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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


Jonathan stared at the small towel he’d laid out on the dresser and rubbed the back of his head. Cayley would never go for this. The words spun like a merry-go-round in his mind. 
She wouldn’t. She just wouldn’t. Cayley would take one look at this ridiculous training kit Dante had given him and burst into embarrassed giggles before telling him a snowball had a better chance of surviving in hell then he had of using it on her.
Or she might just turn into a crying fountain.
Three days ago he’d nearly thrown the whole thing out. Two days ago he’d stashed it in an old shoe box in the back of their closet. Because maybe one day, some day, there might be the off chance that Cayley decided it was time to get adventurous and then he’d be ready.
That was all an excuse he’d made up for himself, though. The real reason he’d kept it back there was that down in the very darkest part of his soul he was hoping for it to work out.
Down in the dirtiest part of himself an itch was tickling him that he couldn’t scratch and it was driving him insane.
The thought of training Cayley to do anything with Dante was arousing. The thought of training her backside, stretching it out to take Dante’s formidable equipment was incendiary.
He burst into a nervous, gurgling laughter as he stared at the devices. The whole thing made him wildly giddy with excitement.
A small anal douche nozzle lay next to a lubricant applicator. Next to that were three small, red butt plugs of increasing size. Next to that lay a small, curved vibrator that the instruction booklet had said would help set the mood.
The itch had finally driven him so wild that, having arrived home early that afternoon, he yanked the little travel pouch out of the shoebox and carefully laid all of it’s equipment out on their bedroom dresser.
He had no plan. He had no idea what he was going to do when Cayley got home. He had a vague idea that maybe she would walk into the bedroom that evening, perhaps after a glass of wine, and casually inquire about what this stuff was all about?
Then, after he’d explained the whole thing to her, she’d maybe be in just the right boozy frame of mind to say “oh, heck! What the heck! Let’s try it!”
This was absurd and he knew it. But what he didn’t know was how he was going to wrench that wicked fantasy that Dante had planted in his mind, out. How to rid himself of the part of his imagination that was constantly whirring with visions of Cayley’s bottom being stretched by Dante’s cock?
He scratched his cheek underneath his ear and took a few deep breaths. He flexed the muscles in his ass, hoping it would draw some of the blood away from his groin.
His cock had more or less been half-hard since Dante had proposed this project. No matter how much sex he had with Cayley, and god did she ever want it these days, his cock never seemed to go fully flaccid.
There was always this underlying buzz in his balls. A hum. A gentle vibration that would only be quelled and silenced by seeing the dirty deed done.
His body tensed when he heard Cayley’s car come to a stop on the driveway. He reached forward and carefully rolled up the little towel. He rolled it up tight, trying to pack the erotic frustration he felt in with those little probing tools, and stuffed it into the sock drawer of the dresser.
He drew in a deep breath and smoothed the front of his shirt, then turned and walked out into the hallway. He put on his nicest, nice-guy smile as the door swung open and Cayley tumbled into the house.
She was wearing a white pencil skirt that hugged her curves just right and flared out at the knees. Professional, but enticing.
Her white blouse had the top two buttons undone, revealing a hint of cleavage that caught his eye. A thin gold necklace drew attention to her collarbone, and her hair was pulled back in a sleek ponytail that emphasized her lovely cheek bones.
“Hey babe,” she called out, kicking off her heels by the door. “God, my feet are killing me. Stood all day helping this finance bro pick out suits.” She stretched her arms above her head, causing her blouse to pull slightly against her chest. “But commission’s gonna be sweet this month.”
Jonathan’s mouth went dry. Every time he saw her after work now, all dolled up in her professional attire, it hit him all over again how lucky he was. And how many other men must look at her all day.
Her attitude at work had changed, too. She’d gotten bolder and more daring about what she wore. She didn’t mind showing the beginnings of the chasm between her pillowy breasts. She’d become more confident about using her sexuality as a tool
“How was your day?” she asked as she padded across the living room and planted a quick kiss on his cheek. “You’re home early.”
“Slow day. Mr. Peterson’s bathroom emergency got cancelled.” He followed her into the kitchen, watching as she poured herself a glass of water. “You look nice.”
Cayley laughed. “Nice? That’s what you say to your grandma.” She took a long sip of water. “Susan said I sold three thousand in menswear today because of how I fill out this blouse.”
“Your boss said that?” Jonathan felt a familiar twinge of jealousy mixed with excitement. Not so much for Susan but for the stark acknowledgement she’d made that Cayley knew how to work it now.
“Not in those words exactly.” She set down her glass and moved closer, wrapping her arms around his waist. “But I know how to work what I’ve got. Speaking of which...” Her hand slid down to his crotch, where his perpetual half-erection was evident “Glad to see you’re happy to see me as usual,” she said, winking at him.
Jonathan swallowed hard, his mind flashing to the items hidden in their sock drawer. “Of course I always am,” he muttered.
“That’s good,” she whispered back. “Because finance bro was hitting on me for half the day and it got me kind of…you know. Hot.” She leaned in to whisper the last word so he felt her warm breath across his cheek and on his ear. “You think you can help me out?”
His eyes rolled back into his head as he nodded and stifled a groan. He was living in a dream now. Inhabiting an actual fantasy he’d had. Where Cayley got home from work and said things like that and then asked if he could please, pretty please have sex with her because she was just so horny she couldn’t stand it!
He opened his eyes at the feeling of her hands trailing down his torso. His eyes widened when he found her kneeling in front of him, fiddling with the buckle of his belt and chewing on the side of her mouth. “Here?” he asked, aghast that she would sink to her knees in the kitchen to service him.
She tugged his belt open, reached into his pants and slowly drew his half-hard cock out. “Cayley’s hungry,” she said. She wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and bobbed back and forth a few times, keeping her eyes on his.
“Mmm,” she purred as his cock began to harden further inside her mouth and against her tongue. She sucked him and her cheeks hollowed. Then she stroked his shaft with her hand.
She reached up to her blouse with her other hand and thumbed two more buttons apart, giving him a full view of the cleave her breasts made.
His eyes naturally dropped to her chest as she continued to work him with her mouth. His cock felt unnaturally tight and his balls were already rising between his legs. “Cayley,” he gasped. “Slow down!”
He doubled over and put his hands on her shoulders, easing her mouth off of his cock with a wet pop.
“Don’t you like it?” she asked, giggling and clambering to her feet.
“I like it too much,” he said, staring into her eyes.
This new hyper-sexual Cayley looked ten times as beautiful to him now. Her eyes sparkled and her lightly blushing cheeks shone with desire and excitement. She had a mischievous look about her.
She put a hand on the back of his neck and pulled him into a kiss.
He groaned at the dank scent of his own cock on her tongue.
She plunged her tongue deep into his mouth, sliding it against his in the nastiest kiss they’d ever shared. When she pulled away she pressed her forehead against his, panting lightly. “I want to have sex right here,” she whispered.
“In the kitchen?” he squawked, still unable to truly believe that this was happening.
She gave an eager nod and laughed. Taking him by the hand, she led him to the table.
He stared, stunned as she hitched up her skirt, then pulled her pink panties down her legs. She spun around, rested a hand on the table and bent forward.
His eyes fell and his cock lurched at the fragrance of her snatch that wafted up between their bodies.
“Baby,” she whimpered, reaching back and pulling on her butt cheek. “I need it.”
His eyes lingered for a moment on the wet folds of her entrance. Had her pussy lubricated purely from sucking his cock? Or had it been slowly moistening the entire day she’d spent helping, and flirting with, the finance bro?
A pulse of jealous lust shot through him at her unsanctioned flirtation. This dalliance with Dante was trickling into other parts of their life now. Other parts of her life.
She wasn’t just getting more adventurous about the clothes she wore at work. She was getting more adventurous about the way she talked to guys. Using her looks and natural charm to sell three thousand dollars worth of menswear. Probably to some jacked up alpha asshole who couldn’t stop thinking about having sex with her the whole time.
“Baby,” she whined.
He shuffled forward, his ankles restrained by his pants down around them. He pointed the head of his cock at her fleshy flower and felt waves of damp heat emanating from it.
As he slid into her she raised her hand on her ass cheek and pulled herself open wider.
He couldn’t help but take it as an omen when she revealed the tight little starfish that led to the inside of her ass. He fixated on it, watching it squeeze and pucker as he pressed his cock deeper into her.
“Oh, Jon!” she moaned. “That’s it! Just like that! Put it all in me!”
His cock was bathed in the warm, gooey slop that coated her interior. He felt the muscles of her sheath clench around him, her body trying to milk his essence from him. “I…I don’t have a condom on!” he gasped.
“Mmm,” she purred again, rocking back and forth and rubbing the hot slime of her vagina walls along his cock. “I don’t care.”
His eyes were still glued to her winker. The tight little pocket that Dante insisted could be stretched to accommodate him.
An impulse gripped him. He grabbed her by the other ass cheek and squeezed, rocking his hips back and forth and pressing his cock in and out of her.
Slowly he inched his thumb closer and closer to her crack. Towards the sensitive skin that surrounded her puckered anus until the tip of his thumb hovered just a quarter inch or so from it.
She adjusted her body in the most interesting way. She twisted her hips, her pussy lips turning a quarter circle around his rigid shaft. She pushed herself up onto her tiptoes, arching her back and rounding her ass out so that the tight hole was pointed directly at his eyes.
His body jolted and he dug his cock fully into her when he saw her cornhole give him a very slow, possibly very deliberate, *wink.*
His eyes widened as he stared at it. Had she meant it the way he thought she had? Did Cayley, having felt his thumb approaching, want him to go all the way? To touch her forbidden inlet?
He doubted he could have stopped himself if he tried. His thumb moved of its own volition, the pad centering over her tiny sphincter, then settling on it. He felt a shudder work it’s way up her spine. Her pussy clenched around him.
His jaw dropped when she let out a low and quiet, bovine-sounding moan. Did she like this? Did she actually enjoy being touched back there?!?
Her reaction spurred him on. Swaying his hips back and forth, giving her pussy the love she’d asked for, he slowly ran his thumb over the bumpy ridge of her back entrance.
She shuddered again as he rimmed it. Letting go of her ass cheek, she reached out and gripped the edges of the table with both hands.
He thrust into her a little harder and applied more pressure to her rear.
She let out a helpless gasp and pushed back against him, obviously enjoying his explorations. When he thrust his cock into her and paused at the hilt, she turned her head to look sideways over her shoulder at him. “Hey Jonny?” she whispered.
He groaned and his cock did a slow flex at hearing her call him Jonny. Why did hearing her use the name Dante sneered at him with turn him on for god’s sakes? “What is it baby?” he asked, breathless.
Instead of telling him, she raised her ass even higher and wiggled it. The implication was evident.
Watching her face over her shoulder he moved his thumb out of the way. Another impulse gripped him. Dirty and rude and primal and nasty. He puckered his lips and spat a glob of saliva. It landed perfectly on target.
Cayley gasped.
Even as he worried he might have taken it too far, he knew he had to go all the way. He pressed the tip of his thumb against the puddle of spit, tipped it forward and let it slide in up to the knuckle.
Cayley’s legs wobbled. She let out a shaky moan and gripped the sides of the table tighter.
He pressed deeper, letting the knuckle slip in and carefully studying her reaction.
Cayley’s hips started rolling, her ass bouncing up and down, her pussy gliding back and forth over his cock.
His mouth fell open when he realized she actually did like this. This wasn’t what shocked him most.
What shocked him most was that if she liked this then there was a chance Dante’s prediction had been correct. There was a chance that she wouldn’t completely freak out about the anal training kit. There was a chance she would consider taking him in there. There was a chance she would consider letting Dante in there.
And that meant there was a chance he would see her body leaking Dante’s creamy seed after he’d ejaculated inside her.
“Oh, baby!” she cried out.
He realized his cock was rock hard inside her.
“Oh god!” Her body began to shake and the most monstrous orgasm worked it’s way from her shoulders, down to her toes, making the whole table shake with her.
The vibrations from her shaky climax tripped his wire and he shouted as a hot gush of ejaculate tore through his shaft and exploded into her hot nest.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


As their shared moment of ecstasy waned, Jonathan looked down at his thumb buried inside Cayley’s ass hole. His eyelids fluttered shut at the feeling of his own warm goo leaking from her and coating his ball sack. 
He was lightheaded from the intense climax that had just ripped through him. The feeling of ejaculating inside Cayley was so intense he wondered if he’d ever have the will power to put a condom on again?
Her time of the month had yet to arrive so the risk wasn’t huge. But the thrill they got from it meant neither he nor Cayley had been particularly eager to resume the use of condoms.
Cayley let out a small huff of a laugh, her back straight and stiff in front of him.
He opened his eyes to look at her and found a perplexed expression on her face. “Cay,” he whispered.
She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye but said nothing in response.
“Cayley,” he said, louder this time. “Cayley we should maybe get you to the bathroom. Get you cleaned up, no?” His rational brain was taking over now that he’d had his pleasure.
When Cayley didn’t budge he pulled his hips back, slowly easing his cock from her.
She reached a hand behind herself and tapped him on the thigh. “Just…a little longer?” she asked.
He stifled a groan at her request. Just a little longer? He easily could have held himself inside her for the rest of the night. Even with his erection flagging her insides felt incredible.
The sloppy mess leaking out of her felt just as good. Coating his cock and his balls and slowly running down his thighs. He let himself imagine for a moment that his sperm were furiously twisting and spiralling inside her, racing for her prize.
His cock began to stiffen at the thought. Impregnating Cayley would perhaps be problematic from a life-plan perspective. At the same time it was tantalizingly erotic.
He tilted his hips forward, burying his half-hard penis a little deeper in her channel until his pelvis touched her ass. Feeling bold, he gently wiggled his thumb inside her ass.
She let out a shaky moan and ground herself against his cock.
His eyes widened when he felt her pussy squeeze him. “You like that?” he whispered.
The dirty question had the opposite of it’s intended effect. Cayley’s eyes snapped open and she seemed to suddenly be painfully aware that he was inside her bottom with his thumb. “Jonathan!” she said, half smiling, half-whining. “Pull it out!” She swatted at his thumb with her hand.
His heart sank and his stiffening erection softened. He’d meant the question as a bit of dirty talk. Somehow it had ruined the moment entirely. He obliged, pulling his thumb gently out of her stinker.
“You’re right. I should probably go wash up,” she said, insinuating that play time was over with her tone.
As he pulled himself out of her and took a step back she pulled her underwear back up to keep herself from leaking all over the floor. Her face was red and she wore an awkward smile, like she was suddenly shy of what they’d just done.
A part of him was disappointed that he’d ruined the mood. Something about her reaction made him want to press her on this.
Because she’d obviously enjoyed what he’d done to her. She just couldn’t quite square it with the good girl she thought she was.
When he thought of it like that he wanted nothing more than to seduce her into letting him back inside that hole.
He pulled his underwear and pants up as she slipped into the bathroom.
*** 
Cayley stood with her feet apart wide, dabbing at Jonathan’s essence leaking out of her with a wash cloth as the water from the shower splashed across her back.
She knew she was playing with fire letting him shoot it all inside her. But it had felt so good getting filled up. And she’d never felt his penis twitching so much.
There was even something sort of fun about how dirty it was feeling him leaking out of her. Her orgasm had been way different, way more intense, feeling him shoot his seed inside her.
Now she stood wondering if their luck would hold out or if it would take inside her and make her pregnant? She wouldn’t mind expecting a baby at all. The thought excited her. But Jonathan was so pragmatic and wanted to feel really secure about money and all that.
A smile formed on her mouth when she remembered the feeling of him playing with her butt hole. It had started with a tickling feeling. But that feeling had reached so deeply inside her. It had made his thrusting into her twice as exciting.
And then when he’d pressed his thumb into her it had sent her over the moon! It was a little embarrassing to think about even now. It was more embarrassing when she realized she kind of wanted him to do it again.
She washed her lady parts out as best she could, standing under the shower for a long time to let as much of him drain out of her as she could get out.
After turning off the water, she dried herself off with a towel, then wrapped herself in her big, fluffy robe before emerging from the bathroom. She padded across the hall to their bedroom and smiled when she found Jonathan sitting on the bed in his underwear.
A little black pouch lay on the bed cover next to him. It caught her eye right away and sparked her curiosity. He never just sat there waiting on the bed for her like that. It looked like he had something else in mind for the evening. “What are you doing?” she asked with a giggle.
“Come over here,” he said, extending his hand towards her.
She narrowed her eyes at him and smiled wider, sensing that he was up to something naughty. “Why?”
He gave her a friendly smile. “Because I’m your husband and you’re supposed to do what I tell you,” he replied.
She sauntered over to the bed and plopped herself down on it next to him. “Like have sex with other men when you tell me to?” she asked.
She saw the way his back stiffened at the question and it excited her. It excited her to have this power over him. This hold on him where all she had to do was mention his kinky fantasy and he turned into putty in her hands.
He stared at her for a long while, a smile flirting with the corners of his mouth. “You like being a dirty little slut, don’t you Cayley?” he finally asked.
Her lips parted and she drew in a quick breath at his question. “Jonathan!” she chided, keeping her tone playful, though.
“Come on, Cayley. You were just bragging about flirting with your finance bro. You’re not going to tell me that being called a dirty little slut is that offensive.”
She looked away and giggled. It wasn’t that offensive, really. Though she was still just getting used to the feeling of sexual liberation they’d both gone through. “So what if I’m not?” she asked, trying to be playful.
“That’s what I’m saying. I think you should embrace it. Really own it. It suits you so well.”
She narrowed her eyes at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?“ she asked.
He looked into her eyes and the smile blossomed on his mouth. “It means I think you’re smoking hot when you act like a dirty little slut,” he whispered.
His admission warmed her insides. The heat worked it’s way down from her belly into her womanhood, where she felt moisture begin pooling once more.
