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Chapter one
Chapter 1


He knew something had happened the moment she stepped inside the front door. Something had happened and it had something to do with Dante and he was either going to live through it or it was going to kill him and it was time to find out.

He set down the butter knife he’d been using to construct his sandwich, wiped his hands on a paper towel and walked slowly towards the front doors.

Cayley stood with her big purse clutched in both hands in front of her. She was, uncustomarily, frowning. The creases in her forehead were deep with worry.

“Cayley?” he asked, approaching her and reaching out a hand. “Is everything okay?”

He’d been preparing for this day for the last three weeks. Three weeks of talking himself into being okay when it happened. Three weeks of dosing himself on what emotions it might bring and how to react in a cool and collected way.

The truth was it had scared him. It had scared the shit out of him thinking that Cayley might one day return home and confess that she’d seen Dante, maybe been with Dante in an intimate way.

But he’d told her that nothing she could do would upset him and so he wasn’t going to let himself get upset now.

She didn’t respond. Just kept staring at him like she lacked the words to describe what had happened.

He reached out and took her hand in his and flashed a warm smile at her to reassure her he wasn’t going to freak out. “Does it have something to do with Dante?” he asked, quietly.

“Yes,” she whispered, not hesitating for a second.

A tremor of nervous energy passed through him. “Do you want to tell me about it?” he asked her.

What scared him most wasn’t even that she’d had sex with Dante. That he’d witnessed with his own eyes and survived to tell the tale. What scared him most was that somehow Dante had wormed his way deeper into her psyche. That her feelings for him had deepened and that’s what she was coming to tell him about now.

“I want to tell you about it,” she whispered. “But I think I need a glass of water first.”

He immediately took her big purse and set it on the ground. Then he put a hand on the small of her back and led her to the kitchen. He sat her down at the table and went and poured out a nice, tall glass of water with ice in it. He set it down in front of her and sat down next to her, waiting for her to drink.

She took it, lifted it to her lips and took the smallest sip before setting it down. She let out a soft sigh and looked up at him. “Dante came to the store just as I was closing up.”

A familiar tightness formed at the base of his gut. It extended down into his balls and out to the tip of his quickly exciting manhood, the root of all of this angst.

His mind began to gallop. An expected response. Something he’d anticipated. It happened often now. His imagination would run away on it’s own and in it’s wake leave a barrage of obscene imagery of what Cayley might have done.

Some echoes of the filthy behaviour he’d already witnessed and some fresh imaginings of how much lower she might have gone.

He’d trained himself not to act on the fight or flight response of his sympathetic nervous system. Instead he took a few slow, deep breaths to calm his heartbeat. “Did something happen at the store?” he asked.

The furrows in her brow smoothed out, worry lifting from her expression. “He kissed me, Jonathan,” she whispered.

His balls tightened between his legs and he stifled a groan. Was that all that had happened or was that just a prelude? Was Cayley giving him the whole picture or was she easing into the truth?

It still startled him how immediate his erotic response was. His cock had nearly hardened fully since the moment she’d stepped through the door. His entire groin area was tingling as he awaited more explicit detail of Cayley’s encounter. “Is that all?” he asked, swallowing back the tightness that had formed in his throat.

She shook her head.

He stifled another groan.

He was more mindful of what was going on inside him as his body responded to Cayley’s admission. He likened it to being wrapped up in a tight blanket with just a small hole cut out for the eyes. Through that hole he could only see Cayley and nothing else. Cayley and Cayley’s sexuality became the sole focus of his world.

He was learning to love that place. It allowed him to focus on her like he couldn’t do at any other time. There were no distractions in that blanket. No job, no bills to pay. No clients to think about or mortgage.

There was only his beautiful Cayley and her delightful descent into becoming his own personal pornographic actress. “Tell me about all of it?” he asked.

Cayley nodded. She raised the glass and took another sip, then set it down and cleared her throat. “He kissed me as I was locking up. Right at the front of the store where anyone could see. There was no one there so don’t worry,” she added.

He wasn’t worried. Even that he found thrilling. That a shared acquaintance might have seen Cayley kissing her lover as she left work.

How would they feel about him if they saw that? Would they pity him? Would they feel an obligation to him, to tell him what they saw? Or would they keep it to themselves, feeling sorry for him for being cheated on?

It brought him the weirdest titillation thinking about that.

“I dragged him into the back room. He was very…excited, Jonathan,” she said. Her eyes widened like she was experiencing some wondrous sensation by recalling the moment. He saw her mind scanning back in time, trying to collect the precise details and the order in which they’d occurred.

“I dragged him into the back room and he kissed me again,” she said, tracing a finger long the back of her hand. “He touched my breast,” she said, raising her hand and mimicking the motion. “Then he put his hand between my legs and…”

The dangling thought pressed him to the edge of his seat. His hand between your legs and???

“He ran his finger along my…lips,” she whispered.

“You let him?” he asked quickly.

The question seemed to startle her and she fell out of the trance of remembering. “I stopped him,” she replied.

His chest sank with relief even as his stomach tightened with anguish. She stopped him? Why?!? “You didn’t want to…”

This, too, was deeply thrilling. Rummaging in her mind for the exact motivations and emotions that had guided her on her adventure. It exposed more and more parts of her he’d never seen before and it was deeply pleasing.

“I kind of did,” she whispered.

The most delicious searing burn tore through him. She wanted it. She wanted Dante and that big fat cock to fill her again. This time without her husband. She wanted it for her own pleasure. “Why didn’t you?” he asked.

She looked away, her eyes full and dark as she processed whatever it was she wanted to say next. When she looked up at him again there was certainty in them. “I want to tell you something.”

“Anything,” he answered.

She nodded, looking reassured. “I wanted to be mad at him. At Dante. I didn’t…I didn’t like that he waited three weeks and then showed up at my work,” she admitted, shaking her head. “It gave me feelings.”

He gripped the edge of his chair like he was cresting the first hill of a roller coaster ride and about to go plunging towards the ground again. “What sorts of feelings?” he asked.

“I wanted to see him sooner,” she replied.

The bottom fell out of his stomach, even though he’d vaguely known that was what was coming.

Cayley had been an almost entirely sexual animal in the days after that night at Falls Plaza. She hadn’t been demanding but, rather, insistent on having sex. She’d woken him up in the morning with a blowjob even before his alarm went off. And at night she’d been ready in a robe the moment he stepped through the door. Ushering him into the shower then to the bedroom where she serviced him by riding his cock.

He’d been cagey those first few days. Unsure of his feelings about what had happened and where this was headed. He couldn’t be sure but her reaction, lavishing him with sexual attention, had almost seemed instinctive. Like she was reassuring him with her body that she was still his.

As the weeks wore on, though, she let him take charge more often. She would sometimes withdraw into herself when he made love to her and he’d fantasized that she was thinking of someone else. Of Dante.

“Were you mad at him?” he asked.

She shook her head. “Not really,” she replied. “But I didn’t want him thinking he could just walk in and take whatever he wanted whenever he wanted. I’ve been thinking about him, Jon. I’ve been thinking about him a lot.”

He put a hand over his stomach, which she eyed warily. “I’m fine. It’s just…it’s so hot it hurts,” he explained.

She looked him dead in the eye. “I’ve been thinking about him while we made love. Sometimes when you’d shoot it into me I’d think about him shooting it into me instead. Not in the behind, though. Where it counts. Where it matters,” she whispered, letting her hand fall to her lap.

His cock was throbbing now. A pulsing vein between his legs demanding attention and affection and release.

He’d thought of it, too. He’d fantasized about watching Dante’s ominous tool throbbing inside her. Watching the rivulets of his seed spill from where when he was finished. Seeing her flushed face smiling as she proudly displayed what she was carrying inside herself.

“Are you going to see him?” he asked. “You didn’t want to see him tonight?” The urgency in his voice was a little embarrassing. Pushing his wife into her lover’s arms so he could hear all about it.

“He’s up to something, Jon,” she said, eyes narrowing.

The statement cooled his libido momentarily. “Up to something?” he asked.

She nodded. “He told me to come home and tell you all of this. He said to tell you that he showed up to take what he wanted but that I was a very good girl and said ‘no.’”

He furrowed his brow, sensing a sudden shift in her mood. “That bothered you?” he asked.

She blinked a few times, sending a tear rolling down her cheek.

“Oh, Cay!” he gasped, putting a hand over hers. “Cayley what is it? What’s bothering you?”

She sniffled, wiped her nose with a finger and shook her head before looking up at him again. “I have these feelings, Jon. I have these feelings about him. I think about him. I…sometimes it feels like I can’t stop thinking about him.”

“Cayley, sweetheart we don’t have to do this!” he said, caressing the back of her hand. “We don’t have to do any of this! If this is making you at all uncomfortable we just stop this right here and now and we never have to talk about it again if you don’t want!”

She took a few short breaths and collected herself, dabbing at the corner of her eye with knuckle before smiling at him. “It’s not that,” she whispered. “It’s that I do want to do this. Even though it doesn’t feel right. It doesn’t feel right thinking about another man when I’m with you. And I still want to do this. And I wanted to come home and tell you all of that. All of it. I wanted to tell you my real feelings because that’s all we have, right? Showing our real true selves and not pretending about anything? I want him, Jon. I want him to press me to the bed with his big body and I want to feel the stretch of his big cock as it moves into me. I’ve been thinking about it. And when he showed up I knew I had to tell you.”

Her honesty, bare and raw, filled him with the deepest sense of love he’d ever felt for another human. She was right. He never would have suggested this if it hadn’t been for Dante. He never would have opened up like this to her.

Was it dangerous letting her continue after what she’d told him? Maybe. Their love was strong, though. He felt it at the very centre of his heart. “What do you want me to say, Cayley baby?”

“You don’t have to say anything. I just had to say my piece. I want you to know that if you tell me you don’t want this, that if you say you want this to stop, then it will. Even though I really want it. Even though I feel like I need it I’ll stop.”

“I know you will. I trust you.”

She smiled, her lips going a little shaky with emotion. “Then I need you right now. I need to feel you.”


Chapter two
Chapter 2


He took her hand and stood and pulled her to her feet. As she passed him towards the kitchen door he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into a backwards embrace, leaning his head to one side to kiss her neck.

She tipped her head, exposing her neck, and smiled as he nuzzled it.

A thrill raced through him at the mild scent of her shampoo and perfume. Beneath that he smelled the odour of her heightening excitement, the familiar tang of her core petals moistening. Above all of that, somewhere on her neck and collarbone and the silky fabric of her blouse, he detected the lingering musk of Dante’s cologne and manly smell.

He relished the thought that another man had already touched her that day. Unbeknownst to him, Dante’s paws had already run along the course of her body and her delicate bits.

She’d permitted it, but only to a point. Then she’d obediently returned home to tell on herself to her husband. To confess to all the feelings she’d been having and to make sure it was alright that she’d like Dante to fuck her despite them.

Blood flooded into his cock, hardening it at the thought. He pulled her closer, until he felt the tip of his organ press into the soft flesh of her thigh.

She put a hand over his on her shoulder and pulled him forward, towards the bedroom. She turned as they walked in, putting her arms on his shoulders and then a hand on the back of his neck. She pulled him into a kiss, deep and hot.

He could sense her enthusiasm, her eagerness to couple. Dante had inspired this. His visit to the store had rendered her hot and ready. She wanted Dante, but her husband would do for now. An hors d’oeuvres to sate her raging hunger before Dante fed her the main course.

He let these thoughts, these guttural fantasies, pepper his mind as she undressed him. Soon he was standing naked in front of her, save for his socks, a full and hard erection sticking out from his groin, a proud salute to their shared depravity.

Undoing the top button of her blouse, she spread the two sides apart giving him a view of her plump breasts. When she made to sink to her knees, he stopped her and their eyes met. “I want to taste you,” he said.

This seemed to please her because an impish smile flickered across her lips. She took him by the hand and led him to the bed, then unzipped her skirt and slipped it slowly down her legs as she sat down. She took her panties with it, casually tossing both aside onto the floor.

She sat so sexily with one knee bent slightly in, as if to preserve her modesty from her eager husband’s prying eyes. She looked sooo different than the woman he’d married.

She knew her powers now. She understood the grip her sexual self had over him. Not only that but she’d learned to harness it for their shared pleasure.

He sank to his knees in front of her. Putting his hands on her thighs he spread them widely apart, baring her sodden cunt.

The balmy fragrance of her oiling pussy hit him full on in the snout. He inhaled deeply, savouring the aroma of the wetness he was about to feast on.

She leaned back with her hands on the bed, keeping her legs wide open for him and sliding her butt to the edge of the mattress to improve his access.

He leaned forward, pressing his mouth against her steaming pussy and running his tongue along it’s groove. The taste of her juice on his tongue made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end.

This wasn’t just the product of her arousal for him. It was a thick and gooey mucus that had begun secreting when Dante had accosted her at the store.

She was excited about him. Excited to feel the girth of his cock stretch her once more. Excited, perhaps, that she would share a dalliance without her husband watching. She would meet him as a proper lover, on her own.

The thought sent fire to his loins. He licked her slit again, then slurped her clit into his mouth and began stroking it lovingly with his tongue.

She moaned. He felt her fingers running through his hair. She sat up straighter on the bed and, a glance upwards revealed, stared down at him manipulating her sex organ with his mouth.

She greedily welcomed the cunnilingus and enjoyed it without shame. Another change from her former, more prudish self.

Her mouth fell open and her grip tightened on his hair. She held him closer, guiding his tongue to where she was most sensitive, to where it would inspire the most powerful orgasm.

Her grip wasn’t so strong as to be dominating but there was something wildly erotic about her taking charge. Placing his lips where she needed them to make herself come.

Her hips tensed and she moved her pussy closer to his mouth.

He lapped eagerly and was rewarded by a loud moan as she fell back onto the bed. She writhed as he lapped at her, shaking her head side to side and biting down on her fist as she crested the most intense part of her orgasm.

The violent undulations of her waist turned gentle until he heard her giggle and felt her fingers pushing on his forehead, moving him away from her overly sensitive sex.

His cock was engorged and throbbing. As he clambered up onto the bed to take her she crab-walked backwards, teasing him with the sight of her soaked pussy. She pulled her blouse up and off over her head, unclasped her bra and threw it over the edge of the bed.

He crawled between her legs, his cock aching for the succor of her warm cunt. He couldn’t stop thinking of her with Dante.

She welcomed him with open legs and drew her fingers down his arms as he tucked the head of his cock into her sex and pressed it in.

She stared at him smiling as his cock slid easily into her. “I can’t wait to feel his cock again,” she whispered.

The words stabbed right into his gut and his cock throbbed inside her. He let out a shuddering breath as the image of Cayley getting fucked by Dante formed in his brain. He pulled his own cock halfway out of her and stroked it back inside, savouring the way her lips coated it with wetness.

“You know, I didn’t think I’d ever tell you this,” she said, studying his eyes. “Last week I had to masturbate in the bathroom at work.”

He huffed out a heavy breath, his hips moving faster, stabbing his cock in and out of her pussy.

Cayley seemed to love it. She was beaming at him. She didn’t seem at all lost in the moment. More like enjoying his enjoyment of it. “All I could think about all week was Dante. I kept imagining his hands on me, his...” She trailed off, biting her lip as Jonathan thrust deeper.

Jonathan’s heart pounded. He could picture it—Cayley’s skirt hiked up, her hand between her legs, biting back moans in the stark fluorescent light of the store bathroom. His cock pulsed inside her, the image almost too much to bear.

“You did?” he said, his tone begging from more details.

She nodded, her eyes glazing with lust.

He wondered why doing this to him brought her excitement?

“I couldn’t help it. This was just supposed to be your fantasy, but now... now I need it, Jon. I need to feel him again.”

Jonathan groaned, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Jealousy clawed at his chest, but the thought of Cayley writhing beneath Dante sent a surge of lust coursing through him. He could feel her excitement as her pussy squeezed his prick.

He forced himself to slow down his thrusting. He wanted to drag this out. He wanted to enjoy every moment with Cayley he could get. He’d basically given her permission to do what she wanted. Who knew how she was going to use it?

“Oh, Jon,” she sighed. “Fuck me harder, baby? That felt so good when you were fucking me so hard.”

Gritting his teeth, he started thrusting again. Pounding his cock into her soft hole until she started letting out little whimpers beneath him.

She stared at him with a penetrating gaze. “Dante’s going to stretch me out so good for you, baby,” she whispered.

The muscles in his abdomen contracted and he curled over her as his cock started to seize. He slowed again, squeezing his ass cheeks to try and tame the orgasm that was threatening to erupt from him.

Cayley looked delighted at his tortured expression. “Give it to me?” she whimpered. “Please?”

He started slow, gentle thrusts again, working up to giving to her the way she wanted it.

She ran her fingers up his arms and down his back, smiling the whole time, watching him struggle to give her the fucking she wanted without releasing.

“Fuck, Cayley,” he finally grunted. “I’m so close.”

She put a hand gently on the back of his head and pulled him close to her mouth. “You know what I think about when I touch myself? What gets me off?” she whispered.

He groaned, slowing the strokes of his cock in and out of her as he tried to stretch out the final moment of pleasure.

The answer swelled up from his balls into his mind. Somehow Cayley had stumbled on the same dirty fetish he had. It was wrong and dangerous to think about but he knew he wouldn’t be able to stop her saying it.

“I think about Dante coming inside me, Jonathan,” she whispered, her voice breathy.

A gurgling groan rolled out of him. The pressure that had been building in his balls popped and his shaft flooded with semen. The muscles in his groin squeezed, pushing the seed out of his cock and into her bare pussy.

“Oh, Jon!” she moaned, wrapping herself tightly around him. “Jon it feels so good! Your cum feels so good shooting into me!”

Her ecstatic moans mingled with the dark vision of Dante doing this very thing. Shooting his potent load deep into her belly. He groaned again as the last of his fluid left him.

The end of the orgasm caused a vacuum in his brain. It was filled instantly with the terror Cayley’s words brought.

As her hips stopped writhing beneath him he pulled his cock out of her and rolled onto his side next to her and crawled higher on the bed to meet her gaze. “Cayley,” he whispered. “Cayley, baby. I have to talk to you.”

A faint smile still lingered on her lips. She let a hand drift down her body and between her legs.

He watched her swipe her fingers along the seam of her pussy, collecting his liquid dribbling from it. She raised the hand to her mouth just as slowly, her tongue slipping out and gliding along her fingertips.

The sight of her tasting his ejaculate mesmerized him. She seemed as delighted by it as she’d been teasing and taunting him with visions of Dante fucking her. He needed to get this off his chest, though. He needed her to understand how serious this was.

“Cayley,” he said again.

“What is it, baby?” she whispered.

“When I said there was nothing you could do that would make me upset that wasn’t one hundred percent honest.”

She didn’t seem perturbed by his sudden serious turn. The smile still flirted with the corners of her mouth as she raised an eyebrow at him. “Oh?” she asked.

“Cayley, baby, you have to promise me you’re going to be careful. You have to swear that you’re going to be safe with Dante,” he said, squeezing her arm for emphasis.

To his horror she swiped her fingers against her pussy again and tasted their conjoined fluids. “Gosh, Jon. Don’t you think it would be sexy though? Don’t tell me you wouldn’t want to see it. I let him in my backside so you could watch him dripping out of me. You’re the one who wanted it,” she said, giggling.

She dropped her hand to his flagging penis and squeezed it.

It surged back to life at her words and the vision they conjured.

“Cayley this is serious!” he said. “I mean it! You’ve got to promise me you’re not going to let him inside you without a condom on!”

In a surprisingly swift motion she rolled towards him, shoved his shoulder and pinned him to the bed, then swung her leg over his lap and straddled him. She ground her leaking pussy against his semi-erect prick, coating it with his semen. “You mean it would be bad if Dante made me pregnant?” she asked in a whisper.

He groaned nearly as loudly as when he’d climaxed. His cock flexed against her pussy lips.

Cayley wiggled her hips, dipped a hand between her legs and slid him back into herself. “Mmm,” she cooed, squeezing him in her tight pussy. “Are you trying to tell me you’d be upset if I had Dante’s baby growing inside me?” she teased.

