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Chapter 1


Jonathan pulled the van into the dealership parking lot and turned it off. He got out, walked around back and opened the two swing doors. Climbing in, he grabbed his toolbox and an auger, which normally did the trick for clogged toilets. Stepping out of the back he straightened his cap and headed towards the service entrance.

Stepping inside, he set his toolbox down by the door, the auger next to it, and walked up to the service desk. He smiled at the woman sitting behind it. “Hey Ellie! Remember me?” he asked.

She stared at him for a moment, then recognition flashed in her eyes. “Oh my god, Jonathan!” she squealed, loud enough that a few of the parts people in the back turned to stare at them.

She got out from behind the desk, teetered around it on high heels and threw her arms around his neck.

He put a hand around her back and gave her a platonic pat as she hugged him.

She pulled away, beaming at him through horn-rimmed glasses. “Oh my god, how long has it been?” she asked.

He shrugged. “I don’t think I’ve seen you since graduation. Kind of hard to believe, actually. Five years?”

She shook her head. “Where has the time gone? Listen to me, I sound like I’m eighty years old. How are you? What are you doing here? Is your car in the…”

She trailed off mid-sentence and her eyes trailed down his body, taking in his cap and uniform. “You’re a plumber?”

He chuckled. “I’m a plumber,” he confirmed, nodding.

“Clean Pipes Plumbing,” she said, reading the logo on his cap. She scowled. “I never heard of those guys,” she said.

He beamed back at her. “Just set up the bank account last week,” he said, pride puffing out his chest.

Her eyes widened. “It’s your own company?” she asked.

“My very own,” he said, pulling a card out of his pocket and handing it to her.

“Wow, Jonathan, that’s really impressive,” she said, sounding like she really meant it. She raked her eyes down his frame again, then gave him an inquisitive stare. “You, uh, you seeing anyone?” she asked.

He was a little startled by how hotly he blushed at the question. He tried to mask his embarrassment with a laugh. “I, uh, I’m married actually,” he said, thumbing the ring on his finger.

She glanced at it and raised an eyebrow, then smiled. “Who’s the lucky lady?” she asked.

He smiled and that warm, gooey feeling filled him, the one he always got when he thought about Cayley. “You remember Cayley, don’t you?” he asked.

Her eyes bugged and her jaw dropped a half an inch. “You’ve gotta be kidding me. Are you kidding me?”

He laughed and shook his head. “I’m not kidding you,” he said. “Got married a year after high school.”

“Jonathan that’s adorable. You two were just freaking adorable together. I can’t believe you married her. Did you, like, you know, consummate and everything? Or are you still waiting for that part?”

His face went hot again and he did his best to laugh it off. Cayley had been notoriously prudish and shy in high school. The fact that they were dating but not banging had made it into the rumour mill. He’d taken a lot of crap about it. “It’s all official and everything,” he replied.

“I’m just kidding with you,” she said, giving his shoulder a gentle shove. “You know what? We’ve been looking to put in a second bathroom downstairs. You do install?” she asked.

“The whole nine yards,” he replied. “I’d love to give you a quote any time you’re free.” Business had been booming and he hadn’t even been in business for a week. Seemed like everyone he handed a card to needed some work done.

“You work weekends?” she asked.

“Saturdays until two,” he replied.

“I’ll be calling you as soon as I talk to my husband,” she said, pocketing the card.

“Would love to hear from you. In the meantime Mr. Egan called me about a stuck toilet?” he said.

“Oh! Of course that’s why you’re here! I couldn’t put two and two together,“ she said, waving a hand over his uniform, then towards the toilet.

“Jon!” The deep, booming voice came from behind him. Chuck Egan stepped out of his office and offered him a meaty paw to shake.

Jonathan gave him the strongest shake he could muster but it wasn’t easy. Chuck was six foot five and three hundred pounds and had arms like steel cables. “Morning, Mr. Egan,” he said.

Chuck scowled. “Don’t give me that Mr. Egan shit, kid, you’re making me feel old. It’s Chuck now. Look at you,” he said, flicking the bill of Jon’s cap. “That’s a nice fucking logo. Who did that?”

“Guy downtown across from the library. I forget the name, Top to Bottom Design or something like that,” Jon replied.

Chuck gave an approving nod, clapped a hand on Jon’s shoulder and pulled him down the hallway. “Come on. I’ll show you the stuck shitter,” he said.

“Just hang on a second, Chuck. Let me grab my gear.” He jogged to the door, picked up the toolbox and auger and jogged back. He followed Chuck down the hallway and to the staff bathroom.

It was a spacious bathroom with a small sink, a urinal on the wall and, in the far corner, a standard American toilet filled to the top of the bowl with swirling water.

“Devon from sales was the last guy to take a dump so he’s buying coffee tomorrow,” Chuck said, chuckling.

Jonathan laughed along with him. He’d learned during the last two years of apprenticeship that poop jokes just kind of came with the job. He set down the toolbox and walked to the toilet with the auger. “Shouldn’t be too long before I’m done here,” he said, flashing a smile at Chuck.

“Great stuff, kid. How’s business anyways?” Chuck asked.

“Getting better every day!” Jonathan chimed, smiling. He stuck the auger into the bowl.

“Great to hear, great to hear!” Chuck said. He rapped his knuckles on the door frame as he left the bathroom.

He snaked the auger into the trap and gave the handle a few twists, jiggling it at the same time. He did that a few times, then tried to get it in deeper. Just as he was pulling it out to try again an air bubble came up from the trap. The water drained with a soft sucking sound.

“Oh Jooooooony!”

The familiar voice cooing his name behind him made the skin on his spine prickle. His stomach sank and he instinctively plastered his fake Idontcareaboutyourshit smile on his mouth as he turned around. “Are you kidding me?” he asked.

Dante Egan, six foot four and a half, almost as tall as his dad but thirty years younger with the body of an Adonis blocked the entire entrance to the bathroom with his wide shoulders.

He looked just as smug as he always had, wearing that same shit-eating grin Jon remembered from high school.

“D’ya get the shitter fixed yet?” Dante asked.

“Jobs all done. You can tell your pops. What the hell are you doing back here?” he asked, stepping forward and washing his hands off in the sink. He reached out, offering a hand to Dante.

Dante looked down at it and curled his lip up in a disgusted snarl. “I’m not touching that!” he snapped.

Jonathan chuckled and shook his head. Seemed like Dante was the same asshole he’d been in high school, too.

“I’m just messin’ with ya, Jonny!” he said, grinning and slapping Jonathan’s hand. “How ya’ been, buddy? Huh? Look at you! You’re a big plumber man now, huh?” he asked, tugging at the logo on Jonathan’s shirt.

In the blink of an eye his finger and thumb clamped down on Jon’s nipple and twisted hard.

“Fuck!” Jon grunted as Dante stepped back, laughing and slapping his knee.

“Just like old times, huh Jonny?” he said.

“What the fuck are you up to in here?”

They both straightened to attention at the sound of Chuck’s angry question.

“Oh, we’re just having a laugh, dad,” Dante said.

“What are you, twelve years old? I got customers in the showroom asking what all the commotions about.”

“Yes, sir,” Dante muttered, lowering his eyes to the ground. “Sorry, sir.”

“You want to act like a dickhead and bully someone Dante, why don’t you go look in the mirror, huh?” Chuck asked. “This man went out, learned a trade and started his own business. That’s what a man does.“ A deeply uncomfortable silence followed in which Dante continued to stare at the ground. “What did you do, huh? What can you do? Twist around like a stripper on a surf board?”

Jon looked down at the ground, too. In an instant it became clear that Dante came by his asshole tendencies quite naturally.

“You two want to catch up I don’t mind but keep it down,” Chuck said. How’s that going?” he asked Jonathan, glancing at the toilet.

“All done, sir,” Jon said, thinking it better not to call him Chuck this time.

“Leave the invoice with Ellie,” Chuck said, then turned around and walked off.

Dante looked up at him and grinned. He glanced around the door frame to make sure his dad was long gone. “Hey,” he said, stepping into the bathroom. “Sorry about that. Old habits die hard, I guess. My dad’s right. I didn’t mean to be such a dick.”

“It’s all good, Dante,” Jon said, shaking his head.

Dante stepped closer to him, towering over his five foot eleven frame. “Dude. Ellie told me,” he whispered, that crooked, wicked grin stretching across his mouth.

The tightness started in Jon’s throat, worked it’s way down into his chest and, finally, settled in his stomach. He forced a smile but could feel it came out looking weak and fake.

“I can’t believe it, buddy,” Dante whispered, putting a hand on Jon’s shoulder and rubbing it. “Cayley fucking Thompson? The beauty with the booty and the boobies…”

Jon glanced up at him. “Cayley McFarlane,” he clarified. He felt that confusing mix of anger and perverse curiosity rising up through him. Same one he’d felt any time Dante had talked about Cayley. It was weird and sick and no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get a handle on it.

Dante’s head started moving up and down in a slow nod. “Right. McFarlane. Right. ‘Cause you married it, right? She’s yours now?”

Jon smirked, trying to pretend Dante’s words weren’t touching a very deep, very sensitive spot inside him. “We’re married, yeah,” he said.

“Duuuude,” Dante growled. “I wanted to have sex with that girl sooooo bad.”

Jon forced another smirk and looked away. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Dante reach down to his pant leg and grip the thick slab of flesh that was his enormous cock.

He shuddered and pulled his eyes away. Stupid Dante and his stupid huge cock. He’d flaunted that thing every day in the locker room, strutting around and swinging it side to side so everyone could see how big his dick was.

Everyone had seen it because Dante had it made it impossible not to see it. That he was still talking the same way now, like he was still eighteen and pumped full of testosterone, was ridiculous.

“Jonny, buddy,” Dante said, leaning even closer towards him. “What do you think, man? You gonna hook me up or what?”

Jon scowled at him. “Alright, man. I think that’s enough,” he muttered. He looked into Dante’s eyes and his balls and guts started to heat up.

“It’s not enough, Jonny,” Dante whispered. “You know it’s just the beginning. I’m back now. Back in town, buddy. You and me? We’re gonna finish what we started. We’re gonna finish what we started all those years ago. We’re gonna get Cayley Thompson, pardon me, McFarlane properly seated on this here thing,“ he said, clapping a hand against his cock.

Jon did his best to glare at Dante. That was all in the past. This was a different time now. They were adults. Those were stupid teenage games and teenage hormones.

“Don’t look at me like that, Jonny,” Dante said. “It hurts my feelers. You and me, buddy. We used to be so tight, remember?”

“Look, Dante. Cayley and I are married now. We’re all grown up. That was all dumb high school shit. Let it go, dude.”

Dante’s smile returned. “You’re not even going to ask how I’m doing?” he said.

Jonathan smirked, then laughed. “How are you doing, Dante?”

“Three months ago I was one of the hottest pro surfers on the planet. Now I’m detailing used cars in my old man’s shop. How do you think I’m doing?”

Jon wasn’t sure whether to frown or laugh.

“But you know what?” Dante said, his smile widening to that sinister grin. “It’s all gonna be alright. ‘Cause you and me and the beauty with the booty and the boobies are gonna’ become friends again. And you’re going to help your beautiful bride up onto this here lap,” he said, patting the front of his thighs. “And you’re going to get that thing you always wanted. And I’m going to get that thing I always wanted. And Cayley’s not gonna’ know how bad she needed it all these years. It’s gonna be amazing.”

Dante gave his shoulder one last squeeze, turned and walked out the bathroom door.


Chapter 2


Dante hadn’t been a bully. Not exactly. He was just like that with everyone. So full of himself and proud of his big muscles that he didn’t have to work on. And proud of his ginormous dick that he flaunted every chance he got.

The thing was, they’d been friends, he and Jonathan. Because Dante could be a really fun guy, who was nice most of the time. Just sometimes he acted like a dickhead and that’s when you had to make a choice to just take it or cut him loose.

Jon had decided to just take it most of the time because he kind of felt sorry for the guy. Yeah he was huge and cut and hung. But his dad, Chuck Egan, was a total asshole and treated him like shit, humiliating him every chance he got. No wonder Dante had a mean streak.

And Dante had always fascinated Jonathan, in some weird way. Partly because he was huge and cut and hung. Three things Jonathan was not.

Sure, Jon took care of himself but five eleven was no six four. He’d never be able to consume enough protein to have half the muscle mass Dante carried around.

Last but not least, a cock was a cock. You got what you got and you worked with that. Jon wasn’t tiny. He had a good five and a half inches. So, average. But he’d always had a bizarre interest in Dante’s huge dong.

It wasn’t a gay thing. There was absolutely nothing attractive to him about sex with another man. It was more of a guy thing. He kind of wondered what women thought of having sex with a dick like that?

Then, one stupid time, before he and Cayley had even been a thing, Dante saw her walking down the hall, clutching her books to her big chest as usual, and started whispering all the things he’d like to do to her.

It was crass and funny in that adolescent way. It was kind of creepy and weird, too. A little dark.

Cayley was the exact opposite of Dante. The inversion of all of his bravado and swagger. Introverted, shy, withdrawn.

Dante surfed and snowboarded, had a golden boy tan and thick, curly black hair.

Cayley played the cello and was constantly studying.

There was something titillating about imagining the two of them getting it on.

But then, a year or so later, Jon and Cayley became a thing. Not a thing thing. Just holding hands and stuff. Maybe a little kiss goodnight after a Friday night movie.

Dante didn’t stop. He saw Jon’s soft spot for her and couldn’t stop pressing buttons. Telling him what he’d do to her, how he’d take her if he had the chance. And instead of standing up for his girlfriend’s honour Jon just kind of took it because…

Because arguing with Dante about that stuff was pointless. He thrived on any sort of attention, good or bad. He’d keep poking at it just to keep your attention on him.

And there was the other thing. The thing Dante figured out one time when he was telling stupid stories and Jonny, as he loved to call him, got a hard on. A big old stiff one from Dante explaining how he’d seat sweet Cayley on his lap.

Jon had known he’d never let him live that down.

They’d graduated and he’d gone to trade school, Cayley with him to the same school. Dante had disappeared off into the big wide world. Gotten lucky at a surfing competition and scored enough of a sponsorship to take a shot at going pro.

Apparently it had worked out. For a while. Now he was back, surfboard in the garage, detailing cars in his dad’s shop, probably trying to figure out what to do with the rest of his life.

What better way to fill the time than to hook up with his old pal Jonny and give him a hard time?