Her own smile faded as worry darkened her thoughts. This hadn’t all just been fun and games. She’d had moments where she worried she’d gone too far. Even when Jonathan was encouraging to take it to the next level she still worried she might go too far and make him upset with her.
“What is it, Cay?” he asked.
She felt shy about making herself so vulnerable but she wanted his reassurance. “What if it goes too far?” she asked.
“Goes too far?” he echoed.
“What if I do something you don’t like? And you get mad at me or something?”
He reached up and put a hand on her cheek. “I already told you that can’t happen. I’m the one that started all this, remember? Nothing’s going to make me mad at you, Cayley. There’s nothing you can do that will make that happen.”
His words made her feel better but she wondered if she’d ever really, fully trust them. How could he just say something like that, not knowing what would happen in the future? Not knowing if there was some point where she’d break his trust?
“Cayley I want to ask you something,” he said, putting  a hand over hers.
She nodded.
“It might make you embarrassed but I want you to try and give me an honest answer, okay?”
She hesitated for a moment, then nodded again.
He leaned a little closer towards her. “Did you like it when I put my thumb on your bottom? Your little bottom hole?” he asked.
Heat rushed to her cheeks immediately. She had no idea why this made her so shy. She’d loved the feeling of it. She’d loved how dirty and taboo it had been letting him explore her back there while they had sex. Talking about it was a whole different matter.
“It makes you shy?” he asked.
She nodded and looked down at the bed covers. Her eyes wandered over to the little black pouch lying next to him. What was that thing, she wondered?
He lifted her chin with a finger until their eyes met. “But you did like it, didn’t you?” he asked. “You don’t have to say anything. Just nod.”
Though her cheeks felt like they were burning off, she nodded at him.
“I liked it too,” he whispered. “I liked feeling how hard you came when I did it.”
She bit her lip, discomfort crawling through her and making her want to hide.
They’d been doing all kinds of wild and dirty things in the bedroom lately. But Jonathan was much more interested in talking about all of it than she was. She liked the feelings it gave her. She didn’t want to analyze every little moment and take it apart and study it like he did. Feelings were the fun part. Dissecting them after? Not so much.
“You’re adorable, you know that?” he said, rubbing his thumb against her cheek. “You’re so innocent and adorable it makes it twice as hot that this stuff makes you so shy.”
She shot him a funny look. “If you say so,” she muttered. She wondered why he’d say that? Didn’t guys like women who knew what they were doing and knew what they wanted? That was one of the things she worried about. That she wasn’t exactly sure herself what she wanted. She was just kind of feeling her way through this as best she could.
“Cayley I want to show you something,” he said, after a small silence. He lifted his hand from hers and picked up the little pouch. After zipping it open, he rolled it out on the bed, displaying the items inside.
She scrunched her nose at it. She’d never seen anything like it. Little bulbous pear-shaped things and a little squirt nozzle. She looked up at him and frowned. “What is it?” she asked.
He glanced down at it, then looked up at her again. “Dante gave it to me. It’s an anal training kit. To help stretch you out.”






  
  Chapter three
Chapter 3


His heart had already been beating hard when she walked into the room and saw the little pouch on the bed next to him. Her bashfulness had made him even more excited. 
Now seeing the confusion and slight worry in her eyes was also somehow arousing.
It wasn’t that he craved her discomfort. Of course not. He only wanted the best for her. Pleasure and love. But there was something to watching her work through those difficult feelings that turned him on.
It was like watching a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. Revealing bit by tiny bit how beautiful it would look when it was out. The struggle made it all the more rewarding.
“Dante gave you that?” she asked, casting another skeptical glance at the implements on display.
He nodded. “I told him you’d never go for it. Not in a million years. He got upset about how hard I laughed when he suggested it.”
She chortled and covered her mouth with a hand.
He laughed with her, sinking into a warm arousal at watching her open up to the possibility.
She reached down and picked up one of the anal plugs. The smallest one. She rolled it around in her fingers, scowling at it like it was some kind of evil talisman. She glanced up at him. “You want me to do this?” she asked.
He felt a momentary pang of anguished guilt. The answer was yes. He did want that. But he did not want her going anywhere near anything she wasn’t comfortable doing. “I want to know why you had such a huge orgasm just now,” he said quietly.
She sighed and stared at the plug some more.
“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to do, Cayley,” he reassured her. “What is it about it that bothers you?”
She set the plug down on the cloth pouch. “I don’t know,” she replied. “I just never thought of myself as the kind of girl that does things like that. It’s so dirty.”
He didn’t need to hear another word. As disappointing as it was, he wasn’t here to convince her of anything. It would be fun giving the kit back to Dante and telling him he’d been wrong after all.
Cayley put her hand over his as he started to roll up the pouch.
He stopped and his heart jumped, a pulse of excitement shooting through him that maybe she’d changed her mind.
“Wait,” she said. “What are all these things anyways?” she asked.
Doing his best to contain his excitement, he unrolled the pouch and picked up the small plug she’d been toying with. “This is a plug. It goes in your bum and you wear it in there for a while.”
She eyed him warily. “How long?” she asked.
He shrugged. “As long as you like. Some people thinks it’s sexy to wear it around all day.”
Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped. “Like go to work with it in inside me?” she asked.
He shrugged again. “No one will know,” he explained. “No one but you and me will know you have it in.”
Her eyes moved side to side a few times as she contemplated what he’d said. He saw a flicker of a smile raise the corner of her mouth. His cock stirred.
She was thinking about it. And she was thinking that maybe that might be kind of hot after all. He was sure of it.
“What about this?” she asked, picking up the vibrator.
“It’s a vibrator. I read about it online. You can use it to…help you relax if you like.”
“Back there?” she asked, narrowing her eyes at him.
“Wherever you like,” he replied.
She studied the other plugs and syringe but didn’t ask any more questions.
He could tell her mind was spinning, though. He could tell she was thinking about it. Thinking about what it would feel like if she went to work with that thing in her ass that only the two of them knew about.
She liked when they had secrets. They’d never tried any kind of sexy secrets but he could see in her eyes she liked the idea of it.
Hope swelled in his chest when she glanced up at him. “Well, do you want to try it?” she asked.
He nearly leapt off the bed and whooped he was so excited. He hated and loved that Dante had been right again about Cayley. He wasn’t going to let that get in the way of another sexual adventure between them. “Only if you do,” he said.
“You know how to use all this stuff? You, like, looked it up?” she asked.
He nodded at her.
She shrugged. “I guess we could try it.”
He nodded again. “Why don’t you lie down on your tummy on the bed and relax. I’ll take care of the rest, okay?”
She narrowed her eyes at him and flashed a wicked looking smile. “You like it,“ she sneered.
“What do I like?”
“You like it when I’m dirty.”
He stifled a laugh. He wasn’t going to blow this now that he was so close to getting what he wanted. “I think it’s fun.”
“Yeah you do!” she said, laughing as she rolled onto her belly on the bed. “You’re just as dirty of a man as all the rest of them!” she added, chuckling.
He smiled, delighted that she was catching on and that she seemed to be enjoying herself. “Is there a problem with that?” he asked, lifting the hem of her robe to reveal more and more of her full thighs.
“Just that you had me fooled for so long!” she said, bursting into another fit of giggles.
He paused his advance, resting his hand on the back of her knee. “Cayley, it’s not like this is all I want. I thought we’re having fun and…”
“I’m just teasing you!” she said, craning her neck to look at him and laughing. “Come on Jonny! Show me what dirty things you want to do to me!“ She reached back and flipped up her robe, exposing the two round globes of her ass.
Then, with a little more shyness, she pressed her fingers against each buttock and pulled them apart.
The sight of her tight little rear hole left him breathless. The way she displayed it for him got his blood pumping in his veins. Showing him her dirty bits so he could do his dirty work on her.
He picked up the little syringe and crawled up onto the bed, kneeling next to her. “This might feel a little cool at first,” he said, then pushed the plunger with his thumb.
A clear lubricant squirted out of the nozzle, layering on top of the ring of her sphincter.
“Ooh!” she exclaimed, shuddering.
Jonathan quickly pressed the tip of his finger against the gel and began working it into her skin. He circled her anal entrance, careful not to put too much pressure on the sensitive rim.
When he felt her body relax he probed further, once again inserting the tip of his finger into her hole.
When she tensed, he reached down and picked up the small vibrator. Squeezing it turned it on and he brought it between her legs to touch her outer labia.
“Oh!” she gasped, wriggling under his touch at the unexpected sensation.
He held it just brushing against her pussy lips until he felt her relax and let out a low hum of pleasure.“Does that feel good?” he asked.
She turned her head, lips sucked between her teeth, and nodded. “Mmhmm.”
As she did, he slipped his finger a little deeper into her ass hole. It slid in easily, aided by the oily ointment he’d applied. He felt her stretch and tense around his digit but he could sense her excitement at what they were doing, too. “How does that feel now?” he asked.
“Oh, Jon,” she whimpered. “It…it feels good. But it feels so dirty, too. I don’t know if I can be this dirty.”
Carefully pulling his finger out of her anus, he grabbed the plug she’d been fondling earlier and placed it against her back entrance. At the same moment he slipped the vibrator lower, towards her clit, and applied a gentle pressure.
She reacted perfectly. She raised her hips up off the bed, moving her ass higher into the air. She moaned, a dulcet, songful sound that could only mean one thing. She was enjoying this.
Pressing his advantage, he slipped the plug in and saw her wince as the widest part of it passed through her orifice.
She let out a low grunt as it filled her bottom and the flange settled against her cheeks. “Oh, Jon,” she whispered, clearly craving more now.
He pressed on, moving the vibrator right over top of her clitoral hood. Letting the vibrations permeate the tender flesh and tickle the bundle of nerves clustered beneath.
She moved her hands out to her sides and her hips bucked up into the air once more. She rocked them back and forth, her ass cheeks rolling with the motion, as if inviting him to more play in that arena.
He grasped the flange of the plug and twisted the whole thing inside her.
She gasped then let out a shuddering breath as the overly sensitive flesh inside her rear channel was stimulated by the plastic toy. “Jon! Oh! Jonathan!” she cried.
Her hips began to tremble uncontrollably. She had a perplexed look on her face like she’d never experienced what was happening inside her now.
The dominating act of probing her internal softness and stimulating her sex button at the same time sent a potent burst of dopamine into his brain. He pressed the vibrator tighter against the arch of her pussy and pulled the plug halfway out.
The stretch of the plug made her thighs shake. She pressed herself up and off the bed, rearing until she was on all fours.
He adjusted to the new position, cupping the vibrator in his hand beneath her pussy, keeping it in the perfect spot for her arousal.
He watched the shocked expression form on her face and gave the plug another plunge in and halfway out of her ass. His own excitement grew at watching her, his cock hardening and aching between his legs.
She snuffed out a breath then gasped again and he could tell she was nearing something. He cupped his hand tightly against her pussy and manipulated the plug in and out of her ass.
It was so weirdly erotic that it was Dante who had enabled this. Sure, somewhere deep inside Jonathan the urge had existed for a dirtier, nastier sex life with Cayley. But Dante was the doula that had made it happen. He had put the tools in Jonathan’s hands. He was the reason Cayley was about to have an anal orgasm right now.
“I…I’m going to come!” she cried out, as if she didn’t believe it was really about to happen.
He maintained the pressure on her clit and his rhythmic stroking of the plug in and out of her ass hole. His cock throbbed when she wailed and he saw her anus ring pinch tight around it.
His jaw dropped when a hot gush of warm liquid squished from her pussy and pooled on his palm. “Holy fuck,” he muttered, unable to believe her body’s reaction.
Cayley moaned and humped herself against his hand and the plug plunging in and out of her ass. Her body shook as uncontrollably as all of the times Dante had been inside her.
Jonathan could only stare, aghast at what he’d done to her. He was watching her become the dirty little slut she was so scared of being right before his eyes.
He was the one that had pushed her over that ledge. For the first time since they’d embarked on this adventure he wondered if he would have the strength to pull her back? How would he ever pull her back into being the sweet girl he’d married?
He watched the final few shudders of her climax pass through her. Her body relaxed. She took a few moments to catch her breath, then slowly turned her head to look at him over her shoulder.
Suddenly he felt bashful with his hand still on the implement buried inside her ass. He felt like he couldn’t meet her gaze. He was the one that let out an awkward chuckle as she stared at him. “I guess you liked that?” he asked, trying to cover up his own embarrassment with the lame joke.
“Do you want me to take it out?” he asked, his eyes darting to the plug.
Cayley shook her head as she slowly turned on all fours to face him. “Leave it in,” she whispered. “You like it, right? You like looking at it? Sticking out of my bum like that?”
A wave of excitement and arousal passed through him at the question. She knew he liked it. She was only just starting to understand how much he liked hearing her talk about it.
He took his hand off of it and she swung her ass around so that her face was right in front of his penis bulging through his underwear.
Leaning on her elbow, she reached up and scratched her nail along the underside of his cock. It flexed for her obediently, the light touch bending it to her will.
She reached higher, hooked her fingers into the elastic of his underwear and pulled them slowly down until his arcing cock sprang out and bounced up and down in front of her mouth. “You want me to suck you off with this dirty mouth?” she asked.
The dirty question hit him in the chest like a cannonball. He groaned, sinking back onto his haunches, his cock straining and engorging at the feel of her warm breath on his skin.
She opened her mouth and eyed his organ. She wrapped her lips around it gently and flicked her tongue along the underside.
The heavenly wet warmth sent pulses of pleasure shooting up his spine, soaking the base of his brain in delightful arousal.
She moved her head slowly back and forth, back and forth.
He watched the way her lips puckered as she pulled away from him. As she moved her face forward they were pulled into her mouth. This view of her using her mouth on him was incredibly provocative.
She was being so careful and deliberate about it, looking like pleasuring him was as exciting as being pleasured.
She pulled his underwear lower, letting his balls dangle out. Then she wrapped her hand around his shaft and held his cock in position as she quickened the pace with her mouth.
She focused on the head of his prick. Suckling at it as her head bobbed gently back and forth. When she looked up and saw his wondrous expression she let her lips go a little slack.
The room filled with the sounds of her suckling. Nurturing little slurps with her eyes occasionally dancing up to his to check that he was still having a good time.
His pelvic floor got so tight he thought it might cramp. He groaned and his hips flexed, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth.
She moved her head away and stopped, intent on being the one in control. She pulled her mouth off, a string of saliva linking her lips to the head of his prick. She wiped it off with her finger, then circled his urethral opening with it. She looked up into his eyes.
“You want to hear some real dirty talk?” she asked, running her finger along the underside of his shaft.
He nodded, staring at her and unable to blink because she looked so hot.
“When I was working that client today I thought of sucking him off just like this,” she whispered, regarding his cock as a smile formed on her mouth.
He drew in a sharp breath and held it.
“I thought of taking him into the back and blowing his mind with a nice sloppy blowjob. I bet he would have dropped another thousand bucks.”
“Are you…are you fucking serious?“ he gasped.
“He had a big cock, too. Not as big as Dante’s. Bigger than yours, though.” She looked up at him again. “And you know what? I wanted to know what that cock would feel like in my mouth. I wanted to feel the shape of it on my tongue. I wanted to know what he tasted like. How’s that for dirty?” she asked.
“Cayley are you fucking kidding me?” he begged.
“Dead serious,” she whispered, gazing into his eyes.
“Oh my god,” he groaned.
She smiled then took him into her mouth again. She resumed the sloppy suckling but more aggressively this time. Nursing his orgasm from him with her affectionate mouth.
“Fuck!” he grunted as the first gush of his semen rushed through his cock.
She flinched when it sprayed in her mouth. Pulling her mouth off, she pressed his cock against her cheek and slid her hand up and down. She closed her eyes and let his cock coat her face with his warm jism.
He groaned and twitched. Being denied the pleasure of spilling into her warm mouth was strangely erotic. The soft skin of her cheek and her stroking hand were just a shadow of what her lips and tongue had felt like.
As his essence left him he found his need for her growing with the lack of satisfaction. His cock finished spilling after four or five squirts but remained hard.
She opened her eyes and stared at him, the left side of her mouth covered in his cum. “Still hot?” she asked
He groaned and his hips bucked forward, trying to stab his prick into her mouth. He felt none of the usual post-orgasmic tiredness. His libido was still roaring like a lion inside him. 
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“It’s all set up for you there, Mrs. Morrison!” Jonathan called out, already stepping out of the front door. 
“Hold on sweetheart!” Janet Morrison called back from the kitchen. She came strutting out, a little white apron now tied over the skimpy shorts and tank top she was wearing.
Jonathan looked down at the ground so as not to gawk.
“You got that done in record time, Jonathan!” she said, striking a flirtatious pose in front of him.
He cleared his throat, looked back up at her and smiled. “It’s all hooked up and shouldn’t be more than half an hour or so before you’ve got hot water!” he said, tipping his cap at her.
She raked her lecherous eyes down his frame and smiled wider. She’d been hovering over him the whole time he’d been installing her new hot water heater and there was no way he’d misread her intentions.
She had brand new breasts and a fresh set of lips and hadn’t stopped talking about her divorce or how she was “on the market” the whole time he’d been trying to work.
Had he been single he may have even taken her up on her offer to “go check if all the plumbing had been done right upstairs.” He’d begged that off, saying he only had time for the heater install and nothing else, but that he could come back at a different time.
It seemed to have dissuaded her advances but now she looked hungry again.
She reached into the pocket of her apron, pulled out a twenty and tucked it into the pocket of his overalls. “It’s great seeing you all grown up and starting out, Jonathan. I’ll be sure to call you next time I need my plumbing done.” Her smile tightened. “You say hi to…what did you say her name was?”
“Cayley,” he reminded her.
“Right. Cayley. You say hi to her for me.”
He tipped his cap again. “Thanks for trusting me with the job,” he replied, pulling a business card out of his pocket and handing it to her.