His jaw dropped and a pulse of lust shot through him.

Cayley put her hands on his chest and started to ride him rhythmically back and forth, her breasts pressed together between her arms.

His sore cock was throbbing again, another orgasm bubbling up inside him from Cayley’s very dirty, very dangerous game. “Cayley please!” he groaned, straining against the rising climax.

She rocked and rocked, chewing on the inside of her cheek and watching his torment. “I’ll tell you what, Jonny,” she said, smiling with one corner of her mouth. “I’ll promise you this. I’ll promise you that I’ll try really, really hard not to let Dante get me pregnant.”

His body seized into convulsions as he came, trying to empty an already spent load into her fertile space.


Chapter three
Chapter 3


Cayley checked herself out in the reflection in the window of Falls Plaza. Smiling at the cute outfit she’d chosen, she pulled the front door open and entered the vestibule that led to the foyer. She approached the intercom and typed the name Egan into it.

The number for Dante’s suite popped up on the screen. She let her finger hover over it for a moment.

A rush of excitement, mixed with a tiny dose of fear, shot through her. She thought of Jonathan, who she’d left dumbstruck on the bed after emerging from the bathroom in a skirt instead of her pyjamas.

The look of shock on his face when she announced she was going to see Dante had been oddly exciting to see.

She’d never been a shocker. She didn’t surprise people with her choices, especially not Jonathan, who knew her so well. Seeing him so off balance had made her giddy.

Knowing he was at home, trapped in his angst and lust about what might be happening here, brought mixed emotions. She would never, ever do anything to hurt him. She didn’t wish pain on anyone.

But teasing him about this was fun for some reason. Pressing his buttons was fun. Maybe because she knew he trusted her? Because she really believed him when he said there was nothing she could do to make him upset?

She thought of teasing him about doing the naughty thing with Dante. The one thing he’d told her would make him upset. It warmed the space between her legs.

Biting her lip, she let her finger fall onto the screen. The phone rang through the speaker. She cleared her throat and tried out her smile in the reflection on the window again, then turned to face the camera.

Dante’s face flashed to life on the screen. It took a split second for him to recognize her before one corner of his mouth curled in a half smile. “Cayley McFarlane,” he said.

She raised a hand and waved, tipping her head to one side and smiling back. Her pussy started to tingle at the thought that she’d soon be in his arms.

The door buzzed and she grabbed the handle and pulled it open. She walked quickly through the foyer, past the guard at the security desk and to the elevator.

It opened right away and she stepped in and pressed the button for Dante’s floor.

A flutter of nerves tingled up her spine as she re-checked her outfit and makeup in the elevator mirror. She pulled her phone out of her pocket and checked the time.

The elevator doors slid open, and Cayley stepped out, her heart drumming against her ribs. She’d never done anything like this before—visiting another man’s apartment with explicit intentions. The hallway stretched before her, each step bringing her closer to Dante’s door, closer to crossing a line she’d never imagined crossing.

Her phone buzzed in her purse. Jonathan. She pictured him sitting at home, imagining what she was about to do, tortured and aroused by the possibilities. The thought sent an unexpected thrill through her body.

She reached Dante’s door and hesitated, her finger hovering over the doorbell. This wasn’t just about Dante anymore. It was about Jonathan too—about the strange, intoxicating power she now held over both men.

The door swung open before she could ring, revealing Dante leaning against the doorframe, his confident smile making her knees weak.

“Thought I heard someone out here,” he said, eyes traveling down her body. “Almost didn’t think you’d show.”

Cayley took a deep breath, feeling something new awakening inside her—something bold and unfamiliar.

She resisted the urge to throw herself into his arms. She’d been thinking about that the whole way over. No sense making him more full of himself than he already was.

“I always keep my promises,” she replied, stepping past him into the apartment.

Her heart jumped into her throat when he swung the door shut.

This was possibly the first time she’d been alone with a man like this since marrying Jonathan. And despite everything they’d done together these last few weeks, this new step still felt dangerous and exciting.

“Everything go smoothly on the home front?” Dante asked.

“That’s between me and the home front,” she replied.

Dante shrugged. “Suit yourself. I have you here now. That’s all that matters. You want a drink?”

“I didn’t come here to have drinks, Dante,” she said, setting her purse down on the floor and undoing the belt of her jacket.

Dante raised an eyebrow.

She shrugged the jacket off, tossing it over the back of the armchair.

Dante arched his brow at the sight of her in the sexy red dress she’d worn. The same dress she’d worn for her first time with him with Jonathan watching.

Now it was just her. A new, emboldened and aroused Cayley who was there to get what she needed.

Describe how she takes off the dress seductively in front of Dante. Dante is somewhat apprehensive at first, but gradually gets more excited. She removes her bra and proudly displays her breasts. Then she hears the toilet flush and a strange man emerges from the bedroom. She screams and ducks behind the couch to hide her naked body.

Cayley stepped toward Dante, her fingers finding the zipper at the side of her dress. With deliberate slowness, she inched it down, the soft hiss of metal teeth separating filling the quiet apartment.

“What’s the rush?” Dante asked, his voice betraying a hint of uncertainty. This wasn’t the shy, hesitant Cayley he’d expected and she knew it.

She didn’t answer, just held his gaze as she eased the dress off one shoulder, then the other. The fabric clung to her curves before surrendering to gravity and pooling at her feet.

Dante swallowed hard, his eyes widening at the sight of her standing in just her bra and panties. “Damn, Cayley.”

She reached behind her back, unclasping her bra. A flicker of nervousness crossed her face—this boldness still new to her—but she pushed through it, letting the straps slide down her arms.

The bra fell away, revealing her full breasts. Rather than covering herself as the old Cayley might have done, she straightened her shoulders, a flush of pride warming her skin as Dante’s expression shifted from surprise to unmistakable desire.

“You like what you see?” she asked, her voice huskier than usual.

Dante moved toward her, his earlier hesitation evaporating. “You have no idea.”

The sound of a toilet flushing shattered the moment.

Cayley froze, her eyes darting to the hallway leading to the bedroom. “Who’s—“

Before Dante could answer, a man emerged from the bedroom. Tall, tattooed, with a shaved head and wearing a tailored suit. He stopped short at the sight of them and grinned.

“Very nice turn for the evening to take,” he said, his eyes lingering on Cayley’s exposed body.

Cayley screamed, diving behind the nearest couch. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she pressed herself against the floor, arms crossed over her chest.

Dante chuckled and shook his head. “Cayley, Brock. Brock, Cayley. I guess I should have mentioned I had company.”

Brock laughed, walked across the room and grabbed his jacket off of the hook on the wall. “I guess we’ll catch up some other time,” he said, clapping Dante on the back. He opened the door and slipped out into the hall.

Cayley reached across to where her dress lay on the floor and grabbed it. She pressed it up against her chest, suddenly furious and humiliated by what Dante had just let her do.

Cayley’s face burned with humiliation as she clutched her dress to her chest. “You complete asshole!” she shouted, her voice trembling with rage. “You let me strip in front of a stranger?”

Dante leaned against the wall, arms crossed, that infuriating smirk still playing on his lips. “Relax. Brock’s cool. He won’t tell anyone.”

“I don’t care if he tells the whole damn city!” Cayley scrambled to her feet, still hiding behind the couch. “You had no right to ambush me like that!”

“Ambush?” Dante laughed. “You’re the one who walked in and started taking your clothes off without even saying hello properly.”

Cayley’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t you dare turn this around on me. You knew he was here and you said nothing!”

She reached for her bra on the floor, awkwardly trying to put it on while keeping herself covered. Her fingers fumbled with the clasp, her frustration mounting with each failed attempt.

“I never want to see you again,” she hissed. “Jonathan was right about you. You’re nothing but a selfish, arrogant jerk who—“

Dante moved with unexpected speed, circling the couch and grabbing her wrist. The sudden contact sent an electric shock through her body, stopping her words mid-sentence.

“I’m just gonna stop you right there before you embarrass yourself any further,” he growled.

“I’m not embarrassing myself! You just embarrassed me! Let go of me!” she shouted, jerking her arm to try and break free of his grip on her wrist.

Instead of letting her go he gently circled his thumb over her radial vein, sending shivers up her arm and back. He gazed into her eyes, the echo of that smirk still playing at the corners of his mouth. “You’re not leaving, Cayley.”

“Oh, yeah? What are you going to do, kidnap me?” she demanded.

He shook his head and let go of her wrist and his hand fell to his midriff. He tugged his zipper open slowly, then just stood there with his fly open, staring at her.

It served as a very grounding reminder of why she was there. And she hated it. She hated the way her eyes fell to his crotch, as if dragged there by some magnetic force.

She hated the way the gesture shifted the scales of the power dynamic between them. A moment ago she’d felt like she could demand anything of him. Standing naked in front of him and commanding his attention.

His open zipper reminded her not just of why she was there but of how powerless it made her feel.

Three long weeks she’d pined for the cock hidden inside those trousers. Three long weeks of making do with Jonathan’s perfectly adequate tool, but dreaming that Dante would get in touch demanding to see her again. Demanding that her husband bring her to his lair so he could give her the fucking she so desperately needed.

“Face it, Cayley. You’re not running anywhere just because my friend saw you naked,” he said.

She looked up and glared at him. “Fuck you!” she said, shocking herself with the outburst. She’d never spoken like that to anyone in her life.

“You will,” he said, nodding. “When I’m good and ready you will.”

His arrogance sent her hand flying through the air.

His reaction was lightning quick. He grabbed her wrist with her hand just a few inches from his face and smiled at her. “I’ve got something better you can do with that hand,” he said, lowering it to his crotch and pressing it against the outline of his formidable cock shaft.

The sensory experience of pressing against his mass of erectile tissue melted her anger and faded the shame of standing naked in front of a total stranger into a distant memory.

She winced as she felt his cock twitch against her palm. The promise of pleasure that muscle held was overwhelming.

He reached up with his hand, stroking her breast and turning the pad of his thumb around her stiffening nipple.

She could see him staring at her in the periphery of her gaze. Her eyes were on her hand, watching as the as the fingers closed around his shaft of their own volition. She closed her eyes, suddenly oblivious that she was standing naked in Dante’s apartment, and shuddered.

He put a finger under her chin and lifted her eyes to his. “Now why don’t you go ahead and tell me why you’re here, Cayley?”

She gazed into his eyes, her cheeks heating at being ordered to lay bare her intentions. She didn’t care about the strange man that had seen her naked. Or Dante’s arrogance and rudeness. All she cared about was getting impaled by his fat dick. “I’m here to get fucked,” she whispered, her voice shaky.

One corner of his mouth turned up. “That’s better,” he said, reaching into his trousers to pull out his cock. “But first things first.”
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He grabbed the dress she was still covering herself with, and the bra, and tossed both onto the couch.

When her hand shot up protectively to shield her breasts, he pulled it away, shaking his head. “Cayley’s got all her wires crossed,” he commented. “Is that because Jonny boy’s not here?” he asked.

He grabbed her breast and squeezed it with a possessiveness she hadn’t seen in him.

It took her aback and turned her on at the same time. Was it because Jonathan wasn’t here? Was that he was being different?

She liked the idea of being the sole focus of his attention. Not having to play a three way game with Jonathan but being allowed to surrender herself fully to this dominating man.

She gasped when he dropped his hand between her legs and palmed her pussy. He pried the red underwear aside and ran his middle finger along the greasy crevice that had been steadily oiling since his friend had left.

Once it was good and lubricated he lifted it and ran it under his nose, inhaling the pungent scent of her internal greases.

She recoiled when he moved it towards her, turning her head to one side and grimacing.

He began to chuckle, grasping her jaw in his hand and turning her to face him again. “See the thing is, Cayley, everybody’s got their limits. Their boundaries, right? Everybody thinks they know themselves. Knows who they are? So very few people do.”

He pried her mouth open with his middle finger and slipped it in, sliding it along her tongue and giving her the full olfactory experience of her fluids.

The bright tang of her sex wetness popped and crackled across her tongue. She inhaled a sharp breath at how it aroused her. She’d caught whiffs of her own scent before, of course. Not like this.

Her lips closed around his finger and she sucked it, almost against her own will.

Dante watched her studiously with the beginnings of a delighted smile flickering at the corners of his mouth. “You like the taste of your own lovely juice, Cayley McFarlane?” he asked.

Hearing him say her name like that, her married name, added another layer to her arousal. What a bad girl she was being. What a naughty wife. And all at Jonathan’s desperate urging. She nodded, playing along with Dante’s dirty game.

The response seemed to please Dante. He smiled wider and pushed his finger deeper into her mouth until she felt it touch her uvula at the back of her throat.

Her gag reflex kicked in, the muscles in her throat contracting and her stomach heaving at the unfamiliar intrusion.

“Relax,” Dante whispered. “Relax.” He pulled his finger far enough out of her mouth that it wasn’t tickling the back of her throat anymore. “Relax,” he said again.

She drew in a few deep breaths and did as he asked. She relaxed all the muscles in her body she could think of. When he pressed his finger slowly back into her mouth, she tried to focus hard on loosening the muscles in her neck.

This time it wasn’t so much of a surprise. It still tickled but not nearly as much. She felt the tip slide into her throat and her eyelids fluttered, eyes darting side to side.

No one had ever treated her like this. No one had ever treated her body like it was their own, personal playground. Not even Dante.

Yes, he’d had sex with her. But under Jonathan’s careful supervision he hadn’t pushed any boundaries, as he called them.

He was definitely pushing boundaries now. This was definitely out of her wheelhouse. And she could tell by his impish smile that he knew it. And that he liked it.

He slid the finger back and forth a few times, fucking her mouth and throat and studying her reaction.

There was something really perversely erotic about letting him do that that she loved. Letting him use her mouth as just another fuck hole.

It titillated her to think of it that way. As a fuck hole. She’d never, ever not in a million years think of herself like that with Jonathan.

Jonathan was true love comfort and warmth. The safety of home and their marital vows. She’d probably cry if he treated her like this, shoving his finger into her throat and smiling.

It was different with Dante. Dante was a fling. A temporary thing that she could toss aside anytime she wanted. What happened with Dante would stay with Dante.

And being used by Dante was proving…kind of fun.

He pressed another finger into her mouth.

With her juices sucked off of his middle finger, all she could smell now was the heady aroma of his man musk. It was covered by layers of deodorant and cologne. Artificial smells meant to mask what men smelled like for public consumption.

But beneath that was the earthy, peaty odour of a man in his prime. Testosterone and sweat and cum. It made her pussy even gooier as he continued fucking his fingers in and out of her mouth.

When she gagged again he pulled them out, covered in spit and a bit of clear, sticky bile. He stared at them, contemplating the fluid he’d just elicited from her. Then he brought them to her cheek and slowly smeared a line across it.

She gasped, shocked by the vulgar and degrading gesture.

Dante gasped in response, mocking her reaction. He began to chuckle. “That’s shocking to you, is it? You’ll let a man fuck your face with his fingers but if he wipes them off on your cheek that’s over the line?”

She stared at him, at a loss for how to respond. He was being kind of mean. Almost cruel. Why didn’t she just collect her things and get the heck out of there?

“I knew you were a dirty little slut from the first time I laid eyes on you, Cayley McFarlane. It was probably a good move marrying Jonny. The safe bet. You’re going to have a great life. But I’m gonna have my way with you first. And you’re going to fucking love it.”

The way he growled the words, the way the corners of his eyebrows pointed up as he glared at her was kind of scary but also…really, really hot. How, exactly, was he planning on having his way with her that he hadn’t already done?

He’d had sex with her in front of Jonathan. He’d somehow, magically, convinced Jonathan to convince her to try taking it in the bum. What else was there?

He reached around behind her head, grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back.

“Ow!” she squealed, squirming and trying to free herself of his grip.

“Ow!” he mocked, mimicking her tone. “Get on your knees, Cayley.”

He didn’t give her much choice. Pulling her by the hair, he tugged her down to the floor until she was on her knees with her back against the back of the couch she’d used to hide from Brock.

He pulled her head back so she was forced to look up into his eyes, and smiled. “Now reach in there and pull out what it is you want,” he said. “The whole reason you’re here.”

It was such a crass way of saying it and she knew she should have been offended by it. But no one had ever talked to her like that, either. And just doing what he told her was kind of hot, too.

She reached up and poked her hand into his pants. It didn’t take long to locate his engorging cock. She tugged it and it flopped out, sagging in front of her face so the tip was just a few inches from her mouth.

She puckered her lips and kissed it, the way he’d taught her before, then flicked out her tongue and gave it a few small licks.

He smiled an evil-looking smile. “Oh, honey,” he said, sighing. “That shit was just for Jonny-boy’s consumption. I didn’t want him getting too upset about what a dirty slut he married. Let me show how to actually suck a cock.”

She looked up at him and furrowed her brow. It was a bit worrying, after all his aggressive bossiness, thinking what he might have in mind. At the same time she was curious as to what actually suck a cock might mean.

He put a hand on her jaw and made her open her mouth. Leaning over her, he puckered his lips and let a big glob of saliva ooze out of his mouth and into hers.

Her eyes bugged as she balked at what he’d done. Spitting into her mouth? How absolutely disgusting!

Yet as the glob of spit ran down her tongue towards the back of her throat, and as Dante continued to stare into her eyes with his wicked smile, her pussy continued to saturate.

Something told her that this was the real beginning of her descent into depravity. All that stuff with Jonathan had just been a prelude. An introduction. Dante getting them both used to being free-wheeling swingers so he could get her on her own and really own her.

She looked up into his eyes and a lightning bolt of arousal travelled through her. They were on their own now. Jonathan was at home, probably agonizing about what was happening, what she was doing with Dante.

But she didn’t have anyone to apologize to or appease. She could let herself go completely and surrender to Dante’s dirtiest impulses. It shocked her how erotic that was.

“Now,” Dante said, standing up straight and shuffling forward to that his cock head dangled right above her lips. “You keep that mouth open nice and wide. And when you feel it in the back of your throat you do just what you did with my fingers. Relax and don’t tense up. It’ll only make it worse.”

With that he slipped the head of his cock into her mouth. He pressed his thumb against her forehead, tipping her head back until it was resting against the back of the couch.

Then he began feeding her inch after inch of his engorging shaft.

Her eyes bugged again as the girth of his cock stretched her jaw to it’s limits. When he had it a third of the way inside her mouth he paused. Mercifully.

A slight panic gripped her and she began breathing heavily. Frantically dragging in air through her nostrils for fear that when he moved more of his cock into her mouth she’d lose the ability to breathe.

He leaned over her and pinched her nipple with his finger and thumb. Hard.

So hard she let out a muffled squeal and tried to squirm out from between him and the couch.

He only pinched her harder.

As the sting of the pinch overwhelmed her senses she forgot about all her other discomfort. She forgot that she was naked on the floor of Dante’s apartment. That he had his cock stuffed into her mouth. She became laser focused on the point of pain at the peak of her breast and, somehow, embraced it.

She settled down, her breath becoming slower and more measured.

When her body stilled Dante let go of her nipple. He stood up straight and put his hands on his hips, one third of his cock still in her mouth, though now hard. “Beautiful,” he whispered.

He stroked the root of it a few times and she felt the first salty drops of his excitement squirt out of it and spread across her tongue.

He moved the cock in and out of her mouth a few times. Then he bent at the knees and crouched a little lower, feeding her more of his shaft until she felt the fat cock head stretch the entrance to her throat. “How does Cayley like that?” he asked.

It was as bizarre a question as the situation in which she found herself. how did Cayley like it?

All good manners and upbringing and morals told her that she should grab him by the balls, give them a good twist until he roared and hightail it out of there.

But now that he’d subdued her. Now that he’d pinched her nipple and taught her how to take things into her throat without gagging she couldn’t help but wonder what else she was capable of?

What else did Dante have in his sexual repertoire that he could impart?

She nodded and tried to respond but all that came out was a quiet gurgle from the back of her throat.