He wondered for a moment if he would have taken the job at the dealership if he’d known Dante would be there? He decided he would have. Business was business, after all.

He sighed as he turned the van into the driveway and brought it to a stop. He threw it into park, pressed his foot on the parking break, then turned it off. He leaned back in his seat and stared at the cute little bungalow they’d rented just four months ago.

Cayley’s little Hyundai was parked right up against the garage. She probably had her cello out in the living room, going through her scales and arpeggios.

She didn’t have any professional ambitions but liked to pass the time playing her Bach. She’d been playing since she was three and her mom had learned with her so it was probably a way to stay close now that her mom was gone.

Jonathan twisted his hands around the steering wheel, then tapped his fingers against it. Dante had wedged himself into his mind and wouldn’t leave. He knew he had to come up with a plan. A management strategy. A way to contain Dante now that he was back.

They’d been friends too, Dante and Cayley. He had a way with her, Dante did. A charm that drew her out of her introverted nature and got her laughing. Jonathan had almost been jealous of it. Almost.

The truth was he loved watching Dante with Cayley. He loved watching him get her smiling, then laughing about the silliest, most innocent things. He felt horrible about it because he knew Cayley would probably burst into tears if she heard the things Dante said about her when she wasn’t there.

It became his dark obsession, watching Dante charming Cayley then say dirty things about her when she was gone.

Now Dante was back and, apparently, remembered all about it.

Jon pulled the door handle and hopped out of the van. He walked around to the back and checked to make sure the cargo doors were locked. He jogged up to the front steps and could hear the cello even before he opened the door.

He stepped inside and jingled his keys so he didn’t startle her. He kicked his boots off and leaned around the arched entrance to the tiny living room.

Cayley was sitting on a kitchen chair, her cello between her legs and a wire music stand in front of her with her skinny but tall big book of scales perched on it. She stopped playing and smiled at him.

He smiled back, waves of warmth rolling through his heart. “Hey beautiful,” he said.

“Hi Jon!” she said, smiling wider. She set her bow down on the coffee table, then the cello on it’s side on the floor and stepped over the neck and towards him.

She was five foot four with the softest, blonde hair that came down just past her shoulders. Her pale complexion always got rosy when she was too warm.

She had on a white t-shirt, the sturdy underwire bra she wore underneath outlined on it. The tiniest sliver of belly poked out beneath the shirt. Below that cargo pants, her relaxing pant of choice.

Petite but voluptuous, she had a trim waist that made her large breasts look bigger and her hips incredibly breedable.

She walked up to Jon and put her hands around his waist. “How was your day?” she asked, beaming a smile at him.

“Busy, which means good. If this keeps up you can quit your job next month if you want,” he said, leaning down and kissing her on the forehead.

She giggled and put her cheek against his chest. “I don’t want to quit my job, silly,” she said. “I’m glad to hear it was busy.” She squeezed him tight, then pulled away and took a step back. “You’ll never, ever guess who messaged me today,“ she said.

The tightness formed again. Throat to chest to belly, like ice forming inside him. He kept his smile from faltering but he already knew who she was going to name.

He had the uncanny feeling of his own sense of agency leaving him. The inevitability of Dante’s ominous foretelling settling over him like a lead jacket. “Who?” he asked, tightly.

“Try to guess!” she chirped, clapping her hands together like a delighted child.

“Thought you said I’d never, ever guess?” he teased.

“Try!” she demanded, laughing at her own silliness.

He wondered if he should surprise her with the answer or indulge her by pretending not to know? She’d be disappointed if she found out he already knew. “Petra?” he asked.

She shook her head, her smile turning smug.

“Jinny?”

She shook her head again, lacing her fingers together behind her back.

“Come on, Cay? Tell me,” he said.

She looked up at him, the sunlight coming through the living room window casting an angelic glow around her. “Dante Egan,” she said, proudly.

Her name on his lips caused a dark flower to blossom in his mind. Dante Egan. Sweet, innocent Cayley saying it made it sound dirty. Like she already knew what he had in store for her.

He couldn’t bear to lie to her. “That’s quite the coincidence,” he said.

Her smile faded. “Why?” she asked.

“I was just at his dad’s dealership fixing some plumbing,” he replied. Cayley did not like hearing any of the dirty details about his job.

She pushed her bottom lip out in a exaggerated pout. “You knew,” she said.

He walked up closer to her, put an arm around her back and kissed her on the forehead again.

Why was it no surprise that Dante had already begun his game? Had already made a move and texted Cayley and probably put a bug in her ear about how great it would be to catch up?

What was a bit surprising was how little Jon minded. How it somehow seemed like this was always the road they would have to travel. That they’d been living life on pause, waiting for Dante to come back and for this thing to happen so they could get on with their lives without him.

“What did he have to say?” he asked her.

“Well, you probably already know, seeing as how you already saw him at the dealership, Jon!” she said.

“He’s back in town, yea, I know that,” he said. “What else?”

“You talked to him, didn’t you? You know all of it. He’s working at the dealership doing sales. He’s got a lot of spare time. And he wants to know what night would be good to take us out to dinner!”

He smiled even as his thoughts turned darker.

Somehow Dante having to lie about his position at the dealership robbed him of some of his power. Yeah, he was huge and cut and hung. But he was detailing used cars at his dad’s dealership and lying about being in sales to Cayley. Kind of a loser thing to do.

He had a lot of spare time, too. While Jon was working sunrise to sundown building up his business Dante was probably in dad’s basement working his thumbs on a video game pad. Wasn’t it time to grow up?

He knew Dante Egan was all swagger and bravado. He talked a big game but didn’t have his shit together at all. He’d looked up how much most pro surfers made. It wasn’t much.

All of this stuff kept Jon from telling Dante to fuck off and to stay away from his wife. Because in the darkest part of his soul a question sounded. If given the chance, would Dante really be able to convince Cayley to hop onto his lap?

“How’s Friday?” he asked.


Chapter 3


Cayley made seared tuna steaks with broccoli, bok choy and rice in some sort of Asian sauce that evening.

Jon spent the time she was cooking sending out invoices and going over his receipts for the week. Wednesdays he always swung by the bank to deposit the odd cheque people still paid with.

They ate together in their little kitchen, hunched over the small two person table they’d been able to fit in there. Cayley had sold three suits that day so there’d be a little extra to put into their down payment fund at the end of the month.

Jon told her all about Chuck Egan and how he was still kind of a jerk to Dante. He told her nothing of what a jerk Dante had been because Cayley didn’t know that Dante.

Cayley only knew the Dante that sweet talked her and made her laugh and sometimes brought her salted taffy for no reason at all.

That little factlet, the tiny lie that Dante was a swell guy, was also a source of Jonathan’s titillation. As with all the other reasons he had no idea why. It just tickled him in a funny way.

Dante was a dickhead but, when it came to Cayley, he’d always acted like a sweetheart.

Cayley cleared the dishes after supper and Jon moved from the tiny kitchen to the tiny living room and put her cello into it’s case and into the corner where she kept it when she wasn’t playing.

He opened her chest of blankets and got out the quilt her grandmother had made for her and the grey woven blanket she liked to put over it when she got cold. Which was often in the winter.

Cayley came in with a cup of tea for herself and a zero beer for Jon. Drinking on weekdays was for old men and alcoholics but he liked the taste of suds.

She snuggled into the couch next to him and got herself arranged under her blankets with her tea on the side table.

He turned on the TV and scrolled to the latest episode of Real Girls, a reality TV show about a bunch of bitchy ladies cooped up in a mansion somewhere that he hated but that Cayley loved.

They watched two episodes, forty minutes or so, before Cayley started to get yawny and it began rubbing off on Jon.

When the third episode started spooling up, the little circle twirling in the middle of their screen, he rubbed her back. “Should we leave the next one for tomorrow?” he asked.

Cayley shrugged her shoulders and scrunched up her nose, but eventually nodded. She finished off her mint tea and dug out from under her blankets and walked to the kitchen to wash the mug.

Jon put the blankets back in the chest and closed it. Turned off the TV and the light and walked across the hall to the bathroom. He peed sitting down, the way Cayley had asked, and made sure none dripped on the seat when he got up.

Cayley walked in just as he was flushing, already in her flannel pyjamas and her furry bed shoes, as she called them. Big tiger-paw shaped slippers that she only wore right before getting into bed.

She popped the cap on the toothpaste and squeezed a glob onto his toothbrush, then one onto her own.

“Thanks, love,” he said, picking up the toothbrush.

They stuck the brushes into their mouths at the same time and started scrubbing.

Cayley had gone to college for a medical receptionist degree and briefly worked in a dentist’s office before realizing it wasn’t for her. One thing that had stuck from the experience was a fervent belief in proper oral hygiene. She liked being in the bathroom while Jon brushed his teeth to make sure he was doing it for long enough.

Jon spat first and rinsed his mouth out, then wiped it with a towel. He walked out of the bathroom and around the corner to the main bedroom, which was barely larger than the kitchen.

He tossed his uniform into the special hamper he’d bought for his work clothes. He had a service that did his laundry and that way it didn’t get mixed up with their personal clothes.

Putting on a fresh t-shirt and underwear he climbed into the bed and took his phone out, scrolling through his news feed but not really registering what he was reading.

Cayley came in and turned the overhead light out and walked over to the armchair in the corner filled with stuffed toys. She picked out a yellow rabbit in blue pants and brought him to bed, crawling in under the covers and tucking herself in.

Jon had found her love of stuffed animals disconcerting at first, when they’d first moved in together. There was something not quite right about having a stuffed animal in the bed next to you when you were contemplating becoming intimate with your partner.

He’d asked her if she could put the stuffy away while they made love and she hadn’t objected. It had sort of turned into a convenient way to initiate the act, asking her if she could put the stuffy on the ground for a while.

They usually did it once or twice a week. Cayley hadn’t exactly turned into a porn star after they were married but she seemed to understand his needs.

He set his phone down on the night stand, rolled towards her and kissed her on the cheek. “You think Mr. Rabbit could give us a little time alone?” he asked.

Cayley got her naughty smile on, which was always a good sign. She picked the rabbit up off her chest and lowered him to the floor next to the bed, then rolled over to face Jon. “Turn the light out, though,” she whispered, wagging a finger at the table lamp on the night stand.

Jonathan thought of asking her if, just this once, they could leave it on? He so loved the sight of her beautiful, naked body. This aspect of her shyness hadn’t faded with their matrimony.

She wasn’t ashamed of her body she just didn’t like showing it off.

He rolled over and pulled the cord on the lamp and the room went dark except for the faint bit of star and moonlight coming through the slit in the blinds.

He liked it this way, too. The atmosphere the dark light created, the way it softened Cayley’s shape even more. The way she seemed to smile at him faintly through the darkness.

He rolled back over and Cayley rolled away to turn her back to him. He nuzzled her neck and planted a few, incrementally wetter, kisses on her neck as his hand wandered down her curvy body.

He loved her curves and the soft bits of flesh and fat that made them so much fun to grab onto. He’d never liked skinny women and he compared his love of plush Cayley to her love of stuffies.

His hand wandered down her thigh, sensuously caressing the tender flesh there, then moving to her ass, which he gently grabbed and squeezed.

Cayley, in a moment of surprising honesty, had told him once that sex wasn’t really fun unless the man really seemed like he wanted it.

She’d never been with anyone but him so he often wondered where she’d acquired that bit of wisdom but had never asked her. Instead he used it to his advantage, giving her what he thought was just the right amount of aggressive grabbing that got her worked up the way she liked.

Grabby hands paid off. It wasn’t long before he smelled the delicious odour of her sex moistening to include him.

His cock hardened at the scent and at it’s implication, that Cay’s body was getting ready to accept him and that her mind was leading this reaction. He liked knowing that he ‘did it’ for her.

When he pushed his hand into her pyjamas and panties she promptly pulled it out and stripped herself, bottoms and tops, to lie naked next to him.

He did the same, sitting up and expertly swiping off his underwear and t-shirt in two fluid motions before lying down beside her again.

He pressed his hand against the soft hair of her furry muff and rubbed it up and down, gently stroking her pussy lips to life.

Cay whimpered and squirmed next to him, letting him work her lather up, then reached between his legs and grabbed his cock.

Maybe because of Dante Egan, maybe because he was twenty-six years old, maybe because his beautiful wife was naked next to him, his erection was already hard and available for use.

She tugged on it. Cayley’s way of signalling that she was ready for him any time he wanted her.

“Let me put a condom on,” he whispered, slipping a finger between her folds and gliding into her wet sex.

He rolled onto his other side, pulled the night stand drawer open and found the condom by touch. Tugged the wrapper open, pinched the tip, rolled it down his cock and rolled between her legs in a series of procedures he’d performed countless times.

He gazed at her gorgeous breasts. They were large for her frame but so, so perky. They barely sagged sideways on her chest at all. She had the most precious areolae, hardly a shade darker than her pale flesh and oh so small. Her nipples like rosebuds, barely changed shape when she was aroused.

He tested the position of his cock against her pussy slit and found himself to be on target. He pressed a hand over her breast and squeezed.

Their eyes met, always a slightly embarrassing occurrence. Cayley mostly kept her eyes closed when he fucked her. This time she stared right back at him as the head of his cock touched her entrance.

He looked down and his cock throbbed. Seeing her tiny waist and wide hips from this angle, legs spread lewdly before his demanding cock, was extremely arousing.

She had thick thighs and a thick ass and he could see all of that from this position and it made him drive himself inside her.

Cay gasped and put her hands on his sides, slowing his entrance.

He pulled out a bit, lubricating the condom with her fluid, then pressed in again. A few strokes like that and he was able to bury himself right into the root of his prick into her tight pocket.

She was so tight. Her outer labia were thick and curvy but, when she was aroused, they swelled and hugged his shaft like a hand. Her pussy, unfucked by any other man, was so deliciously tight that it made him groan.

Cayley’s fingers feathered the sides of his hips at the sound.

She’d tried hormonal birth control when they first got married but it had made her crazy in the head and so emotional she hadn’t been able to take it. They’d been using condoms exclusively ever since.

While he mostly didn’t mind there was, obviously, a constant nagging part of his mind that wished he could go inside her bare. He longed to feel her with no barrier between them.

That was danger, though. They’d just started getting ahead saving for a down payment. Cayley had her job at the menswear shop and the plumbing business was looking like it was going to take off. A baby right now was not in the cards.

