordinated. The sound of her pleasure pushed Carly over the edge again spiking my wife's orgasm with enough force to lift her shoulders off the bed, her scream raw and unrestrained.

I kept my hips pumping, fighting back the urge to cum.

Finally, they collapsed together in a tangle of limbs and ragged breathing. My stiff, wet cock, abandoned, waved in the air. Our room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Evette rolled onto her side, her leg thrown over Carly's hip, her hand reaching back to find mine where it rested on the mattress.

"Fuck," she breathed, laughing softly, the sound exhausted and satisfied.

Carly turned her head, her eyes meeting mine across Evette's shoulder. She smiled, lazy and satisfied, utterly unafraid.

I squeezed Evette's hand and felt her squeeze back. I took Carly’s hand and did the same. None of us spoke. The silence felt sacred, heavy with everything we had shared, everything we had given and taken.

Outside this room, the world continued its indifferent rotation, but in our bed, time had stopped, reduced to nothing but the rise and fall of three chests breathing in synchrony, the warmth of skin against skin, and the lingering electricity of bodies still humming with aftershocks.

Evette shifted, nestling deeper into the curve of Carly's body, pulling me closer until we formed a knot of delighted exhaustion. My erection poked Carly’s leg and she reached back to stroke me gently.

“Don’t worry, baby,” she said. “Your turn is coming. Eve and I will take good care of you.”

“Yes, we will,” Eve chuckled.

A curl of Carly’s hair tickled my nose. Her heartbeat thudded against my palm where it rested on her ribs. I closed my eyes and let the moment wash over me. This was bliss. This was perfection. This was having everything I never knew I wanted, laid out before me in the form of two women who had chosen, in this suspended eternity, to be entirely mine.

“Oh,” Eve said, laughing. “I never told you the reason for my visit.”

End Part One

Part Two Coming Soon
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Prologue

The bed shifted, and I woke up. The room was still mostly dark, some light coming in from the huge windows looking down on the city. Eve lay crossways along the headboard, and I took a moment to drink her in. Her full breasts hung sideways, her bald pussy, lips still puffy from our earlier romp, her long dark hair a tousled mess.

God took her time with this woman.

I lifted my head to look around without disturbing the others.

Carly lay close to me in this gigantic bed, but she was surrounded by others. One man lay with his hips near her face and another man was almost spooning her. God took her time with my wife, too. She looked even better these days, radiant, full of life and energy. She looked especially great right now, deep asleep yet smiling slightly after her recent fucking. The men really worked her over, and she looked like it.

We were all naked, of course, which made sense, given the night we had.

The man near her face moved a little and his cock swung closer to my wife’s mouth. My balls tightened. What was his name again? Neil? It didn’t matter. We joined his party while at the club and came home with him. His mansion was huge. He was filthy rich. The kid was wearing a Rolling Stones T-shirt the first time we met him, and he looked dorky and out of place. He had invited us home and now we partied at his mansion. The place was a palace.

A vape had been passed around and Eve soon took Carly’s hand and led her towards the back of the house, towards the bedrooms. I, and a few other men, had followed.

I stretched my arm out and gently lifted Neil’s partially erect cock with my fingertips. I let them curl around his warm shaft and elevated the head, brushing the tip against my wife’s lips. Despite deep sleep, she opened her mouth a little. I guided the man between those lips until the head rested on her tongue.

My dick began to swell.

I have lived my whole adult life believing I had myself, and especially my sexuality, all figured out. Then I discovered there’s more, so much more, more than I ever imagined. I discovered there are things that turn me on way outside what I previously knew. I discovered that while conventional things like a sexy woman still turn me on, unconventional things, like watching my wife get fucked, turn me on far more.

I stared at that penis between my wife’s lips and marveled at the sight. Pure erotic electricity. I decided to risk a little movement. The bed was huge, with plenty of room for us all, and I only needed to roll a few inches to bring me closer to Carly’s pussy. The man spooning her was mere inches away. I moved slowly, carefully, deliberately, inching up the bed until I reached his dick too. How strange it was to touch another man’s cock. He was warm and spongy and, like Neil, thanks to whatever pills they’d been popping, partially erect. I lightly circled his shaft with my fingers and lifted his rod, bringing the tip up between Carly’s butt cheeks, gliding through her slick inner lips to wet him and open her up a little, and then I eased him in almost an inch. My wife moaned appreciatively, still mostly captured by sleep and her weed-induced stupor. I pushed a little harder and more of his cock sank into her. I leaned back to take in the glorious sight.

I’d missed a lot of what had gone on in this room. As soon as the sex started Carly had rolled me onto my back and planted her pussy on my face, leaving it there while she and Eve enjoyed the men and each other. I heard the moans and felt the bodies shifting all around me. I felt a hard cock slide across my hair on the way to Carly’s pussy and the smooth stroking as that cock fucked her, the dude’s testicles tapping my head, beating out a rhythmic tempo until my wife orgasmed. Her pussy gushed down my throat, and her cries of bliss inflamed me. It was a free-for-all on this bed, with the women the center of the male attention. Hot sex went on above and around me, but I saw almost none of it.

I tightened my grip and pushed more of his cock into my wife. His bulk filled my hand. I watched Carly’s pussy lips open like petals to his invasion. I didn’t worry about the right or wrong of what I did. If she was awake, she’d be doing this to herself. I knew once she learned how I fed his cock into her, it would turn her on. She loves it when I break the rules and leave my comfort zone and I must admit, I’ve been enjoying it too.

Eve has been the driving force. That gorgeous girl knows the world will bend over backwards to serve her, but she knows it will only last as long as her looks, so she is taking full advantage. She has taken Carly and I on a wild ride.

I glanced down at Neil’s cock in Carly’s mouth. Some slumbering instinct, or perhaps a wonderful dream, had caused him to push a few inches deeper. Carly suckled that cock like a baby with a pacifier. I guess she had slumbering instincts too. I will never get tired of the sight. My wife’s pretty face with a nice fat cock stuck in it. I used my foot to lightly push the back of her head and more dick slipped in. What must her dream be at this moment?

The man’s cock in my hand was growing harder from the heat and the wet of Carly’s pussy. I shuffled closer, gaining more leverage, and pushed his penis all the way in. My wife moaned slow and deep. I stared at his ball sack, the only thing still visible outside her body. He was fully impaled and I had put him there.

Like him, my dick was fully erect now too.

A trickle of pussy juice ran down Carly’s inner thigh. Even half asleep and fully intoxicated her slutty inner persona was taking over. I glanced at Eve expecting to see her asleep, but she was not. Her eyes were open and she was watching everything I did to my wife. Her sly grin told me how she felt about my little game. That, and the hand she’d moved between her legs. She masturbated to me using these men on my wife.

Eve was insatiable, constantly horny, ready to risk everything. One of the men in this bed wore a wedding ring because that was Eve’s favorite thing to do: seduce a man who is already married, already committed, and, best of all, already deeply in love. That was the challenge and she was undefeated. She was as big a player as dozens of men I knew. I’d call her a female version of Parker, but she’s more hardcore. She will knock down a wall to get to a man she wants.

I ran my eyes over her luscious body, and she teased her clit a little harder.

I thought back to that moment, not so long ago, when me, her, and Carly shared a bed for the first time. They’d both just finished climaxing really hard and needed a breather. I was left hard as rock, but Carly assured me I’d be taken care of. My mind leapt from this moment back to that one, marveling at the crazy trip Eve had taken us on. . . 


Chapter 1

A curl of Carly’s hair tickled my nose. Her heartbeat thudded against my palm where it rested on her ribs. I closed my eyes and let the moment wash over me. This was bliss. This was perfection. This was having everything I never knew I wanted, laid out before me in the form of two women who had chosen, in this suspended eternity, to be entirely mine.

“Oh,” Eve said, laughing. “I never told you the reason for my visit.”

“Hm?” Carly mumbled.

“I’m moving here,” Eve said. “Leaving New York, coming here.”

Carly opened her eyes and I did too. We sat up. My wife was beaming. She had a look in her eye I did not recognize but quickly figured out. She was flashing back to their earlier years together and the hell they raised. Carly intended to relive those glory days with her best friend.

“The company I work for is opening a Pacific Northwest office. They want me to lead it. Total control all the way from the hiring to the interior decorating. I’m here doing reconnaissance and I want Carly to help.”

My suspicious mind went on high alert.

“First on the list,” Eve asked. “What is the hottest club in town right now?”

Carly made a face.

“I have no idea,” she said. “Tom and I don’t go out except to work functions. We’ve become homebodies.”

Evette shook her head.

“That stops now. We have work to do and life to enjoy.”

Carly thought a moment and then rolled over to look at me, surprised to see my penis still fully erect.

“Sorry, Baby,” she said. “I got distracted. Eve, let’s melt his mind.”

The air in the room shifted instantly. Carly turned, her eyes dark with intent, and then Evette crawled closer, that maddening smile playing across her lips. They had planned this. I could see it in the way they moved, synchronized and predatory, closing the distance between us until I felt the heat radiating from both of their bodies.

"Lean back," Carly commanded softly, and I obeyed.

I spread myself across the mattress, heart pounding as my imagination took off. My gaze darted from my gorgeous wife to her gorgeous friend. Two of the best looking and sexiest women I’d ever seen. Evette reached out first, her fingers trailing along my jaw with a sensitivity that contradicted the hunger of her expression. She was stunning, with long dark hair tumbling over her shoulders, full lips parted slightly, and that body that was dreamed up in every fourteen-year-old boy’s imagination. Carly watched her touch me but instead of jealousy I saw only arousal. These babes wanted to fuck me. This was a fantasy come true.

They crawled forward on their knees in unison.

Carly spread her hands across my stomach. Evette's fingers traced their way down my tense body. I groaned when they arrived at my cock simultaneously, curling warm fingers around my shaft and holding me straight up. Eve blew on my cock head with warm breath and Carly slid her fingers to the base, squeezing firmly. I looked up to meet their eyes, half expecting them to stop and laugh like this was all a big tease.

"It has been a long time since I tasted Eve on a stiff cock,” Carly whispered, and then she leaned forward and took me into her mouth.

The heat and wet suction dragged a ragged croak out of my throat. Carly worked me with her tongue, swirling around the head before taking me deeper, and then she pulled back with a pop that made me twitch. Evette leaned in immediately, her full lips parting as she took her first taste of me. Her technique was different from my wife, slower, more deliberate, teasing licks along the underside before she finally enveloped me completely. I dropped my head back, my fingers digging into the bedding as she hollowed her cheeks and sucked with increasing pressure.

They took turns. Carly swallowed me until her nose brushed my stomach, holding me there while her throat constricted around me, and then she retreated, gasping, only for Evette to claim her place. Eve used her hands more, stroking in twisting motions while her mouth focused on the sensitive crown, her tongue flicking relentlessly against the slit. I watched them, mesmerized by the sight of these two beautiful women sharing me, their lips glossy, their eyes watering, their desire unmistakable.

"Fuuuuuck," I gritted out when they both leaned in together, their tongues meeting around my shaft, sliding up either side in tandem.

They kissed each other around me, trading my cock between their mouths, and that visual alone nearly undid me. Carly pulled back first, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her chest heaving.

"I need you inside me," she said, her voice rough.

She stood over me, her bare body familiar and perfect. Evette took Carly’s hand, steadying my wife on the soft mattress. Carly straddled my hips, positioning herself above my throbbing erection, then teased us both by dipping close and dragging her inner lips across the tip. The head flared and I groaned in frustration. Is it easier for women to be cruel?

"Look at him," Evette murmured, kneeling beside us, one hand drifting between her legs and the other fondling my tight, hard balls. "He's desperate for you. He needs to be in your pussy. Married men are adorable."

Carly sank in one fluid motion, and I cried out at her tight and intimate heat enveloping me. She was soaked from earlier and her body accepted every inch without pause. She began to ride me, her hips rolling in circles that ground her clit against my pubic bone with every downward stroke. She leaned over me and her breasts bounced inches from my face. I reached up to cup them, pinching her nipples until she moaned.

Evette was content to watch, until she wasn’t. She moved behind Carly, her hands sliding around to grip my wife's waist, guiding her movements, forcing her to take me harder, faster. Then Evette's hands drifted higher, palming Carly's breasts from behind. I watched, transfixed, as she rolled those sensitive peaks between her fingers while Carly rode me with increasing abandon.

Then, the word I’d hoped against hope to hear.

"Switch," Evette breathed, and Carly whimpered in protest but lifted herself off me, my cock glistening with her arousal.

Evette, beautiful, stunning Evette, took her place, positioning herself over my dick with less grace but more urgency. I was shocked again at how tight she was, unbelievably tight, like a wet and slippery silk fist, and she threw her head back with a moan as she shoved herself onto me. When she bottomed out, she paused and squeezed, her walls clamping down around me. The air left my lungs and my wife chuckled.

“Evette’s signature move,” Carly said. “How many times have I heard you make a man exhale like that?”

Eve chuckled too.

“I do what I can,” she mumbled.

“Men have no chance against you,” Carly said, shifting higher to kiss Eve passionately on the mouth.

Evette began to move with a strength that stole my breath. She rode me like she was starving for dick, like penetration was the best feeling in the world. Her nails dug into my chest hard enough to leave marks, and her hips snapped forward with each thrust. Carly climbed around the bed, once again positioning herself over my face. I understood. I grabbed her thighs and pulled her down, burying my tongue in her dripping folds even as Evette slammed herself onto my cock. The sensory overload was maddening. We’d fucked like this once already but this time I knew they did it in an effort to make me cum. Evette's tight heat gripped me, her wild bucking, the slap of skin against skin, mixed with Carly's taste flooding my mouth. My wife’s thighs trembled against my cheeks. The girls leaned towards each other to make out. They moved in rhythm, Carly grinding against my tongue as Evette impaled herself on my shaft, both of them moaning in harmony.

"Don't stop," Carly gasped, as Eve leaned forward to tongue Carly’s nipples. "God, Tom, right there. You’re going to make me cum, Baby."

Evette leaned farther forward, hooking her chin over Carly’s shoulder, and ground her clit against me with every stroke. This new position let her watch my face as I ate my wife. Eve locked her dark eyes on mine.

“I want to fuck you harder,” she taunted.

I could do nothing with both of them pinning me down, so I just held on and tried to forestall my orgasm. I wanted Eve to get all the hard dick she craved. She pistoned herself up and down my length with abandon, her breasts bouncing, her mouth open in a constant stream of filthy encouragement. The slapping of flesh and my magic tongue proved too much for Carly and my wife climaxed hard, pussy juice dripping into my frantic mouth. I listened to Carly’s wail of pleasure and felt my dick expand. Eve moaned.

"You feel so fucking good," she panted. "So good, Tom. Your dick is hard as glass. Jesus."

Carly's thighs clamped around my head, her body rigid as her orgasm continued. She cried out again, louder, her hips jerking spasmodically, and then her body went wild, jerking and convulsing. Eve and I kept her riding my face until she could take no more. She collapsed sideways, gasping, her chest heaving with aftershocks, her spastic legs trembling.

Evette grabbed my hands and pinned them above my head, leaning down to capture my mouth in a messy kiss, tasting Carly on my lips. She rode me harder than ever, her movements erratic, her pussy walls clenched tightly up and down my shaft. I wanted to make this beautiful woman orgasm. I was eager for it. My self-esteem demanded it. Carly loved me so making her orgasm was no challenge. Eve could have any man she wanted and probably did on a regular basis. I was in competition with every man she’d ever fucked. Today it was my turn. I was her lover. Making this magnificent creature climax would be one of the highlights of my life.

"Cum in me," she rasped. "Cum inside me, Tom. Carly wants you to and so do I. I want to feel your dick explode. Do you want to cum in me?"

“God, yes,” I groaned.

The combination of her words, the tight grip of her pussy, and the sight of Carly, who now watched us while she touched herself, was all too much. I grabbed Eve’s tits with both hands and pinched her nipples hard. She howled as her orgasm exploded. I watched, amazed, as this stunning beauty went off.

I only watched a few moments however, because her relentless cunt was milking me beyond my ability to resist. My orgasm crashed through me like a train leaving the tracks, starting at my spine and blasting upward. I bucked into Evette, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I shouted something loud and pumped sperm deep inside her. She must have felt my cock expanding even more because I gave her another climax. She screamed, her body convulsed, and her walls milked me with contractions that seemed to go on forever. No wonder this girl wanted to fuck all the time. Sex owned her. She didn’t want to fuck. She needed to fuck.

Finally, she collapsed onto my chest, both of us panting, sweat-slicked and trembling. Carly crawled over immediately, her hands gentle now as she stroked Evette's back, then my hair, pressing kisses to both of us.

"Again," Carly whispered, her hand drifting down to where Evette and I were still joined. "I want to watch you fuck her again."

Evette laughed, the vibration traveling through both of us, and she rolled her hips, feeling me twitch inside her.

“In my purse,” she told Carly. “Little blue bottle.”

My wife slid from the bed and dug around inside Evette’s purse. She pulled two small bottles out, one deep red and the other electric blue. Carly looked confused. Eve laughed.

“Put the red bottle back,” Eve said. “Those drops would knock his ass out. Use the blue bottle.”

Carly did as she was told, soon returning.

“Stick out your tongue,” she told me.

I was curious, but I was also still balls-deep inside a hot babe. I stuck my tongue out. Carly withdrew an eyedropper from the bottle and held it over my outstretched tongue.

“One drop,” Eve warned. “Two at the most.”

Carly grinned, a little wicked. Three drops hit my tongue. I tasted a bitter liquid like vinegar and quickly pulled my tongue inside, moving the unpleasant flavor around my mouth to dilute it.

“What was that?” I asked.

Carly slipped the eyedropper into the bottle and screwed the lid on. She sat it aside and walked around the bed, lifting her breast to place a nipple in my mouth. I sucked. Eve pulled her hips away and kissed a path down my body and I soon felt her hot mouth envelop my mostly soft cock again. The sensations were intense. Carly switched from one breast to the other, then left me to join Eve sucking my cock. Those drops hit my bloodstream and sent my temperature soaring. My cock rose rapidly, swelling, throbbing like I’d not cum in a week. I stared at it in amazement. Eve positioned herself on hands and knees beside me.

"Your turn to do all the work, Tom. I want your cock from behind."

I moved on autopilot. My body buzzed with endorphins and whatever Carly had given me. How did my wife know Eve would have that blue bottle? I moved behind Eve, drooling over her perfect ass, and gripped her hips. My cock was hard. Really hard. It was pulsating and deep red and ready to drive nails through concrete. It felt good. I lined myself up to that soaked slit and pushed inside with one thrust. She whimpered into the pillows. Carly lay down in front of Evette, spreading her legs in offering. Eve dove in, her tongue finding Carly's sensitive flesh as I began to pound into her from behind.

The room quickly filled with the sounds of flesh slapping flesh, of wet mouths and urgent moans. I watched Evette's back arch with every thrust, watched her eat my wife with the same enthusiasm she'd shown for my cock. If this was to be our lives now, I would be fine with it.


Chapter 2

"Fuck me," Eve whispered.

I did, but enough of this women-in-charge shit. I was ready to take over. I smacked her ass and flipped her petite body. She yelped and Carly laughed. With Eve on her back now, my wife took advantage, straddling Eve’s face like she did to mine and settling her pussy on that pretty mouth.

I pushed Eve’s thighs apart and climbed between them, my dick sticking out in front of me like a club. Those drops had me hard like iron. I pushed down on the head and marveled as I snapped back up to slap against my lower abs. I was covered with raised veins and looked thicker than I could ever remember. I was a little longer too. My cock was gorgeous.

I focused beyond my erection and saw Eve lying there, waiting for it. She is a masterpiece of curves and smooth skin, breasts heavy and perfect, nipples tight and pink. I ran my hands up her sides, feeling her shiver under my palms, then I bent my cock down and positioned myself at her entrance. She was soaking wet, slick and hot from arousal and my first load. I stared. The moment was frozen in time. She rolled her hips growing frustrated by my hesitation. This stunning female was so hot for my dick she couldn’t lay still and wait. She had to have it.

I groaned as I pushed inside her in one long, steady thrust.

"God," she moaned, arching her back, her fingernails digging into the sheets. "Fuck, Tom, your dick is so hard."

“Thanks to you,” I said.

I meant the drops Carly had given me, but it sounded like I was praising her beauty. I guess I was doing that too. I hoped my words did not hurt Carly’s feelings. Women are funny. Everything is fine until suddenly it isn’t. I checked on my wife, but she seemed as turned on about me fucking Eve as I was. She stared at the point our bodies merged, thrilled to see such a hot woman penetrated.

I started slowly at first, watching my cock glide in and out like I could scarcely believe my own life. I split my attention between Eve’s face twisted in pleasure and the face of my wife, glued to Eve’s stuffed pussy, watching her man fuck her best friend. My wife was captivated, spellbound, delighted to watch my cock slip in and out. I drew out each stroke until just the head remained inside, then drove forward, filling Eve completely. I looked at my dick like it surely belonged to some other man. I’m not ugly but at no point in my life did I ever get to experience something like what was happening in our bed right then. The same bed where I slept beside my wife every night. The thought sent a spike of heat through me, and I fucked Eve deeper, pressing into her with growing intensity. The frame creaked beneath us.

"Yes," she gasped, turning her head to speak, wrapping her legs around my waist, locking her ankles behind my back. "Now, harder. Fuck me harder, Tom. Pound me. I like it rough."

“Do it, Tom,” Carly rasped.

I obliged, gripping her hips and soon slamming into her, wet, rhythmic, and wonderfully obscene. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and I leaned down to take a nipple in my mouth, sucking hard, grazing it with my teeth. She moaned and her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling my mouth tighter against her breast.