Dante smirked and pulled his penis out of her mouth. “Now tell me,” he demanded, smearing the wet head of his cock across her face.

She blushed, embarrassed by the degradation but doubly so by how her body responded. How her pussy wetting further at having her face used as Dante’s pleasure sleeve.

Freed of his cock she looked sideways and down at the ground, unable to look at him and answer his question.

He cupped her chin with his hand and raised her eyes to his, demanding his answer. “Now tell me,” he growled.

She blinked as more heat soaked her face. “Cayley likes it,” she whispered, eyes darting side to side.

Dante grinned.
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Jonathan had just began to doze off in the darkness when he heard the quiet click of the front door. His eyes shot open and he drew in a quiet breath, suddenly wide awake.

The last time he’d checked his phone it had been nearly two in the morning. Despite his worry about Cayley, sleep had started to overwhelm him as he waited for her on the couch.

He didn’t move or make a sound as he heard her shuffle into the house. She came into view a moment later, wearing the lovely red dress and denim jacket she’d left with.

He watched her kick off her shoes, then quietly pad to the bathroom and close the door.

He sat up straight on the couch, rubbed his eyes and let out a sigh. His imagination had been running in overdrive, pushing all of his worst impulses and darkest fantasies to the forefront of his mind.

He’d spent the last four hours or so alternately inching towards the edge of despair about what Cayley might be doing, then reeling himself back in. Letting his mind gallop to the dirtiest possibilities and take his guts along for the ride, then talking himself out of calling her for reassurance.

If someone had told him a few months ago that he would enjoy balancing on the knife’s edge of sanity like this he would have called them crazy.

But he did.

He took some perverse pleasure in imagining Cayley’s further corruption by Dante’s hand and cock.

In some weird way he knew Dante had been holding back. He knew, despite all the crazy shit he’d watched him do to Cayley, Dante hadn’t been at the peak of his game.

And somehow he knew now, too, that Dante had saved the peak of his game for this moment. For when he had Cayley to himself without her husband’s eyes watching or his opinion stifling his inhibitions.

The only questions left were whether Cayley would truthfully divulge what had been done to her and whether he would be able to handle it if she did.

When he heard the shower turn on he regretted not confronting her in the darkness before she entered the bathroom.

By not doing so he’d robbed himself of the possibility of confronting her body while it was still sullied. Still freshly used and unbathed. So he could wallow in the stink of her and Dante’s mingled sex juices while he fucked her.

The thought of sex juices sent him down an often frequented chute in his thoughts. He wondered if she’d had the presence of mind to insist on protection when they’d fucked?

Of course she had. He trusted her. She knew as well as he did how catastrophically risky not doing so would have been.

But he teased himself, as he had done all evening, with the terrifying possibility that she hadn’t. That, caught up in the moment, she’d succumbed to the allure of Dante’s bare cock and let him insert it into herself to feel the frictionless glide of his bare skin into her interior.

He took the fantasy a little further. Dante, having been given the opportunity to penetrate her without donning a pesky condom, would press them both to the very edge of their orgasms, to the point of that mutually assured explosion where neither of them were of sound mind.

He would feel the first tiny spurt of seminal fluid pulse through his shaft and into her pussy. The ecstasy of being gripped and milked by her exquisitely tight snatch would render him helpless, a slave to his baser instincts and the DNA that drove them.

Unable to summon the will to wrest his cock free of her sodden yoni he would blast the walls of it with his semen and the race would be on.

Jonathan shuddered and his cock strained to an painful, aching state as he considered the implications of that coupling.

It surprised him to hear the water turn off in the bathroom so soon. The door opened, bathing the hallway and part of the living room in the yellow light of the bathroom.

Cayley bounced out completely naked and covering herself with a hand towel as she made a beeline to the linen closet.

His guts twisted when he saw how dishevelled her hair was. Her mascara had run and her lipstick had been rubbed completely off. He could only imagine what Dante had done to her to cause that.

She plucked a towel from the closet, then spun around giving him a terrific view of her bare and bountiful booty. It afforded him another opportunity, a second chance to seize the dirty trophy he so craved. “Cay,” he said, his voice half an octave lower than normal.

She gasped, spun around and pressed her back against the wall, clutching the two towels to her chest.

His eyes fell to her crotch. To the thatch of soft hair that covered her pubic area and to her thighs. Were they smeared with the crusted remains of Dante’s seed that had dripped from between her legs on the way home?

He couldn’t make it out.

“You scared the crap out of me!” she hissed, as if there were someone else in the house she might wake up.

He stared at her, realizing he was acting a little creepy but not caring. She’d just gone and fucked her lover with his blessing. He felt like that made enough allowance for a little creeping.

He rose from the couch, adjusting his pants to try and find a more comfortable position for his rigid penis. He walked across the small living room and to the hall where Cayley stood.

A soft smile formed on her mouth as she regarded him. She covered her crotch with a hand towel and kept the larger bath towel she’d procured from the closet at her chest. “I just need to take a shower,” she said, leaning in and pecking him on the cheek.

“No,” he said, clutching her wrist and holding her in place. Surprising even himself with his directness and decisiveness.

The smile faded from Cayley’s mouth and she stared at him, looking a little shocked herself. “What do you mean ‘no?’” she asked. “I’m…all messy.”

All messy.

The two words slayed him. They were so Cayley. So feminine. She couldn’t bring herself to say out loud that she was covered in another man’s reproductive fluids. She was all messy.

“I want you the way you are,” he said.

She nibbled at her bottom lip and her eyes fell off to one side.

He watched her growing discomfort with growing arousal. Now he needed to know why she needed a shower. What had they done that had made her all messy?

It surprised him how calm he was being, though. He’d been stunned when she’d come out of the bathroom wearing her red dress. Telling him she loved him and to not wait up.

He hadn’t expected her to meet up with Dante that night. After they’d just been intimate. After she’d begged him to fill her twice in a row, just casually walking out to go fuck another man.

He’d spent the first hour after she’d left freaking out. The second calming himself down. The last two he’d spent ruminating. Stewing in bubbling goo of his own sick fantasies.

“Just a quick shower?” she whispered, wrenching him from his thoughts.

He stared at her. “Please?” he whispered back. “Do this for me? I need you like this, Cayley.”

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. “Let’s go to the bedroom?” she suggested.

He couldn’t wait. He reached up and gripped the towel she was holding at her chest, pulling it away to reveal her breasts. His eyes roamed the soft, pale mounds and the layer of dried cum flaking off of them.

She blushed, obviously embarrassed by such a close inspection of her sullied body.

He stared at caked residue of Dante’s ejection, wondering what position she was in when he coated her? “What did he do to you?” he whispered, brushing the backs of his fingers against the layer of dried scum.

“Jonathan!” she whined, covering her breasts with her arm and hunching away from him.

Her breath stank of Dante’s cummy goo and it made his skin prickle. “I need you, Cayley,” he said, gripping her wrist tighter.

She glared at him. A warning look that he was pushing things too far. Too dirty. “You’re being creepy! I’m going to take a shower!” she said, forcefully. Yanking her wrist out of his grip, she pushed him to the side, turned and slipped into the bathroom, locking the door shut behind her.

He stared at the door knob. It was a paltry lock. The kind you could turn with a knife or a penny and be inside. He could easily manage to open it with his car key and accost her while she was under the shower.

“Go get naked and get in bed or you’re not getting anything out of me tonight!” she shouted from inside the bathroom.

A crooked smile formed on his lips. In a way he was proud of her. Proud of her for being assertive and telling him he was being creepy. He still thought he deserved a little creeping for what he’d let her do.

But she was right. Too much of this was going to drive him crazy. She was right to call him out. Too much of this was going to turn him into a dirty pervert that could only think of one thing.

He did as she asked, going to the bedroom and taking off his clothes. He tossed them all into the hamper and crawled under the covers to wait for her.

Ten minutes later he heard the shower turn off. He heard her drying off and then silence, probably as she brushed the knots out of her hair.

His cock had softened a bit now that she was home. It was still semi-erect but no longer painfully so.

That changed a few seconds after he heard the bathroom door open. She stepped into view in the door frame and stood there, a white towel wrapped around her torso that barely covered her thighs.

She stood there staring at him, the inklings of a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “Are you done being a weirdo?” she asked.

He didn’t think that was very fair. How much weirder could you get than letting your wife sleep with another man? How much weirder could you get than actually liking it.

He did his best not to take it personally, though. There were details about her tryst to be extracted and sex to be had and pouting about her calling him names would only get in the way of that. “Come here,” he whispered, smiling faintly to reassure her his intentions were noble.

She smiled back and sauntered across the room. She let the wet towel fall to the floor as she came to stand next to her side of the bed. She stood there naked, letting him survey her glorious, curvy body and seeming to enjoy the attention.

“Come here,” he whispered again, rolling sideways onto one arm and holding out his other hand. He grabbed her side of the comforter and pulled it open, inviting her into the bed.

She got up on one knee, then rolled over onto her back, rolling into his embrace and giggling as he wrapped his arms around her.

Waves of warmth rolled down his back and into his stomach. It was so good to have her back. It felt so good having her next to him, knowing she was in her home with her husband and no longer with Dante.

It felt so good he could already contemplate letting her go again, just for the feeling of her returning. “What happened?” he asked, searching her eyes intently.

She rolled her eyes and put on a sheepish smile. “I don’t know if I want to tell you,” she whispered.

The reply twisted his guts into an agonizing tightness. “Cayley,” he said, brushing her cheek with the backs of his fingers. “You have to.”
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His cock was hard again. From seeing Cayley naked and from her gentle teasing that she might not divulge what had happened over at Dante’s. He wanted to mount her so badly. But he knew that would take some of the fun out of her return. “Why don’t you want to tell me?” he asked, leaning forward and giving her a gentle kiss on the lips.

She studied his expression as he pulled away. “You really want to know?” she asked.

“Of course I want to know!” he replied. “I want to know everything, Cayley!”

She chewed the inside of her cheek for a moment, collecting her thoughts. “When I showed up I…” She paused, then rolled over onto her back and put a pillow over her face. “Jonathan!” she whined. “I don’t know if I can do this!”

For some reason she was more shy about telling the story of what had happened than she had been doing it in front of him.

It titillated him, too. Seeing her back to being sweet, shy Cayley. So embarrassed about her fuck session with Dante that he had to drag the details out of her.

Jonathan gently pulled the pillow away from Cayley’s face. Her cheeks were flushed pink, and she wouldn’t meet his eyes. Something about her embarrassment made his heart race even faster.

“Come on, baby,” he coaxed, running his fingers through her damp hair. “I want to know what happened. Every detail.”

Cayley groaned and covered her eyes with her hands. “It’s so embarrassing.”

“That’s why I want to hear it,” he whispered, leaning closer. “Please?”

She peeked between her fingers at him. “Fine. But don’t judge me, okay?”

“I would never.”

Cayley took a deep breath. “So when I got there, I started undressing right away. I was trying to be all sexy and confident.”

Jonathan’s imagination flared with the image of Cayley stripping in Dante’s apartment. His heart began beating harder in his chest. It confirmed what he’d suspected when she’d left. She’d seemed so eager to go and see him. And she had been. She’d been so eager she threw her clothes off as soon as she got there.

He controlled his reaction carefully, not wanting to creep her out. But he needed more details. Fast. “And then?” he asked.

“And then…I was standing there in just my underwear and this random guy walked out of the bathroom!”

Jonathan’s face flushed. He couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. “Some random guy?” he croaked.

She covered her face again. “Some friend of Dante’s named Brock. I was so embarrassed!”

Jonathan’s cock twitched against his thigh. “Wait—this guy—this stranger—he saw you almost naked?”

“Yes! I was mortified. I screamed and hid behind the couch.”

The thought of another man—someone who wasn’t even Dante—seeing Cayley exposed sent a strange thrill through Jonathan’s body. “What did he look like? This Brock guy?”

Cayley seemed surprised by the question. “I don’t know. Tall? Dark hair? I was too busy being humiliated to notice much else.”

“How did it make you feel? Besides embarrassed, I mean.”

She bit her lip. “I don’t know. Exposed? Vulnerable? It was weird because after the initial shock, I was still... turned on.” The two last words dropped to a whisper.

He could smell her getting turned on again. The scent of her feminine lubrication was rising up from under the covers, quickly overriding the smell of her shampoo and shower gel.

Jonathan’s breathing quickened. “What happened after that?”

“Brock left, and I was so angry at Dante for not warning me.” She paused, her fingers twisting in the bedsheet. She looked away. “I was going to leave…” she said, then trailed off.

“Why didn’t you?” he asked, his erection flexing.

“Dante got all... dominating.”

“Dominating how?” Jonathan pressed, moving closer.

Cayley’s eyes darted away. “He just took control. He started undressing me the rest of the way, and he was really aggressive about it.”

Jonathan swallowed hard. “Tell me more.”

“He grabbed my hair,” she said, her voice small. “He pulled it hard and made me get on my knees.”

The image seared itself into Jonathan’s mind—Cayley on her knees before Dante, her hair wrapped around his fist.

“Did he hurt you?” he asked, a protective instinct rising through him.

Cayley looked at him bashfully. “Yeah, I guess,” she whispered.

Jonathan braced himself for the answer to the next question. “Did you like it?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

She nodded slowly. “It scared me a little, but... yes. I liked it.”

Jonathan’s hand found hers, squeezing it gently. “What else did he do to you?”

“He made me...” She trailed off, her embarrassment returning. “He made me taste myself on his fingers.”

“Jesus,” Jonathan whispered.

“And then he made me take him in my mouth.” Her words came faster now, as if getting them out quickly would make them less embarrassing.

“Jesus, Cayley,” he muttered, his cock painfully erect again.

She watched his face for a long time not saying anything. Then she slipped her hand under the covers and down his abdomen until she found his erection.

Her soft, warm touch forced the breath out of his lungs. His body stiffened as she stroked him gently, hips bucking towards her in an instinctive reaction to find more of her surface area to hump.

“Slow down,” she whispered. “I want you to enjoy this.”

He bit down on his lip, hard. He wasn’t going to enjoy this for much longer at the rate it was going. He was so immensely turned on just by what she’d said so far.

“He showed me how to take him deeper than I ever have with you. It was uncomfortable, but I wanted to please him.”

Jonathan’s jealousy and arousal twisted together, inseparable. The thought of Cayley learning new sexual skills, alone with Dante, burned in his mind.

Jonathan couldn’t help himself anymore. He pulled her against him, feeling her warm skin against his. His cock pressed hard against her thigh.

Mischief flickered in Cayley’s eyes as she gently ran her hand up and down his cock.

“Tell me more?” he panted.

She bit back a smile. “Do you want me to show you?” she whispered.

He could hear his own heartbeat it was thumping so hard.

Cayley slipped one foot, then the other, out from under the covers and crawled out of bed. She grabbed his hand, dragging him towards her.

He let himself be guided to her side of the bed, then pulled off of it. As he stood up she leaned back against the boxspring and mattress, letting her head fall back. She reached out and grabbed his hand, putting it behind her head. “Grab my hair,” she whispered.

He found it very difficult to do. He closed his hand into a fist, gripping her hair as best he could but he couldn’t bring himself to grasp it hard enough to yank her head around. It just…

It wasn’t in him. It wasn’t him.

This was Cayley. His sweet and beautiful wife. He didn’t want to pull her by the hair.

She giggled, reached back behind her head and made him close his fist tighter. “It doesn’t hurt, silly,” she chided. “Now come here and I’ll show you what he did,” she promised.

He stepped forward and nearly groaned at how bad shoving his cock into over her face made him feel. There was nothing romantic or passionate about it. Nothing shared. It seemed like just doing what he wanted to her for his own pleasure and not caring about her needs at all.

She opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out. “Put it in until you feel my throat,” she said.

He coughed in disbelief. “What? Are you serious? Is that what he did to you?”

She looked up, eyes filled with mischief now, a teasing smile dancing along her lips. “He fucked my face, Jon. He used my mouth,” she said.

There was nothing shy about her now. She looked delighted at what her description was doing to him. She looked thrilled by his reaction and getting more excited by the second. “Come on,” she said. “Try it.” She stuck her tongue out for him again.

His hand was shaking as he pressed his cock lower with his thumb, tilting it towards her open mouth. He slipped the head past her lips and she gave it a playful lick.

She took him in easily, her lips barely stretching to accommodate his girth.

He pushed deeper, the sight of her lips wrapped around him sending an angsty shiver down his spine.

He didn’t like this. He didn’t like seeing her like this. He didn’t like using her mouth like it was just another hole for him to fuck.

“Come on, Jon,” she mumbled, her voice vibrating around his cock. “Fuck my face.”

He gripped her hair tighter and pulled her head towards him as he thrust forward. Each time his cock hit the back of her throat, he faltered. He couldn’t bring himself to be rough, to use her mouth the way she’d told him Dante had.

She looked up, her eyes watering slightly.

He exhaled and his shoulders slouched. He was no good at this.

She pulled off his cock, a thin string of saliva connecting her lips to his tip. “Jon, it’s okay,” she said, her voice gentle. “You don’t have to—“

“I’m sorry,” he muttered, pulling his cock away from her and kneeling in front of her.

She crossed her legs and leaned forward, kissing him on the tip of the nose. “You don’t have to be sorry. I thought it would be fun to try it with you.”

He glanced up at her, feeling sheepish. “I’m not like that. I can’t just use you like that, Cayley.”

She arched her brow, touched by what he’d said, and caressed his cheek with her thumb. “You’re so sweet,” she whispered.

He leaned into her touch, his eyes closing briefly. “But you liked it. You liked what he did to you. You liked when Dante did it?”

She studied him for a long moment, as if unsure whether to tell him the truth. “I didn’t know I would,” she whispered. “But yes, I did.”

That got a big, hot ball of arousal burning in his insides again. Sweet Cayley enjoying Dante’s dominant face-fucking while her husband sat at home trying not to jerk off. What did that make him? “I can try if you want. If you want sex rougher like that maybe I can learn.”

She shook her head. “That’s not all I want. I want this too.” She kissed him gently, her lips soft and warm against his. She reached between his legs and fondled the underside of his shaft with two fingers. “You want to get back in the bed?” she asked.

He nodded.

They got up and crawled under the covers together and he wrapped his arms back around her in a loving embrace.

“Come here,” Cayley said, spreading her legs and pulling him towards her.

“Should I get a condom?” he asked.

She shook her head.

He crawled between her legs and his hips moved forward on their own. He paused as he felt the wet heat of her entrance. “Cayley,” he whispered.

“What is it, Jonathan?”

“Were you safe? I know you were. I just need to hear it from you.”

She bit her lip and her eyes moved side to side, filling him with terror.

“Cayley, seriously. Don’t joke around about this. This is serious,” he scolded.

“I would never joke around about it, Jonathan,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s just…we didn’t need to worry about that.”

“What?” he asked.

Her eyes wandered over his expression. “I want to feel you inside me before I tell you this,” she whispered.

He shuffled forward, pressing the head, then the shaft of his cock into her the gloriously tight swamp of her snatch. He groaned as the heat of her pussy basted his brain in pleasure chemicals.

She brought her thighs together, snuggling him tightly in her orifice as her hands drifted down his back. “You’re so hard, Jon,” she whispered. “You feel so good when you’re this hard. Does it make you harder thinking about Dante fucking my face?”

The question was answered by his cock, which tensed inside her.

She sighed, closed her eyes and cooed. “Fuck me, Jon,” she asked him.

He drew out and slowly thrust back in.

She sighed as his cock moved into her. Her eyes were still closed and it made it easier not to blow his load right away.

She was lost in her own world of arousal, her mind possibly having drifted back in time to her experience with Dante.

The excitement at what she was about to confess sent him quickly to the edge of pleasure and he had to slow his thrusts to control himself.

Her eyes fluttered open and she smiled. “I can feel you’re so ready,” she said.

“I can take a break,” he muttered, trying to pull out.

Her hands fell to his ass and she held him inside herself. “You don’t need to take a break,” she said. “Dante and I didn’t use a condom because he only came in my mouth and all over my breasts.”