She eyed him suggestively and, instead of tucking it into her apron pocket, slipped it under the strap of her bra. “I’d trust you with any job, sweetheart,” she said, her voice husky.
He smiled wider, trying to make abundantly clear he’d never be interested and backed out of the door. “Have a great evening!” he shouted, turning around and jogging down the steps onto the driveway.
He could feel her stare burning into his back until he got to his van and jumped inside.
The moment he was alone with his thoughts his mind jumped straight back to Cayley.
She’d been absolutely insatiable the last three days. Emboldened by the effects of her dirty talking, she’d been ravenous every night he got home, pouncing on him almost before he was through the door.
He could only imagine tonight would be no different as he threw the van into reverse and pulled out of the driveway.
After navigating the winding suburban streets lined with McMansions, he  fought through the snarl of downtown traffic. Twenty minutes later he cruised past the community garden that marked the entrance to their neighbourhood. He smiled at the well kept yards, despite most of the houses being rentals. They’d landed on their feet here and it would only be a matter of time before they could afford to buy.
As he rounded the final corner onto their street, his daydream shattered. A sleek black Audi sat in their driveway—Dante’s car. Unmistakable with its custom rims and tinted windows.
His stomach twisted. What the hell was Dante doing at their house? With Cayley? Alone?
Jonathan pulled up behind the Audi, parking with more force than necessary. His heart hammered against his ribs as conflicting emotions crashed through him—jealousy, anger, and underneath it all, a shameful flicker of excitement that made him hate himself.
He sat in the van for a moment, staring at their front door, imagining what might be happening inside. Was Dante showing off? Flirting with her? Telling her stories about his travels while she looked at him with those wide, impressed eyes?
Or was there something else going on? He’d told Cayley so many times that they were in this together. That the only way this worked was if they shared everything. What was she doing alone with Dante?
Had Dante arrogantly shown up and bossed himself inside, Cayley unable to resist his charms? Were they sitting next to each other on the couch, Dante lavishing her with increasingly inappropriate caresses?
It startled him how much the jealousy inflamed his desire. How could he want something so bad and hate it at the same time?
“Get a hold of yourself,” he muttered, grabbing his lunch box. He slammed the van door and marched toward the house, unsure which feeling would win out when he stepped inside—the loving husband or the jealous cuckold.
He stepped inside to the smell of something roasting in the oven. Cayley was in the kitchen, a floral patterned apron tied over her work clothes, chopping red and yellow peppers. There was a pile of broccoli florets next to the cutting board.
She turned as soon as she heard him open the door. She smiled, set down her knife and walked out into the hall to greet him.
Relief flushed through him at seeing her emerge clothed from the kitchen. As soon as he’d seen Dante’s car his mind had started racing, conjuring the sounds of Cayley’s pleasured moans drifting from the bedroom as he walked into the house. Visions of her body contorted on the bed beneath Dante’s formidable frame, her betrayal of her husband the farthest thing from her mind as he serviced her with that magnificent cock.
She put her hands on his chest, leaned in and kissed him, then smiled. “Dante’s here,” she said quietly.
He searched her eyes, a frantic energy inside him propelling him to look for any evidence that she’d deceived him, that her and Dante had already had sex and now she was just playing the part of the dutiful housewife. Cooking for her husband as Dante’s semen leaked from her used and swollen…
“Are you alright?” Cayley asked, breaking the cycle of his racing mind and bringing him back down to earth with the earnest question.
“I’m fine,” he said, a little too quickly to be the truth. “Why?”
“You just look…” She paused, tilting her head and staring at him. “Never mind,” she said, shaking her head.
“What’s he doing here?” he asked.
The corners of her mouth turned up slowly into a an embarrassed smile. Or was that guilt flickering in her eye?
His cock was rock hard as waves of jealousy surged through his body.
“I don’t even know if I can say it,” she whispered, looking down at the ground and chuckling.
He heard the toilet flush. A moment later the door to the bathroom swung open and Dante stepped out with his usual swagger. “Hey Jonny!” he said, grinning and rubbing his hands together. “Working hard, huh?” he said, glancing at his watch. “Nearly six o’clock. You pump some good poop today?”
“What are you doing here?” Jonathan demanded. He moved Cayley to one side and stepped forward with his chest puffed out, determined to be master in his own house.
“Wow, wow! Hang on!” Dante said, raising his hands and taking a step back. “Would you cool your fucking jets, bro? God! What is wrong with you? I came by as a courtesy call to find a good time for our next play date. You good, dude? You cool?” he asked.
Dante’s reaction wasn’t exactly submissive but it made Jonathan realize that he’d blown everything out of proportion in his mind. Of course they hadn’t fucked. Of course Dante and Cayley hadn’t been fucking. It was his own stupid imagination that had made all that stuff up and made it feel so real in his mind. “I’m fine. I just…wasn’t expecting to see you tonight,” he muttered, coughing into his hand to try and diffuse the tense situation he’d created. “What’s up anyways?” he asked with a shrug.
Dante’s smile returned.
Jonathan glanced at Cayley. She still looked subdued, looking away from the two of them, her cheeks that pleasant shade of pink they got when she was embarrassed or shy.
“What’s up? I’ll tell you what’s up. I was just talking to Cayley here and she was telling me that you’ve been a very good boy.”
Jonathan glanced at Cayley, who still wouldn’t look at him, then scowled at Dante. “What are you talking about?” he asked.
“You’ve been doing your homework for me,” Dante said, grinning.
It took a moment for Jonathan to realize what he was talking about. He looked to Cayley again.
She was wearing that bashful, perplexed smile that completely melted his insides. Had she already told Dante? Had she let Dante into the house and eagerly told him all about the anal play they’d been indulging in all week?
Because that kind of felt like a betrayal, too. Even though it wasn’t, really. He swore to himself he wasn’t going to get worked up about it. “What homework?” he asked.
“Come on, Jonny. Don’t play stupid. You know what I’m talking about. You did what I told you. And what did I tell you? That she was going to love it. And she did. And she does. You love it, don’t you Cayley?” he asked.
Cayley’s blush heated as she pressed her chin to her chest.
“God would you look at that? You can’t even find women that blush like that anymore. She looks like she’s going to melt into a puddle she’s so shy.”
Jonathan’s heart felt like it was melting into a puddle just looking at her. Was she really still wearing the anal plug he’d put into her that morning?
“You know what you’re going to do for me, buddy?” Dante asked. “You’re going to turn her around. You’re going to turn her around and flip that pretty little skirt of hers up. Then you’re going to pull her underwear down and show me your homework.”
Jonathan looked to Cayley again. She was blushing hotter but it wasn’t just from embarrassment now. He could see her carotid artery throbbing and his nostrils filled with the sour dank of her moist excitement.
She looked up at him from under her brow and his cock went fully hard. Jealous anger welled through him. “You mean you’re gonna tell me you haven’t taken a look yet?” he asked.
The thought of Dante pulling her panties back and stealing a peek at her backside sent a horny anger surging through his body.
Dante put his hands up. “What would be the fun in that?” he asked, furrowing his brow. “No. This game’s about the three of us. Now turn her around for me, Jonny. Show your work.”
The patronizing commands were meant to be belittling or something but they didn’t bother Jonathan. His full attention was on Cayley. The blush reddening her cheeks and neck. And that smell. That wonderful smell of her sex moistening as it prepared for another sexual encounter with Dante.
He reached out and took her by the arm, pulling her towards him so she was facing him. He touched her cheek, tipping her head back and looking into her eyes. “Did he touch you?” he whispered.
Cayley shook her head.
“You want me to show him?” he asked.
Cayley blushed and nodded. “Let me take the roast out first,” she whispered.
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Jonathan and Dante both watched her move to the kitchen, pull the roasting pan out of the oven and set it on top of the stove. 
She smiled as she walked back, coming to a stop next to Jonathan, unsure of what to do.
His body throbbed, his cock aching with need for her. Why was this so erotic? Why was he so turned on at the thought of taking off her clothes and displaying her to Dante?
He turned her so she was facing him again. He let his hands slide down her back and settle on her ass.
She leaned in nuzzling his neck, the shyness of having her backside exposed to Dante overwhelming her.
“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” he reassured her.
She looked up into his eyes and he saw certainty there, even if she was having a hard time. “Just do it,” she whispered. She smiled at him. “Show him how good we did our homework,” she added, like it was a secret joke just between the two of them.
He bunched her skirt up with one hand and pulled at the elastic of her underwear with the other. He peeled them down off of her ass and down to her thighs until he saw Dante’s eyes light up behind her.
“That is so fucking beautiful,” Dante murmured, running a hand over his mouth and staring at the plug in her ass. “I am so proud of you guys. Both of you,” he said, sounding like he really meant it. “I never doubted it was going to happen. I had no idea it was going to happen this fast. Good job, bro!” he said, grinning at Jonathan.
Dante looked around the hallway and his eyes came to rest on the spare kitchen chair they kept by the entrance to the living room. He took two steps to the side and grabbed it, then placed it in the middle of the hallway where he’d been standing.
He sat down on it, letting his legs fall apart wide.
Jonathan could make out his burgeoning cock in his expensive trousers.
“Pull those panties all the way off, dude,” Dante ordered.
Jonathan’s mind put it all together and he could already see where this was going. His own erection was throbbing eagerly, ready to see Cayley debauched again. He checked in with her, looking down into her eyes to make sure she was okay with this. To make sure this was what she wanted, too.
She bit her lip, still a little bashful but looking more playful now, too. She gave the slightest nod. Permission to do what Dante had asked for.
He lowered himself to his knees in front of her and pulled the underwear down her legs. She raised one foot, then the other, allowing him to pull them free of her legs.
“Skirt too, please,” Dante said.
Again Jonathan looked up. His face was at the height of her pelvis and the scent of her arousal was so much stronger now. He fought the urge to lift her skirt and bury his face in her snatch.
He undid the zipper on the side of her skirt and tugged it down her legs. It fell away easily, leaving her rear side naked from the waist down, her torso still covered by her blouse and apron.
“Cay-ley,” Dante hummed behind her. “Turn around Cayley and I’ll show you your reward for being such a good girl.”
Jonathan scrambled to his feet and put his hands on her arms. “Only if you want to,” he whispered, making sure she knew she didn’t have to.
Half his heart broke and the other half went soaring when she slowly turned to face Dante. He stepped to the side, staring at her expression as her eyes settled on Dante’s half hard cock sagging between his legs.
Dante smiled, wrapped his hand around the root of his prick and wagged it at her. “Come and get it, baby,” he said.
Cayley turned and looked at Jonathan, as if asking his permission to do the dirty deed.
“Go and get it, baby,” he whispered.
Cayley turned back to Dante and bit down on her lower lip. She shuffled forward and, putting her hands on his thighs, slowly sank to her knees.
Dante stared at her, smiling. He looked so confident, so sure of himself that he’d known exactly what it was that Cayley wanted. “Get down a little lower, sweetheart,” he said, leaning over her.
She spread her legs and leaned forward until her face was lower than the level of his cock.
He dangled it over her mouth, teasing her with her reward. “You want it, baby?” he asked, grinning.
“I want it so bad,” Cayley whispered.
Jonathan’s eyes widened as he stared at her. The eagerness in her gaze and the pose of her body were unmistakable. She’d been thinking about this for sure. Pining for it, even.
All those nights spent playing together in the bedroom she’d probably been dreaming of this the whole time.
Dante lowered his cock and ran the head down the line of her nose, then across her face from one cheek to the other.
Cayley closed her eyes, looking like she was taking as much pleasure submitting to his cock as she was about to give him with her mouth.
“Open,” he whispered, laying the head on her plump lips.
She parted them and her tongue flicked out, flicking across his glans.
Dante tilted the shaft down and inserted the fat head into her mouth.
Her eyes opened as her lips formed a seal around the shaft. She gazed up at him, giving him the same approving, lust-filled stare she’d been giving Jonathan when she sucked him off.
Dante put a hand on the back of her head and pulled her gently forward. “Mmm,” he murmured. “Let me see your ass, baby.”
Cayley obediently arched her back, giving him the best view of her ass she could from the submissive position.
“Jonny,” Dante said. “Get over here and pull on that thing.” He tipped his chin at the plug inside her ass.
Jonathan shuffled forward, a little reluctant to approach their intimately linked bodies. Even though he’d watched them having sex there was something a little weird about getting so close up.
His lust for Cayley drove him forward. He sank to his knees behind her and wrapped his hand around the flange of the anal plug.
Jonathan’s fingers tightened around the plug, and he began to pull. Cayley’s body tensed as the widest part of the toy stretched her, but she pushed back against his hand, eager for more. He worked it slowly, pulling it out just past the widest point, then easing it back in, each movement drawing a soft moan from Cayley’s throat.
“That’s it, baby,” Dante murmured, his hand still on the back of her head, guiding her mouth along his shaft. “Show me how much you like it.”
Cayley’s enthusiasm for the blowjob grew with each tug of the plug. She began to suckle Dante’s cock with the same fervour she’d shown Jonathan, her cheeks hollowing out as she took him deeper. The wet sounds of her mouth filled the hallway, punctuated by her muffled moans.
Jonathan watched, transfixed, as his wife’s head bobbed in Dante’s lap. He could see the pleasure on her face, the way her eyes fluttered closed as she took Dante deeper. He felt a pang of jealousy, but it was overshadowed by the raw lust he felt at seeing her like this.
He continued to play with her ass, pulling the plug out a little further each time before pushing it back in. Cayley’s moans grew louder, her body rocking back to meet his hand. She was getting close, he could tell. Her body was trembling, her breath coming in short gasps around Dante’s cock.
Dante looked down at her, a smirk on his face. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you, baby? You like having your ass played with while you suck my cock?”
Cayley nodded, her mouth still full of Dante’s cock. She looked up at him, her eyes wide and eager.
Dante chuckled, his hand tightening in her hair. “You see this, Jonny? Who’s fucking laughing now, buddy? You see the way she’s sucking this dick?”
Jonathan had seen this coming. For Dante this was part of the game. Pretending to be the big shot. Pretending that he was calling the shots. Letting himself believe he knew Cayley better than anyone. Better than her husband.
It didn’t bother Jonathan. Seeing Cayley react to the way he manipulated the plug only made him more excited. He gently twisted it inside her and her moan reverberated through the shaft of Dante’s cock.
“Oh fuck, yeah,” Dante growled. He slowed her head, gripping her hair tight and pulling her head back until her lips were just barely over the very tip of his prick. It was hard and wet with her saliva. “Pull that thing out,” he ordered.
Jonathan put a hand on her ass. With his other hand on the flange he pulled the plug slowly through the tender ring of muscle and out.
His eyes widened at seeing her ass gaping so wide.
“Holy shit is that stage three?” Dante asked, shocked at seeing the largest plug come out of her.
They’d only put it in that morning. Having spent three days working up to it Cayley had insisted that Jonathan try the big plug in her.
“Baby,” Dante growled. “You ready to take my cock inside your ass already?”
Jonathan’s eyes darted from her hole, closing quickly now, to her lust-filled eyes that were staring up at Dante.
She looked down at his thick shaft and seemed to have a second thought. “I don’t know,” she whimpered, shaking her head.
Jonathan wasn’t sure about this either. This was so sudden and unexpected. Even Dante seemed surprised that Cayley had let herself be “trained” on the big plug so quickly.
He glanced at her ass. The pink ring was closing quickly. The plug was thick but nowhere near as thick as Dante’s cock.
It occurred to him there was an aspect of this he hadn’t considered at all. Cayley was no virgin. But her ass was pristine. He’d never even made an attempt at breaching it. Never mentioned it to her, even.
Could he really live with Dante being her first back there? It would haunt him for as long as he lived if he allowed this.
Even with all that running through his mind he still felt his body and his treacherous cock throbbing with desire to see her taken that way.
Dante let go of her hair and leaned back in the chair, letting his arms fall to his sides. “Yeah, you do,” he said. He stood up and his pants fell down around his ankles. “Grab the chair, Cayley,” he said.
His smile had vanished and his expression was as solemn as a priest about to perform mass. “Out of the way, Jon.”
As Jonathan shuffled sideways Dante swung a leg around Cayley to stand behind her. He loomed over her, his erect cock dripping fat splats of her saliva onto the floor behind her.
He leaned forward and gripped a fistful of her hair. “Grab the chair, Cayley,” he insisted.
Cayley whimpered but reached out and grabbed the chair he’d vacated in front of her, one hand on either side of the seat. “Dante I don’t know. I don’t know about this,” she said.
Dante bent low over her and pulled her ear to his mouth. “I know you don’t, Cayley. But you’ve got to trust me. I promise you you’ll be screaming for more in a few minutes. Do you trust me?”
Jonathan’s heart was pounding. His eyes darted from Dante’s rigid cock to Cayley’s retightening sphincter as lust flooded through his body.
Dante crouched over her and pointed the head of his penis at her back entrance. It looked just as rude and vulgar as it did next to her pretty pussy. As he touched the tip against the sensitive ring, Cayley shuddered.
“Stop!” Jonathan gasped, his arm outstretched.
Dante slowly turned his head to look at him. “Stop?” he growled, looking like he might walk over and punch him in the face.
Jonathan’s face immediately went red with embarrassment. What a humiliating thing to have to explain. Yes, I want you to fuck my wife’s ass. But I don’t want you to be her first.
Cayley, whose reluctance seemed to have been replaced with excitement, looked over at him, too.
“I want to be her first,” Jonathan blurted, figuring it was best just to pull off this bandage as quickly as possible.
The moment turned painfully awkward and for a few seconds Dante looked like he had no idea what to say next. Then he smirked, chuckled and stood up tall over Cayley.
“I want that too!” Cayley squeaked from her nearly prostrate position on the floor.
Dante looked between the two of them and grinned. “You two are freaking adorable, you know that?” he said. Reaching down to his ankles he hoisted his pants  and underwear up and holstered his cock in them.