Carly swung a leg over and settled her pussy on Eve’s mouth. She rode Eve’s face with an experienced ease, and I envisioned their college dorm and the constant flow of men they shared. Her eyes were fixed on where my cock disappeared into her best friend over and over, and she teased her clit as she rode Eve’s tongue, masturbating to the sight of her man fucking.

I promised myself I would return the favor, and right then I didn’t care if it was Parker she wanted. I’d let her have him. I wouldn’t like it, but I would step aside and allow it to happen.

I swear Carly read my mind. My wife moaned and her hand moved faster. Her breath came in short gasps. Her face flushed pink. She was going to orgasm while watching me fuck Evette. Crazy.

I changed my angle, grinding against Eve's clit with each thrust, and I felt her pussy tightening around me, her muscles gripping my shaft. She was close, already teetering on the edge, so I kept up the relentless pace, driving into her without mercy. I leaned over and kissed Carly with all the love and passion I could muster. I wanted her to know that despite what I did right now, she was and is the only woman for me. As I pulled away from the kiss, I saw she already knew that. I returned my attention to the hot babe beneath me.

"Cum for me, Eve," I growled, biting the sensitive skin on her breast. "Cum on my cock."

God, it felt good to utter that sentence.

"I'm close," she mumbled. “Keep going. Just like that. Yeah.”

Her words dissolved as her orgasm hit, violent and sudden. Her whole body jolted beneath me, her back bowing off the bed, her legs trembling around my hips. Her pussy clamped down around me, milking me, her juices flooding out around my shaft as she came hard. Carly smothered her face under a sopping pussy, cutting off Eve’s air and amplifying the woman’s climax. Carly's moan joined Eve’s, high and reckless and prolonged. These women knew how to fuck each other. Carly’s hips bucked against the pretty face beneath her, her free hand pulling at her nipple. My wife’s eyes rolled back, her voice raised in a cry of pleasure as she watched me ruin her best friend.

Eve was still twitching beneath me, whimpering with overstimulation, but I didn't stop. I was close now, my balls tight and heavy, my thrusts becoming erratic, savage. I grabbed Eve's knees and pushed them up toward her chest, folding her in half, and plunged deep into her spasming cunt.

“Smother her,” I told my wife, but I needn’t have bothered, as that seemed to be Carly’s plan anyway.

I heard Eve gasping and felt her struggle against us and that pushed me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt one final time and let go, my orgasm rushing through me like a mind-blowing wave. I pulsated deep inside her, shooting fat ropes of jizz far up inside her pussy. I flooded her, again. I almost groaned her name but caught myself in time. My hips jerked involuntarily as I emptied myself into her, spurt after spurt, claiming her on the inside.

I collapsed forward, catching myself on my elbows to avoid crushing her, and quickly rolling to the side. We were panting and sweat-slicked, but so was Carly. She toppled too and I reached out to pull her closer. I kissed my wife, hoping she felt my gratitude. We lay like the dead for a long time.

Eventually, Carly stood on shaky legs and walked around the bed, her fingers trailing along the edge of the mattress, a bed I would never look at the same. She leaned down and kissed Eve deeply, then turned to me with a look that promised this was only the beginning.


Chapter 3

Carly and Evette are hard to resist.

The next few days were a blur. Carly and I had work during the day and then Eve every night. The woman’s energy is legendary. We hit all the clubs after dark and all the high rises on the weekend. Eve needed a place to live and a building for her company’s new office, so we drove all over the city, gathering information. We talked to agents and brokers during the day and then bouncers and hostesses at night. We haggled, negotiated, and cajoled, staying out too late and drinking too much.

The party girl Carly used to be was born again.

She may have dressed conservatively for work, but after the sun set, she looked like a million-dollar slut. I usually let Eve and Carly enter a club without me so I could watch them in action. I got hot observing my wife’s gravitational pull on the men around her. These ladies were devastating by themselves but unstoppable together. Killer bodies and razor-sharp minds. No man had a chance.

Eve’s kink for married men exploded. They may have known who she was back in New York, but here out west she was a stranger, an angelic, breathtaking stranger. It turned her on to make a devoted man cheat. At first, I thought poorly of her, but then I realized she was not the one who made a vow. The unfaithful husband did that. Still, I didn’t fully like what she was doing but it was none of my business. I’d watch these men crumble right before my eyes. To be fair, Evette left the club with several married couples too. Some wives were just as hot for her as the husbands.

Carly flirted like crazy but mostly stuck to my side once I joined them. We’d exhaust ourselves and then drag our asses to work the next day. Carly and I did anyway. Eve usually slept in. She joined us in bed her very first night and that’s where she’s been ever since.

Tonight’s adventure began with a detour I hadn't expected. Evette sat in the passenger seat of our Mercedes, her long legs crossed beneath a red dress that clung to her body like liquid. She turned to Carly in the back with a grin that spelled trouble.

"We're stopping at this place on Fifth Avenue I found while out looking for office space," Evette said, and her voice dripped with mischief. "It’s an adult store. It only opened last week."

Carly raised an eyebrow, her cheeks flushed slightly as she caught my gaze in the rearview mirror. Eve was always leading Carly into trouble. That was their history together.

"Do we really need to rent a porn video?" she asked, nervous but excited about Eve’s plans.

"Trust me," Eve said. "You'll thank me later."

She reached between the seats to squeeze Carly’s knee. Eve punched the directions into the dashboard and I followed them, soon pulling into the parking lot of the sleek, shiny, black-windowed adult store ten minutes later. The neon sign buzzed in pink script: Pleasure Principle. Cum Inside.

The lighting was low and mostly violet, casting everything in an otherworldly lavender glow. Evette moved through the aisles with the confidence of someone who knew exactly what she wanted, her heel clacking as she bypassed the lingerie, damn it, and went straight to the wall display of remote-controlled devices.

"This one," she announced, holding up a sleek egg in rose gold. It looked innocent enough sitting in its velvet box, but the warning on the packaging promised ten settings and a sixty-foot range.

Carly's eyes widened.

"Why me?” my wife said. “I thought we were going dancing?"

“I’ll get one, if that makes you feel safer,” Eve said. “But you know I like to spice things up.”

Carly took the package and examined the device. I saw how she was intrigued by the idea but putting Evette in charge of your public reputation is a dangerous idea. Eve handed me a second package and dug out her credit card.

“Pay the man, Tom. Us girls need a minute.”

She took Carly's hand and led her to the back of the store, where the private fitting rooms were. I paid for two and stayed near the front, examining a display of massage oils, though my attention remained fixed on the corridor where my wife had disappeared with her best friend.

Ten minutes later, they emerged. Carly walked differently now, her gait slightly tentative, her face rosy. Evette looked triumphant. She pressed the small remote into my palm as we reached the car, her fingers lingering against mine for a moment longer than necessary.

"She's ready," Evette whispered, her lips close to my ear. "Level three is a good place to start. Don't be gentle."

I settled into the driver's seat, the remote in my pocket. Carly slid into the back, her movements careful and deliberate. Evette joined her back there, claiming the space beside my wife rather than returning to the passenger seat.

"How does it feel?" Evette asked, her voice low and intimate in the confined space of the car.

Carly squirmed, moving her ass playfully around on the leather seat.

"Weird. Heavy. Like I'm aware of every movement. It feels good to have something stuffed in there though. Is this what it’s like for men? Walking around with something in your pants, something always in the way?"

We laughed. I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the main road. At the first stoplight, I reached into my pocket and pressed the button once. Carly gasped. Loudly. The sound was sharp and sudden in the quiet car, her back arching slightly off the seat. Eve laughed.

"Jesus, Tom," my wife exhaled. “You didn’t need to hit me with the highest setting right out of the gate.”

I found her eyes in my mirror. They were already glassy.

"That was level one," I said.


Chapter 4

My wife gaped at me. Eve laughed again.

“Did you buy both?” she asked. “Give me mine. This will be fun.”

I passed the second package back to her and then adjusted my mirror so I could see Eve pulling her panties aside. She gave the egg to Carly to lick and then pushed it into her pussy. She moved her hips around and then grabbed Carly’s face. They kissed hotly.

“Don’t give us warning,” Eve insisted. “Just zap us whenever.”

She passed me her remote. I waited until we hit the highway, the streetlights strobing across the windshield in rhythmic intervals, before I clicked both up to level three. The hum was audible, a low vibration that seemed to sync with the engine's purr. Carly bit her lip and her head fell back against the headrest. Her chest rose and her nipples stiffened under her dress. Eve was more affected, gasping loudly and clamping her legs closed.

"Look at her," Evette said softly. Her eyes met mine in the rearview mirror. "Look how sexy she is when she's trying to hold back. I want you to fuck us up tonight, Tom. Be merciless."

Carly gripped the door handle with one hand, the other fisted in the fabric of her crotch. Her knees were locked together. Eve fought the sensations equally hard. I zapped both again just for fun, causing each to writhe with pleasure.

"Turn at Tenth Avenue," Evette gasped, her fingers resting on Carly's knee. "Take the long way. Let’s make this last. I want to be crazy horny by the time wee reach the club."

Her hand crept higher on Carly’s thigh. I obeyed, guiding the car through the winding back roads while Carly waited in silence behind me. I double-clicked, bumping them to level four, and they began to whimper in unison. The sounds were soft and plaintive, and they went straight to my balls. Evette noticed my grip had tightened on the steering wheel, and she smiled, that wicked, devastating smile that had ruined a hundred men before me.

"She's already close," Evette observed, her hand now resting high on Carly's thigh, mere inches from where the toy worked its magic. "I am too. These things are intense. But we shouldn't finish yet. Let’s save it for inside the club. That sounds more fun."

I dialed it back to level two, zapped them, then down to one and hit them again, allowing some time to pass at that level. I wanted to get them accustomed to such a low setting. Finally, I shut it off entirely. Carly groaned in frustration, her hips bucking slightly against the empty air. Her face was flushed. Eve had better self-control, reveling in the denied gratification.

"Please," Carly whispered. “Let me cum at least once.”

Evette leaned in, brushing her lips against Carly's ear. Her dark hair fell forward, creating a curtain that hid their faces from the outside world but left them perfectly visible to me in the mirror. Her lips moved from ear to nape and my wife shivered.

"Make me cum,” Carly whined, her voice cracking.

She cleared her throat, trying to maintain some semblance of dignity as we stopped at another light. A truck pulled up beside us and the driver glanced over casually. I used the master control button to lower the window, giving him a clear view of both women. Carly froze. Eve pinched the zipper on the front of Carly’s dress and drew it down, exposing deep cleavage.

“Hell yes,” the truck driver boomed, laughing. “I fucking love this town on a Saturday night. Where you girls headed?”

I looked at Evette.

“Eclipse,” the beauty called out.

She slipped her hands inside my wife’s dress and freed both breasts. I wanted to play too so I double-clicked twice, hitting them both with a level two. They held it together, but just barely. The man’s expression turned serious. Eve lowered her mouth and sucked one of Carly’s nipples in. His jaw dropped. Carly gasped. I kicked it up to level four. Even Eve melted this time. Both women looked ready to orgasm.

“Goddamn,” he rumbled.

I lowered my window. He wasn’t thrilled to see another man, but he got over it.

“Maybe we’ll see you at the club,” I said.

The light turned green but neither of us moved. Eve slid across to Carly’s other nipple, and I lifted them one level higher. They groaned and fell back into their seats. I waited until my wife sounded ready to orgasm and then cut power totally.

“You fucker,” she snarled.

I stepped on the gas. The truck moved with us. He stared into our car until the last possible instant. Evette turned her head to look out the window and interlaced her fingers with Carly’s.

"Five more minutes," I said, my voice light and playful. "The club is five minutes away."

"Five minutes is an eternity," Carly panted, her eyes shut.

This was far more fun than I expected. Something told me Eve had done something similar, and more than once. She leaned over to kiss Carly's neck.

My wife was a mess by the time we reached the club. Her composure hung by a thread, her body humming with denied release. I pulled into the parking structure, and Carly slumped forward, her forehead resting against the seat in front of her.

“You’re a bastard,” she mumbled.

She was probably trying to get me to zap her, so I ignored the insult, hurrying out of the car and handing the keys to valet. The women collected themselves and emerged from the car, short hems flashing panties at everyone that looked.

Like she’d told the truck driver, the club was called Eclipse, and it lived up to the name. Inside a giant sun, blotted out except for a bright crescent, filled the interior with deep shadows punctuated by strobing light and blaring music. Bass thumped through the floor and up into our chests. We bypassed the line thanks to a fifty I slapped on a bouncer’s palm. His look of appreciation lingered on all three of us.

The crowd was already dense and sweating, with bodies moving in synchronized abandon. We claimed a booth along the upper VIP level with another fifty, a velvet semi-circle that offered a view of the dance floor below while providing a modicum of privacy. Carly slid in first, then Evette, pressing against her side. I sat across from them, the remotes burning holes in my pocket.

"Drinks first," Evette shouted over the music, flagging down a server.

She ordered three vodkas and I hit her with levels one, two, and three in rapid succession. She held herself together, but the waitress suspected something. When the drinks arrived, Eve held her glass up in a toast.

"To pleasure,” she said. “To watching Carly hold back a scream."

I repeated the words, but Carly just knocked her drink back in one gulp. The alcohol seemed to steady her, or perhaps it simply lowered her inhibitions further. She has a wild side, but not as wild as Eve. When Evette pulled her onto the dance floor ten minutes later, Carly moved with a languid grace that drew eyes from every corner of the room.

I watched the girls from the booth, my thumb resting on the remote buttons. I pressed level two, watching as Carly stumbled mid-step, her hand flying to Evette's shoulder for support. Evette caught her, her hands settling on Carly's hips, and together they swayed to the music as if nothing were amiss. I hit them with level three. The women collapsed into each other, like they were slow dancing to a fast song. I saw Carly's face. I saw the way her eyes were unfocused, the way her lips parted on a gasp that the music swallowed whole. Evette leaned in, saying something against her ear, and Carly nodded frantically, her fingers digging into Evette's arms.

I clicked up to level four.

Carly's head fell back, her throat exposed, her body arching against Evette's in a way that looked like passionate slow dancing to anyone watching. I knew better. I saw the tremor in their legs, the way they had to hold each other up, the desperate clutch of their fingers. Eve grew more beautiful the more aroused she became. Carly simply looked hornier. My wife started looking around at the men nearby. I knew what that meant.

They returned to the booth after twenty minutes, skin glowing with sweat and arousal. I killed the vibration and Carly looked like she wanted to kill me. She had to be so close. My wife collapsed onto the velvet cushion beside me, her thigh pressed firmly against mine. Both women were short of breath, panting, dabbing sweat from their foreheads with cocktail napkins. Carly gave me a stern look.

"You're evil," she accused, but there was no heat in it, only drastic need. “Why won’t you let me cum?”

“I’m having too much fun,” I said.

“I can orgasm and still have fun,” she pleaded.

I turned the device up to level six.

Carly sat bolt upright. She grabbed the edge of the table, her knuckles pink and white. Eve gasped and leaned forward like she’d been stabbed. Their eyes rolled back. I chuckled. I watched them carefully, watched their arousal climb ever higher, watched as the waves of pleasure built layer by layer until the people around them were forgotten and all that remained was the approaching explosion. I inched them closer and closer, scrutinizing every grimace and clenched muscle. Then, just as their orgasms were about to obliterate them, I dropped the stimulation to zero. Eve collapsed over the table and Carly leaned on her for support. My wife whimpered, her face buried against Eve’s back. I patted her shoulder condescendingly.

“There, there,” I chuckled. “I’ll let you cum someday.”

“I hate you,” Carly whined.

“I love you,” Evette added. “Torture me more, you fucker.”

Around us, the club pulsed with life. People laughed, drank, and danced, all mostly oblivious to the fact that my wife and her friend were on the verge of massive orgasms in a crowded nightclub. The few people that knew had been watching for a while.

“Hit me again,” Evette said. "Make me beg for it."

I was beginning to understand Evette a little better. People like me and Carly love sex and savor the pleasure and excitement it brings. It’s a wonderful addition and diversion to an ordinary life. People like Evette, however, need sex. It’s like an addiction, a neurosis maybe, where she has to have it to live.

I decided I could use that to my advantage.

“Eve,” I said. “See the man to your right? The one in the three-piece suit?”

She nodded. I raised her a level. A constant vibration that made her melt.

“Have him sit next to you. Give him a handjob under our table.”

Her eyes flared wide. She swung her attention to the man, deciding if this task was something she minded. He was an average looking guy, but I had picked him because he couldn’t take his eyes off her. I thought I’d throw him a bone. I dropped her level to one, and she waved the man closer, patting the cushion for him to sit. I couldn’t hear what she said over the loud music, but then her hand snaked across his lap. He sat up straight, checking the crowd. Nobody cared. Eve found his zipper and her hand vanished inside his pants. I chuckled at his expression. This bold bitch just grabbed my dick! He leaned in to kiss her because she is so pretty and she surprised me by enthusiastically returning the kiss.

Her arm began to move so I upped her a level and then another soon after. I thought about making her climax while she touched him but decided I needed to save it. I had no idea where all this was going but Carly and Eve would be far more pliable if they both still needed to cum. I could make sex slaves of them if I wished. My wife watched, amused, so I set her at level two and watched her soften. Carly's body turned liquid. She made a strangled sound, half-groan, half-cough, that was fortunately swallowed by the bass drop that shook the room. Her hand slid under the table and under her dress, seeking the relief I wouldn’t allow. I dropped her to zero. She yanked her hand out and slapped the table. She looked at me, eyes filled with frustration.

"I need it,” she demanded. “Tom. Please.”

What a gorgeous sight. My sexy wife, in her short, clingy dress, begging me to orgasm. Her stiff nipples lifted that thin fabric like twin peaks, yearning to be sucked. I wondered if I should find a guy for her like I did for Eve. That idea ballooned into a nasty fantasy. I could make them do anything I wanted.

I examined the crowd around us. Most enjoyed their night out, but a few were mesmerized by the hotness of Carly and Eve. I saw one tall black man, handsome and well-dressed, and another good-looking square-jawed quarterback type. These guys were clearly lusting after my women. I ignored the cliché of them, turning my attention to the chubby guy who wore black jeans and a Rolling Stones T-shirt to a nightclub, and could not take his eyes off Carly and Eve.

“Eve,” I said. “Get rid of your guy.”

“He’s about to cum.”

“All right. Finish him. Then both of you go flirt with Rolling Stones over there. He’s in love with you both and I want to rock his world.”

The girls saw the man I meant.

“I don’t find him attractive,” my wife said.

“Like I give a shit,” I replied, bumping her level up two and watching her eyelids flutter, and then dropping her to zero. “Do what I say.”

The girls looked at each other. I zapped them with a level four to get them moving and then snatched everything away. Eve jacked her guy into a napkin and then told him to take off. Carly and Eve left our booth, straightened their dresses, and approached my unknowing victim.


Chapter 5

The music thumped and the lights flashed, but I didn’t care about any of that. I left the booth to stand to one side, leaning against a wall and watching Carly and Evette cross the dance floor, laughing at some private joke they shared.

Rolling Stones stood near the emergency exit, alone, clutching a beer like a life preserver. His T-shirt looked old and worn, and I wondered briefly how he got in wearing it. There’s a dress code. He must know somebody. He pushed his glasses up his nose and glanced around, openly uncomfortable, out of place among the glitter and swagger of the nightclub crowd. I appreciated his gumption.

I pushed away from the wall and followed the girls. Carly saw me and her eyes lit up. Evette followed her gaze, her full lips curling into a knowing smile. I had held them at level two for a long time, so I bumped it a little, just to remind them of the power I held and the pleasure that awaited. They paused for a moment and then continued. They exchanged a glance, a silent communication between them that spoke to the explosion building inside each girl. I’d never seen Carly so wound up. The look in her eyes said she was holding back a volcano.

When I was close enough, I found a place to conceal myself. I watched from my position near a pillar as they approached the guy. Evette got there first and she said something which made him jump, nearly spilling his beer. Carly arrived a moment later, sliding in beside him, her hand resting lightly on his arm. I saw his eyes widen behind those glasses, saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed hard.

I double-clicked the buttons, sending waves of pleasure through my women. Carly didn't flinch this time. She showed nothing on her face, but I knew the egg inside her had just hummed to life. She laughed at something he said and Evette leaned in, her breasts mashing his arm. I pressed the buttons again, allowing the sensations to flow through them. They both felt it, but hid the pleasure behind practiced smiles.

I moved closer. I hated that I couldn’t hear them over the music.

They talked to the guy for maybe ten minutes. I watched him transform from a corner-dwelling wallflower to a man who believed, perhaps for the first time in his life, that he was interesting. The power these women had astonished me, but then again, I had been that guy for years. When Carly and I first started dating I could not believe my luck. All the confidence I have today goes back to her attention back then.

My wife touched his chest, her fingers teasing the big red tongue on his shirt, and then she whispered in his ear. Whatever she said made him blush. My wife lifted her gaze, searching the crowd for me. Our eyes met and she raised an eyebrow. I nodded, moving closer.

"We're going to get some air," she announced to him, loud enough that I could hear. "Will you come with us?"

“I don’t have any money on me,” he admitted.

Eve kissed his cheek.

“Sweet boy,” she said. “We just think you’re cute.”

Carly led. He followed like a man in a dream. I gave them a thirty-second head start, then slipped out the side door into the night.

The alley behind the club was narrow and dark, lined with dumpsters and smelling of garbage and old piss and beer. The streetlight at the far end had burned out, leaving only the faint glow from the club's neon sign on the roof to illuminate the scene.