He started thrusting back and forth, Cay moving her hands nicely up and down his sides, feeling like she was urging him on.

The memory of Dante’s menacing promise came out of nowhere into his mind.

It’s all gonna be alright. ‘Cause you and me and the beauty with the booty and the boobies are gonna’ become friends again. And you’re going to help your beautiful bride up onto this here lap.

His cock went tight and suddenly it was spewing, emptying it’s load into the latex receptacle at the tip of the condom, Cayley gasping as she felt him flex inside her.

He groaned, disappointed by the unexpected expectoration before Cay had a chance to even get close to an orgasm. “Sorry about that,” he muttered.

“It’s alright. It was nice,” she whispered back.

There was never a hint of disappointment in her replies.

It was a point of honour for him to give as good as he got. Pulling out of her he slid down under the blankets and in between her legs until the lovely stink of her pussy, mingled with the smell of latex, filled his nostrils.

“You don’t have to,” she whispered.

“I want to,” he whispered back, and began his mouthwork.


Chapter 4


Benito’s had always been their restaurant. It was a spaghetti factory and a pizza mill and had a garlic bread line that was absolutely delicious.

A thrilling energy raced up Jon’s spine as he guided Cayley through the large double doors and immediately saw Dante standing at the bar. Except now he wasn’t wearing the jeans and t-shirt he’d had on at his father’s dealership.

Now he was wearing a grey two piece suit with a white t-shirt underneath, a gold chain dangling from his neck. He had his hair slicked back and on his feet a pair of brown leather shoes with no socks, like the rich boys wore.

He burst into a wide smile when he saw them walk through the door, raising his glass and opening his arms wide like it was his restaurant and he was greeting his favourite guests.

“For two?” the hostess asked, as they walked up to the little lectern at the front.

“I think our friend has probably already sorted that out,” Jon said, pointing at Dante doing his nice guy act.

The hostess smiled and her eyes lingered on Dante a little longer than was professional.

He was handsome, Jonathan had to give him that. He had a great physique and the t-shirt showed it off well. The suit looked tailored and made his already broad shoulders look even broader. Who could blame a girl for staring?

“Go right ahead,” the hostess said, waving them through and blushing slightly when her eyes met Jon’s.

Jon put a hand on Cayley’s back and guided her through a maze of tables towards the bar.

Dante set his drink down and held his hands out to Cay. “Cayley, honey, are you serious? You’re kidding me. You’ve got to be kidding me, right?” he asked.

Jonathan smirked, seeing through the saccharine nice-guy act right away. Dante laying it on so thick and sweet he could feel the sugar grinding in between his teeth.

Cayley let out a nervous giggle and looked to Jonathan for guidance. “Kidding you with what?” she asked.

Jonathan gave her back a rub, reassuring her that she was with him and safe and he’d protect her.

“You look two years younger than when I last saw you,” Dante said, taking her hands in his and spreading her arms out to the sides. “You look incredible,“ he said, spinning her around until she started giggling and blushing from the other patron’s attention.

“You’re absolutely glowing,” Dante went on. He looked deep into her eyes with that smooth smile.

Cayley looked like she was going to melt. Her face went bright red and she couldn’t stop grinning, at once embarrassed and flattered by all the attention.

Jonathan stood behind her watching Dante work his magic and what should have been a jealous reflex instead started as a warmth in his balls that began hardening his prick.

Dante reached out and touched Cay’s cheek gently with the backs of his fingers. “Unbelievable,” he whispered.

“Dante!” she whispered, eyes darting side to side. “You’re embarrassing me!” She turned her head and stepped back towards Jon, into the realm of his protective embrace and he put a hand around her midriff to let her know she was safe.

“We’re just waiting on a booth in the back,” Dante said. “What can I get you two?” he asked. He glanced at Jon and there was a momentary flash of something dark, almost malicious, in his eyes and grin.

Cayley looked up and over her shoulder at Jon. “Do you want me to drive home?” she asked.

The way she looked at him filled him with a deep regret. What the hell were they even doing here? Why had he brought her here after what Dante had said to him? Leading his little lamb straight into the wolf’s den…

He steadied himself, moving the thoughts from his mind. It hadn’t been his idea. He’d only agreed to it. Cayley had wanted this and he was there to make sure Dante kept it above board and Cay could just have fun and feel safe.

“I think we should enjoy ourselves,” he said, squeezing her arm. “If we have too much we can just get a cab home and come get the car tomorrow,” he explained.

“Oh,” Cay said, looking a little confused. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure, I’m sure,” he said, squeezing her arm again and smiling.

“Well then maybe I’ll have a Cosmopolitan,” she said.

“One Cosmo coming up!” Dante said. “What about you, champ?” he asked, winking at Jon.

“Lager,” Jonathan said, not at all amused by the moniker.

Dante ordered the drinks and, just as the bartender set them on the bar, their waitress arrived to lead them to the freshly cleared booth in the back.

They followed her, winding their way through tables until they came to the dark and cozy row of booths by the window looking out over the river and locks.

As the waitress stepped away from the table Cayley sat down and slid sideways towards the window to make room for Jon.

Dante inserted himself between Jon and the seat and slid sideways, cozying up to Cay.

She flashed him a warm smile, seeming happy to have him next to her, then shot Jon a glance to make sure it was okay.

Jon smiled and winked at her, reassuring her again that this was fine, then slid onto the seat opposite the two of them.

The waitress handed out three menus, talked about the specials then promised to be back in a few minutes when they’d made their choices.

Jon’s balls rose up between his legs as he watched Dante put his big arm around Cayley’s shoulders and squeeze her towards him.

She looked up at him with her rosy, dimpled cheeks and smiled. “Are you going to tell us about your surfing now?” she asked.

This had been a puzzling offshoot of Dante inviting them out to dinner. Cay had been prattling on about his surfing career since Wednesday, like she couldn’t wait to hear about it.

Jonathan had found that funny. Not only had she never surfed herself, or expressed any sort of interest in the sport, she wasn’t terribly sporty in any other way. She liked to go for a stroll by the river sometimes. But anything faster, more athletic or more dangerous was just not her speed.

“Oh, I don’t want to bore you guys with all that stuff,” Dante said, waving a hand.

Which was just another load of bullshit. It was one of the first thing’s he’d mentioned to Jonathan at the dealership. One of the world’s top pro surfers, he’d said. Now he was detailing cars in the back of daddy’s shop.

Jonathan often put those two facts together in his mind to reassure himself that Dante was no threat.

“I really want to hear it!” Cayley said, her tone slightly whiny. “I bet you travelled all over the place!”

“I saw some stuff, yeah,” Dante said, then took a sip of his drink. “What do you want to know about?” he asked, glancing at her sideways.

“Where was the last place you went?” Cayley asked, her eyes wide and eager for Dante’s stories.

“Let me see,” Dante said, leaning back in his chair and pondering the ceiling.

Jon saw through the whole thing. Every last stupid little detail. The performative amnesia about where Dante had been last. The false modesty. The Haskellesque sincerity and good manners that lulled Cayley into a false belief that Dante was just one of the sweetest guys ever.

He felt another pang of guilt as he watched Dante working his fake charm and getting Cay all worked up with his stories of foreign travel. Would a better husband have objected to this dinner, knowing what he knew about Dante’s intentions?

He consoled himself by reminding himself how laughable those intentions were. It was a huge part of the reason he’d even accepted Dante’s invitation to dinner in the first place.

The idea that Dante could somehow charm his way between Cayley’s legs was so preposterous that Jonathan would have felt completely fine leaving the two of them alone and naked in a room together.

He was totally fine letting Dante sit next to her with his arm around her and his booming voice retelling surfing stories because Cayley would sooner jump into a volcano than even let the thought of sleeping with someone other than her husband cross her mind.

Dante could flash all the fake smiles and drop all of the compliments he wanted on her. He would get no closer to his prize than where he was right now. Which was nowhere close to it at all.

So Jonathan watched. He watched Dante try to cast his spell. Through salads, then entrees, then the dessert they shared.

He watched Cayley getting a little drunker with each glass of wine. He saw her get starry-eyed a few times. But every time she looked over at him she would give him that same loving and loyal smile he knew so well.

By the time the check came around and Dante whipped out his gold card (obviously his father’s) Jonathan had the pleasant ache of a semi-erection between his legs.

He’d let his imagination wander as Dante had talked. He’d allowed himself this mild arousal, flirting with the notion of Dante somehow magically seducing Cayley and managing to stuff his big, fat cock into her tiny hole.

Now, with any luck, he’d take her home and snuggle her under the blankets for some TV before taking her upstairs and asking if she wouldn’t mind if Mr. Rabbit gave them a little more personal time?

“Wow!” Dante’s voice booming in his direction snapped Jonathan from his thoughts. “How freaking rude of me?” Dante asked.

“What do you mean?” Cayley said.

“I’ve just been blabbing about myself this whole dinner, haven’t I?” Dante replied.

Cayley glanced at Jon and smiled. “We don’t mind,” she said, shaking her head. “Your life is so exotic!” she said, giggling and sipping her drink through her straw.

“Yeah, but I really envy what you guys have,” Dante said, thoughtfully nodding his head. “I didn’t even get a chance to ask you about your life,“ he said, waving a hand at Cayley. “What do you guys say to a drink at my place?” he asked.

The question drove a nervous energy into Jonathan. It was still all wishful thinking for Dante to believe he could actually bed Cayley. But it meant he wasn’t just going to dirty talk behind her back. Asking them over for drink meant he was actually going to try.

“I think we’re both feeling a little pooped from a long week. Aren’t we Cayley?” Jonathan asked.

Cayley sucked another dainty sip of cocktail through her straw and her eyes went side to side.

Jonathan’s smile faded as he watched her. Was she seriously contemplating taking Dante up on his offer? And why wouldn’t she? To her, he was perfectly innocent. Just trying to be friendly and stretch out a pleasant evening a little longer.

“You know what? I’ve got to use the bathroom. Why don’t you two lovebirds talk about it while I’m gone?” Dante said, sliding out from under the table and standing up.

Cayley and Jon both watched him go, then turned to look at each other across the table. “Are you having a nice time?” Jon asked.

She nodded and sucked the last of her drink out of the bottom of the glass with a little slurp that got her giggling.

Jonathan smiled at her. “You want to go, don’t you?” he asked.

She shrugged. “Only if you want to. He’s just so interesting with all his surfing and travel and stuff like that,” she explained.

Really there was no reason not to indulge her desire. Dante would be as harmless at home as he had been at the restaurant, even if he did try to pull something else out of his seemingly bottomless hat of false charm.

And Jonathan would get another hour or two of indulging in his own dark fantasy. Something Cayley would never know about.

“What’s it going to be, you two?” Dante asked, pointing a finger at each of them and raising one eyebrow.

Jonathan smiled. “Why not?” he said, standing up and offering Cayley his hand. “What have we got to lose?”


Chapter 5


Outside in the parking lot Jonathan unlocked the doors of his Corolla and opened the passenger side for Cayley.

“Aw, you guys aren’t going to make me sit in the back all by myself, are you?” Dante moaned from behind them.

“Oh,” Cayley said, just as she was about to get into the front passenger seat. “Do you mind if I sit in the back with Dante?” she asked Jon.

His stomach knotted at her innocent question. Dante was very skilfully inching his way towards making some sort of move on Cayley. It would get him nowhere, but it was starting to get under Jon’s skin.

Which is exactly what Dante wanted. He was being the same shithead that had pinched Jon’s nipple in the toilet at the dealership. He just couldn’t help himself. Except now it was about Cayley and not just the two of them.

Jon glanced over Cayley’s shoulder and flashed a stern glance at Dante.

Dante held his hands up like he was innocent and didn’t have anything perverted in mind.

“Of course you can, sweetheart,” Jon said, shutting the front passenger door and opening the back, holding it open for her.

Cayley piled in and scooched across the bench so she was sitting on the driver’s side.

Dante had to practically fold himself in half to fit into the small sedan. On his way in he tapped the back of his hand against Jon’s chest and winked at him.

Jonathan closed the door and rounded the car to the driver’s side. A perverse excitement began filling him as he got in to the sound of Cayley and Dante laughing. He closed his eyes and let his mind wander.

It didn’t have to go very far before he was envisioning Dante sliding his hand along Cayley’s lap. Leaning in for a kiss and more. His big paw sliding along her thigh. Up under the modest dress she was wearing until his fingertips made contact with the soaked fabric of her underwear…

“Hey, driver!” Dante barked from the back. “What’s the holdup?”

Jonathan glanced at them in the rearview mirror when he heard Cayley’s laugh. He turned the car on and let it heat up for a few moments before putting it in gear. “Where’s your dad’s place again?” he asked.

“My dad’s place?” Dante asked.

“Yeah,” Jon replied. “Aren’t you living in the basement or something?”

It was a slightly cruel question. Dante was trying to hide the circumstances of his return, after all. He’d lied to Cayley about what he did at the dealership already.

But he was acting like enough of an ass that Jon felt the urge to take him down a few notches.

“No, man,” Dante said. “Nine-nine-nine Bay Boulevard is where we’re going.”

“What?” Jon asked, slightly stunned.

“You live at Falls Plaza?” Cayley asked, her voice tinged with disbelief.

“I do, actually,” Dante replied, looking more than a little smug.

“Renting? House-sitting?” Jonathan asked, turning left towards Bay.

Dante furrowed his brow and shrugged. “Who cares?” he said. “I found a nice place and I live there now.”

“That’s soooo fancy,” Cayley said. “I’ve always wanted to see what it’s like inside!”

“Well now I’ll get to show you,” Dante said, putting an arm around her shoulders and giving her a squeeze.

This further hardened the tight knot in Jon’s insides. He’d been outplayed by stupid Dante. Who did care about the reason he was living there? Asking a question like that just seemed petty. Maybe even a little jealous.

Cayley wouldn’t notice but he was sure Dante had. It was always a game of one-upmanship with that guy.

Jonathan steered the Corolla through the quieting downtown. It was mostly office buildings here with only the ocassional neon of a bar reflecting off the damp streets.

Cayley’s laughter filled the car as Dante regaled her with tales of his supposed surfing escapades. Jon gripped the steering wheel tighter, focusing on the road as the cityscape morphed from vibrant nightlife to the sleek, towering condominiums lining Bay Boulevard.