After zipping up he extended a hand to Cayley to help her up off of her knees.
She stood up and smoothed the front of her apron, her cheeks burning and her eyes affixed to her feet.
“How about you two have a nice, intimate evening and I’ll be back for mine tomorrow, huh?” Dante suggested.
Jonathan nodded, then watched Dante stroll across the hall and swing the front door open before stepping out into the night.






  
  Chapter six
Chapter 6


“I’m sorry,” Jonathan muttered as soon as the door was closed. 
Cayley’s eyes shot up to his and she shook her head. “I’m not. I didn’t…I wasn’t sure what to say. I didn’t know what to do. But I didn’t want that either. I mean…I did. Just not like that, maybe.”
Jonathan put an arm around her with a hand on her shoulder and squeezed. “You don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to. We don’t have to do any of this,” he reminded her.
She looked up at him and a faint smile lit her lips. “I want to try it,” she admitted. “But I’m glad I get to try it with you first.”
He nodded, his excitement growing at their coming tryst. He’d fantasized about it before. Didn’t every guy? In a world where almost nothing was taboo anymore this still felt off-limits. At least with Cayley. “You want to go to the bedroom?” he asked, glancing at the empty chair sitting in the middle of the hallway.
Cayley looked up at him and her face turned an even brighter shade of red.
“Cayley,” he said, chuckling and hugging her close again. “Are you okay? Your face looks like you just stepped out of a sauna! We don’t have to do anything tonight if that’s not what you want.”
It was hard to believe after everything she’d done that she’d still be this shy about sex. Especially around him. “What is it?” he asked her.
“I don’t want to say it!” she moaned.
“Well I’m not going to know what it’s about if you don’t say it. Are you not into it? Is that it?”
She shook her head and her lower lip pushed out in a pout.
“You want to stay here in the hallway?” he asked, laughing at how preposterous that was.
Her eyes fluttered up to his again and she drew in a breath.
He waited, staying quiet to let her fill the silence.
“I want to watch it go in,” she finally whispered.
Her words sent a rush of excitement coursing through him. His smile faded as he gazed into her hungry eyes. “You want to watch it go in?” he echoed, nodding. “Sure. Sure. I just wasn’t sure what…”
“Can we do it in the bathroom?” she asked.
“Baby. Of course we can do it in the bathroom,“ he replied, his cock straining against his pants.
“Will you go and get the lubricant?” she asked.
He was on his way to the bedroom before she’d finished the question. Cayley was gone when he returned and he went straight to the bathroom.
He found her staring at herself in the mirror, running her hands up and down her body. The small room was quickly filling with the aroma of her sexual excitement.
“Jon?” she asked, looking at his reflection in the mirror.
“Yeah?”
“Will you kiss me down there first?” she asked.
He groaned and quickly got down on his knees to worship her.
“No, no,” she said, shaking her head. “Here first,” she said, touching two fingers to her pussy lips. “You’re not supposed to go back and forth.”
He crawled under her and twisted around so his back was against the vanity.
She untied the apron and pulled it off over her head, then looked down her body at him. Undoing the buttons of her blouse, she tossed it into the laundry hamper, then unbuckled the clasp of her bra and shrugged that off.
Her breasts sank towards him, full and heavy. The nipples were stiff with excitement. She lowered herself into a squat, pressing her pussy lips against his mouth.
He drew in a lungful of her pungent scent. As he pressed into her with his tongue her accumulated juices spilled out of her and into his mouth. They ran down the sides of his cheeks and onto his chin as he began to lick her.
She continued staring down at him as he ate her out. She put a hand on the top of his head and rocked her hips back and forth, pleasing herself against his willing tongue.
He reached between his legs and squeezed his engorged prick.
“That feels so good, Jon,” she whispered as her eyes fluttered shut. “Your mouth feels so good on my pussy.”
His cock flexed at her encouragement. He lapped and licked until his jaw grew sore.
Just as he was about to give up she let out a gentle whimper and pressed herself more firmly against his face. “Jon?” she said.
“Hmm?”
“You’re going to make me come, Jon.” She opened her eyes and looked at her reflection in the mirror. Her hands drifted up her body and she cupped her breasts, then drew her thumbs in a circle around her hardened nipples. “You’re going to make me come, Jon,” she repeated.
The muscles in his jaw were desperately sore now but there was no way he was leaving her hanging. Pushing through the pain he continued to flick her stiffening bud with the tip of his tongue.
She gasped and her eyes opened wide. She dropped her chin to her chest and stared at him. “You’re going to make me come, Jon,” she said.
He felt the first squeeze of her pussy around his tongue.
She let out a warble and her thighs began a gentle shake next to his face. Steaming liquid squirted from between her pussy lips, splattering into his mouth as he licked her. She clung to the edges of the vanity as she shook through the pleasurable orgasm.
She let out a long breath, stood up out of the half-squat and looked down at him. She covered her mouth with her hand, looking suddenly embarrassed and shy by what she’d just done to him. “Jonathan! I’m sorry!” she gasped. “Your face is a mess!”
Giggling, she reached for the hand towel and crouched down in front of him mopping her own wet from his cheeks and mouth.
It surprised him when she put a hand on his chin and pressed her lips against his. She thrust her tongue in, mashing it against his, tasting her own juices.
She pulled away and gazed lovingly into his eyes, a big smile curling her mouth. “You taste good,” she purred.
He cracked a wide grin and shook his head in disbelief at her constantly growing appetites.
She stood back up and offered him her hands.
He pulled himself off the floor, dabbing at the bits of moisture she’d missed with his fingers. He pulled his pants down his legs and by the time he was standing up again she had the small lubricant applicator ready.
She squirted a line along his engorged and red cock and worked it in gingerly with her hand.
Turning, she positioned herself sideways to the mirror with her ass pointed slightly more towards it. “You’ve got to go slow though, okay?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at him.
Jonathan grabbed the hand mirror from the vanity and angled it until she could see her reflection. “Is that good?” he asked.
Cayley looked at the mirror, then back at him, and nodded. “Perfect,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.
He stood behind her, his heart pounding in his chest. With one hand, he gently peeled apart her ass cheeks, revealing her tight, puckered hole. He squirted a generous amount of lube onto it, the cold gel making her flinch slightly.
“You okay?” he asked, rubbing the lube in with his thumb, circling the sensitive area.
She nodded again, her eyes glued to the mirror, watching his every move. “Yeah,” she breathed. “Just... go slow, okay?”
He nodded, his cock throbbing with anticipation. He positioned himself at her rear entrance, the head of his cock pressing gently against her. He could feel her tense up.
“Relax, baby,” he murmured, rubbing her back with one hand while the other held his cock steady. “Just breathe and relax.”
She took a deep breath, her muscles slowly relaxing. He pushed forward slightly, feeling her give way to him. The thrill of penetrating her anus sent a rush of arousal through him that made his cock pulse with excitement.
“Oh god,” she gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the vanity tightly. “That feels... different.”
He paused, giving her time to adjust. “Good different?” he asked, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.
She looked back at him, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and excitement. “Yeah,” she said, a small smile playing on her lips. “Good different.”
He pushed forward again, slowly inching his way into her. He could feel her tightening around him again, her muscles clenching and unclenching as she adjusted to the new sensation. He looked down, watching as his cock disappeared into her, the sight sending another wave of arousal through him.
“You’re doing so good, baby,” he murmured, rubbing her back gently. “Just a little more.”
She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps. He pushed forward one last time, burying his cock fully inside her.
He looked up, his eyes meeting hers in the mirror. “How does that feel?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
She smiled at him, her eyes filled with a mix of excitement and apprehension. “It feels... full,” she said, her voice barely audible. “But good. Really good. I’m really glad I did this with you first.”
It wasn’t meant to be backhanded but he couldn’t help but take it that way. Because even though she’d let him in back there, even though she’d let him take her anal virginity, this was just a prelude.
A warm-up. The pre-game to the real deal. They were both just doing this to prepare her for what Dante was going to give her tomorrow evening.
The thought fired an impulse inside him to give her a good firm thrust. Maybe even spank her ass for being such a little slut that she was going to give her ass to another man. He stifled the urge, knowing she wasn’t ready for that yet.
Jonathan held still, letting Cayley adjust to the sensation of him inside her. He could feel her tightness gripping him, could see the rise and fall of her breath in the mirror. Slowly, he began to withdraw, watching as his cock slid out, glistening with lube. Cayley gasped, her eyes widening at the sensation.
“You okay?” he asked, his voice tight with control.
She nodded, her knuckles white from gripping the vanity. “Yeah,” she breathed. “It’s just... intense.”
He pushed back in, a slow, steady press that had her gasping again. Her eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting in a silent moan. He could feel her body tensing, then relaxing, as she grew accustomed to the intrusion.
“That’s it, baby,” he murmured, rubbing her back gently. “Just like that.”
He began a slow rhythm, drawing out and pressing back in, each thrust a little smoother than the last. Cayley’s breath hitched with each movement, her body rocking slightly to meet his.
“Jon,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his in the mirror. “It’s starting to feel... good.”
He smiled, his heart pounding. “Yeah?”
She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips. “Yeah.”
He thrust a little harder, watching her closely for any signs of discomfort. But she only pressed back against him, her body asking for more.
“Harder,” she whispered, her eyes locked onto their reflection. “You can go harder.”
He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh. He drew out slowly, then thrust back in, a firm, steady stroke that had her moaning.
“Like that?” he asked, his voice rough.
“Yes,” she gasped. “Just like that.”
He began to move faster, his hips slapping against her ass, the sound echoing in the small bathroom. Cayley braced herself against the vanity, her body rocking with each thrust, her breath coming in short gasps.
“Fuck, Cayley,” he groaned, his control slipping. “You feel so fucking good. Your ass feels so fucking good.”
It sent a thrill rushing down his back, telling her how good her ass felt. They’d never done anything like this before. Nothing this dirty.
She smiled at him in the mirror, her eyes filled with lust and excitement. “So do you,” she breathed. “So do you.”
He could feel her body tightening around him, could see the flush spreading across her chest. He knew she was close and he could feel his own orgasm building.
This was so unbelievable, too. That Cayley was actually enjoying having her backside fucked seemed like nothing short of a miracle. He had to wonder had this always been in her?
Would she have enjoyed this as much if it wasn’t set against the backdrop of Dante coming to fuck her this way tomorrow?
He looked down at his cock and the thought of Dante in this pose, thrusting in and out of her, drove him wild.
“I think…I think I might be able to come like this,” Cayley whimpered. She dropped a hand between her legs and began rubbing furious circles around her clit.
Her declaration excited him. He tapped into the fear he’d felt just moments ago, when Dante had been crouched over her in the hallway, ready to take her anal virginity in front of his very eyes.
His cock hardened inside her, the walls of her back channel gripping him tightly.
“Ah!” she gasped. “You’re so hard! You’re so hard inside me, Jon!” She let out a whimper and glanced at the reflection of his erect prick pumping in and out of her. She came with a shout.
His own orgasm quickly followed. He could feel the bumpy walls of her anus squeezing him, coaxing the nut from his body. He gritted his teeth, grunted and erupted into frantic thrusting as he loosed his seed into her bowels.






  
  Chapter seven
Chapter 7


Cayley had just finished unpacking a shipment of Italian suits when she heard the electronic bell sound at the front of the store. She heard Susan greeting the customer, then glanced at her watch to see it was almost five. 
A jolt of excitement shot through her and she blushed. She’d been blushing on and off all day.
Jonathan had insisted she wear her plug to work, despite her reservations. She’d finally agreed but for what she felt was totally the wrong reason.
The plug reminded her of Dante. Each time it shifted inside her as she moved and walked reminded her of what his fat cock felt like inside her. And after each of those moments her body filled with anticipation at what it would feel like inside her back way in.
She’d been glad Jonathan had sent Dante away the night before. Glad that she’d had her first backside experience with her husband and not her…lover.
It felt crazy even thinking that. Lover. Never in a million years would she have believed she would do something like this. Now that it was happening it was fine. Thrilling, even.
Almost a little too thrilling. Because the plug didn’t just remind her of Dante. It made her crave him. Deeply. And that made her feel like this whole thing was spinning a little too fast and a little out of control.
Susan poked her head into the back room. “Cayley? There’s, uh, your friend’s here to see you,” she said, wearing a knowing smile.
Cayley smiled back and nodded. She wasn’t sure how much Susan knew, or suspected. But Dante had been swinging by a lot lately and Susan wasn’t stupid.
The only thing Cayley really didn’t want Susan thinking was that she was having an affair. But there really wasn’t a good way to explain why Dante had been around so much and how that wasn’t the reason why, without making it sound like it was.
So she’d just left it and not said anything, hoping Susan wouldn’t be too judgmental about it.
She set down her clipboard, adjusted her blouse and walked out of the dim light of the back room into the showroom.
A pleasurable shiver of excitement rippled down her back at seeing Dante.
Dante leaned against the counter, his muscular frame draped in a tailored, navy suit that shimmered under the store lights. The jacket hugged his broad shoulders, tapering down to his narrow waist. A gold chain, thick and flashy, snaked around his neck, contrasting with his tanned skin. His dark hair, still damp from a shower, curled at the nape, and his eyes sparkled with mischief.
Susan ogled him a moment too long before catching herself. She flushed, then smiled, flustered.
Dante flashed her a grin, his teeth white and perfect. “Ladies,” he said, acknowledging her attention but quickly turning his to Cayley.
Cayley’s heart fluttered. The plug shifted inside her as she walked towards him, sending a wave of heat through her belly. She knew what that plug meant, what it promised. Her cheeks warmed as she approached the counter. “Dante,” she said, her voice confident and strong.
Dante’s gaze swept over her, lingering on her hips, her breasts. She felt naked under his scrutiny, as if he could see the secret she held inside her. He turned to Susan, his grin widening. “Mind if I steal Cayley a little early?”
Cayley scowled. “Oh I really shouldn’t…”
Susan glanced at the clock on the wall and dismissed Cayley’s protest with a wave of her hand. “Of course not. It’s nearly closing time anyways. You go ahead, Cayley. I’ll lock up tonight.” 
“Oh, are you sure?” Cayley asked.
“Absolutely. Have a nice evening!” Susan called out before disappearing into the back room, leaving Cayley alone with Dante.
Dante stepped closer, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. “How are you feeling today?” His eyes dipped, a knowing smirk playing on his lips.
Cayley swallowed hard, her body throbbing with arousal. “Fine,” she managed to say, her voice barely audible.
Dante chuckled, a low, sexy sound. “Just fine? From the flush on your cheeks, I’d say you’re feeling more than just fine.” He leaned in, his breath hot on her ear. “I can’t wait to see you squirm beneath me tonight, Cay-Cay.”
“Stop that!” Cayley hissed, casting a quick glance at the door to the back room to make sure Susan hadn’t hear him.
“I’m not stopping for anything. You’re gonna be mine tonight. I’ve been thinking about it all day. You wearing your homework today?” he asked, brushing her chin with his thumb.
She grabbed his hand and started dragging him towards the door.
He laughed as she pulled him out into the parking lot. “I’ll take that as a yes?” he asked.
She put her fists on her hips, scowling at him. “You can’t say those things in the shop, Dante!” she scolded.
He wrapped a hand around her waist and pulled her into an embrace, gazing into her eyes like he was about to kiss her.
“Dante, please!” she said, squirming in his grip but secretly enjoying his possessive, grabby hands. “I don’t want Susan or anyone else seeing us like this!”
He chuckled as he let her go. He turned and started sauntering towards his car.
She followed.
“Jonny ready to watch me have you again?” he asked as he opened the passenger side door for her.
Her breath hitched. The thought of Jonathan watching, his eyes filled with that tortured desire she’d seen so many times, sent a shiver down her spine. She was playing with fire, she knew. But she couldn’t deny the heat that consumed her, the need that burned within her. She wanted this. She wanted Dante. And she wanted Jonathan to watch.
She ducked down into the car and Dante shut the door. She reached for seat belt and buckled herself in as he jogged around the front of the car, then hopped into the driver’s seat.
He got in, shut the door and immediately leaned towards her.
“Dante, no! Not in the parking lot!” she said, pushing him away. She couldn’t resist the giggle that bubbled out of her. It had been a long time since she’d felt this from a man.
The incessant, insatiable desire that Dante was showing for her. He wanted her every moment he was around her and she could feel it. She knew he pined for her even when he wasn’t in her presence and it drove her wild that a man that wasn’t Jonathan was thinking about her in that way.
“Where are you taking me?” she asked, keeping her tone playful as he put the car in reverse and pulled out of the spot.
He turned and gazed at her as he shifted into drive. “Why don’t you text your husband and tell him to meet us at Falls Plaza in half an hour.”
Her smile faded and her eyes widened. She hadn’t expected this. “Wait, what? Why?”
He squeezed her thigh as he pulled the car out into traffic. “I wanted tonight to be special. I’ve got a little surprise for you guys.”
“What? What are you talking about, Dante?” she asked, her stomach already tingling from excitement at what he might have in store.
Dante veered the car onto the highway on-ramp, tires humming as they picked up speed.
Cayley’s eyes widened, her pulse quickening. “Dante, Falls Plaza is the other way,” she protested, gripping the door handle as he accelerated.
“Change of plans,” he said, a mysterious smile playing on his lips. The engine roared as he shifted gears, weaving through traffic with practiced ease.
Cayley’s heart pounded in her chest as the speedometer climbed. She’d never been one for speed, but there was something exhilarating about the way Dante handled the sports car, the way he commanded the road. She felt a thrill, a sense of danger that sent a shiver down her spine.
Dante glanced at her, his hand leaving the gearshift to rest on the inside of her thigh. His touch was hot, possessive, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. “You like tha?” he asked, his eyes flicking between her and the road.
