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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


Jonathan was wrenched from dozing off by the sound of Dante coughing in the shower. 
His eyes shot open as he remembered where he was. He scrambled up off of the sofa and darted around the room collecting Cayley’s clothes. He’d just witnessed something so beautiful, so incredible, he didn’t want it ruined by Dante’s dumb one-liners. Even if it had been Dante who’d facilitated Cayley’s sexual transformation.
“Cayley,” he whispered, shaking her arm.
She, too, had been on the verge of falling asleep. She opened her bleary eyes and looked around like she was just remembering where she was herself.
“Cayley, honey, we’ve got to go, sweetie,” he whispered.
“But, but, what about…”
“I don’t want to deal with all of that right now,” he said, waving a hand towards the bathroom. “Please? Can you put your stuff on?” he begged.
Cayley obliged, hoisting herself up to sit and pulling her panties and bra on.
He stole a momentary glance at her. There were still clumps of Dante’s emission on her backside and lower back. The nasty sight sent a pulse of arousal straight to his groin.
After Cayley had pulled her dress on she stood up and took a few steps towards the door. She winced and drew in a quick breath through her teeth, reaching out to steady herself against the back of the sofa.
“Everything alright?” Jonathan asked, coming up next to her and putting an arm around her to help her stand.
She shot him a worried look. “My…” she began, then paused, looking down at her midriff. “It’s so sore down there, Jon,” she whispered.
“Okay. It’s okay,” he said, lifting her arm and draping it over his shoulder.
He wrapped his arm around her waist, taking her weight onto him. Each step towards the door was a slow, careful shuffle. He could feel her wince with every movement.
“Alright, let’s take it easy,” he murmured, as they navigated the hallway. The elevator seemed miles away. Cayley leaned heavily on him, her eyes squeezed shut, face pale.
“Is it really that bad” he asked as they got into the elevator.
She slumped against the wall, and she relaxed her grip on his arm. “No,” she said, letting out a sigh. “It’s getting better. I just never…” She trailed off, giving him a worried look like she wasn’t sure he’d want to hear what she had to say.
“It’s okay,” he said, pressing the button for the ground floor and leaning forward to kiss her forehead. “You can tell me.”
“I just never had it stretched out like that before,” she admitted.
Jonathan didn’t reply, just stood close, ready to support her again when the doors opened, her words sending more erotic heat coursing through him.
His mind kept rewinding to what they’d just done. How he’d watched Cayley mount Dante’s enormous thing and take pleasure from it. It was wild and crazy and what he wanted most was to get her home and into bed so he could do the same thing to her Dante had. He needed to feel the inside of her so badly right now.
The lobby was mercifully empty, save for the late-night security guard who barely glanced up from his magazine.
The cool night air hit them as they stepped outside. Cayley shivered, and Jonathan pulled her closer, sharing his warmth. 
He opened the passenger door, helping Cayley in. She eased herself onto the seat with a soft groan, her face contorting as she sat down, then a sigh of relief coming from her as she leaned back against the seat. Jonathan leaned over her and buckled her seatbelt.
“Thanks,” she whispered, her eyes meeting his briefly before he closed the door.
He hurried around to the driver’s side, his mind a whirlwind. The image of Cayley and Dante together was burned into his brain. A twisted mix of jealousy and arousal churned in his gut. He started the car and backed out of the parking spot.
As they pulled onto the main road, Cayley shifted in her seat, trying to get comfortable. “Jon,” she started, her voice hesitant. “Do you promise me everything’s alright?”
He reached over and gave her leg a reassuring squeeze as he drove. “Baby,” he said, still a little breathless from what he’d seen. “I swear to you everything is so much better than alright. I don’t know what it is that’s inside me that makes me like this but I loved that. I loved seeing you like that. Did you like it, baby? Did you have a good time?”
He saw a small smile start to sprout at one corner of her mouth. He grinned because he’d seen that smile before. Cayley had enjoyed what she’d done. She just wasn’t sure if that was really and truly okay with him.
“Cayley, baby, you’ve gotta tell me the truth. Remember I’m your husband. You’ve got to tell me the truth about everything.”
She giggled at his teasing and looked out the window. “I guess a part of me is still kind of worried you’re going to not like something I do or say,” she admitted.
He reached over and put his palm on her thigh again. “But, see Cayley, that’s impossible isn’t it? Because I love you. And I told you what I wanted and you did it and I loved it. I loved seeing it. So stop worrying about that, okay? Just stop.”
She smiled at him and nodded. “I did like it, Jon,” she whispered after a few seconds of silence.
A warm shiver raced down his back. Sweet Cayley had liked it. She’d liked getting fucked by that enormous organ.
“You know when we got engaged and you told me that thing, that if I wanted to…try different people, or whatever…when you said that I didn’t think I’d ever need to be with anyone but you.”
A hot ball of arousal formed in his gut and throbbed.
“But now I’m glad I did it,” she whispered. “I’m happy that you liked it. And I’m happy I can tell you that I liked it, too.”
“Oh, Cayley, baby, that’s so hot to hear you don’t even understand. Tell me what you liked about it? Please?” he begged.
He realized he’d started driving a little too fast. Desperate to get them home so he could sink between Cayley’s thighs and douse the inferno that was burning in his groin.
He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye to see her staring at him. She still looked a little guarded but he could tell she was getting over it.
“You really want to hear about it?” she asked.
“I promise you, baby,” he replied.
“I liked the way he stretched me,” she whispered. She put her hand between her legs and gently rubbed herself.
Jonathan stifled a groan and gripped the steering wheel tighter. Cayley liked the way Dante had stretched her. What should have caused him unbearable anguish only made him want to have her more. “You liked how big he was?” he asked, desperate for more juicy details of her inner monologue about what had happened.
She gave a few slow nods.
“Cayley is that…is that why you were okay doing this? Because you knew he was big?” he asked, his groin tightening in anticipation of her answer.
She bit her lip and her expression turned shy, cheeks reddening again as she glanced out of the window.
“You can tell me anything, Caylye,” Jonathan urged her.
“Yeah. That’s why,” she whispered back.
This time he couldn’t stifle a pleasured groan. Out of the corner of his eye he saw her turn and stare at him with curiosity and puzzlement. His thoughts took a darker turn but he needed more answers. “Did it feel better than when we do it?” he asked.
Cayley’s sexual responses to Dante had been off the charts. She’d never been so enthusiastic or uninhibited with Jonathan. He knew the answer to the question. He wanted to hear her say it, though.
“It felt different,” she said.
He’d driven so fast in his excitement that they were already at their little rental in the suburbs. He pulled into the driveway, turned off the engine and turned in his seat to face her. “I wouldn’t be asking if I didn’t want to know the truth,” he said.
She shook her head. “I don’t want to hurt your feelings!” she whined. “I feel like you’re making me hurt your feelings on purpose!”
“Baby,” he said, rubbing her arm. “It’s not going to hurt my feelings. I promise. I’m happy that you liked it. I want to hear more about it. I want to hear that it made you happy, too, and not just me,” he said.
A few moments later she nodded at him like she understood. “It did feel better, Jon,” she admitted. “I felt more full. And it touched spots inside me I don’t think you ever touched,” she explained.
He groaned again and pressed himself into his seat. “I don’t know why that turns me on so much, Cay. I just don’t know what to say about it but I want you to know it does. It turns me on so freaking much! Can we get you inside? Can we go to bed? I’m so horny, baby,” he confessed.
Her worried look returned. “We can go inside,” she said. “But…I might be too sore still to do it with you right now.”
He stifled a frustrated groan at her response. This was about Cayley right now. He’d just have to get himself off on his own. “You wait right there,” he said, patting the back of her hand.
He sprang up out of the car and after slamming the door, jogged around it and pulled Cayley’s open. He reached in and helped her up and out, putting her arm over his shoulders again so he could help her walk.
“I think I can do it on my own,” she said. Pulling her arm away from him she slowly waddled up the driveway towards the door.
He was right behind her, hand hovering behind her back in case she stumbled. He helped her into the house and out of her shoes and jacket, then towards the bathroom.
“I think I need to take a bath,” she said.
He dashed into the bathroom and plugged the bath drain with a stopper then turned on the taps. He opened the vanity and pulled out the half-used box of epsom salts and shook a few handfuls into the water.
By the time he’d gotten that all set up Cayley had managed to strip her clothes and don her fuzzy robe. She showed up at the bathroom door smiling at him.
“Can I get a kiss at least?” he asked. His cock was hard again.
“Of course you can,” she said, giggling. “You can get more than that. I just don’t think I can…do it again tonight.”
He leaned in for a kiss and his cock tightened at the whiff of Dante’s cologne still lingering around her.
She kissed him softly but with more tongue than he was used to.
Together they squeezed into the tiny bathroom. Cayley peeled her robe off and he took it and hung it up on the hook on the back of the door. He helped her step into the tub, then helped lower her to sit.
She let out a pleased sigh as she submerged herself under the water.
“You want anything? You want me to get you anything? A drink or something?” he asked.
Cayley shook her head. “I want you to sit down and keep my company while I soak my sore pussy,” she whispered.
His cock throbbed.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


Jonathan sank down onto the toilet seat cover as Cayley reclined in the tub. His eyes were, naturally, drawn to her breasts as they bobbed and swayed, the nipples poking up through the water. 
She smiled, seeming to enjoy the attention and not quite so shy about that any more. When the tub was nearly full she poked a foot out of the water and turned the taps off with her big toe. “I like the way you look at me like that,” she said.
It was such a simple thing to say but it made him feel like he was falling in love with her all over again. Because he really couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t stop looking at her the way she was. Her curvy body was even more enticing to him now.
“Are you still a horny boy?” she asked, mischief infecting her smile.
He grunted and nodded.
Her eyes fell to his crotch and she giggled. “I want to see it,” she whispered.
The request startled him. Cayley didn’t ask to ‘see it.’ She didn’t talk about sex at all. It excited him that, in addition to living out his kinky fantasy, this might spice up their intimate moments. “You want to see my…”
“I want to see your penis, Jon,” she said, playfully chewing on her lower lip.
He stood up and undid his pants and let them fall to the ground around his ankles. He tugged his underwear halfway down his thighs and pulled his shirt up.
His cock, while perfectly average, was a meagre thing compared to Dante’s. There was nothing he could do about it but he couldn’t help but compare the two, either.
Cayley sat up in the tub, pulling her boobs up over the level of the water.
He gawked at the way the water ran down around and between them.
“Come over here,” she said, lifting her hand towards him.
He shuffled forward, his cock jutting firmly out and slightly up from his body. He walked until he was within arms reach but not so close to her that it was rudely pointing at her face.
“Closer,” she said, putting her fingers on the head and gently pulling him towards her.
She stroked it, watching it intently as it flexed and danced in her hand.
“You like it?” he asked.
“Of course I like it. I love it,” she replied, looking at him with some admonishment.
“But you liked Dante’s better?” he asked.
“I didn’t say that. I’ll never like anyone’s better. This one’s mine and I’ll always love it the most out of all of them.”
His stomach hollowed as more arousal pressed into his groin. How many other cocks was she planning on seeing? He dismissed the notion that she had anything like that in mind. She’d probably just misspoken while trying to dirty-talk. “You said it felt better than mine,” he reminded her.
“That doesn’t mean I like it better,” she said, quietly. She sat up straighter still bringing her face closer to his cock, inspecting it. “I’ve never looked at it like this before,” she said.
He shook his head. “No. You haven’t,” he agreed. He was mesmerized by how much interest she was taking in it. Naked in the tub, studying his penis would have been unthinkable not too long ago.
She tugged it a couple of times. “You want me to kiss it again?” she asked.
“I want you to do anything you want with it,” he replied.
She giggled and pulled him closer, sitting up even straighter. She leaned in and puckered her lips and laid a few gentle kisses along the side of his shaft. Then she pressed her tongue out between them and slid it slowly side back and forth against his prick.
His cock hardened immediately as the sensation of her licking mingled with the memory of her doing the same thing to Dante. He stared at her with unflagging intensity.
The ache in his balls began to swell and spill over into his guts and thighs. Watching her using her mouth was smoking hot. He wanted more, though. Even if she was sore. He wanted to feel the soft, wet inside of her cheating cunt around his cock.
“Cayley?” he said, his voice strained and tense with lust.
She pulled her lips away from his prick and looked up at him.
“Do you think you’re still too sore?” He was terrified that she might answer ‘yes.’ He needed to be inside her so bad right now.
She glanced to the side and thought a moment, then put her hands on the edge of the tub and lifted herself out of the water. She turned to face him, rivulets of water streaming down her glistening body.
She didn’t seem so shy of her nudity anymore. She smiled when his eyes roamed to her tits and waist and pubic patch. She stepped out of the tub and reached out for a towel.
Wrapping it around herself, she stepped around him and opened the door. “You should take your clothes off,” she said over her shoulder.
He did just that. Hopping around on one foot then the other to pull off his socks. Pulling his shirt off over his head, he threw it in the hamper. He scurried out into the hall then into the bedroom where the sight of Cayley lying naked on the bed stopped him in his tracks.
She’s spread the towel out across the bed. Her head was propped up on one of the decorative pillows. Her fleshy thighs were spread wide open, baring her furry snatch. She raised her arms, beckoning him with her hands. This squeezed her big tits together in a most appealing way.
She giggled as he stood there gawking. “Are you just going to stare at me?” she asked.
He chuffed out a disbelieving laugh and shook his head. Making his way towards the bed he got up onto all fours on it. He couldn’t peel his eyes away from her cunt.
It was such a beautiful cunt. The plump labia had reformed to their usual shape, pressed together like lips in a soft pucker waiting to be teased apart.
“You like looking at it?” she asked.
The question prompted him to look up into her eyes. “I love looking at it,” he replied. “I can’t believe that Dante was inside you,” he whispered.
A blush rose from her chest to her cheeks. She chewed on the inside of her mouth. “I can’t believe it either,” she agreed. “Jon?”
“Yes, my love?”
She blushed a little hotter. “Will you kiss it?” she asked.
“I would love that,” he said. Since he’d first laid eyes on her laid out on the bed he’d felt the urge to sink his mouth against her pussy. It was weird, yes. A weird response to having seen her fucking another man.
It seemed like an odd reaction to the sight. Maybe it had something to do with making her his again. Owning her pussy again in every way he was entitled to it. He sank his face between her thighs and his cock tensed against the mattress as the aroma of her arousal filled his nostrils.
He stuck his tongue out and split her cleave and her delicious inner goo dribbled out and filled his mouth.
She moaned and thrust her fingers through his hair.
To his surprise, he felt them tighten and tug on his head.
Cayley pulled his mouth closer and dragged it up until it was right above her clitoris.
He found the sudden dominance slightly jarring but not entirely un-sexy. He slurped her dainty little button into his mouth and began to suck.
Cayley’s hips began to roll in gentle undulations beneath his mouth. It was the most enthusiastic reception of cunnilingus he’d experienced from her and it pleased him that he was obviously doing something right.
He kept up the effort, alternating sucking on and swirling his tongue around her clitoris. He felt his chin soaking as more lubricating juice poured from her.
The gentle roll of her hips turned to more jagged thrusts. She gripped his hair again, pressing his lips into a seal around her clitoris and leaving him only with his tongue to finish off the job.
He attacked it greedily, swiping and circling until he felt her thighs tense around his face and heard her moan.
Her body erupted into a gentle shaking and her legs trembled against his cheeks as he made her come.
He followed through with a few more lazy swipes until she released her grip on his hair, pressed her palm against the top of his head and pushed him gently back.
His cock was throbbing between his legs now. He’d been thinking of Dante inside her and what she’d looked like riding his lap. What Dante’s cock had looked like gliding in and out of her next to him on the sofa.
He was more than ready to reclaim her as his own.
He wiped the drip off his chin and wiped his hand on the towel before rising up onto hands and knees and crawling forward towards the promise of the swampy succor of her sodden cunt.
Their eyes met when he paused above her. The sweet look she gave him roiled his insides, knowing what she’d done earlier that night. “Does that feel better? Did I make it less sore?” he asked.
She studied his eyes, then put her fingers on his elbows and pulled him closer. “Put it in me and we’ll see,” she whispered.
They’d done more talking about their sex life in the last few days than they’d done the entire rest of their relationship. It was all still a little sheepish and Cayley still seemed somewhat shy. But it felt like a door had been opened to a room in their relationship they’d both known existed but had never acknowledged.
It occurred to him that he was about to go inside her bare again. That sent a thrill rushing through him when he thought of her taking Dante without any protection. “Do you want me to put a co…”
She pressed two fingers against his mouth. “It’ll be okay,” she said, nodding.
The thought of entering her uncovered made his cock even harder. She must have been very sure of her own cycle to have taken a risk like that with Dante. It must not have been a risk at all, in fact.
It excited him to think of fucking her without a condom. He was looking forward to starting a family. But, more than that, he was looking forward to the act of creating the family. It thrilled him to think of pumping her full of his seed that would take and grow inside her.
He’d kept that to himself, not wanting to be gross, but he thought about it sometimes when he was jerking off.
He put a hand between her legs and pointed the head of his stiff cock at her sex. He swiped the head down once, then up, until he found the give of her entrance.
He shuddered at how incredible she felt. It was like he’d grown a bunch of extra nerve endings in his dick. He could feel every wave and crevice of her in so much more detail now.
Shifting his weight forward, he let out a sigh as his cock was enveloped by her pussy lips.
She let out a gasp, looking surprised by how it felt to take him inside her.
“Everything okay?” he asked, ever the gentleman. “Does it feel alright?”
She gave an enthusiastic nod. “Better than I thought,” she said.
His cock went tight and hard inside her. Better than she thought? Had she been worried?
The thoughts floated away on their own as the feeling of her pussy lips wrapped around him took centre place in his mind. He raised his hips and pushed himself inside her.
The heat and moisture of her pussy wrapped tightly around his prick sent fireworks off in his mind. He groaned and had to hold himself inside her without moving for a few moments.
“Are you okay?” she asked.