They had him against the brick wall. Evette had her tongue in his mouth, her body pressed flush against his, while Carly worked at his belt with practiced efficiency. He made sounds, dire little noises that echoed off the walls.

I stepped into the shadows, finding my position against the opposite wall. I bumped their level up a notch.

Carly freed him from his jeans. He was already hard, straining upward, and she took him in her hand, stroking slowly. Evette broke their kiss and dropped to her knees, her dress riding up to expose the tops of her thighs. She took over and her mouth closed around him. The guy's head fell back against the brick with a solid thud.

"Holy fuck," he groaned. “Nothing like this ever happens to me.”

I pressed both buttons simultaneously, dialing the intensity up. Carly gasped and her hand flew to her mouth, then to the wall for support. Evette moaned around his cock and sucked harder and hungrier. They were beautiful like this, my wife and her best friend, two gorgeous creatures worshipping a stranger in the dark while I controlled their pleasure from ten feet away.

"Stand up," Carly told Evette, her voice thick. "Let him see you. He’s been staring all night. Let him see how hot you are, Babe."

Evette rose and turned around, presenting herself. She hiked her dress higher, over her hips, revealing the sheer panties she wore underneath. The guy made a sound like he'd been punched. Eve, because she is Eve, pulled her dress the rest of the way off, presenting her almost nude body. Like Carly, she wore no bra. She had no need. She held her slinky dress and purse in one hand and let the cool night air stiffen her nipples. The man practically drooled. His stiff dick waved in the open air.

I gawked at Evette almost as hard as he did. There was no getting used to beauty like hers. Carly at least checked around to make sure they were alone before she did the same, lifting her dress over her head. The guy ran his eyes over both women like he wanted to burn the sight into his mind forever.

Carly slipped her dress on again and moved close to her friend. My wife slipped her hand inside Eve’s panties and fished around, withdrawing her egg, and then helped Eve step out of her panties. She took her dress and clutch too, leaving Eve standing nude in an alley except for her high heels. God damn. I mean God DAMN. I killed the vibration to the egg Carly held in her hand. She waved the young man forward and grasped his erection when he got close.

“No way,” he mumbled. “Please. Come on. Please.”

Poor guy. My wife guided him closer, turned his hips, positioned him behind Evette and, using his cock as a probe, hunted under her ass for her slit.

“Don’t cum too fast,” my wife warned him. “You need to fuck me too.”

He entered Eve with a choked cry. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. Eve arched her back and turned her face to kiss my wife and Rolling Stones began to fuck. I almost laughed at his expression. The man may have been losing his virginity at that very moment.  Carly made out with Eve for a moment and then dropped her hand between her own legs. I punched her up a level. My wife then dropped to her knees in front of Eve. She used a thumb to pull one lip of Eve’s labia away and buried her face between her friend's thighs, licking where he joined her, licking her clit while he thrust, sliding her tongue over Eve and his slick shaft as his inches flew by.

I turned her vibrations higher.

“This mother fucker is going to make me cum,” Eve croaked. “I can feel how badly he wants me through his cock.”

She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, grinding her ass against his hips and her clit against Carly's tongue. The guy was lost, his hips snapping, his eyes squeezed shut behind his glasses.

"Don't cum yet," Carly warned him, looking up. Her lipstick was smeared, her eyes wild. "Remember I need cock too."

Rolling Stones groaned.

Carly stood and pulled Eve off his dick. Eve leaned against the wall, dazed, chest heaving and nipples so stiff they could cut glass. Carly put her back to the man and faced me. She couldn't see me in the shadows, but she knew where I was. She pulled her egg out and her panties aside and then bent over, bracing her hands against the dumpster, her dress bunched around her waist. The guy, trembling, moved behind her. He entered her slowly, reverently, and Carly moaned. The dude lost control. No way would his friends ever believe him. He held Carly’s hips and fucked her hard. Eve moved close enough to whisper nasty shit in his ear and then the guy groaned and pushed all the way in. He’d truly lost control, spewing his seed in my wife. Poor Carly. Eve reached under to tease the guy’s balls, but he was finished fast, staggering backward until the wall stopped him, shaking his head, fading cock wilting.

Eve gave no one time to think. She took the eggs from Carly and put them back in. She shimmied into her panties and dropped her dress over her head. Carly leaned against the dumpster and let Eve do whatever she wished. My poor wife was frustrated beyond words. Once everything was back in place, I hit the girls with level five. Carly almost started crying. Eve doubled over.

“Oh,” Rolling Stone said. “I get it. Someone is fucking with you.” He left his soft dick hanging, forgotten for now. “Tech sex. That’s hot.”

Eve popped the clasp on her clutch and withdrew her little blue bottle.

“Do you trust me?’ she asked.

The man shook his head.

“No. Why should I?”

“Would you like to fuck us again right now?”

He nodded.

“Stick out your tongue.”

He did as Eve instructed. She unscrewed the eyedropper and oozed two drops on his tongue.

“Give that a minute,” she said. “Watch the magic happen.”

She left him to circle around to Carly. They kissed and Eve palmed one of my wife’s tits and then lifted. She freed that breast and lifted it higher, both women sucking on Carly’s exposed nipple. I upped the vibration. The sucking became a mix of kissing too and, right on cue, Rolling Stone began to rise. He looked down at his dick in amazement.

“What is that stuff?” he asked. “Liquid Viagra?”

“Something like that,” Eve teased. “I know people.”

She continued her attack on Carly, using my wife to turn the young man on. In less than a minute his cock throbbed stiff again.

I pressed the buttons, increasing the power.

Eve buckled, her knees weak. The guy rushed to hold her up, but she shoved him backward to the wall. Both women crouched before him and four hands reached for the man. Eve stroked his dick and played with his balls. Carly played with his balls too but then sent a finger up his ass. He grunted and stumbled backward a little.

“Don’t,” he gasped between clamped teeth. “Leave my ass—”

That’s all he managed before Carly found his prostate. After that, the guy had nothing to say. He barely managed to stay on his feet. The women took turns sucking his cock and slathering his balls. Carly pumped his asshole with her digit, and he rotated his hips to help her. His jaw hung slack. Evette and Carly played with each other’s tits, pinching nipples through the thin fabric of the dresses. The three of them found a rhythm, a hot and nasty tempo that matched the bass thumping from inside the club.

"Please," the guy soon begged. "Please, I can’t hold back."

"Then cum," Carly taunted. "Let it fly. Give it to Eve."

Eve covered the head with her mouth, and her lips traveled the length of his shaft. His hips never slowed, even when he fragmented. His whole body began jerking. His face contorted in agonized bliss. I upped the power again, holding back just enough to deny the girls what they wanted most, and Eve gulped his salty load. They left the man a zombie. He leaned against the wall, staring at the ground, limp cock hanging.

I turned the devices all the way off.

Their angry eyes flashed at me. They were furious.

"Best night of my life," the man mumbled.

I knew that was true.

I stepped out of the shadows and he startled, realizing I was the person behind their manipulation. Carly kissed him softly on the lips. The girls finished dressing, adjusting their clothes.

The three of us left him there as we walked back to the club. I began to wonder what would happen if I never let them cum. Would they mutiny? Would they steal the remotes and get each other off? Probably. I walked a fine line between frustration and payoff. They went along but only because they trusted me. They let me torture them because they knew I would deliver, eventually. I wondered what they would do if I denied them.

How far could I take it? The more I dangled that orgasm carrot, the more they chased finally achieving release. That gave me the power to make outrageous demands. I wanted to satisfy them in this little game we played, but I also wanted to drive them as crazy as I could without going too far. Had I gone too far already? Carly looked like she wanted to strangle me.

We went back inside the club, and I ordered a round of drinks. I set their vibration at four, much higher than usual, and excused myself to use the restroom. I took my time, allowing my women to marinate in the sweet torture I inflicted. I snickered at what they must be going through back out in our booth, waiting and wondering. They were at my mercy and tonight I had little.

I could have come at this night from a totally different angle. I could have given them their first orgasm early and then hit them with climax after climax all night. I think that’s what they expected when they put those eggs inside. No way had they anticipated hours and hours of existing right on the knife’s edge, unable to orgasm but desperately needing to. Ha. I’m a bastard.

I had no idea what I would find when I returned to our booth, but one thing was sure: those girls would crave an orgasm more urgently than ever. I took my time returning. I expected them to be tied in knots, but that was not what I discovered. They seemed normal, almost calm, which surprised me. We drank a little and danced a song or two. I played with the remotes, spiking their pleasure, just so they knew who was in charge.

I felt suddenly drowsy, and that’s the last thing I remember.


Chapter 6

I woke up slowly, my head foggy and heavy, and immediately knew something was wrong. I tried to stretch, but my arms wouldn't move. My wrists were bound tight behind me, secured to the wooden chair I'd placed in the corner of our bedroom weeks ago. My ankles too. I tugged against the ropes, feeling the coarse fibers bite into my skin, but whoever had tied these knots knew what they were doing.

"Oh good, you're awake."

Carly's voice came from the bed, honey-sweet and dripping with something I couldn't quite place. Not scorn. Not sarcasm. Can a voice drip with thoughts of revenge? I turned my head toward the sound, and my breath caught in my throat.

My wife was nude, her pale skin glowing in the soft lamplight, her long hair spilling across our pillows. She was on her hands and knees, head down, ass up, and behind her, and also inside her, was a black man I'd never seen before. He was muscular and he glistened with sweat from his exertions. His hands gripped her hips as he pushed into her with slow, deliberate thrusts, in and out. His cock was big: thick and dark and gleaming with my wife’s arousal.

Clearly, I’d been out for a while.

Beside them, Eve knelt on the mattress, equally naked, her fingers playing with Carly's hair as she watched the scene unfold. Her face wore a satisfied smirk.

"Carly?" I said, my voice rough and confused. "What the hell?"

"Shh," she chuckled, looking at me over her shoulder. Her eyes were glazed, her lips swollen and red. "Just watch me, Baby. That's all you need to do right now. Just watch your pretty wife with this hot black guy."

I opened my mouth to protest, to demand answers, but then I felt a subtle, insistent vibration from deep inside me. I rolled my ass on the chair and suddenly my world tilted as understanding slammed my brain.

Two hard, oval shapes shifted inside my ass. Dear God! No! I realized with dawning horror and shock that I wasn't merely tied up. My ass was also stuffed full. The recognition must have shown on my face because Eve laughed.

"Remember these?" she asked, lifting the twin remotes which had spent a long night in my pocket. "You spent all night torturing us. Payback is going to be a bitch, and so am I.”

Yeah, I remembered. God, I remembered. All that squirming and whining and twisted frustration I’d dished out, all that dominance and denial I’d heaped on them. I shuddered at all the things I’d done, bringing them to the edge of release and then backing off again and again until they were begging me to let them cum. I'd been so proud of myself, so smug about my control.

"They've been inside you for a while," Eve taunted, as Carly pushed back against the stranger's cock. "We knocked you out with a few magic drops in your drink and then went to find the hottest guy in the club. We flirted with him and brought him back to our booth and he helped us get you home and tied to that chair. We removed the eggs and put them in you while you were unconscious."

As if to punctuate her words, the eggs inside me suddenly jumped up a level, sending a jolt of intense pleasure radiating from my core. My hips bucked involuntarily against the chair and a strangled moan escaped my throat. There was no getting away from it. The eggs were perfectly positioned. My balls tightened on their own. Eve varied the vibrations relentlessly, stroking my prostate with vicious precision.

"Fuck," I gasped.

My head fell back.

"Yeah," Eve purred, sliding her hand down Carly's back. “Fuck. That tells me you’re feeling what we felt, you bastard.” She followed the curve of Carly’s ass around and over, slipping into my wife’s butt crack. Eve’s hand found where the black man's cock disappeared into my wife. She circled his stiff shaft with her fingers, forcing him to slide through her on the way into Carly. "This is Nasir,” she continued. “He’s going to fuck Carly properly. The way she deserves. Not like some Comic Con nerd. You'll get to watch every second while our vibrating eggs work you over."

Nasir. So that was the name of the man inside my wife. He didn't speak. He just maintained that steady, powerful rhythm, his eyes locked on Carly's body as he claimed her. She was moaning now, loud and unrestrained.

“I love the stretch,” she murmured.

The eggs shifted as the vibration intensified. I felt my cock swell against my will, straining to reach the ceiling. I was painfully, achingly hard, and I hadn't even been touched. It was humiliating. Eve giggled as she watched me squirm, fully erect. The sensations coming from my ass were overwhelming, constantly rolling waves of pleasure that built and receded, only to build again. Eve was diabolical with those remotes.

"Please," I managed to say, although I was unsure what I asked for.

Did I want her to make me cum? Did I want mercy? Or did I want more vibration? Did I hate this or not?

"Please what?" Carly croaked, her voice breaking as Nasir hit some deep spot inside her. "You want to orgasm, Baby?"

She did not wait for my answer. Instead, she pushed back again, meeting his thrusts with growing urgency. The bed creaked beneath them. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room. Eve positioned herself in front of Carly, spread her legs and guided my wife's mouth down to her cunt. Nasir grunted his approval. He moved Carly’s hair to watch.

"That's it," Eve encouraged, staring at my wife as Carly began to lick her. "Tom. Look at your wife. She's magnificent."

I couldn't look away if I'd wanted to. The scene before me was hypnotic. Compelling. Carly was impaled on a meaty black spear at one end while busily servicing Eve at the other. Her pussy was stretched and filled, her mouth stuffed. My wife’s submission was as complete as it was enthusiastic. Nasir's muscles flexed as he worked, his dark skin a stark contrast against her pale flesh. His size made her take every inch with heartbreaking whimpers, whimpers that flowed straight into Eve’s cunt.

The eggs buzzed and pulsed inside me, following some insane pattern that Eve had decided would drive me mad. I felt my orgasm building. A slow tightening filled my balls, radiating outward, locking down every muscle it touched. I felt a spreading warmth that had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the relentless stimulation against my prostate, and the feast of the erotic vision on the bed. I love watching Carly get fucked. I loved watching his thick black cock spread her open and slide all the way in.

"I'm going to cum," I said. “I can’t help it.”

"No," Carly gasped, lifting her mouth from Eve long enough to speak. "You wait. You don’t get to cum until he cums. That's the game. I want you to connect your orgasm to his. I mean it."

"Baby, I can't control myself. What you guys are doing to me is too much."

"You will control yourself," Eve commanded, her eyes fixing me with a stern stare. "You'll wait, or I'll turn the vibrations all the way up and leave you like that for hours. Your choice."

The threat was terrifying yet exhilarating. I bit down on my lip, trying to stave off the inevitable, but the eggs pulsed harder, a rapid staccato that made me groan in frustration. I leaked precum steadily now, a trickle oozing from the slit at the tip and running down my throbbing length. Untouched, my cock was so close. I watched everything the man did. I watched every grimace that twisted Carly’s pretty face. His powerful dick worked her over and left her weak and trembling. She submitted to the man so willingly, so completely, so utterly in love with his big black cock, that I realized she had another kink we needed to explore.

Soon Nasir's pace began to change, his thrusts lost their measured rhythm and became more urgent, more animalistic. He was getting close. How long had they been fucking before I finally came around? His grip on Carly's waist tightened. His fingers dug into her flesh. I knew Carly sensed how close he was. I imagined what she felt on the inside, his fat cock swelling with an imminent climax. She pushed against him with renewed fervor, her moans becoming anguished, pleading sounds.

"That's it," she begged him, her voice muffled against Eve's thigh. "Fill me up. Please, Baby. Make my husband watch."

Nasir hammered my wife into the bed and then threw his head back and roared, slamming deep into Carly over and over. He held himself still for an instant to blast her womb full of hot sperm and then he pulled back, only to slam it deep once more. I watched, transfixed and ruined, as his body jerked with his release, pumping his seed deep into my wife's unprotected womb. Carly shrieked from a climax of her own, her body convulsing between them, her cunt milking him even as she ground her mouth against Eve's pussy.

The eggs inside me hit their highest setting yet, a constant, intense vibration that obliterated my self-control. My back arched against the ropes, my whole body went rigid as pleasure shot through me in spikes and waves. Sperm rocketed straight up, spewing like a fountain. I came hard, my cock pulsing in empty air, launching jet after jet as my prostate spasmed from the relentless pressure of the eggs. I kept shooting way beyond what I should, my orgasm prolonged by the continued vibration. My body betrayed me with contraction after contraction until I was sagging and shaking in the chair, utterly spent and balls empty.

My dick stayed hard, trying to pump out even more.

“Enough,” I coughed.

I was ignored.

The room fell silent except for our heavy breathing.

“Eve,” I whimpered. “Please.”

Slowly, Nasir withdrew his plump, long cock from Carly, and I watched, dazed, as his essence spilled from her pussy, marking her as thoroughly used. She collapsed in a heap on the bed. Eve stroked her hair. Both women looked satisfied. My wife looked at me, her eyes soft now, tender despite what they’d just done to me. Then her gaze dropped to my throbbing cock, still trying to spit.

"Good boy," she whispered.

Yeah. Right. The vibrations were driving me insane. My overly sensitive dick had stayed hard, and I knew Eve had squeezed a few of her magic drops onto my sleeping tongue.

“Turn it off,” I gagged, choking on the intense sensations. “Eve. Come on. Get these eggs out of me.”

Did she do as I asked?

Of course not.

She left the bed to kneel between my tied legs and took my stiff and excruciatingly sensitive penis into her hot mouth. I frantically tried to pull away, but I was trapped. Her lips slithered down the length of me and then she sucked, and then she sucked harder. My body went rigid. I felt the tug on my sperm all the way down in my nuts. She held her suction as she drew her lips up my shaft. I shuddered from pleasure so intense it crossed over into pain.

“Let’s see if I can make you cum twice in a row,” she teased. “We can add your sperm to Mister Rolling Stones already in my belly, because of you.”

She sounded resentful. I’m sure she was. I’d promised pleasure and delivered only teasing. I threw myself against my bonds, ankles and then wrists, but they held me easily. I was going nowhere except straight to an agonizing second orgasm hell.


Chapter 7

I stood by the floor to ceiling window and watched the city lights through the glass. This house sat high above everything, perched on a ridge that made the downtown skyline look like a toy set. Carly walked up and pressed against my side, her hand sliding into my back pocket, her breath warm with wine and anticipation.

"Neil's watching us," she whispered.

I didn't turn around. I kept my eyes on the view, on the distant flicker of neon and traffic.

"I know."

"He remembers us. He remembers us in the alley. He remembers what we did to him."

"Of course he remembers,” I said. “It was you and Eve. No man forgets you and Eve. No man would forget you one at a time, but definitely no man would forget you together. I saw his face that night. You ladies turned his life inside out and upside down."

“Who knew that nerdy kid would turn out to be so rich?”

“Not me. I thought he was a dork when I made you fuck him.”

Behind us, the party hummed. There were maybe forty people scattered through the great room, draped across leather furniture, clustered around the bar that stretched twenty feet along the far wall. The music droned low, something classical and sounding expensive. I smelled weed already burning somewhere down the hall. Our buddy Neil, Mister Rolling Stones, was rich. Filthy rich. Obscenely wealthy. That club that let him in despite him wearing a T-shirt? That club was his. One of many he owned.

Eve materialized at my other elbow. She wore a lavender dress that caught the recessed lighting like fish scales, and her eyes had that particular shine they got when she was hunting. She had been circling the room for an hour, identifying her targets, marking the married ones by the rings on their fingers, by the way they stood close to their wives.

"There's three," she said, not bothering with preamble because we knew exactly what she was talking about. She nodded toward the fireplace. "The one in the blue shirt. His wife's in the kitchen. The tall one by the piano, and the one pouring scotch right now, pink shirt, by the window."

I followed her gaze. The man in blue was laughing too hard at something. The tall one kept touching his collar. The one by the window met my eyes for a second, then looked away. Did he sense he was being hunted?

"Neil invited us here for a reason," Carly said. “He knows the kind of people we are.”

She was already moving, already decided. She took my hand and Eve's, and we drifted through the crowd like we belonged there, like we had been coming to this house for years instead of hours.

Neil found us near the main staircase. He was younger than the men in the room, a nerd with money and imagination. He actually owned four nightclubs in the city, with two more on the way, all financed by his IT empire. I studied him, finding it hard to believe he was the same kid from the alley, the same kid Carly and Eve had fucked against a dumpster. He had invited us here hours ago, after we walked into one of his clubs again, and saw him standing there in a T-shirt that said The Who on the front. Carly smiled at him across the room and he remembered.

"There's a room upstairs," he told us, hopeful for a repeat of that night in the alley. "Big bed. Really big bed. Great city views."

"We've seen nice views of the city," Eve said.

"Not this view. I bought this mansion for the view."

He led and we followed up the floating staircase, past the abstract paintings that cost more than my house, down a hallway that smelled like cedar and money. The bedroom was at the end, and it was enormous, dominated by a bed that could have slept ten people comfortably. Windows on two walls showed the city below, the darkness growing deeper as you lifted your eyes from the lights, and Neil was right. The view from up here was like no other.

The three men from downstairs appeared in the doorway behind us. They didn't speak. They didn't need to. Eve turned and smiled at them, and that was enough. She had hooked them with only her eyes. That’s feminine power.

Someone produced a vape and we passed it around. The product was strong, heady, and it hit me behind the eyes first, then spread down through my shoulders, loosening everything. Neil wandered off, placing himself for the best angle, still too shy to join the married men Eve had selected for herself but wanting to observe, nevertheless.