Cayley bit her lip, suppressing a moan as his hand inched higher, his fingers brushing the edge of her skirt. She did like it, more than she cared to admit. There was something dangerous about Dante that made her feel so…alive.
“We’re not supposed to be doing this,” she said, as his fingers moved closer towards her core. She could already feel her pussy moistening at his strong touch.
“Not supposed to be doing what?” he asked, dropping down a gear and moving into the left lane to pass the traffic. He got his hand back up on her thigh and brushed her skirt up until she could see her panties.
She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. He had a determined look in his eye that drove her wild. “I’m not supposed to be letting you touch me without Jonathan around,” she said. Confessing it just made it hotter that he was.
He chuckled and brushed the tips of his fingers against her underwear. “Your husband’s going to let me use your ass tonight, Cayley. I’m pretty sure he wouldn’t have a huge problem with me touching your leg. Why don’t you send him a picture of my hand on your leg? He’ll be jerking off all the way to the plaza,” he added with a chuckle.
Cayley let out a tortured breath and wrapped a hand around his wrist to at least make a show of trying to stop him.
His hand just slid higher, his fingers tracing the lace edge of her panties.
She gasped and her body tensed as he brushed against the plug nestled inside her.
“Dante,” she gasped, her hands clutching the seat beneath her. “We’re on the highway. Someone might see.”
He chuckled, a low, sexy sound that sent another wave of heat coursing through her. “Let them see,” he said, his fingers pressing against her, sending a shockwave of pleasure through her body. “Let them watch you come undone, Cay-Cay.”
Cayley’s cheeks flushed, her body aching with need. She squirmed in her seat, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Dante’s touch was intoxicating, consuming, pushing her to the edge of reason.
“Pull your panties sideways, sweetheart,” Dante whispered.
She squirmed in her seat, mewling in protest but she didn’t mean it and she knew Dante knew it as well as she did. Reaching down between her legs, she pulled her panties to one side for him.
A wide grin formed on his mouth.
She shuddered as he ran his middle finger up the cleft between her labia. She moaned as he slipped it inside her. It was thick and hard and the way he curled it up into her touched the best part of her. “Oh god, Dante!” she gasped.
“You’re fucking soaking wet, Cayley,” he said, his finger moving in and out of her. He pressed his foot against the gas and the car accelerated, pressing her into her seat.
The other cars were flying by beside them. She normally hated when anyone drove like this. It was so dangerous for everyone! Somehow with Dante she didn’t care. With Dante fucking her with his finger it only made it more exciting. “Fuck, Dante!” she gasped, her pussy muscles already starting to close around him.
“Yeah?” he growled. “That slutty little pussy gonna come all over my leather seats?”
“Fuck!” she mewled, squeezing her hand tighter around his wrist. Her eyes flew open as he pressed his middle finger deep into her and up against her g-spot.
“Come, Cayley,” he growled. “Fucking come all over my hand like a good little slut.”
Her hips started bucking an, a moment later, an orgasm overwhelmed her making her throw her head back and cry out 






  
  Chapter eight
Chapter 8


Jonathan sat in the foyer of Dante’s Falls Plaza apartment building, hat in hand, obsessively checking his cell phone every few seconds. The text from Cayley, and accompanying photo of her in Dante’s car with his hand on her lap had triggered an intense reaction. 
He’d left a sump pump installation he’d meant to finish and begged off, telling the home owner he’d be back first thing tomorrow and that something had come up.
He’d barely been able to drive the van over here, his hands were shaking so bad.
He knew what had probably happened. Dante had probably shown up at the store and wooed or dragged her to his car. Cayley wasn’t the greatest about putting her foot down when it was easiest just to go along for the ride.
But it did go against the rules they’d laid out. She was out with Dante, with his hand on her leg, with Jonathan nowhere in sight.
He’d already given himself a lecture about how he wasn’t going to make a big deal out of it. He’d dragged her into this situation and if that meant he had to deal with her not being able to say ‘no’ to Dante every now and again then, well, that was on him.
But every time he’d glance at the picture, which was every few seconds, he’d juice himself on the thought that she’d done something forbidden. Something naughty. Possibly something slutty?
He could almost make out her underwear and could barely believe she’d even sent him a pic like that. Obviously Dante had made her do that, too, and somehow even that was arousing.
Dante had a power over her and he had no qualms about using it. Cayley could be a little helpless sometimes. Which is why he’d insisted that they were in this together. That he should always be there, supervising, whenever she was around Dante.
But this sort of thing was impossible to control for. He couldn’t park himself outside of the store and police whether Dante showed up or not.
Sure, Cayley could have told Dante that she was going to take the bus home and to just leave her alone but why would she do that? Why would she turn down a free ride? And why wouldn’t she let him put his hand on her leg? After all, her husband had told her to do far, far worse while he was watching.
So he just kept zinging himself on the dopamine fix he got from glancing at that picture. Seeing Dante’s big, strong hand on Cayley’s soft thigh, his fingers just an inch or so from what he craved so much.
The elevator bell dinged and Jonathan looked up as the doors slid open. His heart skipped a pulse.
Dante stood next to Cayley in yet another handsome suit, this time with a gold chain around his neck.
Cayley, whose hair looked a little dishevelled for just getting off of work, stood next to him chewing on the bottom corner of her mouth and looking guilty as sin.
Jonathan stood up and walked like a zombie towards the elevator.
“Hey, Jonny,” Dante said, flashing that evil grin at him.
He walked into the elevator in a stupor. As the doors closed his nostrils flared and he breathed in the unmistakable scent of Cayley’s excitement.
Dante’s heavy hand fell on his shoulder and the smell sharpened.
He turned and looked at Cayley with wide eyes.
“Your wife let me finger her pussy in the car,” Dante growled behind him. “Hope you don’t mind.”
Cayley glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and shrugged.
Her reaction sent an electric jolt through him that terminated in his cock. Slutty, cheating Cayley letting herself get fingered in the car turned him on so fucking much.
The elevator doors slid open revealing the luxuriously carpeted hallway. Dante led the way down the hall, Cayley following, and Jonathan trailing behind. The scent of her lingered behind her, intoxicating him.
Dante pushed open his apartment door, the sprawling harbour view twinkling through the wall-to-ceiling windows. “Make yourselves comfortable,” he called out, veering towards the kitchen. “I’ll fix us some drinks.”
Jonathan turned to Cayley, his eyes searching hers. She looked away, wandering towards the windows, her reflection shimmering against the night.
“Cayley,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “What happened?”
She hugged herself, her eyes fixed on the distant harbor lights. “What?” she asked, seeming a little defensive. “He came to the store and said he was giving me a ride.”
“And?” Jonathan pressed, stepping closer.
She turned to face him, her cheeks flushed. “And?” she echoed.
“What happened in the car?”
She rolled her eyes and let out an exasperated sigh. “Obviously something happened in the car,” she hissed. “You know how he is!”
His heart pounded. “You let him?”
Her eyes flashed a mix of defiance and shame.
Jonathan’s jaw clenched. He’d told himself he wasn’t going to do this. He’d meant to stay composed. Maybe bring it up later. Maybe. He couldn’t help himself, though.
The thought of Dante’s hands on Cayley, her helpless beneath his touch, sent a wave of jealous heat through him that he had no control over. “You could have said no, Cayley. You could have stopped him.”
When she looked at him again he saw grievance in her eyes and he knew this was the wrong tack. This was the wrong way to handle this. He was the one responsible for the situation with Dante. Cayley had always just been along for the ride. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, shaking his head. “I’m just…”
To his surprise, she stepped in front of him and ran her hands down from his chest to his abdomen. “Jealous?” she asked, her voice a whisper.
“A little bit,” he replied, nodding.
“I thought about you the whole time.”
It wasn’t what he’d expected to hear from her. He couldn’t tell what she was doing. Whether this was an act for his benefit or if she’d really gained enough confidence to say something like that to him.
“The whole time his finger was inside me I was thinking of what it would be like if you were watching,” she added. A small smile twisted on her mouth.
She knew what this was doing to him. She knew what sort of heat and hardness this was inspiring in his crotch. He could see it in her eyes. She liked the way she was making him feel by telling him this stuff. “Did you come?” he asked.
She smiled a little wider. “I came so hard,” she admitted.
His stomach clenched, pushing the air out of his lungs.
“What are you two love birds whispering over there, huh?” Dante asked.
“I was just telling him how hard you made me come in the car,” Cayley said, her eyes riveted to Jonathan’s.
Her admission was like a second punch in the gut. It sent a delicious sizzle of arousal crackling up and down his spine.
“Oh yeah?” Dante asked, setting down the tray with drinks he’d carried in.
In his peripheral vision Jonathan saw Dante staring at Cayley. What she’d said had obviously affected him, too.
“You know what?” Dante said. “Why don’t we skip the pleasantries and get right down to business. Jonny take your wife into the bedroom and strip her down for me.”
The arousal crept up through Jonathan’s spine, up the back of his neck and over the top of his head. He wanted to be civilized. He wanted to sip on the drinks Dante had brought in and make small talk and pretend like all of this was perfectly normal. But his sex drive was roaring inside him thinking of seeing Cayley do the dirty deed with Dante again.
He looked up at her and she flashed a pleased and somewhat expectant smile. Like she knew exactly what he was going to do, that he was going to lead her right into the bedroom like Dante had told him to. Like she wanted the exact same thing. No pleasantries. Just straight to business.
He took her hand and turned her towards the bedroom, walking at a funerary pace.
Dante picked up a glass and took a swig before falling into line behind them.
Each step felt heavier than the last as he marched Cayley towards their shared destiny.
Dante took up position by the door to watch Jonathan prepare his wife for him.
Jonathan looked up into her eyes.
“Well?” she said. “You heard him, Jonny,” she said, chuckling. “I know you want it.” She reached out and cupped the curve of his cock through his pants. She ran her hand slowly up and down along the shaft.
Her touch was excruciatingly pleasurable. It ratcheted up the tension in his groin and he felt pre-cum leak out of his cock.
He reached up and undid the top button of her blouse.
Jonathan’s fingers trembled as he unbuttoned Cayley’s blouse, revealing her smooth skin inch by inch. He tugged the fabric from her skirt, letting it fall open. Cayley shrugged, letting the blouse slip off her shoulders and flutter to the floor. Her eyes locked onto his, a spark of defiance and desire burning within.
“Keep going,” she urged, her voice steady and sure. By the look on her face she seemed to be very much enjoying being disrobed this way for Dante.
He reached around her, finding the zipper of her skirt. He tugged gently, the skirt sliding down her curves, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, kicking it aside with a graceful flick of her foot.
Jonathan knelt before her, his heart pounding. He slipped off her heels, one by one, his fingers brushing against her soft skin. He looked up at her, his breath hitching at the sight of her standing there, clad only in her underwear.
Cayley reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She let the straps slide down her arms, her full breasts spilling free. She stood tall, her shoulders back, her chin lifted. Not an ounce of shyness remained. She was a queen, ready for her lover.
Jonathan hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties, the last barrier. He pulled them down slowly, revealing her completely. She stepped out of them, her hips swaying slightly, a small smile playing on her lips.
He could smell the scent of her lubricating essence wafting from between her legs and it drove him wild with desire. It was even more erotic thinking that it wasn’t for him this time. This time her body was preparing itself for Dante.
“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire.
“Help her up onto the bed,” Dante said. He set down his drink and undid his belt buckle.
Jonathan took her by the hand and turned her around and helped her climb up onto the big king sized bed.
“On all fours,” Dante ordered. He’d shed his jacket and was unbuttoning his shirt.
Cayley positioned herself on all fours, with her ass towards them. The plug was firmly embedded in her bottom and it wiggled as she got into position.
Dante tugged his pants off, reached into his underwear and started stroking her cock. “Pull that trainer out of her,” Dante said.
Jonathan stepped forward, put a hand around the plug and gently eased it out of her body. He stared at the way her ass hole gaped, having been stretched all day by the device.
“Atta boy,” Dante said, stepping up behind them. “Now I want you to kiss that ass hole,” he said.
Cayley’s body stiffened and she shot a nervous glance over her shoulder.
Jonathan sensed her apprehension. “I don’t know if…”
“It’s okay,” she said, cutting him off.
His cock throbbed at how quickly she agreed to Dante’s order.
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Jonathan, under the spell of Dante’s dominant instructions and Cayley’s newfound sexual pliability, put his hands on the beautiful, round orbs of her ass. He sank down, knees against the mattress, and bent forward. 
His nose filled with the damp tartness of her pussy smell. He puckered his lips and pressed them against her slowly closing ass hole and gave it a small kiss.
Dante started chuckling behind him. “Are you serious, bro?” he asked. “Did you ever eat ass before?”
A swell of embarrassment washed over Jonathan as he shook his head. He glanced up at Cayley but couldn’t see her face. Her body was perfectly still, though and he could feel the tension in it.
“Work up some spit in your mouth,” Dante instructed.
Jonathan worked up a pool of saliva in his mouth.
“Now spit.”
Pursing his lips, Jonathan let the saliva ooze out of his mouth and onto Cayley’s sphincter.
She drew in a breath and her back arched as wetness coated her sensitive ring.
“Good. Now stick your tongue out,” Dante ordered.
Jonathan poked his tongue out from his mouth.
“Press it against that pucker and do a few little circles around it,” Dante said.
Jonathan pressed his tongue against her ass hole and swiped.
“Oh!” Cayley moaned. Her body reacted immediately, pushing her ass backwards and against his face, mashing her sphincter against his tongue.
Dante chuckled behind him. “You two are fucking adorable. You’re married and you never ate your wife’s ass before?” he asked, clucking and shaking his head.
Jonathan could barely hear him. His mind was fixated on the way the bumpy flesh felt beneath his tongue. He circled a little wider and Cayley shuddered, letting out another pleasured moan and pressing herself even harder against his face.
He squeezed her ass cheeks together, feathering his tongue against her now tight opening.
She shuddered and swayed back and forth, mewling with pleasure.
He sank his face deeper between her cheeks and closed his eyes. He immediately drifted into the most dissociated state he’d ever experienced. As if his life’s purpose was this, pleasuring Cayley’s beautiful body with his mouth. He felt like he could have stayed there forever.
Cayley’s breath quickened and the moans increased in intensity.
He felt her sphincter start to tighten and release as he worked his tongue around it. Was she really going to have an orgasm from this? He pressed a little harder, trying to help her reach whatever pleasure she though she could find.
“Oh god!” she gasped. “Oh my god!”
His jaw was starting to hurt and drool was running out of the corners of his mouth, coating Cayley’s crack and ass cheeks. He spun his tongue faster around her hole.
Cayley’s body began shaking uncontrollably against his face. She let out another long moan and he felt the contractions of her pelvic floor as she came.
He carried on licking her until she stopped shaking and reached back to push his face away from her backside.
A silence fell over them, broken only by Cayley’s panting.
As he straightened up and wiped his mouth, he gazed at her ass and pussy. Her ass cheeks and back entrance were shiny and slick with his spit. Beneath that, her pussy juices fell from her labia in a steady drip.
“Shit, dude. You’re a fucking natural at that,” Dante murmured next to him.
Cayley lowered her face to the bed and put her hands on her ass. She grabbed her cheeks and spread them, baring her hole and stretching it open, begging Dante for what she clearly needed.
“Take your clothes off, Jonny,” Dante said, nudging him out of the way and taking up position behind Cayley.
“What?” Jonathan asked.
“Just do what I say. You’re gonna have the fucking time of your life. I promise.” He jerked his cock and put the thumb of his other hand on her ass hole.
Jonathan staggered backwards, undoing his pants and pulling his shirt off over his head. He watched Dante slip his thumb slowly into Cayley’s ass.
She let out a low, tortured and almost bovine-sounding moan.
Dante seemed to relish the sound and her reaction. He worked his thumb in and out of her ass a few times, tipping his hips forward and sliding his cock against her wet pussy lips to collect the moisture from them.
With his clothes stripped, Jonathan stood beside him, staring at the way he was manipulating Cayley’s body. At the way he pressed his thumb into her like he owned her. Like he had all the rights to all her holes.
“Get up on the bed, dude,” Dante growled. “Right in front of her. Back up to the headboard. Legs crossed. I’m gonna let you jerk your cock while I fuck your wife’s ass.”
Dante’s words sent a pulse of white-hot jealousy through Jonathan. At the same time he found himself unable to resist following the order. There was something freeing about letting Dante take charge. Abdicating his own will and following the dirty orders to get what he wanted.
He crawled up onto the bed, pressed his back against the headboard and crossed his legs. He gripped his cock in one hand and cupped his balls with the other.
He flinched when Dante spat a glob of saliva onto Cayley’s ass hole.
Cayley moaned, like you’d see a woman do in a porno. Or did she really like that? Had she developed a taste for the dirtier side of fucking?
Dante slid his cock between her legs and pressed it into her.
Cayley reared up onto hands and knees, eyes flying wide open as his girth filled her.
He’s not supposed to be inside her bare.
The thought circled in Jonathan’s mind but he couldn’t bring himself to say it out loud.
“Relax,” Dante reassured him, like he’d read his mind. “I just want to be good and lubed up.” He pulled his cock out of her pussy and it was coated with a mixture of clear, sticky pussy juice and creamier white clumps Jonathan had never seen before.
“You see that?” Dante asked, brandishing his cock at Jonathan. “That’s the good stuff. That means she really fucking wants it.”
Cayley scowled. “Can you stop talking about me like I’m a piece of livestock? I can hear everything you’re saying!”
Dante smirked. Tucking his cock back down between her legs he pushed himself inside her again.
She reacted the same way, her back arching, getting up on her fingertips and trying to slide further down his cock. Her mouth moved but no sound came out and she seemed totally out of control of herself from his intrusion.
Dante leaned over her, reached a hand around and squeezed on of her breasts.