“I’m…fine. Just…really turned on,” he panted.
She smiled and raised her hands to his cheeks. Turning his head she brought his mouth to hers. She plunged her tongue into it and swiped it in circles around his in probably the dirtiest kiss they’d ever shared.
When she pulled him away her cheeks were rosy and mischief danced inside her eyes. “Do it slow then,” she whispered.
He nodded, mesmerized by this brave new Cayley in the bedroom. He drew himself out and slid back into her a few times. Slow strokes that dissipated the crackling pleasure through a longer time, giving him an opportunity to control himself.
He pulled nearly out of her, the tip of his cock head tucked just inside her folds. The drive back into her crevice, so hot and tight, sent his brain popping and crackling.
She put her hands on his arms and drew them down to his wrists, then onto his buttocks. She grabbed his ass and raised her hips, pulling him deeper into herself and seeming very pleased with the result.
Her lips parted. She drew in a soft breath.
He felt her cunt squeeze around him. He focused on the floral pattern of the decorative pillow she was lying on to try to distract himself from the growing pressure in his crotch.
After a few dozen more strokes she opened her mouth wider and started panting.
But he was perilously close to losing control. “Cayley, baby,” he whispered.
“I’m so close,” she whispered back, pulling his cheek to hers.
He furrowed his brow and slowed his stroking further, hoping he could last in time to get her off and pull himself out. His cock began to twitch. “Oh god, Cayley, baby, I can’t…”
She pulled him closer, her lips touching his ear. “Oh god! I’m coming!” she whispered. “Shoot it inside me, Jon! Shoot it all inside me!”
His mind narrowed to the glorious feeling in his cock and the touch of her soft body all around him. He moaned as his hips erupted into violent thrusting. As splash after splash of his essence left him, his mind swirled down into his groin until he felt like her pussy was swallowing him whole.






  
  Chapter three
Chapter 3


Monday morning hit Jonathan like a sledgehammer. The alarm blared at five-thirty, and he rolled out of bed right away. 
Cayley mumbled something unintelligible and burrowed deeper under the covers.
He gave the top of her head a quick kiss before getting into the shower.
He’d gotten the call Sunday evening. The Oakridge subdivision going up across town needed a plumber and could he do three days that week? 
Three new houses needed complete plumbing systems installed before the drywall crews arrived next week. Jonathan loaded his truck with PEX tubing, copper fittings, and the specialized crimping tools that had cost him nearly a month’s salary when he’d first started his business.
By nine, sweat already soaked through his t-shirt as he worked in the unfinished basement of the corner lot home. The concrete floor made his knees ache as he connected the main water line to the manifold that would distribute water throughout the house.
“Fucking cross-threaded piece of...” he muttered, applying more pipe tape before trying again with the stubborn fitting. The satisfaction when it finally caught and tightened properly almost made up for the scraped knuckles.
He moved methodically through the house, measuring and cutting lengths of red and blue PEX tubing, crimping fittings, and securing everything to the exposed studs with plastic anchors. Each bathroom took shape under his hands—shower valves set at precisely the right height, toilet flanges perfectly centered.
When noon rolled around, his stomach growled loud enough to echo in the empty house. He grabbed his cooler from the truck and found a shady spot under a half-built deck. The ham sandwich and lukewarm Gatorade weren’t much, but they’d keep him going.
He’d just taken his first bite when the crunch of tires on gravel made him look up. A gleaming black Audi pulled alongside his weathered work truck, looking absurdly out of place amid the construction debris.
The driver’s door opened, and Dante stepped out, looking like he’d walked straight off a magazine cover in tailored slacks and a button-down with rolled sleeves. He spotted Jonathan and broke into that easy, confident smile that had always made the girls swoon back in high school.
“Heeeere’s Jonny!” Dante called out as he walked toward the house.
A few of the other tradesmen glanced at them, their gazes lingering on out of place Dante, but they went back to their lunches almost immediately.
Jonathan stomach tightened. He set down his sandwich, took a swig of his Gatorade, then stood up to meet Dante. He glanced at the other workers, who’d gone back to chewing and not saying much. The last thing he wanted was for his private life to spill over into work.
Dante stopped a few feet in front of him, one foot resting on the cement foundation. 
“What are you doing here?” Jonathan asked. He couldn’t help but wonder if Dante was here to give him a hard time about what had gone down with Cayley. That would have been classic Dante. Good guy one minute, dickhead the next.
“What no hello?” Dante asked, spreading his hands out.
Jonathan took a step towards him. “Look if you’re here to fuck with me I’m not about to take your shit, Dante,” he whispered.
Dante’s eyes widened. “Fuck with you? Bro, what are you talking about? Although that was a bit of an abrupt departure the other night, I must say. No hard feelings though. I get it.”
Jonathan glared at him. “I don’t want to talk about this here,” he said, clenching his jaw.
“Then why’d you bring it up? That’s not why I’m here, anyways. I thought maybe you’d want to thank the guy that got you this gig!” he said, looking around at the construction site.
Jonathan scowled at him. “What are you talking about, man?” he asked.
Dante smiled at him. “My buddy Enrique’s dad is the developer behind this sub. I was over for Sunday dinner and his dad was bitching about finding reliable guys for his sites. I thought you wouldn’t mind that I gave him your number and told him you’re top notch. The only guy we use at the dealership.”
“Wow,” Jonathan said, stepping down next to Dante and offering his hand. “Thanks, man. I really appreciate that.”
Dante shook his hand and nodded. “New build? No poop, right?”
Jonathan smirked. “No poop, that’s true,” he said. He was grateful Dante had hooked him up with the last minute job but he also knew not to fall all over himself thanking him. Dante was still capable of pulling some dickhead move.
That was sort of how he worked. Softening you up by doing something nice then pulling the rug out from underneath you.
“Well that’s certainly unexpected. When I saw you pull up I thought for sure you were here to give me a hard time,” Jonathan said.
“A hard time?” Dante asked, playing dumb. “About what?”
“Yeah, yeah,” Jon replied, chuckling.
Dante snickered and grinned and leaned in closer to him. “Hey, was that hot as fuck or what?” he asked.
The back of Jonathan’s neck heated and he looked away. “I had a pretty good time,” he muttered. He really didn’t want any of the other guys on the site hearing a word of their conversation.
Dante stood up straight and glanced at the other workers. “How about we step inside? I was thinking of looking at one of these places anyway,” he said. He grabbed onto the bare studs of the door frame and swung himself up into the house.
Jonathan followed, walking behind him as Dante surveyed unfinished space. “Doesn’t really seem like your style, to be honest,” he said. “All the way out here in the boonies?”
Dante swept his gaze around the house one more time. “I don’t know. A few more years by the bay then maybe I’ll cash out? Who knows, maybe by then I’ll want to start a family?”
Jonathan cast him a disbelieving glance. It was hard to imagine Dante with a family. “Hey how the hell did you get that place at Falls Plaza, huh? That place is sweet.”
“You must be forgetting I was a world class pro surfer for a while there?” Dante said.
“Come on, dude. I looked it up. Surfing’s not that lucrative unless you really hit the big time.”
Dante shrugged. “I was pretty big,” he said. “Besides nobody ever makes real money from their salary, dipshit. Real money comes from the markets.”
Jonathan resisted rolling his eyes. “So you’re an investor, too?” he asked.
Dante scowled at him, like the question had really gotten under his skin. “I’ve made a few good ones, yeah,” he said. “But that’s not what I came here to talk about today, Jonny,” he said, walking around in a circle with his arms out, then leaning against a wall. “I want you to bring her to me again.”
It was an odd way to phrase it and the same way he’d said it before. It got under Jonathan’s skin in a not entirely unpleasant way.
It highlighted nicely just how sordid what was he was doing was. Bringing Cayley to Dante so he could watch her be defiled for his own pleasure. It was greasy and wrong and would have been completely unethical and immoral if Cayley herself weren’t so into it.
“I’d have to check with Cayley,” he said, looking over his shoulder to make sure none of the other guys were listening.
Dante shook his head. “You’ll figure this out one day, Jonny, I promise. For the time being I’ll explain it to you. There’s no need to check anything with Cayley any more when it comes to this,” he said, pointing both hands at his own crotch.
“She’s sold, dude. She’s all in.” He leaned closer. “Cayley’s done the D and Cayley doesn’t need any more convincing,” he said, shaking his head.
This time Jonathan did roll his eyes. “You’re so full of shit,” he muttered. Dante’s cockiness irritated him but also got a dull buzz humming in his balls.
The thought of Cayley’s complete surrender to the monster cock was perversely thrilling.
“Hey, I don’t want to rain on your kinky little adventure but I’m not fucking around about that, Jonny. You need to know I can have Cayley any time I want. The sooner you understand that the less upset you’re going to be when it happens.”
Jonathan glanced at him and there was something ominous in his eyes. A moment later it was gone, Dante flashing his wicked grin and punched him on the arm.
“Got you for a second there, didn’t I?” he asked.
“Hardy-har-har,” Jonathan replied, chuckling.
“But seriously, Jonny. You know you want to see it again. You want to see her eat this big dick properly, don’t you? She’s so sweet and innocent I bet she’s horrible at sucking cock.”
“Fuck off, Dante,” Jonathan muttered.
She was not horrible at sucking cock. Maybe a little inexperienced but she did it with real love and affection.
“I’m not saying that to be a dick, dude. I’m trying to help you out,” Dante explained. “Bring her to me again and I’ll teach her some tricks. It’ll drive you fucking wild. I promise.”
The idea was certainly tantalizing. Even without Dante’s promised blowjob masterclass, the thought of seeing Cayley with him again hardened Jonathan’s cock between his legs.
Dante stared at him insistently, demanding an answer.
“I told you I need to talk to her first,” Jonathan said.
Dante nodded. “Alright, dude. Whatever you say.” He sauntered toward the door of the house and jumped down onto the dirt. “You let me know when you’ve had your chat. Please don’t leave me hanging too long, though, my friend. I can barely breathe from the suspense of not knowing what her answer’s going to be!”
Jonathan smirked as he watched Dante get into the Audi, shut the door, then blow him a kiss through the front windshield.
Jonathan flipped him the bird, laughed and shook his head. Returning to his sandwich, he noticed the other guys staring at him. The back of his neck heated. Had they heard any of the exchange?
His appetite suddenly gone, he tossed the sandwich back into his lunch box, picked up his tools and got back to work.
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Chapter 4


He was greeted by a low, somewhat sorrowful drone of the cello as he walked into the house. He paused for a moment, listening to the piece Cayley was practising so as not to disturb her. 
She loved that cello so much, though even he could tell she’d never be good enough to be a professional. But it kept her anchored, especially if times got hard. He was more than happy to endure a few squeaky notes here and there for that reason.
As the playing stopped he dropped his keys into the basket by the door to let her know he was home. He stepped out into the hallway, where he could see into the living room.
She was already looking in his direction. Smiling at him like she had some secret to share.
“Hey, Cay!” he said, narrowing his eyes at her. “Why are you looking at me like that?”
She didn’t respond right away. Instead, she set her bow down on the coffee table, the cello on it’s side on the floor and stood up from her chair. She walked halfway to where he was standing, then paused, as if remembering something.
She turned away from him, walked to the couch and grabbed a small pillow before walking towards him again. As she came up to where he was standing, she dropped the pillow on the floor in front of him.
Jonathan’s heart skipped a beat as Cayley knelt on the pillow in front of him. Her summer dress—pale yellow with tiny blue flowers scattered across it—billowed around her knees. The thin straps revealed her shoulders, already lightly tanned from the spring sun. The neckline dipped just low enough to show the gentle curve of her breasts.
“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice suddenly hoarse.
Cayley’s fingers moved to his belt, working it open with a determination that sent heat rushing through his body.
“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said, looking up at him through her lashes. “About what you might like.”
Her words hit him like a jolt of electricity. His mind immediately darted back to his conversation with Dante. Surely this couldn’t be a coincidence? Dante talking about giving Cayley a cocksucking masterclass, then Jonathan coming home to Cayley wanting to practise on him?
“Cayley, you don’t have to—“
“I want to,” she interrupted, tugging his jeans down his thighs. “I want to make you feel good.”
As she freed him from his boxers, Jonathan’s hands found her hair, fingers tangling in her soft curls. The sight of her on her knees, eager to please him, brought back flashes of watching her with Dante. His body responded instantly.
“God, you’re beautiful,” he whispered.
She smiled up at him, a hint of mischief in her eyes that he rarely saw before their encounter with Dante. Something had awakened in her—a confidence, a playfulness that thrilled him.
When her lips finally closed around him, Jonathan had to brace himself against the wall. This wasn’t like her usual hesitant approach. There was purpose in her movements, a rhythm that suggested she’d been contemplating exactly how to drive him wild.
She puckered her lips and kissed the still soft head of his prick.
He sighed at how lovely her mouth felt touching it.
Then, instead of putting it in her mouth, she wrapped her hand around it and pulled it up, exposing his balls. A sultry look flashed in her eye as she slowly leaned towards him.
Jonathan’s eyes widened when he realized what she was about to do. He gasped and braced himself with a hand against the wall as she slipped his left testicle into her mouth and sucked it gently.
She feathered his balls with her fingers every now and again during foreplay. But it was rare and mostly she didn’t pay them very much attention.
Now she cradled his nut gently in her mouth, lovingly swiping at it with her tongue as she stroked his cock hard.
It hardened easily for her, the warm waves of pleasure from her oral ball bath washing up his spine and warming the base of his brain.
Cayley glanced at it, seeming pleased at how quickly she’d erected it. She let his testicle slip out of her mouth and wiped a line of saliva from her bottom lip with her finger. “Did you like that?” she whispered.
“Oh my god, yes,” he replied.
She smiled, again seeming pleased by his reaction. Tilting her head to the other side, she opened her mouth and eased her lips over his other nut.
More rolling waves of pleasure washed up his body. His cock began to ache.
Cayley, sensing his arousal, began to stroke him.
He gazed at her.
She was staring up at him, completely unabashed about being on her knees in the front hallway with the light on and sucking on his sack.
The sexual transformation she was undergoing was almost magical. She looked eager and excited to be servicing him. Eager to please him and excited to see his reaction.
As he groaned, she let his ball fall out of her mouth and stroked his cock over her forehead, staring up at the underside of his shaft.
“Cayley, that felt incredible,” he said, breathing heavily.
She smiled up at him, his cock obscuring the centre of her face. “I learned something new today,” she whispered.
Her confession sent a wave of heat crackling through him, followed by an icy freeze.
He’d been certain this hadn’t just organically evolved inside Cayley. Even if she had been thinking about how to please him all day something, or more likely someone, had tipped her over the edge into doing something about it. “What did you learn, Cayley?” he asked.
She stroked her hand from the root of his cock to the head, twisting it slightly until her thumb was underneath the crown. She rubbed a single circle around the most sensitive part of his cock, and smiled. “Fre-nu-lum,” she said, enunciating the word carefully.
She pressed her thumb a little more firmly against the spot and gave it another rub.
He shuddered and felt his wet balls tighten up beneath his dick.
Cayley leaned in so her mouth was right underneath the head of his cock. Poking her tongue out of her mouth she pressed it against that soft join of flesh and licked.
The pleasure came in a jolt this time, rather than slow, rolling waves. As that wet and gentle muscle connected with the vascularized strip of mucosal tissue under his glans.
As his hips jutted out he pressed his back against the wall, glaring in astonishment at Cayley’s skilful manipulations.
Her tongue concentrated on that one spot, curling up against it and towards her mouth as she rubbed it over and over and over again.
He could already feel his reproductive fluids starting to churn in his balls. The muscles in his pelvis had tightened in preparation for ejaculating.
Cayley’s beautiful face beneath the brutal maleness of his cock, her tongue lovingly caressing it, only heightened his arousal.
His cock began to twitch.
Cayley’s smile widened and she tightened her grip on it with her hand.
He imagined what it would be like seeing a splash of his semen erupting from the head of his cock and splattering across her face. The vision pushed him even closer to emission. He knew he couldn’t do that to Cayley unannounced, though. “Baby,” he grunted.
Cayley smiled wider still. “Is it going to come out?” she whispered.
He gave a few terse nods.
She knelt a little straighter, slipping her thumb onto the spot her tongue had been touching and stroked it. She looked down at her chest and pushed the edges of her dress, exposing more of herself.
She looked up with excitement dancing in her eyes. “I want you to come on my breasts, Jonathan,” she instructed.
Seeing the exposed curve of her breasts and hearing her dirty request pulled Jonathan’s trigger. He gasped as a gush of sperm fluid shot from the head of his cock and splashed just below Cayley’s clavicle.
Cayley gasped and jumped slightly. She looked down to see it rolling down into the valley between her breasts. She covered her mouth with her other hand and let out a small  laugh, like she couldn’t believe the dirty thing she’d done to herself.
Jonathan’s hips began to thrust as he chased the high of his orgasm against her now motionless hand.
Cayley seemed to remember what she’d set out to do and started rubbing again. She studiously observed his urethral opening as another few splashes of jizz shot from it and covered almost her entire chest. A delighted smile formed on her mouth.
As Jonathan’s cock began to soften she looked up into his eyes.
He stood panting against the wall, his perverse desires fading slightly as he entered his refractory period and his penis shrank.
Cayley kept looking down at her chest. At the emission he’d spurted there and how it was drying on her breasts. Every time she looked back up at him her eyes looked wilder.
“Cayley, what the fuck was that?” he asked.
“Jon!” she gasped, aghast at his cursing. She reached out and gave the side of his cock two gentle smacks. “Bad boy!” she chided, giggling.
She grabbed his pants and pulled herself up to stand in front of him.
“Cayley. Where did you figure out how to do that?” he asked.
She narrowed her eyes at him, spun around and headed towards the bathroom.
His breath finally under control, he reached down and tucked his cock back into his underwear and zipped up his pants. He followed her down the hall and into the small bathroom.
He found her with a warm wash cloth in her hand. Patting at the globs of semen that had started to cake on her tits. He stared at her, mesmerized by both her breasts and what she was doing with them.