The glossy exterior of 999 Bay Boulevard loomed ahead, a stark contrast to the modest homes Jonathan was used to servicing. He pulled into the circular drive, slowing as Dante leaned forward to punch a code into the keypad at the entrance of the parking garage. The gate rattled open, and Jon drove in, the cool fluorescent lights casting a sterile glow on the concrete walls.

“Park in the guest spot there,” Dante directed, pointing to a vacant space near the elevator.

Jon maneuvered the car into the spot.

Dante was already out before the car was off, stretching his long limbs, while Cayley waited for Jon to open her door.

“This place is amazing,” Cayley breathed, her eyes wide as she took in the rows of luxury cars. Jon offered her his hand, helping her out of the car. She slipped her arm through his, pressing close, and Jon felt a surge of protectiveness.

Somehow this was different than the restaurant. Neither of them were used to this sort of luxury. It felt a little bit like being in a foreign country and not knowing the customs.

Dante led them to the elevator and pressed the call button. The doors slid open with a soft ding, revealing a mirrored interior. Dante stepped in first, leaning against the back wall, his eyes on Cayley. Jon ushered Cayley in, standing between her and Dante.

“So, how long have you been living here?” Cayley asked, her voice echoing slightly in the enclosed space.

Dante shrugged, a smirk playing on his lips. “A few months. It’s not bad. Great view of the bay.”

The elevator ascended smoothly, the digital display counting off the floors. Jon watched the numbers climb, feeling the tension in the small space rise with each passing floor. The elevator slowed, coming to a stop on the fifteenth floor. The doors opened with a soft chime, revealing a plushly carpeted hallway.

Dante stepped out, turning to Cayley and Jon with a grin. “Right this way.” He led them down the hallway, to the very last door at the end. He tapped a keycard against the digital lock and it whirred open.

Pushing the door in, he stepped inside and held it open for them. “Welcome to my humble abode,” he said, smiling.

Jonathan followed Cayley into the loft, his eyes immediately drawn to the expansive floor-to-ceiling windows that dominated the far wall. The city lights twinkled like jewels scattered across black velvet, the bay a shimmering mirror reflecting the moon’s glow. The marina was a miniature cityscape of masts and rigging, and beyond that, the airport’s runway lights cut through the darkness like neon stripes.

“Wow,” Cayley breathed, stepping closer to the glass. “This view is incredible.”

Even Jonathan had to admit it was impressive. Whether Dante owned the place or not, the view was spectacular.

Dante grinned, moving towards a sleek kitchen island that separated the living space from the kitchen. “Drinks?” he offered, opening a cabinet to reveal an impressive collection of liquor bottles.

Cayley turned to Jon, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “What do you think, hon?”

Jon nodded, still taking in the space. The loft was open and airy, with polished concrete floors and walls. A massive sectional sofa faced the windows, and a grand piano sat in the corner, its black finish gleaming under the soft glow of pendant lamps. “Sure, why not?” he said, finally tearing his gaze away from the view.

Dante poured them each a glass of whiskey, adding soda, lemon and a pinch of sugar for Cayley. He handed one to Cayley first, his fingers brushing against hers. Jon watched as Dante’s eyes lingered on her, a smirk playing on his lips.

“To old friends and new adventures,” Dante toasted, raising his glass.

Cayley clinked glasses with him, then with Jon, her cheeks already flushed from the alcohol and the altitude. Jon took a sip, the whiskey burning down his throat. He set the glass down on the kitchen island.

“So, what do you think of the place?” Dante asked, leaning against the counter, his eyes on Cayley.

“It’s amazing,” she gushed, taking another sip of her drink. “I can’t believe you live here.”

Dante shrugged, a casual gesture that belied the obvious pride he took in his surroundings. “It’s just a place to crash,” he said, pushing off the counter and moving towards the sofa. He sat down, sprawling out across the cushions, one arm draped over the back. “Come on, have a seat,” he said, patting the cushion next to him.

Cayley looked at Jon, a question in her eyes. Jon nodded, a tightness in his chest as he watched her move towards Dante, drink in hand. She sat down next to him, her back straight, her legs crossed. Jon took a deep breath, steeling himself for whatever might come next.

Which, he reassured himself, would be nothing. Nothing of any sort of consequence would come next because Cayley wasn’t having it. She’d run of screaming or start to cry if Dante got up to any funny business.

Still, a guy could dream, right?

Dante leaned in, his voice low as he began to tell another story, his hand resting casually on Cayley’s shoulder.

Jon watched as Cayley laughed, her eyes shining, her body language open and inviting. He took another sip of his drink, the ice clinking against the glass, his heart pounding in his chest. The night was still young, and already, the dynamics were shifting in ways he hadn’t anticipated.

Dante was sitting closer to Cayley than he ever had. His hand resting on her shoulder, just above her breast.

It fascinated Jonathan to no end. That big, muscular, veiny hand right above something so soft and delicate and precious to him. He stared at it, half of him waiting for it to slowly drop to cup her breast so he could see her reaction.

He was startled out of his trance by Cayley’s laughter. He let out a few chuckles himself, pretending like he’d heard whatever funny thing Dante might have said.

“Hey, do you guys mind if I change into something a little more comfortable?” Dante asked.

Jonathan’s eyes rose and locked with Dante’s. He couldn’t believe the smug bastard would be bold enough to use those exact words. The cliche from every bad eighties romance movie that meant that lights were about to go down and the saxophone was about to come out.

“I don’t mind,” Cayley said, shaking her head so her hair danced along her shoulders.

Dante set his drink down, jumped up off the sofa and jogged over to the door that obviously led to the bedroom.

Cayley turned and looked at Jonathan with wide, sparkling eyes. “Isn’t this incredible? I didn’t ever think I’d see the inside of this place! I have a client that lives here and he was telling me about it one time, what a beautiful view it had!”

Jonathan’s mind started turning at that. He’d never even thought of how many men came in to the menswear store just to pay his sweet Cayley a visit. She was so clueless and innocent about guys she probably never suspected a thing. Which was probably why she did so well at her job.

She stood up, walked over to the huge windows and gazed out onto the bay. When she heard the soft padding of Dante’s footsteps she turned to look in the direction of the bedroom door.

Her eyelids fluttered and her lips came apart. A hot blush quickly followed, which she tried to hide behind her glass as she took a big gulp.

Jonathan turned and it was all he could do to keep his jaw from dropping.

Dante had changed out of his suit and put on a pair of grey sweat pants. It was hard to be sure whether he wasn’t wearing any underwear or if they were just so tight.

His enormous hose of a cock, fatter and longer than Jon remembered, was clearly outlined in the left leg of his pants. He sauntered over to the sofa, picked his drink up and sat down, stretching his arms out over the backrest and smiling at Cayley. “Enjoying the view?” he asked.

She nodded behind her glass, then scurried towards the island in the kitchen. “Um, where’s your bathroom?” she asked, her voice almost a squeak.

“Into the bedroom and straight ahead,” Dante said. As Cayley departed he turned his attention to Jonathan and flashed his dickhead smile.


Chapter 6


“Would you put that fucking thing away?” Jonathan growled.

Dante let out a low chuckle. “This is as packed away as I can get it, bub,” Dante replied.

Jonathan’s eyes darted down to it and lingered for a couple of seconds. It looked like he’d shoved a clarinet down his pants. Jonathan finally managed to tear his eyes away. It wasn’t that he was that interested in it.

It was just such a freakishly large organ it was impossible not to pay attention to it. “Dude, would you put on some normal pants, please?” Jon asked.

Dante leaned forward on the sofa, pressing the tips of his fingers together as he stared at Jon. “We’re going to do it for real this time, Jonny,” he said. “You’re going to help me mount your wife on this thing.” He rubbed his hand against the inside of his thigh, caressing the cock.

“Would you shut up?!?” Jon hissed. “We’re not in the fucking can at your dad’s shop anymore, dude. She’s right over there,“ he said, pointing towards the bedroom door.

Dante slowly turned his eyes in that direction, then back at Jonathan. “You know I could just go in there right now?” he whispered. “Be waiting for her on the bed when she comes out. What do you think she’d do?”

Jonathan shook his head. “You know what your problem is? You don’t know when you’ve gone too far. Cayley’s not like that. She’s not just going to take a look at that…that thing and jump on you.”

Dante went dead still, staring at Jonathan. A smile slowly stretched across his mouth. “You telling me that if I want Cayley sitting on this thing I’ve got to go slow?” he asked.

Jonathan closed his eyes and shook his head. “I’m telling you she’s just not like that. I don’t know what kind of women you’ve been dating on the surfing circuit but Cayley is not it. We’re married, dude. I know this is all a joke to you, some stupid game of domination you think you’re playing with me. But I can tell you right now that this will always be true. You’re not getting Cayley anywhere close to that thing. And if you keep trying we’re actually going to have a problem, you understand?”

Dante sat up straight and opened his eyes a little wider. “Wow. I never heard you talk like that before. Very impressive, Jonny. I guess when it comes to your sweet little wife you’ve got some boundaries, huh?” he asked, drawing a little circle around himself with his finger.

Jonathan let out a sigh.

“Thing is,” Dante whispered, stroking at his cock again with the palm of his hand. “I still remember the boner you got when I talked about this the first time. You want it, Jonny,” he said, grinning. “I know you do. I can make all your dreams come true.”

“You’re such a fucking tool, Dante,” Jon replied.

They both turned as Cayley emerged from the bedroom. She walked over and collected her drink, then rounded the sofa Dante was sitting on to come sit next to Jonathan.

A reassuring warmth filled him as she sat down. He put an arm around her, smiled at her and squeezed her shoulder. He sensed a nervous energy emanating from her and knew exactly what to do. “Getting kind of late, huh?” he asked.

“I think maybe it is,” she replied. She glanced at Dante. “Thanks for showing us the place,” she said. “And the view. It’s so beautiful up here.” She looked off to one side, averting her eyes from the vulgar outline of his prick.

“You can come back any time you like,“ Dante said.

Jonathan got up and offered Cayley his hand. She took it and stood, leaving her drink on the coffee table. They walked to the door and turned as Dante came up behind them.

“Thanks for dinner, man,” Jonathan said. “That was really nice of you.”

To his surprise, Dante held out a hand for a handshake. Like a man and not an adolescent boy that was about to pull another nipple pinching prank.

Jonathan shook it.

Dante turned to Cayley and put a hand on her shoulder. “So great to catch up with you,” he said, leaning down and pressing his cheek against hers.

Out of the corner of his eye Jonathan saw her eyes fall and widen as they settled on the outsized schlong dangling between his legs. Dante kept his cheek pressed to Cayley’s.

Second after excruciating second passed. Dante held his head next to hers. Her eyes didn’t budg from his organ. She stared at it, seeming as transfixed by it as Jonathan had been.

He watched in disbelief and with his own arousal growing. Cayley’s total inability to compose herself and maintain her usual sense of modesty was breathtaking . She was just gawking at that big tool thinking god only knew what in that pretty little head of hers.

Finally, Dante stood up straight in front of them and smiled.

A fresh, hot blush rose to Cayley’s cheeks and she looked off to the side, pretending to steal one last glimpse out the window.

“It was a real pleasure seeing both of you,” Dante said. “We should do this again some time?”

Jonathan nodded. “For sure,” he said. “For sure.”

Cayley looked up into Dante’s eyes. For the first time that evening her girlish mirth at seeing their old friend seemed absent from her eyes.

Jonathan couldn’t be sure what had replaced it. It was a darker, more thoughtful sentiment. He cleared his throat, turned and pulled the door open, then waited for her to exit.

One last glance at Dante’s smug smile sent a shiver racing down his spine.

They pulled out of the underground parking lot and city lights faded in the rear-view mirror as Jonathan steered the sedan back to the quiet suburbs.

Cayley sat silent in the passenger seat, her hands folded in her lap, eyes reflecting the occasional street lamp. The hum of the engine filled the silence between them.

At home, they slipped easily into their usual ritual. Jonathan headed to the bathroom and brushed his teeth.

Cayley slipped in behind him, reaching for her toothbrush, their eyes meeting briefly in the reflection before she looked away.

She was first to finish, ducking out of the room with a murmured, “Night.” He listened as she padded down the hall.

He rinsed, spat, and followed her trail.

In their room, Cayley was already changed and under the covers, her back to him, a familiar silhouette against the pale sheets. He undressed, draping his clothes over the chair, and slid in beside her. The mattress dipped, and she shifted slightly, but didn’t turn.

His heart did a little skip when he saw the plush toy she’d selected, an old grey bear, lying on the ground face down next to the bed. He put a hand on her shoulder and rubbed it down her arm. “You tired?” he asked.

“A little bit,” she replied, though not in the sleepy whisper he’d expected.

The whole car ride back he’d wanted very badly to ask the taboo question that he knew would shock and embarrass her beyond words. Had she seen it? Of course she had. What did she think?

If he’d just asked if she’d seen it she would have answered yes and giggled and probably told him she didn’t want to talk about it any more.

He had no idea how she’d react if he asked her what she thought. Their sexual communication had thus far been limited to him telling her what a nice evening they’d had, the morning after they made love.

Cayley just didn’t do conversations like that. She was shy and he was happy with the life they had so why rock the boat?

This seemed different, though. Cayley hadn’t babbled about how great Dante’s apartment had been for the whole ride home. Or how nice the food at the restaurant was. She’d been totally quiet, even after all that booze.

And the energy he’d felt coming off of her earlier was still there now. She wasn’t ready for sleep just yet. And the old grey bear was on the floor.

“You want to talk about it?” he asked, leaving the question intentionally vague so she could steer the conversation in whatever direction she wanted.

“Talk about what?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder at him.

“Whatever’s on your mind?”

She turned her head away from him again, drew a breath and held it.

He rubbed her shoulder, silently reassuring her that she could talk or keep it to herself. That he was there for her in any way she needed him.

“Jon,” she finally whispered.

“Hm?” He leaned forward and kissed her arm. He waited and waited, patiently not saying anything. Giving her lots of time to come around, formulate the sentence, how she wanted to phrase it. After a while she was so still and quiet he wondered if she hadn’t fallen asleep. He leaned over her to find her eyes still wide open.

“Can you turn the light off?” she asked.

“Of course,” he replied. He rolled onto his side and pulled the cord of the table lamp, darkness settling over them except for a little hairline crack of streetlight slicing between the blackout curtains.

Cayley rolled over. It took a moment but eventually his eyes adjusted enough to the dim light to make out hers staring back at him. They were wide and filled with curiosity.