Cayley gasped and put a hand over his, trying to fuck his cock even though he wasn’t supposed to be inside her without protection.
Jonathan just stared, stupefied by what he was watching and by the fact that he was letting it happen. Everything was on the line here.
This was the very edge of danger. Maybe Dante had perfect timing but there was no guarantee of that. A split-second too late, or not sensing his orgasm creeping up on him and he might spill a bit inside her before pulling out.
It was madness not calling him out for the dangerous behaviour.
Jonathan’s cock was rock-hard in his hand. He stroked it, teasing himself with the pleasure of watching Dante go bareback inside Cayley.
Cayley, too, seemed lost in the moment. Each time he thrust into her she drew in a slow breath and her eyes rolled back inside her head.
Dante took his hand off of her breast and gripped a fistful of her hair. He pulled her head back slightly. “Look at your man, slut. Look at your man while I fuck you.”
Cayley stared straight at Jonathan, a desperate, pleading look in her eye. She looked down at his hand around his cock and her eyes widened with excitement.
She pushed herself backwards, impaling herself deeper onto Dante’s stiff prick and moaned.
“I think she likes you, buddy,” Dante said, chuckling.
Jonathan’s eyes moved from Cayley’s tortured expression to her swaying breasts, to the sight of Dante’s balls dangling between her legs. His hand moved slowly up and down his shaft, his grip tight and slippery from the pre-cum oozing out of him.
“Fuck,” Dante growled, pulling his cock out of her pussy. “Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.” He let go of her hair.
Cayley fell down onto all fours again, panting, and Dante stepped forward, laying his erection triumphantly on the crack of her ass. It was drenched in her arousal juices and he rubbed it slowly along her back hole. “You ready for this, baby?” he purred.
Cayley whimpered, twerking her ass slowly to feel his cock glide along it.
Watching her total abandon, her near desperation hardened Jonathan’s shaft. Every few seconds his mind reminded him of the dangerous co8upling he’d just watched.
Dante had gone into her bare. Unprotected, unguarded by any barrier. There was nothing in between the source of his genetic juice in his balls and Cayley’s fertile receptacle. The slightest spasm of his erectile tissue could have caused some of it to spill into her.
The thought that Dante’s seed might, at that very moment, be making it’s way to her source sent jolt after jolt of electric excitement straight into Jonathan’s balls.
“You want it, Cayley?” Dante asked, rubbing his cock head against her bottom hole.
“Please!” Cayley finally moaned, as if she really were desperate for him to fill that void.
Dante looked up at Jonathan and grinned.
Jonathan knew the reason for the look and meaning behind it. Dante was gloating. He’d been right all along. Jonathan should feel like a fool for laughing at the suggestion that Cayley would take his cock up her ass.
None of it mattered. The only thing that mattered was watching Cayley’s desperation and her coming pleasure. He’d uncovered so much more of her in these last few weeks. She was capable of feeling so much more than he’d ever imagined. He wanted to witness it over and over again.
“Alright, sweetheart,” Dante whispered. He mashed the fat head of his prick against her sphincter with two fingers.
Cayley gasped and arched her back.
The stiff, pink erectile tissue began to stretch her orifice.
She drew in a lungful of air and held it as the thickest part of him, the ridge of his cock head, passed into her. She let out it out when he paused, letting her adjust to accommodate his girth.
Cayley’s breathing was heavy for a few seconds. Then she twisted and wiggled her ass, getting used to the feeling of Dante inside her.
Dante watched her, the pleasure apparent on his face. The pleasure of a man who enjoyed using women as he pleased. The pleasure of a man conquering the final forbidden frontier of this taboo union. “You ready for more?” he asked her when her body had calmed.
Cayley lifted her eyes to Jonathan’s. Her mouth was hanging open and her gaze had darkened. She stared at him with heavy eyelids from under her brow. She reached out a hand.
Jonathan, deeply touched by the gesture, reached out and clutched her hand in his.
Cayley let out a heavy sigh. “Yes,” she said, her voice low and hoarse.






  
  Chapter ten
Chapter 10


It felt so, so different and so, so good. Unlike anything else she’d ever experienced.
Sure, it had been fun discovering she liked anal play with Jonathan. It had been sexy that Dante had been the one to suggest it. The toys had been risque and wearing them to work had been thrilling.
This was different than all of that.
The feeling of Dante’s thick, hard cock entering her ass focused her mind completely on that part of her body. His erection had just the slightest bit of give and it had made it easier to bear the intrusion and the stretch it caused.
Once it was in it seemed to thicken, pressing against the sensitive walls of her anus and sending ripples of pleasure dancing up and down her back and into her crotch.
She held Jonathan’s hand and stared into his eyes. She’d wanted to make sure he felt included, that he felt a part of this after what had happened in the car with Dante.
She wasn’t worried that he’d be upset anymore, though. Because this had become something bigger. It wasn’t just about the two of them anymore, like he’d said. Something had opened inside her. A door to a part of herself she hadn’t known existed.
Jonathan was her husband and always would be. She was dead certain of that. But this wild experience with Dante had made her realize there was more to life than just a steady job and a safe marriage.
Dante had made her feel things. A real, wild roller coaster of emotions she was only just beginning to acknowledge. Jonathan made her happy and she loved him and she would always be his. But she couldn’t just turn her back on what Dante had inspired in her.
She grunted as Dante dug more of his shaft into her ass hole. Even thinking of it that way, thinking of it as her asshole, made her hornier. It was dirty and forbidden and she’d let Jonathan in it and now Dante was in it. A man who wasn’t even her husband was fucking her in the ass.
She squeezed Jonathan’s hand tighter and whimpered.
She let out a loud groan as Dante buried even more of his shaft into her guts and stretched her. The stretch was excruciating and so pleasurable at the same time. She’d never felt penetration so viscerally. She’d never felt a man own her in the way Dante was doing.
The whole space between her legs and up into her belly was buzzing with excitement and arousal and lust.
Dante grabbed her by the hair again and raised her up off of her hands.
She had to let go of Jonathan’s hand.
“Look at your man,” Dante commanded, pressing his cheek to hers.
She gazed at Jonathan, her back arched, her breasts proudly displayed for her husband’s pleasure. Another man’s cock buried inside her asshole.
She watched his intense gaze rake along her naked body. He looked stunned at what was happening but a fiery lust burned in his eyes. She loved the way he looked at her, knowing Dante’s cock was in her ass.
“Ready for more?” Dante asked.
Her upper lip curled as he pressed deeper into her. “Yes,” she grunted.
Jonathan looked so innocent and sweet sitting there with his legs crossed and jerking himself off to the sight of her getting fucked in the ass.
She groaned as Dante pushed his cock into her to its very root.
Jonathan’s eyes dropped down between her legs and he stared.
She looked down her body at the same spot and saw the very edge of Dante’s wrinkled, hairy scrotum swing out from between her pale thighs. She gasped, stunned at how ugly it looked compared to her own smooth skin.
When he pulled his cock out an inch, then dug it back into her, his balls swung out in a wide, slow arc. He let go of her hair, grabbed her upper arms and pulled them tightly behind her back.
It made her breasts jut out further and her back arch even more.
“I’m gonna fuck that ass so good and then I’m gonna blow my whole fucking load inside it,” Dante growled behind her.
She gasped, then whimpered as she thought of Dante unloading inside her. She’d been dreaming of this. Thinking of it dozens of times a day. She wanted it so bad. She wanted to feel his seed inside her so badly.
She had no idea why she craved it. Ever since Jonathan had done it bare inside her, shooting all his stuff into her body, it was nearly all she could think about. Sex just wasn’t the same anymore without that exchange. She needed it for pleasure.
Dante pulled his cock out and shoved it back in.
A shaky moan erupted from her that startled her. Her pussy squeezed and sobbed thick, sticky drips of wet that ran down her thighs. It was tingling like it had never felt before. It hadn’t even felt like this when Jonathan had used the vibrator on it.
Dante’s initial careful thrusts grew in abandon and took on a rhythm.
She glanced over her shoulder and saw him staring down at his cock, brow furrowed. He looked obsessed. He looked obsessed with the sight of it pumping in and out of her.
It made her so excited. Now she had two men that looked at her like that. Jonathan and Dante. Jonathan her caring, tender husband who was always ready to take care of her needs. And Dante her rough lover who used her body for his pleasure.
It made her core heat up even more thinking of it like that. She started panting in time with Dante’s pumping cock.
Each thrust into her asshole seemed to activate a whole new set of nerves. Her pussy wept between her legs, thick streams of her juices running down the insides of her thighs.
Dante was thrusting into her good and hard now and her body was shaking each time he rammed it in.
She looked down at her breasts as they shook and slapped together from the impact of his cock moving in and out of her butt.
She glanced down at Jonathan. He’d stopped masturbating and was clutching at the root of his cock with a fist. He was staring between her legs. Staring at Dante’s ball sack swinging back and forth between her soaked thighs.
She looked over her shoulder at Dante again. It was all so perfect. It was all the way she’d imagined it would be. His cock felt so good inside her backside. Jonathan watching was so exciting and also kind of wrong, which made it all hotter.
She was missing one thing, though. She wanted the full sensory experience, just like she’d had the night before.
Dante looked up at her and growled, his lip curling as he slammed his cock into her hard and held it there, deep in her insides. “You like that?” he demanded.
“I want to see it,” she said, the words out of her mouth before she knew she was speaking them.
Dante paused and tilted his head, then a slow grin spread across his lips. “Oh, yeah. Now you’re fucking talking, Cayley. Hey, Jonny!” he barked.
Jonathan startled at hearing his name spoken. He blinked and tore his eyes away from her thighs and looked up over her shoulder at Dante glaring at him.
“Go into the bathroom and grab the hand mirror second drawer down on the left.”
Jonathan blinked a few more times, the request taking longer than usual to register. He looked lost. He looked like he was lost deep in a sea of his own dirty thoughts and could barely hear what Dante was saying to him. He shook his head, scrambled off the bed and traipsed to the bathroom.
A minute later he returned, still absently clutching his cock in one hand, carrying a round hand mirror in the other. He offered it to Dante.
“You mind?” Dante asked. “I’ve kind of got my hands full here.”
Jonathan looked at the mirror, then at Cayley, then back at the mirror again, like he’d forgotten the reason he even had it in his hand.
Dante let go of one of her arms, reached out and raised the mirror so it was above her head, pointing at her ass. “Hold it right there,” he ordered.
Jonathan grasped the mirror and held it with one hand in the air, the other still gripping his own penis. His penis was redder than she’d ever seen it. Throbbing with each beat of his heart and leaking a clear and silky fluid.
She looked into his eyes and saw his face was nearly the same shade of red as his cock. “Jonathan,” she whispered. “Don’t come. Wait for me. Don’t come yet,” she said, sounding slightly desperate.
He seemed to understand, nodding and gripping the root of his penis tighter as he held the mirror over her head.
She raised her eyes and saw the reflection of Dante’s fat cock buried deep inside her ass. The sight made her groan and she felt her pussy and her butt hole clench, squeezing Dante tighter.
“Oh fuck she likes that!” Dante said, letting out a low chuckle. He slowly pulled his cock out of her bottom and held it with just the tip still in her.
Her eyes widened as she gazed at it. She couldn’t believe that whole thing could fit into her tight bottom hole. A hole that, just a few days ago, she wouldn’t even have contemplated letting Jonathan go near.
Now Dante was inside her. Stretching her way wider than any of his training plugs. Giving her feelings she’d never had with Jonathan or with anyone else.
He pressed it back in as slowly as he’d removed it.
She moaned louder. The sight of it going in was so much sexier than Jonathan’s. She hated to admit it but it was true. The size of Dante’s cock drove her wild in a way she’d never admit to Jon. “Again!” she begged as Dante’s neatly trimmed patch of pubic hair tickled her backside.
He dragged his hardened hose out and stuffed it back in, pulling her arms even more tightly behind her back so her elbows nearly touched.
He resumed his rhythm. A steady pump that started at the rim of her asshole, shot out through her whole body and terminated at her toes and the base of her brain.
She couldn’t think straight. She couldn’t talk. She could only stare at that huge penis moving in and out of her. Moving out of the wrong end of her, the pointless hole that would result in nothing when he finally spewed his hot load into her guts.
This was all just for her pleasure. It was all just for these sensations that had awakened a Cayley that would never rest again without a steady supply of good, fat cock.
The jumbled thoughts smashed into the tingling feeling humming in her whole body and a fierce and violent orgasm tore through her.
She cried out, a sharp shriek of a scream, and threw her head back as her body shook and her pussy squeezed and clenched, the emptiness inside it making her crazy with needy lust.
It gripped her for so long, Dante’s cock moving in and out, in and out of her asshole until that recently tender entrance felt raw and numb at the same time.
Her head fell forward, her body slumping in the same direction, suspended only on Dante’s cock and his hands on her upper arms. She groaned as a heavy tiredness overwhelmed her.
She looked up from under her brow to see Jonathan still holding the mirror up but staring at her with an even more shocked expression.
“You see that, Jonny?” Dante chuckled behind her, impaling his cock deep inside her ass and holding it there. “You’ve got to learn to trust me, buddy. I know what I’m talking about when it comes to this stuff. I think you can probably put the mirror down now,” he added, chuckling again.
Jonathan blinked, looked up at the hand holding the mirror and slowly lowered it, setting the mirror on the bed next to her so she could see her own reflection.
“You ready for the grand finale?” Dante asked. “You ready to see a nice fat load of Dante dripping out of your wife’s ass?”
Jonathan blinked again and looked up over her shoulder at Dante. “Yes,” he whispered.
Dante let her arms go and she fell forward onto all fours on the bed. “Cayley’s not quite ready for it, are you Cay-Cay?” he asked. He drew his cock out and slid it back inside her.
It took a few moments to register that the question was intended for her. It took a little longer to parse what he was asking, and longer still to scour her thoughts for an answer.
She shuddered when she found it. Raised her head up slowly and locked eyes with Jonathan, who looked even more stunned. “Not quite,” she whispered.
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His mind was blank from the pressure in his cock. He felt like he’d been subjected to some sort of sexual re-conditioning program. Like seeing Dante do what he’d considered impossible a few short days ago, fuck Cayley’s ass, had reprogrammed his psychology on a fundamental level. 
He couldn’t believe Dante was making casual conversation with him while his cock was still inside Cayley’s ass. It was a wonderful, horrible thing and he couldn’t have a single independent thought because of what he was seeing.
“Cayley needs a little more before she gets an assful of Dante, doesn’t she?” Dante asked.
Cayley’s eyes fell lower for a moment. Her shoulders sagged. Like she was processing some very difficult, very depressing revelation she’d just had. Like she was coming to terms with something very profound she couldn’t wrap her mind around. “Yes,” she whispered.
She raised her head and looked at Jonathan again, a certain surrender in her eyes.
Dante drew his cock out of her until just the tip was lodged inside her, then pried her ass cheeks apart with his thumbs and sank it back inside.
Her reaction this time was a soft exhale and not a moan. She’d grown accustomed to it. He’d stretched her enough that she’d grown used to his size and it didn’t really faze her anymore.
“What does Cayley need?” Dante asked. He leaned over her, reached a hand around her body and squeezed her boob, running his other hand down to the small of her back. “Tell us what you want, baby,” he asked.
Cayley’s eyes fell to the bed again and she shook her head. “You know what it is already, don’t you?” she asked.
Dante chuckled. He looked up and met Jonathan’s gaze and grinned. “I want to hear you say it,” he demanded, giving her ass a gentle tap with his hand.
Jonathan’s chest constricted. He’d already felt the change in Cayley. He’d seen it when Dante fucked her ass. He’d seen the change in her demeanour, the wild look in her eye she got right before her orgasm.
Dante had changed her. Maybe she didn’t even know it yet but he had. This whole thing had changed her and he had to wonder if there was ever any going back?
He wasn’t sure why Dante was trying to drag this out of her now. Why he wouldn’t just say what he knew she wanted, why he was making her ask for it. But it felt dangerous and dark.
Dante drew his cock out and let his hand fall between her legs. He twisted two fingers against her clit as he pressed his cock back into her ass.
She shuddered and moaned this time, throwing her head back at the pulse of ecstasy Dante had inspired inside her.
Dante pulled his hand out from between her legs. The two fingers he’d touched her with were coated in the warm dampness of her arousal. He lifted them to his nose, sniffed deeply and let his breath out with a low growl. “I want to hear you say it or you’re not gonna get it, Cayley,” he explained.
Cayley made a sound somewhere between a mewl and a purr. She pushed her hands against the mattress, digging his cock deeper into her insides. “Why are you making me do this?” she whined.
Dante chuckled. “Because it’s hot. Because I know it’s going to make you even hornier and because it’s gonna drive your husband wild. It’ll be a good time. Trust me.” He put his hands on her hips and gave his cock a few slow strokes in and out of her.
Cayley raised her head and met Jonathan’s eyes. Her slightly sad expression softened into something warm. She nearly smiled. Then she blushed. “It’s so dirty,” she whispered.
Dante ran his hands along her shoulders and tucked them underneath her to fondle her tits again. “That’s why he’s gonna like it,” he whispered.
Jonathan stared at her with his mouth hanging open. Wondering what could possibly be the source of this magical connection she had with Dante? How did he know what she wanted? How did she know what she needed? Had they talked about it? Had they planned this in advance?
His heart was thumping hard and his cock was jumping with each beat. He was amazed that he didn’t care that he was standing in Dante’s apartment, naked, his cock leaking pre-cum onto the sheets and carpet. All he wanted was to know what Cayley wanted.
She locked eyes with him with a sultry stare and seemed to overcome her inhibitions. “I want it in both holes at once,” she said, voice gravelly.
Dante grinned at him again. “You hear that, buddy? Yeah. You heard it. Look at your little pecker doing a whole dance about it!”
Cayley’s eyes fell to his cock and she giggled.