I sat on the edge of the massive bed and watched Carly peel Eve out of her lavender dress. I watched the three married men loosen their ties and step out of their shoes. The man in blue had a scar on his collarbone. The tall one was already hard, pressing against his slacks. The one who had been pouring scotch moved to the window and started smoking a cigarette, watching us like we were a show he had paid for.

Eve pushed Carly onto the bedspread and climbed over her, naked breasts wobbling, toned muscles gliding. They moved together with practiced familiarity, like they knew exactly how to best please the other. They had been doing this for years, interrupted only briefly by Carly’s marriage to me, but now reunited and eager to make up for that lost time. I was the husband who got to watch, who often got to participate, and who got to sleep every night between these twin sexy angels.

The tall man approached the bed first. He stood at the foot and watched Eve pull Carly's black dress up, watched Carly arch her back. I reached for the vape again and inhaled deeply. The room was getting warmer. Someone had turned off the overhead lights, and now we were lit only by the city glow through the windows, and by the orange glow of the cigarette at the window.

I moved onto the bed. The mattress was memory foam, deep and enveloping, and it swallowed us as we arranged ourselves, as clothes came off and landed in heaps on the floor, as skin found skin in the semi dark. Eve kissed me and her mouth tasted of weed and martinis, and then she was gone, moving to the man in blue, who had his hands on Carly now, who was learning the shape of my wife with his fingers.

The night dissolved into sensations. There were no words, or if there were, I didn't hear them. The music from downstairs drifted up through the floor, a distant soundtrack to our decadence. I was confused about who touched whom. I knew Carly's gasp when I heard it, and I recognized Eve's happy sigh when a fat cock filled her. The married men were greedy but careful, taking what was offered, giving back in kind. I suspected they wanted to protect their standing with Neil, too. The window man finished his cigarette and joined us, his skin cool from standing near the glass, his mouth hot everywhere else.

We all fucked for hours. The vape went around again, and someone started another. Our high deepened, became something liquid and endless, and the sex stretched out long and slow, unhurried, exploratory. If it felt good you did it, or allowed someone else to do it to you.

I watched the tall man take Eve from behind while she kissed Carly. I watched the man in blue discover that Carly liked her hair pulled. I moved between them, part of the architecture of the night, guiding hands, steering cocks, placing mouths. The bed was big enough for all of it, for the tangle of limbs and the gliding of flesh and the soft laughter that bubbled up now and then when someone hit a nerve, found a rhythm, broke through to something real.

The scotch man left at some point, buttoning his shirt, returning to his wife downstairs. The man in blue stayed longer, until his phone buzzed three times in quick succession, and then he cursed and dressed and vanished. The tall one was the last to go, drifting out sometime after four, his eyes glassy, his smile stupid and satisfied. I thought we were done, but other bodies filled the doorway.

Just like that, we were off again.

Carly and Eve will leave no cock erect. They take each erection personally. They believe draining every stiff dick is their responsibility. Nobody argued.

Hours later, we collapsed in the center of the bed, a pile of sweat and delicious exhaustion, still high, still floating. Nobody spoke. Two men remained in the bed with us, everyone falling asleep but me.


Chapter 8

Which brings me all the way back to now.

Here, in this big bed, at this wild moment.

Eve gave me a little nod to continue. The mattress beneath us was vast, a sprawling landscape of sheets that could have held many people without touching, but where’s the fun in that? Carly had a hard dick in her mouth and another in her pussy, and I had placed both of them there. My wife and the men were beginning to wake up. The guys looked down at their dicks, surprised. Carly simply pushed her ass back at the man spooning her and opened her throat to the man in her mouth. Eve watched from three feet away, her gorgeous frame sprawled along the headboard. She had been watching too, her eyes heavy and her hand working lazily between her thighs.

She began to touch herself in earnest, her fingers circling her clit in slow, deliberate orbits. Her breathing increased as she watched me for my reaction. I’d put those men inside my wife, but now they were taking over, and Carly was about to get fucked again. I lowered my mouth to my wife’s nipple, slipping it in. The first man, blond, held her hips and spooned her, pushing his cock in. The second man, Neil, reached down to hold the back of her head, pushing his cock down her throat. Eve's fingers moved faster, her hips rolling slightly. I wondered what turned Eve on more: watching Carly taken by two men or watching me watch Carly taken by two men. My money was on the latter. Sex is a psychological act for Eve, bordering on neurosis. The more fucked up the situation is, the more she likes it. She knows the deep love Carly and I have for each other and to see it blasphemed like this thrilled her down to her bones.

Carly was fully awake now, fully aware, and she began to suck in earnest, her cheeks hollowing as she pulled at Neil, her tongue working beneath his shaft. The man in her pussy had found his rhythm, driving into her with long, hard strokes that made the bed shake and her breasts wobble. Carly pushed her hips back to meet him, gasping and groaning each time he bottomed out inside her. Eve shocked us all when she cried out, an orgasm crashing through her, her body arching off the mattress as she fingered herself to completion. She didn't stop. She couldn't stop. Her fingers circled her sensitive clit as she watched the four of us perform.

I shuffled closer to Carly's head, and she reached for me, pulling me toward her mouth alongside Neil. She turned her head, releasing him with a wet pop, and took me into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine, burning with an intensity I had rarely seen. She sucked me longingly, hungrily, before turning back to the owner of this house, the owner of our new favorite club, taking him deep, deeper than I had managed to guide him, her nose pressing against his pelvis as she swallowed him whole. Carly had her own neurosis. I did too. We all loved the wickedness of adding lovers to our marriage.

The man in her pussy shifted their bodies, rolling Carly onto her back and lifting her knees over his shoulders. He angled deeper and Carly broke away from Neil's cock to cry out, her neck arched.

"Fuuuuuck," she gasped. "Fuck, yes. Harder."

The man complied, pounding into her with brutal force, anger fucking this whore he’d only met hours ago. Neil reclaimed her mouth, and she took him greedily, her hands moving to stroke both him and me as we knelt on either side of her head.

We found a rhythm, one thrusting into her mouth as the other withdrew from her pussy, then reversing, keeping her filled constantly, stretched and used and loving every moment. Carly's hands gripped the sheets, her knuckles white, her body taut as a bowstring.

"She's going to cum," Eve whispered, her voice ragged. "Look at her. Look at my little slut. She's going to cum so hard."

Carly's body seized, her back arched off the bed, her muscles clamped down on the cock buried in her pussy. She screamed around Neil’s shaft in her mouth, the sound muffled and reckless. Her body convulsed with the force of her orgasm. The man fucking her pussy groaned. I saw his thrusts become uneven as his fingers dug into her thighs.

“Take it,” he screeched, as erupted inside her, pulsing and hot.

Neil pulled out of her mouth, stroking himself frantically, and Carly turned her face toward him, her tongue sticking out, her eyes wild. He erupted across her lips, her cheek, and her chin, thick ropes of cum marking her face. She moaned, licking what she could reach, her hand still working on me until I added my own release to the mess, painting her breasts, her neck, marking her as another man claimed her cunt.

We crumpled in a tangle of bodies. The massive bed had finally fulfilled its purpose. Carly's chest heaved, her skin flushed and painted in a coat of male essence. Eve crawled closer to lick the sperm from Carly and I could not hold back a moan, wishing desperately I was hard again. Eve lapped it up and offered her dripping tongue to Carly over and over, sharing what the men had given in a deep kiss. The man withdrew from Carly’s pussy slowly, leaving her empty and soaked. I watched him collect his clothing and exit the room. As my eyes followed his departure, they landed on Neil at the door. He had slipped out of bed and pulled on his The Who T-shirt but not his pants. His modest penis peeked out from under the hem of his shirt.

“Great party,” I said.

“Thanks to you and your ladies,” he chuckled.


Chapter 9

I sat in the staff room with my sandwich half-eaten on the table in front of me. The afternoon light came through the window and fell across the plastic chairs in yellow rectangles. Parker sat across from me, his coffee cup wrapped in both hands. He had that look he gets sometimes, the one that meant he wanted to bring up something specific. I knew that something was Carly.

"So,” he said. “The company barbecue is coming up fast.”

"Yup," I said. "Carly and I will be there."

Parker nodded and took a sip of his coffee. He set the cup down and ran his thumb along the rim.

"Good. Good. I was hoping she'd come."

I said nothing. What was there to say? The man had fucked my wife and was eager as hell to do it again. I couldn’t blame him, but God I hated his smug face. I picked up my sandwich and took a bite, but it tasted like cardboard now.

"She doing all right?" he asked.

"She's great."

"That's good."

He paused. The silence stretched between us. He had a million questions, but no way would I make it easy on him.

“For fuck’s sake, Parker. Spit it out.”

He glanced around. I was the one with the unfaithful wife, but he needed to be careful too. Upper management had sent a group email to everyone reminding us of the company policy against fraternization. Office romances were officially a no-no. Parker was a hound, and everyone knew it. He was working on repairing his reputation and saving his job but was hot to fuck Carly again.

"You know, Tom, I've been thinking about her. About last time."

"I know you have. What man wouldn’t?"

He leaned forward, his elbows on the table.

"I can't help it. She was incredible. You know that better than anyone. You probably fuck her every night. I can't get her out of my head. Does she ever talk about me? Does she want me again? I want her."

I set my sandwich down.

"Parker. Remember I am her husband.”

“She said you know about us.”

“I do but that doesn’t make a conversation like this any easier.”

"I'm just saying. If she's going to be at the barbecue, I was hoping we might find some time away from the main group. You know how these things go. People wander off."

"I get it. Message received. I’ll be sure to share your desires with her. She’ll be pleased to hear you want to fuck my wife again.”

Parker didn't flinch.

"Yes. I do. Very much."

I looked out of the window. The parking lot was filled with cars baking in the heat. I chuckled.

"I figured you would. Of course you would."

"You're okay with that?" he asked.

"I didn't say that."

"But you know about it. You know about all the other times."

I turned back to him.

"I know. Carly tells me everything. But that doesn't mean I have to like it, Parker. That doesn't mean I'm going to make it easy for you. I’m not going to hand her over like she’s a wrench you’re borrowing."

He held up his hands.

"I'm not asking you to make it easy. I'm just asking if there's a chance. If she wants to, would you stop her?"

I thought about Carly at home this morning, getting ready for work, humming in the bathroom mirror. I thought about how she had looked at me when she admitted what had happened with Parker for the first time, how she had watched my face for signs of anger that never came. Then I remembered this man across the table from me was hung like a donkey. I remembered Carly’s face when he fucked her and how much she loved his big cock. I sighed.

"I wouldn't stop her," I said quietly.

Parker smiled. It was a small smile, careful.

"Then I'll see you both at the event."

"You'll see us," I said. "What happens after that depends on her."

"Fair enough." He stood up and stretched. "I should get back to my desk downstairs. But Tom? Thanks for being honest. A lot of guys wouldn't be."

He stuck his hand out for a shake. My neck stiffened. I resented the man and what he was able to do to my wife without even trying. I shook his hand although I didn’t want to and watched him walk to the door.

"Hey, Parker."

He turned.

"Don't thank me," I said. "Just don't make me regret it. Things are different at work now and you are to blame for a lot of that. The company is worried about lawsuits. Get your dick under control."

He nodded once and left. I sat there alone with my cold sandwich and the afternoon sun, waiting for the end of my break. I don’t know why I made that last comment. His business is his own. Maybe I just wanted to feel some measure of control in a situation where I felt powerless. When it came to my wife, he held all the cards. I knew Carly would be all over the man as quickly as she could. She’s not an employee and the only conflict, should they be discovered, would be between me and Parker. We’d probably both get fired.

I let my mind drift back. Actually, I couldn’t stop my mind from doing it. I’d watched them together in the lounge and I’d watched them together in our bedroom. The man owned her. Carly melted under his touch. No, Carly lost herself to his bigger than life cock. That’s what pushed her buttons. Parker was a scoundrel, and she liked that in a man. She also liked his rugged good looks and outlaw attitude. But it was his cock, and the skills he had with it, that truly drove her wild. We’d go to this company event, and she’d be all over him. He wanted my approval? Ha. He didn’t need it. My wife will drag him away.

An idea popped into my head. I suddenly sat up straight.

What if I gave him a second target? What if Evette came with us? Parker would lose his cool. No man, but especially a man like Parker, could resist Eve’s allure for long. It was wrong of me to use her in that way but, despite how hot and sexy they were together, I felt like I needed to drive a wedge between Parker and Carly. Was it simple jealousy? Did I hate what the man could do to my wife?

Yes, and I was mature enough to admit that.

I love how hot she gets but I hate that she’s so hot for him.

I finished my sandwich and gulped the last of my coffee. Images of her with him drifted through my mind like they always do when I remember their times together. The sex between them is something special. Part of me felt bad for plotting to take that away from Carly, but I rationalized that it was for the best. My career was on the line. Let her find another man, a man disconnected from us. Someone safer.

A stranger.

Dottie entered the staff room to start her lunch break. I gathered my crumbs and brushed my table clean. I gulped the last of my coffee and choked a little on the fine grounds at the bottom.

A sense of dread settled over me. The Titanic sailed and the iceberg drifted and both were on a collision course with fate.

This barbecue would be stressful.


Epilogue

The afternoon sun filtered through the linen curtains at our favorite bistro, casting long rectangles of warm light across the worn wooden table where the three of us sat. I swirled the ice in my glass of sparkling water and watched Eve lean back in her chair, her dark hair catching the glow like silk. She looked effortlessly stunning in a cream-colored blouse that somehow managed to be both elegant and entirely too revealing. I don’t know how she does it.

"So the office is having our annual company barbecue next Saturday," I said, placing my glass carefully on the table. "Mandatory attendance, as usual. Christopher wants to see everyone's families. He likes to make it a whole morale-building exercise."

Eve's eyes lit up immediately. She leaned forward, her elbows on the table, a smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

"I'll be there," she said.

"You weren't invited," Carly said, though she was already laughing, shaking her head at her best friend's predictability.

"I'm inviting myself," Eve declared, reaching across to steal a fry from my plate. "Consider this my RSVP. I'll be there but fear not. I’ll wear something appropriate."

I held up a hand, trying to maintain some semblance of authority in this conversation.

"Eve, you need to understand something. Christopher will be there. He's not just my boss. He owns the entire company. He's the CEO and he’s a serious man, completely no-nonsense. He absolutely despises drama or anything that might reflect poorly on the company. Also, he hates being interrupted."

"So?" Eve popped the fry into her mouth, chewing slowly, deliberately.

"So you have to promise me you'll behave," I said, fixing her with what I hoped was a stern look. "I'm talking about perfect decorum. No scenes. No provocations. None of your usual adventures. If you can’t promise that, then I’m afraid you can’t come. I’m sorry."

"No fun for me?" Eve whined, her eyebrow arching.

"No," I said. "Not your kind of fun anyway. There will be handshakes and polite conversation about the weather and quarterly earnings. There will be boating and swimming and horseshoe tossing."

She held my gaze for a long moment, then smiled sweetly.

“Oaky,” she chirped. "I promise I’ll be good."

"You never behave," Carly pointed out, sipping her wine.

"I behave constantly," Eve protested. "If you knew the thoughts in my head I don’t act on, you’d be amazed at how well behaved I am."

"You're a menace," I said, but I was smiling now too.

I knew exactly what I was getting into. I'd known Eve long enough to understand that asking her to toe the line was like asking a storm to stay quiet. The best you could hope for was to minimize the damage. But leaving her out would be too hurtful.

The waiter cleared our plates and brought fresh drinks, and the conversation shifted, as it often did when the three of us were together, toward more dangerous territory.

"I want you guys to tell me something true," Eve said, her voice dropping to that conspiratorial tone that always made the hair on my arms stand up. "Something wild. Something you've done lately that you shouldn't have. We are spending more time apart these days. I feel you slipping away."

Carly glanced at me, a flush already beginning to color her cheeks. We had been married long enough that I could read every micro-expression, and I saw the hesitation there, the quick calculation of how much to reveal.

"I went to the Ambassador hotel downtown," Carly said quietly, her finger tracing the rim of her wine glass. "The one with the rooftop bar. I met someone."

"Details," Eve demanded, leaning in.

My wife glanced at me. She’d shared this tidbit already, but few specifics.

"Just drinks," Carly said, but her smile suggested otherwise. "Okay, maybe not just drinks. We didn't exchange names. That was my rule. No names, no numbers, no strings. Just hot and hard and fast."

"Anonymous," Eve nodded admiringly. "I approve. There's something delicious about strangers, isn't there? The mystery of it. The complete freedom to be someone else for a few hours. Was he big?"

“Nothing special in that regard.”

“Too bad. Thomas?”

"I hooked up with my barista," I admitted, the words coming out before I could second-guess them. "After work last Tuesday. Her apartment is two blocks from the office."

Carly knew all about it. Eve clapped her hands together, delighted.

"Tom! I didn't know you had it in you. Was it good?"

"It was." I searched for more words. "She’s cute. Inexperienced. Nice body and pretty face. The whole thing was completely uncomplicated. I buy my coffee somewhere else now."

"Uncomplicated," Eve repeated, rolling the word around in her mouth like she was tasting wine. "Yes, that's exactly what strangers give you. No history, no expectations, no tomorrow. Just the moment." She paused, her expression shifting, becoming more serious, more focused. The playful energy drained away, replaced by something heavier, more intense. "But here's the thing," she continued, her voice low. "Fucking strangers is nice. It's clean, it's simple, it's safe in its own way. But fucking people you know well? People you actually have a relationship with?" She shook her head slowly, her eyes moving between Carly and me. "That's different. That's better."

I shivered but hid it. Can Eve read minds?

"Better how?" Carly asked.

"High emotions," Eve said simply. "Complicated relationships. So much at risk. So much at stake." She reached for her wine and took a long sip, her eyes never leaving ours. "When you sleep with someone who knows your life, who understands your damage, who has history with you, that's when it actually means something. The danger isn't physical. It's emotional. It's existential. You're not just risking your body. You're risking your entire connection to that person and your world."

The table fell silent. Somewhere in the kitchen, a plate shattered, and someone laughed, but at our table, the air had gone still and charged. Eve was out maneuvering me, right in front of my face, all without knowing my inner thoughts.

"Every time," Eve continued. "Sex with someone you know means you're gambling with something real. Will this bring us closer? Will it destroy us? Will we be able to look each other in the eye tomorrow? Next week? Next year?" She set her glass down with a soft click. "That's the deeper thrill. The orgasms are awesome, but the thrill is the stakes. The higher the stakes, the better it all feels. Because when you finally cross that line with someone who matters, when you finally give into something you shouldn't want but do anyway." She smiled, slow and knowing. "There's nothing else like it. Nothing in the world."

I found Carly's hand under the table and squeezed it. Her fingers were warm, trembling slightly.

"You're dangerous," I told Eve.

She laughed, bright and genuine, the serious moment breaking like a wave.

"I never promised anything else," she said. "Which is why I almost never promise to behave."

"Christopher's barbecue is going to be a disaster," I muttered, but I was already resigned to it, already imagining the chaos Eve would bring into that carefully manicured corporate garden. Would Parker cross a line and get himself fired? Part of me hoped he would.

"I'll wear my most conservative dress," Eve promised, standing up to visit the restroom. "The one that only shows a little cleavage. Only hints at what might be underneath. I'll be the picture of innocence."

She walked away, and Carly and I watched her go, both of us suspecting we were in for chaos.

"She's going to ruin everything," I said. “Parker at work is bad enough. I should have kept my mouth shut.”

“No, that would only lead to hurt feelings. We need to trust her.”

“I do trust her with everything except something like this.”

“I’ll talk to her between now and then. I’ll tell her how important it is to us that she does not cause a scene.”

“Thanks.”

Carly took a sip.

“Will Parker be there?” she asked.

She went straight to that place. I fixed her with a hard stare.

“People we know,” I cautioned.

“It does make it more exciting. Eve is right about that. Imagine work the next day and I’ve got Parker in me and you both know it.”

I shivered despite the warm sun.

We sat in the afternoon light, waiting for Eve to return, waiting for Saturday, waiting for whatever came next. The wine glasses sat half-empty between us, and the bistro hummed with the ordinary sounds of lunch, but at our table, something electric had settled into the wood, into the air, into the spaces between our fingers. Something that felt, for all the world, like the beginning of something we couldn't take back.

End Part Two

Part Three, The Conclusion, Coming Soon
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Chapter 1

The sun beat down on the rented pavilion. I wiped sweat from my forehead, but it had nothing to do with the heat. I sat on the wooden bench with a paper plate of lukewarm potato salad balanced on my knee. I hadn't touched the food in twenty minutes. My eyes kept drifting to the volleyball net stretched across the grass, and the court sketched out in chalk. My wife stood too close to Parker, laughing at something he said. She touched his arm with that familiar intimacy that made my stomach clench. Anybody glancing that way would see the space they shared and know.

"She's wearing the panties you like," Evette said, seated beside me, her voice low and amused. She sipped her lemonade, her red lips leaving a faint mark on the straw. "The black lace ones. I think you bought those for her, right? Anyway, I doubt they'll stay on long.” She took another sip, taunting me with her prolonged silence before adding: “But seriously, Tom, what kind of a woman wears black lace panties to a company picnic? She must have an ulterior motive."

“Shut up, Eve.”

I didn't look at her because I couldn't look away from my wife. Carly had worn that yellow sundress specifically because she knew it drove me crazy. It drives all men crazy. She hopes it will drive Parker crazy. The thin cotton hugs her hips and the neckline dips just enough to show the under and side boobs of her chest. She dressed for every man at the picnic, but I knew she truly dressed for Parker. Not for me, for him.