He was sure Dante was somehow behind this. “Cayley,” he said, stepping into the bathroom and behind her. “I need to know.”
She looked at his reflection in the mirror as she tossed the wash cloth into the laundry hamper. She looked suddenly troubled. “Are you mad at me?” she asked.
“Of course I’m not mad at you,” he immediately replied.
“Did you like it?”
“I loved it,” he whispered, leaning forward and kissing her on the shoulder. He caught a whiff of brackish stink of his own emission.
She turned around and he straightened to look into her eyes. “Dante came to my job site today,” he informed her.
Her eyes fell away to the side as a sheepish look formed on her face.
He knew he was onto something. He was sure he was zeroing in on what had happened. He wasn’t even mad. But it made him realize they needed to talk through this. They needed to agree on some more ground rules.
“Cayley,” he said, quietly, bringing her eyes back to his with a finger on her chin. “I’m not mad. I promise. I told you I’d never get mad. But we have to be honest with each other, right?”
She thought about that for a second, then nodded. “He told me not to tell you.”
He felt a twinge of anger about that. Did that cross a line? Dante inserting himself into their marriage and between them. Using Cayley’s innocence against them and telling her to keep secrets from her husband?
Not cool.
“Cayley it can’t be like that,” he said, as calmly as he could.
“What can’t?” she asked.
“Dante can’t be telling us what to do. He’s got no say in this. This is our marriage, remember?”
She nodded. Her eyes widened and got damp and she looked like she was about to burst into tears.
Which made him feel horrible because he was the whole reason any of this had happened. He rubbed her arms, leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. “Cayley don’t be sad. I loved what you just did. It was so hot,” he whispered.
Her nostrils flared and she sniffled but seemed to compose herself.
“You like this? You like this new us?” he asked.
She gave a hesitant nod.
“It’s exciting, isn’t it? I like it, too,” he said.
She nodded again, more certain this time.
“But we’ve got to be a team. We can’t let Dante get between us, okay?”
A few more nods in response.
“No keeping secrets. No meeting him without telling me, okay?” He wasn’t sure why he felt the need to say that second part. He had some inkling that Dante had a bigger agenda than he was letting on.
“Okay,” she whispered. She wiped her nose, wrinkled it and sniffled. “He texted me,” she said. “He said he wanted to thank-you for…” Her cheeks reddened and she looked down at the sink.
“For what?” Jonathan prodded.
“For bringing me to him,” she explained.
Those words again. They made him hot under the collar, even though he knew this was some game Dante was playing with himself. Some bullshit domination thing, using those words over and over again.
It was so sordid, which is what made it so hot. A husband bringing his wife to her lover to watch her get used. His cock began swelling again at the thought of it. “What did he want to do to thank me?” he asked.
Her eyes fluttered up to his. “He wanted me to lick your frenulum,” she whispered.
His chest tightened at the thought of Dante and Cayley exchanging sexy text messages behind his back. Dante giving her sexual instructions to perform on her husband.
That, too, was somehow arousing. There was something so dark about it. Cayley talking to another man about her sex life.
He’d have to have a chat with Dante at some point. Make it clear to him they were having fun but not to push it too far. “Hey,” he said, leaning forward and kissing the side of her neck. “You want to go to bed early so I can return the favour?”
Her eyes shifted side to side for a moment before she smiled and nodded.
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Cayley had the closing shift that Wednesday, noon till six. When her alarm went off at nine o’clock she was already stirring. 
She’d heard Jonathan getting ready, though he always tried to be quiet when she had to work late.
As the fog of sleep lifted, her first thought was of him and the love they’d made the night before. She smiled at the memory and at everything that had happened the last few weeks.
Then, as had been happening lately whenever she thought of sex, her mind drifted to Dante. A warmth formed in her core and began to radiate up into her belly.
She let her mind fill with the memory of his enormous cock and she let out a sigh. Her hand drifted down between her legs and into her flannel pyjamas. Past the trimmed patch of pubic hair above her cooch and between the soft folds of her opening.
She found herself warm and damp already, just from thinking about him.
A pang of guilt gripped her when she remembered what Jonathan had said. They were in this together. No keeping secrets. No private thoughts.
She chewed on her lip and considered getting out of bed. This was a private thought. This was kind of a secret. On the other hand it wasn’t like she was out on a date with Dante.
She was in bed, their shared bed. Under the covers and safe from the big, bad world, where her husband had left her earlier that morning. A girl could indulge a bit, couldn’t she?
She ran her fingers between her folds again and sighed. She’d been masturbating so much lately. So much thinking about Dante’s penis. How fat it was. How tight it had made her feel. How it had splashed all that seed all over her bottom.
She shuddered and found the delicate button of her clit, swirling a finger slowly around it.
The seed all over her bottom was what excited her the most. She hadn’t told Jonathan that. She didn’t know if she ever would and she felt kind of terrible about that.
That was a secret. That was a private thought. Maybe it was something he should know? Because it felt very dangerous and very forbidden thinking about it.
Her back arched up off the bed as she contemplated it again. That big, fat cock (she’d been thinking of it as a cock lately, too, not a penis) pumping in and out of her oh so soft pussy until it got super extra hard and started spilling all that Dante juice into her insides.
She trembled, whimpered and then curled into a ball as an orgasm swept through her out of nowhere. It was as intense as they’d all been lately and she moaned and bit the pillow as it passed.
And, as had also been happening lately, it was followed by a wave of guilt. This time at having entertained the notion of Dante keeping it inside her as his stuff came out.
That was a horrible thing to think. That felt like a betrayal and she didn’t know what to do about it. Because she couldn’t stop herself. She felt like she had no control over these daily masturbation sessions. She felt like she had no control over her own mind, like she had to think of Dante’s junk squirting up inside her.
She shook her head, pulled her hand out of her pants and rolled off the bed. She turned the shower on to lukewarm then, as she stepped in, gave herself a blast of cold.
The icy water purged her mind of all it’s disgusting thoughts and purified her soul. After a few quick splashes she turned off the taps and stepped out.
She made coffee and packed a lunch and went through the rhythms of her morning. After a quick glance outside she decided it was a nice enough day to take the bus and leave the car in the driveway.
She saw a text from Jonathan on her phone: Hope your day is filled with sunshine!
It made her smile and she texted back a big smiley face.
She hit the ground running at work. It was crazy busy for a Wednesday. She’d  sold two suits by two in the afternoon and just as she was getting ready to take a bite of her sandwich three young guys came in looking for rental tuxes for a wedding.
They were in that wedding party planning mode and she had a blast getting them measured and fitted.
Things started to wind down around five and she took a stroll through the mall to stretch her legs while Susan was still there to mind the shop. She got back just before five-thirty, Susan with her things all ready to go by the door.
“Alright, well, I’ll leave you to it!” Susan said, flashing her a smile. She waved and walked towards the door. “Good evening, sir,” Cayley heard her say.
Cayley turned and her heart jumped up into her throat.
There was Dante in the fine suit she’d sold him, white shirt underneath with the top button undone. Hair slicked back, tight slacks and shiny black leather shoes with no socks underneath.
He smiled at Susan then immediately turned his attention to Cayley.
Susan glanced over her shoulder, looking up towards Dante then raising her eyebrows in a way that meant you want me to stay a while longer?
Cayley rounded the sales counter and smiled widely as she approached Dante. “Hi, Dante!” she said, her skin heating at saying his name. “Have a good night Susie!” she said, waving Susan off.
Susan smiled, gave a thumbs up and hurried out the door.
“You look amazing in that suit,” Cayley said, reaching up and straightening his lapels.
It was the sort of compliment and gesture she’d give any of her customers. Did she know it came off as a little bit flirtatious? Sure. Suits didn’t sell themselves and there was a reason there was only one guy who worked in the store, selling socks and underwear.
Her cheeks heated, though, when she connected it to what she’d done with Dante. Or, rather, what had been done to her. Her mind immediately dropped a few levels. To the basement of her thoughts were all the primal feelings were. Where the memory of the way his cock had stretched her lived.
She blushed hotter.
“Thanks,” Dante said. “Is it too hot in here or something?” he asked. “Your cheeks are all red.” He reached out and brushed a thumb against her cheek.
The gentle caress shot through her body and she immediately felt herself get moist between the legs. “I got a little overheated on my walk,” she muttered, looking off to the side.
“Adorable,” Dante said. He glanced around the store. “They leave you alone to lock up?” he asked.
Cayley nodded but didn’t look at him. The word adorable bounced around in her mind in a way that felt very wrong. She loved that he’d said that. She loved he thought that about her.
A red warning light flashed in the back of her thoughts. This was something Jonathan had talked about. No secrets. No private thoughts. She’d have to tell him about this. She’d have to tell him that Dante had come to her work. Would she have to tell him that he’d called her adorable, though?
That seemed like it was something that might make Jonathan upset. Even if he’d sworn nothing about all of this was ever going to upset him.
“Hey, what’s going on with you?” Dante asked. “You shy with me or something?”
She glanced at him, giggled, then looked away. “Dante,” she said, her voice a little whiny.
“What? What is it?” he asked, putting a finger on her chin and turning her head so she was looking into his eyes, then stepping closer towards her.
The gesture, his insistence and his warm smile all did wild things to her that made her insides twist and flop. “Why are you here?” she asked.
He leaned in closer.
She gasped, thinking for a moment that he was going to try and kiss her. She turned her head away. Her promises to Jonathan were running on repeat in her mind.
“Hey, what’s that about?” he asked, his brow furrowing. “I just wanted to drop by and say hello. You know I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since the other night.”
She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. This was exactly the sort of thing Jonathan had been talking about. This was exactly what she wasn’t supposed to be doing. Except she didn’t have anything to do with this. Dante had shown up on his own. “We can’t talk like that,” she said, shaking her head.
He stood up straight and scowled. “What do you mean? Like what?” he asked.
“You can’t be saying stuff like that to me when we’re alone,” she said. This was all so confusing. How could Jonathan want her to have sex with Dante but this wasn’t alright? Wasn’t this a part of…that?
“Oh, hold on a second,” Dante said. “I know what’s going on here. Jonathan tell you that? Did he tell you you’re not allowed to talk to me?” he asked.
“He didn’t say I wasn’t allowed to talk to you. Just…no secrets. No secret meetings and stuff. No going behind each other’s backs,” she explained. She wasn’t even sure if she should be telling Dante all this stuff.
“Cay-Cay, this isn’t going behind anyone’s back. Here, let me show you.” He pulled his phone out of his pocket and thumbed the camera on. “Come over here. Right here, next to me. Stand right there.” He put an arm around her shoulder, raised the phone above their heads and snapped a picture.
“What are you going to do with that?” she asked.
He grinned. “I’m going to send it to Jonny baby is what I’m going to do.”
She chewed on the inside of her cheek, worried she was about to get in trouble. “Are you sure you should do that?” she asked.
“This way it won’t be a secret. He’ll know we’re here together, right? Can’t get mad if we’re not doing anything behind his back!” He tapped out a message and sent the photo off, then pocketed the phone. “Feel better now?” he asked.
“I guess,” she said, nodding.
“Now can we talk about the other night?” he asked.
She didn’t know what to say. Would that be okay? Would it be enough that Dante had sent Jonathan the photo as proof? She’d probably tell him everything that happened when she got home anyway. “What do you want to talk about?” she asked, her voice almost a whisper. She glanced around the store to make sure they were alone.
“I want to talk about how beautiful you are, Cayley. I want to talk about how I can’t get you off of my mind. I want to talk about how I want to be with you again,” he said, stepping closer to her again.
He reached up and tucked her hair behind her ear, then gently brushed her cheek with the back of his fingers. “Do you want that?” he asked.
An ache throbbed in her core. She did want that. So bad. She wanted to tell him she’d been thinking about him, masturbating about him. But that definitely felt wrong. That definitely crossed a line.
She glanced at her watch. “I should start locking up,” she muttered.
She could feel his eyes on her back as she turned and walked to the back of the store to get the keys and turn the lights off.
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He’d just put the water on to boil for pasta when the message came through. 
It was innocuous enough. Just a snap of Cayley at work, Dante standing next to her with his arm around her. No big deal, right?
Except it was a big deal. He could see it in Dante’s smile and eyes. There was a shadow of menace in them. A taunt.
The taunt echoed in the three word message Dante had attached to the picture, too.
Got ur girl.
Somehow he couldn’t stop gawking at the picture. He turned the water off when it started to boil, his dinner duties suddenly far from his mind.
There was Cayley looking sweet as pie. Still as innocent and cheerful as ever despite what she’d done with Dante.
Dante standing next to her. Looming, like he always did. Was it the angle of the shot? Was it the lens that made Dante look so much bigger? The way he was holding the phone? Or was it all in Jonathan’s mind?
But the undercurrent of all those thoughts and questions was far more primal and perverted. He wanted to see it again. He wanted to see Dante do Cayley.
He wanted to see her sucking his dick. He wanted to see Dante on top of her. In between her legs with Cayley on her back. Penetrating her.
That word, penetrating, stabbed pins and needles into his heart and made his cock start to pump up towards an erection.
Jonathan’s thumb hovered over the picture, his heart pounding like a kick drum in his chest. 
Cayley’s smile, radiant and pure, contrasted with Dante’s smirk, a crooked half-moon that screamed trouble.
Got ur girl.
The words echoed in his mind, the taunt stirring something dark to life within him.
He remembered seeing them together.
Cayley’s pale skin against Dante’s tan, her curvy body looking so tiny and fragile compared to his muscled frame. The way Dante’s hands, rough and weather-beaten from years of surfing, had gripped her soft thighs.
The stark contrast had been seared into his memory, a perverse tableau that haunted him now and made his cock rise higher.
And her face. God, her face. The way her eyes had fluttered closed, her lips parted in a silent moan as Dante thrust into her. The memory sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin, his cock swelling against his jeans.
He could almost hear her soft gasps, see the way her breasts heaved with each ragged breath.
But it was the look on Dante’s face that really got him going. The clenched jaw, the corded muscles in his neck, the intensity in his stare. It was a look of pure dominance. A look that said, I’m taking her, and there’s nothing you can do about it.
Jonathan’s breath came fast now, his cock now painfully hard. He glanced at the clock, calculated the time it would take for Cayley to get home. Too long. He needed relief before she got there. Their whole life couldn’t just be about sex. Their whole sex life couldn’t just be about Dante.
He stumbled to the bathroom, one hand already fumbling with his belt. He pushed his jeans down, his cock springing free, hard and aching. He gripped it, squeezed it, imagining it was Cayley’s hand. Imagining Cayley staring at him with lusty eyes as Dante pumped into her. 
He pumped his cock, his breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He was already close, so close. He could see them together, their bodies entwined, their moans filling the air. He could see Dante’s cock, thick and hard, disappearing into Cayley’s sweet, wet pussy.
And then he was coming, his cock pulsing in his hand, his seed spilling onto the cold bathroom floor.
He slumped against the sink, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. As the haze of lust cleared, he saw his reflection in the mirror. Saw the guilt etched onto his face. But beneath the guilt, there was something else. Something darker. A hunger that gnawed at him, insatiable and demanding. A hunger that whispered, more.
He shook his head, trying to shake this craziness, this madness out. He had to get a hold of himself.
Dante was Cayley’s friend, too. Just because they’d done what they’d done didn’t mean he couldn’t show up at her work at night.
Except it wasn’t like that at all anymore, was it? They couldn’t just take back what had happened and pretend they were all just friends. It would forever be between them that Dante and Cayley had hooked up while he watched.
He’d have to talk to her again. He’d have to sit her down and have a conversation about what made their marriage special and what made whatever it was they were doing with Dante different. Which made him realize it wasn’t really Cayley who needed a talking to. It was himself.
The sound of the door opening startled him. He stuffed his cock into his pants, wiping the slimy semen off his hand onto his underwear. He cleared his throat, pocketed his phone and grabbed a strip of toilet paper to clean up the mess he’d made on the floor.
He flushed the toilet and washed his hands, running a hand through his hair before turning out the light and stepping through the door with a smile on, ready to greet Cayley.
He drew in a sharp breath when he saw her. When he saw Dante standing behind her. Looming. Looming over her with that shit-eating grin amidst the black stubble on his chin. “What’s, uh, what’s going on?” he asked.
Dante reached for the open front door and swung it shut behind him. He stepped up behind Cayley and put a hand on her shoulder, his smile even more menacing than it had been in the picture. “Thought I’d give Cayley a lift home,” he replied.
Jonathan’s eyes dropped to Dante’s hand as Dante squeezed and rubbed Cayley’s shoulder. The hand fell to her arm, caressing it gently before falling away.
He looked at Cayley and the look on her face made his throat go tight. Still sweet. Still innocent. Still cheerful. But there was a glimmer of worry in her eyes. Of guilt, even.
Immediately he knew why it was there. Cayley wanted this. Cayley was happy about this. She was excited that Dante had stopped by her work and brought her home. Maybe even a little aroused that he’d texted a picture of them together to her husband?
There was nothing cruel or mean behind it. Cayley didn’t get off on being sadistic. No. This excited her for other reasons. Dante’s cock. She wanted Dante’s cock. She hadn’t resisted the ride because she wanted another chance to feel Dante’s cock.
That thought beat inside of him like a slow bass drum. Thudding against the sides of his skull. Cayley loved Dante’s cock.
“We’re not just going to stand here letting things get awkward, are we?” Dante asked.
Cayley glanced at Jonathan, a certain confusion in her gaze now. She needed direction. She needed reassurance that what she wanted was okay. That Jonathan wouldn’t be upset with her for her desires.
The truth was he was a little upset. He was upset that Dante felt comfortable enough to pull a stunt like this. Meet Cayley at work under the pretense of giving her a ride, only to bring her to their house so he could fuck her.
But that wasn’t Cayley’s fault. That was a beef with Dante. Cayley just wanted it. She just wanted that fat cock inside her again. He could have sworn he smelled her arousal through her underwear and across the hallway.
“You want a drink or something?” he asked Dante.