“What the…what the fuck are you guys talking about?” Jonathan asked.
“You heard the woman,” Dante replied. “How much clearer can she be? She wants it in both holes at once.”
Jonathan glanced at him but quickly looked to Cayley again. Her lips were parted and her eyes were hungry. “You’re serious? You mean this?” he asked. His heart was dancing in his chest.
She bit her lip and nodded.
Excitement roared through him. This was completely out of left field. He’d never, ever contemplated anything like this. He’d certainly never done anything like this.
“You just gonna stand there staring? You want me to call up a buddy to help us out?”
“Huh?” Jonathan said, startled by the question.
“You gonna get in there or what?” Dante asked.
Jonathan looked down at Cayley, then at her heavy breasts sagging beneath her. He shook his head and blushed, embarrassed by his own inexperience. “How do I…” he muttered.
Dante smirked. He grabbed Cayley’s arms and pulled them back, lifting her so she was on her knees with her boobs jutting out again.
Jonathan’s eyes widened at the sight of her thighs, soaked in fluid, the source of the wetness ready to accept his throbbing prick.
“Get on your back and get in between her legs, bro,” Dante said.
Jonathan scrambled up onto the bed. He tucked his feet under her and crab-walked forward on heels and elbows until he felt waves of wet warmth radiating from her pussy onto his cock.
Dante lowered her over Jonathan. He let go of her arms.
Cayley planted her hands on either side of his head and pressed her mouth to his lips. Her tongue plunged into his mouth and swirled around his and she tucked a hand between her legs and found the head of his cock.
She pulled away from the kiss and gazed into his eyes, sexual excitement burning in hers. She tucked his cock up into her greasy folds and moved her knees apart, sliding down his shaft until she settled against his pelvis.
“Oh my god!” she moaned, eyes fluttering back into her head.
“Oh my god,” Jonathan whispered.
A few moments of silence passed as the savoured the mutually induced pleasure in their groins. Then Dante loomed over her, scowling at Jonathan. “You just lie there and enjoy the ride, understand? I don’t want any swords touching.”
Jonathan, completely stunned by what was happening, simply nodded.
As Dante stood back up and out of view, Jonathan locked eyes with Cayley again.
She let out a loud groan as Dante pulled his cock halfway out of her and drove it back in.
Jonathan felt it, too. He blushed with embarrassment and a slight shame. He was actually feeling another man’s penis inside of Cayley. The only thing separating it from his was the thin layer of tissue and fat between her cavities.
He felt it glide into her again, pressing on his own cock and stimulating the nerves in it.
Cayley rose up and put her hands on his chest. She arched her back, pinching the root of his prick with her pussy entrance as she braced against Dante’s thrusts.
She stared at him with that wild and hungry look in her eye and made a feral, grunting sound as he entered her again.
Jonathan longed to say something, to share some sentiment and deepen their connection in that moment but words escaped him.
He could focus only on the feeling of her ass getting fucked and the lusty look in her eye that seemed to grow needier with each of Dante’s thrusts.
“Ugh!” she moaned as her pussy clenched around his prick.
“Fuck yeah,” Dante growled. He raised his hand and smacked her ass and drove a good, hard thrust into her.
The muscles in her pelvis contracted, pinching the two cocks penetrating her and clearly sending waves of pleasure rushing through her.
She swayed in a soft and luscious motion above him, her breasts doing semi-circles then gently slapping against each other right above his mouth.
“You want to feel that load inside your ass baby?” Dante said.
Cayley moaned and leaned lower, smothering Jonathan with her tits.
He slipped a nipple into his mouth and sucked it, swirling his tongue around it.
This reanimated her, sending her back up onto all fours and making her buck backwards against Dante’s thrusting.
It sheathed Jonathan deeper into her pussy so that he felt her labia touch his balls. Wet was pouring out of her. Running down his scrotum and onto his thighs and deeper into his ass crack.
The barrage of sensations coming from his pubic area were an assault on reason and rational though, a hedonistic artillery barrage peppering his lizard brain with ecstasy.
Dante’s thrusting picked up speed, his cock moving in and out of her and hardening as it approached release.
“Oh, fuck!” Cayley moaned, digging her nails into Jonathan’s chest and pressing back harder against Dante’s penetrations. She bent her elbows and mashed her lips against Jonathan’s mouth, her tongue once again plunging inside.
She moaned into his oral cavity, the sound buzzing down his spine and connecting with the throbbing excitement surging from the root of his cock.
She pulled away from the kiss, her hair in wild disarray around her face, some of it matted to her sweating forehead. “I want…I want you to fill my pussy,” she panted.
Jonathan’s eyes popped open wide and his cock hardened inside her.
She had passed her monthly time and there was every chance that she was ovulating and that his seed might take inside her this time.
Did he really want to live with the memory of how she’d conceived this way? Dante a permanent resident (though obviously kept secret) in the tale about how this era of their lives had begun?
In a wildly perverted way it was kind of hot. Then again…
“I want my pussy full of your come!” she demanded, hands clasping at his shoulders as Dante continued to plow her ass.
Her cheeks rose, nose wrinkling, her expression betraying that she was approaching her moment of orgasm.
Dante’s cock pumped and pumped, urging her to release, the outline of it gliding against Jonathan’s rock-hard prick and stimulating him towards his own expulsion.
“Fuck!” Dante shouted behind her. He slammed his cock in hard.
The sudden stop in motion reeled Jonathan back from the edge.
Cayley shrieked above him and her hips started wiggling wildly, her squeezing, jiggling pussy nursing him across the finish line. It clasped down on him as she came with a shout.
A guttural groan rumbled from his throat as semen flooded through his shaft. The enormous pressure that had built up over the evening suddenly released, spewing the hot contents of his balls into Cayley’s fertile corridor.
Dante’s thrusting resumed and he roared as he emptied his nut into her ass.
Cayley beat her fists against the mattress on either side of his head, face twisted, her body shaking as a massive orgasm gripped and squeezed them all.
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Dante’s thrusts became less urgent. His organ softened. His breathing slowed and quieted until finally he stopped moving with half his cock inside her. 
Cayley’s arms gave out and she collapsed forward onto Jonathan, her soft breasts mashing against his chest as the final twitches of her pussy squeezed the last of the juice from his shaft.
He saw Dante looming over her and they shared an awkward moment staring at each other.
Then a slow smile spread across Dante’s lips as he pulled himself out of Cayley. “Holy shit,” he muttered. “Holy fucking shit was that hot or what?”
His fat, deflating penis smacked against his thigh as he dismounted the bed.
A moment later Jonathan felt the deluge of Dante’s load come bubbling out of Cayley’s ass to coat her pussy lips and the root of his cock and his balls.
Dante took a step back and stared at Cayley’s ass, shaking his head, eyes wide. “Dude,” he said. “You’ve got to fucking see this.”
Another blush rose to Jonathan’s cheeks. This was so far out of his wheelhouse he wanted to crawl under the bed and hide. What was he supposed to say to something like that? Did Dante really live like this? Was he this sexually un-repressed all the time?
Dante leaned over them and grabbed the mirror from where Jonathan had left it on the bed. He held it up behind Cayley and grinned. “Look at that fucken’ booty,” he whispered, staring at Cayley’s ass.
Jonathan’s eyes widened as he saw his own average, shrinking penis slide out of Cayley’s pussy and fall between his thighs.
Her holes were a mess. Her ass was gaping, though closing quickly. Copious amounts of Dante’s semen were seeping from it, mingling with his own more modest deposit oozing from her pussy lips.
He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the wickedly beautiful sight. This was the definition of a woman defiled. Her body used by her dominant lover, with her husband inside her at the same time.
“What’s he doing?” Cayley whispered, her body stirring on top of him.
Jonathan swallowed the saliva that had pooled in his mouth. “He’s…he’s…” He couldn’t bring himself to squeeze the words out. He could only stare at Dante’s creamy filling slowly dripping out of her ass.
“Cayley, baby?” Dante said. “Cayley you’re gonna want to see this,” Dante said, touching her shoulder with two fingers.
Jonathan shook his head. He mouthed the word no at Dante, but Dante just smirked.
He knew better. Everything he’d said about Cayley had turned out to be right. Everything Jonathan had doubted about her had been wrong.
“What’s going on?” Cayley asked, seeing the two of them staring at each other. She rolled off of Jonathan and onto her back and saw Dante standing there with hand mirror pointed at her two holes. “Ew,” she said, “what are you doing?”
Dante got down on his knees at the foot of the bed and brought the mirror closer in between her legs. “I want to show you something. I want you to see this, baby,” he whispered.
Hearing him call her baby sent a shiver down Jonathan’s back. She wasn’t his baby. She’d never be his baby. She was married. She was his. Not Dante’s.
He bit back a snipe at Dante, not wanting to spoil the moment or the mood Dante was trying to conjure with his disgusting reveal.
Cayley’s eyes fell to the mirror and widened. She blinked a few times, staring at the sight of her two vulgarized holes leaking two different men’s seminal fluid.
The way she stared at it so intently, with such fascination, mesmerized Jonathan. She looked as enraptured of the sight as he had been himself.
She reached a hand between her legs and ran two fingers along her labia, squeezing some of her husband’s liquid out. It ran down towards her back hole, mixing with Dante’s sperm bubbling out of her ass.
She reached lower, her movement tentative, as if she was scared of touching his fluid coming out of her.
“Go on, Cayley. You can touch it,” Dante said, nodding in encouragement.
She gently bit one corner of her mouth and pressed her middle finger against her bottom hole. She drew in a soft breath as she pressed the tip inside herself and scooped out a dollop of Dante’s spunk.
She raised her hand and stared at it, running the pad of her thumb around the tip of her finger, playing with the splosh.
Dante set the mirror down and shuffled forward on his knees, moving her thighs wider apart with his hands. He dipped his middle finger towards her bottom and gently slipped it inside her. It passed easily, aided by the generous lubrication he’d provided.
Cayley winced and her shoulders twisted to one side.
Dante grinned. “You like it, don’t you? You like getting fucked in the ass?”
He pushed his finger deeper inside her, up to the second knuckle and gave it a slight twist.
The hot blush returned to her cheeks and she looked away from both of them, not wanting to answer the lewd question he’d posed.
Dante turned her head back with a finger under her chin and smiled wider. “No more shyness, remember? We’re all having fun here. Look at your man. Tell him what you like.”
Cayley slowly turned to Jonathan, who hoisted himself up onto his elbows to meet her gaze. He’d lost all shame about lying on the bed naked in front of Dante.
Cayley eyes moved side to side, her lips slightly parted. She ran her tongue over them, then met his stare. “I like getting fucked in the ass,” she whispered. She giggled  and blushed hotter.
Jonathan didn’t know how to respond. He felt like he’d been put under a spell by her. Or maybe by Dante’s corruption of her? He felt like he’d do anything she asked him. Suddenly she had all the power.
“You just gonna sit there dude? Your wife says something that beautiful and you’re just gonna stare at her?” Dante asked.
Jonathan’s mouth fell open, guilt bubbling through him at his inaction, but still he had now idea how to react.
“Tell her you liked it, man!” Dante said.
“I loved watching you get fucked in the ass!” Jonathan blurted.
Cayley started giggling and Dante chuckled as he stood up and tossed the mirror back onto the bed. He raised his arms above his head and brought them down in a flex, turning to look in the mirror and showing them his powerful back muscles.
Cayley looked up, the look in her eyes turning sultry as she studied his powerful physique from behind.
“You guys are fucking amazing!” Dante said, turning sideways towards the mirror and checking himself out. “You’re staying the night!”
Jonathan’s body jolted at Dante’s pronouncement. The night? Like, a sleepover? That sounded like a horrible idea. That was getting way to personal. Way too…involved.
Cayley seemed untroubled by it. She sat up and pulled her knees up and hugged them. As she did a wet fart bubbled out of her ass. Her hand shot to her mouth and she rolled off the bed, hightailing it towards the bathroom, one hand on her pussy, the other covering her ass.
Dante laughed as he watched her jog across the room, then disappear into the bathroom. He walked over to a clothes hanger standing in the corner, plucked off a heavy, black robe and wrapped himself in it. “Let’s go get a drink,” he said, striding out of the room.
Jonathan rolled off the bed pulling his underwear up and hunting for his pants. He pulled them on and quickly walked out of the bedroom to confront Dante on his suggestion.
He found him at the kitchen counter pouring out two whisky soda’s.
“Hey, man? I don’t think staying over is a good idea,” he said.
Dante finished pouring the drinks and capped the soda bottle. He set it down on the counter and slid one glass towards Jonathan, then picked up the other. “Oh yeah? Why not?” he asked, taking a swig of the drink.
Jonathan looked around the apartment, searching for some excuse in his mind to reject Dante’s hospitality.
“Are we having a good time or what?” Dante asked.
“We’re having a good time it’s just…”
“Then why stop the party?” He leaned closer to Jonathan. “You lucky sonofabitch you locked that booty down and now you want to keep it all to yourself?” he asked, scowling. “Not very good sportsmanship, Jonny!” He gave Jonathan a gentle punch on the shoulder.
“Where would we even sleep?” Jonathan asked, looking around the room.
“You can have I room. I’ll take the couch,” Dante replied, jerking a thumb in that direction.
Jonathan sighed. The only other excuse he could come up with is I don’t want to.
“Dude, come on,” Dante said. “Don’t be a loser. We’re having a great time. I need, like, fifteen minutes and then we can rock and roll. Don’t you want to see Cay-Cay ride this thing again tonight?” he asked, grasping his cock and giving it a shake under his robe.
Jonathan couldn’t help but look down at it. Truth was he did want to see that. But he also wanted time. Time alone with Cayley. To sort through and sort out all the messy emotions running through his mind. To reassure himself that she was still his and he was still hers. That wasn’t going to happen if they stayed with Dante.
“I’ll tell you what,” Dante said, setting his drink down. “Why don’t you go in there and see what Cayley wants. If she wants to go home then off you go. If she wants to stay then hang out for a little bit longer. You can always drive home later, right?”
It seemed like a reasonable compromise. He nodded, turned and walked back into the bedroom, then into the bathroom.
Cayley was standing under the enormous shower head with her eyes closed, water splashing off of her naked body.
He stopped and watched her through the glass that was fogging up, his libido reactivating from seeing her naked and the memory of what they’d just done.
Her eyes opened slowly and she let out a short shriek when she saw him. Clapping a hand over her mouth she doubled over and burst into giggles.
His primordial instincts took over and he started stripping clothes off himself as quickly as he’d donned them. A few seconds later he was slipping in through the glass door and wrapping his arms around her wet body.
She looked up at him smiling and looking so playful it melted his heart.
“What do you think?” he asked.
“What do I think about what?” she countered.
“Dante asked us to stay the night. Do you want that?”
She went all shy again, like she was worried about giving him her truthful answer. “What do you want?” she asked.
He gazed into her eyes. “Honestly? Selfish me wants you all to myself. But I really do want to know what you want, Cay,” he insisted.
She put her hands up on his chest, caressing his pectoral muscles with her fingers and staring at his chest hair.
He gave her time. He could see she was thinking it over. Weighing what she wanted against how it would make him feel, Cayley still as sensitive as ever to his needs.
A jolt of adrenaline passed through him when she looked back up into his eyes because he saw she’d made her decision and he knew what it was even before she opened her mouth.
Cayley wasn’t just thinking about him any more. Cayley had a desire of her own. She had a hankering. “I’d like to stay,” she whispered.
The words sent tingles down his spine and his cock began to engorge. He realized something special had just happened. He wasn’t sure if it was the good kind of special or not. But something had changed inside Cayley. Something had shifted.
She was making room inside herself and between them for her own desires. Making a little extra space to get what Cayley wanted.
And it was a beautiful thing, these first tentative steps towards a new independence. Not away from him. Just closer towards herself. Cayley wanted more of what Dante had to give her.
The only question that remained, then, was if Jonathan was man enough to let her have it? “How about we hang out for a little while longer and then drive home?” he asked.
Her smile brightened and she nodded. “I’d like that,” she said.
His heart cracked a little at her eagerness. He had to remind himself he wanted this, too. He wanted this for her. He wanted this for them. They were in this together. But somehow he could sense that, even if just in some small part of her, Cayley wanted this for herself.
He reached behind her and turned off the water. Stepping out of the shower he grabbed a fresh towel and, as she followed him out, wrapped it around her. He rubbed her down then grabbed a towel for himself and did the same.
He felt a little sheepish walking back into the bedroom holding her hand, the two of them wearing only the towels, knowing that putting on clothes was pointless. Knowing they were staying so Cayley could fuck Dante again.
Dante was lying on the bed grinning. His cock stood at full attention, hard and ready, jutting up from his pelvis and arcing towards the ceiling. “Guess what lovebirds?” he said, picking up a small wrapper off the bed. “I bought condoms!”






  
  Chapter thirteen
Chapter 13


He lay on the bed staring at her in the early morning light. They’d stayed at Dante’s until three in the morning, until Dante had passed out on the bed, with Cayley almost falling asleep next to him. 
Jonathan had roused her, dressed her and spirited her into the car, driving back home so he didn’t have to deal with having Dante around when they woke up.
Cayley had fallen asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. Her openings stretched, her body and mind exhausted from hours of deep penetration by Dante.
He’d jerked himself nearly raw watching them. His cock was sore and his hand was cramping and he felt as emotionally drained as he ever had but sleep wouldn’t come.
He knew that they were on the precipice of something here. Cayley was different now. The cozy caterpillar had completed it’s metamorphosis into a beautiful butterfly and now it was time to fly.
He couldn’t stop glancing over at her. Each time he saw her sleeping softly next to him the hairline fracture in his heart would crack a little wider.
His first instinct had been to hoard her all to himself. To clip her wings and keep her in the cage he’d been so diligently building for them both. Call this adventure closed and done and try to go back to life the way it had been before Dante showed up.