"See how she's standing?" Eve continued, leaning closer to me. Her perfume drifted over, something expensive, as always. "See how she angled her hips toward him? I’ll bet you twenty bucks she's already wet. She dressed to be undressed. Last Tuesday must have been fun."

My grip tightened on the plastic fork. Parker and Carly met for coffee last Tuesday. I'd been stuck in the quarterly review meeting, late leaving work, and Carly had met Parker without me. She has done that a few times recently. She sent me a text afterward: a single devil face emoji. She knew I'd be hard for hours thinking about it, wondering what happened, if anything.

Parker said something that made Carly laugh and her dark hair glinted in the sunlight. He was rugged and fit, with strong shoulders and hands that could span her waist with fingers that almost overlapped. I'd seen them fucking, once, and the memory still burned. His cock is thick and heavy even when soft, and my wife seems to be infatuated with it. My plan had been to distract the man with Evette, but Parker had eyes only for Carly.

"He's going to take her to the maintenance shed," Eve whispered, her breath warm against my ear. She'd moved closer, her thigh pressing against mine on the bench. "Out beyond the edge of the forest. Did you know he keeps a blanket in his BMW? For emergencies. Carly thinks it's romantic."

"Stop," I said, but my voice lacked conviction.

"Stop?" Eve laughed, a silvery sound that carried no real humor. "You don't want me to stop. Look at your lap, Tom."

I didn't need to look. I felt the pressure against my shorts, the embarrassing evidence that every word she spoke made me harder.

Across the lawn, Parker reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind Carly’s ear. The gesture was tender, intimate, and I watched her melt into it. Her eyes went soft in that way they used to for me alone, back before we ever met Parker and before Eve hit our marriage like a freight train. Now I sat on a bench while we watched another man claim what used to be solely mine.

"He's going to fuck her mouth first," Eve said matter-of-factly. “That’s what I’d do if I had a big cock like him. Carly has told me about it. She told me about how great the sex is with him. I told her to share him with me, but she said no, Parker was off-limits. Parker is hers alone. She said I can have you but not him. What does that mean, I wonder? Do you know?” She sat her drink on the table and turned her body fully toward me. Her knee bumped into my leg. "He likes to see her pretty face looking up at him. Men love seeing a pretty face sucking their cock.” She gestured in the general direction of my wife. “She’s wearing a new lipstick today. It’s cheap and smears easily. Carly bought it so she can mark his cock while she’s sucking him. She wants to stain his dick with her mouth."

I remembered Carly had touched up her makeup in the car. I'd watched her apply the red gloss, thinking she wanted to look nice for the company event. She'd wanted to look nice for him. She wanted to leave evidence.

"She loves sucking him," Eve continued, relentless. "I’ve always loved sucking, but she said she never understood the appeal. Turns out, she just needed something worthy of worship. Her words, Tom. Worship. She gets on her knees like she's praying."

I swallowed hard. My wife would kneel in reverence for Parker. The image seared my mind. Carly's perfect lips stretched wide, her eyes watering, her hands gripping his thighs for stability while he used her throat.

"Here they come," Eve said, and I looked up to see Carly leading Parker toward the pavilion, her fingers interlaced with his briefly.

She was barely trying to hide now. The volleyball game had ended, and she was bringing him to me, bringing him to us, flaunting what she felt for the guy. They stopped ten feet away, close enough that I smelled Parker's cologne mixed with Carly's perfume. She was flushed from the hot sun, her sparkling chest rising and falling. Her tits looked delicious.

"We're going to take a walk," Carly told me, but her eyes didn't meet mine. They jumped from Parker to Eve and back again. She looked at the man like she adored him. "Eve, will you keep Tom company?"

"I will," Eve promised, her voice dripping with implications. "I'll try to guess what you kids are doing out there and then share those thoughts with your husband. Nice lipstick, by the way."

Carly laughed and then finally looked at me. I saw the playful antagonist in her smile that she reserved for these moments. She knows how I feel about Parker. I don’t like him as a person, but I absolutely hate that we work at the same company. Carly knows how I feel but only craves him more because of it. I made it worse by trying to make him off limits. Now he’s the man she wants most.

Her gaze dropped to my lap, checking, spying all the validation she needed. She grinned with the sweet sadism of knowing I was hard and horny and helpless. She loves me, I know she loves me, but she loves this game too. I couldn’t even look at Parker. My plan to lure him away from my wife lay in ashes.


Chapter 2

"We won’t be gone long," Carly said. “We are both worked up already.”

Parker wouldn’t look at me at all. He just let her lead him away, his hand on the small of her back, casual and comfortable. I glanced around to see which of my co-workers noticed and I was appalled to see so many. Carly led him toward the tree line as if they were simply going for a stroll. The big maintenance shed sat behind a copse of oak trees. I watched them go until they disappeared into the shadows under the branches, swallowed by the forest’s embrace.

“And that was the last time anybody saw Hansel and Gretal,” Eve chuckled.

“Shut your nasty mouth,” I teased.

"I bet he's going to bend her over the riding mower," Eve said immediately, her hand dropping to my thigh. "Or maybe he’ll sit in the seat and make her ride him. I bet he loves fucking her knowing you’re so close. Men are funny like that. Possessive. Like sex grants you a deed.”

She rummaged in her big purse for something.

"How do you know all this?" I asked.

"Because she tells me everything," Eve said softly, her fingers tracing patterns on my leg that I should have stopped but didn't. "Because I help her pick outfits. Because I ask her all the intimate questions. Oops."

I turned to see what the problem was. Eve held three or four brightly colored condoms in her hand.

“Carly was worried about the timing of this picnic,” she said. “She thinks she might be ovulating. I guess I somehow accidentally took the condoms out of her purse and put them in mine. Oh well. I’m sure once Carly realizes she has no protection, she’ll tell Parker they can’t fuck after all.”

The air left my lungs in a rush.

“What did you do?” I croaked.

She giggled, but her eyes looked mischievous.

“It’s a test,” Eve said. “Do you think Carly will pass?”

I shook my head, unable to speak.

"I wish I could watch them through the window," Eve said, her eyes bright with malice and arousal, or maybe just the pleasure of my destruction. "I’d love to watch him take her on the blanket he spread. I bet that big cock makes her scream.”

“You’re evil,” I muttered.

She shrugged and put the condoms away.

“A little, I suppose. She told me about the sex with him. She said she loves his cock. She says she's never felt so full and so owned." Eve's hand slipped across my lap. Her palm pressed against the straining fabric of my pants. "She told me about Parker and how his thick cock rearranges her insides."

I groaned, a sound of pure anguish that Eve interpreted as pleasure. Her fingers curled around my length through the cloth. She wasn't wrong. The pain and the arousal had become indistinguishable, twisted together like rope.

"It’s been long enough,” she continued, looking out across the grass field toward the shed. “They’ve had time to double back and slip inside. I’m sure he's fucking her right now.” She dropped her voice so only I could hear. Heat radiated off her body. All this turned her on as much as it did me. “Right now, while we sit here, he's pushing his dick into her. She's already soaked from the flirting and the anticipation. She admits she gets soaked for him, Tom."

I squeezed my eyes shut, but that only made the images clearer. I saw it in my mind’s eye: the maintenance shed, dim and hot, Carly bent over, her pretty sun dress hiked up, black lace panties pulled aside. Parker, behind her, rock hard and jutting. He wouldn't bother with foreplay. He knew she was ready. He'd just open his pants and take what she offered, what she'd been offering all day with her smiles and her eye-contact and her gentle touches.

"Too bad I have the condoms with me,” Eve muttered. “Do you think he fucked her last Tuesday? She wouldn’t tell me. Maybe they just met for coffee after all. Boring. I would never take my hands off a man like that. She’s a lucky girl.” Eve squeezed my dick through my shorts, slowly, methodically. "I wonder if she walked around the rest of the day with him dripping down her thighs. She wore a dress that day. Do you remember that dress? The navy blue one? She wore it for him. I bet she wanted to feel him leaking out of her while she made dinner for you later. Women. Am I right?"

I remembered the dress. It’s one of my favorites. I remembered how she acted once she got home. I'd thought she was being affectionate, pressing herself against me in the kitchen, letting me hold her. Had she been carrying another man's cum the whole time? I shook the thoughts out of my head.

"She told me she can feel him in her stomach,” Eve said, continuing her taunts. “That heavy, full pressure that makes us women see stars. She's addicted to it. She's addicted to the stretch, the burn, the way he makes her feel small and helpless and completely filled."

"Please," I whispered, not knowing if I was begging her to stop or begging for more.

"Please what?" Eve taunted, her grip tightening on my erection. "There you go again with please. Do you want me to tell you she's moaning his name right now? Do you want me to tell you she's clawing at his back, begging him to go deeper, harder, and to ruin her for anyone else, including you? You know every time he empties his balls inside her, she belongs to you a little less. She’s a little less yours and a little more his."

I opened my eyes and stared at the tree line, willing myself to see through wood and leaves to the scene beyond. How long had they been gone? Ten minutes? Twenty? Long enough for him to have taken her once. Long enough for her to have orgasmed on his cock. Was I the fool for sitting on a bench with her best friend's hand on my dick, listening to descriptions of my own replacement?

"He's going to make her swallow this time," Eve predicted, her thumb circling the head of my cock through the fabric. "He likes marking her inside and out. He'll paint her face first, make her wear it back to the pavilion, then push her down for round two. Carly loves it. She loves feeling like his whore. She told me that word specifically. His whore. Not his girlfriend. Not his lover. Whore. Because that's what she is for him, Tom. A tight hole to use when he's horny."

Her words were meant to devastate me, and they did, but they also sent a spike of arousal so intense I thought I might embarrass myself right there on the company picnic bench. Eve felt my hips rocking into her palm. She laughed again, that delighted yet humiliating sound.

"You love this," she accused, though it wasn't an accusation. It was a statement of fact. "You love that she's filthy for him. That she saves her prim, proper wife routine for you and then gives him the animal. You get the dinner parties and the joint tax returns. He gets the raw, screaming, unprotected sex. He gets her at her most primal, her most honest."

I thought of them together in our bedroom, the sounds I'd heard during Parker’s visit, the headboard slamming against the wall, Carly's voice breaking into sobs of pleasure, the wet, obscene sounds of their bodies colliding without restraint. Eve seemed to know what I was thinking and simply grinned, letting me stew in my own angst.  I was grateful the wench was finally out of things to say. She was too good at this.

Time passed, an uncomfortable silence in which I was sure Eve mocked me. Her hand continued my stimulation but slowed, aware now of my colleagues close by. The picnic table blocked their view of her hand on me, but Eve was sitting inappropriately close. I couldn’t bring myself to scoot away. She’s simply too damn gorgeous. I watched her face. She seemed to know what I was thinking.

"Here she comes," Eve said at last.

I looked up to see Carly emerging from the trees, walking slightly ahead of Parker, her hair disheveled, her dress wrinkled in the back where he'd gripped it. She was smiling, radiant, transformed. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly used and loved every second of it.

Parker followed, adjusting his belt, his shirt untucked in a way that screamed of recent activity. He didn't look satisfied; he looked hungry still, like a man who'd had an appetizer and was waiting for the main course. Carly approached our table, her eyes locked on mine, then her gaze dropped to Eve's hand on my lap. Her smile widened, knowing and wicked.

"Did you miss me?" she asked, her voice husky.

"Tell him," Eve commanded. Her hand withdrew, leaving me aching. "He’s dying to know. Tell your husband what you just did."

Carly leaned down, her palms braced on my knees, her face close enough that I smelled him on her. I smelled his sweat and cologne and something musky that I knew was his semen around her mouth and on her breath. Her lips were puffy, her mascara slightly smeared at the corners of her eyes. Some lipstick was missing, rubbed away by friction.

"I made him cum in my mouth," she whispered, loud enough for Eve to hear, loud enough for Parker to hear when he walked up behind her. "Then I begged him to fuck me. It’s a treat having a man that recovers so quickly. Makes me feel wanted. He fucked me so hard I think I'm going to be bruised."

She stood and pulled Parker forward.

"We're going to get drinks," she told me. “Can I bring you a beer?”

“That sounds good.”

"Eve, I think you should come with Parker and me. Tom, will you stay here and hold our table?”

“Yes.”

I was running my eyes over her, cataloging every sign of her infidelity. My dick was harder than when Eve was groping me. Carly looked slutty yet still classy. She had great posture to go with her cum breath. She sported a small hickey on a breast, but it vanished behind the fabric when she stood tall. The sunlight hit just right and through her thin dress I saw a gleaming streak of semen decorating her inner thigh. She was outrageously sexy and yet virtuous at the same time.

She walked away with her lover and her best friend, the three of them laughing, Parker’s hand occasionally squeezing her ass. I sat on the bench, my food cold, my body on fire, my heart breaking and swelling with every beat. I knew exactly what was coming next. The picnic would end and we would all go home. Parker would leave separately and take a different route, but he’d show up on our doorstep soon enough. Eve and I would watch until our lust grew too strong, and then we’d fuck while watching my wife and her lover. I would orgasm before Parker and Eve would drift away, joining them.

I took a bite of my flavorless potato salad but spit it out.


Chapter 3

I sat in the darkened living room and listened to the house breathe around me. The leather couch creaked as I shifted my weight, still naked beneath the thin throw blanket I had grabbed from the back of the chair. My skin smelled of sweat and sex, and a mix of two perfumes and Parker’s cologne. I tongued the swollen nub inside my mouth where I had bitten my lip, hours ago now, watching what unfolded in our bedroom.

The clock on the wall read three-forty-seven in the morning. I had been sitting here since just after one, when my body finally stopped trembling and my heart had slowed from its frantic gallop to something resembling a normal rhythm. The sex had been intense.

Carly had fallen asleep almost immediately after, her limbs tangled with Parker's, her hair spread across my pillow in a way that made her look like a painting. Eve had drifted off shortly after, curled against Parker's other side, her breathing evening out into the soft rhythm of deep sleep. I was the only one who could not rest, and I could not rest because Parker was sleeping in my bed. Parker was in my bed, and his thick and spongy cock was still in my wife.

Will I ever get used to this life?

I stood and walked to the kitchen, careful to avoid tripping in the dark. The tile was cold against my bare feet. I filled a glass with water from the tap and drank it in three long swallows, but the dryness in my throat remained. It was not thirst that parched me. I set the glass in the sink and leaned against the counter, staring through the darkened window at my own faint reflection ghosted against the glass.

Parker. I rolled the name around in my mouth like a pebble. What was happening between him and Carly, both turned me on and worried me. He was the kind of man whom every woman wanted, at least for a night or three. Carly clearly wanted more than that.

I had wanted to like him after Carly accidentally sucked him off under the banquet table. I truly did. I spied on him, hoping to learn more, hoping to discover something that made me fine with what had happened. I never did. Quite the opposite. He was a scoundrel, a womanizer, a well-hung bastard. All those things only made him more attractive to my wife. She had me for emotional stability and the comfort of secure predictability. She had him for hot and nasty sex that broke all the rules.

I worked in the same building with the man every day, sometimes sitting in meetings where he discussed quarterly goals and client retention, all while knowing that his hands had been all over my wife. His tongue, so busy forming words, had been deep in her pussy, forcing her to make wild, animalistic sounds, sounds I have never gotten from her.

I walked to the living room and sat again. The blanket had slipped, and I pulled it higher around my shoulders. The house was quiet now, the silence pressing against my eardrums with physical weight. I needed noise, distraction, anything to stop the loop of images playing behind my eyes. Parker loved having Eve in the bed too. She participated in the sex, indirectly, honoring Carly’s restrictions. She participated in the fucking, but what Carly and he did to each other was far more than mere fucking. I sighed. I’d have grounds to complain if I didn’t get so turned on by watching them together.

I stretched my legs out on the low coffee table and wondered where all this was headed. Eventually, someone would get tired of someone and want something more. That’s a lot of moving parts. I rubbed my eyes and leaned back, resting the base of my skull on the back of the couch. I struggled to get comfortable.

That was when I saw it.

Eve's laptop sat cracked partially open on a chair pushed under the dining table. The screen still glowed faintly against the darkness. She must have brought it out earlier, before we even left for the barbecue, intending to check some work-related thing, and then got distracted by the bottle of wine Carly opened. I could tell she meant to close it, but in her haste and missed that target. Parker had called and Carly’s conversation with him had gradually escalated the level of sexual tension in the room. The laptop had been forgotten, abandoned under the table. I stared at it. Did I really care? Eve’s work computer was probably a giant snooze-fest.

But, then again, I was bored and needed a distraction. She’d been fairly merciless at the picnic, so a little latent resentment bubbled up. I left the couch and pulled out the chair, opening the top. The screensaver had not engaged. The machine still hummed with life, the battery indicator showing it was running on the power cord which led away towards the wall.

I should have closed it. Eve is our dearest friend. I should have walked away and gone to sleep on the guest bed, or the couch, or anywhere I could. I knew even as I reached for it that I was crossing a line that could not be uncrossed. But my hands moved of their own accord, pulling the warm machine out from under and placing it on the table. I angled the screen so the light did not reach the bedroom where the others slept.

Her desktop was organized with military precision, which I was not expecting. She’s so impulsive and capricious in life, I thought her workspace would be reflective of that. Nope. Folders were arranged by date and project code and format. Her background was an image of some mountain I did not recognize. I clicked on the email client without thinking, and it opened easily. Eve had been careless, or trusting, or perhaps she simply had not anticipated that anyone in this house would violate her privacy.

I told myself I would only look for a moment. I told myself I was simply bored and searching for something innocent, a window into what kind of employee she was. I already knew what kind of friend she was. Carly loved Eve. I did too, but Carly loved Eve far deeper than I ever would. They had been through a lot together. They had shared intense intimacies.

The inbox loaded. I scrolled without purpose at first, skimming subject lines about scheduling conflicts, expense reports, and lease agreements. Then a name caught my eye. My company's name. Odd. Why would Eve have anything to do with my company? I clicked and began to read.

The email chain stretched back weeks.

The first message was from an address I did not recognize, something generic with a number string that suggested a temporary or encrypted account. The subject line read: Initial Assessment Required.

Eve's response was professional, detached. Confirmed receipt of materials. Will establish contact within parameters discussed. Timeline: 60 days for full integration and intelligence gathering. Will report weekly via secure channel.

I read it three times. The words refused to arrange themselves into sense. Intelligence gathering. Integration. These were not terms which applied to the company I work for. These were spy terms.

My finger hovered over the trackpad, trembling slightly. I scrolled further, opening another email from days ago. This one contained an attachment I could not access without triggering a download notification, but the body text I could see told me enough.

Target confirmed as Tom Hartley, Lead Sales, Meridian Solutions. Wife: Carly Hartley, designer. No children. Financials attached. Access to executive floor via husband's security clearance. Priority: identify vulnerabilities in Meridian's cybersecurity. Secondary Priority: assess potential for hostile takeover.

I stopped breathing.

I was the target. Eve’s company wasn’t looking to expand west. Eve wasn’t looking for office space. Eve was chosen by her employer because of her connection to me via Carly. They sent her to spy.

Holy fucking hell.

This was not some random corporate interest. She was here for me. I was stunned, rereading that email again and again. Now I knew why she’d skipped renting an apartment and asked to stay with us.

Was everything an act? I felt so used. I felt so stupid. Part of me wanted to walk into the bedroom and smash a lamp against her head. I thought about the wine we drank and the laughter we shared and the slow, wonderful sex we all enjoyed. Was any of it real?

Carly will be devastated, crushed. Eve will break my wife’s heart. It had all been calculated. It had all been theater.

I clicked through more emails and the folders on her desktop. My movements became focused, determined. I found spreadsheets with information taken from my office computer upstairs, which I had innocently left open. She had our company’s production numbers, industry connections. Hell, she’d even read emails to me directly from Christopher.

I was a dead man. My career was over. Even if I said nothing and never got caught, her company’s plan was to acquire my company. My job would be eliminated. There were photographs of others. Parker, of course. He was easy. But also other men and women I work with. Eve had photos of Christopher playing golf, dining at favorite restaurants.

There were even photographs from the barbecue: me, Parker, and Carly, sitting at the picnic table and laughing.

I was frightened and furious.

I opened more folders, and then I froze. An icy chill ran through me. My stomach lurched. An image filled the screen in high resolution. Carly was on her knees, Parker's hand in her hair. His rigid cock stuffed her mouth and stretched her cheek. I checked the timestamp. This was only hours ago. When Eve left the bed to check messages on her phone, she actually snapped pictures of my wife ravenously sucking Parker and then sent them to herself. Was this for blackmailing purposes or did Eve simply want to remember the sight?

The woman had documented everything. She had captured our lives. We were defenseless against anything she wanted to do to us. She had been working even while we were all tangled together, even while I watched my wife with another man and felt the complicated cocktail of arousal and devastation burning through my veins. She had been collecting evidence, building her case, preparing whatever report would ultimately be used against me and the company I worked for. I was crushed. Hugely disappointed and crushed.


Chapter 4

I lowered the screen and reset her computer the way it had been. I checked to make sure everything was perfect. I left no trace. I needed time. She couldn’t know that I know. I walked to the living room window. The street outside was empty, the neighbor's porch light casting a yellow rectangle on the sidewalk. I pressed my forehead against the cool glass and closed my eyes.

I thought about waking Carly. I thought about shaking her awake and telling her what I had found, watching the horror spread across her face as she realized that our exploration, our experiment in trust and boundaries, had been nothing but a business transaction for Eve. I thought about the way Carly had looked at me tonight, halfway through our romp, when Parker touched her and she had glanced at me for permission, for reassurance that this was all still okay. I had nodded. I had given her all the permission she needed. I wanted her to have everything she wanted, and that includes Parker.