“What’s up, sweetie?” he whispered, feeling like his chest was inflating in anticipation of her answer.

She chewed on the inside of her cheek a bit, eyes moving side to side. She didn’t meet his gaze, just stared at his chest as her lips parted. “I want to kiss it,” she whispered.

The words, and their meaning, connected with his brain in an instant. Tinnitus whistled in his ears for a few seconds as his heart sped up. Did she really mean…

“Kiss it?” he asked.

She chewed on the inside of her cheek again as she reached a hand down between the sheets and found his bulging hardness with her palm. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed him gently. “I want to kiss this thing,” she said.

A breathy, almost feminine, noise escaped him as she confirmed she’d meant what he thought she had.

She wanted to kiss his thing.

She wanted to do the thing he’d been dreaming about, fantasizing about asking her to do ever since the last time she did it, which had been a loooong time ago.

Now she was reaching between his legs of her own volition and asking him if she could kiss his thing.

Which would have been heart-soaringly, achingly, maddeningly arousing and exciting if it hadn’t been preceded by the evening they’d just had.

Because now there could be very little doubt that somewhere in Cayley’s sweet and innocent mind one wire had crossed another and somehow the sight of Dante’s outlined cock had triggered this reaction.

On some subconscious level Cayley had registered the sight of that freakish implement and it had awakened inside her the impulse to suck.

Suck a dick. Any dick she could get her hands on.

He realized he was just making shit up now. One thing may have had nothing to do with the other. There were plenty of other reasons Cayley might have become horny and left her plush toy face down on the floor.

But this was the most obvious one. The sight of Dante’s dong had done something to her mind.

And that meant trouble. Because it meant that perhaps Cayley wasn’t as insulated by her prudishness from ordinary human impulses as he’d thought.

Perhaps Cayley was just like any other girl and had just successfully hidden her desires from him until now.

He grunted when she squeezed him again. “Huh?” he asked.

“Well?” she whispered. “Can I?”


Chapter 7


He so very much wanted to gaze into her eyes and ask her why. He wasn’t even sure why it mattered to him so much. It was as if knowing the reason Cayley suddenly wanted to give him a blowjob was more arousing than actually getting one.

He swallowed the saliva that had pooled in his mouth as he stared at her. “Are you sure?” he asked.

Even in her obviously aroused state he wanted to elicit her ongoing and enthusiastic consent that would allow him to fully enjoy the act.

She looked up at him this time and her eyes narrowed slightly. “Of course I’m sure,” she said.

He cleared his throat. “It’s just…I’m only asking because you don’t normally…”

Her scowl cut him off. “Jonathan,” she said, face serious. “You’re about to talk yourself out of this happening.” The scowl was slowly replaced by the most mischievous smile.

He chuckled and nodded. Hoisting himself up so he was sitting with his back against the headboard, he reached down and tugged off his underwear.

His modest erection sprang out, bouncing back and forth before Cayley clutched it in her pretty hand again. She looked down at it.

Letting go, she got up on her hands and knees and slowly crawled down his body until her face was over his crotch, her profile to him.

His eyes travelled over her beautiful, curvy frame. Her boobs were still the perfect shape, even hanging beneath her and covered by her t-shirt. Her round ass provided the most appetizing target for his cock. He wished she were just a little more sexually adventurous as he fantasized about fucking her doggy style.

He shuddered when she lowered her mouth and he felt her breath on his cock. “Oh god, Cay. It already feels so good,” he whispered.

She glanced sideways at him and smiled. She was obviously taking some pleasure in what she was doing, given the way her eyes sparkled in the darkness. “Oh yeah?” she asked.

He gave a quick nod.

She leaned closer to it, lips puckering. She pressed those soft lips against the head of his cock and gave it a gentle kiss.

He shuddered again, pleasure racing through his shaft, to the root of his prick and up his spine, dousing his brain in good feelings.

“Is that nice?” she asked.

“So, so nice,” he whispered back.

“Do you want me to put it inside my mouth?”

“So, so much,” he said.

She put two fingers and a thumb at the root of his cock and pointed the head at her mouth. After swallowing, she licked her lips and opened her mouth. A few locks of her hair fell from the back of her head, covering the side of her face.

He tensed, not wanting to ruin the moment but, at the same time, despondent that he wasn’t going to see her perform the act.

She leaned lower. The head of his prick disappeared behind her hair. A moment later his brain was bathed in the euphoria of his cock head being embraced by her wet mouth.

His body stiffened and he groaned as she held him there and gently swiped at his prick with her tongue.

She brought two fingers to her temple, brushed the hair off of her face and tucked it behind her ear. With his cock still in her mouth, she turned her head slightly sideways to look at him.

When their eyes met a wave of heat and arousal swept up through him. He’d never seen her like this. Not ever.

She’d given him a few blowjobs before on special occasions. But this was no special occasion. And she was looking straight at him. With his cock in her mouth. It was the dirtiest thing and oh-so-beautiful at the same time.

He wished she’d let him take a picture so he could cherish this memory forever. There was no way she would do anything like that.

She pulled away, her mouth coming off of his prick with a soft, wet plop. She crawled forward, in between his legs, then turned so she was facing him and backed up.

She lay down on her stomach, taking up position in between his thighs where she had a full view and access to his cock and balls. She gazed at it like it was the first time she was seeing a man’s sexual equipment.

In a way, it was. They were always very modest. Sometimes she caught a glimpse of it when she was getting him hard but she’d never crawled between his legs before to just stare at it.

There was enough light that she could clearly make out the shape and the small veins that ran along the sides. He saw the same curiosity light in her eyes as she examined him.

She lifted a hand, index finger extended, and ran it along the centre line of the underside of his cock. She recoiled slightly as it twitched and flopped from her touch, then giggled at her own shyness.

“Oh, Cayley,” he sighed, staring at her.

She giggled again. “You like this?” she asked.

“So, so much,” he admitted.

She smiled, apparently delighted by his response. She refocused her eyes on the cock, running down from the very base up to the head, studying it’s contours. “I can’t believe it’s been inside me so many times and I’ve never seen it up close like this before,” she whispered.

Another tremor raced through him. Those were possibly the dirtiest words he’d ever heard her utter. She never did dirty talk. Didn’t talk about sex outside the bedroom at all. Hearing her say something about his cock was like watching a flower opening up at dawn.

He couldn’t stop gawking at the way she was looking at it. There was a reverence to her stare, like she was looking at a sacred object.

“How do you want me to touch it?” she asked, her voice still a whisper.

His eyes bulged. He had no answer for the question because, a few short hours ago, it was a question he could only have imagined. A few short hours ago, before she saw the outline of Dante’s fat tool in his sweat pants she had no interest in sex talk or questions about how he wanted to be touched.

“C-can you put your lips on it again? Like you’re kissing it?”

She gazed up into his eyes and he felt the most intense connection to her. Like their souls were talking, but too softly for either of them to hear what they were saying.

She tipped her head to one side, puckered her lips and pressed them against the shaft of his penis. Her tongue flicked out and she licked his hard flesh. “Like this?” she whispered.

“Oh god!” he moaned.

She turned her head gently side to side, wetting his penis with her saliva and staring at him, watching his reaction.

Her lips left a glistening trail along his shaft, her eyes locked onto his, gauging his every reaction. She took her time, planting soft, wet kisses up and down his length, each one sending a jolt of pleasure through him. She paused at the tip, her breath hot and moist, teasing him with anticipation.

“You like it when I kiss it like this?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, a playful smile tugging at her lips.

Jonathan could only nod, his throat dry, his heart pounding. He was entranced, completely captivated by this side of Cayley he’d never seen before and didn’t know existed.

Because it hadn’t existed. It hadn’t existed just a few short hours ago when they were leaving for the restaurant. He knew her well enough to know this hadn’t been in her. This was new. This had been forged in that fifteenth floor apartment where Dante had displayed his endowment. He was sure of it.

She giggled, a sound both innocent and wicked at the same time. She extended her tongue, the tip of it touching the sensitive underside of his cock, tracing a slow, torturous path from the base to the tip.

Jonathan’s hands clenched the bedsheets. His knuckles went white. He wanted to grab her, to guide her, but he held back, letting her explore his organ at her own pace.

Cayley’s tongue swirled around the head of his cock, her saliva coating him, making him slick and shiny. She looked up at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Does that feel good?” she asked.

Jonathan’s breath hitched. “Yes,” he managed to choke out. “It feels amazing.”

She smiled and, once again, seemed delighted by his answer. She was growing bolder and more confident in her exploration. Changing the stiffness of her tongue and it’s pressure against his cock.

A bead of pre-cum formed at the head of his cock and rolled down the side.

Cayley winced and pulled her head away, gripping the root of his prick with her hand. “Is it…is that it?” she asked.

He coughed as his pelvis flexed, an orgasm nearly welling up through him. Hearing her ask if that was it, if that was the whole show, the whole she-bang, was adorable and dirty. Had she ever seen him blow his load before? He couldn’t remember a time she had. “Not quite,” he grunted.

She stared at the clear fluid, now looking curious and less scared. “What is it?” she asked.

“It’s pre-cum,” he muttered. “For, like, lubrication.”

She narrowed her eyes and stared at it, glanced at him, then pressed her lips against his hard prick and flicked her tongue out between them, tasting his offering.

He grunted again, nearly doubling over from the pleasure of her touch.

When she pulled away her lips glistened with saliva and his pre-cum. She licked them, tasting him more thoroughly. “Tell me when you’re going to do it, okay?” she whispered.

He gave an anguished nod, staring at her mouth.

She opened her mouth wide, her breath hitching slightly as she prepared to take him in. She lowered her head, her eyes still on his, and enveloped him in the warmth and wetness.

His hips jerked involuntarily and another groan escaped him. He could feel her tongue swirling around his shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked gently. She took her time, her head bobbing slowly, taking a little more of him each time.

She pulled back, her lips making a soft popping sound as they left his cock. She looked up at him, her eyes wide and innocent. “Do you like it like this?” she asked, her voice soft and sweet.

“Please don’t stop,” he grunted.

She nodded and put her mouth on him again. She began slowly bobbing up and down again, her finger and thumb about an inch lower than her lips, stroking his cock and amplifying the pleasure he was feeling at the head of it.

He strained to control his hips. He felt a whole body impulse to thrust, to jam his cock into her pretty face and fuck out the furious orgasm that was bubbling in his balls. He contained it, but just barely.

He clutched the sheets and groaned as he got closer. He wanted to finish inside her mouth so badly. But he could never do that to Cayley. Not after she’d asked to be told when it was time. “I’m almost there,” he grunted.

She removed him from her mouth, her eyes widening as they moved between his and the flexing head of his cock. She stroked him with just that finger and thumb, nudging him towards the release of his full pleasure.

It arrived like a dam bursting open. First a small crack somewhere inside his brain, then a deluge of pleasure hormones erupting from his groin and soaking his whole being in sinful joy.

He roared an animal sound and his body shook as Cayley continued to manipulate his penis with just her fingers.

Her eyes stayed on it now. Staring as the semen bubbled from his urethral opening and ran down the turgid shaft to coat the tips of her fingers. She blinked, as if in disbelief at this totally natural and incredibly common biological process she’d never witnessed before.

The tightest part of the climax passed through his body and he felt his muscles relax, his back slumping against the headboard as she continued to massage his cock. He took a deep breath and let it out in a heavy sigh, putting a hand over her wrist to slow her strokes that were becoming a little too intense. “Oh my god,” he panted.

He opened his eyes to see her staring over his cock at him, biting one corner of her mouth. “Wow,” she whispered.


Chapter 8


Jonathan was already gone the next morning when she got out of the bathroom. He liked to run on Saturdays and he’d always been a morning person, which had taken her some getting used to.

The only reason she minded today was because she’d hoped to talk to him. About nothing in particular. She just wanted to hear his voice and see him smile.

Something had happened between them last night. Something magical. She’d never done anything like that for him before. It wasn’t just about putting his penis in her mouth, either.

She didn’t do that very often because he seemed happy with how they made love. He never asked for it. The few times she’d done it had been on special occasions like a birthday once. Their anniversary a few times.

Last night was different, though. She wasn’t even sure what had gotten into her. Last night she wanted to do it. She hadn’t done it as some kind of present or favour for him. She had really had the urge to put his penis in her mouth for some reason.

She walked to the bedroom and threw the towel over an empty clothes rack put on a bra and underwear and started putting on her makeup in the mirror.

She felt a little embarrassed and even a tiny bit ashamed that her mind kept wandering back to how much fun she’d had sucking on him.

He’d never reacted to it the way he had last night, either. He seemed so excited and enthusiastic! She hadn’t been able to look away from that look in his eyes he got when his penis was inside her mouth. Like he wanted to swallow her up!

She giggled at the memory of it and felt a twinge of something in her core when she thought about it.

She wanted to see him staring like that again. So much that she’d hoped he’d still be in bed when she woke up so that she could do it again for him.

But now he was gone and she was almost running later for her Saturday shift.

Cayley slipped into her work clothes - a knee-length pencil skirt and fitted white blouse that highlighted her curves without being too obvious about it. The store had a dress code that walked the line between professional and fashionable. She smoothed down the fabric, checking herself in the mirror.

Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor as she gathered her things. She slung her purse on her shoulder, then walked out through the door and locked the house.

The fresh morning air hit her as she stepped outside. Their place wasn’t fancy like Dante’s at Falls Plaza. Just a modest little rental in the suburbs. She caught herself thinking about his apartment again - those floor-to-ceiling windows, that view of the city. The way he’d lounged on that expensive leather couch like he owned the world.

She stopped at her car, then thought for a moment. The drive to the strip of box stores where she worked was terrible on Saturdays. It was a nice day, too. She decided to opt for the bus.

The bus shelter was empty when she arrived. She checked the schedule on her phone - seven minutes until the next one. Just enough time to touch up her lipstick. The coral shade complemented her complexion, making her look fresh and awake despite the early hour.

The familiar rumble of the approaching bus broke through her thoughts. She climbed aboard and tapped her debit card against the payment reader. The seats were half-full with other Saturday morning workers and shoppers. She found a spot near the middle, crossed her legs, and settled in for the fifteen-minute ride to the mall.

Marshall’s Men’s Wear wasn’t the most exciting place to work, but it paid decent commission and most of the customers were polite. Plus she got a good discount on clothes for Jonathan. Lately she’d been wondering if his wardrobe needed an update. It was getting a little floppy. Maybe something more fitted, like what Dante had been wearing...