Seeing her with Dante made him realize that wasn’t possible. Seeing her fucking another man with such abandon, being such a dirty little slut for her husband, had made him realize there were more chapters to this story that still needed to be written.
Cayley wasn’t done.
And even though it shredded his insides he knew he had to take it further for himself, too. He knew he needed some sort of catharsis, a moment where they would both know enough was enough. Until that time he just had to grin and bear this thing he’d started. He had to be a man and let Cayley out into the world by herself and hope she came back.
“What are you thinking about so hard?”
Her whispered question startled him. He turned and looked to see her smiling softly at him.
He smiled back, reached across the bed and stroked her cheek with the backs of his fingers. “Why are you awake?” he asked.
“I think the sound of you thinking so hard woke me up,” she said, giggling. “Are you stressing or something?”
He cuddled closer to her and tucked a hand under the pillow. He gazed into her eyes, not wanting to worry her with all of his thoughts. He pressed his lips to hers in a gentle kiss. “I’ll go out on the couch and let you sleep,” he whispered.
She shook her head. “That’s not what I want,” she whispered.
He felt her hand rummaging under the covers until she found his underwear, stuck it in and gently tugged his cock. His eyes widened in surprise. “Aren’t you sore?” he asked.
Dante had used her so thoroughly and for so long Jonathan had wondered how long it would be before he could have sex with his wife again.
“I’ll never be too sore for you,” she said, reaching up to kiss him.
Her eyes looked wild again. Like her brain had been so scrambled, so sex-addled that it had turned into a man’s mind with the One Thing at the terminus of all thought. Fucking.
It wasn’t that he minded. He didn’t mind that she was stroking him to life again, encouraging yet another tumescence she could take advantage of. But it was jarring suddenly having a partner who wanted to fuck this much.
“I need to talk to you,” he whispered, reaching down under the covers and pulling her hand away from his crotch.
The wild look sank into a frown and she backed away a few inches. “Is something wrong?” she asked. “Did I do something wrong?”
He shook his head and closed his eyes, hoping to put that question to bed for good this time. “You didn’t do anything wrong, Cayley,” he said. “You’ll never do anything wrong in my eyes. Not after this. There’s nothing you could do that would upset me,” he reassured her.
“You can’t really mean that,” she said, shaking her head.
“I really mean that. You can believe me. I promise. But I’m not just saying it to say it,” he explained. “We need to talk about…protection, Cayley.”
The way her eyes fell away made it abundantly clear she already knew what he was talking about. He saw the excitement burning in them. The excitement at the world of possibilities they had opened up. “Maybe nothing else will happen?”
He sighed. “Cayley maybe nothing else will happen. Maybe you’ll never, ever have sex with Dante again.”
An almost pained look flashed across her face at the thought.
“But maybe it will. And maybe in the heat of the moment you’ll get carried away. And maybe whoever you’re with won’t have a condom.”
“Whoever I’m with?” she asked, looking defensive.
He sighed again. “Do you really think this ends with Dante?” he asked. “Do you really believe you’re not ever going to want to…get with anyone else?”
He’d thought about this so much as he’d watched her with Dante. He’d witnessed her turning ravenous. He’d seen it in her eyes. Cayley craved cock now. She had fresh hunger and he was almost certain it would never be satisfied by him or even Dante. Cayley needed to get a little wild and widen her horizons.
She thought about the question for a moment but didn’t answer. Then she looked him in the eye, put a hand on his shoulder and rolled onto her back.
“Cayley we need to…” he started.
“I need you in me, Jonathan,” she whispered. She was already pawing at his cock with her hand again. Pumping it and stroking it, making it hard so he could grant her wish.
“We need to talk about this,” he insisted.
“I need your seed, baby. I want to feel your semen in me. I want you to fill me up again. Fill me up like you filled me up with Dante in my ass.”
The last sentence snapped his resolve in half. He’d come so hard with Dante in her ass. It had been as close to feeling Cayley getting fucked as he could get and he’d do anything for just a shadow of that feeling again.
Stripping his underwear he crawled between her legs and pointed his stiffening cock at her steaming pussy. He looked into her eyes. “We’re going to talk about this after we’re finished here,” he joked.
Cayley flashed a wicked grin, put her hands on his ass and pulled him tighter in between her legs.
The feeling of sinking into her hot, wet pussy bathed his mind in pleasure. He groaned as he felt her fingers digging into his ass muscles, pulling him into herself as deep as she could get him.
“It’s not as big as Dante’s but I like it better,” she whispered.
He groaned and dropped his head, pressing his forehead against hers. His hips tugged out then pushed back inside, her warm wet spilling out of her to coat his cock.
“When he made you go inside me while he was in my ass I thought I was going to explode it felt so good. It was so hot, Jonathan.” She wiggled her hips up and down in time with his thrusts.
He opened his eyes and put his hands on either side of her, raising himself up so he could look at her as he fucked her. “I should put a condom on,” he whispered, still clinging to the idea that they should have a serious conversation about their reproductive plans.
She shook her head, her gaze penetrating into the deepest parts of him. “I don’t want any more stinky condoms,” she whispered. “I want you to shoot seed into my belly until I get all swollen up.”
Her words worked like two fingers on his prostate. His cock went rigid and he jabbed it so deep inside her it made a wild and wicked smile light on her mouth.
“Oh wow,” she said, giggling. “Someone else likes my idea.” She reached up with one hand and twisted his nipple a quarter turn.
The pinpoint of pain travelled straight to the head of his cock.
“If you’re going to let me have sex with a bunch of other guys you better get me good and pregnant first or we might run into problems.”
“Fuck, Cayley,” he grunted, lowering his head and nuzzling her neck. His hips were moving on autopilot now. Guided by her raunchy dirty talk, his body’s autonomic nervous system performing the necessary motions to stimulate a climax.
“I want your seed, Jonathan,” she whispered, running her fingers down his spine. “I want it splashed all over the inside of my pussy.”
He rose back up onto his hands and looked down between their bodies. His penis wasn’t as impressive going into her as Dante’s. But it was still a turn on. It was still sexy sliding in and out of this sexy creature he had the great fortune of calling his wife.
He wasn’t sure if she’d thought this through. This pregnancy thing. He’d heard that diapers and wailing babies in the night could be a turn off. Did they really want this right away?
Cayley pinched his nipple again, harder this time. “I can hear you thinking in there, Jonathan. Do you love me?” she asked, scowling at him.
His mouth fell open and he gave her a puzzled look, all the while still pumping his cock in and out of her lovely pussy. “Of course I love you,” he grunted.
Her expression softened and she let her hand drift down his side. “Then please just give me what I ask? I’ll do all the dirty things you tell me. I’ll have sex with Dante again. I’ll have sex with whoever you want. I just want this one little thing, Jonathan. I just want your cum. I just want to feel your cum swimming inside of me.”
His hips were working harder already, prodded by her lascivious requests. It was so unlike her and did she really want this? It didn’t matter. He felt completely incapacitated.
His cock buried inside his beautiful wife who was begging for his seed. Could anyone have stopped?
He fucked harder, shaking the bed, trying to burrow as deeply as he could into her and splash the whole inside of her pussy with sperm like she’d asked.
“That’s my guy,” she said, caressing the back of his neck. “Now you’re doing a good job. The next time Dante has his cock inside me I’m going to think of how you fucked me like this.”
His cock hardened. He threw his head back, chin jutting out. His climax was close. He wished he hadn’t jerked so many loads out the previous night but did it really matter?
“I can feel it getting harder. You’re getting closer, baby. I love it. I love it so much,” Cayley whispered.
The gentle affirmations, so loving and slightly creepy at the same time added more fuel to his fire.
He was pounding into her now. The bed banging against the wall, a bead of sweat breaking on his forehead.
He felt liquid bubbling up from his balls.
Cayley put her hands on both sides of his face and made him look into her eyes. She was smiling widely. “Just like that. Give me allll that cum.”
He let out a feral grunt. His body seized and he stabbed his reproductive muscle so deep he squashed his balls against her ass. The fluid rushed through the shaft, expelling from the tip and making him roar as he crested the most intense orgasm.
He collapsed on top of her a moment later, panting to catch his breath and sweating.
Cayley stroked his back and hummed. “Good boy, Jonathan,” she whispered. “Good boy.”
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Cayley rolled the security blind shut and was about to twist the key when she saw a familiar form walking through the empty mall. 
Tall and buff, walking with that cocky strut like he owned the place and everything inside it.
Her jaw clenched and her insides tightened.
Three weeks she hadn’t heard from Dante. Not a whisper after the night at Falls Plaza. Not a text, not a call, nothing.
She’d spent far too many spare moments wondering why that bothered her. She’d given too much thought to why she cared.
It wasn’t like they had some kind of relationship. At least not one in which he owed her anything. But it put a bug in her mind, him being so aloof.
Did he really not care? Had he not felt anything at all being with her? Was it really just sex for him? Purely physical and nothing else?
That was what it was supposed to have been for her, too. Heck, she was having a hard time understanding how it had gone from fulfilling Jonathan’s kinky fantasy to her sitting around stewing Dante?
Now that she saw him walking towards her, that same arrogant look on his face he always wore, she had half a mind to tell him to go kick rocks. The weakness in her knees made it clear she wasn’t going to do that.
She put on a professional smile as he walked up to the security blind. “Well hello there!” she said, trying to sound as chipper and polite as if she were just greeting another customer.
He was wearing the suit she’d sold him, white t-shirt underneath and brown leather shoes with no socks. He had one hand behind his back and leaned towards the barrier like he was going to kiss her through one of the cracks.
The breath left her lungs and she had to fight to resist the urge to lean in towards him.
“I haven’t stopped thinking about you for a second, Cayley,” he said, his voice low and dark. He pulled his hand out from behind his back and pressed a single rose against the security blind.
She gasped, despite promising herself she wasn’t going to swoon the next time she saw him. She looked at the flower and smiled. “Is that for me?” she asked, hoping to throw him off his game.
“Let me in?”
“Store’s closed, actually,” she replied.
“I’m dying to be near you,” he whispered.
It was so cheesy and over the top and she nearly rolled her eyes but it got to her. Nobody freaking talked like that any more and what did he think this was a nineteen fifties romance movie? Her smile softened into something more sincere. “You don’t have to be all like that,” she said.
She pulled the blind open a few feet and stepped aside to let him in.
He put his hands on her arms and startled her when he leaned in and pressed his lips against her mouth.
“Dante!” she hissed, shoulders hunching as she pushed him away. “Not here!” Sliding the blind shut, she twisted the key in the lock, pulled it out, grabbed his hand and dragged him to the back room.
As soon as they were out of view of the entrance to the store, he pinned her against the wall, leaned forward and pressed his mouth to hers.
He slipped his tongue past her lips in a deep kiss, his hand cupping her breast, thumb circling her nipple through her bra.
The sensation his passionate kiss sent rolling down the back of her neck and spine stunned her. A flurry of tickling shivers that ended in a deep fluttering in her belly. A profound contentment at being in his arms again.
Dangerous feelings she knew she wasn’t supposed to be having. Feelings that would hurt Jonathan, if he ever found out she’d had them.
This was more than just a kinky fantasy now. It had infected her in ways she hadn’t expected and wouldn’t have believed a few months ago.
She gave in to the kiss easily. Kissing him back, lashing her tongue against his and letting him slide his hand up her thigh and under her skirt until his finger was running along the dampening groove of her pussy slit.
He let out a satisfied growl as he hooked his finger into the side of her underwear and pulled it off to one side.
She was gripped by what remained of her modesty. An instinctive feeling that this sort of behaviour was inappropriate in her place of employ. She put a hand around his wrist and moved his fingers out from in between her legs. “Not here,” she whispered as he pulled away from the kiss.
He stared into her eyes, his own filled with an obvious hunger. “Then where?” he asked.
The momentary pause in his sexual advance allowed her to collect her thoughts. She slipped out from his embrace against the wall and smoothed the front of her blouse. “You can’t just come in her and do that, you know?”
He leaned against the wall and folded his arms over his chest. “I believe I just did,” he replied.
She stared at him, not wanting to give him the pleasure of knowing what his dramatic arrival had done to her insides. Her pussy was nearly soaked at the thought of feeling his cock inside her again. “Did you lose your phone or something?” she asked, trying to sound as nonchalant about it as she could manage.
He scowled. “What? No. Why?” he asked.
She wished she could take the question back. It betrayed that she’d been thinking about him. That he’d come to inhabit a place in her mind that mattered. “Oh, whatever, never mind,” she said, waving a hand and turning away from him. “I was just about to go home,” she muttered.
“You meant to ask why I didn’t call, is that right?” he asked.
But she didn’t want to put it that way. She didn’t want him thinking that she cared one way or the other. She didn’t want Jonathan to ever find that out. “Just never mind,” she repeated.
She jumped when she felt his hand on her shoulder, startled by the firm touch.
He turned her and stared into her eyes. “Everybody needed time, Cayley,” he said, quietly. 
She frowned, uncertain of what he meant by that.
“Jonathan needed time to process what had happened, didn’t he?” he asked. “Didn’t he?” he demanded.
“I don’t know,” she said shrugging.
“Then you weren’t paying attention,” he said. “Ask yourself if anything’s changed about him the last few weeks. Try to remember what he was like right after it happened. Right after that amazing night at my place. What was he like the next few days?”
She thought back and quickly remembered how jittery and anxious he’d been. How she’d soothed him with sex, sometimes twice a day. How he’d calmed down as the week had gone on.
“See? You don’t even have to tell me what he was like. I can see it in your eyes. You remember now, don’t you?” he asked.
She gave a few nods.
“You needed time, too,” he went on. “Maybe you didn’t know it but I did, Cayley. I know about things like that. You needed to be with your husband. To show him how much you loved him. To show him this wasn’t a threat. Did you do that, Cayley?”
His question startled her. She had done that. She’d soothed him with her body. Given him all the sexual reassurance he could handle. She hadn’t even known why, it just seemed like a natural response after what they’d done. After what she’d done.
“Yeah,” Dante said, a smile spreading across his mouth. “Now you can see it. Now, looking back, you can see exactly what you did, can’t you? You loved him a lot, didn’t you Cayley?”
It startled her how he was talking. How could he know all of that stuff? “You’ve done this before,” she blurted. That had to be the reason. He’d probably done this with countless women.
“Maybe once or twice,” he said, his grin turning sly. “Never like this, though. Never with someone like you.” He ran his fingers along her cheek and tucked her hair behind her ear.
It scared her how deeply his words touched her. Never with someone like you. It was wrong but she wanted to be special to him. That was exactly what she’d wanted from him. She’d wanted to hear that she was one of a kind. “You’re just saying that,” she muttered, looking off to the side, not wanting to entertain these dangerous thoughts.
“You know I’m not,” he whispered.
She drew in a quiet breath and looked into his eyes again.
“I didn’t need any time,” he went on. “I didn’t need a single second away from you Cayley McFarlane. And I’ll remind you that it was you and Jonny that ghosted me after I fell asleep that night.”
A pang of guilt gripped her. She hadn’t felt great about that. “We didn’t want to…”
He pressed a finger to his lips, silencing her. “It doesn’t matter. I didn’t take it personally. But I ached to feel your touch again. I wanted you that whole time, Cayley. So fucking bad.” He stepped forward, wrapped his big arm around her and pulled her into an embrace.
Her heart had started beating faster, her nervous system crackling, senses heightening. She, too, wanted this so bad. She’d spent the last few weeks wondering when she’d see him again and now he was here and it was making her giddy. And that was horrible because…
Jonathan.
“I don’t think we should be doing this,” she said, reciting what she knew to be the correct line. Her heart wasn’t in it, though.
“I know you think that. That’s why we’re not going to.”
Her brow arched in disappointment before she could restrain the impulse. That was the last thing she’d wanted to hear, but she didn’t want him knowing that.
“Not quite yet,” he whispered. He leaned down and pressed his lips to hers again. This time his kiss was gentle and polite. Not the intrusive, hungry tongue thrust she’d first felt from him. But she could sense his desire and it sent shivers down her back.
Her pussy was so wet and ready.
He pulled away from the kiss, put his hand over hers and moved it to his thigh.
She bit down on her lower lip at the feeling of his engorging cock. The memory of it had never left her body. She remembered perfectly what that tight fit felt like and thought about it day and night. “What do you mean not quite yet?” she whispered.
Dante smiled. “You’re going to go home to your husband. And you’re going to tell him that I paid you a visit here. And that I tried to, you know, get what I wanted. But you were such a good girl that you couldn’t do it. You wanted to be faithful and you couldn’t go behind his back.”
She watched him, waiting for him to finish the thought. “And?” she finally asked.
“That’s it. That’s what I think you should do. What happens after that is up to you.”
She didn’t like that. Her mind had already started working, calculating what variation of what Dante was telling her to do she was going to actually say to Jonathan.
It wasn’t that she was indecisive or needed a man telling her what to do. It was just this had been Jonathan’s idea and Dante had sort of helped it unfold and all she’d had to do was go along with it. She wasn’t sure she felt too great about getting in the driver’s seat.
But she wanted to feel Dante. Even if it was just one more time. She wanted it so bad. “And then what?” she asked.
“When you and Jonny figure out what comes next you give me a call,” he said. “I’ll be waiting for it.”
He leaned again and she closed her eyes, waiting for the feeling of his lips on her mouth. When it didn’t materialize she opened her eyes to find him gone.
She walked out into the store to see him slipping between the security blind and the wall, then sliding it shut.
His departure and the kisses they’d shared left her feeling unfulfilled and needy. She hurried around the store turning off lights, locking up and jogging to her car.
She’d already decided she was going to tell Jonathan the whole truth about what had happened with Dante. She needed him for something else, though. An urgent need that had sprung up inside her from Dante’s visit.
The only question running through her mind was whether, when she got home, she was going to satisfy the urge or tell the truth first?
END OF PART THREE
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