“Nah,” Dante replied, shaking his head. He leaned down over Cayley, rubbing her arm again and nuzzling her neck. “I think all three of us know what we want. And I don’t think we need to beat around the bush about it. Do you guys?”
Jonathan locked eyes with Cayley. Those big, beautiful, hopeful eyes that were quickly filling with hunger. It made his insides squeeze because there could be no doubt about what she wanted.
She wanted fucking Dante. She wanted to get fucked by Dante.
“The bedroom’s just over here,” Jonathan said, quietly, waving a hand in that direction.
Cayley’s eyes widened, as if in shock. She stepped away from Dante, taking small steps and walking towards Jonathan. When she reached him, she took his hand in hers and slowly led him towards the bedroom door.
The symbolism of it made him choke up a little and he had to take a few deep breaths to relax his throat.
Sweet Cayley showing him they were in this together. That even though she had a real bad craving for Dante’s cock she was doing it with him there.
It drove him wild.
“Is this okay?” she whispered. “Is it okay that he’s here?”
The questions nearly made him sob. Sweet Cayley asking him if he minded that she really needed to get fucked by Dante. “Of course it’s fine,” he whispered back.
“Hey buddy. Why don’t you get your wife naked for me?” Dante asked, strolling into the bedroom and undoing his belt.
The bedroom was small. A tight squeeze for three people that would make for a very intimate evening. Not like the sprawling apartment at Falls Plaza.
Jonathan’s fingers trembled slightly as he reached for the top button of Cayley’s blouse. Her eyes met his, wide and trusting as he slowly undid the first button.
He knew he had to do this for her. He had to show her that everything was perfectly alright or she wouldn’t be able to relax.
He could feel Dante’s gaze on them, intense and hungry, but he focused on Cayley. On the softness of her skin, on the way her chest rose and fell with each breath she took.
The blouse slipped off her shoulders, revealing the smooth curves of her collarbone, the swell of her breasts encased in a lacy bra. Jonathan reached behind her, his fingers fumbling slightly with the clasp.
Cayley let out a soft laugh, her hands covering his, guiding him. The bra fell away, her breasts spilling free, her nipples already hardening into tight buds at the prospect of what was to come.
There was something almost religious about the ritual. Jonathan preparing her so another man could have her. It hardened his cock fully between his legs.
He’d seen her naked countless times, but this was different. This time, she wasn’t just undressing for him. She was undressing for Dante, too. The thought sent a jolt of electricity straight to his groin.
He knelt down in front of her, his hands gripping the waistband of her skirt. He could smell her arousal, a sharp, tangy scent that made his mouth water. He slid the skirt down, revealing her thighs, her calves, her little feet. She stepped out of it, standing before him in nothing but a pair of white cotton panties.
Jonathan looked up at her, his heart pounding in his chest. Her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted, her breath coming in soft pants. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down slowly, revealing the neatly trimmed triangle of hair at the apex of her thighs.
He could see the glint of wetness between her legs and could smell the sharp scent of her desire. He leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to her mound, feeling her shiver beneath his touch.
“Fuck, that’s hot,” Dante murmured from behind him. Jonathan glanced over his shoulder, seeing Dante standing there, his pants unzipped, his cock hard and ready in his hand. The sight sent a wave of heat crashing over him, a mix of lust and jealousy and desire.
He stood up, his hands sliding up Cayley’s sides, cupping her breasts. Her eyes fluttered open, meeting his. There was a question in them, a hint of uncertainty. He leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to her lips.
“You’re so beautiful, Cay,” he murmured against her mouth. “So fucking beautiful.”
She smiled, her eyes fluttering closed again as she leaned into his touch. Jonathan stepped back, turning to Dante.
He couldn’t look him in the eye. Somehow that was too weird, too submissive, perhaps. He just bowed his head slightly and stepped out of the way, leaving a clear path from Dante to Cayley.
Dante’s eyes flashed, a predatory grin spreading across his face as he stepped forward, his hands reaching for Cayley.
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As Jonathan moved into one corner of the room, Dante let go of his belt and it fell, together with his pants, to the ground with a dull thud. 
Cayley’s eyes fluttered open and she lowered them to behold the sight of Dante’s cock. They widened and her lips parted ever so slightly.
The look sent arousal swirling through Jonathan’s whole body. That look was lust distilled. Cayley was hungry for it.
Dante’s eyes roamed her body as he slowly stroked his cock. The sound of the strokes became slicker as his pre-cum began lubricating the inside of his shaft and slowly spilling from the head of his cock.
“You ready to kiss a cock again, Cay-Cay?” Dante whispered.
Cayley gave a quick nod and stepped forward, getting ready to sink to her knees in front of Dante.
The speed and eagerness of her reaction rattled Jonathan. This was danger. This was dangerous territory they were entering. This wasn’t just his kink any more.
Cayley was into this in a way he never could have expected. He’d just wanted to see her sweet, innocent demeanour and her beautiful, curvy body defiled for his own gratuitous pleasure.
Cayley liked this now. Cayley was just as into this as he was. Maybe more?
“No, no, sweetheart,” Dante said, touching her elbow and keeping her on her feet. “Not this one. Not yet. We’re gonna give you a little master class first.”
Cayley looked up at him, confused. “Master class?” she asked.
“Yeah,” he replied. “Just like on the cello. I want you to go over there and get on your knees in front of your husband.”
Cayley, looking very puzzled, turned and looked at Jonathan. She watched him for a few moments, then stepped towards him.
Jonathan’s eyes darted down her naked body, pausing at all her curvy and delicious bits. He had no idea what Dante was cooking up.
Cayley came to stand obediently in front of him, doing Dante’s bidding.
“Good,” Dante said. “Now get down on your knees.” He sank down onto the bed, cock in hand, stroking himself as he watched her kneel in front of Jonathan. “Good. Now take his cock out.”
Without missing a beat, Cayley reached up and unzipped Jonathan’s pants. She reached inside and her eyes bulged when her hand came into contact with the hard flesh of his engorged member.
She pulled it out and smiled up at Jonathan, obviously pleased at how hard and eager he was.
“Now,” Dante said, shifting on the bed so he could see her mouth. “I want to add a few moves to your repertoire.”
Cayley glanced over her shoulder at him, flashing a smile, getting into the game.
“When you suck a cock,” Dante began. He paused, holding a finger up in the air. “And that’s what we’re going to call it from now on. Sucking cock. No more kissing it, you understand? We’re going to make you a good little cocksucker.”
Cayley looked both shocked and delighted by his lewd description.
“I want you to say it, Cayley,” Dante went on. “I want you to tell Jonny you’re going to be a good little cocksucker.”
Jonathan, who’d been feasting his eyes on the sight of her unclothed body, looked into her eyes. The excitement in them, the thrill at being so naughty, made his cock flex in her hand.
Cayley looked up at him with wide eyes and the beginnings of a smile. “I’m going to be a good little cocksucker,” she whispered.
The words hit him like a punch to the chest coming from her. He huffed and his cock stiffened harder.
“I guess Jonny likes that,” Dante said, stroking his cock and chuckling. “Alright so don’t just go straight in and kiss it, Cayley. I want to see you do what I told you. You want to build it up a little better before you get your mouth on it. Pull it higher so it’s pointing straight up. Good. You see those two things dangling beneath it? His balls? Give those a little kiss first.”
Jonathan’s jaw dropped as he watched Cayley lean in and gently kiss the wrinkled skin of his ball sack.
“Good. Now, real gentle, suck one of those into your mouth,” Dante instructed.
Cayley leaned in, her warm breath tickling Jonathan’s sensitive skin. She gently sucked one of his testicles into her mouth, her lips soft and moist around the delicate flesh. Jonathan gasped, his body tensing at the sudden, intense pleasure. Her tongue swiped against him, a warm, wet caress that sent pulses of ecstasy shooting through his groin.
“That’s it, Cay-Cay,” Dante encouraged, his voice low and husky. “Now the other one.”
Cayley released the first testicle with a soft pop and moved to the other, repeating the action. Jonathan’s hands clenched into fists at his sides, his body trembling with the effort to remain still. The sensation of her tongue lapping against him was exquisite, sending waves of pleasure coursing through his body.
“Fuck, Cayley,” Jonathan groaned, his voice barely more than a whisper. Her eyes flicked up to meet his, her mouth still wrapped around him, and the sight was almost enough to send him over the edge.
“Alright, now that you’ve warmed him up,” Dante said, his voice tinged with amusement, “let’s move on to the main event. Lick his cock, Cayley. Start at the base and work your way up, like you’re licking an ice cream cone.”
Cayley released his testicle and shifted her position, her hands wrapping around the base of his cock. She leaned in, her tongue extending to lap at the sensitive skin. Jonathan’s breath hitched as she began to lick him, her tongue tracing the veins that ran along his length.
“That’s it, Cay-Cay,” Dante praised. “Now, when you get to the top, I want you to swirl your tongue around the head. That’s where he’s most sensitive.”
Cayley followed his instructions, her tongue reaching the head of his cock and swirling around it. Jonathan’s hips jerked, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful. He could feel the heat building in his groin, the pressure increasing with each flick of her tongue.
“Good girl,” Dante murmured. “Now, open your mouth wide and take him in. I want to see you take as much of his cock as you can.”
Cayley looked up at Jonathan, her eyes filled with a mix of excitement and apprehension. Then, she opened her mouth wide and leaned in, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. Jonathan groaned, his hands reaching out to tangle in her hair as she began to suck him, her cheeks hollowing out with the effort.
The sight of her, on her knees, her mouth wrapped around his cock, was almost too much for him to bear. He could feel his orgasm building, the pressure in his groin increasing with each bob of her head. But just as he was about to reach the point of no return, Dante’s voice cut through the haze of his pleasure.
“Not yet, Jonny,” he said, a wicked grin on his face. “We’re just getting started. Take him out of your mouth, Cayley.”
Cayley immediately followed his instruction. She pulled her mouth off Jonathan’s cock and let go of it, letting her hands fall gently onto her lap. She stared at the head, at the small drops of milky liquid that pooled at the tip. One of the droplets fell down onto her thighs.
“That’s perfect,” Dante said. “Now leave him just where he is, just like that, and come over here and do the same thing you just did to me.”
Cayley turned, her hands dropping to the floor as she began to crawl towards Dante.
Jonathan’s eyes widened, his gaze trailing down her body, taking in the sway of her hips and the wobble of her buttocks. The pressure in his groin was so intense he felt like his interior plumbing might rupture.
Her generous flesh rippled with each movement, hypnotizing him. His eyes locked onto the small, puckered hole nestled between her cheeks, a sight he’d never seen before. It was taboo, forbidden, and it sent a surge of lust through him that made his cock ache.
He glanced down to see it leaking in a steady drool of pre-cum. He raised his hand to grip and stroke himself, but paused when he saw Dante grinning at him.
“What’s it gonna be, Jonny?” Dante asked. “You pop one off now the show’s not gonna be nearly as hot, is it?”
Dante chuckled when he saw what Jonathan was staring at. “You like that view, Jonny? I know I do.” He spread his legs wider, making room for Cayley between them. “Come on, Cay-Cay. Show me what you’ve learned.”
Cayley reached Dante, her hands resting on his thighs. She looked up at him, her eyes wide and innocent, yet filled with a newfound hunger. 
As he pulled his cock to point up she moved closer between his legs.
His balls were bigger than Jonathan’s, the wrinkled flesh more leathery.
Jonathan watched the tip of Cayley’s tongue bump along the rough ridges. He drew in a sharp breath when she pulled one testicle into her mouth with a gentle slurp.
There was something deeply unsettling and at the same time potently erotic about this. Cayley was sucking on the source of Dante’s essence. The factory that produced his replicating code. She cuddled and coddled it with her mouth and tongue, looking up and searching for his approval.
Dante put a hand on top of her head. He slowly let it fall to her cheek, his pleased smile widening. He looked up and across the room at Jonathan. “Isn’t that the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen? Come here. Take a look at this up close.”
Jonathan stood up, not caring that his legs were shaking or that his cock was still out.
Dante had, in a heartbeat, become deeply embedded in their sexual lives and suddenly shame seemed just a distant memory.
He walked over until he could see Cayley’s eyes.
She glanced at him, turning her head sideways slightly but keeping half of Dante’s sack in her mouth.
Jonathan felt a strange mix of excitement and nausea. Dante was right. In a way it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen, even though it made him feel kind of sick to admit it to himself.
Dante pulled her face away, the testicle popping out of her mouth and glistening with her saliva. “Now be a good little cocksucker,” he said, smiling at her.
She leaned in, her tongue extending to lick the base of his cock.
Dante groaned, his head falling back for a moment before he looked back at Jonathan, a smirk on his face.
“She’s a natural, isn’t she?” Dante said, his voice strained as Cayley’s tongue swirled around the head of his cock. “I didn’t expect it, to be honest.”
Jonathan couldn’t respond, his eyes locked onto the sight of Cayley’s mouth wrapping around Dante’s cock. This was the last thing he’d expected, too. With just a few text messages Dante had transformed Cayley from a shy young wife who kissed it to the perfect little cocksucker.
She began to bob her head, taking more of him into her mouth with each movement. Dante’s hands tangled in her hair, guiding her, pulling her closer.
“That’s it, Cay-Cay,” Dante murmured, his eyes on Cayley now. “Take it all. Show Jonny how much you want it.”
Cayley moaned. The sound made the base of Jonathan’s cock vibrate.
She took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing out as she sucked him harder. Dante groaned, his hips lifting off the bed to meet her mouth.
“Fuck, Cayley,” Dante growled. “So fucking good. You feel so fucking good.  Not yet, though. I want to enjoy this. I want to enjoy you.”
He pulled her head back, his cock popping out of her mouth with a wet sound. Cayley looked up at him, her lips swollen and slick with saliva. Dante smirked, his eyes flicking to Jonathan.
“You see that, Jonny? She’s fucking loving this. She’s loving my cock in her mouth. Tell him, Cay-Cay, do you want more?”
Cayley nodded, her eyes wide with desire. “Yes, please,” she whispered. “I want more.” Her eyes flicked to Jonathan, filled with lust and mischief.
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For the first time since they’d embarked on this crazy adventure Jonathan saw something in her gaze he’d never seen before. A wildness had been unlocked within her. Generations of taboo and social norms had been peeled away by her desire to feel a large cock once again inside her. 
Dante’s cock.
It scared him as much as it excited him. He watched her take Dante’s cock into her mouth again.
This time there was no hint of shyness or hesitation. She turned her eyes up at Dante and the look she gave him seemed to say use me how you want.
Dante cupped her chin with his hand. He gazed into her eyes and put his other hand on her cheek and slowly pulled her closer, stuffing more and more of his cock into her mouth.
Jonathan gasped when he saw the head bulge at the top of her throat.
Cayley gagged, a belch gurgling up from her belly and making her lips flap against Dante’s shaft. She looked up at him again, this time with a helplessness in her eyes.
“So beautiful,” Dante whispered. He pushed her head back, just enough so she could drag three heavy breaths in through her nose. He pushed her back a little further, letting the head of his cock slip out of her mouth to rest on her lips.
He held her head in place there, gripping his shaft and rubbing his frenulum against her mouth.
She stuck out her tongue and flicked it up and down.
“You done with that for now?” Dante asked. “Or you want to keep being a good little cocksucker?”
Her eyes darted to Jonathan’s and a blazing hot blush made her whole face turn red.
Dante chuckled. He pulled his cock away from her lips and smeared the wet head against her cheek. “What’s the matter, baby? Why so shy? Tell your husband what you want. That’s what he wants to hear, don’t you Jonny?”
Jonathan couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Dante had been right. He’d been right about his cock. He’d been right about the way Cayley would react to it. 
It just seemed so completely implausible because it wasn’t that kind of world any more. They weren’t primitive savages out in the jungle. Sexual selection was about tenderness and love and trust.
It wasn’t supposed to just be the guy who whips the biggest dick out gets the girl. Modern love wasn’t like that!
Jonathan realized he was making himself enraged. There was something deeply unfair, cruel almost, about Dante being right. About sweet Cayley showing this side of herself, this absolutely depraved hunger to have a big dick that Jonathan could never provide.
He looked at her again. She was no longer looking at him. She was looking straight ahead at Dante’s pelvis. Enduring the degradation of Dante smearing his penis all over her face. Why was she doing that? Did she like it? Did she like submitting to him in this way?
“Come on, Cay-Cay,” Dante whispered. He put a thumb on her chin and tipped her head up and to the side so she had to look at Jonathan. “Tell him what you want.”
It was a stern, if quiet, command. It made it clear who was in charge.
She looked so pained Jonathan would have done anything to help her. He didn’t want to hear the answer. He already knew what it was. Dante wouldn’t have sounded so cocksure if there had been any doubt. “It’s okay, baby. You can tell me. I won’t get upset. I promise.”
Dante raised the head of his cock and pressed it against her lips again.
She opened her mouth and he slid the head in a few times before pulling it back out. “Go on. Tell him,” he said, resting the head against her lower lip.
She blushed hot again and the room filled with the damp astringence of the arousal aroma pulsing from her pussy slit. “I wanna be a good cocksucker some more,” she said, lips flapping against Dante’s frenulum this time.
Dante tipped her mouth open and pulled it onto his cock, sheathing about half his shaft inside. He gently gripped her hair and started pulling her face back and forth on his prick.
Jonathan jaw went slack at the unbelievable sight. He looked up at Dante when Dante looked at him.
“See?” Dante said. “I told you, Jonny. I fucking told you and you didn’t believe me but you believe me now, don’t you? You see how much she likes sucking this cock?”
Cayley’s mouth made sloppy, wet sounds along Dante’s shaft with each pull and push away. She did not seem resigned to her predicament in any way. Her body swayed eagerly back and forth and she seemed just as eager to please Dante with her mouth.
“Do me a favour, Jonny?” Dante asked. “Get down on your knees and feel how wet she is for me? Get down there and tell me if your wife is ready for my cock.”