He groaned as his body curled into her. His cock began lurching, violently spewing his bubbling load deep inside her body. He thought of Dante’s sperm swimming around inside her belly and splashing across her chest.

She cradled him in her arms and pressed her lips to his neck.


Chapter seven
Chapter 7


He sat on the bed late Friday afternoon watching Cayley put on makeup. He’d mostly stabilized his emotions throughout the week. They’d spent good time together in the evenings and he’d made sure not to be home too late from work.

But when she told him Wednesday morning that she had a date with Dante Friday night his steady mood had hit some turbulence.

It wasn’t like he didn’t want her going out with Dante. It turned him on to think of them together. A date was different than just meeting up for sex, though.

A date was intimate. A date was personal. Didn’t a date mean there were feelings involved?

He thought he’d dealt with that already. Cayley had confessed to feeling things about Dante and he thought he was fine with it.

As Friday night approached he couldn’t stop wondering what sorts of feelings they were and how strong? Were they similar to what she felt for him?

“Jonathan.”

Hearing her whisper his name pulled him from his thoughts. He arched his brow and forced a smile at her, realizing he’d been sitting with his shoulders hunched. Probably looking glum. “You look amazing.”

She did.

She’d put on aa black dress that hugged her curves with elegant restraint, revealing just enough cleavage to make his mouth go dry. The fabric draped perfectly over her hips, making her curvy body look appetizingly breedable.

Her hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and she’d done something with her makeup that made her eyes look wider, more innocent.

“Thank you,” she whispered, giving him a view of how the dress clung to her ass before flowing down to just above her knees. “Not too much?”

“It’s perfect.” His voice came out hoarse. “Dante will love it.”

She walked over to the bed and sat down next to him. She put a hand over his and squeezed it. “Jonathan,” she whispered.

He turned his head and looked her in the eye.

“Don’t take this the wrong way but…” She trailed off and screwed her mouth to one side.

“Just say it,” he prodded, kind of knowing what she was going to say already.

“I don’t have to do this,” she said.

“Yes, you do,” he replied.

She let out a soft sigh and looked up at the ceiling. “Jonathan I know we talked about this an you say that but, honestly, it’s not so fun with you sitting there all gloomy.”

He knew that was what she was going to say but it still kind of stung. Mostly because he hated sitting there all gloomy, too.

This was supposed to be about fun. This was supposed to be an adventure. Their adventure.

But letting her go and be alone with Dante had changed all that. He felt left out. Sidelined. Like Cayley was having all the fun and he was just getting the scraps when she came home and told him what she’d done.

“Jon can you tell me what’s going on in there?” she asked, softly, running a hand over his head and down his back. “Did you change your mind about this or something? You need to talk to me.”

He let his head sag forward and clasped his hands together. He didn’t want to be this guy. He didn’t want to be the moody spoilsport Cayley was leaving at home. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I know I’m being moody.”

She rubbed his back and patiently waited through a silence for him to go on.

“I just...” Jonathan inhaled deeply, struggling to articulate feelings he barely understood himself. “It’s weird when you’re with him and I’m just here, waiting. I like what we’re doing—I really do—but there’s this part where I feel...”

“Left out?” Cayley finished for him, her voice gentle.

He nodded, embarrassed by how childish it sounded. “Yeah. And it’s not that I don’t want you to be with him. That part still turns me on like crazy. It’s just that when you’re gone, my mind goes to these places.”

“What places?” She shifted closer, her perfume enveloping him.

Jonathan stared at his hands. “I imagine what you’re doing. What he’s doing to you. And it’s hot, but it also... hurts.” He looked up at her. “And the weird thing is, I kind of like how it hurts. Does that make any sense?”

Cayley’s eyes widened slightly. “You like feeling jealous?”

“Not exactly jealous. More like...” He searched for the right words. “Like I’m watching something I want but can’t have. It’s this ache that’s both terrible and incredible at the same time.”

She nodded slowly, processing. “So what’s the problem?”

“The problem is when you’re actually gone, it’s just the terrible part. The hot part only happens when you’re here telling me about it, or when we’re together after. When you’re with him, I’m just alone with my thoughts, and they get darker and darker.”

Cayley took his hand and interlaced their fingers. “I had no idea you were feeling this way. Why didn’t you tell me sooner?”

“Because it’s stupid. Because I don’t want to ruin this for you. For us.” He shook his head. “I don’t want to be that guy who can’t handle what he asked for.”

“Jon, look at me.” She tilted his chin up. “This only works if we’re both into it. That’s the whole point.”

He met her eyes, finding nothing but sincerity there.

“Would it help if I included you a little more when I’m with him?” she asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I could text you. Nothing major that would ruin the moment with Dante, but just enough so you don’t feel completely cut off.” She squeezed his hand. “Maybe knowing what’s happening as it happens would give you that same feeling you get when I tell you about it later.”

Jonathan felt something loosen in his chest. “You’d do that?”

“Of course I would.” She smiled. “This is supposed to be fun for both of us. If a few texts help you enjoy it more, why wouldn’t I?”

He leaned forward and kissed her softly. “Thank you.”

“Besides,” she added with a mischievous glint in her eye, “most of the fun for me is thinking about you while I’m with him. Knowing you’re getting turned on by what I’m doing.”

Her admission warmed him and reminded him how this all started. “If you can do it without screwing up the mood too much I think it would definitely help,” he said.

Cayley stood up, smoothing her dress. “So we’re good? Because Dante’s expecting me in forty-five minutes, and I still need to finish getting ready.”

Jonathan nodded, feeling lighter than he had all week. “We’re good. And Cay?”

“Yeah?”

“Don’t hold back on the texts. I want to know everything.”

She leaned down and whispered in his ear, “Even the dirty parts?”

“Especially the dirty parts.”

She kissed his cheek and straightened up. “I’ll make sure my phone is charged, then.”

As she walked back to the mirror to finish her makeup, Jonathan felt the knot in his stomach transform into something closer to anticipation.

* * *

She glanced at his reflection in the mirror but didn’t let her gaze linger. She didn’t want him thinking she was worried about him. She wasn’t. At least not in the way he might have thought.

She had been worried for a moment there that he’d agree with her and decide this wasn’t right any longer. That it just wasn’t working for him the way he thought it would and could they put a pause on it for now?

That would have been hard. That would have been really hard. Because she’d been looking forward to this evening with Dante since he’d texted her on Wednesday.

She’d been thinking about going on a real, genuine date with him and each time it had made her stomach flutter and made her giddy with excitement.

She felt like she was back in high school again. Discovering all of these new feelings she thought she’d never have anymore.

If Jonathan had asked her to not go out she would have obliged. He was still her husband and this was still their thing together, not just hers. But just thinking of the disappointment she would have felt made her stomach hollow.

Every thought she had about Dante excited her. His big, strong body. Those masculine hands. The way he’d treated her the last time she’d seen him.

She’d had dreams of him fucking her throat every night since it had happened. She had no idea why she’d liked it so much. It was so unlike her. She’d never let Jonathan do anything like that. She’d never fantasized about it.

When she’d come home and tried to get Jon to do the same she’d realized why that was.

Jon just wasn’t that guy. He didn’t do things for himself. He gave and gave and gave, always making sure she had everything she wanted or needed. And she loved him for that and always would.

But there was something so incredibly arousing about being Dante’s slut. Being there solely for his use and pleasure. Thinking about Jonathan watching was an added bonus. But she realized now how much she loved just being used.

It would have sounded horrible and misogynistic if she’d told anyone about it. But it made her feel alive. It had opened a door to this whole new world of experience where there was more to life than just working hard and saving for a house.

She finished putting on her lipstick, popped the cap back onto it and tossed it into her purse. She turned and saw that Jonathan was sitting up now. Smiling slightly as he watched her getting ready.

“Feeling better?” she asked, strolling over to him and running her fingers through his hair like he was a little boy.

“So much better,” he said.

“Don’t get too upset if you don’t hear from me right away, though, okay?” she said.

“Of course I won’t,” he replied, taking her hand and squeezing it. “Cay, I need to ask you. We’ve done it without condoms so many times now. Aren’t you worried at all?”

“Worried about what?” she asked, flashing a sly smile.

“Come on, Cay, don’t be like that,” he groaned.

“I didn’t realize giving me a baby was something for us to worry about,” she said, deciding to tease him a little longer.

“Cayley, please,” he begged. “I’m just trying to have a conversation about this to make sure we’re on the same page.”

She took pity on him, sitting down and putting a hand on his leg and rubbing. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not being very nice. It’s just I’ve been craving you so much. I love feeling you coming inside of me. I love knowing that you don’t have a condom on. I’ve been greedy about it but I can stop it you want.”

He let out a sigh and put a hand over hers. “Baby, you know I love it, too. I guess…the reason I’m bringing it up again is just because…”

A smile flickered at the corners of her mouth as she watched him struggling to get the words out. She knew what was worrying him. She knew what was eating away at him and what was probably at least partially the cause of the feeling he’d described when she was out alone with Dante.

“You’re worried I’m going to slip up and let Dante come inside me too, aren’t you?” she whispered.

The way his body tensed sent sexual arousal crackling through her. She’d hit the nail on the head and she could see how it affected him. She could see the lump of his cock forming in his lap. Arousal at thinking that Dante might give her the baby Jon had been denying her. The impulse gripped her to tweak that kink for him.

She ran her fingers down his neck and spine. “Is that what worries you when you’re alone and waiting for me?” she whispered. “That I’ll come with a big load of Dante dripping out of my pussy because I just couldn’t help myself? Because I needed it so bad I’d take it anywhere I could get it?”

His eyes bugged wide open as he stared at her. “Cayley you shouldn’t talk like that,” he said, breathless.

“You mean I shouldn’t do a thing like that,” she corrected. “Talking about it doesn’t hurt. But I can stop if that’s what you really want.” She rounded his side with her hand and pressed it into his crotch, against his firming cock.

He shook his head and his eyes fell to his lap as she gently stroked him. “Cay,” he panted. “You really, really shouldn’t be talking like that.”

She leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “Why? Because you like it?”

His cock throbbed against her palm.


Chapter eight
Chapter 8


“You think he’s going to stand there like that all night?”

Dante was leaning over her, staring out the passenger window of the car, looking up at Jonathan standing in the front window of the house staring at them.

“Don’t be mean,” she said, but couldn’t contain a giggle at the thought.

“I’m not being mean,” Dante said, sitting up straight in his seat and throwing the car into gear. He peeled away from the curb with a squeal and did a one-eighty at the stop sign at the end of the street.

The rapid acceleration pressed her into her seat. Normally she hated when men drove like that. Dante wasn’t normal men, though.

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and her tongue flicked out, licking across her lower lip.

The streetlights strobed across Dante’s face, highlighting the sharp angles of his jaw in rhythmic flashes of amber.

Cayley couldn’t tear her eyes away from his hands as they worked the stick shift. His fingers wrapped around the knob, squeezing and releasing with each gear change, veins rising beneath tanned skin.

She remembered those hands on her body. Commanding. Knowing exactly where to touch. A shiver ran through her despite the car’s warmth.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

Dante glanced at her, one corner of his mouth lifting. “Somewhere we won’t be interrupted this time.”

The promise in his voice made her thighs press together involuntarily. She thought of Jonathan standing at the window, watching them drive away. The image should have made her feel guilty, but instead, it only heightened her anticipation.

“You look good tonight,” Dante said, his eyes flicking down her body before returning to the road. “Too good for a plumber.”

The casual cruelty in his words was unexpected. It should have angered her. Instead she felt heat bloom across her skin. “Don’t talk like that about Jonathan,” she said, scowling.

Dante turned onto Davis Avenue, popped the car into third and put his hand possessively on her knee. “Why not? It’s the truth,” he said, squeezing her leg and running his fingers up her thigh.

Cayley fixed her gaze on Dante’s hand as it travelled up her thigh, his fingers leaving trails of electricity in their wake. The hem of her dress had ridden up, exposing more skin to his touch. Each inch his hand claimed sent shivers cascading through her body.

She wanted to revisit what he’d said about Jonathan, to repeat and reinforce that he wasn’t to speak about him like that. She wouldn’t tolerate it. Her mind was mush, though.

She’d been thinking of his touch for so long, craving it, that now that it was there, crawling up the inside of her leg, she could think of nothing else.

His fingers traced lazy circles on her inner thigh, each one inching higher. Her pulse quickened, blood rushing to where his touch promised to go. The car felt suddenly too warm, too small, the air thick with anticipation.

She thought of Jonathan again—his gentle hands, his loving gaze—but the image blurred against the reality of Dante’s bold touch. This was different. Dangerous. Her body responded to him in ways she couldn’t control, couldn’t understand.

“You wore this dress for me,” Dante said, his voice low and certain.

Cayley didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. The way her breath caught when his fingers brushed the edge of her underwear said everything. She was already wet, already aching for him, and they hadn’t even reached their destination.

The car turned onto Harbour Drive, and Cayley realized that wherever he was taking her was going to be fancy.

Jonathan was already far from her mind. Left behind alone at home where she would lovingly return to him later. For now, she was all Dante’s.

Dante steered the car through downtown’s maze of one-way streets, weaving between buildings that reached toward the night sky.

The car slowed as they approached the Hotel Dulce, Tasteful uplighting highlighted its Art Deco architecture. A doorman in a crisp uniform stood beneath a red canopy.

Cayley stared up at the building, confusion furrowing her brow. “A hotel? You’re taking me to a hotel?”

Her stomach tightened. She’d prepared herself for drinks at a bar, maybe dinner at one of the sushi places she liked. Some romance. Anger began to bubble inside her. Was he really just bringing her here to fuck her?

“You seem…upset?” Dante asked.

“I’m not,” she said, voice tight and lips pursed in that way she got with Jonathan sometimes when she was.

Dante leaned in towards her. “We’re going to the bar,” he clarified, a knowing smirk playing across his lips as he caught her expression. “Unless you had other ideas?”

Heat rushed to Cayley’s cheeks. “No, I just—“

“You don’t get to treat me like we’re married yet, Cayley baby,” he teased.

“I’m not treating you like—“

A valet appeared on Dante’s side and opened the door.

Dante stepped out of the car and handed over his keys, then circled around to open Cayley’s door before she could reach for the handle.

Dante’s hand found the small of her back as they walked through the revolving door into the lobby. The floo9rs were made of luxurious marble floors and a massive crystal chandelier hung in the centre of the foyer. The air smelled of fresh flowers.

Cayley’s steps faltered. Her nicest dress—the one that had seemed so perfect in her bedroom mirror—now felt woefully inadequate. Women glided past in designer clothes that probably cost more than their monthly rent, clinging to the arms of men in tailored suits.

“I don’t belong here,” she whispered, suddenly conscious of every imperfection—the slight scuff on her heels, the drugstore makeup on her face.

Dante’s hand pressed more firmly against her back, guiding her forward. “You belong wherever I take you.”

The possessiveness in his voice sent a conflicting wave of resistance and desire through her. She wanted to object, to assert herself, but his confidence was intoxicating.

They passed through the lobby toward a set of double doors marked “The Sapphire Lounge.” A hostess with perfect posture greeted Dante.

“Mr. Egan, lovely to see you again. Your usual table?”

Dante nodded, and Cayley felt a twinge of something uncomfortable. How often did he bring women here? Was she just another in a long line?

The bar was dimly lit, with deep blue accent lighting that gave everything a submerged, dreamlike quality. Jazz played softly from hidden speakers.

The hostess led them to a corner booth with a perfect view of both the bar and the small stage where a pianist played. Dante slid in beside Cayley rather than across from her, his thigh pressing against hers.

“What do you think?” he asked, his breath warm against her ear.

“It’s beautiful,” she admitted, trying to absorb the luxury around her. “But I feel like everyone can tell I don’t belong.”

Dante’s laugh was low and private. “No one’s looking at you like that.” His hand found her knee under the table. “They’re looking at you because you’re with me, and because you’re gorgeous.”

His fingers traced small circles on her skin, just as they had in the car. “Stop worrying about what other people think. Tonight isn’t about them.”

She looked into his eyes and somehow felt her connection to him deepen. “What is tonight about?” she whispered.

He leaned in and kissed her gently on the mouth. His smile faded as he pulled away. Glancing sideways, he straightened.

The waiter that had been hovering a dozen feet from their table materialized next to it. “What can I offer you to drink, madame?” he asked.

She ordered a virgin sangria and Dante took a whisky neat. Her head spun a little even though she hadn’t had a drop of alcohol yet and didn’t intend to this evening. She looked around, a little stunned by her glamorous surroundings.

“Your plumber ever take you to a place like this?” he asked.

She scowled at him. “Stop calling him that,” she snapped. “He’s my husband. If you keep disrespecting him I’ll…”

He raised an eyebrow. “You’ll what?” he asked.

She glared at him but couldn’t think of a suitable threat. “How can you afford a place like this doing detailing at your dad’s dealership, huh?” she asked.

Dante scoffed and rolled his eyes. “I don’t do detailing at my dad’s dealership, Cayley.”

“Jonathan said that…”

“Jonny got told a story that he needed to hear,” he interrupted.

Her heart sank in her chest. “Wait, what? Why?” she asked.

Dante leaned in, his eyes running along the line of her jaw, then up her cheek before meeting hers again. “You think Jonny would let you out on a date with me if he thought I had the kind of money to bring you here?”

She sat up a little straighter, discomfort creeping into her at Dante’s lie. “What do you do at the dealership.”

Dante put his arms up on the backrest. “The old man wants to retire. He dragged me back to town because he doesn’t want to sell yet for some weird sentimental reason,” he explained.

Cayley stared at him. “So you’re going to…”

“I’m gonna run the place until dear old dad’s ready to part with his precious baby. Then I’m gonna sell it to the highest bidder and fuck off back to Costa Rica.”

“You lived in Costa Rica?” she asked.

“I have a place in Costa Rica. Real nice, too.”

A place in Costa Rica? Jonathan really didn’t know what was going on with Dante. “Did you buy that with your surfing money?” she asked.

He shot her a funny look and shrugged. “None of your business but, yeah, I guess. Partially. That and a few other investments I have here and there.”

She thought about it for a moment. Why hadn’t Dante told Jonathan any of this? Would he really not have let her out on a date with him if he’d known? “Why did you come back from Costa Rica?” she asked.

He took a sip of his drink and sucked in through his teeth. “Because pop paid for my ticket when I was getting started in the surfing scene. He’s an asshole but I felt like I owed him for that. Besides Costa Rica’s beautiful but I don’t like the women down there.”

She scowled. “What’s wrong with the women down there?” she asked.

He shrugged. “Nothing wrong with them they’re just not for me. Too opinionated and too mouthy.”

Her jaw dropped. He hadn’t really just said that, had he?

“Don’t be like that, Cayley,” he said, putting his hands over hers and rubbing. “You should take it as a compliment.”

“Why would I take that as a compliment?” she balked.

“Because I’m looking at the kind of woman I like right now,” he whispered.

A shiver raced down her spine at what he’d said. She stared into his dark eyes and suddenly remembered what Jonathan had looked like standing in the window watching them leave. She shook her head. “I’m not sure what you think is going on here,” she said.

“I know you’re not. That’s why I wanted to take you out just the two of us. So I might have a chance to explain.”

His smug, arrogant smirk unsettled her further. Whatever he was playing it he seemed dead serious about it.

The waiter arrived and deposited the drinks in front of them.

Cayley put her purse in her lap and held it, suddenly feeling like she needed a shield against Dante’s aggressive posture. “I love my husband, Dante,” she said, quietly.

His smile faded and he scowled. “Of course you do. What does that have to do with anything? Do we have to keep talking about him all night?”

“You’re the one who brought him up,” she snapped back. “Calling him my plumber and just generally being a jerk about him. Then you start talking to me like there’s more to what you want than just…than just…”

She stammered and stumbled, unable to finish the thought. Unable to say out loud the dirty, hedonistic reason they were sitting here.

“Than just having a fuck?” he offered.
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She didn’t like it. She didn’t like hearing it called like that. Just having a fuck.