She shook her head, clearing away those thoughts. The bus pulled up to her stop and she stood, steadying herself on the handrail as she made her way to the exit. The mall entrance loomed ahead, its glass doors reflecting the morning sun.

She walked into the mall and left towards Marshall’s. Pulling out her keys, she unlocked the security curtain and started dragging one side of it towards the wall. After opening the other side she stepped into the store and walked to the lighting panel, flipping all the switches on and brightening the shop.

She glanced at her watch, wondering if she had time to go and grab a coffee. It was five minutes to nine but she didn’t really feel like locking up again and she couldn’t leave the register unattended. It would be another hour before Bev, her manager, came in.

“I was hoping I’d find you here.”

The low voice startled her and she spun around with a hand on her chest. She smiled when she saw who it was. A warm feeling passed over her. “Dante? What are you doing here?”

Dante strolled into the store with both hands behind his back, eyeing the racks of suits and shirts as he walked towards her.

He wore dark fitted jeans that hugged his muscular thighs and a crisp white button-down with the sleeves rolled up to show off his tanned forearms. The shirt stretched across his broad chest, a few buttons left undone at the top. His leather boots clicked against the tile floor with each step.

For some reason her eyes darted down to his midriff. An expectation fluttered through her, she wasn’t sure of what. She quickly looked back up at him and smiled.

“I just thought you might need a coffee this morning,” he said, bringing his hands out from behind his back and setting two takeout cups of coffee down on the counter.

Her eyes widened and she smiled. “Are you serious? That’s so sweet! I was just scheming how I was going to get myself a cup!”

“At your service,” he said, bowing and waving a hand towards the cups.

She lifted one to her mouth and took a sip. The liquid warmed her. “Was that a wild guess or did you actually remember I liked lattes?” she asked.

He winked at her and it sent a strange feeling shimmering through her. “That’ll be my little secret,” he said.

She laughed and shook her head, then took another sip and set the cup down. “So, seriously, what are you doing here?” she asked.

“I’ve been meaning to change up my wardrobe for a while.” His eyes swept over her, lingering on the way her blouse pulled tight across her chest. “You look so good in that outfit, Cayley.”

Heat crept up her neck and she smiled as it came around to her cheeks. She knew he was just being his usual friendly self. It touched her in a spot that seemed…inappropriate, somehow. “Aw, thanks,” she whispered. She thought for a moment. “Wait. How did you know…did you know I worked here?“ she asked.

He flashed a smile. “A little birdie told me,” he replied.

She laughed and shook her head. He had always been such a sweet guy. “You know we’re not technically open yet...”

“But you can make an exception for an old friend, can’t you?” he asked.

She laughed at how certain he sounded that she wasn’t going to kick him out.

He leaned against the counter, close enough that she caught a whiff of his cologne. “I had fun last night at dinner.”

“It was really nice catching up,” she said, nodding. She suddenly felt the need to have something to do. She busied herself straightening a stack of folded shirts, trying to ignore how her heart had started racing. Why was her heart racing, for goodness sake’s?!?

“So what do you say? You think you can help me find something?” he asked.

She smiled and nodded at him. “Of course!” she said, walking towards the back of the store. “Were you thinking professional or casual?” she asked.

He was right behind her in three quick strides, following almost a little too closely. If it had been anyone else she would have been weirded out. “Definitely professional,” he replied. “I’m going to start dressing for the job I want.”

“What job is that?” she asked, turning to look over her shoulder at him.

“Not sure about that yet,” he replied.

She laughed and led him through the racks of suits, her heels clicking against the floor. The store felt different with just the two of them there - more intimate somehow.

“These Italian cuts would look amazing on you,” she said, running her fingers along a row of charcoal gray suits. “The tailoring is perfect for your build.”

“My build, huh?” He stepped closer, his chest nearly touching her back. “You been checking me out or something?”

Her cheeks flushed hot. It was the sort of thing she’d say to any male client, but it wasn’t the way any other male client would have reacted. “I just meant - professionally speaking -” She fumbled with a hanger, nearly dropping it.

“Here, let me help.” His hand covered hers on the hanger, steadying it. His palm was warm and rough against her skin.

She pulled away quickly, grabbing a different suit. “This one would be perfect for business meetings.” She held it up, trying to focus on being professional.

“You’ve got great taste.” His voice dropped lower. “But I trust your eye. You pick out what you think would look best on me.”

The way he said it, and the way he looked at her felt even more strangely intimate. She brushed it off, ran her finger along the line of suits and pulled a navy blue one from the rack. “Go try this on,” she said, authoritatively. “Change rooms are just over there.” She pointed towards the back of the store.

He took the suit from her, turned and walked towards the change room doors.

She watched him go and couldn’t help marvel at how broad his shoulders were. The muscles in his back flexed with each stride. She hadn’t noticed it before but there was so much maleness to him.

She blushed as she realized how inappropriate that thought was. She reminded herself she was a married woman and thoughts like that were not for married women to have.

Still, as she watched him duck into the change room and close the door she couldn’t help but steal one last glance at his muscular frame.

She realized a bead of sweat had broken on the back of her neck and lifted her hair to air it out. She walked quickly to the front counter, pulled out a spare stick of deodorant she kept in the drawer and stuffed her hand under her blouse to put some on.

She heard a muffled noise from the back of the store, something that sounded like Dante might be calling her back. Dropping the stick of deodorant back into the drawer, she walked to the back and tapped on the change room door. “Dante? Everything okay in there?” she asked.

“Ugh,” he groaned. “It’s kind of embarrassing.”

She frowned even as a nervous energy fluttered through her. “Embarrassing? What’s going on?” she asked.

“I don’t really know if you can help,” he said.

“Please just tell me? I need to know and I can call for help if need be. It’s a really important part of training about any injury or emergency.” She started getting nervous, worried that he’d cut himself or something and that she’d be filling out paperwork all morning. “Can you open the door at least?”

A moment later the door opened. Through the crack she saw Dante peering out at her, looking sheepish.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

He sighed. “The zipper’s stuck,” he said.

“The zipper?” she asked.

“On the pants,” he said.

Her eyes fell once again to his midriff and adrenaline filled her as she realized the job that lay ahead.


Chapter 9


She composed herself quickly, telling herself this was part of her job and she had to be a professional about it, even if this was her close friend.

She’d dealt with incidents like this before. Just with strange men she didn’t know or care about. Somehow with this being Dante it felt different.

She glanced over her shoulder, wondering if she should ask him to step out of the change room. Those rooms were so tiny it was going to be hard for the two of them to fit in there.

The store was empty but anyone could walk in at any moment. Finally, she turned and looked up at him. “Why don’t you let me in there and I’ll see if I can help?” she asked.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “I didn’t mean to be this much trouble when I came in.”

“Of course I’m sure,” she replied, her tone confident. “This is part of my job. Now don’t be silly and let me in there.”

He opened the door a little wider and she slipped through it and into the change room. She had to press her back up against the mirror on the wall. Dante was so big it was like there were three of them in there.

She glanced down and saw that his zipper was stuck, zipped up halfway. It had bit into the surrounding fabric.

He tugged it up and down, showing her that it wouldn’t budge.

“Now hold on! Stop that!” she chided, slapping his hand away and giggling. “You’re only going to make it worse.”

“This is so embarrassing,” he muttered.

“There’s no need to be embarrassed,” she reassured him, bending at the waist and trying to get a better look at how to tackle the problem. It was so tight in the change room that she couldn’t really get a good view of the zipper by bending over. “I’m going to have to get a closer look. Just hold still,” she said.

She leaned back against the mirror and slowly slid down the wall into a crouch. Suddenly it occurred to her what a salacious position she was in. She glanced up at Dante to see him staring down at her, his gaze intense. “Stop looking at me like that!’ she chided, laughing and turning her head. “You’re making me embarrassed.”

Out of the corner of her eye she could see that he didn’t stop. He kept staring at her, crouched right in front of his crotch. She pushed the thought away, raised her hands and got to work.

She wiggled the zipper gently a few times, trying to work the fabric out from between the teeth and the slider. As she did her knuckle nudged a piece of flesh that she knew wasn’t his leg.

A deep, red blush erupted on her cheeks as shame filled her chest and belly. Shame not at crouching in front of her old friend in a change room, or fiddling with his pants. That was all just part of the job.

The shame came from what she’d done last night. After they’d gotten home and ready for bed and settled in. How she’d left her stuffy on the floor on purpose. Flashing Jonathan the signal that she was interested in some intimate time.

All of that had been fine, too. It had been what inspired it that shamed her.

Because she’d seen the outline of Dante’s enormous penis in his pants the night before. It had done things to her. Horrible, vulgar things that sent waves of guilt crashing through her.

Not that she would ever act on any of it. Not that she would ever even consider doing what she’d only imagined.

But that’s what had inspired her to ask Jon if she could kiss his thing. Dante’s enormous thing had awoken a curiosity inside her that would not die no matter how hard she tried.

It’s why she’d crawled between Jonathan’s legs last night and sucked his penis for him. She’d never craved doing that before. She had no idea what else had gotten into her. But she knew that Dante’s…tool had something to do with it.

It made her feel horrible.

“Any luck?” he asked, his voice a low growl.

She wiggled the zipper again, delicately pulling at the fabric with her fingers. “Just a little longer,” she whispered.

“Take as long as you need,” Dante said, without missing a beat.

She swallowed hard and felt her face grow even hotter. Her eyes darted to the flesh she’d nudged with her knuckle. It was, of course, obscured by underwear but she knew what it was.

Now it had started to bulge. To grow the way Jonathan’s did when she fondled it before they made love. It was horrible what her mind did. It was horrible the curiosity the thing provoked.

How could it be so big? How could one man’s be just a regular size and then another man’s be so big? It was like they weren’t even of the same species, Dante and Jon.

She knew these were horrible things to be thinking. She knew Jon would probably be mortified if he could see inside her mind. She knew how sensitive men could be about their penises.

But still the curiosity wouldn’t die. She wanted to see it. She wanted to witness it growing and hardening. She wanted to know what it looked like when it was fully erect.

It made her want to cry. She loved Jonathan with all her heart. How could she be having these thoughts, knowing that? How could she be betraying him this way?

One more tug separated the fabric from the zipper. She zipped it up, turned her head to one side and slid up the wall, not wanting to have anything to do with Dante’s eyes.

“Wow,” Dante said, his voice low and quiet. “Thanks, Cayley. I’m so sorry about that. I’m so embarrassed. I can see you’re blushing. I hope I didn’t make you feel too badly. I’m sorry I came in at all,” he muttered.

She felt another pang of guilt. This time about being so squeamish that she’d made Dante feel bad about having to fix his zipper. She forced a smile, shook her head and looked up into his eyes. “I’m not blushing, Dante,” she said, chuckling. “It’s just so darn hot in here!”

His eyes were mesmerizing. “It certainly is,” he said. “You’re cheeks are so flushed.”

There was a moment, a lightning quick moment that was gone instantly. But she felt it. She felt something pass between them. Dante was so close and she was pressed up against the wall…

“I need to get out of here it’s too hot!” she squeaked, opening the latch and pushing the door open.

She took a huge breath as she stepped out into the showroom, swinging the door shut behind her. She closed her eyes and let it out in a slow sigh.

“Uh, you mind if I step out there, too? I’m kind of cooking in here myself,” Dante said.

She laughed, turned and swung the door open. “I wasn’t sure if you were changing in or out of that, I guess,” she said.

Dante smiled at her as he adjusted the jacket over his shoulders. He stepped out into the showroom and towards the mirror a few steps away, then turned to look at his profile. “I think you may have found the perfect suit for me, Cay,” he said. He winked at her in the mirror.

“Great!” she said, then turned and walked towards the counter at the front of the store. She had no idea what was going on inside her. Her heart was still pounding, maybe from the heat inside the change room.

Her mind was racing, too. Thinking of the dirtiest things. Thinking of how she’d nudged another man’s…Dante’s junk.

It had happened so many times before. It was bound to happen if you worked at a menswear store. But this felt different. Maybe because they’d been such good friends. And he was such good friends with Jonathan, too.

It felt kind of wrong but somehow not terribly wrong at all. It had just been an accident. It wasn’t like she’d meant to touch it. Now she couldn’t stop thinking about it and that was the real problem.

Dante took another look in the mirror, then stepped back into the change room.

She heard him removing the suit and busied herself with booting up the point of sale computer, then folding some more shirts to go on the shelf.

He came out a few minutes later, his street clothes back on, the suit hanging on a hanger. He walked up, laid it down and leaned forward, palms against the counter. “Thanks again for your help, Cay. I’m sorry if that was awkward in there,” he said.

The heat started rising up her neck again, at his mention of the weird moment in the change room. She smiled, touched the back of her neck with her fingers and looked down at the floor. “It was fine,” she said, forcing a chuckle.

The feeling of his fingers under her chin startled her. Her eyes popped wide and she looked up.

He had reached across the counter and had a finger under her chin and his thumb on it, bringing her eyes to meet his. “You can be honest with me, Cay. We don’t have to pretend it wasn’t weird. Two people in a small space like that. Kind of intimate, wouldn’t you say? And that thing I had you do? It was embarrassing for me, I’ll tell you that much. I just want you to know you can be honest with me.”

She didn’t know how to name the feeling that swelled inside her at his quiet explanation. It wasn’t something she’d experienced before. A sort of calmness but with a kind of excitement humming underneath it.

“So be honest with me? Please?” he asked.

She blinked a few times, then nodded. “I…I will,” she said.

“Promise?” he asked.

“I promise,” she whispered.

He smiled a little wider and took his hand away from her chin. He pushed the suit across the counter. “So, ring me up?” he asked.

She blinked again and gave her head a shake, the spell she’d felt like she’d been under broken by the transaction they were there to perform.

What the heck was she thinking? What spell? What feeling that she didn’t have a name for? This was Dante. She was married. What was she doing getting silly, girlish ideas about awkward moments in a change room?

She chided herself for her overreaction, scanned the bar code on the sales tag of the suit and started ringing up the purchase. “So, we’ve got a special on this weekend where you can get two dress shirts fifty-percent off with a suit purchase. Would you like me to show you what’s available?” she asked, rattling off the lines like he was just another random customer.

He gave her the warmest smile and nodded. “I’d love that,” he said.