Jonathan realized this was part of the game for Dante. This was part of the thrill. Saying outrageous things like that was part of what got Dante off about this.
Thing was, he didn’t even mind. He didn’t care that Dante could be a dick sometimes, or that he liked to tease or even bully. Seeing Cayley turned into a such a cock slut was insanely hot.
Still shameless about his cock poking out of his pants, he knelt down behind Cayley like Dante had asked.
“Good. Now put your hand on her pussy,” Dante ordered, slowing, then stopping Cayley with a quarter of his cock inside her mouth.
Jonathan reached under her and shuddered when he touched her pussy folds with his fingers. They were soaked with hot wetness. Fresh Cayley lube that had leaked out of her as her body prepared to be penetrated by Dante’s huge cock.
If there had been any doubt left in his mind it was dispelled by the state of Cayley’s pussy. She was drenched. She liked this. She liked being a good little cock slut.
“Put a couple fingers in her, Jonny,” Dante growled.
Jonathan’s eyes bugged as his shock registered. “W-what?” he stammered.
“Stuff a couple digits into her pussy. Trust me. It’s gonna be a good time,” Dante promised.
“Are you serious?” Jonathan asked, still aghast.
“Just fucking do it,” Dante growled.
Reaching under her to fondle her pussy again, he gently spread her soft folds apart and slipped his middle finger into her.
Cayley let out a long, low moan that was muffled by Dante’s shaft in her mouth.
“That’s it,” Dante said, grinning. “Now put another one in her.”
Jonathan, somehow in the thrall of Dante’s orders, pressed his ring finger into Cayley’s pussy hole.
A lower, more guttural moan rolled out of her.
“Now hold still,” Dante said. He started rocking her back and forth with his hand, simultaneously fucking her mouth with his cock and her pussy with Jonathan’s fingers.
It took only a few moments before she put her hands up on Dante’s thighs and started rocking herself back and forth harder and faster, moaning loudly.
Jonathan watched the way her ass cheeks clapped together with each thrust. Her teeny little stink hole nearly touching his wrist as she pleasured herself on his hand.
“Look at that,” Dante said, taking his hand away from her head and leaning back with both hands on the bed. “Autopilot.”
Cayley was rocking back and forth quickly now. Eagerly swallowing as much of Dante’s cock as her mouth and throat could handle. Wetness was pouring out of her and soaking Jonathan’s hand.
He felt the muscles of her pelvis start to twitch and squeeze.
She moaned louder, rocking even faster back and forth.
“Okay, sweetie,” Dante said. “You make yourself come on Jonny’s hand and then I’ll give you what you really want. This cock inside that sweet pussy.”
Cayley let out the loudest moan yet.
Jonathan felt her pussy squeeze his fingers so hard he nearly pulled them out, worried she might snap one.
Her whole body shuddered with a massive orgasm as even more hot fluid poured out of her. She pushed her face forward, swallowing almost two thirds of Dante’s cock and trembled through three more waves of orgasm before haltingly pulling herself off.
Dante’s cock fell from her mouth and off to the side as she drew in a lungful of air to catch her breath. Her face was red and her eyes glistened, slightly teary.
She seemed to remember where she was and what she’d just been doing because her already red face turned even redder when she looked over her shoulder at Jonathan’s arm disappearing under her ass.
“No, no,” Dante said, reaching out and putting two fingers into her mouth and sliding them along her tongue. “No more getting embarrassed. You’re a good little cocksucker now. You need to be proud of that.”
Cayley stuck her tongue out and let him run his fingers over it a few more times.
Dante stood up, towering over the both of them. “Pull your fingers out of her pussy,” he ordered. “Cayley, sweetheart, you lie down on your back and let him eat you out a bit before I fuck you.”
Jonathan pulled his fingers from her snatch
Cayley scrambled to her feet and hopped up onto the bed, pulling her legs back by her knees and spreading them wide. She seemed lost in an erotic trance. Eager, almost desperate, to fulfill all of Dante’s orders and please him as best she could.
Jonathan crawled forward, Dante unbuttoning his shirt just above him, and positioned his face between Cayley’s thighs.
The delicious stink of her excitement had taken on an even sharper acidic note. Her pussy lips were engorged and agape enough that he could see the darkness on the inside of her hole.
He pressed his mouth to her pussy and groaned as the warm apple-lemon vinegar juices coated his tongue.
The taste of her, her body’s reactions to his tongue on her sensitive parts just made him groan and bury his face more deeply against her core.
The sound of Dante throwing off his shirt and kicking off his shoes barely registered.
Cayley began to moan, her thighs flapping side to side and squeezing his head as she approached another climax.
The sound urged him on. He sucked her clit into his mouth and suckled, lapping at it with his tongue.
She cried out and wound her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer still.
He could feel her body heating, the taste of her core changing as she approached another flexing pleasure.
It was as if he could feel her pleasure, too. His cock was throbbing between his legs and he could feel it leaking his own wet, the fluid meant to lubricate the passage of his seed into her body.
She cried out. Her pussy contracted against his mouth. A squirt of her delicious dribble splashed against his tongue.
For a moment they were connected in a way he’d never felt before and he felt the urge to crawl inside her, to become one with her.
Then he once again felt Dante’s looming presence above them both.
“Okay, buddy,” Dante said. “That’s enough of that. Time to get this cock into her.”
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Jonathan’s stomach clenched as he pulled his mouth away from Cayley’s messy muff. He stared at the opening with awe. 
He’d not seen her womanhood like this. Not ever. The lips engorged and parted slightly. Her dark pubes matted with his saliva. It was all so unromantic and kind of gross but somehow that made it wildly erotic.
In this state it didn’t look pretty. It had nothing in common with the euphemisms the old dirty books used to use. It didn’t look like a womanhood, a core, a petalled flower or any of that.
This was a vagina. A snatch. A cunt.
Real and raw and pulsing with each beat of her heart.
Dante nudged him with his big toe, making Jonathan shuffle sideways. He glanced up and saw that formidable cock suspended nearly above him and directly over Cayley’s wet hole.
As Dante stroked himself Jonathan looked down at his own cock. It was still a good cock, nothing wrong with it. It was redder than he’d seen it before and throbbing at a similar pace to Cayley’s pussy lips. The head was coated in clear pre-cum, some of which had dribbled down onto his pants.
He looked back up at Dante’s organ and was filled with a renewed sense of awe.
It wasn’t like he was attracted to it. Nothing like that. Dicks were ugly no matter what size they came in. It’s just this one was so enormous it was hard to look away from. It was hard to believe his eyes weren’t lying.
He remembered guys in gym class surreptitiously checking it out as Dante swung it around in the change room on his way to the showers.
“You know you two should be grateful for how thoughtful I am,” Dante said, smiling at Cayley as he stroked his cock above her pussy. “Jonny go stick your hand into my pants pocket, buddy, and pull out the condom that’s in there.”
An unexpected wave of relief swept through Jonathan as he shuffled across the floor to where Dante had deposited his pants. He hadn’t realized it but there had been a tension inside of him he hadn’t consciously noticed.
He realized now that he must have been thinking there was something they were missing. Something that was keeping him from fully immersing himself in the moment.
He slipped his hand into the pocket of Dante’s pants and his fingers found the plastic package. He pulled it out and looked at it.
The black envelope was the largest condom wrapper he had ever laid eyes on. It bore no brand with the only symbol on it being ‘3X’ in grey letters. He shuffled back to where Dante was standing and raised it up towards him.
“Give that wrapper a tear, Jonny,” Dante said, grinning.
He tore the wrapper and pulled the condom out, lifting it towards Dante.
Dante plucked it from his fingers, pinched the tip and pressed it against the head of his cock. Making a circle with his finger and thumb, he slowly rolled the latex down along his shaft until nearly the whole thing was sheathed.
Watching it sent a shiver racing down Jonathan’s spine and excitement pooled in his balls.
That was it. That thin layer of latex would be the only barrier, the only measure of protection, Cayley’s precious ovum would have against Dante’s seed. The thought of Dante ejaculating inside her body and that thin film of rubber keeping his genetic material contained was dizzying and wildly erotic.
Jonathan glanced up on the bed.
Cayley had hiked herself up on her elbows and was staring at the huge cock protruding in an upwards arc in between her legs. Her legs were still spread. She, too, seemed to have left any embarrassment and shame she might have had, far behind. The look in her eyes was pure lust.
“You ready to feel that cock inside you again, Cay-Cay?” Dante purred.
Cayley nodded.
Dante turned and looked sideways at Jonathan. “What do you say, bud? You want to watch this dick go inside your pretty wife?”
There was no hint of menace or malice in his voice. The question seemed posed solely to enhance Jonathan’s, and perhaps Dante’s, titillation.
“Yes,” Jonathan whispered, nodding his head three times.
Dante stepped forward. He lowered his cock, laying it on Cayley’s belly, then dragging it down and running the sheathed head along her parted lips.
She shuddered. Her buttocks clenched and her back arched, rolling her hips up so her pussy was even more exposed, the hole opening wider as if her whole body was saying to Dante I am yours.
Jonathan had no idea what possible psycho-sexual mechanism was working in his mind to make him think this was erotic. It went against all rationale and intuition. Why would letting another man fuck your wife feel this good? Why would watching it feel even better?
He shivered again with excitement when Dante moved his cock head sideways, spreading Cayley’s lips wider still before spearing it between them with a satisfied sigh.
Cayley’s toes curled as Dante pressed his thick cock head into her. Her eyes widened, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. She squirmed, hips twisting as if trying to escape the overwhelming sensation.
“Oh...oh gosh,” she whispered, fingers scratching at the bedsheets.
“Mmm,” Dante purred, pushing forward, then pausing two inches in. He turned and looked at Jonathan. “Can’t believe you’ve been hogging this tight pussy for so long. Not fair,” he said, shaking his head and chuckling.
He pulled his cock out and the condom emerged covered in a thin film of Cayley’s wetness. He leaned over her, planting a fist on either side of her hips and pressed his cock back into her again.
She gasped as he went an inch deeper. “Too much,” she whispered, pressing her fingers against his abdomen.
Even as she resisted her hips tilted up, inviting more of him into her. Her lips clenched around him and Jonathan saw the muscles between her pussy and her tiny shit hole flex.
Dante chuckled, low and throaty. He laid a hand on her belly. “You can take it, Cay-Cay. Just breathe.” He pulled back slightly, then thrust forward, sinking deeper.
Cayley cried out, a sound that sent shivers down Jonathan’s spine. He watched, transfixed, as her body writhed, trying to accommodate Dante’s size. Her breasts heaved with each breath, her nipples hard and pointed.
This was different than watching her on top of Dante, riding him. She’d been in control then. She’d been in charge of how much she could take. How wide, how deep.
Now it was Dante over her, driving into her and telling her everything was going to be okay.
Jonathan knew there was no danger he would hurt her. But the dominating position he had over her was exciting, even if it did make him feel a little submissive.
“Ah!” Cayley moaned as her thighs trembled.
“That’s it,” Dante soothed, stroking her thigh. “Almost there.” He pulled out slightly, then gave a gentle thrust, burying himself to the balls inside Cayley.
Cayley’s back arched, a guttural moan rolling from her throat. Her legs wrapped around Dante, ankles locking at the small of his back. She panted, her chest rising and falling rapidly.
Dante held himself inside her, staring down at her with a darkened gaze and, no doubt, enjoying the sensation of her snug pussy wrapped around his cock meat.
It took a few moments but she calmed her breathing. Her eyes fluttered open and she looked down her body to where Dante was buried between her legs.
Her eyes opened wider and filled with curiosity. She worked her way up onto her elbows again and stared at his cock buried inside her.
“You like the way it feels, Cayley?” Dante whispered.
She nodded, continuing to stare at her the root of his prick.
He put his hands on her thighs and moved his hips back, drawing a few inches of his cock out of her.
She sucked in a breath, then shuddered, obviously overwhelmed by the sensation. Her eyes widened when she saw the base of his cock protruding from her.
Jonathan had never seen her so sensitive before. She certainly never reacted like that when he entered her. He was so happy to be able to give her this new experience but a bit sad he couldn’t do it more directly with his own equipment.
“I’m gonna push it in again,” Dante whispered. “You ready?”
Cayley bit her lower lip and nodded.
Dante rubbed her thighs, then dropped one hand over her pussy with the thumb hovering above her clit. He pressed it into her soft flesh and gave it a few slow, circular rubs.
“Oh!” Cayley exclaimed, her eyes popping open wide. She looked startled by what he was doing and what was happening inside her from it.
Dante kept rubbing and slowly moved his cock back into her.
“Oh my!  Oh my gosh!” Cayley gasped. She grabbed him by the wrists and clung to them as her hips began to roll back and forth in what seemed like an involuntary motion. “Oh god,” she moaned.
A pleased smile stretched across Dante’s mouth. “Yeah, baby,” he said, keeping his thumb rolling around Cayley’s clitoris in a steady rhythm. “You see that, Jonny? You see what her body does with the right stimulation?”
Dante watched Cayley’s body roll and twitch and twist on his big cock, fine tuning the pressure of his thumb on her clit.
When Cayley glanced at Jonathan she did not seem in control of her faculties. The way her hips were moving was almost robotic, like a pure reflex to Dante’s stretch and touch.
Her back began to rise up off the bed, the muscles in her abdomen tightening then releasing as she fell down onto her back again.
Dante began to move his cock in and out of her. Slow at first, then building speed. Each thrust sent Cayley sliding up into another crunch. She still clung to his wrists.
Jonathan felt his cock harden and begin leaking even more pre-ejaculatory fluid. His eyes were glued to the formidable column of erectile tissue moving in and out of Cayley.
The sight of it put him into something of a trance.
It really was such a big, ugly club of an instrument. Big enough that it had stretched Cayley’s pussy so wide that it looked almost ugly, too. Her pretty little slit spread out into a big gaping hole, greedily slurping up the rigid cylinder.
Cayley began to moan with each of Dante’s thrusts. Her toes curled behind him as she clung to his waist with her legs.
“Look at you,” Dante said, smiling. “Taking all of me like a good girl.” He petted the inside of her thigh, then, shaking her hand from it, drew it up her stomach to cup her breast. “That feel good?” he asked, kneading.
“So good!” Cayley admitted. Her thighs began to squeeze his hips, her hips still rolling back and forth, grinding her pleasure centres hard against his intruding prick.
She let go of his other wrist, got up on her elbows and thrust her chest out towards him.
Dante grinned and accepted the invitation, rolling a nipple between his fingers, then doing the same with the other. He sped up his thrusts and drove into her a little harder. “How’s that?” he asked.
“Fuck!” Cayley shot back, her eyes moving to her pussy.
Hearing her curse jolted Jonathan out of his trance. He’d heard her swear three times since he’d met her. He looked up from her pussy to her face.
Her brow was furrowed in deep concentration. She was staring at Dante’s cock, moving quickly now in and out of her.
Dante put his hands on her hips and started thrusting up into her a little higher.
He must have touched a good spot because her eyes opened wide, her mouth dropped open and she let out a noise like an opera singer.
“Yeah? Like that? Right there?” Dante asked, digging in a little deeper with his cock.
Cayley threw herself back onto the bed, shoulders twisting as her hips jolted back and forth in time with his rutting prick.
“Fuck you’re beautiful,” Dante growled. He reached up and put both hands on her breasts and squeezed.
That jolted Jonathan again. Dante calling his girl beautiful while he fucked her, pawing at her tits like they were his to play with.
“Dante, Dante!” she panted, craning her neck to look down at his cock again.
“Yeah, baby. We gonna make it happen? You gonna come for me?” he demanded.
Working her elbows back underneath her, she nodded again, staring at their conjoined sexes.
“Come on then. I’ll do it with you. You want that? I’ll shoot it all into you!” Dante promised.
That drove her wild. Her eyes rolled back and her head fell against her shoulders.
“That’s it, baby. Squeeze. Squeeze that cock and I’ll shoot all my seed into you!”
Jonathan could feel his penis had leaked enough fluid that it had saturated both his pants and underwear. The undulating bodies in front of him had caused a deep thrumming in his pelvis.
He looked down at his soaked cock, pointing impotently up into the air, and refreshed the thought that soon Dante’s seed would gush out of the head of his cock. So close to Cayley’s cervix and contained only by the little balloon shaped contraceptive device wrapped around it.
Cayley let out a warbling cry and caused him to look up. The sight of her pierced his flesh and dug into the pit of his stomach.
Her body was contorted in a twist of ecstasy. The look on her face pained as her interior clenched and spasmed around Dante’s penis.
Dante, curled over her in a canine pose, grunted something unintelligible as his thrusts became less deliberate and more reflexive.
Jonathan saw the way Dante’s balls tightened up between his legs. He could just make out the fat root of his prick and the thick urethral tube pulsing, pushing out his genetic material
He saw, too, the latex stretching and straining against the throbbing dick. He felt on the verge of an orgasm himself but still couldn’t understand how watching another man ejaculate into his wife could do that to him.
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Dante’s soft chuckling broke through the silence that had fallen over the room. His body stirred atop Cayley and he raised himself up on his arms to smile at her. 
Cayley seemed to resume her natural self, giggling, blushing and looking off to one side.
To the side Jonathan was on. Their eyes met and his cheeks burned hot as he stared at her.
Dante was still inside her. The thought bounced around in Jonathan’s brain like a pinball. Dante still had his fat cock inside her and now Cayley was smiling at him with it still in there.
That was dirtier than anything that had happened yet. That big, shy but goofy grin on Cayley’s mouth. Tinged with embarrassment that another man’s penis was still stuffed deep inside her pussy hole.
Dante reached between their bodies and gripped the base of the condom as he began to pull out.
This was more horrifying to Jonathan than seeing him go in. This would be the final and unimpeachable proof that the deed had been done. He would see the little reservoir at the tip of the condom filled with Dante’s spunk and he knew he would never be able to forget the sight.
Dante pulled it out agonizingly slowly. He kept glancing at Jonathan, as if seeing his reaction gave him as much pleasure as coming inside Cayley’s body had.