Like it was some casual thing that didn’t matter and that anyone could do any day whenever they felt like it. Which, it was a casual thing. But wasn’t there something kind of, sort of special about it? Why was he being so…

She couldn’t even think of a word for the way he was acting.

“Cayley,” he said softly, his fingers brushing against her knee under the table.

She jumped, startled by the sudden unexpected touch.

“Cayley,” he repeated, smiling and running his hand up higher along her thigh.

Her juices started squishing right away. Her mind falling under the spell of his touch instantaneously and sending preparatory signals to the rest of her body. Triggering the visual cues that would assure him she was ready for coition and the chemical reactions that would ease his passage into her.

Her heart began to beat harder in her chest and she stiffened, feeling suddenly out of control as she ever had with him. Maybe it had been a mistake to go out with Jonathan?

She saw now how Jonathan had acted as her anchor. Not the bad kind. A grounding force. A force that had kept her mind from drifting too far from the safe and steady harbour of their marriage.

Now, with the anchor gone, Dante was a current beneath her sweeping her out into unknown waters.

“I’m never leaving Jonathan!” she blurted, looking down at her hands holding the purse in her lap.

Dante squeezed her leg and brought her chin up with the finger of his other hand so he could smile at her. “Of course you’re not,” he replied. “Why would you even feel the need to say that?”

She scowled at him. “What was all that stuff about the women in Costa Rica and you staring at the kind of woman you like right now?” she demanded.

He let go of her knee, leaned back in his seat and shrugged. “I mean, it was true. I don’t like the women there and I do like the woman I have here.”

“You don’t have me, Dante,” she shot back.

“Okay. Of course. No problem. I don’t have you. What would you like to call this then? A rental situation?” His hands shot up as she glared at him. “Alright! Okay! I’m sorry! I take it back! Too much smartass. Got it. We’re good. Are we good?” he asked.

She bit the inside of her cheek to stifle a chuckle at his play-acting a pussy-whipped man. He was horrible at it. Laughably horrible and the chuckle found its way out of her mouth.

He grinned and, for the first time, it looked like a genuine, honest-to-goodness smile. Like he was expressing something between joy and amusement and not just smirking. “What?” he asked.

“Nothing,” she replied, looking down at the table and picking up her drink to hide her blush behind the glass. She took a sip but even the ice cold liquid didn’t cool the heat running in her veins.

This was the real danger. This was the real peril. He’d already put his penis in all sorts of places inside her and it hadn’t felt the least bit threatening. The risk was in these moments. “Stop looking at me like that,” she chided.

He furrowed his brow. “That’s the reason I wanted to take you out. So I could look at you like this without stuffing my cock inside you first.”

“Dante!” she hissed, clapping a hand over his mouth, eyes darting around to see if anyone had overheard him.

He kissed, then gently licked her palm.

She let out a quiet squeal, pulling her hand away and wiping his saliva off with a napkin.

Dante started chuckling. Still staring at her like…like this was more than just a drink at the bar before the extra-marital fling he was about to give her.

The thought made her pussy moisten.

“I’m serious,” she said.

“About what?” he asked.

“About not looking at me like that. I don’t want you getting any ideas that this is about anything but a…fun time.”

“Okay,” he said, polishing off his whisky. “I won’t get any ideas. You ready for that fun time or what?”

She picked up her sangria and took another swig but it just wasn’t the same without alcohol.

Dante stood and offered his hand.

She took it and he helped her stand, then kept holding it as they walked through the restaurant. He stopped at the bar. “Jimmy? Jimmy! Two vodka sodas to five-oh-one. Lots of lemon.”

The bartender nodded.

Cayley leaned over the bar. “Just a soda for me, please?” she asked, loud enough for the bartender to hear over the din.

He nodded again.

Dante eyed her as he walked them to the elevator. Once the doors had ensconced them in a muted silence he turned to her. “You quit the booze?” he asked.

She shrugged. “A lot of people are doing it. It’s not what it used to be. It’s poison. Actual poison. I just didn’t feel like I got enough out of it. Besides, I’d like to be fully conscious for what’s about to happen,“ she added, looking straight ahead and grinning.

She caught his smile out of the periphery of her vision and it warmed her that she could get a reaction like that out of him.

He stood up a little taller, puffed up by the modest compliment.

They crossed the lobby to the elevators and got into the first one that opened.

As the doors began to close two young women slipped into the elevator next to them. Their eyes immediately landed on Dante.

One of them, a blonde in a tight black designer dress, nudged her friend and whispered something. They both stole glances at him, their gazes lingering on his muscled frame. When they looked at Cayley standing beside him, their expressions soured.

Cayley felt their judgmental stares burning into her. The blonde’s eyes travelled from Cayley’s face down to her outfit, her lips curling into a subtle sneer. The other woman, sporting a pixie cut and excessive makeup, rolled her eyes and turned away dramatically.

Dante seemed oblivious to the silent bitchiness happening around him. He kept his hand firmly on the small of Cayley’s back, thumb making small circles against her dress.

The elevator climbed slowly, stopping at the third floor. As the doors opened, the blonde woman brushed unnecessarily close to Dante while exiting.

“We’re in three-forty if you get bored” she purred, looking directly at him before throwing a dismissive glance at Cayley.

Her friend clasped a hand over her mouth as it fell open and the two of them stumbled out, obviously intoxicated.

Cayley glared at them as they left but neither of them noticed as the doors closed behind them.

“You want me to invite them up?” Dante asked, rubbing his hand on her back.

She scowled at him. Something didn’t sit right with her about his casual suggestion.

“What’s that look for?” he asked.

“That frowny face you’ve got going on there,” he said, tilting his chin at her.

“I don’t have a frowny face,” she muttered, looking away from him.

He put his hand firmly on her chin and turned her head back towards him, demanding her attention. “You want me to tell you I only have eyes for you, Cayley? Is that it?” he asked.

“I didn’t say…”

She gasped when he pressed his palm against her pussy and rubbed her labia with the tips of his fingers. “You don’t want me to say I want you in Costa Rica with me but I’m not allowed to look other women either?”

She gasped again when he deftly pulled her panties to one side and pressed his two thick fingers into her already slippery pussy.

She melted, her knees going weak, resting her body weight on his hand between her legs.

He slowly curled the fingers inside her, touching that heavenly place that only he seemed to be able to get at.

“Dante,” she said, gripping his arm. “It’s our floor.” Her eyes darted to the digital numbers flashing above the door.

He stared at her unwavering, his fingers slowly curling, causing her hips to reflexively buck on his palm.

The elevator gave a soft ding and the doors slid open.

Relief swept through her as she saw the empty hallway.

“Dante,” she whispered. “Someone could see us.”

“Wouldn’t that be something,” he said. He eased his fingers out of her pussy, raised them to her mouth and pressed them against her bottom lip.

“Let’s go to the room,” she said, her eyes constantly darting sideways to make sure no one was watching.

“Lick,” he demanded.

Hoping to appease him she flicked out her tongue and gave the tips of his fingers a quick lick.

He moved them into her mouth and along her tongue, spreading the tangy taste of her syrup through her mouth.

She glanced up at him, closed her lips around his fingers and obediently sucked them clean.

Dante pulled them from her mouth as the doors began to close and pressed the button to keep them open. He waved a hand towards the hallway. “After you, sweetheart,” he said, grinning.

She shuffled out into the hallway, hoping they weren’t going to run into anyone. She’d endured enough disdainful rich people stares for one evening.

Dante put his hand back on the small of her back and led her down the hallway. When they reached the door he whipped an electronic key card out of his breast pocket and slid it through the reader.

The lock clicked open and he turned the handle, pushing the door open into the room and leading her inside.

The suite sprawled before her like something from a movie. Plush carpet underfoot, a cream-colored sectional sofa facing floor-to-ceiling windows that framed the city lights like stars. Crystal fixtures cast warm light across the kitchenette’s marble countertops, where a bottle of champagne waited in an ice bucket.

A door led to a bedroom, another to a large bathroom.

“This is...” Cayley trailed off, momentarily forgetting the wetness between her thighs.

Dante moved behind her, his chest pressing against her back as his hands found her hips. “Better than my apartment?”

“Much,” she admitted, leaning into him despite herself.

His fingers trailed up her sides, sending shivers across her skin. She closed her eyes, feeling the heat of his breath on her neck as he stood behind her.

She closed her eyes, suddenly consumed with excitement and arousal at what was to come. Another shiver raced down her back as he began kissing and licking the side of her neck.

“I’ve got a very special evening planned for us,” he whispered. “You ready for it?”

She nodded and felt his fingers tug the zipper of her dress down her back. She let out a soft sigh as she felt it slip off her shoulders and fall to the ground. She stood in just her underwear and the high heels she’d worn. In a different time she would have been wildly embarrassed of being nearly naked with anyone but Jonathan.

The thought of Jonathan reminded her of the way he’d been standing in the window watching as they’d pulled away from the house.

She wondered how he’d been feeling in that moment. She knew this wasn’t easy for him. She knew he still had conflicted feelings about it. She knew he was letting her do this for her as much as he was letting her do it for him.

She wished she could reassure him somehow. Tell him everything was going to be alright and that she’d be home later and they’d be together again. She didn’t want to break the mood Dante was setting, though.

“Cayley,” Dante whispered, kissing her bare shoulders and pulling her bra straps down her arms. “You’re not fully with me, Cayley. Where are you?”

She was surprised at how accurately he’d sensed that her mind had wandered. “I’m right here,” she said, forcing a smile over her shoulder.

“Where’d your mind go wandering, Cayley?” he asked, unclasping her bra and pulling it off of her breasts.

Her insides warmed as his strong, masculine hands covered her breasts and squeezed them. She tipped her head as he kissed her neck again.

“You’re worried about Jonny, aren’t you?” he asked, nuzzling her neck and inhaling her scent.

“I just hope he’s doing okay,” she admitted.

“Jonny’s gonna be fine,” he reassured her. “And I want you here one hundred percent. Let’s see if we can find something to keep your mind focused.”
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She heard his zipper open and his pants drop behind her. Excitement fluttered through her at what she was about to see.

He turned her slowly around and smiled at her but her eyes dropped to his waist almost immediately.

Her vision blurred a little and her mind went blank as she laid eyes on the gently curving shape of his phallus. She licked her lips, her mouth moistening along with her pussy.

She’d had dreams about it but seeing it in the flesh gave her the urge to throw herself backwards and spread her legs, demanding to be taken by it.

It was such an overpowering sexual response it was almost impossible to resist. She wondered if other women he’d been with had felt the same way about it? Did all women get like this around that enormous thing?

He hoisted it up in his hand, pointing it at her underwear and shaking it gently. “Did you miss it?” he asked.

Seeing it move and jiggle provoked another intense reaction. She felt a deep need to be completely honest with him. To lay bare the profound need she’d lived with. The deep need of knowing his cock inside her again. “I couldn’t stop thinking about it,” she admitted.

In her peripheral vision she saw the smile widen on his lips. She mirrored it with her own, the absurdity of what she’d said making her giggle. “I can’t believe I just said that,” she said, laughing and looking off to the side.

She hadn’t given this much thought to genitalia…well, ever. Penises were useful in certain narrow circumstances in the bedroom but when Jonathan’s was out of sight she didn’t sit around pining for it.

Dante cupped her hand in his and raised it to cradle the head of his cock in her palm.

A slow wave of warmth rolled through her as she touched the gummy erectile tissue that would soon be hard and soon be drilling into her soaked pussy.

Dante stood watching her as she stared at his enormous cock in her small hand. “You can have this any time you want, Cayley,” he said. “Middle of the night. Middle of the day. First thing in the morning after Jonny leaves for work. Any time you want this cock it’s yours. You understand?”

She snickered, amused by the thought of Dante being her dial-a-dick.

“I’m not even joking,” he said, shaking his head, still smiling fondly at her. He moved her hand back and forth, stroking himself with her warm palm.

She bit her lip as she felt the head of his cock begin to engorge in her gentle grip.

“You text me any time. I’ll drop anything to come see you,” he said.

It took a surprising amount of effort to pull her eyes away from the appendage to look up into his. She wanted to read what was in them. Was he really serious? This wasn’t just a tease? “Like if I need a little something for my coffee break?” she asked.

“I’m telling you I’m not even kidding,” he whispered. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on.”

It startled her how deeply those words touched her. Not just in an erotic way, either. There were feelings coming up out of her belly that threatened to overwhelm her. “We shouldn’t talk like that,” she said, looking away.

He leaned to the side to catch her gaze. “Why, Cayley? I’m about to make love to you and I’m not allowed to say a few nice words first?”

She chewed on the inside of her cheek, thinking about what he’d said. Running it over in her mind and wondering if it was okay. If it would be okay with Jonathan if he heard Dante talking to her like that?

Thing was, Jonathan approved of this. He’d consented to this and so, surely, he had to have known there’d be a little bit of romance to their meeting? Surely he didn’t think she’d just strip, do her thing with Dante, then rush home to him?

“See your mind’s wandering again,” Dante said, still wearing that reassuring smile. “I can see it in your eyes.”

She bit down on her lip and pouted.

“What is it?” he asked.

“He’s my husband,” she said.

“Who told you this was okay. Who not only gave you permission but encouraged you to be here.”

She furrowed her brow, not wanting to get into a debate with Dante about the moral implications of flirting with him before they had sex. She was here to have sex with him. Why would she feel guilty because he told her she was beautiful? “I’m going home to Jonathan after this,” she said, needing to draw a boundary, to underline for him that she was here just for the ride and not some other destination.

“Absolutely you are,” he said, nodding. “But then how about while you’re here you just enjoy yourself. You have his blessing. How about let’s not worry about Jonny any more and just do our thing?”

She looked up at him, gazed into his eyes, then finally nodded her assent.

Dante nodded back at her and moved her hand back and forth along his hardening shaft. He leaned forward, tipped his head and kissed her so gently on the lips.

He pulled his hand away from hers and lowered it between her legs, rubbing her pussy through her underwear.

She let out a soft mewl, arousal tingling in her sex as he massaged it. Her grip tightened on his cock and she stroked it faster, urgency building inside her to hurry the moment so she could feel him enter her.

He continued to kiss her as he removed his jacket and shirt and threw both to the floor. Once naked he moved her slowly backwards through the room, his mouth on hers the whole time.

They moved to the bedroom, as luxuriously appointed as the sitting room had been. The lights were off and the blinds wide open, giving another spectacular view out onto the cityscape at night.

When he eased her onto the bed that warm hunger filled her whole being. Wrapping her hand around his shaft as best she could, she drew his cock towards her mouth, eager to once again taste his manhood.

He denied her that pleasure. Sinking to his knees he hooked his fingers into the straps of her underwear and peeled them away from her pussy and down her legs.

He tugged them off around her heels and leaned in between her legs until she felt his prickly stubble graze the inside of her thighs.

“Oh, Dante,” she whispered, pressing her fingers against his shoulder and pushing gently. “You don’t have to.”

This was so personal. So intimate. Too intimate? Maybe. She didn’t really like having it done very much. Not even by Jonathan.

“No way, Cayley. No way you’re denying me this. I’ve been waiting for this since I came back here,” he whispered, staring at her intently. “Ever since I stepped off the plane from Costa Rica I’ve been thinking about this beautiful pussy.”

She drew in a soft breath. Waiting for this since he came home? Had he been planning this that long? Had he really been thinking about her that whole time?

She was helpless as he pushed her thighs apart and moved his mouth against her sex. Her head rolled back against her shoulders as his tongue touched her outer lips, hot and wet and insistent.

She drew in a lungful of air, her fingers sliding through his hair and her hips bucking, pressing her pussy against his mouth at the explosion of pleasure from his cunnilingus. “Oh my god, Dante,” she groaned.

The sounds of wet licks and smacks drifted up from between her legs as he explored her feminine parts with his tongue.

He swept it slowly up between her parted folds, then paused at the crest, manipulating her sensitive clit with the tip.

Her body shook as he pressed all the right places of her nerve bundle. The muscles in her abdomen contracted and then she felt her pussy squeeze as her craving for his thick cock grew from his oral attention.

She kept her hand at the back of his head as her hips rolled in time with his licking, She let out a warbling moan when he sucked her clit into his mouth and sucked on it gently. “Please don’t stop!” she gasped.

He stopped, pulling his mouth away from her sex and grinning. Replacing his tongue with his fingers, a surprisingly gentle touch against her button, teasing her by denying her release.

“Please, Dante!” she moaned.

He looked delighted to hear her begging. He pursed his lips and blew gently on her folds.

She pulled on the back of his head, needing his face between her legs again.

He relented. Slipping a finger into her pussy he slipped her clit into his mouth again and sucked harder this time.

The pleasured rushed through her whole body. A hot column of it shot through her torso and exploded through her veins to her fingertips. She mewled as she felt the contractions of an orgasm tense her pelvis.

“Oh god yes!” she cried out as the full force of it hit her. She squeezed his face with her thighs as he eagerly lapped at her sopping pussy.

Wave after wave of intense pleasure, unlike any she’d ever felt with anyone, crashed over her causing her body to shake on the bed. His strong mouth and intruding tongue pressed all the right spots making her peak over and over again until, finally, the pleasurable contractions became almost painful and she had to push him away.

He emerged from between her thighs with his face wet with her slick. A slippery sheen of Cayley-juice that he wiped off with the back of his hand.

She lay limp, already exhausted by the pleasure he’d given her and waiting to be reanimated by what jutted from between his legs.

He stood up, towering over her stroking his cock as his eyes gleefully gulped in the sight of her naked body. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Cayley,” he whispered.

He licked the tips of his fingers and ran them over the bulbous head of his prick, though she felt he wouldn’t need a lick of extra lubrication to squeeze into her sopping pussy.

The sight of his cock sent an electric jolt through her body, tensing her muscles and sending her scurrying backwards on the bed, thighs parting as her head hit the pillows, ready for his entrance.

He knelt at the edge of the mattress, then got down on all fours and started crawling towards her.

Her body began to hum with sexual excitement and anticipation. She regarded that huge cock, hardened from him feasting on her pussy, and watched it bounce as he approached.

She thrust her chest forward, displaying her breasts for him and giving in completely to her basest instincts. Meeting his eyes with a lusty stare she was on the verge of whispering fuck me Dante when something clicked inside her mind and her hand drifted between her legs to cover her entrance.

He stopped, stared at her hand for a moment, then looked up at her with a funny smile. “Now you’re gonna play hard to get?” he asked, chuckling.

She let out her own nervous laugh. Truth was she didn’t want to play hard to get. The truth was she could barely think of anything but what it would feel like to be stuffed full of his fat cock.

She’d made a promise to Jonathan, though. As much as it tantalized and thrilled her she’d promised him she would take care of this business. “I brought condoms,” she whispered. “They’re in my purse over there.”
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His smile cracked wider, almost into a sneer. Like he knew this was just her doing her due diligence and she was really full of it.

He crawled forward and casually removed her hand from her sex.

The boldness of his gesture, the casual dismissal of her lackadaisical withdrawal of consent, only aroused her more.

He put a hand behind her back and pulled her up towards him. Moving the pillows into a pile behind her head, he lowered her onto them so she was reclining comfortably with a full view of both of their genitals.

He knelt back on his haunches, gripped that oversized penis and slowly ran the tip along her plump and soaked pussy folds.

The touch made her shudder and got her hips bucking. She stared at his organ, absolutely mesmerized by it’s size and the potency it projected.

“I don’t think that’s Cayley talking,” he said. He ran his cock along her seam again, making her suck her lips into her mouth. “See, I think that’s Jonny talking. I think that’s respectable, dependable, scaredy-cat Jonny who can’t look stare straight at what really turns him on.”

He dragged the cock down to her entrance and wiggled it side to side. Spreading the tender petals of her sex until they were wide enough to press just the very tip of it into her.

She clenched her jaw and tried to resist his naked advance. Her body betrayed her true desires. Her ass flexed, rolling her hips up, pointing her hole more directly at his penetrative implement. Opening herself up for him, showing him how desperate she was for him to dig that tool into her. “He made me promise,” she whispered.