Chapter 10


Jonathan was on the couch when Cayley got home. Reading a book with his feet up on the coffee table. He set it down and stood up, then padded over to the hallway in socked feet to greet her. “Hey,” he said, leaning in and pecking her cheek. “How was it? Long day?” he asked.

He was still on a high from what she’d done to him last night. He hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it all day and couldn’t wait to get her back into bed that night to see if they could recreate the magic.

“It wasn’t bad,” she said, kicking her heels off.

He stole a glance at her stocking-clad feet and smiled. “How about a little rub?” he asked.

She arched her brow and smiled. “Foot rub? Really? That sounds great! Don’t you want me to get dinner going, though?”

“They had chicken breasts on sale at Ringo’s. I grabbed a jar of curry sauce to go with them. Shouldn’t take more than twenty minutes. How about I get you settled in on the couch and then I make dinner?” he asked.

Her smiled warmed. “Jonathan! That’s so sweet! I would love that. Let me just change into something comfy.”

He leaned in and kissed her cheek again. “You smell different. Did you pick up a perfume or something?” he asked.

She scowled. “No. I didn’t change anything,” she said.

“Huh,” he said, as she turned and walked the bedroom. Normally he could have picked her scent out blindfolded from a row of women. There was definitely something different about it, he just couldn’t be sure what. He turned and walked back towards the couch, stopping at the blanket chest to pull out some covers for his sweet Cayley.

She emerged a few minutes later clad in a hoodie and grey sweats with fuzzy slippers on her feet. She shuffled through the tiny living room and plopped herself down on the opposite end of the couch from him.

Kicking the slippers off her feet she laid them on his lap and wiggled her toes, giggling.

He smiled at her, lifted the blankets and threw them over her, then tucked her feet in underneath them. He wrapped both hands around one and began a gentle rub. “Busy today?” he asked.

“It was steady,” she replied, sinking deeper into the couch. She closed her eyes and let out a soft sigh as he worked her arch with his thumb.

He caught a whiff of that new smell again. It was fresh and bright and a little tart. He wondered if maybe she’d changed laundry detergents? “Anything interesting happen?” he asked.

She shrugged and kept her eyes closed. “Not really,” she said. One of her eyelids raised halfway up. “Well, actually…”

“Oh yeah? What?” he said, moving his thumb to the ball of her foot and gently kneading.

“Take a wild guess who came in first thing in the morning?” she asked.

He thought about it for a few moments before his mind darkened and his stomach began to tighten up. He glanced at Cayley but she seemed as relaxed and calm as she had been when she’d come home.

He didn’t want to jump to conclusions. Blurt out Dante only to find out it had been someone completely different, but why had he guessed Dante so quickly? “Give me a hint?” he asked.

“It was Dante,” she said, grinning at him.

The smile sliced right into him. Not because there was any malice behind it. Rather because his mind immediately began to imagine what it would be like seeing that smile if there was malice behind it.

So Dante really was going to start stalking Cayley? What if he’d come in that morning and tried to put the moves on her? What if Dante was really serious about mounting her on his lap? What if he’d do anything to make it happen?

“What did he want?” he asked, unable to completely mask the distrust in his tone.

Cayley tipped her head to one side. “He came in to buy clothes,” she said. “What else would he be doing? Ow! That’s a little too much pressure, Jon,” she said, pulling her foot away from his hand.

“Sorry,” he muttered, realizing he must have really started grinding at her foot with his thumb. What else would Dante be doing at her shop? Hmm, maybe they could take a moment to think about it together.

He checked himself immediately, realizing he was starting to get paranoid. Dante had managed to get under his skin with his dumb schtick about bagging Cayley. He wasn’t about to let that get between them. “Did he find anything he liked?” he asked.

“He found a suit that looks awesome on him and I threw in a couple of shirts half-off.”

“Shirts half-off?” he blurted.

She frowned at him. “Yeah. Like, fifty percent off?”

He pushed out a fake chuckle, feeling like a fool for thinking she’d meant something different than she had.

“Are you okay? You seem kind of jumpy?” she asked.

“No, no, I’m fine,” he replied, pulling her foot closer and resuming a more gentle massage. “Well that sounds like a pretty good way to start your day,” he said.

“He’s such a sweetheart, Jonathan. He even brought me coffee.”

His thoughts turned darker and his cock began to stir between his legs. He knew there was more to Dante’s little visit than Cayley was telling him.

Not because of any omission she was making. She was just as innocent as she’d always been. Thinking Dante was just the biggest sweetheart for bringing her coffee and buying a suit from her first thing in the morning.

A ripple of dark energy shook through him. Dante was actually going for it. He wasn’t just playing some stupid game of domination. He was actually trying to get between Cayley’s legs.

His mind started racing and he had to reign it in before he got ahead of himself. If he just let it gallop he’d end up freaking himself out.

“Did you make any other sales today?” he asked, hoping to turn the topic away from Dante.

* * *

He cooked the curry chicken up that evening and they watched TV after dinner. They stayed on the couch almost until twelve. His spirits sank a little bit when he saw Cayley’s eyelids sagging.

He’d been thinking about sex all day and her little story about Dante showing up at the shop hadn’t helped one bit.

Now she was cuddled up to him, dozing off on his shoulder and it was nearly midnight. “Cayley,” he whispered. “Cay, wake up. We’re still on the couch. Let’s get you to the bedroom.”

He nudged her a few times and she drew in a deep breath as her eyes fluttered open.

He turned off the TV and shut the speakers off. Instead of pulling the blankets off of her he wrapped them around her as she stood up, to keep her warm on the way to the bathroom.

He walked her to the bathroom and turned the light on. Grabbed her toothbrush and squeezed some toothpaste onto the bristles before handing it to her.

She lazily put it into her mouth and started doing circles around her teeth.

Meanwhile, he walked back out to the living room. Tidied up the mess they’d made and arranged the pillows on the couch so it didn’t look like a frat house the next morning when they woke up.

He realized tomorrow was Sunday and that cheered him up. They usually had a nice sleep in on Sunday mornings and Cayley almost always indulged him in some intimate times if he wanted, which he almost always did.

After turning out the lights he went back to the bathroom to find Cayley gone but the light still on. He pulled out his own toothbrush, ran some water over it then squeezed the toothpaste out and brushed his teeth.

After rinsing, he turned the light off and made his way to the bedroom. He was a little surprised to find Cayley awake. Tucked under the blankets with the covers all the way to her chin so all he could see was her face.

She’d turned off all the lights but plugged in the little yellow duck night light she sometimes used if she got night terrors during a summer thunderstorm.

He smiled at her then went about undressing. He was careful to turn away from her as he put on his underwear, not wanting to be suggestive with his immodesty.

With a fresh pair of underwear and a clean t-shirt on, he walked over to the bed and sat down, then slipped underneath the blanket.

He turned to kiss Cayley goodnight and found her staring at him. Her body was superheated, like she had a fever, but there was nothing on her expression that made her seem ill. “You’re so hot. Are you okay?” he asked, quietly.

He smiled at the funny way she looked at him. When he cuddled closer to her he was somewhat startled to find her naked. Completely naked with no bra or underwear or anything. Which was both strange and exciting. “What are you doing?” he asked, smiling at her.

He could still make out faint whiffs of the scent he’d first smelled on her that afternoon. He couldn’t quite tell where it was coming from and figured his earlier guess had probably been correct. New detergent or dryer sheets or something.

To his surprise Cayley reached out and put a hand around his neck. She pulled him closer until their lips were touching, then parted hers and pressed their mouths together hard.

His eyes widened, even though she was French kissing him like crazy. She rolled her tongue into his mouth and around his a few times. Strong, jutting thrusts like she was trying to eat him.

His cock was already hardening and he could feel the first tingles of an orgasm beginning in his balls. If she kept this aggressive kissing up he’d be a goner after a few thrusts.

He loved that he’d found her so excited about sex and didn’t want to leave her feeling disappointed.

When she pulled away from the kiss and gazed into his eyes he quickly pulled his t-shirt off over his head and threw it on the floor beside the bed. “I want to do this for you,” he whispered, burrowing down into the sheets.

She didn’t resist even for a second. In fact, she spread her legs eagerly for him, guiding him with a hand on his shoulder until he was between her thighs.


Chapter 11


It was there that he discovered the source of the lovely, fresh scent he’d smelled on her throughout the evening. It was bursting in hot waves from her soaking pussy.

Hot, fresh, citrusy-sweet waves of woman nectar like someone had splashed lemon juice on a slice of honeycrisp.

His nostrils flared and he breathed in a lungful of the refreshing scent. He moved his mouth closer to her furry opening and felt the damp heat emanating from inside.

He let out a heavy sigh as his tongue touched her folds and he got his first taste of her bold, new flavour.

It wasn’t just the absence of the latex stink of condom that made her taste so good, though that was nice. She tasted sweeter and he could have sworn there was more juice out from between her folds than he’d ever felt before.

He wedged his tongue between them and more of her precious elixir coated it. He pulled it back into his mouth, then swallowed, relishing the novel sensory experience.

What surprised more was the way she reacted when he began slowly twirling his tongue around her delicate clitoral pearl.

While it usually took her a few minutes to get going, this time she reacted almost immediately. Her hips bucked upward, pressing that tiny bundle of nerves firmly against his mouth and tongue.

Her hand, which had stayed on his shoulder, moved to his neck, then to his head as she ran her fingers through his hair. “Oh, Jon,” she sighed, twisting slightly on the bed.

His cock started to engorge much faster from her eager gasps. He felt it hardening against the mattress with each of her sweet whispers as he diligently worked her clitoris with his tongue.

She writhed against his face, her thighs squishing against his cheeks and squeezing his head tight. “Oh, Jon!” she cried out in at a pitch and timbre she never had.

He could sense how close she was by the tautness of the muscles in her legs and by the fluid she was spilling into his mouth. He redoubled his efforts, gently sucking her between his lips and fondling the tip of her clit with the tip of his tongue.

She cried out, her hand closing into a claw at the top of his head and tugging his hair. A zesty splash of her feminine fluid burst into his mouth as he felt her clit twitch against his tongue.

He stayed the course, patiently dribbling her clitoris side to side as she mewled and twisted against him. Her soft thighs felt heavenly against his cheeks.

Finally, she released her grip on his hair and even pushed his head away gently with the tips of her fingers.

He rose up onto all fours and looked up the length off her body. A lovely sheen of sweat covered her forehead and cheeks. The room was hot. He looked back down just as she let her legs fall apart.

He’d never seen her bush and cunt so fully on display. Their gentle, vanilla lovemaking had only permitted stolen glances here and there.

Now her knees were pointed in two different directions, legs bent ninety degrees at the knees and her swollen gash was running, the lips pulsing with the last palpitations of her orgasm.

His mouth fell open at the sight. It wasn’t quite gaping but the lips were parted, as she sometimes parted those of her mouth, in a very seductive, almost hungry way. Her pussy looked like it wanted to be fucked.

“Come inside me, Jon,” she whispered.

Her words shook him and sent a tremor racing down his back. Of course she hadn’t meant it like that, but what was the harm in enjoying the fantasy? “Let me just get a condom on,” he whispered.

She grabbed his hand before he could move towards the night table. She had a frantic, almost desperate, look in her eyes. “Jon. Put it in without one,” she whispered. “Just for a little bit. I want to feel it inside me.”

The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end and it felt like all of the muscles in his body tensed at once. It was akin to a wet dream fantasy, hearing her say something like that.

His eyes fell to her beautifully tight vaginal opening, crowned with a patch of short pubic fuzz. The thought of sinking his bare cock between her plump, wet labia made it throb and stiffen.

He looked up at her. She was holding him by the hands. Her legs were spread open wide and she looked totally unashamed of being so exposed. Her expression, her pose, her whole body was an erotic invitation. Come inside me.

The problem was just that, though. If he allowed himself to go inside her without protection he wasn’t sure he’d have the will power to pull out in time. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Cay,” he whispered, devastated that he was saying it.

He was proud of himself, though. Bareback sex was a risky business even if a man didn’t ejaculate inside. There was always some semen release before an actual orgasm occurred. Timing was everything. He didn’t trust his own. Not that much.

“Please, baby?” she mewled. “Just for a little bit? I want to feel it so bad?”

Her pleading tone disassembled the defences of his rational mind with just those few words. He didn’t even feel that bad about it. How many men would be able to resist a woman lying on her back with her legs spread wide open, begging to be filled with cock?

He sank down onto his hands and knees and crawled forward until he felt entrance of her pussy blowing heat onto the head of his cock like a steam-breathing dragon.

He shuddered at how much better it felt than when he had the condom on.

Cayley grabbed his cock and tugged it towards her.

His eyes widened at how aggressively she handled him. He grunted when she swiped the crown of his prick against the greasy lips of her pussy, coating it in vaginal fluid.

“Come inside me, baby,” she whispered, pulling him closer still. She put her hands on his ass.

He looked down between their bodies as Cayley pulled him inside herself. Her extraordinary tightness was now coupled with the slippery heat of her feminine fluids that enabled a totally frictionless entrance.

He watched his cock sink into her pussy and groaned as it tightened around him. “Oh my god, Cay,” he muttered.

“Oh god, Jon,” she whispered back. “It feels so good. You feel so good inside me.”

He had to stop and squeeze his buttocks together as he felt his pelvic floor twitch with the beginnings of a premature climax.

Cayley. Did. Not. Talk. Like. That.

Hearing how good he made her feel drove him wild.

“Is everything okay?” she asked.

He closed his eyes and gave a few stiff nods. “I’m fine,” he said, after a brief silence. “I’m just…you feel so good. I’m so close, Cayley. I’m sorry. The condom kind of numbs things a little bit,” he confessed.

He opened his eyes to see a smile teasing at the corners of her mouth. There was a mischievous light in her eyes, too. She seemed to have enjoyed what he’d just told her. “Well, I guess we’ll have to do this more often so you get some practice,” she said.

She rubbed her hands over his ass and looked down his body.

His cock throbbed inside her. She was normally so withdrawn, so reserved and inside of her when they made love. It was a little jarring to have her be this communicative. Playful, too.

But the potential consequences of this naked coupling still loomed over him. “I think I should pull out, Cay. I love you. I love this. You feel so good, but…”

She ran her hands up his back, the tips of her fingers running along the ridges of his modest muscles. They dropped down to his ass again and she pulled on it. “Put it in deep inside me, Jon? I just want to feel it in there for a while.”