The now-floppy cock sagged as he withdrew it. The heavy head fell out and swung pendulously between his legs and there it was.
There was the horrifying evidence Jonathan had feared seeing and now could not look away from.
“We did it, buddy,” Dante said, his voice hoarse.
Jonathan glanced up at him, unsure of what the hell he meant by that?
“Don’t look at me like that,” Dante said, shaking his head. “You know this is what you always wanted. Look at this load, bud. Look at it.” He pinched the condom just above the reservoir and stretched it until it snapped off of his cock and against his fingers.
He lifted it up and Jonathan’s eyes widened. The load was prodigious. What was it he’d read once? The average male ejaculates a teaspoon of semen at a time?
This was no teaspoon. This looked like a half cup of roiling, writhing little swimmers trapped inside that condom tip.
Jonathan couldn’t tear his eyes away from that, either. It was disgusting. Vile, even. But he couldn’t stop looking at it. He couldn’t stop thinking of how close that dangerous elixir had come to the source of Cayley’s reproductive magic.
Dante dangled it in front of him for a few more moments, then slowly turned to Cayley.
Cayley, who had started to look sleepy, was suddenly fully alert as she stared at the captive sperm inside the condom. She gazed at it, as mesmerized as Jonathan was. Perhaps frightened, perhaps excited that it had been so deep inside her? Jonathan couldn’t tell.
Dante pinched the opening of the condom and lowered it down towards her thigh.
Cayley gasped and lifted up onto her elbows again, watching as Dante carefully laid it diagonally over her groin, where her thigh met her pelvis. The opening up by her hip, the filled reservoir brushing against her pubic hair and right outer labia.
“Doesn’t that look pretty like that?” Dante whispered. He pressed on the condom a few times, making the liquid rise up about halfway up the tube. “Why don’t I give you two a moment to catch up?”
He turned and swaggered to the door, then out. The sound of water running in the bathroom was followed by the loud splash of the shower head being turned on.
Jonathan sat staring at the condom.
Cayley looked at it, too, immobile, as if it was some dark magic charm they were both too scared to touch.
Jonathan’s natural drives, the sexual impulses he had been repressing while watching Dante fuck Cayley, kicked him into action. He crawled across the floor, letting his pants drag off of his thighs and calves.
When he arrived at the edge of the bed he took another long look at the condom.
He glanced up at Cayley, who met his eyes. “What’s going on here?” he asked.
She gave an innocent and puzzled shrug. Some force was gripping her. Some desire or fantasy. He could see it in her eyes. It had something to do with the condom and with Dante’s essence inside it but that was all he could discern.
He looked at the disgusting piece of detritus and decided it would be too gross just to throw it in the wastebasket in the corner of the room. The semen would leak all over the place. “Wait right here,” he said.
He got up and walked across the room, pulling his shirt off over his head as he did. He grabbed three tissues from a box and walked back to Cayley. Wrapping the condom into the tissue papers he cradled it in his hands as he walked it back across the room and tossed it in the trash.
He turned and saw Cayley eyeing him with a laser-like stare. Her legs were still spread open. Her pussy gash was still wet and inviting. The hole was gaped again, though the lips were slowly closing.
“Come here, Jonathan,” she whispered. She wore a look of determination.
He trudged across the room, drawn by the sight of her naked body, her open legs and pussy and the wonderful heady stench of her freshly fucked sex emanating from between them.
His cock was hard and leaking still. There was no hope of lasting any significant amount of time once he was inside her. But he wanted to feel the inside of her. He wanted to feel that so bad.
He wanted that hot goodness to wrap all around him. The comfort of her sweaty vagina gripping his cock until he shot it all out, as Cayley called it.
Cayley crab-walked backwards on her elbows and heels until her head was against the pillows. She reclined on the bed, stretching her arms out, palms up, to welcome Jonathan into herself.
He got on all fours and crawled along the bed until he was between her legs. He wanted to just thrust into her. To press his cock against her used sex and push inside and hold himself there as long as he could before it was time to pull out and shoot it anywhere but in there.
“Jonathan,” she whispered.
He looked up into her eyes.
“I want you inside me.”
This was madness. She’d just had sex. With Dante. Dante was humming in the fucking shower behind them. And she was telling him she wanted him inside her?
He nearly burst into a crazy laugh.
He sank his body over hers, a waft of hot, damp air passing over his cock as it approached her snatch. “Should I get a condom on?” he asked. At least a condom might buy him a few more seconds or maybe even an extra minute inside her.
“No. It’s going to be okay,” she whispered. She put a hand around his neck and pulled him closer until his chest was touching her breasts.
Her other hand she put between his legs and gripped his cock, pointing it at her glorious pussy. When she’d slipped the head inside, she put that hand on his ass and pulled him into herself with a light gasp.
He drew in a heavy breath and held it, bracing against the enormous wave of throbbing pleasure that crashed over him. He looked into her eyes, his cock seizing and tightening inside her. “You looked so beautiful,” he whispered.
He meant it, too.
Dante had left her fully greased, fully lubed for him by stretching her with his huge penis.
She smiled but only with her mouth. “It felt really good,” she admitted.
That got his insides all twisted up. Happy and sad and a little angry and jealous at the same time. It felt really good. With Dante. She liked the feeling of Dante’s cock.
He dared to pull out and push back into her, the thrust and stroke sending heat up his spine that washed over his brain. “His cock felt good inside you?” he asked.
She studied his eyes and rubbed the back of his neck, as if deciding what she should say next. What direction this dirty talk would take and where that might lead them? “I’ve never felt that good from someone inside me,” she whispered.
He groaned this time. Loud enough that he heard Dante laugh in the bathroom. His hips cocked back, then fired, ramming his prick into her tightening pussy. He felt it squeeze and he had to clench his ass to lower the temperature in his balls.
He had wanted this. This was the truth. He had wanted this. He had become obsessed with Dante’s cock. Thinking about it entering his sweet Cayley and now he had seen it and he still couldn’t get enough. He still wanted more.
He wanted Dante to come back and bed Cayley again so he could watch that cock pumping in and out of her.
His hips pulled back and drove his prick inside her again, an autonomic response to the fleshy wetness surrounding his erection. His body took up a rhythm that balanced his mind on a thin ledge, the euphoric bliss of release on one side of the chasm, the sustained pleasure of fucking Cayley’s hot and used pussy on the other.
Her hands drifted across his back in a loving, comforting gesture.
He groaned from the motion. He groaned from feeling so loved by her that she would do this for him, then take him into herself condomless so he could rub his pleasure out. “I love you,” he groaned.
“I love you, too, Jon,” she whispered back. “I love this feeling. I love feeling you inside me.” She pulled his ear closer to her mouth. “But I really loved feeling…Dante’s fat cock inside me. His cock felt so fucking good…”
The way the back of her tongue clicked against the roof of her mouth when she spoke the word cock sounded like a whip cracking in his ears. The curse confirmed the corruption of her innocence.
He pulled away to look at her and found her smiling. The smile a devilish, vaguely feline thing. Filled with mirth and mischief, a certain cognizance in her eyes that she’d figured out something new about this little game of his.
He stared at her, stunned that she’d say something so jarring in such a vulnerable moment for them both. She knew even more about him now than she had before.
But his body spoke the honest truth to her and not his eyes. His cock hardened even as he stopped thrusting to stem the great gurgle of semen bubbling in his balls. “You loved it?” he whispered at her.
“I loved it so much I want to feel it inside me again and again,” she whispered back.
“Oh god!” he moaned, burying his face into her neck and clinging to her. He wanted to ejaculate inside her so bad. He wanted to blow his load into her pussy so badly that his cock and balls ached for it.
For all he knew he’d already squirted some seed inside her. That could happen. A little preview before the grand finale that would go unnoticed until she missed her time of the month and her belly started to grow from it.
The thought consumed him. How badly he wanted to impregnate her in that moment drove him absolutely wild. “Cayley,” he whispered, raking in every  ounce of will he could muster. “I think I gotta’ pull out,” he said, his voice hoarse and tight. “I’m about to shoot it all out.”
Instead of releasing him she clung to him tighter.
He felt her wrap her legs around the backs of his and her arms squeeze him closer to her breasts. “What are you doing?” he gasped, simultaneously thrilled and terrified of the woman she’d become.
“I want you to shoot it all out inside me again,” she whispered back.
Her words amplified his urge to come by an order of magnitude. He clung to her as tightly as she to him but squeezed his eyes closed and summoned his will power once more. The urge to fill her overwhelmed him.
She began to gently roll her hips up and down, lovingly massaging the sensitive head of his cock with the walls of her pussy that had now re-tightened from Dante’s stretching.
The sensation purged all reason from his mind, turning him into a human pump that just needed to get it out.
It came out of him with a gasp, then a shout. A warm, bubbly substance that tickled the inside of his shaft as it shot through it, then splashed out of him. He imagined a great wash of it coating the entirety of her interior. Slathered across her cervix and the delicate pink of her walls. It’s abundance bubbling out of her as he pulled out to gaze upon his conquest.
He groaned at the pleasure of his ejaculatory contractions as his body spewed his seed deep into Cayley’s gorgeous hole. The great fall from the heights of pleasure was pleasingly slow, his body twitching and jerking as he emptied the last of the fluid from his balls into her.
She rubbed her cheek against his and made a low, purring sound. “That felt so good, Jonathan,” she whispered.
“I got something that’ll feel way better.”
Dante’s voice behind him made the skin on the back of his neck crawl.
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Jonathan blushed with a deep shame about their situation and his position in it. He was buried balls deep inside of his wife, having ejaculated into her without protection for the first time. Behind him stood the man who had fucked her just moments before. 
Cayley’s eyes were all aflutter and he could feel her heart beating hard against his chest. She wore a slightly confused smile but was obviously in a state of great excitement. “That felt so good, Jonathan,” she repeated, like she didn’t want to acknowledge that Dante was still there.
Her pussy squeezed him, perhaps an intentional act on her part, perhaps not.
He put his head down close to the pillow. He couldn’t look at her. He had no idea what to do or say. He could feel Dante looming over them both and he’d seen Cayley glancing behind him. Was she excited to take his old friend again right away?
“What’s the matter, buddy,” Dante asked, chuckling and rounding the bed. “Feeling shy?”
Jonathan shook his head and smirked in response. Of course he was feeling shy.
Dante, who’d probably fucked god only knew how many women during his surfing career, had probably had threesomes and orgies and all that stuff. At least that’s what he was acting like. Cool as a cucumber and not ashamed at all to be swinging his big cock around the two of them.
Jonathan turned his head when he heard Dante stop next to the bed. He came face to face with a half-erect one eyed monster Dante was stroking to life.
“That was so touching,” Dante said.
Cayley eyes darted to his and she scowled. “Don’t be mean,” she shot back.
Dante looked genuinely surprised by her response. “I wasn’t trying to be mean,” he said, sounding contrite. “Was that the first time you…did that?” he asked.
Cayley let her jaw jut out proudly. “That’s none of your business!” she replied.
Jonathan would have crawled into her if he could have. This was so embarrassing. Getting interrogated by Dante about their sexual experiences while he was still in Cayley after an orgasm.
“You know something that’s really hot?” Dante asked.
Cayley looked at him again, her eyes pausing at his hardening cock. Her cheeks weren’t quite as red now. As if she were slowly growing more accustomed to the bizarre reality they found themselves in. Dante naked in their bedroom watching over them while they fucked.
“Watching it come out,” Dante explained. “You should see it. Freshly fucked pussy? So hot. You can watch it leak out of her.”
Cayley scrunched her nose up and Jonathan got it into his head that he should somehow defend her honour from Dante’s disgusting talk.
He also wanted to see exactly what Dante was describing. So bad.
“You can do it if you want,” Cayley said quietly, gazing into his eyes. As if she’d read his mind. “You can watch it coming out if you want.”
Jonathan felt his shrivelled penis begin to engorge with blood again. He wanted to offer some apology or explanation for his own depravity. He wanted to reassure her this wasn’t really him. He was just doing it because Dante suggested it and she sounded like maybe she wanted it?
He didn’t bother. They were both slowly coming to a realization. Reality was being revealed to them and the fiction they’d lived all this time peeled away. Cayley was starting to see just how perverted men were and Jonathan was feeling less and less shy about showing her.
He felt her watching him as he pulled his penis out of her. He had a hard time looking down at her beautiful pussy. Normally when sex was over it was over. They might kiss and cuddle but once the moment had passed lust and lechery were put away until next time.
Slowly he lowered his eyes to her opening. His cock twitched when he saw that he’d also done an admirable job of stretching and reddening her swollen labia.
His lips parted and he drew in a breath when he saw a small trickle of his ejaculate leak from between them and roll down towards her ass hole.
“You see? What did I tell you?” Dante asked.
Cayley got up on her elbows again, craning her neck to try and get a glimpse of the filthy sight.
“Let me show you something even hotter,” Dante said. He took a step towards Cayley, raising his cock so it was at mouth-level and offering it to her.
Cayley glanced sideways, surveying the length of it and flashing an awkward smile. She looked at Jonathan and seemed to connect something in her innocent mind.
Perhaps that the sight of her sucking on another man’s cock with her husband’s sperm leaking out of her might be erotic?
She opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out.
Jonathan gasped. He watched Dante step forward and press the fat head of his dick against her dainty tongue and roll it around some.
Dante fed it into her mouth sideways until the head made her cheek poke out.
Jonathan’s eyes darted from her pussy to her mouth and back again. His head was spinning with lust and fresh desire. His cock was nearly fully hard again and his need for her was coming back, too.
Cayley turned her head sideways and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked on the tip of Dante’s cock.
“Oh, fuck,” he growled. “You’re getting better at that.”
Cayley blushed, pulled off of him and dabbed at the corners of her mouth with her finger. “Thanks,” she said, taking him back into her mouth and sucking.
Jonathan’s jaw dropped lower. She was playing it up. She was putting on an act. Starting to understand what really got him revved up and giving him just what he wanted.
Dante stroked his shaft and stared down at her pretty face as her mouth moved over the ridge of his cock head. “You want to get fucked again, Cay?” he asked.
Cayley’s chest rose at the question.  She pulled her mouth off of his cock again and turned to Jonathan, a bashful smile on her face. Her eyes fell to the bed.
“Look at that,” Dante said, smiling. “What an obedient wife. Asking her husband’s permission, huh? You lucky son of a bitch,” he said, chuckling.
Jonathan’s vision had tunnelled to focus on Cayley’s face and mouth. Her lips shone with the saliva she’d just been applying to Dante’s cock. Her cheeks were a lovely shade of pink and excitement shimmered in her eyes.
He could tell she wanted it. He could see it written all over her expression and he could smell it wafting out from between her legs, her pussy once again reacting to the possibility of taking that fat cock. “You want to?” he asked her.
She glanced up at him, blushed and nodded.
Dante moved his cock to her mouth, parted her lips with it and pressed it inside.
She took it willingly but it was a more assertive intrusion than before. It was a claiming of her interior space, like he owned it.
He thrust his hips forward and back a few times, fucking his cock into her mouth.
It was such a raw and nasty sight. One corner of Jonathan’s mouth curled up in disgust and again he felt like perhaps he should step in and say something. What? Don’t fuck her mouth like that?
Cayley didn’t seem to mind. She almost looked like she liked it.
And he did like it, pervert that he was. He fucking liked seeing Dante make his wife eat his cock.
“Make some room, Jonny,” Dante said, pulling his cock out of her mouth and putting a knee up on the bed.
Jonathan obliged him, shuffling back and to the side. He got up off the bed and walked back to where Dante’s pants were lying on the ground. He reached into the pocket as waves of hot arousal ran down his neck and back.
“What are you doing?” Dante asked.
“Looking for another condom,” Jonathan muttered.
A small silence followed. “I only brought the one,” Dante said.
Jonathan experienced a short but horrifying moment of paralysis. He let the pants fall to the floor and turned around.
Dante was kneeling between Cayley’s spread legs with his cock in his hand. They were both staring at him, Cayley looking a little nervous and Dante with his usual confidence.
His eyes moved between the two of them and a horrible knot formed in his stomach as it dawned on him that neither Dante, nor Cayley, seemed to think the lack of birth control was an impediment to a second coupling.
Dante lazily stroked his cock to keep it hard. “You know what’s hotter than watching your own cum leaking out of your wife?” he asked.
Jonathan swallowed the saliva that had pooled in his mouth and shook his head.
“Watching another guy’s,” Dante explained. He pressed his large hand against Cayley’s thigh and ran it slowly towards her pussy.
Watching the gesture disassembled all the parts of Jonathan’s inhibition he had thought were indestructible. His senses were heightened as Dante tucked a curled finger into Cayley’s leaking pussy and fucked it in and out of her a few times.
He pulled it out covered in Jonathan’s own semen and held it up, smiling. “You two trying to make a baby?” he asked, glancing at Cayley.
She shook her head.
Dante chuckled. “Then why’s he shooting off inside you? You know that’s how you make babies, right?”
Cayley scowled, annoyed at the question. “Yes,” she muttered. “It’s just not my time for that right now.”
“Not your time?” Dante asked, wiping his finger off on the blanket. “What do you mean not your time?”
Cayley shot Jonathan a nervous glance. “I mean it’s almost my time of the month,” she whispered.
“Ohhhhh,” Dante said, looking between the two of them. “So there’s not much of a chance, huh?”
Jonathan was horrified at where this was headed. Most of that horror came from not knowing if he could count on himself to do the right thing.
To put a stop to this. To put his foot down and put and end to this absolute madness.
He was speechless when Dante shuffled forward on his knees and swiped the head of his cock along Cayley’s puffy folds, drawing up some of the semen leaking from her.
“You ever have sloppy seconds, Jonny?” Dante asked.
“Ew!” Cayley said, scrunching her nose up in that cute way she had.
“It won’t be ew when you feel it go in, Cay,“ Dante said, chuckling again. “You never felt a guy put it in with another guy coming out of you.”
“That’s gross,” Cayley said, scowling. But even if it sounded sincere she didn’t look like she meant it.