“Oh I bet he did,” he replied, pulling the head of his cock out of her opening and swiping it up to rub against her clit.

She whimpered and wiggled her hips, grinding against him, searching for more pleasure now that he’d resuscitated her arousal with his fat prick.

“Here’s the thing, Cayley,” he said, teasing her by sliding his cock down towards her hole and slipping the tip in again. “My pullout game is strong, baby. I know you know that. I know you know I don’t want any complications. I also know you want the full experience, don’t you? What’s the point of doing this halfway with a piece of rubber wrapped around this thing, huh? Might as well just get a big dildo then. You look into my eyes and tell me you don’t want to feel the real thing and I’ll put a rubber on, I guess.”

She whimpered again, looking down at where their bodies were already connected and desperate to feel the real thing. And she knew she wouldn’t be able to do what he’d asked.

She was too weak. It was her failing and she’d take full accountability for it but she didn’t have the strength to tell him she didn’t want the real thing. She wanted to feel that bare cock inside herself again so badly.

Instead of saying anything she reached up and put a hand around the back of his neck and started pulling.

He grinned momentarily. But as he began to slip his cock into her his smile faded. His jaw jutted forward and he lowered his head, pressing it against her forehead. “Fuck, Cayley your pussy feels so fucking good,” he growled.

She stared down her body and let out moan after tortured moan as his cock pressed deeper and deeper into her. She watched her pussy lips stretching, red and engorged with arousal. Receiving the heavenly gift he had between his legs and wallowing in the pleasure it filled her with.

He paused a third of the way in and held himself there. Closing his eyes and letting out a groaning sigh as he savoured the tightness of her reproductive canal.

After a few moments she let her hands fall to his ass and started pulling him in that way. She rocked her hips, rubbing her pussy against his shaft to urge him in deeper.

He responded as she’d hoped. Grunting and thrusting. Probing deeper into the more sensitive parts of her interior. His swept up cock gliding against that soft part of her internals that made her insides mushy.

“Oh god,” she whimpered as it touched the softest, most sensitive part of her insides. The frontal g-spot that Jonathan’s member couldn’t reach. The pleasure of it made her delirious.

“You like it there?” he whispered. “You like it right there?”

Her lip curled into a lustful snarl and her hips rocked back and forth as she fed greedily on the pleasure his oversized apparatus offered.

She couldn’t stop staring at it and her mind wouldn’t stop throwing up lewd questions. How could one man’s reproductive hose be so enormous and another one’s so meagre?

Not that she had anything but love for Jonathan’s. But the difference between them was so huge as to be almost comical. If nothing else mattered, if they had been back in paleolithic times, if no other factors needed to be considered, would she have thrown herself onto her back on the ground for Dante immediately and rejected Jonathan?

Just considering it filled her with a strange arousal. Thinking of stone-age Jonathan cowering in a corner of the cave and pouting while Dante pounded his genetic goo into her and made her scream.

Her hips rubbed faster, urging him even deeper. She wanted to feel the full extent of his monstrosity. She wanted the full hardness and sweep of it to fill her tight pussy. And at the end of that desire the final taboo twinkled like a candle flickering in the darkness.

She grabbed her breasts and thrust them out towards Dante as he indulged her unspoken request and plugged more of her hole with his fat prick.

It seemed to please and inspire him because he leaned down and slurped her nipple into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it.

The stimulation of her vaginal stretch met with the stimulation of his suckling somewhere in the middle of her body and a new orgasm began taking shape around it.

“Fuck, Cayley,” Dante grunted, his body shuddering as he worked his implement deeper into her.

The words were not spoken in his usual controlled and arrogant tone. They were spoken in surrender. He, too, was succumbing to pleasures he could not control and it thrilled her.

It thrilled her that her body could do this to him. It thrilled her how enamoured and obsessed with her he seemed to be. It thrilled her that he’d been concocting this plan since setting foot on home soil. Or had he been thinking of her even longer?

Her conscious mind provided another layer of stimulation to the base her nervous system was laying. She was alone in a hotel room with a man that was not her husband.

Thought she knew Dante, sexually speaking he was a foreigner. An intruder into her union with Jonathan. All social norms dictated that the last thing she should be doing is letting him put his bare reproductive organ inside her.

All the virtues of fidelity, chastity, loyalty to her husband were being shattered with each hard thrust he made into her belly.

And he was thrusting now. His body had curled over her, his big arms wrapping around her smaller frame to trap her beneath him.

His pelvis was pounding against the cushioned flesh of her ass, balls smacking and slapping against it as he violated these social and moral norms by fucking himself into her body.

She wrapped her arms around him tightly as the coming orgasm began to balloon and glow inside her. She locked her legs around his, receiving his intrusions with her shaking body, her brain awash in pleasure hormones.

“Fuck, Cayley,” he grunted again through gritted teeth.

And that was what she wanted more of. She wanted more, more, more of fuck Cayley. She wanted to hear the hungry desperation in his voice. She wanted vocal proof of his greedy desire for her. She squeezed him even tighter in her grip.

In the darkness of her mind that final taboo glittered.

She could see it clearly and she knew what it was. The final prize she could receive from him. The frothing, bubbling expulsion of his replicating juices deep, deep, deep inside her pussy. Coating the walls and splashing along her cervix and immediately spinning and swimming towards the tiny little ovum that lay waiting at her centre.

“Fuck Cayley,” he grunted again.

She dug her nails into his ass and urged him deeper. She cried out as he slammed into her hard, the root of his prick throbbing with need and stretching the mouth of her pussy wider still. “Fuck me Dante,” she growled next to his ear.

His body broke back into a galloping rhythm. Thrust after hard thrust of male musculature flexing over top of her and pressing her into the pillows and bed. Smashing into her and thundering towards the one true purpose that lay at his centre.

“Fuck me Dante,” she said, breathless.

Her words spurred him faster. He was pounding now. The sturdy luxury suite bed creaking and squeaking, shuddering with each massive heave of his powerful body.

She closed her eyes and moaned. Nothing could match this feeling. Nothing was equivalent to being at the centre of his desperate attention, being the reason for this frenzied expenditure of energy.

Jonathan didn’t fuck like this. He couldn’t and it had nothing to do with him not loving her enough or wanting to give her everything she wanted. Jonathan was simply not this much man.

Jonathan could not duplicate the weight and force of these thrusts. He loved her so dearly and made love to her so beautifully but this was raw and primal and made her want to scream.

She mewled and squirmed, pretending like she wanted to get out from under the onslaught. It pleased her when that made Dante double down. “Fuck me, Dante!” she moaned, clinging to him more tightly with arms and legs.

“Fuck, Cayley!” he growled.

She could feel his cock thicken and harden. The way cocks did right before the moment of expurgation. The pleasure flooding her body twisted with the sticky fantasy of wanting to feel him release in her interior. “Fuck me, Dante,” she panted.

And fuck that come into me.

Her eyes flew open and she couldn’t recall if she’d spoken that part out loud or just whispered it in her own mind. That total violation of Jonathan’s trust and the rule they’d made. That permission for Dante to blast off inside her.

He groaned and stiffened.

The orgasm that had been building inside her burst and the wild roar of pleasure tore through her making her scream. Her pussy squeezed him tightly. Through the thick fog of arousal brought on by his sexual overstimulation she thought she felt the first pulse of his climax shoot off inside her.

Then his cock was out of her. Yanked out with a violent tug and his thumb was pressed against her clit, spinning wildly and in time with his hand viciously stroking his cock as it expectorated fat blobs of white man-splooge all over her bare belly.

She stared at those globs of wasted sperm splattering across her skin as she shook her way through an intense, but somewhat hollow climax from the sudden emptiness within her.

As Dante’s spurts subsided so did her pleasure but she found the whole thing ultimately unsatisfying. She wanted more. She wanted more fucking. More thrusting, more pressing, more weight, more urgency. More desperate need from him. And she wanted to feel that finish. She wanted to feel the bloat in her vagina. That heavy, full feeling that Jonathan gave her a fraction of when he shot all he had into her.

She looked up at Dante. Back on his haunches, stroking out the last dribbles of his semen and wiping his cock against the inside of her leg. He was grinning. Pleased with himself and his cleverness at worming his way into her bare.

She resented his smugness. She resented that he thought he was so clever and handsome that he could make her do anything he wanted. “We shouldn’t have done that,” she said, scowling at him.

He leaned over her, letting his softening penis flop against her pussy petals. “That’s not what you were saying when my whole cock was in you,” he replied.

He rolled onto his side next to her, lifted her breast to his mouth and sucked on the nipple.

It was a bold and dominating gesture. She pushed his mouth away and continued scowling at him. “Are you sure you didn’t shoot any into me?” she asked. Suddenly her feelings about him were somewhat…conflicted.

“Better check,” he said.

Before she knew what he was doing he had two fingers in her. Curling up and stroking that softest spot inside her that made her tremble. She succumbed to the feeling at first. Eyes rolling back in her head as her hips started to roll again.

Then her conscious mind caught up with what was happening and she didn’t like how he felt like he could do that without asking. She wrapped two hands around his wrist and pulled his fingers out of herself.

He grinned and held them up for her to inspect. “Looks clean to me,” he said.

She shot him a dirty look. But when he moved the fingers towards her mouth and pressed them against her lips she only hesitated a moment before obediently opening for him and sucking them clean.


Chapter twelve
Chapter 12


The sound of the door opening and closing brought relief at first, excitement soon after and amplified the worry that had been hanging over Jonathan all evening.

He closed his eyes and squeezed the hand laying in his crotch around his cock and balls. The ache persisted.

He had masturbated on and off all night. Each release had brought temporary relief from his wildly oscillating emotions about Cayley being out alone with Dante.

He at once loved and hated that he’d let her do it. He at once loathed and prided himself for being the kind of man that could do that for his woman.

But as the evening wore on the thing he wanted most was to have her back with him.

The feelings he’d been having about her having sex with Dante by herself had been so outsized and angst-ridden. Absolutely adolescent drama raging inside him that she had gone and done this. Even after he’d given her his blessing.

The sound of her footsteps in the hall, kicking off her shoes, her return to him was the balm he’d needed. Soon she’d be in his arms and telling him the wonderful tale of all the horrible things that had been done to her.

She appeared at the entrance to the small living room looking not at all surprised to see him awake and on the couch waiting for her. Setting down her purse, she quietly walked over to where he was sitting and sat down next to him.

She studied his expression, perhaps trying to make out what sort of mood he was in. She raised her hand and brushed a finger along his hairline. She seemed pleased and at peace. “Did you sleep at all? Or have you been up the whole time?” she asked.

He shook his head. “I didn’t sleep,” he replied.

He suppressed the anger that had been bubbling inside him as evening turned to night and night stretched towards morning.

She’d promised him she was going to text him. She hadn’t. Not a single message. She’d obviously become so enraptured by whatever Dante was doing to her that she’d simply forgotten about her husband.

He didn’t want to believe that, not really. He’d used it as a foil for his arousal. A sort of jealous razor he’d used to slice at the lust ballooning inside him to cut it down to a more manageable size.

The desire to know what had happened between her and Dante came as a throbbing from deep within him. He wouldn’t pressure her, though.

In a way that was part of the beauty of this. Letting her reveal things at her own pace. He wondered what she was feeling sitting there watching him?

“Do you want to hear about it?” she finally asked.

“So badly,” he whispered, nodding.

A small smile flickered to life on her lips. She stood up, picked his hands up in hers and pulled him to his feet. She pulled his shirt out of his pants and pulled it off over his head.

Still watching his expression she worked his belt open, then the buttons on his jeans. She tugged them down his legs, taking his underwear with them until he was standing naked and vulnerable in front of her.

“What are you doing?” he whispered.

He wanted her so bad right then but he’d never seen her just strip him so confidently.

She unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. Unclasped her bra and let it slip off her shoulders, then pulled her panties off and let them drop into the same pile with the rest of her clothes.

She put her hands on his chest and pressed, forcing him back onto the couch and sinking to her knees in front of him.

“Cayley, I…”

His breath caught in his throat as she sucked him into her mouth and rolled her tongue around the head of his cock. She popped it out of her mouth and stroked the shaft with her hand. “I want us to be as close as we possibly can when I tell you,” she explained. “So I need you to get hard for me.”

The casual pronouncement she followed up by taking him into her mouth again. Looking up into his eyes she bobbed her head up and down. Coaxing fresh blood into his aching member and hardening it.

She was a new woman. A different woman. She was a slut for him now. Blushing, giggling Cayley was gone. Replaced by the woman on her knees in front of him, whose sexual appetites happened to align perfectly with his fantasies.

She pulled her mouth off again and inspected his penis. Glancing up at him, she ran the pad of her finger around the urethral opening and smiled wider when it lurched and stiffened for her.

Determining it was hard enough for her purposes she put her hands on his knees and pulled herself to her feet.

Her curvy body swayed as she swung a leg over his lap and knelt. She pulled the other up and settled on his lap, his cock poking up between her pelvic mound and his belly.

She rose a little higher, tucked it beneath herself, then sank down onto it, emitting a pleased sigh as it filled her.

The whole thing, from stripping him and disrobing herself, to hoisting herself into his lap and receiving his appendage was done in such a cursory manner that it shocked him.

The inside of her was hot and wet and delicious on his prick. He felt the now familiar looseness of her vaginal walls, clear evidence she had been with Dante. Being inside her pussy still thrilled him, nonetheless.

She rested her forearms on his shoulders and put her hands on the sides of her face, caressing his cheeks with her thumbs. “I thought of you while he was in me,” she whispered.

The words packed a potent wallop, hitting him in the chest and quickly sinking down through his gut into his balls.

His cock pulsed inside her, grazing the inside of her walls then relaxing back into the hollow Dante’s thicker unit had created.

It was then that he got the first whiff of Dante’s sex smell off of her. He couldn’t tell if it was on her skin on came from her pussy. But he smelled his odour, that powerful musk of maleness Dante carried with him wherever he went.

Cayley shifted in his lap, tilting her hips forward and squeezing her pelvic muscles to grip him with her pussy. She leaned forward and tipped her head to the side, opened her mouth and kissed him on the lips.

She flicked her tongue against his, licking him a few times like she enjoyed the taste of him. When she sat up straight again her smile had widened.

“Cayley I’m dying over here,” he groaned. “What happened?” he finally said, unable to contain his curiosity any longer.

She rocked back and forth. Her hands fell away from his face and and she cupped her breasts, lifting them up like she was offering them to him.

He sucked on nipple into his mouth.

She kept one hand under her breast, the other going behind his head, pulling him into a closer latch on his nipple. “Suck me harder,” she whispered.

He sucked the nipple deeper into his mouth and gave it a long, slow pull with his lips.

She moaned and her back arched, her pussy clamping down on his aching cock, the fluids starting to drip from it onto his balls.

It was driving him crazy not knowing what she was thinking. He was completely enchanted by her dominant seduction but wondered what it was doing for her?

What was she thinking? Coming home to her husband after her lover had fucked her and overpowering him?

He looked up to see her staring at him with that wild look in her eye. That excitement and arousal that hooking up with Dante seemed to inspire. Impish mischief.

Finally she pulled her tit out of his mouth and gave him the other, making him nurse until her pussy was gushing yolky muccus all over his groin.

She pulled away, putting her hands on either side of his head against the backrest and her pussy squished as she squeezed him.

He looked up, begging her with his eyes to hear about her adventure.

“I was a bad girl, Jonny,” she whispered, starting to ride him slowly back and forth.

He grabbed her thighs, his cock straining into such a hard state it felt like it might pop off.

She rocked back and forth slowly, massaging his organ with her insides. “Can you feel how he stretched me out, baby?” she asked.

An aching, almost painful pressure built up in his balls. “I can feel it,” he panted. “I can feel it. Can you even feel me in you?”

She let her hand fall to his chest and teased his nipple, circling her thumb around it. “I can feel you,” she replied. “Barely, but I can feel you.”

He groaned, wildly turned on that she picked up on his dirty desires so quickly and was eager to play his game.

His hips bucked as he tried to dig deeper into her saturated cunt.

The motion seemed to please her because she smiled wider at him. “The stretch felt so good,” she said, closing her eyes and riding him a little faster. “He felt so good in my tight pussy. I thought of you. I thought of you when he was inside me.” Her smile faltered and she opened her eyes to look down at him. “But I was a bad girl, Jonathan. I was a really, really bad girl.”

His eyes bugged as he realized this was not just dirty talk for his pleasure. Cayley had been a bad girl. She’d done something wicked. Something she maybe even regretted?

His chest went tight even as his cock throbbed and flexed inside her.

She bit down on her lower lip, hips rolling back and forth, back and forth, squeezing him inside her tightening pussy.

She was getting off on it. She was getting off on having something to confess. He could see it in her eyes and the way her lip was all twisted up. The intensity with which she watched him as she told him all about being a bad girl.

“What’d you do Cayley?” he asked. “What’d you do?”

“Oh, Jonathan,” she sighed, looking down between them at his cock disappearing inside her.

He already knew what it was. He could already sense it from the energy, the aura surrounding her. It turned her on to do it as much as it turned him on to think about it.

But it was dangerous, damn it! It was freaking crazy and irresponsible and totally reckless to do it.

Now he wanted to hear it, though. He wanted to get the nasty, juicy details of how she’d betrayed him. He’d already forgiven her. He just needed to hear her say it. “Cayley!” he groaned, buttocks flexing, hips jolting up as his body tried to fill her.

She rose a little higher on her knees and started rolling her hips faster. Twerking overtop of him, her pussy squishing with slick, lubricated sounds as it massaged his prick. Her boobs shook in front of his face and he could see her own orgasm was looming over her.

“What’d you do Cayley?” he demanded through gritted teeth.

She rode him harder still, her pussy squeezing in a regular rhythm now as her body prepared to accept his seed.

He pawed at her breasts, then grabbed her hips as she bucked back and forth on his lap.

“I was a bad girl, Jon and I let him fuck me without a condom, ah! Ah! Ah!”

The three short shouts burst out of her and her waist began to shake.

The confirmation of what he’d known to be true, what he’d feared, sent Jonathan tumbling over the edge of a shuddering climax. His mind filled with the image of Dante tugging his cock in the nick of time, or perhaps a nick too late.

Maybe a splash of his essential fluid had leaked out inside her? Maybe he’d been unable to resist letting the first pump go deep in her, basting her insides with his juice?

Why the thought of Cayley’s cervix coated in Dante’s sperm made him cry out he didn’t know. A hot, jealous arousal burned through him as he hit the peak of his climax.

His woman had let another man inside her bare and unprotected.

And all he could do was shake and twitch as she rode out her climax on his spraying prick.
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Chapter 13


As the sticky goo of his own ejaculation ran out of Cayley and began to coat his balls his cock continued to throb and pulse inside her.

Her expression had faded from the tortured snarl at the peak of their shared passion into something more serene. She was staring at him lovingly, still gently twisting her hips on his lap, massaging his cock.

Perhaps he should have been angry with her. He at least had the thought. There was no anger in him to be found, though.

The kink was shared and they both knew it. He could see it in her eyes and he knew she could see it in his. He leaned forward, forehead pressing against the top of her chest. “Cayley,” he muttered. “Cayley, Cayley, Cayley.”

She put a hand on the back of his neck, then ran two fingers down his spine.

It sent a shiver down his back and made his cock twitch inside her. “Are you sure he didn’t get any in you?” he asked. His mind hoped for one answer, his gut for another.

She pressed her cheek against his to whisper in his ear. “I can’t be totally one hundred percent sure,” she whispered. “He did put two fingers inside me when he was finished with me. Just to check.”

He groaned at the dirty story. Dante casually stuffing two fingers into Cayley after he was ‘done with her’ to check if his pullout game had been on point or if he’d accidentally ejaculated inside her.

He looked up at her, his eyes pleading for more details. “There was nothing in there?” he asked.

“Nothing that I could taste,” she whispered.

He groaned again. How dirty was this going to get? Dante feeding her his fingers fresh out of her pussy.

How could he be so turned on by this?!?