I thought briefly about Parker and wondered if he was in on it, but that fell away quickly. He’s smart but he’s not that smart and nobody can act that well. He was here for Carly, and that was all. He was another victim, another target being manipulated.

Anger well up inside me, hot and sudden, rising from my stomach to my throat. I wanted to throw the laptop against the wall. I wanted to storm into the bedroom and drag Eve out of my bed, throwing her out of my house, out of the life I had built with such careful, quiet effort. I wanted to call the police, call my company's security team, call anyone who could make sense of this violation that went so far beyond the physical.

But I only stood motionless at that window, breathing hard, furious.

I waited for calm to come and when it did, other thoughts intruded. I had loved every second of our life with Eve. I welcomed her. I welcomed her breathtaking beauty and what she did to our lives. She had penetrated so deeply because I had removed every barrier. I wanted her influence over Carly and me. I wanted sex with her, and I wanted all the extra sex she brought to our marriage. I left my computer unsecured because it felt good to lower my defenses. 

I hated some of it, yes, that was also true. Every second of watching Parker touch Carly had been a small death, an erosion of everything I thought I knew about myself as a husband, as a man, as a provider of pleasure and security. But I had also been electrified by it. I had felt alive in a way that years of routine and comfort had never provided. My jealousy had sharpened every sensation, had made the very air taste dangerous, had transformed my wife from the woman I saw every morning brushing her teeth into a stranger, a goddess, an unknowable force of nature who allowed me to witness her power.

Carly loved it even more than me. I saw it in her eyes, in the way she transformed under Eve’s attention, returning to her bold ways more radiant than the woman who folded laundry and argued about whose turn it was to go buy groceries. Carly, the real Carly, had come back to life. Did that resurrection matter less because it had been orchestrated by a spy? Did the pleasure she felt become counterfeit because Eve had manipulated us? If Carly woke up tomorrow and never knew about the emails, about the surveillance, about the cold calculation behind every touch, would her joy be any less real?

I thought about the laptop again. I had discovered documents that could destroy our company. Eve had discovered financial irregularities I had suspected but never confirmed. She had the names of executives who were taking bribes. Even Christopher himself had made blunders, intentional or not, that would ruin us. The full scope of layoffs, the pensions that would be gutted, the lives that would be destroyed, landed on me like three tons of bricks.

Eve had done her research, and she had done it well. Deviously well. Some things only an employee would know.

I thought about my position. I was the top salesman, yes, but I was not irreplaceable. I was not even particularly well-liked by upper management. I was competent, thorough, the kind of employee who received excellent performance reviews and substantial bonuses, and yet I was never once considered for promotion to the executive floor. If I went to my superiors with this information, if I told them that my wife's hot and sexy friend was a corporate spy, they would ask how I knew. They would investigate my involvement. They would find the photographs, the videos, the evidence of my complicity and they would find all the games that we had played in the bedroom. Everything would unravel. I would be fired. I would be sued.

Our marriage, our way of life, would be destroyed.

So would Carly. Carly, who knew nothing about corporate espionage, who had simply wanted to relive those cherished moments when she felt most like herself. Eve had appeared and Carly had fallen. My wife would be humiliated. Her name would be attached to mine in whatever reports were filed, whatever leaks made their way to the industry blogs, magazines, and newspapers. She would lose her clients. She would lose her confidence. She would lose the boldness I had seen blooming in her, the courage that had allowed her to take what she wanted without apology.

I made my decision. I would not tell her. I would not tell anyone.

I sat on the couch and pulled the blanket tighter around my shoulders and stared at the dark ceiling.

Parker would wake up soon. They all would. The sun would rise, and Eve would make coffee with the expensive beans she brought as a gift, and she would ask Carly about her dreams with that practiced sympathy that had seemed so genuine. Parker would clap me on the shoulder and ask if my muscles were sore, winking in that conspiratorial way that had made me feel like part of a club yesterday and would make me feel like prey today. I would play along. I would pour the orange juice and make the eggs and laugh at Eve's jokes about how late we had all stayed up and how hot the sex had been. I would watch Carly bloom under their fawning attention, watch her glow with the memory of what we had done together, and I would say nothing about the emails or the surveillance or the calculated destruction of everything we thought we were building.

I would keep my mouth shut because I loved Carly. I love this version of her, the version that had been reawakened, even if the awakening had been engineered by an enemy. Some part of me, a part I would never admit out loud, was grateful for the pain, for the clarity it provided, for the way it had stripped away every comfortable lie I had been telling myself about who we were and what we wanted.

The clock ticked toward five. I heard a rustle from the bedroom, a voice murmuring something indistinct. Carly's voice, soft and satisfied. Then silence again. I sat in the dark and waited for morning.


Chapter 5

I was awakened by warm lips pressed against mine. I opened my eyes and found myself staring at Eve’s gorgeous face. Not a bad way to start the day, even if I viewed her as the enemy now. She held a glass of orange juice which she handed to me. I glanced around. They were all awake, naked, standing in the kitchen. I was still on the couch wrapped in a blanket. Every muscle ached.

“Sleepy head,” Eve joked. “Why did you come out here to sleep?”

“You guys shift around too much in bed,” I lied.

Did I detect a note of nervousness in Eve? Had she come out here and discovered her laptop still on? Did she wonder what I had seen? She would be watching me carefully from now on. I needed to be vigilant.

Carly left Parker’s side to join me on the couch. My wife kissed me.

“Did you have fun last night?” I asked, secretly dreading her answer.

She rolled her eyes.

“So much fun,” she said.

Her gaze darted towards Parker, and I wanted to punch him.

“What’s the plan for the day?” I asked. “Eat and jump back in bed?”

Carly laughed. Eve and Parker moved to the kitchen.

“Are you sure you’re okay with me and Parker?” Carly said, lowering her voice. “I’m worried that’s why you left the bedroom. Are you upset?”

“I’m fine with it, Baby. Do I love watching you? Yes. Do I hate that I work with the man? Also, yes. Do I hate what his cock does to you? It’s complicated. I guess it’s hard to take sometimes.”

“I’ll say.”

I made a face.

“Cute.”

“Sorry,” she said. “The line was just floating there, waiting for me.”

“I get jealous, but the jealousy turns me on. It’s a strange feeling. My insides churn and my dick gets hard.”

“Do you want me to stop enjoying his attention?”

“No. Not at all. I love it as much as I hate it. Let things move forward and we’ll see what happens.”

She was pleased. She tried to hide it on her face, but I saw it plainly behind her eyes. She was nowhere near ready to give the man up yet. Terrific.

“I need a shower,” I said.

“Me too. Let’s shower together.”

I appreciated her effort to reconnect to me. We told Eve and Parker we’d be back soon and found ourselves under the hot water minutes later. I cannot remember our kisses ever being so hot and sexy. Carly wanted me to know she was still in love with me still and tried to convey that message with her lips. I felt it and understood. I did something similar, kissing her with all the love in my heart. She felt it too. There was no sex but there was a lot of intimate and tender touching. We were soon gasping at the emotional rush we felt.

“Do you feel it?” she murmured.

“Our connection? How close we are?”

She nodded eagerly.

“Yes! God, Tom. This is all so crazy. How can having sex with others make us feel so much closer?”

“I don’t understand that part either, Baby, but I feel it too.”

We made out under the water for a long time. The shower hissed and steam filled the room with a thick, humid fog. Our hands wandered each other’s bodies, unhurried, exploring, giving pleasure. The intimate feeling of the small room and the fog transported us to our own world.

Through the mist and the frosted glass of the shower wall, I saw Parker enter the bathroom. My heart sank but rebounded with a surge of adrenaline. Carly was leaning against the tiled wall with her eyes closed, the curves of her delicious body accentuated by the streams of water finding their way down. Her thighs trembled slightly as she tried to keep her footing on the wet floor. Her dark hair hung in damp strands around her face, stuck to her neck and shoulders and the swell of her breasts.

Parker stepped in carefully, taking the spot right in front of her, his broad back blocking my view of her face. He leaned down to kiss her like I had been doing and her eyes flew open, sensing the difference instantly between a husband and a lover. She lifted her hands to his hips and sought me out, her face pleading, her eyes begging forgiveness. Her wedding ring caught the bathroom light and glinted for a moment. I tried to keep my face blank, forcing her to make a choice, but she saw something anyway.

"I need this," she pleaded, and her voice cracked. "One more time to finish off that amazing night."

I withheld my nod. If this was going to happen, she alone would be the author of it. I immediately felt petty.

She sank to her knees on the shower floor. The water beat down on both of them, streaming over Parker's muscular back and cascading onto Carly's upturned face. She didn't flinch. She tilted her head back, mouth already open, and reached for him with one hand.

I took my cock in my fist. I was rising fast, already partially aroused by our intense make out session. Carly wrapped her fingers around the base of Parker's cock. He was heavy in her grip, almost fully erect already and flushed deep red, almost purple, against her fair skin. She pumped him once, twice, her wrist rotating around the head in that way she knows drives me wild. Then she leaned forward and took him into her mouth.

The sound she made, a soft, satisfied moan that trembled in her throat, carried over the noise of the shower. Parker groaned and braced one hand against the wall above her head, his knuckles white as his fingers bent backward. His other hand came down to tangle in her wet hair, guiding, holding, anchoring her as she began to move.

I stroked myself in double time with her rhythm. She pulled back slowly, her lips sealed tightly around his shaft, her cheeks hollowing with suction. When she reached his tip, her tongue flicked out, circling the ridge beneath his head before she plunged forward again. Water dripped from her chin and ran in rivulets down her chest, pooling in the hollow of her throat, tracing paths over her breasts.

"Fuck, Carly," Parker moaned, his hips lurching as she took him deep.

She relaxed her jaw and let him slide further into her mouth. I saw the bulge of him in her throat, the way her neck muscles worked as she swallowed around his length. Her eyes were closed, her face a mask of concentration and desire, completely lost in the act of pleasing him.

I tightened my grip and pumped faster. The steam made the air thick and heavy in my lungs, each breath tasting of heat and sex and soap. I watched Carly's hand move between her legs, her fingers teasing her clit as she sucked Parker with increasing urgency. Her hips rocked against her palm, seeking friction even as she devoted her mouth to his pleasure.

For a moment I thought he would take her right there, lifting her up to get at her pussy, but Carly settled into her crouch, insistent and needy. She gripped his thighs and pulled him into her mouth with a hunger that made my knees weak. I was stroking myself rapidly now, my fist flying up and down my cock, my balls tightening as I watched my wife lose herself in another man. She was beautiful like this, completely consumed by need. The water ran down her face, but she didn't care. She made no move to wipe it away, too focused on the cock gliding between her lips.

He was doing this as a lesson to me. He wanted me to see it. His thighs tensed. His head fell back, exposing the strong lines of his throat, the muscles in his neck standing out in sharp relief.

"I'm close," he warned, his voice rough, and I knew he was telling us both.

Carly moaned with his cock in her mouth, like sucking was more pleasurable for her than for him.

Parker came with a shout that reverberated off the tiled bathroom walls, his hips bucking as he blasted whatever sperm he had left after the night we’d shared directly into her mouth. Carly sucked it out of him, her throat working as she swallowed, her hands gripping his ass to keep him where she wanted him, to keep him where she could milk every drop.

When he finally pulled back, spent and shaking, Carly stayed on her knees for a moment, breathing fast. Her lips were swollen and pink, her chin wet with water and cum. She looked up at Parker with a satisfied expression, then turned her head to find me.

Our eyes locked across the steamy bathroom. She licked her lips, making an offer, but, too late, I came with a strangled groan. My seed launched over my fist and dribbled down my knuckles, trickling into the water swirling down the drain. My wife smiled at me with another man's sperm still coating her tongue.


Chapter 6

Christopher was furious. Every department head sat at the long conference table and took what the big man shouted. The glass walls around us shook. Lower-level employees, including Parker, ate their lunches out in the parking lot, avoiding the tempest inside.

“Numbers do not lie!” Christopher screamed. “Someone is giving our secrets away!” He thumped the big chart sitting on the easel behind him, almost knocking the stand over. “We have been out bid eleven times in a row!” He swung his long finger away from the chart and aimed it at each of us. “You all have new instructions,” he said. “Share them with no one. Follow my directions to the letter or we will find ourselves out of business. Some hidden adversary is hunting us. They have planted a spy in our midst. They aim to take us over, devouring us until nothing remains. Do you enjoy your nice fat salaries? Well, you can kiss them all goodbye if we fail at this. Any questions?”

No one raised a hand. No one even moved. We all wanted out of that room. I felt sick looking at the faces around me. These people would lose their cars, their homes, their kids’ college money. Marriages would end. People I have worked with for years would lose everything, and it would be my fault.

Christopher stormed out of the large room and we soon sheepishly followed. I sat at my desk and texted Carly that I would need to work late. She sent back a sad face. I opened the envelope and read Christopher’s instructions and signed in to my computer. I began making the moves he’d given me, sending emails and making phone calls. I couldn’t see a pattern for what he had me doing but that wasn’t for me to decide. I simply did the work he assigned me. Some of his orders made no sense, pushing certain clients to purchase the wrong product for their business. I questioned nothing. I worked late like everyone else, finally dragging my ass home around midnight. Carly was already asleep, and so was Eve.

In the morning, I was up early and out the door. I left Carly in bed. I held that same routine for three days. Carly was concerned for me. The stress was obvious. I couldn’t tell her what was happening in case she mentioned something to Eve. I lied and said Christopher was unhappy with sales.

Day four, Carly and I were invited to Christopher’s home.

She was thrilled; I was nervous. She thought it meant I was going to be recognized for my outstanding performance, but I knew that wasn’t true. She fretted about what to wear and finally settled on a light, layered pastel orange and green dress. I went in jeans and a dress shirt. We met the guard at the gate, and he checked his clipboard and waved our car through.

“Park by the fountain,” he said. “Leave the keys. We’ll take it from there.”

Christopher’s home rivaled Neil’s. Neil’s was less old-world classy. Christopher had massive paintings on the walls and incredible fountains inside and out. A butler met us at the door and took our things. Carly held my hand as we followed the valet down a long, carpeted hallway and through several turns until we walked into a spacious library. Christopher waited by a huge fireplace, a drink in hand. He checked his watch as we entered and made a disappointed face. Two men in suits stood close.

“Are we late?’ I asked. “The walk through the house took a long time.”

Carly chuckled. Christopher did not.

“Have a seat,” he said gruffly.

Carly turned nervous like me.

“Are we in trouble?” she murmured. “Is this how he usually fires people? Are you about to be fired?”

I squeezed her hand. Christopher gestured towards open chairs and we sat. He looked me up and down and did the same to Carly, lingering on her like he was noticing for the first time how pretty she is. I took that time to give Christopher a good, hard look. I mostly avoid looking at him at work. We all do. Eye contact has led to additional assignments and occasional outbursts.

My first impression was a withered figure standing by a huge globe. The library smelled of leather, pipe tobacco maybe, and old money. His posture was rigid, with shoulders pulled back in a way that suggested old military discipline or perhaps just a lifetime of looking down on others. He wore a three-piece, pinstripe suit in charcoal, wool, cut perfectly but slightly outdated. He hasn't changed his style in years because he has no reason to. A cliché heavy gold watch chain draped across his vest, and a ruby ring, which I was somehow only noticing for the first time, glinted on his pinky finger.

His face was a landscape of wrinkles and resentment. Deep lines carved by decades of frowning, disapproving, calculating, and crushing dreams. His eyes were small and pale blue, and they moved with the quick, suspicious darting of someone who has spent a lifetime watching and waiting for people to try and take what belongs to him, even if they actually don’t. His thin lips pressed together in a permanent expression of mild loathing, as if the very air around him was a disappointment.

He leaned on an ivory-handled cane, illegal now, but I saw in his eyes the conviction that the law cannot touch him. If he wants an ivory cane, then by God, he’ll have one. Behind him, floor-to-ceiling shelves sagged with first editions and rare manuscripts acquired solely to deny others the pleasure of owning them. A small fire crackled in the hearth, casting his shadow long across a Persian rug, making him look even more like a gargoyle presiding over his hoard. He was old, older than I realized, but he still had a physical presence.

He moved closer and looked me right in the eye.

“Out with it,” he grunted. “Why?”

A cold chill lanced right through me. He’d discovered Eve and her connection to me. I knew it. I had to tread carefully. Everything was at stake.

“Why, what, sir?” I asked.

He backed away, giving me a cold stare.

“The packets I assigned to each department head had specific but false information. I waited to see what information had emerged and it was yours. I fed you false information, and you fed that information to the people you truly work for. My question is why. Have I not treated you well?”

Carly turned to look at me, shocked and saddened. I cleared my throat.

“You treat me very well,” I said. “I work for you and I’m happy to do so. I passed that information to no one, as per your instructions.” I wasn’t going to blame Eve right in front of Carly. I wanted Carly to come to the right conclusion on her own. “I guarded the information at work and then again later when I worked on it at home. There is no way someone else could have access to it.”

“The numbers are clear, Thomas,” he said. “The data came from you. Only you failed my test.”

“There was no one else and I swear it wasn’t me.”

I acted perplexed, praying that Carly connected the dots quickly. She did.

“Tom,” she said tentatively. “What about Evette?”

I kept my face blank.

“What about Evette?”

“She’s been staying with us. We’ve left her at home when we’ve gone to work. We don’t lock our computers at home like we do at work. Why would we? We use them often. Who wants to sign in every time?”

“Why would Eve want this information?” I asked, playing dumb.

My wife shrugged.

“Who knows?” she said. “But I thought it was strange when she emailed me out of the blue weeks ago. I love that she’s staying with us and I really love how she’s energized our life, but what you told Christopher simply isn’t true. There was someone else with access to your work computer. Me, and Eve.”

Christopher watched Carly as she spoke. Now turned his attention to me.

“Is this true?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Yes. But she’s an old friend. She would never do something like this.”

“Then your wife is the spy, and I will take severe action against her. Is that what you want?”

“It’s not me,” Carly blurted. “I wouldn’t even know what I was looking at.”

Christopher stood tall. He backed away from us and leaned heavily on his cane. He studied my wife and then me.

“You will remain here,” he said. “My men will retrieve this Eve person. Get comfortable. You will be here for a while.”

Carly stood, ready to protest, ready to protect her best friend.

“Sit!” he snapped, and Carly dropped. Then, to the men standing nearby: “Go. Get this woman and bring her to me. We will move to the basement. I will get answers from her, one way or another.”


Chapter 7

I sat in the shadows of the cellar with my back pressed against the cold metal of a folding chair. Carly sat next to me, terrified.

We watched the heavy oak door swing open. The hinges creaked like something out of a haunted house, and then they brought her in.

Evette.

Carly gasped.

Eve fought the two men every inch of the way. Her heels scraped against the stone floor, leaving faint marks as the two guards dragged her between them. Even with her arms pinned behind her back, she thrashed with surprising strength, tossing her dark hair wildly across her face. The black dress she wore had ridden up her thigh during the struggle, and one strap hung loose from her shoulder, exposing the curve of her collarbone and the swell of her breasts beneath.

"Let go of me, you bastards!" she screamed, her voice echoing off the bare walls. "I'll kill you! I swear I will!"

Her eyes blazed with fury as they hauled her to the back of the room. An apparatus waited for her there. I had seen it earlier when Christopher's men had set it up. A thick wooden beam suspended from chains bolted into the ceiling, with leather cuffs dangling at either end. It looked medieval, crude, designed to keep someone upright, helpless, with both hands high over their head.

Christopher stood to my left, his hands clasped behind his back. He now wore a pair of denim overalls, zippered up the front. He watched Evette's struggles with the detached interest of a scientist observing a specimen. His face remained passive, betraying nothing, but I saw the calculation in his eyes, the cold assessment of how long her resistance would last. I glanced around, again, for instruments of pain but saw none.

"Secure her," he said quietly, his voice carrying across the room.

The guards slammed Evette against the wall with enough force to drive the air from her lungs. She gasped, shocked, her mouth opening wide, and for a moment she went limp. That moment was all they needed. With practiced efficiency, they yanked her arms upward and fastened the leather cuffs around her wrists, pulling the chains taut until she stood on her toes, her body stretched in a long, vulnerable line. Carly whimpered but did not look away.

"There," Christopher said, stepping forward into the harsh light of the single bulb overhead. "Much better."

Evette lifted her head and spat at him. The saliva missed his face but landed on his denim overalls. Christopher didn't flinch. He simply withdrew a silk handkerchief from his pocket and wiped it away, his movements unhurried, calculating, and deliberate.

"You have information that I need," he said, tucking the handkerchief away. "You will give it to me, one way or another."

"Go to hell," she hissed, her chest heaving with each ragged breath. The position forced her breasts upward, straining against the thin fabric of her dress, her nipples visible as hard points beneath the material.

She scanned her surroundings, noticing the dark, hidden shapes of me and Carly. Hope blossomed on her face but just as quickly faded. She knew who Christopher was and it was easy to guess why we were in his basement too. Her head angled toward me, her eyes widening with recognition and then narrowing with betrayal.

"Tom," she said, her voice a whisper. "What is going on?"

I didn't answer. I couldn't. My throat felt tight, my mouth dry as I took in the sight of her bound and helpless before me. I had known Evette for years, though recently our relationship had grown much deeper. I had watched her laugh and seen her dance. We had been lovers. I have admired the way she moved through the world with confidence and grace. Now here she was, stripped of all freedom, chained and displayed like a sacrificial lamb. Christopher walked a slow circle around her, his shoes clicking against the stone.