Not when her eyes fell to Dante’s cock as he teased pressing the head into her pussy. She sucked in air, bit her lip and her legs spread open a little wider.
Her eyes shot to Jonathan, as if she was ashamed of her body’s reaction and checking in if he found it disgusting.
He didn’t. He found it totally, completely and very much inappropriately blisteringly erotic. “You shouldn’t do that,” he said, breathless.
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The words were out of his mouth before he knew what he was saying. A reflexive reaction to seeing Dante’s thick cock looming over Cayley’s tight pussy entrance, perhaps. A socially coded defence mechanism to the threat of another man’s sperm so close to his wife’s reproductive tract. 
They were also in diametric opposition to his gut feeling on the matter. His cock was nearly fully hard again. His heart was thumping and he wanted nothing more than to see Dante enter her bare and unprotected.
Dante smiled at him. “You’re just saying that ’cause you think you have to,” he said. “I think it’s safe to say we’ve moved beyond traditional conservative values here, Jonny. Safe to say you don’t have to say things you don’t mean just so it looks right.” He swept his cock up the line of Cayley’s cunt.
She reacted similarly. Staring down at it, her legs opening wider and her hips rolling slightly to open her pussy wider for the penetrative tool Dante was brandishing.
This time she didn’t look to Jonathan for his reaction or his guidance. This time her eyes stayed on the fat prick threatening to impale her and filled with even more excitement.
“It’s too risky,” Jonathan said.
Speaking the words felt strange again. Like swimming upstream to his actual desires. But they were the right words to say. He had to keep telling himself that.
Dante laid the head of his cock down on Cayley’s mound and gently rubbed it side to side.
Cayley let out a little hum and rolled her hips against the motion.
“You don’t even know how hot it’s gonna be, Jonny,” Dante warned him. “You might just pop watching me put this fat thing into her. Watching all your cum oozing out over the sides. Look at your dick, dude. It looks like it wants to start a fight!” He burst out laughing at his own joke.
Cayley looked at Jonathan’s penis and her eyes widened.
“Come on Jonjon,” Dante taunted. “I know you want to see it. You got that look in your eye.”
Jonathan couldn’t stop staring at Dante’s cock resting on Cayley’s mound. Dante was right. He wanted to see it so bad. He wanted to know so bad what that would feel like, watching it go in.
He swallowed back another mouthful of saliva as he felt his will power crumble. “You’ve got to pull out,” he said softly.
Dante started chuckling. He reached up and pressed his thumb against Cayley’s lips. “Come on, baby, suck on it for me.”
Cayley looked at Jonathan as she let Dante slip his thumb into her mouth and sucked on it.
Dante rubbed the head of his cock against her pussy lips, then moved it side to side, parting them for his grand entrance. He pulled his thumb out of her mouth and leaned forward.
Jonathan’s eyes widened as he watched the bulbous head of Dante’s bare cock glide into Cayley’s wet entrance. That dirty, ugly thing. That veiny intruder that should have been nowhere near her at all, let alone her bare pussy, slipping into those silky smooth walls.
Cayley made another pleasured sound, higher in pitch and with her mouth open. She, too, was watching Dante glide into her.
As promised, as Dante pushed a few inches of his shaft into her, the warm cream Jonathan had injected began to seep out around him. “Come closer, buddy,” Dante said. “Look at that.”
He was up on one arm, body twisted to the side, giving Jonathan the perfect view of his cock gliding into Cayley.
Jonathan walked forward on stiff legs until he was right at the edge of the bed, just inches from where Dante was entering Cayley. He watched his own semen squish out of her, coating Dante’s cock giving it another layer of lubrication for easier penetration.
Cayley mewled.
Dante sucked in air between clenched teeth. “Holy fuck that feels so much better bare. Holy fucking shit I can’t believe how good that feels, Cayley.”
Cayley’s hands shot up to his shoulders, clawing at them, pulling him closer trying to get him inside herself faster.
Dante groped her breast and squeezed it, drawing his cock out of her. “Slow down, girl,” he whispered. “Let’s enjoy ourselves.” He swayed his hips, moving his cock in and out, in and out of her engorging pussy lips. He glanced at Jonathan, then back at Cayley and smiled. “You want to give your boy a kiss, hmm? Give him a kiss with another man inside you? Wouldn’t that be hot?”
Cayley’s body shuddered and her hips began to roll as she tried to grind her clit against Dante’s cock. She whimpered and nodded and looked to Jonathan.
“Come on, man. Now’s your special moment. Give her a kiss while I stuff her pussy full of this thing,” Dante said.
The whole thing was so surreal Jonathan pinched himself to make sure he wasn’t dreaming. The tiny point of pain from the pinch confirmed he really was standing in his bedroom watching Dante Egan fucking Cayley while he invited him to kiss her on the mouth.
He staggered forward, falling onto his hands and leaning in towards Cayley’s mouth. He closed his eyes and, as their lips met, felt her hot little tongue thrashing against his like a live wire.
She loved this. She loved Dante moving into her while she kissed her husband. Cayley was still sweet but she was innocent no more. She was acting like a little slut for that big cock.
His eyes shot open when he felt her hand close around his cock. She wrapped it tight and jerked him hard and fast, trying to give him the same good sensations she was feeling.
He groaned as bursts of pleasure filled his mind and body. When he pulled away from the kiss he saw her so hot and bothered, her brow furrowed and her upper lip all curled up.
She jerked him so furiously like she was trying to atone for how good Dante was making her feel inside.
He had to put a hand over her wrist and slow her down. He looked between her legs and his cock throbbed in her hand at the sight of Dante’s prick halfway inside her.
“Yeah. Yeah, you two have a little moment,” Dante said. He twisted his body sideways, turning to look away from Jonathan and bending at the waist. This way his cock took centre stage. The main attraction and the fuel for Cayley and Jonathan’s arousal.
Jonathan squeezed his hand over Cayley’s. “Does it feel good, baby?” he whispered.
“It feels so good!” she mewled. “I think I’m going to come!”
As she curled up tight and turned her feet inwards against Dante’s ass Jonathan looked down at her stretched pussy. He watched it squeeze around the column of erectile tissue plying in and out of it.
She gasped, then squealed, then let go of his cock and dug her nails into Dante’s back. She kicked her feet as his fat cock pressed her through what looked to be an earthshaking orgasm.
Dante grunted and his thrusting stopped.
Cayley’s hands balled to fists and she beat them on his back. “Don’t stop, don’t stop! Please! Don’t stop!”
Her pleas ratcheted up the tension in Jonathan’s body. He knew exactly what was going on. Cayley’s squeezing pussy had pushed Dante to the edge. So close he’d had to pause the friction against his penis so he didn’t blow his load inside her.
Now Cayley, driven by the animal desire to send her pleasure to greater heights, was pummelling him in an effort to urge him to keep going. Either oblivious to or uncaring about the possibility that he might shoot off inside her.
It drove Jonathan wild with lust. His cock was throbbing, leaking clear pre-cum again as he stared at Cayley’s precious tight hole stuffed full of cock.
“Fuck, Cayley!” Dante roared. He yanked his cock out of her, mashed two fingers against her clit and rubbed them hard.
That seemed to do the trick. Cayley burst into a fitful seizure of pleasure, fists pummelling the bed now, heels kicking against the mattress, too. She raised her hips and the centre of her body shook as Dante delivered the stimulation with his fingers that she’d craved from his cock.
She screamed. The raw shriek of an organism not in control of its faculties. She raised her waist up, her thighs still trembling, and let Dante guide her through the rest of her orgasm with his fingers swirling around her clit.
A few moments later her middle fell back down onto the bed again, the occasional twitch disturbing it’s post-climactic peace.
Dante knelt between her knees, staring at her still clenching pussy and massaging his cock, muttering “fuck, fuck, fuck,” over and over again.
He slowly turned his head to look at Jonathan. His mouth cracked into a wicked grin. “Holy shit,” he whispered. “Holy shit that was close. Fuck, dude, I nearly popped inside her,” he said, letting out a low laugh.
Cayley was still lost in her own head, floating through the remnants of her pleasure. The tension had left her body. Her arms were at her sides and her legs were parted wide, her pussy hole still open for Dante.
“You gonna’ let me do it buddy?” he growled. “You gonna’ let me blow it inside your wife?”
Jonathan shuddered.
Cayley was exhausted. She was panting and her cheeks were rosy. A line of sweat had broken above her breasts. She looked like she had no idea what had just happened or what was going on.
The full weight of the decision rested on Jonathan. He knew what he had to do.
“You can’t do it,” he said to Dante, even as he stared at Cayley’s pussy hole closing and opening in post-orgasmic tremors. “She’s not on birth control. It’s too risky. Too dangerous. I don’t want that.”
It was the right thing to do. The only thing to do.
He wanted it so bad. He wanted to see Dante shoot his sperm into Cayley so bad. But letting that fantasy play out might have serious repercussions in reality. “No, Dante,” he whispered.
“She’s not on anything. I don’t want that,” he repeated.
“Fuck,” Dante growled again, seeming genuinely disappointed by Jonathan’s reaction. “Where do you want me to blow it?”
The question made Jonathan shudder. Such a dirty question about his pretty girl.
Cayley had somewhat recovered from her post-orgasmic paralysis. She was running her hands along her curvy body. Enjoying the sensation of touching herself like she never had. Caressing her breasts and sides and, occasionally, letting them glide between her legs and stroke her pussy lips.
She was oblivious to what was going on, still lost in her own world of pleasure.
Jonathan saw he had the perfect chance to let Dante play out his most perverted fantasies. Blow it on Cayley wherever he told him to. On her mouth or her tits or, more dangerously, onto her still open vagina where it might have some chance of seeping into her and spawning. “Maybe she doesn’t want it on her?” he said, turning to look into Cayley’s eyes again.
Her blush and the shy look she gave him, her eyes moving slightly to the side to avoid his gaze, told him otherwise.
It sent a hot pulse of lust and anguish roaring through him. She did fucking want it. She wanted to feel Dante’s seed splashing on her. She wanted to know what his cum felt like.
Anger flared through him. What a fucking slut she was becoming! This was supposed to be his fantasy and here she was taking it further than he’d ever imagined and getting off on it.
He shook that feeling off just as it threatened to overwhelm him and screw up this whole crazy ride. “Cayley?” he said, quietly.
She looked to him again. Blushing and bashful but playful now, too. She was enjoying herself. She liked this game. She liked feeling Dante inside her.
“Where do you want him to shoot it out?” he asked her.
The question breathed life back into Cayley. Her body undulated on the bed and she arched her back. As if the thought of coming into contact with Dante’s sperm excited her.
She drew her hands up her sides and to her breasts. She pressed them together, the hard nipples pointing right up at Dante’s eyes.
Dante started chuckling as he stroked his cock. “You want it on your tits, Cay?” he asked.
She bit her lip and nodded.
Dante sank low between her legs again, pointing his cock at her narrowing pussy and slipping it back inside. “Just a little while longer. Just a little while inside you,” he whispered.
She drew in a breath, her breasts heaving up towards him as he slipped fully inside her.
He got down on his elbows over her, his face so close to hers now.
Jonathan froze at how intimate their shared pose was. Cayley’s body swaying softly under Dante as he stroked his cock in and out of her. The way they were looking into each other’s eyes drove a stake through his heart.
Then Dante leaned his head lower and pressed his lips against Cayley’s. He gave her the softest, most gentle kiss.
She returned it, tilting her head to one side and putting a hand up over the back of his head, pulling him in tighter.
Jonathan’s body throbbed with each beat of his heart. Seeing them kiss like that was erotic and painful at once and he felt like he was being torn apart.
Cayley hitched her ankles up onto the backs of Dante’s knees.
Jonathan’s guts clenched. He knew what that felt like. Just a minute ago he’d been the only man who knew what that felt like.
Dante pulled away from the kiss and gazed into her eyes. “You’re so beautiful, Cayley,” he whispered.
The quiet words were like a dark shadow over Jonathan’s heart. He saw something inside himself he hadn’t know was there.
This whole time he’d been flirting with this idea, this insane idea of watching Dante have Cayley, it hadn’t just been about the act.
Sure, there was something intense and arousing about seeing that huge penis fitting into Cayley’s pussy. But this was the real thrill. This was the black blood pumping through the veins of this fantasy.
Seeing Cayley and Dante connect like that was the masochistic rush he’d been craving all along.
Cayley’s reaction, too, did not disappoint. No girlish giggle. No shy blush. Just an earnest stare back into Dante’s eyes. Like she held a similar sentiment but just didn’t have the words to share it.
Dante closed his eyes and sighed as he thrust his cock fully into her pussy.
She drew in a breath and drew her hands up his sides.
His strokes slowed but with each one he drew the whole length of his cock out of her before pressing it back inside. Like he was savouring every inch of her sweet pussy for as long as he could manage.
Jonathan saw the muscles around Dante’s balls and in his ass start to clench and flex. He saw the stiffness in his back and how hard his cock was each time he pulled it out of Cayley.
He knew Dante was close. He was so close to coming, just trying to squeeze more of that beautiful sensation of being inside Cayley out before the big finish.
“Oh, Dante,” she whispered, wiggling her waist beneath him. “Oh, Dante…can you just go a little longer?”
“Shit!” Dante grunted, through clenched teeth. He tugged his cock out of Cayley.
Jonathan gasped when he saw a shot of ejaculate pulse from the head and splash across her dewy folds.
Dante got up on his knees and clambered up onto Cayley’s stomach, gripping his cock, squeezing it to keep the load in until it was aimed at her tits.
He shouted as he started jerking and a massive wad of seed pulsed from the head to coat Cayley’s chest.
Her momentary disappointment at his withdrawal vanished as soon as the creamy liquid touched her skin. She stared at it as it came out of him. Watching it arc through the air and sprinkle in a line across both of her breasts.
It was the most sexually dangerous thing Jonathan had ever seen. And it had his cock dripping and aching with need again as he watched it.
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Dante let out a huge groan as he emptied his balls all over Cayley’s breasts. He aimed his cock side to side, generously coating as much of her pillowy tits as he could cover. 
As his orgasm subsided and his cock finished squirting, he stared at the mess he’d made on her body.
Cayley’s fascination seemed to break with Dante no longer in the moment. Her eyes moved side to side and she looked slightly uncomfortable all of a sudden.
Jonathan felt as naked and vulnerable as he ever had in his life. He moved to grab his underwear and pants, pulling both on to do his best to hide his painful, drooling erection.
“Fuck,” Dante sighed. He looked up to look into Cayley’s eyes but her head was turned and she wouldn’t look at him. He got up onto his knees and swung a leg over her waist, then crawled backwards off the bed, still holding his cock.
He moved around the room with his head bowed collecting his things.
Cayley watched him and Jonathan watched her, both of them waiting for him to leave. They watched him pull his clothes on, then pause at the door of the bedroom.
“Wow,” Dante said, forcing a small laugh. “That was wild, guys.” He glanced at Cayley but she looked away from him. He looked at Jonathan.
“Thanks for coming over,” Jonathan said, his voice gravelly.
“Anytime, boss. Seriously. Any fucking time,” Dante replied. He rapped his knuckles against the door, then disappeared down the hall.
Jonathan turned to Cayley and just stood staring at her for a while. She looked like an angel lying there on the bed with no clothes on, her curvy body covered in Dante’s spunk.
He remembered what he’d seen right after Dante had pulled out of her. The quick shot of semen that had sprayed out of his fat cock and onto her pussy folds.
He took his pants back off and his underwear. He walked to the bed and crawled up onto it.
Cayley watched him, the worried look in her eye transforming into something that looked more like interest, then excitement.
He shamelessly spread her thighs, staring at her sullied cunt and the streak of semen that had landed next to it.
Had Dante released any inside her?
The thought gave him a violent but not entirely unpleasant jolt of adrenaline and his ears started to ring.
Could Dante’s seed be swimming inside of her right now?
Another rush of adrenaline tore through him. His erection hardened as his desire to fuck his own cum into her amplified.
“Jonathan?” Cayley whispered. “What is it, baby? What are you looking at?”
He shook his head, his hands resting on her knees, his eyes returning to her used pussy.
“Tell me, Jon. You have to tell me,” she implored him.
“He…right as he was pulling out of you. I saw…I saw some of it shoot out. I saw some of it. It’s…it’s here.” He reached out and ran a finger along the slimy line of semen, scooping a dollop up and showing it to Cayley.
Her eyes widened and her lips parted. But it wasn’t a look of horror that filled her eyes. It was a look of delirious excitement and desire. “Jonathan,” she whispered, reaching out for his hands.
He shook his head again, unable to believe the risk they’d taken. The incredibly dangerous game they’d just played and for what?
“Jonathan,” she repeated, wiggling her fingers at him, urging him to come closer.
He shuffled between her knees on all fours, his cock straining and hardening between his legs in anticipation of feeling the inside of her. He looked straight at her chest. At the disgusting glaze of ejaculate that was slowly drying on it.
Cayley grabbed a pillow and smeared it across her tits, wiping most of the mess off.
It was so completely out of character for her that it made him cringe. Normally she would have been so disgusted by something like that.
“Don’t worry about it,” she whispered. “It doesn’t matter.” She put her hands on his shoulders and pulled him closer.
He felt the dank steam of her pussy vapours against his groin. The hot nest of eggs that may have just accidentally been infested by the sperm of a rival male.
“Jonathan,” Cayley whispered again. “You have to go into me. I need you in me right now.” She humped her hips up towards him, beckoning him closer with the welcoming gesture.
He looked down again and the sight of the foreign sperm made him so very hard.
Cayley lowered her hand between their bodies and wrapped it around his cock and began pulling him towards her opening.
He followed her guidance and soon felt the tight but gooey walls ensconcing him as he pressed his penis into her body. He groaned, the feeling of sperm squishing out between them tickling the lower pleasure centres of his brain.
The thought that he’d just ejaculated inside her comforted him, too. Even if Dante had unwittingly shot off inside her it wasn’t as if there was nothing protecting her.