He shook his head. “You shouldn’t do that, Cayley. You shouldn’t do things like that. You took those condoms. You were supposed to make him wear a condom,” he chastised.

She pretended to pout.

How was she being so cool about this? Wasn’t she worried in the slightest?

“What happened?” he demanded.

She shrugged and looked off to the side for a moment. When she looked back at him again her eyes were filled with that wild mischief. She was really going to get off on what she was about to tell him. “He broke me down, I guess,” she whispered.

His heart did a hard thud in his chest. “Broke you down? How?” he asked.

“Well,” she began, then thought for a few moments. “He started off by…licking me.”

His eyes widened. “You let him eat your pussy?” he asked.

“He just got down between my legs and started doing it,” she admitted.

“Did he make you come?”

She leaned in and kissed him with a hungry mouth.

He could feel his goo leaking out of her into his lap, her warm sheath still embracing his twitching penis. He groaned as her tongue pressed against his.

Her hips began to move again as she pulled back from the kiss. “He made me come so hard, Jonathan,” she said.

He couldn’t believe his cock was starting to get hard inside her again.

“He made me come so hard. And then he got up in between my legs and started teasing me with it. With the tip. The bare tip of it. He put it in between…in between my pussy lips. Oh god!”

She moaned and tipped her head back, obviously tremendously aroused at recalling the event.

He put his hands around her, pulling her closer as she continued to rock on his lap. His cock continued to stiffen, thought the post-orgasmic stimulation of her pussy walls was almost painful.

He knew he needed to put a stop to this. This fantasy of Dante coming inside Cayley’s unprotected pussy could end in tragedy. It’s orbit seemed too strong to pull away from.

She tipped her head forward to look at him, rubbing herself more feverishly against his prick. “I want to feel him come inside me, Jonathan. I want to feel his come inside me so bad!”

Her admission made him rigid and he groaned again. He knew he wouldn’t be able to ejaculate again. He had no nut left. He’d spent it all while she was out and she’d milked out the last orgasm of the night with her dirty talking.

But he wanted to give her one more climax of her own so he clung to her as she fucked him.

“Tell me more, Cayley. Talk to me. Please,” he begged.

“Oh god, Jon, he’s so big. He felt so good inside me. So good to stretch like that. I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking about his big, fat cock,” she moaned, her voice shaking at the end.

He could feel her nipples stiff against his chest. Her sweat made their skin stick together. She had her arms around him, holding him close, hugging his body as she used his own modest endowment as a dildo.

He held her tightly, enduring the wet friction of her pussy he could no longer enjoy. But his heart filled with lusty love at her extra-marital adventures and he knew this wouldn’t be the end.

There was more she wanted. There was more she needed. Cayley wasn’t done with this yet and he was going to let her see this through until she found the end of it for herself.

He drew in a breath and held it as he felt her pussy twitch and clamp down on his cock, then heard her scream.

* * *

Cayley slumped forward against his body, squashing him against the couch. It took sucking in half a dozen heavy breaths before she felt the strength to sit back up.

Pushing herself up off the backrest of the couch she sat, shoulders slouched, on his lap.

His cock was still hard inside her and she hadn’t felt the usual spasms of an orgasm. She rocked her hips again and smiled at him. “You want me to help you with that thing?” she asked, giggling.

“Oh my god, no,” he said, shaking his head and laughing with her.

It filled her with joy to see him like this. In the cab on the way home she’d been a little worried still. She wondered if she’d ever get over that last little bit of worry that she’d come home to him and he’d be angry at what she’d done?

There wasn’t a shred of anger in his voice or on his expression. He loved what she’d done. He loved the risk she’d taken. Even though she knew it was wrong and horrible and that she’d promised she wouldn’t do it, he’d loved it.

And she loved him all the more for it. She loved how vulnerable and sensitive he got when she talked about Dante. When she told him all the dirty things she and Dante had done together.

“Should we go clean up?” he asked.

She shook her head. “I want to stay here like this for a while,” she said.

Worry clouded his expression.

She already knew what he was going to say.

“Cayley,” he began.

She pressed a finger against his lips. “It’s going to be okay,’ she whispered.

He shook his head. “You can’t know that. If it isn’t…”

She knew there was only one way to soothe him. One way to set his mind onto the right track about this. Pulling herself off of his hard cock she shuffled back off of his lap. Onto her feet, then down onto her knees in front of him.

“Cayley I can’t,” he protested, trying to cover his penis with a hand.

She pulled it away by the wrist.

“I really can’t. I’m actually sore from…”

She gently wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, stuck her tongue out and licked the underside of the head of his cock.

It stiffened and shuddered, his body tensing at her tender touch.

She pulled away and regarded his medium penis. Even now, after she’d had Dante, after she’d realized how much she loved a huge cock, she didn’t care that Jonathan wasn’t hung that way.

She wasn’t bothered that she’d never feel that same stretch with him. Other men could do that for her any time. Nobody would ever love her like Jonathan. And she’d never love anyone else the way she did him.

She leaned forward and let the tip of her tongue flicker against the same spot on his cock.

He drew in a soft breath and his resistance to her affection seemed to ebb.

She continued the motion. Coaxing him from the soreness he’d complained about to a more relaxed state.

When she felt his cock throb in her hand she applied a little more pressure with her tongue.

Soon she had him letting out soft moans. She put her mouth over his prick and hollowed her cheeks, sucking him hard.

He groaned and let his head fall back against the couch.

She reached between her legs and touched herself, her appetite for another climax endless after the pleasure she’d felt with Dante’s cock inside her.
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It was already light out when conscious thought began infiltrating his dreams. Endless dreams of Dante doing the dirtiest things to Cayley.

The sound came first. Slow, rhythmic and wet. Like someone chewing with their mouth half open.

The light came next. Broad daylight already that made his eyelids flicker. He winced and wondered why they hadn’t closed the curtains when they’d gone to bed.

The sound got louder, sounding almost like water dripping now.

He opened one eye, then the other and looked over at Cayley’s side of the bed to find her missing. He looked the other way and a potent jolt of adrenaline got him sitting bolt upright and scrambling backwards towards the headboard.

He blinked, half-thinking he was still asleep and the dream had merely turned into a nightmare.

Dante Egan sat in the armchair in the corner. He was reclined against the backrest, hands resting on the arms, his eyes closed and head tipped up towards the ceiling.

Cayley was naked and on her knees between his legs. She had both hands wrapped around the root of his cock and her mouth covering the tip. She was suckling at it, nursing tenderly, gazing up at Dante as if willing him to look down at her and bless her with his approving gaze.

Dante stirred at the motion on the bed. He opened his eyes and trained them on Jonathan, then grinned. “Morning!” he said.

Jonathan’s jaw dropped in shock and his lip curled in disgust. “What the fuck?” he squawked, his voice froggy.

Cayley slowly turned her head, keeping her mouth firmly seated on the head of Dante’s cock and looked Jonathan right in the eye.

Jonathan put one hand over the other and pinched himself, still not fully believing this was real. His eyes were locked to Cayley’s.

The sight of her suckling on Dante’s hard cock filled Jonathan with an extraordinary lightness. Made him feel like he was going to float up off the bed and watch whatever was going to happen next from right underneath the ceiling. Like a ghost in his own bedroom.

Cayley let the tip of Dante’s cock slip out of her mouth. She stuck her tongue out, turned her head sideways and slowly dragged her tongue down his formidable shaft, glazing it with a glistening sheen of her saliva.

Still staring at Jonathan, she righted her head and dragged it back up the engorged flesh like she was licking an oversized, cylindrical ice cream.

It was the most theatrical act of fellatio he’d ever seen and the fact that it was Cayley performing it for him made him almost instantly erect.

Then it dawned on him that Dante, in his hubris, had invaded his home first thing in the morning. Invaded his marital bedroom and was now smugly smiling at him as Cayley sucked his dick.

He managed to tear his eyes away from Cayley and look up at Dante. He did his best to glare at him. “What the fuck are you doing here?” he growled.

Dante smirked and shook his head. “Bro, don’t look at me. Your little slut here summoned me demanding satisfaction,” he explained, chuckling.

Jonathan’s eyes fell to Cayley.

She looked up and off to one side, a guilty look on her face.

Jonathan flinched when she looked at him again and casually tapped the head of Dante’s prick against her lips. She bit down on one corner of her mouth and winked at him. “I wanted you to see it,” she whispered.

Her tongue flicked out again and she swept it around the crown of Dante’s cock.

He gazed at her, his brain computing the words. Fitting them into context, wedging them into what had happened the day before, the dark and dangerous fantasy they’d both flirted with. “You wanted me to see it?” he echoed.

“You heard her,” Dante said, sweeping the hair out of her face so Jonathan had a clear view of her playing with the huge cock. “She wanted you to see it. What a thoughtful woman you married.”

A smile flickered at the corners of Cayley’s mouth, crackling like a malfunctioning neon sign. There was something wicked in it.

Glazing Dante’s cock with her tongue up and down a few more times, she raised her hand and crooked her finger, beckoning Jonathan towards her.

Jonathan looked down and the realization dawned on him that he was still naked. Naked, sitting with his back up against the headboard, his mediocre cock bouncing up and down in his lap from the excitement of his wife sucking off another man.

His first instinct was to pull the covers over himself and try to reclaim some of his dignity. The mischievous aura surrounding Cayley drew him towards her.

It gave him the strength to ignore Dante’s sneer. He shuffled across the bed and sat on the edge, covering what he could of his erection with his hand.

“Closer,” Cayley whispered. “I want you to see the whole thing.” The smile played at the corners of her mouth again.

He slipped off the bed and awkwardly scooted across the floor until he was just a few feet from where Dante sat in the armchair like a king, Cayley obediently at his knees like a concubine.

Holding Jonathan’s gaze, Cayley wrapped her lips around the head of Dante’s cock again and, this time, slid her mouth to halfway down his shaft until the outline of the cock head bulged in her neck.

Jonathan’s jaw fell slack as he stared at the vulgar scene.

Cayley let out a wet gack then twisted her head side to side and slid even further down until her nose was just inches from Dante’s pelvis.

Dante let out a satisfied, groaning sigh, settled against the back of the chair and stared down at Cayley. He swept a few strands of hair away from her face, giving Jonathan the perfect profile view of her mouth filled with his prick. “Look at what we did, Jonny,” he said, petting the top of her head.

“Cayley’s finally where she was always meant to be, aren’t you baby?” he asked.

Keeping her mouth firmly impaled on his prick, she nodded.

Jonathan’s inside hollowed as he watched the muscles in her neck working, massaging the head of Dante’s cock. He sat mesmerized by the sight, still aghast at the change in Cayley.

Dante gripped her hair and slowly pulled her up and off of his cock.

Her mouth stayed wide open and she sucked in a lungful of air.

Dante turned her head to look at her and grinned. “Why don’t you give your husband a kiss?” he suggested.

He let go of her hair and Cayley got down on all fours, her tits swaying beneath her as she crawled towards Jonathan.

She put a hand on the back of his neck and leaned forward.

He got a simultaneous whiff of arousal aroma from between her legs and the dank musk of Dante’s cock on her cummy breath.

She pulled him into a kiss and locked her mouth on his. She plunged her tongue into his mouth and slathered his with the spit and bile that had collected in her mouth from deepthroating Dante.

Strangely, he found nothing disgusting about the kiss. It filled him with both a raging lust and a profound tenderness for Cayley. He did his best to kiss her back but mostly just submitted to the dominant intrusions of her tongue into his mouth.

When she pulled away and stared into his eyes there was excitement and wild hunger and lust in her own. “I love you baby,” she whispered. “I wanted you to see all of it.” A full smile lit her face.

He watched her get up and stand with her back to Dante.

Dante put his hands on her hips and guided her into place over his cock.

She reached down between her legs and grabbed it, pointing the head at what Jonathan could now see was a completely soaked pussy.

Fat drops of her clear and sticky lubricant fell from her saturated pussy lips on Dante’s cock and rolled down the shaft in lazy rivulets. They fell onto his pants and the cushion of the armchair and soaked the fabric a darker shade.

She looked up to make sure he was watching before swiping the head of Dante’s cock along her seam. She bit the corner of her mouth and shuddered, her smile fizzling into a wary excitement.

“Ah!” she gasped, as she pierced herself with the bulging crown of his cock head.

Dante let out another satisfied sigh. His body tensed in the chair, reacting to the way Cayley’s tightness gripped him.

Having secured herself at Dante’s mast, Cayley looked back at Jonathan. The smile returned as a flickering thing on her mouth as her body began to slip down the fleshy pillar. “I wanted you to see the whole thing,” she whispered.

Jonathan had a very good idea of where she was headed with this and it disturbed him greatly. It seemed that Dante, whose hands on her hips were still carefully guiding her, did not.

Cayley gasped and sputtered as Dante’s widening girth once again tested the elasticity of the tender flesh surrounding her entrance. She would pause occasionally, bracing herself against Dante’s knees and wincing as her opening grew accustomed to his size.

Her gaze moved between the massive organ impaling her and Jonathan gaping at it. Each time she looked at him she seemed delighted by his reaction, twisting her body seductively and flashing him a coy look as if to punctuate how naughty she was being for him.

When she was halfway down the fleshy pole, Jonathan could no longer stand the fresh pressure that had built between his legs. He wrapped his sweaty palm around his cock and started stroking, mesmerized by seeing Dante intruding into her body anew.

“No, baby,” Cayley whispered, shaking her head. “Not this time. This time I just want you to watch.”

A disappointment settled over him at her wish. It wasn’t exactly fair that she got to have all the fun and he would have to cope with the almost unbearable urge to release.

The pleading look she gave him melted his heart and he promptly unhanded himself and crossed his arms to avoid temptation.

Cayley seemed pleased with his obedience, her smile curling upward as she continued her slide towards Dante’s lap.

The moist pops and crackles of her pussy being stretched were accompanied by her soft coos and gasps as the cock continued to distend her opening.

Jonathan’s eyes widened when the thickened root of the prick squeezed past her outer labia and she seated herself on Dante’s lap.

She put a hand at the top of her belly, just below her breasts and let out a sigh, like the thing was so deep inside her it was pressing the air out of her lungs.

“Bend over, baby,” Dante growled from behind her. He raised his hand and let it fall onto her fleshy ass in a gentle smack.

Cayley bent forward towards Jonathan.

“Give your wife a hand there, Jonny,” Dante ordered.

Cayley reached out and Jonathan took both of her hands, steadying her balance.

Over her shoulder he saw Dante stick his thumb into his mouth and suck on it for a moment. A moment later Cayley gasped as he pressed it against her ass.

She startled. Her eyes widened and her grip on Jonathan’s hands tightened. “He put it in my ass,” she whispered.

Jonathan could make out the knuckles of Dante’s hand just above the shelf of Cayley’s ass.

Dante was studying her forbidden hole closely.

Cayley started rising up, presumably at Dante’s insistent thumb pressing against her interior.

Jonathan’s eyes fell between her legs and he watched Dante’s cock shaft emerge from her, the skin slimy and more taut, the veins bulging beneath it.

That mysterious smile flickered across Cayley’s mouth. Whimsical and mischievous and a little confused, like there was still some part of her that was innocent and surprised by what was happening. “I wanted you to see all of it.” She mouthed the words, barely any breath passing over her vocal chords.

Instead of sliding back down the shaft she stood up and let it fall out of her. She reached behind and tugged Dante’s thumb out of her ass.

Dante seemed as surprised by this as Jonathan, his brow furrowing as he watched her turn to face him. His greasy smile returned when she gave him a full frontal of her nude body, then climbed onto his lap and raised her ass so Jonathan could see her dripping pussy hole.

Dante reached around her thigh and grabbed his junk, waving it until he found the succulence of her ingress and aligned his cock head with it.

Cayley rocked and twisted her hips, teasing the tip of his prick and offering her breasts for sucking.

He slurped a nipple in greedily, latched and pulled.

Cayley glanced over her shoulder, the smile dancing along the line of her lips. Relaxing her thighs, she slipped down his shaft. Her mouth fell open and she drew in a quiet breath as her eyes rolled back.

Jonathan watched her take the whole shaft. The whole fucking meat pole getting swallowed by her tender pussy. That dirty, veiny rigid thing invading her softest place.

She let out a moan as she seated herself on Dante’s lap. She didn’t linger there long. Her glutes firmed and relaxed and she began to ride, her hands on Dante’s shoulders, her pussy working his hard cock.

Dante grunted and cleared his throat.

From his seat on the floor Jonathan had the perfect vantage point to witness this ultimate depravation.

Cayley’s beautiful, soft cunt stretched wide and sliding up and down that grotesquely thick prick. That unprotected phallus, that cervix baster that was surely nearly touching the end of her insides each time she thwapped against Dante’s lap.

Dante’s balls were slowly being coated by her feminine secretions. The hitched and tightened each time she stroked his organ.

Those balls contained the liquid code that, upon eruption, would begin a furious charge towards Cayley’s centre. Towards the hope and promise for their shared future that she carried around inside herself.

The code that, if it succeeded in it’s mission, if it seeded her, would forever change the trajectory of their three lives.

It should have been a horrifying prospect and a terrifying sight.

Sitting there naked, Jonathan felt nothing but lust and awe. Awe at Cayley’s fearless fucking, her bravery at letting a man so close to her precious place without a barrier. Perverse lust at just how much it turned him on that Dante might be the first man to impregnate his wife and not her husband.

“You see that, Cayley? Look at your man,” Dante growled. “Looks like this is exactly what he wanted.”

Cayley turned and looked over her shoulder again, a wide smile on her mouth this time. Her tits were bouncing and slapping against each other and she winked, blew a kiss and mouthed the words I love you.

It squeezed Jonathan’s heart to see her bobbing up and down so filled with joy.

She turned back to Dante and stared intensely into his eyes. Her ass started moving faster, smacking harder against his thighs.

Dante’s smug smirk faltered. The corners of his mouth began to twitch. “Fuck, Cayley, your pussy’s so fucking tight,” he grunted.

“Just the way you like it?” she asked, like she didn’t know the answer.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned. He put both hands on her ass and squeezed hard.

Jonathan flinched as Cayley leaned in and gave Dante the same hard, aggressive kiss she’d given him just moments before that. He recoiled as he watched her plunge her tongue into Dante’s mouth and swipe around.

Even Dante seemed a little dumbstruck as she pulled back and her bounce sped up. “Alright sweetheart,” Dante said, moving his hands to the shelf of her ass as he tried to slow her down. “What’s the rush? Slow down let’s enjoy ourselves.”

Cayley mewled but did not slow down at all. She ran her hands down his chest, leaned in and nipped at his lower lip, then hung her hands around his neck as she gazed into his eyes.

Dante’s balls tightened, rising up as the root of his cock thickened, his body readying for discharge. “Okay Cayley,” he said, a note of nervous tension in his tone. “We’re getting a little too close here.”

Cayley shook her head ever so slightly. That wicked smile flickered to life on her mouth. “I want to feel you do it,” she whispered.

Dante gasped and his eyes widened in shock. He stared at her, looking completely disarmed by the dirty and obviously unexpected request.

A warm and intoxicating arousal sprouted at the base of Jonathan’s brain and travelled down his spine. His jaw went slack. He stared at their conjoined bodies doing the coupling dance, the only truly necessary thing bodies were meant to do.

He knew he should have been on his feet screaming at her, screaming at Cayley to stop this madness and to get off before the unthinkable happened. Seeing the unthinkable happen was what he wanted most.

Somehow being an observer, a third party to this act of coitus, of Cayley claiming Dante’s potent seed for herself, felt like the most natural culmination of their journey.

Dante was the superior male specimen. Taller, stronger and with a far better endowment. In the natural order, in the days before status could be earned or bought, before hierarchy could be climbed, he was the alpha.

Dante would have had his pick of females and that he would have picked Cayley was certain.

In the natural order her curvy figure signalled that she was not just fertile but well stocked with reserves of fat to nourish a young mouth and body.

She looked so proud and confident bouncing up and down the length of Dante’s shaft. Her smile widened at Dante’s shock.

It stirred him from his stupor. “What the fuck?” he whispered.