"Your friend is bold," he remarked, addressing me without taking his eyes off Evette. "I like that. Breaking the bold ones is much more satisfying."

He hooked a finger under the loose strap of her dress. Evette flinched but held her ground, her jaw set in defiance. With a slow, deliberate tug, Christopher pulled the strap down her arm, letting it fall to her elbow. Then he did the same with the other side. The bodice of her dress sagged, held up now only by the tension of her raised arms and the swell of her full breasts.

"Stop," she demanded, but her voice lacked conviction.

"Or what?" Christopher asked, his fingers finding the zipper at her side. He drew it down slowly, the sound surprisingly loud in the quiet basement. The dress loosened, gapping open to reveal her stomach, the curve of her hips, the black lace panties she wore beneath. "Or you'll scream? Or you will throw a fit? Please do. The room is soundproof and buried under eighteen feet of earth. No one will hear you but us, and my men are devoted."

He stepped back and gestured to one of the guards. The man approached and withdrew a switchblade. Carly whined softly, worried for her friend. At Christopher's nod, the guard cut Eve’s dress away entirely. The fabric fell to the floor in pieces, leaving Evette standing in only her underwear and her heels, her pale skin glowing in the harsh light, almost every inch of her exposed and vulnerable.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she croaked.


Chapter 8

Eve shivered, goosebumps rising across her arms and chest, her nipples tightening into stiff upturned points. Her cheeks flushed, and she turned her face away, squeezing her eyes shut.

“Tom,” she pleaded. “Help me. Carly, Babe, please.”

"Look at her," Christopher said to me, his voice taking on the tone of a lecturer. "Look how she closes her eyes. This happens every time. The mind begins to retreat. She thinks if she doesn't see us, she can pretend this isn't happening. It’s childish.”

He reached out and cupped her breast, weighing it in his palm. Evette gasped, her eyes open again, and she tried to twist away, but the leather and chains held her fast. Christopher thumbed her nipple and I saw her breath falter. I saw a shudder run through her despite her efforts to suppress it.

"Don't touch me," she begged, but the words came out soft.

"Your mouth says one thing," Christopher observed, his hand still moving. "But your body says something else." He released her. One of the guards wheeled a metal cart close. On it sat an array of devices, all sleek and modern and clearly expensive. Christopher picked up the first one, a small silver bullet vibrator no bigger than his thumb and held it up for her to see. Eve focused intensely.

"Torturing with pain is a waste of time,” he said, conversationally. “It leaves marks which can be used as evidence. Some people train to withstand pain and so an interrogation can take days, sometimes weeks. Time, I do not have. Pleasure, on the other hand, breaks people quickly. It leaves no marks and best of all, it offers no courtroom drama. Can you imagine trying to turn a jury into believing the victim did not enjoy themselves?”

Christopher chuckled like he was reliving fond memories. Evette stared at the small vibrator and her lips parted. Christopher was almost certainly correct, but he had never faced a woman like Evette. Would she break? The girl is a sexual freak. We might need days.

"I’m going to make you talk," Christopher continued, turning it on. The low hum filled the basement, vibrating my chair. "But not through the use of pain. Pain is crude. Pain is for amateurs. No, my dear, I'm going to make you talk because you’ll want to. Because you'll be begging for permission to speak."

He returned to her and knelt, his face level with her hips. With a quick motion, he cut away her panties, leaving her completely naked, shaved and exposed. Her inner lips, usually hidden, already protruded slightly.

I checked on Carly. Her strange expression confused me. What was my wife feeling right now? Upstairs, Christopher had discussed the situation with us, freeing me from being the bearer of bad news. By revealing Evette was the villain, he broke Carly’s heart, not me. At first my wife refused to believe her best friend had used us, used her to get to me, but the facts were irrefutable. She gave in and wept softly.

Now, she watched her friend struggle against her bonds. Evette whimpered and her thighs pressed together instinctively. Christopher forced them apart with his hands, holding her open. He twisted the butt of the vibrator, and a higher pitched humming filled the room.

"Please," she rasped, and I heard uncertainty in her voice.

He ignored her. He touched the vibrator to her inner thigh, mere inches from her slit, and Eve jerked against her restraints. He thumbed one of her labia aside and she gasped.

"Already wet," Christopher observed, sliding the device higher, closer, circling her pussy. "Her body is eager to betray her."

He pressed the vibrator against her clit and held it there, and Evette's reaction was immediate and overwhelming. Her back arched, her hips snapped forward involuntarily. A moan escaped her, loud and unguarded, filling the room with the sounds of her helpless pleasure.

“Talk,” he said. “Who do you work for? Why did you target my company?”

Eve shook her head.

"No," she gasped.

She may have believed she was fighting him, but her body was responding. Carly and I saw it plainly. Eve’s hips began to rock in small circles. Her fingers curled into fists above the cuffs. Her breathing quickened into short, panting puffs. She was fighting him, but she was also fighting herself, and she was losing. Christopher kept the vibrator steady, merciless, watching her face with clinical interest.

"When my men collected her,” he said, conversationally. “They injected a pleasure enhancing drug. Those compounds are beginning to take effect." He ran the vibrator back and forth through her slit. Her knees buckled but the chains held her upright. "The blend is quite remarkable, really. Developed by my pharmaceutical division specifically for this purpose. They heighten sensitivity, increase blood flow, and, most importantly, they make it impossible to orgasm without the antidote. The buildup is exponential. The need becomes unbearable. I have witnessed the psychic collapse of strong men and women. I find their ruin beautiful."

Evette's eyes were frantic, her lips had parted in a smile that looked slightly insane. She panted, her chest swelling with each breath. She was undulating now, moving her body with a rhythm she couldn't control, seeking release that wouldn't come. Sweat beaded on her forehead, her skin flushed deep pink, her nipples hard and aching.

"Please," she moaned, and this time the word was different. The pleading was gone, replaced by burning need.

Christopher withdrew the vibrator just enough to make Eve whimper from the loss.

"Tell me what I need to know. Be specific."

"I can't," she stammered, her hips chasing the sensation, her eyes wild with confusion and need. "I can’t. It will ruin me."

"Better you than me,” Christopher said, touching the vibrator to her clit and watching her convulse. "One of us leaves this basement ruined. I assure you it will not be me. Listen to your body, Evette. Your body doesn't lie. You want this. You want to surrender."

He used the vibrator like a surgeon uses a scalpel, expertly teasing, ruthlessly drawing lines all around her pussy and her clit. Eve was almost in tears. Then, he stepped back, studying her. He moved to the cart and selected another device. A large wand this time, thick and powerful. He turned it on and the hum was much deeper, far more intense. Evette's eyes went wide with fear. Carly squirmed in her seat.

"No," Eve breathed, staring at the thing, trying to pull her hips away.

Christopher pressed the wand firmly against her pussy, and Evette's reaction was explosive. She screamed, her body went rigid, every muscle tensed as wave after wave of sensation smashed through her. She would have orgasmed. Carly and I knew her well enough to know that. But the drug worked as he had described, and she couldn't crest the peak. She was held back, just out of reach, suspended in a state of agonizing pleasure, unable to find release.

"Ooooooh Godddddd!" she cried.

Her head thrashed side to side, her hair stuck to her sweat dampened face. “You fucker,” she whimpered. “Fuck you, you old cock sucker.”

Christopher nodded to one of the guards and a syringe was drawn from a jacket pocket and placed on the cart.

“There it is,” Christopher said. “The antidote. One tiny pin prick and your climax will detonate and overwhelm you. Speak, girl. My man will take notes. All will be made well. Speak.”

“Nooooo,” Eve sobbed, her dignity shattered. "Please, I need to cum. Please, please let me. I'll do anything. I'll work for you. I’ll come work for you. I can get anything you want."

"Anything?" Christopher repeated, easing the pressure slightly, making her cry out in frustration. "Give me the names of those individuals trying to destroy me. Give me the name of the company that seeks to ruin me. Tell me these things and I'll allow you to orgasm. I'll give you what your body so desperately craves."

Evette was beyond rational thought now, existing only in a state of pure, overwhelming bliss. She strained against the chains, her body glistening with sweat, her legs trembling, her pussy swollen and empty. Christopher ran the wand all around, watching closely. He turned the wand off and stepped away.

“NOOOOOOO!” cried Eve.

Christopher motioned to a guard and the man lifted a device shaped like a horseshoe with tips that ended in cock heads and a control box at the center. One side was slightly larger than the other. Eve stared at the new instrument with wild eyes. The guard added a drop of lube to each end and handed it to Christopher. He moved behind Eve and knelt, carefully placing the two heads, one at the entrance to her pussy and one at her tight sphincter. Eve tried to pull herself up and away, jangling the chains. Carly groaned, sharing her friend’s womanly fear. Christopher pushed gently but firmly, and the twin heads penetrated, sinking slowly but sinking deep. He pressed a button and a strong humming filled the basement.

Eve went crazy, tossing her head and trying to pull her pelvis away. The double impalement vibrated forcefully. Christopher took a step back. I turned to say something to Carly, but the words died in my mouth. My wife was masturbating! Her eyes were wide with amazement and arousal. Her legs spread, her dress pushed up her thighs. Eve, her best friend, was being tortured with pleasure and my wife was totally getting off on it.

Christopher now realized the woman he faced. Eve had a breaking point, like we all do, but he underestimated what would be required to get her there. I watched Eve carefully. Her defiance was gone, replaced by an urgent, hungry need. She wasn't enduring this. She was embracing it. Her hips moved, seeking stimulation, craving more. While Christopher paused to reassess, Eve whimpered and thrust her pussy toward him, begging with her body for him to continue.

Christopher lifted nipple clamps from the cart and attached them, tightening the pinchers until she gasped and her back arched. The nipple chain swayed with her movements and he tugged it gently, causing her to groan. Her eyes fluttered shut.

"Look at her," Christopher said to us, bringing his hand up between her legs and teasing her clit. She rode his fingers shamelessly. "She's magnificent, isn't she? So hungry. She loves this. I’ve had many women hanging where she now hangs, but never one like her. Can I break her? She has filled me with doubt."

Evette heard him and let out a throaty laugh that melted into a moan.

"You can try," she croaked, her voice thick with lust.

Christopher got to work.

He swapped one sex toy for another, always pushing her sensations higher. Eve screamed in frustration but always came back for more. Carly touched herself continuously and I wondered if my wife wished it was her hanging from those leather cuffs. Christopher worked Eve expertly, bringing her to the brink and holding her there, forcing her to suffer in paradise, until she was a writhing creature lost to pure ecstasy. On and on his torture went.

Hours later, Christopher stepped back, satisfied with his progress.

“Now I will leave her hanging,” he told us. “I allow her nerves to settle. I will begin again soon and when I do, her tattered nervous system will explode. She is stronger than most, I’ll give her that, but everyone crumbles eventually.”

Eve lifted her head and locked her bleary eyes on him, still defiant.

Christopher raised an eyebrow, truly amazed for the first time. He glanced at me, and I saw something like respect in his eyes.

"Like her namesake,” he said. “Your wife's friend is full of surprises.”

I said nothing. I watched Eve sway in her bonds, her delicious body sparkling with sweat. She avoided my eyes. She’d been caught betraying Carly and me but dealing with that was for later. Right now, her obsession was all the fantastic sensations Christopher was making her feel. She had been brought here to be broken, to have her will stripped away along with her clothes. But as I watched her smile at Christopher, eager for the next round, I realized that something unexpected was happening.

She wasn’t breaking.

Christopher removed the nipple clamps and withdrew the horseshoe insert. Eve shivered as the stimulations vanished one by one. She would soon be ready for more. I knew this was the beginning of a very long night. He rubbed his chin and studied her body, pondering, and then seeming to reach a conclusion.

“It is time to take the next step,” he said. “All these devices are a substitute for the real thing. Any woman will tell you that beyond the physical sensations of sex is the mental stimulation of knowing another person is inside your body. The act of allowing someone to reach into the depths of you is a soul-shuddering moment. I will leave these toys behind. It is time for the real thing.”

Eve furrowed her brow, wondering what was coming next. Christopher turned to his guards.

“Bring Dakar and Golan,” he said. “Tell them I will pay extra. There can be no delay.”


Chapter 9

Once again, I found myself watching the heavy oak door swing open with a slow, deliberate creak. The bulb overhead cast long shadows across the concrete floor, and I shifted nervously in my seat. My hands gripped the cold metal of the chair as two figures stepped through the doorway.

Based on Christopher’s brief description, it was Dakar who entered first, his massive frame filling the doorway as he ducked slightly to clear the low threshold. He wore a simple leather loincloth that did nothing to conceal the heavy outline of what lay beneath, and his chest, broad and carved with deep ridges of muscle, glistened with a faint sheen of oil. His dark hair was cropped short, and his jaw was strong, angular, and dusted with stubble that gave him a feral appearance. His arms were thick as tree branches, with blue veins snaking beneath skin that had been burnt bronze by the sun. His bulge strained against the leather as he moved with a predator's grace.

Golan followed close behind, equally imposing, equally magnificent. He was taller than Dakar by a finger or two, his shoulders wide, tapering down to a waist that seemed too narrow given the bulk of his upper body. His skin was lighter, golden, and his muscles rippled with each step. His delts, pecs, abs, and everything else were all arranged in perfect symmetry that spoke of years spent training, fighting, honing his body into a weapon of pure physical perfection. Like his companion, he wore only a scrap of cloth around his hips, and the bulge there was substantial, heavy, and impossible to ignore.

Carly stood close to me, her breath suddenly coming in shallow puffs. Her eyes strained to take in every nuance of these modern gladiators. I found them daunting and intimidating. She found them desirable.

Christopher had continued his work on Eve while we awaited their arrival and her cries of mind-bending pleasure had left both of us trembling. I was hurt and angry over her betrayal, but it was impossible to watch what Christopher did to her and not feel something. I felt a twinge of guilt. Carly felt a gush of envy. Overheated, she’d shed her dress and now watched Christopher dressed only in bra and panties. I was surprised to see she wore a bra as that’s not usually her style but then again, we were going to visit my boss at his home. We had no idea the night would turn out like this.

Her fingers twitched at her sides as her eyes traveled up and down the lengths of the two men who had just entered our domain. Her lips parted slightly, and she wet them with the tip of her tongue, a gesture so small but so telling that I felt a familiar heat begin to pool in my gut.

Christopher watched the men enter, silent, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable in the shadows. He nodded once to the two gladiators, a gesture of command. The heavy door closed behind them and he stepped aside, revealing a suspended Eve with a wave of his hand.

The men scrutinized their latest victim. She still hung from chains bolted into a thick wooden beam suspended from the ceiling. Leather cuffs still captured her wrists. She was stretched, exposed, helpless and vulnerable, and I’ve never seen her so desirable. Some primitive chunk of my brain loved that she was defenseless.

Her chest lifted with each breath, the size and shape of her breasts accentuated and exaggerated by her arms held overhead. Her nipples had hardened into twin peaks as she struggled against her bonds. A soft whimper escaped her throat as she gazed upon the men and realized she was truly trapped.

Dakar and Golan circled her like wolves circling prey. Dakar reached out and hooked his hand behind her ass, swinging her forward for closer inspection. I waited for her to spit on him like she had Christopher, but she viewed these men differently. A woman almost always needs to feel safe before she wants sex, except those rare times when she feels reckless, wild, and maybe a little self-destructive. Eve looked at these men with fire in her eyes.

Carly did too.

Dakar tugged her again, a slight smile spreading across his lips as her breasts wobbled and swayed.

"She will confess," Golan said, his voice a deep bass. "We will fuck her until she learns to speak the truth."

Dakar nodded but said nothing. He simply reached down and untied his loincloth, letting it fall. His cock swung free, and I heard Carly softly gasp, an involuntary sound of unfiltered desire. He was enormous, of course, thick and heavily veined, already half-hard. The weight of him hung substantially between his legs, dragging his cock down to aim at the floor. He took himself in hand, stroking, growing harder. Carly watched like there was nothing else of importance in her world. Her expression of deep longing started my cock swelling.

Golan did the same, shedding his covering with equal casualness. His shaft was a bit longer than Dakar's, and slightly less thick, curving downward in an arc of inches that promised to hit places deep inside a woman, that promised to tickle a womb before filling it with hot sperm.

Carly could not look away. I watched her, my wife, my beautiful Carly, as her eyes traveled the masculine bodies and the two massive cocks that now bobbed heavily in the humid basement air. She took a step forward, then another, her hand rising to her lips.

“Wait,” she murmured.

Her fingers traced a line down her throat and over her collarbone to the swell of her breasts. Her nipples stiffened, visible through the lace of her bra. I noted the flush that had spread across her chest and up her neck.

Eve whimpered again as Dakar stepped closer to her. He reached out and cupped her breast, his olive hand a stark contrast against her pale flesh, and he squeezed, kneading the soft weight with a roughness that made Eve's head fall back, her mouth open. His other hand found the wet slit between her thighs, and he parted her folds with two thick fingers, testing, finding her soaked despite her fear, despite her protests.

"She wants it," Dakar announced.

Carly took another step.

“Honey?” I muttered. “What are you doing?”

I took her hand and held it, but she shook herself free. The pull of these warriors was too strong. She tugged her hand away from mine and crossed the distance between herself and the two men. She reached Dakar first, her small hand wrapping around his thick wrist, pulling his hand away from Eve's body. He turned to look at her, one dark eyebrow arching in question, and Carly answered by reaching down and grasping his cock.

"Fuck me," she breathed, her voice husky, desperate, nothing like the composed woman I had married. "Leave her. Take me."


Chapter 10

Dakar's lips curved into a slow, dangerous smile. He looked at Christopher and so did I. The old man calculated rapidly. He studied Carly in a flash, assessing my wife. I don’t know what he saw but he turned his gaze on me. I felt exposed, like he knew every secret Carly and I shared. He knew my wife fucked other men while I watched. He knew she craved cock right now and I’d allow her to have it. Somehow, I was sure he even knew about Carly and Parker. My defenses were stripped away.

He returned his gaze to Dakar and nodded once, granting permission. Then, Dakar's hands were on my wife, rough and demanding. He buried his fingers in her long hair while his free hand tore away her bra and then her panties, the fabric giving way with a satisfying rip. Within seconds, Carly was as naked as Eve, her body flushed and trembling, her curves on full display to every hungry set of male eyes, including Christopher’s.

Golan moved behind her, pressing his chest against her back, his long cock dropping into the cleft of her ass. He reached around and captured her breasts, lifting them, pinching her nipples between thumb and forefinger until Carly cried out and her head fell against his shoulder. Sandwiched between them, she looked small and delicate, a plaything for these two titans of muscle and lust.

Dakar lifted her easily, her weight meaningless as he hoisted her up until her legs wrapped around his waist, her pussy directly above his rising shaft. He lowered her slowly, teasing her, until she felt the thick throbbing shaft against her inner folds. She grabbed his face and planted a hot kiss on his lips.

Christopher turned to check on me when she did that, but I was as mesmerized by her as the men. Even Eve watched with lust and a look of jealousy. Carly's hands moved to grip his rounded shoulders. He held her with one powerful arm while he stroked his cock below.

Golan did not wait his turn. He plucked a small vial of oil from the metal cart and coated his shaft liberally, the liquid glistening on his skin. Then he moved behind Carly again, pressing against her from behind. My wife gasped to feel him back there. With one hand he spread her butt cheek, positioning his spongy cock head at her tight, puckered entrance. Carly's eyes flew wide open, her mouth forming a protest she would never utter. She was too late. By the time she realized what was coming, Golan had pushed his large cock head up her ass. My wife’s head snapped back and an animal cry tore from her throat.

Dakar made his move.

Fully erect from his stroking, he thrust upward in one powerful lunge, burying himself to the hilt. Carly howled, but not from simple pain. The sound was a raw, primal, cry as overwhelming pleasures assailed her, attacking her body, mind, and soul. She was suddenly stuffed with pulsing, throbbing, hard male meat and she writhed atop both men.

Dakar gave her no time to catch her breath. He began to move, pulling out and pushing in as wet, slippery sounds filled the room. Golan let the weight of her body push her slowly down his shaft. I stared in amazement as he filled her ass and Dakar fucked her pussy. Her breasts were smashed against his chest. Her arms wrapped tightly around his neck.

"It was me," she hissed, her voice strained.

My ears perked up. Christopher’s did too.

“What was you?” he asked.

She couldn’t answer.

Golan pushed upward, slow but inexorable, and Carly's voice climbed higher. She was stretched in both holes simultaneously, struggling to get away yet struggling to push them both deeper. Her head rolled around like a woman possessed by evil spirits. The two men found a counter-rhythm, Dakar thrusting as Golan pulled back, then reversing, a slow, piston-like motion that drove Carly wild between them. Her eyes rolled back inside her skull, her mouth hung open in a continuous moan that rose and fell with the pace of their fucking.

I watched, transfixed. My hand moved to my cock. I stroked myself through my pants as my wife was ravaged by these two gods of cock flesh. She had never looked more purely sexual than she did in that moment, impaled on two massive cocks, her body used.

Eve, forgotten for the moment in her chains, watched with wide eyes, her own arousal evident in the way she squirmed against her bonds, the way her thighs pressed together, seeking friction. But the men had not forgotten their purpose. Dakar, even as he pumped into my wife's slick cunt, reached out and grabbed Eve's hair, pulling her head back roughly.

"You see what we do to women who do not confess?" he growled. "We fuck them until they cannot think, until they can only feel, until the truth spills from their lips like honey."