His own seed was in there. His own little swimmers that were probably doing their best to get to the source of her right now. He shuddered at the thought.
“Jonathan,” Cayley whispered, yet again.
He opened his eyes, suddenly realizing he’d been lost so deeply in his own thoughts he’d had them closed the whole time.
He opened them and looked straight at her and saw her beautiful, soft smile and his heart warmed with love.
“What are you thinking about?” she whispered.
He froze for a moment, then shook his head. He couldn’t. He couldn’t divulge these dark, disgusting thoughts he was having. These horrible fantasies of seeds and eggs and Dante’s sperm inseminating her.
“Jonathan,” she said again, caressing his back, her voice so gentle and warm. “We’re supposed to be in this together, remember? No secrets. You said that.”
He felt the weight of his own words pressing down on him. But she was right. He just hadn’t meant it to go both ways. He’d meant that she wasn’t to keep secrets from him not the other way around.
And this wasn’t really a secret. This wasn’t something that had happened he wasn’t telling her about. This was just his crazy mind coming up with crazy ideas he didn’t even know where they came from.
“Jonathan,” she said, running her fingers up and down his arms. “Do you really think he might have shot some of it into me?”
The void those words formed in his chest caused him to suck in a massive breath to try and fill it. His cock went rock hard and his hips bucked forward, slamming it deep into Cayley’s steaming pussy.
She arched her back and let out a pleased sigh at his thrust. She bit her lower lip and gazed into his eyes, her smile widening at having found another one of his happy triggers.
“Cayley it’s not right,” he said, shaking his head side to side. As if that would somehow undo his perverted desires, or at least convince her not to exploit them. “We shouldn’t be talking about that.”
She ran her fingers up and down his back and ground her pelvis against the root of his cock.
He felt her hook her ankles behind his knees, the same position she’d been in with Dante, then roll her hips up and down demanding more thrusting.
“It’s only playing, Jonny,” she said.
He shivered at hearing her call him Jonny. Only Dante ever called him that and it was always with a slight sneer.
So why the hell did he like it when she said it?
“Yeah?” she asked, smiling even wider. “You like that? You like it when I call you Jonny?”
He didn’t and he did and it was all so confusing what was happening.
“You know what you have to do,” she whispered, massaging the root of his cock with her pussy muscles. “You’ve got to shoot it off inside me again. Make sure to get yours in there so there’s more of you then there is of Dante.”
He groaned and his hips bucked reflexively back and forth, pulling his cock out and slamming it back into her.
“Oh GOD!” she moaned, arching her back and letting her head fall back against the pillow. “God, Jonathan, you’re so incredibly hard. I can’t believe how hard you are.” She looked straight at him again. “Is it because there’s some of him inside me?”
His body reacted instantaneously, hips cocking back then firing, thrusting his eager little muscle into her hungry snatch.
Cayley tensed up, her legs rising, feet grazing the backs of his thighs. She drew her arms in, smashing her tits together and pointing the stiff nipples straight at his face.
The shape she made beneath him, that curve of womanly lust, made his body react. The independent thrusts coupling together into a rhythm until he was evenly chugging along, stroking his cock into her body and both of them accelerating towards climax.
She locked eyes with him, her expression dead serious now. “Jonathan I want your seed. I want your sperm, baby and I want it deep inside me. I want you to shoot it deep inside me, okay? Deep inside my body.”
Her eyes were wild with lust. Demonic almost as she confessed over and over how much she craved his seed.
His mind ticked back and forth like a metronome. From the sight of Cayley’s beautiful body beneath him, her telling him how much she wanted his essence, to the thought that maybe Dante’s tiny DNA torpedoes were already corkscrewing through her, sniffing out her own code capsule to burrow into it and lock him out.
Cayley started mewling. Her body shook as he rode her harder, faster. Her tits flapped up and down on her chest, a reminder of the dirty thing she’d let Dante deposit on them. She hugged him with her legs, holding his body as close as she could get it.
His hips were pumping hard now, his cock driving in and out, in and out of her hot pussy. He could feel the jizz churning in his balls, charging for the great eruption, the firing that would send it into her soft chasm.
When she closed her eyes his opened wider.
What was she thinking about? Was it Dante? Was she reliving having sex with him? Was she remembering what his huge cock felt like inside her?
Did his own cock come anywhere close to giving her the pleasure Dante had?
Each thought propelled him forward faster, harder.
He was slamming into her hard now with each thrust. An angry motion, like he was angry at her for something. Like he was angry at her that she’d let Dante’s unprotected prick into her and nearly let him fire off.
Even though he knew it wasn’t her fault it was still hot thinking about it. It was still hot imagining Cayley would have been totally fine with Dante dumping his full, thick load straight into her pussy.
He clenched his jaw, coasting on the rage-fuelled lusty buzz humming in his brain.
Cayley’s expression seemed to change from one millisecond to the next. At least in his mind. One moment she was his loving, innocent wife. The next she was a depraved size-queen slut who was taking advantage of his fetish to satisfy her own cravings.
Even as he entertained the thoughts he realized how dangerous it was. Even though it was hot thinking she might have her own agenda, he knew flirting with the thought wouldn’t lead to good places.
But it made his cock so hard. Cayley the cheating slut. Cayley sneaking off with Dante in the middle of the night to have a quick fuck.
He grunted as he edged closer to his climax.
Cayley’s eyes shot open and her pussy squeezed him. Her hands shot to his ass and she tried to pump him harder in and out. “I’m gonna come!” she whispered, breathless.
Her pussy started contracting.
Jonathan held back. Two more seconds of glaring at her, imagining her betraying him. Imagining her lying on her back, legs spread for Dante. In some dark room with just the two of them.
Cayley begging Dante to put that huge, fat cock inside her.
He groaned and slammed his prick into her so hard his balls bounced against her ass. The fluid rush that surged through his cock was accompanied by intense compression of his pelvic muscles.
Each pump sent pleasure pulsing up his spine, slathering his brain in happy hormones as he emptied the contents of his testicles into Cayley’s hot pouch.
As the thrusts slowed and turned into twitches, Cayley’s limbs sloughed off him, falling to the mattress as exhaustion overtook her.
He settled onto her to catch his breath, his mind fixated on the feeling of his shrivelling cock swimming in the elixir he’d just discharged.
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Jonathan saw Dante’s familiar outline sitting on the park bench as soon as he stepped out of the van. He grabbed the sub he’d bought for lunch, swung the door shut and adjusted the visor on his cap lower over his eyes. 
He pulled his sunglasses out of his jacket pocket and put them on, even thought it wasn’t all that bright.
He wasn’t sure why he felt the need to be discreet. It wasn’t like anyone who saw them talking would instantly know what was going on. Just two guys having lunch and chatting by the river, right?
His shoulders hunched up as he crossed the parking lot. He walked across the grassy patch to the trail that ran along the river and turned towards the bench where Dante was reclining.
Dante turned his head and grinned when he saw him.
The smile made Jonathan’s stomach tighten.
He wasn’t sure why he was here. He wasn’t sure why he’d accepted Dante’s invitation to meet for lunch. He knew the answer lay somewhere deep in his subconscious and he was hoping that a chat with Dante would float it to the surface of his mind.
“Heya, Jonny!” Dante said, sliding sideways on the bench to make room for him.
“Hey,” he muttered, sitting down and setting the submarine sandwich down on his lap. Now that he was here he wasn’t even sure he had an appetite.
“Something the matter? You look a little…down?” Dante asked.
Jonathan took a deep breath and stared out over the river.
It had been a week and a half since Dante had been at their house. He’d been in something of a funk the whole time. Maybe not a funk. More like a rumination.
“Hey man,” Dante said, his tone surprisingly sincere. “You alright?”
Jonathan looked to the side, more than a little doubtful that Dante actually had a genuine, sincere aspect to his personality. That he might actually care if there was something going on.
Why was he even here again anyway?
“You just going to stonewall me, dude?” Dante asked.
Jonathan shook his head. “No. No, I’m not,” he replied.
“Then what’s up?” Dante asked.
“You asked me to be here, remember?” Jonathan said.
“Uh, yeah. I thought we could hang out. Chat. You don’t seem to want to be here, though. You gonna eat your sandwich?” Dante asked, pointing at the sub.
Jonathan sighed and shook his head. He set the sub off to the side, leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees. He put his thumbs under his chin and his fingers over his nose. “I don’t know what to do about this,” he said.
He could feel Dante staring at him. He had a nagging feeling he should maybe be at a therapist’s office instead of shooting the shit with Dante next to the river.
“You don’t know what to do about what?” Dante asked.
“This thing that happened. With you and Cayley,” he confessed. Why the hell was he here telling this to Dante?
The simple answer was that he couldn’t bring himself to talk to Cayley about it. He couldn’t just dump all of his conflicting feelings on her. Not after he’d been the one to get the ball rolling. She was doing this for him. If he told her he was having doubts she’d feel horrible about all of it.
That was the last thing that he wanted.
“Dude, what are you talking about?” Dante asked.
Jonathan let out a heavy sigh and turned his eyes towards the ground. “I don’t even know. I don’t fucking know,” he said, shaking his head. “There’s something wrong with me,” he muttered.
Dante clapped him on the shoulder. “Bro, you’re being so dramatic. What do you mean there’s something wrong with you? We had a great time, didn’t we? That was so smoking hot!”
“Keep your voice down,” Jonathan said, eyeing a jogger as she passed them.
Dante shot him a puzzled look. “Jonny everyone’s plugged in,” he said, pointing at his ears. “Nobody gives a fuck what we’re talking about. What do you mean there’s something wrong with you?”
Jonathan turned and stared at him, weighing whether he really wanted to divulge his secrets to the guy who’d fucked his wife. “I watched you have sex with my wife, Dante,” he finally said.
“Uh, yeah? And it was hot as fuck, was it not?” Dante asked.
Jonathan looked away again. “Yeah. It was hot,” he conceded.
“So what the hell’s the problem?”
He let a few moments of silence pass. “We shouldn’t have done it the second time. You shouldn’t have…you shouldn’t have…I shouldn’t have let you do that. Not without protection.”
Dante leaned back on the bench and put his hands on his knees. “Dude, bro, my pullout game is solid. You don’t need to worry about that,” he said, waving his hand.
“It’s not just that,” Jonathan said.
“Then what is it?” Dante asked.
Jonathan swallowed and dug deep to summon the courage to say what he wanted to say next. Was this a mistake? Telling Dante what he was really scared of?
Even if he did go see a therapist how on earth would he tell someone who hadn’t been there what had happened? How on earth would he explain why he wanted what he wanted? No. This was the only option to get it off his chest.
“I fucking liked it,” he muttered.
Dante leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes on Jonathan, staring at him. “Yeah, you liked it,” he said.
“I mean at the end. When you…when you almost finished inside her. I fucking liked that part. I saw you fucking come, man. You were coming before you pulled up on her chest.”
He hated hearing himself talk like this. He hated all this profanity punctuating his sentences. Somehow it felt safer talking like that. Put a cushion between him and the truth he was spewing.
“Yeah, you fucking liked it,” Dante growled. “I knew you were gonna like it. Why do you think I wanted to get in there bare, buddy? Huh? I had you figured out before you even knew what was going on,” he said, chuckling.
“Don’t fucking laugh at me!” Jonathan barked.
Dante put a hand on his shoulder and squeezed it. “I’m not laughing at you, Jonny. I’m laughing because I had it all so right. I know what you want. I know that you know what you want. The difference between you and me is that I’m not scared to say it. I can say it out loud for you, too. I’m not scared like you are.”
He wanted to bark about not being scared, too, but it would have been a lie. Dante did have him all figured out.
“I know you want to see that sweet, sweet pussy full of Dante cum,” Dante whispered, squeezing his shoulder again.
Dante’s soft voice gave him shivers down his back.
“You know how beautiful that would be? A nice Dante creampie for Cayley? You jerk off about that at night?”
Jonathan sat immobilized. He wasn’t ever going to admit to it but Dante had it right. He knew the full score.
“Yeah, you do,” Dante growled. “Hell, I fucking jerk off about it at night sometimes. Filling that beautiful pussy up. Mmm-mmm.” He rubbed his hands along his thighs.
Another shiver worked it’s way down Jonathan’s back. Dante sitting next to him fantasizing about filling Cayley’s pussy.
“Even I’m not that crazy, though, Jonny,” Dante said, chuckling. “Being a baby daddy’s a bridge to far even for this guy.”
The words were totally unexpected and somehow bizarrely reassuring. Jonathan eyed Dante with a sideways glance. “I can’t believe I’m telling you I’m glad to hear that,” he muttered.
Dante let out a laugh and leaned back, putting his hands behind his head and staring out over the river. “You know this would be more fun for you if you stopped worrying so much?”
Jonathan let out a sigh and leaned back against the bench. 
“What?” Dante asked.
Jonathan looked up at the sky and laughed. “I just don’t even know what I’m doing here,” he lied.
Dante sidled up to him. “Yeah, you do. You know exactly why you’re here. And I’m going to make it happen for you. It’s why I wanted to talk to you,” he said.
“Make what happen?” Jonathan asked.
“Well, that’s what I wanted to tell you but I wanted your blessing first.”
Jonathan eyed him, a little weary. “Blessing? For what?”
That slow grin twisted up Dante’s mouth. “You know what. Blowing it inside her.”
The raunchy admission sent arousal sizzling through Jonathan that settled in his balls. “What the fuck? I thought you just said that…”
Dante held up a hand, silencing him. “Not in her pussy douchebag,” he said.
Jonathan furrowed his brow at him. “What?”
Dante leaned closer. “I’m gonna blow it in her ass.”
The wave of laughter that rolled out of Jonathan brought a surge of relief from the awkwardness that had been building inside him.
Dante’s scowl was instant and menacing.
Jonathan settled himself down but his sides twitched, his body threatening to burst into peals of laughter again at the idea Dante had presented.
“What the fuck’s so funny?” Dante growled. “I do all this shit for you and you laugh at me asshole?”
“I’m sorry. I’m really sorry,” Jonathan said, putting his hands out and working to steady his breathing. “I didn’t mean to laugh so hard. I wasn’t laughing at you either, Dante,” he explained.
“Then what the fuck was so funny?” Dante prodded.
Jonathan turned to face him. Seeing him sitting there, sulking about getting laughed at, his shoulders hunched over and that pouty look on his face had defanged Dante. “Dante,” he said, looking him square in the eye. “You’re never going to put it in her ass. Nobody is. This is Cayley we’re talking about here. She’s never going to go for that. You and I both know that.”
Dante’s scorn seemed to soften and he leaned back against the bench. “That’s what you were laughing at?” he asked.
“I was laughing at the thought of you even trying that with Cayley. Can you imagine what her face would look like if you suggested it?” Jonathan asked, trying to paint a picture for Dante of just how preposterous the proposition was. “You couldn’t even fit the tip of your fat, ugly tool in there, man,” he said, hoping Dante would take that as a compliment.
Dante smiled with one corner of his mouth. “You know you surprise me, Jonny. After everything you’ve seen me do it surprises me that you’d doubt me about this.”
Jonathan’s mirth diminished at Dante’s confidence returning. “What are you talking about now?” he asked, a little exhausted by the conversation.
Dante reached into his breast pocket and pulled out a small, rectangular black pouch. He set it next to Jonathan on the bench.
“What’s that?” Jonathan asked, his eyes moving to the pouch.
“That’s a ladies first anal training kit,” Dante replied.
Jonathan looked up at him. “You can’t be serious, man,” he said.
“This here’s the whole reason I wanted to talk to you. Well, I missed you guys, too. Mostly Cayley, to be honest. No offence. But I wanted to give you this. You’re right. If I tried to fuck her pucker tonight I’d definitely break it.” He put a hand on Jonathan’s shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “That’s why you’re going to break it in for me.”
Jonathan scoffed and shook his head. “You know there’s no way I’m getting Cayley to do that,” he said. “There’s no way she’s gonna go for this.”
Dante massaged his shoulder some more. “Well then I guess you won’t get your dirty wish,” he replied, flashing a mocking look of sympathy.
Jonathan’s mood darkened as he realized Dante’s diabolical play. Already his own mind was whirring, thinking of elaborate scenarios that might entice Cayley into considering this possibility.
It was a brilliant move, really. Dante had read him like an open book and knew exactly what buttons to press to get what he wanted out of Jonathan. “I don’t even know what I would say to her,” he muttered.
Dante grinned. “I’m pretty sure you’ll come up with something, Jonny. You’re a clever boy when it comes to this. I know you are. Otherwise we wouldn’t even be sitting here.” He reached up and patted Jonathan’s cheek.
Jonathan grimaced and turned his head away.
Dante got up and stood in front of him.
He could make out the faint outline of his enormous cock along his left leg. Was it really possible? Was there a way that Cayley would give her backside to him?
“I wish you good luck,” Dante said. “Get in touch once you think she’s ready.” He turned and started walking along the river trail, away from Jonathan.
Jonathan put his hand over the pouch and picked it up. He felt whatever was in there jingle and click and shift inside it. He looked over at his sandwich that had gotten a little soggy and warm from being out in the sun.
He looked to the side at Dante strolling along the river, whistling.
He looked at the pouch again and shook his head. This was stupid. This was never going to work. He was never going to come up with a way to convince Cayley to try this. He didn’t even know why he giving it any thought. There was no way it was going to happen.
There was a garbage can a few feet away from the bench. He could have tossed the stupid anal training envelope into it and put this whole dumb conversation behind him.
The trouble was he wanted what Dante had said he wanted. Maybe not the anal thing. But he’d dreamed of seeing Dante erupting in her from the moment he’d watched him pull his sputtering cock out of her and splash her pussy with cream.
He half hated that he wanted it so bad. The other half of him didn’t. So, instead of tossing the pouch into the trash, he put it into the breast pocket of his jacket.
It felt like a sack of lead in there as he stood up. He’d lost his appetite and, once again, could only concentrate on one thing. He tossed the sandwich into the garbage can and turned towards the parking lot.
Trudging to the van, he pulled out his phone to text Cayley.
END OF PART TWO
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