“I want to feel you shoot it all inside me,” Cayley said.

Smack, smack, smack.

Suddenly Dante looked like he’d been slapped across the mouth. He stared at her with his jaw as slack as Jonathan’s, the same disbelief in his eyes.

Jonathan hunched his shoulders and his vision narrowed on Dante’s cock disappearing inside her and his balls riding higher and higher.

Dante’s eyes darted to Jonathan, seeking something. Searching for permission to fulfill Cayley’s wish, perhaps?

Perhaps.

Jonathan stared at him, acutely aware of how bizarre the situation was but certain of what was going to happen like he’d never been certain of anything before in his life. Like this story had been written long ago and he’d known the ending this whole time.

He gave a single nod.

Dante let out a breath and turned to look Cayley in the eyes again.

She was bouncing happily, her big booty covered in the wet excitement leaking from her.

Smack smack smack smack.

“You’re fucking crazy,” Dante whispered. “You’ve gotta get off.”

Cayley grinned and continued bouncing. “You think you can say no to this pussy, Dante?” she whispered.

Dante’s mouth contorted, his lips curling into utter disbelief as he looked down at his cock disappearing inside her. “You gotta get off me,” he whispered, making a shockingly half-hearted attempt at unseating her from his lap.

Cayley giggled, leaned forward and stuck her tongue out. Licked a line along his jaw then stared into his eyes again. “Come on big boy,” she whispered back. “You know what I want.”

She gasped.

Jonathan’s eyes fell between their legs again and he saw why.

Dante’s balls were up tight against the base of his cock. The root of it had swelled fat and pregnant with his load.

Cayley’s pussy lips stretched taut each time she took the thick knot. “Oh god!” she moaned. She raked her nails down Dante’s chest and down his abdomen. Over and around her thigh and ass to clasp his swollen testicles and squeeeeze.

“Fuck!” Dante grunted. He grabbed her hips, surrendering completely to this most dangerous game. He slammed his hips up to meet her thrusts and shouted.

Cayley cried out and threw her head back.

The cock began to pump.

Her small hand fell away from his balls, giving Jonathan a clear view of the bio-hydraulic event of ejaculation.

The swelling and stiffening of the prick as it spewed genetic mush into her body, then it’s gentle relaxation as it sucked in more goo from his balls. Another stiffening for delivery and then relax.

Cayley moaned with each pump. Her body shook with climax, pussy pouting, suckling and upsucking his precious essence, pulling it into the deepest parts of her body in the hopes of starting the replication process.

Jonathan looked down at his throbbing erection. It was oozing clear pre-ejaculatory fluid, running down the seam at the underside of his shaft and dribbling along his balls.

His desire to touch himself, to squeeze himself and consecrate this wicked moment with his own release was nearly overwhelming. The only thing stronger was his desire to fulfill Cayley’s wish to not touch himself but just to watch.

He looked up again and saw their two bodies shudder in unison as they simultaneously passed their peak excitement. Cayley’s body slowed.

Dante’s head rolled to the side, eyes vacant like his soul had been sucked out.


Chapter fifteen
Chapter 15


Cayley’s body heaved up and down on Dante’s lap as she struggled to catch her breath.

The silence in the room was deafening. The rank, damp stink of copulation hung above them all.

The asymmetry of two bodies tranquilized by the fulfillment of their singular purpose juxtaposed against the straining, needing ache in Jonathan’s balls was enormously titillating.

Cayley stirred first, sitting up higher as her breathing regulated.

Dante lifted his head up straight and stared at her with despair and desperation in his eyes. His gaze fell to where they were still connected. His horror grew as he saw the creamy froth bubbling from between them.

Cayley busied herself suddenly. Rising up and off his cock, the still semi-erect slab falling and smacking on his lap. “Get up,” she said. “Get up and go.” She shuffled backwards and turned to Jonathan.

She put her hands under his arms and hoisted him to his feet with unreal strength. She walked him the few steps backwards to the bed and almost threw him onto it.

“What the fuck?” Dante muttered behind her.

She waved her hand. “I said get up and go!” she growled, the buzzing irritation in her tone leaving no room for argument or doubt that she would enforce the order if he didn’t comply.

There was shuffling behind her, Dante collecting himself and his belongings, but she was already clambering onto the bed. Climbing over and onto Jonathan. Onto and over his lap and positioning her stretched and effusing opening over his prick, leaking the seminal fluid her body had just ingested.

Jonathan looked down at it. He looked down at her positioning herself over him, adjusting his own oozing cock and, finally, sliding onto him and enveloping his member in the consoling wet affection of her adulterated snatch.

She leaned over him, breasts pressing warmly against his chest and kissed him so tenderly he almost cried. “He came inside me, baby,” she whispered.

His cock stiffened inside her. “What the fuck?” he whispered.

The cum was running from her. Running down his cock and over his balls. Masses of cum. Not the teaspoonful or so of an average man’s ejaculate. Half a cup. A cup, maybe. A small bucket?

“He shot it all inside me, baby,” she whispered. “It felt so good. It felt so good. It felt so good,” she chanted. “Does it feel good? Does it feel good going inside me with another man’s cum?”

His cock strained.

He wondered if Dante had been right. If something about this whole adventure had snapped something inside her and she’d gone crazy? Was Cayley crazy? What was she thinking? She couldn’t have been thinking.

She’d let a man come inside her.

“What the fuck?” he whispered again.

She began to rock. Slowly at first, then gaining speed. Rocking and squishing more goo out of her pussy. Kissing him and licking his lips and tongue like she was a feral female that had trapped a domesticated mate to have her way with him. “Does it feel good, baby?” she whispered. “Does it feel good fucking me with Dante’s cum inside me?”

He meant to mutter another what the fuck but his breath caught in his throat at the excitement she was sending surging through him with her dirty questions.

Because it did feel good. It felt amazing. It felt like heaven squishing in and out of her as she rocked back and forth on top of him. It felt unreal.

But What? The? Fuck?!?

“Cayley you have to…”

“Shush,” she whispered, passing a hand over his mouth. “Everything’s okay. Everything’s alright. You don’t have to worry. Just enjoy this. Enjoy me. I want to feel you do it too. While he’s in there. I want to feel you shoot it in me. I want to feel your cum in there with his.”

She licked his face again then rose up, pressing her hands against his chest and displaying her breasts as her hips rocked back and forth.

His cock began to twitch. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her. Striking that feline pose atop him, her dirty sinning pussy gushing semen from her lover as she fucked him.

He set his trembling hands on her thighs as his mind buckled under the pleasure pressure she was offering him and succumbed to the moment.

It felt so good. So good to fuck her with another man’s cum inside her. His dirtiest fantasy realized.

Even now, with his cock straining, ready to ejaculate, Dante’s seed was screwing deeper and deeper into her. The little swimmers twisting their tiny tails in that bio-mechanical miracle of human sperm. Screwing and spinning and driving towards her source, the final, precious destination of every journey ever taken.

She was filled with hope. Dante’s sperm were in a state of hope. Obviously not conscious but operating under an assumption that something good might come of their voyage.

That something good and new might cleave to life for their effort.

He was fucking her while she was filled with that hope. Warm and sticky hope.

She mewled. The sound shook from her throat as she rubbed herself against him. Rubbed her tender, swollen pussy against the root of his cock. Trying to achieve another orgasm and trigger one in him.

She looked down at him. Her stare at once imposing and beneficent made his cock throb and his grip tighten on her thighs.

She covered his hands with hers and raised them up to her hips, then planted hers back down on his chest, pressing him deeper into the mattress with her thrusts. “Fuck me full of cum, Jonathan,” she demanded.

His ass clenched, his cock driving up deeper into her interior.

She nodded, her stern, commanding gaze approving of the reflexive reaction to her order. “I want to feel you shoot it all inside me while he’s still in there,” she said.

Her demeanour faltered and she let out a shuddering moan. “I want to feel you cum inside me while he’s pouring out of me!”

It was pouring out of her now. Copious amounts of semen mixed with her pussy juices oozing from her with each squeeze of his cock into her.

He was coated with it and still it was coming.

“Oh god,” she whispered. “I can feel it. I can feel your cock getting so hard.” She sat up straighter, reached back and grabbed his balls, squeezing them the way she had Dante’s.

She purred in satisfaction at his cock jumping to attention, pressing against her inside walls.

He wished he could stay in that state forever. Permanently perched at the peak of arousal, about to tilt into the wondrous thrill of release.

Nothing else existed in that space but him inside of Cayley. And now Cayley had those foreign juices running from her body and it made it even hotter even if he had no idea why.

Dirty Cayley, who had fucked a man before his eyes, was riding him like a rodeo cowgirl and demanding he seed her pussy the way it had just been seeded.

“Oh fuck!” she cried out. “You’re so fucking hard! I’m gonna come!”

He was so hard. He could feel it. It was all he could feel. That and her hand tenderly massaging his balls, coaxing his load out of his body and into herself.

Her pussy squeezed him as her climax started.

His breath stopped mid-neck and the first delicious, profound squeeze began between his legs. Pleasure burst in a line between his cock and his brain, a self-reinforcing loop forming that triggered what Cayley had been demanding.

His cock hardened up. It drew hot nut from his balls and, with an exquisite pulse, sent it racing through his shaft and squirting out the tip.

“Fuck!” Cayley cried out.

It was the most beautiful profanity she’d ever shouted. Joy at her husband jizzing into her already used and filled pussy. Nothing could have been dirtier or better.

He groaned and his body stiffened as her pussy did it’s work. Squeezing and rubbing, drawing his sperm out of him and into her body.

At the height of the squeeze his imagination envisioned it mingling with Dante’s ejaculate, joining the great race to her core.

Cayley rode him hard and as she passed the apex of another climax collapsed onto him, still mashing her pussy over his prick and whispering how hot it was that he had let her make another man shoot it all inside her.


Chapter sixteen
Chapter 16


The post-orgasmic hollowing that created a vacuum in his mind was filled with a violent rush of worry.

He put his hands on Cayley’s shoulders and chest-pressed her up to look into her eyes, his own going wide. “Cayley?!? What the fuck?!?”

A soft smile flickered to life on her lips, her eyelids droopy from so much reproductive activity. “It felt so good, Jonathan. It feels so good all inside me.”

His cock reacted one more time to her dirty pronouncement. Twitching and flexing against her walls before it resumed deflating.

He stared at her intently, a little outraged at how flippantly she was behaving about this. Dante had just fucking come inside her, for fuck’s sake! Her pussy was filled with his jizz. It was leaking out of her and onto him and posed the greatest threat to everything they’d built together. How could she be smiling?

She shook her head and pushed his hands away, laying back down onto him, her warm breasts squashing against his chest muscles again. She brushed his hair out of his eyes and ran a finger over his lips in an oddly possessive gesture.

“Cayley what have you done?”

She smiled wider. “You already won the race, big guy,” she whispered. She dipped her head down and nibbled on his ear lobe.

“Won the race? What race?” he asked.

She licked the side of his neck then popped back up into his line of sight again, the smile a grin now. “The only one that counts,” she replied.

His mind shifted gears a few times, the thoughts whirring and popping in there until he put it all together and realized what she was getting at. “Cayley you’re…”

Her smile widened all the way and her eyes sparkled. “I’m pregnant, baby. You’re going to be a daddy.”

The rush at hearing it was thrilling. But then his mind began machinating again, turning it upside down and looking underneath this beautiful announcement to see if there might possibly be a darker truth lurking in the shadows.

It would have been so gauche just to blurt out are you sure it’s mine?!? but that was the question he desperately needed answered.

Cayley’s eyes roamed his expression, which he realized was probably betraying those darker thoughts, but she just kept on smiling. “You’re not going to ask me?”

It was the most bizarre pregnancy announcement he could have imagined. Her pussy still gushing Dante’s cum as she told him he was going to be a father. “Ask you?” he whispered.

She leaned closer again, rubbing the tip of her nose against his. “You’re not going to ask me if it’s yours, baby?” she whispered back.

A nearly enraging arousal tore through him, reinflating his floppy pecker and pumping fresh, adrenaline-fuelled need into it.

Cayley drew in a slow and very sultry-sounding breath to his body’s betrayal. “My god how can it be so hot that that makes you hard for me again?” she mused.

She sat back up into her feline pose and rubbed her engorged pussy lips and clit against his hardening erectile tissue. “Oh god,” she gasped. “I’m too sore for that.” She giggled as she tumbled back down onto him, pinning him against the mattress.

“You didn’t really mean I should be asking that questions seriously?” he said.

She shook her head. “Of course not. I just knew it was bouncing around in there,” she said, tapping a finger against his temple.

“How can you be sure?” he said, feeling braver about facing the issue head on.

“Because that’s the way the math works out,” she said. “And I know my body. And I just know. You know? I guess maybe you wouldn’t,“ she said, letting out a small laugh.

He stared at her in wonder. This transformed woman sitting on top of him, her insides filled with Dante’s probably very potent sperm, confidently telling him that she was pregnant with his child.

What had she become? What had he turned her into with this fantasy?

“I can’t believe you’re enjoying this so much,” he told her.

She flexed her pelvic muscles, squeezing his cock with her vagina. “I can’t believe it either, to be honest with you,” she said, giggling at him again.

“I can’t believe you kicked Dante out like that,” he said, shaking his head.

She laughed. “That was a little bitchy but I needed you so bad, Jonathan. I needed my little Jonny so bad.”

He winced at the weird, sweet tickle the words little Jonny sent rippling through him. He couldn’t help but wonder if he’d ruined her with this sexual experiment.

How would she ever be satisfied with his own, medium penis again?

“What’s that little rain cloud in your eyes?” she asked.

He shook his head and sighed. They’d shared so much there was no sense in keeping his own insecurities a secret. “It’s stupid, in a way. It’s not like I can do anything to change it. Make it bigger. I just wonder if I’m ever going to be enough for you. Now that you’ve had…that huge cock.”

She ran a finger down the bridge of his nose, over the tip and over his lips and tapped his chin. “Size isn’t everything,” she replied.

He raised an eyebrow at her. “Sure seemed to do a lot of stuff I couldn’t manage.”

“Nothing feels better than you inside me,” she replied. Another smile, this time wicked, lit on her mouth. “But something tells me that if I really, really need it you won’t have any huge objections. Will you?”

He smiled back at her and shook his head. “Not really,” he replied.

She pressed her mouth to his and locked him in another predatory kiss with lots of tongue.

* * *

He saw Dante turning his head and watching for him all the way from the parking lot. He was alone on the bench, hunched over his cell phone but looking side to side every thirty seconds.

Jonathan felt a strange sense of power at the message he was carrying.

After the initial shock of Cayley’s announcement had worn off, along with any lingering questions about paternity, he’d been elated by the news.

No, it wasn’t what they’d planned. No, the timing wasn’t perfect. But the thought of watching Cayley getting bigger and starting the family they’d always dreamed of filled them both with joy.

Now, here was Dante, looking worried and sitting alone on the park bench with no one to share his undoubtedly troubled thoughts.

It was a bit mean, what Cayley had done. He hadn’t asked her why but there had been a little menace to it.

Kicking Dante out and letting him stew in the worry of whether he’d just impregnated another man’s wife.

Jonathan wondered if Cayley had some beef with Dante he didn’t know about? If he’d done something to her that had prompted this uncharacteristic cruelty?

She’d sent him out, though. Told him to go and meet Dante and give him the news in person instead of over a text like he’d suggested. There was something noble about that and it redeemed her in his eyes.

“Dante!” he called out as he approached from behind him, not wanting to scare the guy. He looked a little jumpy.

Leapt up from the bench and spun around, taking a step back, his eyes assessing Jonathan’s gait and pose for signs of aggression. It was funny seeing Dante, of all people, looking worried about getting beat up.

Jonathan smiled at him to reassure him he had no ill will or violent intentions. “I didn’t want to startle you,” he said, waving at the bench so they might sit back down.

“You mind if we walk?” Dante asked.

Jonathan looked down the riverside trail and shrugged. “Not at all,” he replied.

There was a part of him that wanted to drag this out. Keep Dante in suspense about Cayley’s reproductive status. For all the shitty little acts of meanness and meanspirited remarks Dante had ever lobbed at him.

But that was the thing about integrity. You either had it or you didn’t and having it was what gave Jonathan the upper hand.

Dante would always go back to being a jerk and Jonathan had never been one. You didn’t get to be half a jerk or three-quarters of a nice guy.

He put a hand on Dante’s shoulder and squeezed. “I just want to throw this out there right away. She’s pregnant. And it’s mine.”

Dante looked visibly relieved, his shoulders sagging as he let out a breath. He glanced at Jonathan sideways. “Dude. What the fuck?” he muttered.

Jonathan resisted smiling.

“The big dick made her fucken’ crazy!” Dante said.

This time Jonathan allowed himself a smile. “It definitely made her something,” he agreed.

“Why the fuck did she do that? I mean, I appreciate you coming out right away and letting me know. Congratulations, by the way. But what the fuck? That stressed me the fuck out!”

Jonathan nodded. “I can imagine. It was Cayley that told me to come and tell you, by the way. I think she felt a little bad about it herself.”

Dante shot him another sideways glance and scowled. “Big dick made her fucken’ crazy,” he muttered again.

Jonathan chuckled. If that was what Dante had to tell himself to feel better than who was he to stand in the way?

“You’re gonna be a dad,” Dante said.

He nodded. “If all goes well, I’m going to be a dad,” he said.

Dante stopped, turned to him and slowly extended his hand.

Jonathan shook it.

“I’m serious. Congratulations. I’m happy for you, buddy.”

He didn’t look the part. In fact he looked a little crestfallen about it.

Jonathan watched him for a while as they walked. Staring at the ground and stewing about something. After a while he stopped and turned to face him.

Dante stopped and looked sideways at him. “What?” he asked.

“She was never going to be yours, Dante,” he said, a look of certainty on his face.

Dante scowled. “What are you talking about? I didn’t think that…”

“Yeah. You did,” Jonathan replied. “You thought you could steal her from me with your big dick and your fast car. The thing is I never would have done any of this if I thought there was the slightest chance of that happening. I trust Cayley more than I trust my own mother. It was a hell of a crazy ride but that’s all it was.”

Dante’s scowl turned into a glare as he stared at Jonathan. “Saying that make you feel like a big man, huh? Telling yourself a story like that?”

Jonathan smiled and shook his head. “No, it doesn’t. I just didn’t want you thinking that there was anything different you could have done that would have changed the outcome. I don’t like knowing people are suffering.”

“Whatever, smart ass,” Dante muttered, turning his head and looking to the side.

“I should get going. But thanks for the ride. It truly was wild,” Jonathan said. When Dante didn’t reply, he turned and started walking back towards the car.

He hadn’t planned for things to end this way but he couldn’t help but enjoy the smug satisfaction of seeing Dante try and fail for once. The guy really could be an asshole. Maybe he’d learn a little humility for once.

But probably not.

“Hey! Jonny!”

Jonathan turned at the sound of Dante’s shout.

Dante was still standing in the same spot, now staring at him. A smile slowly raised one corner of his mouth.

Jonathan smiled back.

“You’re welcome!” Dante shouted.

They both started laughing.

* * *

He stepped through the front door of the house and heard humming. Cayley was in the kitchen with her back to him. She was wearing a silk bathrobe and eating from a container on the counter.

When she heard the door swing shut she slowly turned around.

Jonathan’s eyes widened at the sight of her naked body under the parted robe. Her breasts looked like they’d already grown a size and he swore he could see the tiniest bit of extra belly fat on her tummy.

Her mouth was covered in chocolate ice cream and she held a soup spoon in one hand, the ice cream bucket in the other.

He stepped forward slowly, cautiously, eyeing her with wariness and curiosity. Smiling at her. “Is, uh, is everything okay?” he asked, leaning against the entryway to the kitchen.

Cayley slowly shook her head side to side.

He raised an eyebrow at her. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

She set down the ice cream container and let the spoon fall into the sink with a loud clatter. She put a hand on her stomach. “Mommy’s horny, Jonny,” she growled.

They both started laughing.

THE END
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