He pulled out of Carly suddenly, leaving her gasping and empty. Golan circled her waist with his muscular arms. Dakar turned to Eve, his glistening cock like a curved horn jutting up in front of him. Golan withdrew from Carly, leaving my wife a whimpering pile on the floor. The two men positioned themselves on either side of bound Eve, their cocks slick with Carly's arousal, and Dakar lifted Eve's legs, wrapping them around his waist. Without waiting, he drove upward into her, sheathing himself in her tight pussy in one brutal thrust.

Christopher had never been so right. All the toys, all the vibration and the pulsating did not compare to a real man inside her body. Eve wilted, sobbing as Dakar began to fuck her deep. Golan moved behind her and Eve struggled to see what he planned. His hands gripped her hips and his ass flexed and Eve cried out as his thick cock penetrated her asshole. She hung by her wrists, able to do nothing except offer her holes for their pleasure. They held her steady and fucked her deep, plunging stiff inches as far up into her as they could get. Nonsense poured from her lips, gibberish, and broken sobs and gasps. Dakar fucked her with the same relentless pace he had used on Carly, each stroke hitting deep, forcing sounds from her throat that were half-pleasure, half-pain. Golan lifted and spread her butt cheeks, watching his cock move in and out.

Carly was not done. She crawled toward them, her body glistening with sweat and oil, her thighs trembling, her cunt visibly swollen and pink from the pounding she had taken. She reached Eve and positioned herself beneath the suspended woman, her mouth finding the places where both men entered Eve, licking and sucking as Dakar continued to thrust into her from the front and Golan from behind. The sight of my wife servicing another woman while gladiators fucked her holes was almost too much to bear.

“Don’t tell them, Babe,” Eve croaked, a towering climax building despite the drugs in her veins. “Don’t.”

Carly moaned and licked faster, determined to save her friend.

Golan pulled out of Eve with a wet sound and moved behind Carly, entering her ass again in one smooth stroke, resuming the penetration that had driven her wild before.

The four of them moved together, a tangle of limbs and sweat and fucking. The sounds of flesh slapping flesh and the wet, obscene noises of penetration filled the basement until I heard nothing else. On and on it went. The women were as insatiable as the men. Minutes ticked off.

Carly orgasmed first, her body convulsing, her shriek trembling against Eve's clit and, despite the drug cocktail designed to prevent it, triggering the biggest climax of Eve’s life. Her body jerked wildly in those chains, her mind lost in waves of pleasure as Dakar continued to pound her through her climax, refusing to stop, driving her higher and higher until she was babbling, incoherent, her mind shattered by the sensations.

Golan quickly followed, burying himself deep in Carly's ass with a roar that shook the walls, pumping her full of seed. His body shuddered with the force of his release. Dakar pumped his hips wildly, almost out of control, exploding deep inside Eve with a force that took her breath. Carly ground her ass against Golan and Daker shook as he pumped a deluge of sperm out of his cock. 

To my surprise I discovered I’d ejaculated in my pants, untouched, my release triggered purely by the sight of my wife, glazed and spent and used, collapsing onto the concrete floor in a heap of trembling flesh.

The basement fell silent except for the sound of heavy breathing, of bodies slowly recovering, of chains creaking as Eve swayed in her bonds.

“Don’t tell them what?” Christopher asked, leaning close to Eve’s semi-conscious face. “Hm? Don’t tell me what?”

Carly shifted slightly on the floor, Golan still balls deep in her ass.

“It wasn’t Eve,” my wife muttered. “Leave her alone. She was protecting me. I did it. Me. It was me, not Eve.”

Christopher turned his full attention to my wife. My blood ran cold.

“The first night I stayed with Parker at his place,” she continued. “He fell asleep, after. I used his computer to send an email and found things about my husband’s company there. Your company. Parker was talking to someone, but I couldn’t understand what it was all about. I asked Eve for help because she knows about such things. I don’t. Leave her alone.”

“Parker?” Christopher barked, furious. “Parker?”

“Yeah,” Carly whimpered, rolling her ass in a small circle to feel Golan up there. “Parker. But don’t worry. I have a plan to fix everything.”


Chapter 11

I sat at the head of the conference table in Christopher's private office, the glass walls overlooking the city giving us a panoramic view of the skyline at dusk. The room smelled of coffee and warm cookies. Carly sat to my right, her hand resting on my thigh beneath the table, her fingers tapping a nervous rhythm against my slacks. She wore the navy blue dress I loved, the one that caught the light whenever she moved.

Eve occupied the chair beside her, her long hair catching the amber glow from the desk lamp. She had dressed for business but, somehow, in the way she always does, made it look sinful. Her charcoal pencil skirt and silk blouse drew the eye and there was nothing you could do about it. Christopher stood by the window, his arms crossed, his jaw tight with the tension that had consumed him for the past seventy-two hours.

Neil entered without knocking, carrying a laptop that looked futuristic and wearing a black t-shirt with The Clash logo on it. He looked younger than I remembered, with dark hair that fell across his glasses and eyes that assessed the room with unsettling intensity. He dropped his bag onto the table with a heavy thud and pulled out the chair across from me.

"Show me what they did," he said.

No preamble. No handshake.

Christopher slid a tablet across the table. Neil caught it, his fingers already dancing across the screen, pulling up files, code, and corrupted data streams. He made a sound low in his throat, something between acknowledgment and disgust.

"Ransomware with a data exfiltration component," he said, not looking up. "Amateurs with professional tools. They didn't just encrypt your files, they stole them first. Standard double-extortion playbook. But they left backdoors everywhere. Sloppy."

"Can you fix it?" Christopher asked.

His voice carried the weight of three sleepless nights. The attack had infiltrated our servers, stolen client data, and exposed proprietary research that represented years of work. Parker’s criminal cohorts had discovered we knew about them and launched their demands prematurely, and with considerable damage. Their ransom demand sat at two million dollars, payable in cryptocurrency, with a forty-eight-hour deadline that expired tomorrow morning.

Neil finally looked up, his gaze moving from Christopher to me, then to Carly, then to Eve. He held Eve's eyes a fraction longer than necessary, something calculating passing behind his expression.

"I can fix it," he said. "I can trace the backdoors, rebuild your security architecture from the ground up, implement zero-trust protocols that will make you bulletproof. I can scrub your systems clean, with all your data recovered in just a few hours. I can also make sure this never happens again."

"Name your price," Christopher said.

Neil leaned back in his chair, the leather creaking beneath him. He smiled, and it transformed his face from serious technician to something else entirely, something confident and almost predatory.

"I don't want money," he said. “I have money. I have all the money I will ever need. I want what I don’t have.”

The room went silent. Outside, a siren wailed in the distance, distant and disconnected from our bubble of tension.

"What do you want?" I asked.

My voice came out steady, though I felt Carly's hand tighten on my thigh. I knew what Neil was going to say before he said it.

His eyes moved to Carly, appraising her with obvious appreciation, then to Eve. He finished back on Christopher.

"Her," he said, nodding at my wife. "And her," he added, indicating Eve. "Not just for tonight, either. I want at least three weeks. They are my wives. They live with me. All of us together. Me and them.”

I thought I was ready, but I wasn’t ready.

“That’s not up to me,” Christopher said, clearly annoyed at this young man.

“Sure it is,” Neil said. “Tom is your bitch. You tell him what to do and he’ll do it. You’ll need to reward him, and handsomely I suppose, but so what? You have money to burn. I’ve seen your spreadsheets.”

Christopher ground his teeth. I raised my hand to head him off, turning my attention to the women. Carly smiled. Eve shrugged.

“He’s cute,” Eve said. “Plus, he’s got a nice big bed.”

“I already did him more than once,” Carly chuckled. “Why not again?”

“I want you to watch us tonight," Neil said, looking directly at me. "But after that I get them all to myself. I have friends that want to see them again. This is what I will take in exchange for saving your company."

"You're serious," Christopher said.

It wasn't a question. He simply could not fathom a man turning his back on so much money, and he certainly couldn’t understand doing it for pussy.

"I don't joke about payment," Neil replied. "You want your company saved? Your research protected? Your clients' data kept confidential? I can do that. I will do that. But I want Carly and Eve in my home for three weeks minimum. I want them to be willing and enthusiastic. I want them. That's my price. Non-negotiable."

Christopher looked at Carly. She met his eyes, and I saw a flush spreading up her neck, the way her chest rose and fell with quickened breath. He turned his attention to me.

“Don’t look at my husband,” she said. “Look at me. Ask me to help you.”

“Same here,” Eve said. “I admit I enjoyed my time hanging from those chains, but that’s beside the point. You need us. Ask nicely.”

The man was filled with rage.

“Carly and Evette,” he began. “Will you help me?”

“Say please,” Eve said.

“Please. Carly and Evette, will you please, please save my company?”

"Carly," I said softly. "Just so you know. You don't have to."

"I know I don't have to," she said. "But I want to. If it saves the company. If it saves us. It protects everything we've built together." She turned to look at Eve. "I’m in if you’re in"

“I’m in,” Eve said, leaning forward to look at Neil. “I trust there will be parties over the next three weeks? Like the one we had before?”

"Guaranteed," Neil said.

Eve took Carly's hand. They exchanged a look I couldn't fully read. Perhaps their years of friendship, of shared secrets, and of trust.

“Tom?” Carly asked. “You’re my husband. You must give the final okay.”

All eyes turned to me. Christopher stepped away from the window, his hands in his pockets, his expression carefully neutral. This was my decision. My wife and my marriage hung in the balance, but so did his company’s future. I looked at Neil. I mean really looked at him. He wasn't unattractive. He carried himself with confidence that bordered on arrogance, the kind that came from genuine competence. He had power in this moment, leverage, and he knew it. But he wasn't demanding submission through force. He was negotiating. He wanted consent. He wanted witnesses.

"Two conditions," I said. "First, you fix everything and you take over security going forward. Second, you never speak of this to anyone. Ever."

"Agreed," Neil said immediately.

"If you hurt them, or disrespect them, or push boundaries they don't want pushed, there will be consequences."

"Understood," Neil said. “That’s not really my thing anyway.”

He held out his hand across the table.

I shook it. His grip was firm, dry, certain.

Carly stood first, smoothing her dress. Her hands shook slightly. Eve rose beside her, and they moved toward the door that led to Christopher's private residential suite above the office, and from there to Neil’s helicopter on the roof. The man packed his laptop away with methodical efficiency, then followed them, pausing at the doorway to look back at me.

I stood. My legs felt unsteady, but I followed. Christopher fell into step beside me as we climbed the spiral staircase to the upper level. He said nothing, but I felt his presence as support, not judgment.

On the roof Christopher turned to Eve.

“Why didn’t you speak?” he asked. “I was ruthless. I put you through hell, but you never broke. Why fight me so hard?”

Eve laughed.

“You don’t know me,” she said, touching his cheek with affection. “First, nobody tells me what to do. Second, I was protecting Carly. She made me promise to keep her secret, and I did.” She kissed Christopher on the cheek before continuing. “Third, and lastly, if I broke and confessed, you would have stopped what you were doing to me, and I liked it too much to let you stop.”

Christopher looked stunned. We climbed into the helicopter.

“There’s a vice-president position waiting for you,” Christopher said, shouting over the helicopter’s engine starting. “You saved us.”

“Carly saved us,” I replied. “She kept Parker distracted. “He and his buddies never put their full plan into play.”

He thought about that.

“I should reward those women too.”

I glanced at them buckling into their seats.

“Giftwrap those two gladiators,” I said. “Invite Eve and Carly back to your mansion and turn them all loose on each other.”

He laughed.

“Also, a suitcase full of cash wouldn’t hurt,” I added.

He laughed harder.

“Done!” He leaned closer, turning his body to create a little privacy. “This thing with Neil feels wrong,” he said. “I’m sorry for it.”

I shrugged.

“I amused myself with Neil. I made the girls attack him because I thought he was a loser. I deserve a little payback. He’ll rub the sex in my face, but he doesn’t know how to be a real villain. I picture them wearing pajamas and watching old movies after just a few days.”

“I hope you’re right.”

I brought my mouth close to his ear so only he would hear me.

“Neil is a nice guy, but he lacks what Eve and Carly crave most.”

Christopher nodded. He had questions but he kept them to himself. We shook hands and I joined the girls and Neil.

Christopher waved goodbye as Neil’s pilot flew us away.


Chapter 12

The flight was brief. I thought we would return to Neil’s palatial home, but he took us to his building downtown because it was much closer. Eager boy. We left the helicopter and descended some metal stairs and entered a large room.

His suite was spacious, modern, with a bedroom visible through an open archway. Carly and Eve had already entered, standing near the king-sized bed, holding hands now, looking nervous but resolute. Neil moved past me, crossing to the bar cart, pouring four glasses of whiskey with steady hands.

"Drinks first," he said, offering glasses to the women, then to me. "Then we discuss boundaries. Then we begin."

The boy was organized. Carly took her glass with a grateful nod. Eve drank half of hers in one swallow. I sipped mine, the alcohol burning, grounding me in the surreal reality of the moment.

"Hard limits," Neil said, setting his own glass aside. He pulled a small notebook from his back pocket, pen ready. "What don't you want?"

"No degradation," Carly said. "No photography or recordings. Be respectful."

"Agreed," Neil wrote. "Eve?"

"The same," she said.

"Noted."

"Consensual, respectful, pleasurable for everyone," Neil summarized. "This isn't about humiliation. This is about exchange. Value for value. I get something I want, something I’ve wanted again since the first time I saw you. Remember the alley? I do. You ladies changed my world view. I’ve been dying to have you again."

Such a nerd. He set the notebook aside and approached Carly. He moved slowly, giving her space to pull away, to change her mind. She didn't. He reached up and touched her face, his thumb brushing her cheekbone.

"You're sure?" he asked softly, wanting her to want him.

"Yes," she whispered.

He turned to Eve.

"You?"

"Yes," she said, her voice stronger.

Neil stepped back and removed his t-shirt, revealing a chubby torso with a new tattoo. I couldn't make out what it was in the dim light. He kicked off his shoes, unbuckled his belt. The women watched, Carly's hand finding Eve's again, squeezing.

"Tom," Neil said, looking at me as he pushed his jeans down. "Sit in that chair. The one beside the bed. You’ll have the best view from there. Last time you were in bed with me and these gorgeous women, I performed poorly. I want you to see me at my best."

I moved to the indicated chair, a leather armchair positioned at an angle to the bed. I sat like a spectator at a theater, waiting for the curtain to rise.

Neil turned back to the women.

"Undress each other," he said. "Slowly."

Carly faced Eve. Her hands moved to the buttons of Eve's silk blouse, trembling slightly as she worked them free. Eve reached behind Carly, finding the zipper of her navy dress, drawing it down with a soft hiss. The fabric parted, revealing Carly's back, her spine, the lace edge of her underwear.

They helped each other out of their clothes with a tenderness that surprised me. This wasn't rushed, wasn't vulgar. It was intimate, deliberate. The whole vibe in the room was something new, exciting in a totally different way.

Carly's dress fell to the floor. Eve's blouse followed. They stood in their underwear: Carly in black lace, Eve in cream. Then they removed those too. Now they stood naked before Neil, before us, vulnerable and beautiful and brave. Good God, the beauty of these women.

Neil approached them, naked himself now, and touched them both at the same time, his left hand on Carly's waist, his right on Eve's hip. He kissed Carly first, a slow, deep kiss that she responded to, her hands coming up to his shoulders. Then he turned to Eve, kissing her with equal attention, equal skill. His cock was rising fast.

"On the bed," he instructed. "Carly on your back. Eve, beside her."

They arranged themselves as directed, the white sheets stark against their skin. Neil climbed onto the bed between them, and I watched as he touched them. Carly's breast, Eve's thigh, learning their bodies, mapping their responses. Carly gasped when his fingers found her pussy, arching into his touch. Eve made a soft sound when he kissed her neck. Her hand reached out to tangle with Carly's.

I sat in my chair, whiskey forgotten in my hand, and watched my wife with another man. I watched her best friend join them. I felt the strange cocktail of jealousy and arousal and love and fear mixing in my chest, burning there, but I didn't look away. I agreed to this. I sanctioned it. I would witness it, all of it, because that was the price of saving everything we had built. Besides, in a strange way, my heart went out to the guy. He seemed lonely, deep down. I felt like Eve and Carly had broken through his defenses that first time in the alley. It may have been his first time. He was comfortable allowing these two women inside his personal space. This tryst was all about emotional connections. Neil would not throw them around the bedroom like some stud. They’d make love to him.

Neil was unskilled, but incredibly attentive. Their pleasure mattered to him more than his own. He took his time, bringing both women to the edge with his hands and mouth before he entered Carly first, moving over her while Eve watched, touching herself, touching Carly. Then he turned to Eve, and Carly watched in turn, her eyes finding mine across the room, holding my gaze as another man moved inside her best friend.

The hours passed. Neil was insatiable but not selfish. He gave more than he took, ensuring both women reached orgasm multiple times before he sought his own. He used positions that allowed me to see everything, that emphasized the voyeuristic nature of our arrangement. He spoke to them respectfully, praising their beauty, their responsiveness, making it clear that this was appreciation, not conquest.

I sat silent, my expression unreadable. I wondered what Neil thought of me. I wondered what Carly and Eve thought of me. My focus remained on Carly, on her flushed face, her parted lips, and the way she moved with Neil, for Neil, because of Neil.

When it finally ended, when Neil finally spent himself inside my wife and collapsed between them, breathing hard, the room smelled of sex and sweat. Carly lay with her head on his shoulder, Eve curled against his other side, both women satisfied. Neil looked at me, his eyes sleepy, and nodded once, an acknowledgment of completion, of a contract fulfilled. I was free to go.

"Tell Christopher his systems will be scrubbed clean by three in the morning," he said. "I'll send the security protocols after. He’ll never have to worry about this again."

I stood, my legs stiff, and walked to the bed. Carly looked up at me, her eyes searching my face for anger, for betrayal, for regret. I found none of those things in myself, only a profound, complicated love and a desperate hope that this exchange would prove worthwhile.

"Thank you," I said to Neil.

The words felt strange in my mouth, but they were true.

"Thank you," he replied. “My pilot will take you home.”

I kissed Carly. Eve pulled the sheet up to cover herself, suddenly modest in the aftermath. He slipped his arms around both women and smiled. They would be hard to give up weeks from now. I wonder how that would go. They turned to snuggle with their new man.

"Neil," I said. "The non-disclosure. It goes both ways."

Neil looked up at me.

"I protect my clients' secrets," he said. "All of them. This never happened. Officially, you hired me for a standard security audit and remediation."

Carly wrapped the sheet around her like a toga and came to me. She put her arms around my waist and rested her head on my chest. I held her, feeling her heartbeat against mine, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin cotton.

"Are we okay?" she whispered. “This is so different from what we’ve done in the past. I’ll be living with another man for at least three weeks, maybe longer.”

“Don’t get too attached,” I said. “You’re bound to love this life. He’s filthy rich. You’ll live like a queen.”

I looked at Eve, who now sat on the edge of the bed, watching us with worried eyes. She’d heard me and wondered if what I said would prove to be true. Three weeks is a long time.

"We're okay," I told Carly. "We're more than okay. We saved the company. We protected our future."

"Did I hurt you?" she asked, pulling back to look at my face. "I had to play Parker. I thought about telling you everything but that seemed risky. With Eve’s help I thought we could stop Parker and his goons. If we had been successful you never would have known.”

“I understand. I only found out because I spied on Eve’s laptop.”

“I wondered about that.”

We both turned to watch Eve and Neil chatting on the bed.

“Did it bother you to see me with Neil?” she murmured.

“A little.”

“It’s so different than the other men, right? Eve and I found ourselves wanting him. We both enjoyed it so much. It’s like he needs us."

I thought about what I’d seen. The jealousy had burned, yes, but it had transformed into something else. Pride, maybe, in her willingness to sacrifice. Awe at her capacity for pleasure. Gratitude that she had chosen to share this experience with me rather than hide it.

Eve stood and joined our embrace, the three of us holding each other in the center of the room, surrounded by the evidence of our transaction. Neil left the bed, naked, and poured more whiskey. He handed glasses to each of us, and we drank together. Four people bound by secrets, survival, and the strange intimacy of what we had shared and witnessed. Outside, the city lights flickered and pulsed. Inside, the servers one floor down hummed.

I finished my drink and set the glass aside. Tomorrow will bring challenges: learning my new position. Implementing Neil's security measures. Moving forward as if this night had been ordinary. I made a mental note to track down Parker and crush him and his band of idiots like an ant. Yup. Lots to do.

Carly kissed me, her lips tasting of whiskey and Neil, and I kissed her back, trying to claim her, but failing. She was already beyond my reach. How empty would our home feel when I got there? She was mine and I was hers, but she was his. I suspected he would share her with other men after a while. She was the prize. Eve was gorgeous but she was Eve. No man ever truly touched her. Carly was real. Carly connected with people. Neil had craved her from the moment they met and fate had given him another chance. I knew he’d try everything to keep her. Fear tickled the base of my skull. His vulnerability might just woo her.

I laughed at myself on the inside. So much to worry about. I kissed the girls again and shook Neil’s hand, and then I slipped away.

The pilot needed an address and then we were airborne.

Carly had been trying to save us the whole time. She distracted Parker, searching his computer after fucking him to exhaustion.

It was Carly that recruited Eve, sparing me the impossible position of knowing the truth. It was Carly that suggested Neil, providing a solution. Carly had moved the pieces around the board like a grandmaster. We all owed her a debt.

I couldn’t wait until she came home again.

The helicopter lifted off and I dialed a Lyft.

Anxiety hit me. What if I was wrong? Three weeks is such a long time.

I laughed at myself again, out loud this time.

End.
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