He clenched his teeth as, once again, his resolve to avoid a week or two of walking on pins and needles, melted. Clenching his buttocks again, he pressed his cock into her until he felt his balls rest gently against her soft ass.

“Oh,” she sighed, closing her eyes.

His cock was throbbing at regular intervals now. Despite a total lack of frictional stimulation he felt like he was nearing a climax with each second that passed. The heat and tightness of her bare pussy nudged him closer and closer.

She opened her eyes and looked up at him. “It feels so good when it flexes like that, Jon,” she whispered.

This caused more flexing and he bit down on his lower lip, straining to restrain his ejaculation for just a few moments longer. “I have to pull out, Cay. I’m gonna’ come.”

To his shock she locked her legs around his thighs and pulled him even deeper inside herself. “I’m almost on my period, Jon,” she said, her eyes moving between his and his mouth. “I want you to do it inside me. Finish inside me. Just this once. I’m positive it’s going to be okay,” she said.

She looked so incredibly seductive as she spoke. A scheming little seed-thief slut who really needed to feel his cum inside her.

His mind violently shifted direction, back to earlier when she’d told him who her first customer of the day was. As soon as the thought had occurred to him, his imagination began to run wild.

Had Dante really just come to the store to purchase some clothes? That’s what Cayley thought. Jonathan knew better than that. Dante, that asshole, that shithead, had gone there to test the waters. To suss things out. To see how pliable Cayley was when her husband wasn’t around.

“Oh, baby, your cock is so hard,” she said, rocking her hips and grinding the root of it against her clit.

He caught his breath and tensed his ass even tighter as she rubbed him with her pussy.

She had her eyes closed again. Was she still here with him? Or was she back at the shop? Remembering her morning with Dante?

She’d given him a blowjob after that night at Dante’s apartment. Now she was dirty-talking and begging him to come inside her after seeing Dante by herself that morning.

He watched her smile fade and her upper lip twitch as he pleasure herself on his prick. He flexed all the muscles in his body he could think, determined to hold out until she brought herself to climax on his cock.

He shoved the thoughts of Dante out of his mind and began counting backwards from one hundred, imagining sheep jumping backwards over a fence at the same time. Anything to squeeze out a few more seconds for Cayley.

But the friction proved a relentless assault. The friction and the heat and the tightness of her pussy sawed away at his mind until it was all he could think of.

He looked down at her beautiful body. Her perky breasts swaying as she continued to rock her hips back and forth.

Her lips parted and he knew she was close. Just a little longer to hold out.

He had a flash of panic about coming inside her. He talked himself down, reminding himself what she’d said about her period. Hoping to nudge her along he pulled his cock an inch out of her and pressed it back in.

Her mouth opened and she drew in a breath. Her nails dug into the flesh on his ass. Then, finally, her pussy squeezed and squished around his cock and she shuddered as a climax shook through her.

His cock twitched and he felt the first pulse of lava-hot ejaculate shoot through it and erupt into her. He grunted as his hips broke into an uncontrollable thrusting.

Cayley’s eyes flew open wide and she gazed deep into his.

The stare seemed to deepen the connection between them even more. He blinked, as if incredulous that this was even happening. “I’m coming inside you!” he grunted.

She gasped, threw her arms around his back and clung to his trunk with her legs. “Oh Jon!” she moaned.

The sound drove him balls deep into her and he held himself there as his genetic load drained into her pussy.


Chapter 12


He had the van going early on Monday. Warming up at six forty-five while he made himself a coffee to go in his traveller. He had five appointments that day, which meant he was going to be home later than usual.

His phone buzzed in his pocket on the way out the door. He pulled it out and the screen lit up as he walked down the driveway. Seating himself in the van, he put his mug in the cup holder and swiped to the messaging app.

He frowned when he saw the message was from Egan Motors.

Toilet’s backed again. You have any time today?

He checked the time, then his scheduling app for the location of his first stop. It was all the way across town, but if he didn’t take the highway he could probably swing by the dealership and clear the blockage without making himself too late.

He backed the van out of the driveway and ignored the GPS instructions he’d plugged in, driving towards the dealership instead.

He was there in under fifteen minutes, pulling his toolbox and auger out of the back of the van. He walked in through the service entrance and saw Ellie sitting behind the desk, already smiling at him.

“Hey Ellie,” he said, returning her smile. “Same problem as last time?” he asked. “Sorry, kind of in a rush.”

She rounded the desk, teetering on her high heels, and led him to the same bathroom as before. “Nice to see you again, Jon!” she called out as she walked back to her desk.

He set the toolbox down and started getting the auger ready to use when he heard footsteps walk through the door.

Dante stood with an arm on the door frame, staring down at him and smirking. “Hey, Jonny,” he growled. “Hell of a way to start the morning.”

Jonathan shook his head and turned back towards the toilet. “Nice suit. Who’d have thought detailing could be such a lucrative gig. What, does your dad own the dealership or something?” he asked, smirking.

“Fuck you, asshole!” Dante snarled.

It was a startling enough reaction that Jonathan actually turned to stare at him, aghast and with eyes wide open. “Dude, it was just a joke. Chill!” he said.

Dante turned and looked the other way, taking a few moments to compose himself. “Sorry,” he muttered. “I’m not exactly happy to be here. I just don’t have another choice right now.”

“I’m sorry I said that,” Jonathan added. He genuinely felt bad for touching a nerve with Dante.

“Forget about it man. I’m sorry I’m such a loose fucking cannon. Pops is in Mexico and I’m supposed to be in charge of the shop. Whatever that means. Anyways. That’s not what I came in here to talk to you about.”

He walked into the bathroom, swung the door shut and turned the lock.

“Dante I don’t really have a lot of time this morning. I’ve got five appointments today and they’re all over the place and…”

“This won’t take but a minute,” Dante said, strolling over to the urinal and unzipping his pants.

Jonathan froze, discomfort spreading through him at the awkward situation Dante was creating by taking a piss while he was trying to work.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Dante extract that prodigious tool from his brand new trousers and let it sag over the piss pot.

“You know who sold me this suit, don’t ya’ Jonny?” Dante asked. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back as he released his stream.

“Don’t be an asshole, Dante,” Jon growled.

Dante shook his head slowly side to side. “I’m not being an asshole, friend. I’m trying to help. Did she tell you all about it? The whole story?” he asked.

Jonathan turned to face him head on, his eyes stealing another glance of the huge cock. “She told me she sold you a suit and some shirts, bro,” he said.

The stream narrowed to a trickle, then stopped. Dante shook a few times, then slowly tucked the monster back into his underwear. He flushed, turned away from Jonathan and washed his hands. He dried them off, tossed the paper towel in the trash and walked up to where Jon was standing.

“She didn’t tell you about our adventures in the change room?” Dante asked.

Jonathan’s blood ran cold, then suddenly hot. The realization that his face was changing colour only brought more embarrassment and made him even redder. His cock began to throb and harden, the worst and last reaction he wanted to have.

It was totally out of his control.

His breathing became heavy and his back started to sweat. “Fuck off, man,” he muttered, praying for some interruption to come along. An escape hatch to crawl out of this deeply embarrassing situation.

“See, the zipper on these pants got stuck,” Dante said, swiping the zipper up and down a few times. “Can you believe it? A brand new pair of trousers. They don’t make them like they used to, huh?”

Jonathan glanced down at the zipper. Now that Dante was standing closer to him he could make out the arcing shape of his cock through the fabric of the pants.

“It was so embarrassing,” Dante went on. “But I couldn’t get it open. You know what Cayley did? You know what your sweet Cayley did for me?” he asked.

Jonathan lowered his eyes to the ground, arousal crashing over him in giant waves now. His own medium sized cock was fully hard and he had no doubt Dante could tell.

“She got in the change room with me. You ever been in there? Those rooms are criminally tight. Anyways, she got in there with me. She crouched down in front of me and she tugged on that thing until it was free.”

The breath left Jon’s lungs as visions of Cayley crouching in front of Dante, her hands working just inches from his fat prick, filled his mind.

“The zipper, I mean. Don’t get too excited just yet,” he added, smirking.

Jonathan’s head sank lower. He would have told Dante to fuck off again but what was the point? He knew now, for sure. He knew Jon liked this. There was no way he couldn’t tell. It’s why he kept talking.

The worst part was that Jonathan didn’t know if he could ask him to stop. He wanted to hear more of what had happened so bad.

“Anyways,” Dante said. “She worked that zipper good until she got it sliding up and down again. Very professional. No hanky-panky. But I needed to tell you this man-to-man. Because if it were my girl I’d want to know.” He raised a hand and let it settle on Jonathan’s shoulder.

“While she was working she did…come into contact with…it.” He squeezed Jon’s shoulder. “Just with her pinky, mind you.”

A fresh wave of heat washed over Jon. It ended in his groin, making his cock throb and bulge out against the fabric of his uniform.

“Now I know you find that kind of interesting,” Dante said. “Kind of exciting even? Am I right about that?” he asked. He glanced down at Jon’s midriff. “I’m right about that. Yes I am.”

Jon could barely hear what Dante was saying anymore. His ears were ringing and his mind was filled with images of Cayley accidentally nudging Dante’s prick.

“Jonathan? Jon?”

Hearing Dante saying his name made him look up.

“You good, man? You’re not going to faint on me or nothing, are you?”

Jonathan blinked a few times and shook his head.

Dante squeezed his shoulder again. “Okay, good. Because all of that stuff that happened, that wasn’t the good part. That wasn’t why I called you in this morning.”

Called him in this morning? Dante had done that? Of course he had. His dad was gone to Mexico. He turned and glanced at the toilet he was supposed to be working on.

Dante took a step around him, pressed the handle and the toilet flushed with a soft whoosh. “You don’t worry about that. I needed to see you. Personally. Not over the phone. I needed to hash this out.”

Jonathan turned to face him again, slightly aghast at being duped but not wanting Dante to stop what he was doing.

“Here’s the best part, Jonny,” Dante said. “The part you’re gonna love. You ready?”

Jonathan’s body went taut with excitement even as his nerves frayed further at what Dante might reveal next.

“When she was down there, tugging on that thing, the zipper, with those pretty little hands? When she…made contact…I knew I’d been right all along. It was proof I’d been right about the three of us all along.”

Jonathan blinked a few times. He was having a hard time understanding what Dante meant and his vision was starting to blur. “I think I need to sit down,” he muttered.

“Oh shit,” Dante said. He grabbed him by the arm and pulled him towards the toilet. Lowering the seat cover he sat him down, took his cap off and started fanning him with it. “You okay, buddy? You alright?” he asked.

The cool air was pleasantly refreshing and, a few moments later, Jonathan felt like himself again. “Just tell me what happened, man?” he asked.

“Okay. No more teasing,” Dante said. “I promise. Dude. When she touched it the whole fucking change room filled with the most glorious, sweet pussy stink I’ve ever smelled.”

Jonathan hunched over his knees and groaned.

Dante put a hand on his shoulder again and squeezed. “You know what I’m talking about? Like fucking flower and fruits and honey and shit all mixed up,” he said, giving his fingers a little twirl in front of Jonathan’s nose.

Jonathan knew. He knew exactly the smell Dante was talking about. Just thinking about it felt like someone was squeezing his balls. It was what he’d smelled on her two nights ago while he was eating her out.

He wanted to doubt this. He wanted it to not be true. There was no doubt. This was the truth. Cayley had been horny as a little rabbit ever since seeing the outline of Dante’s junk at his apartment.

It obviously excited her. She’d obviously been thinking about it. Being exposed to it again on Saturday morning had soaked her pussy enough that Dante had been able to smell her in the change room.

There was no faking that. There was no escaping that. There was one explanation and one explanation only. Cayley was size-curious. The thought of Dante’s big cock made her excited.

Jonathan’s head sank lower towards his chest.

“Dude,” Dante said, squeezing his shoulder again. “Why are you being like that?”

Jonathan slowly lifted his head until he met eyes with Dante. “My wife wants to fuck your cock,” he said.

Dante nodded. “Yeah. You want that too, remember?” he asked.

Jonathan shook his head. “No,” he said.

“Yeah you do, bro. I know you do,” Dante said.

“I mean no I’m not supposed to want that,” Jonathan said, focusing on some far off spot past the wall. “A man’s not supposed to want his wife to fuck another man.”

Dante put both hands on his shoulders and gave him a shake.

It stirred Jonathan back to life and his eyes focused on Dante’s.

“Stop worrying about what’s supposed to be and what’s not. We have an opportunity here, dude. The three of us. We have an opportunity to do something beautiful.”

Jonathan shuddered because he felt the exact same way. When he thought about it in the dark depths of night, when he really thought about it hard, it was a beautiful thing to imagine. “She’ll never agree to something like that,” he said, shaking his head.

Dante smiled at him. “You don’t have to worry about any of that. Let me take care of it.”

“Take care of it?” Jonathan asked. “How are you going to take care of it?”

Dante patted him on the cheek, like he was a mafia boss. “That’s not your problem. You just have to do one thing. Bring her to me. Bring her to me, Jon.”


Chapter 13


He heard Cayley’s cello all the way from the driveway. Four octave arpeggios she normally did right after her scales.

He’d been carrying a heavy weight around all day, Dante’s words from that morning hanging around his neck and making it impossible to think of anything else.

He’d flipped and flopped back and forth. One minute, considering Dante’s proposal seemed preposterous. Cayley would never do something like that, not in a million years. The next minute he was practically salivating as he thought of what it would be like to watch her mounting Dante.

Mounting Dante.

Each time he thought of it it sent warmth crackling down his back. Now his hand was on the doorknob, Cayley’s cello playing a shrill high note from inside, but he couldn’t bring himself to turn it.

He hung his head low, staring at the ground and once again contemplating how he could possibly kickstart this bizarre event.

He thought of what Cayley hadn’t told him and it stung, like someone pinching his ball sack. Why had she omitted that detail? Was she embarrassed? Ashamed?

Or had she felt something else, a different emotion that she was keeping from him? Had she been aroused by it?

He knew that had to be the answer. It made the most sense. It explained the recent evolution of her libido. Her growing interest in sex inspired by, first, the outline of Dante’s clothed organ, then the accidental touch in the change room.

Jonathan’s stomach squeezed when he thought of that. It knotted harder when he thought of Cayley keeping it from him. A perverted little secret she’d kept all to herself.

The door opening startled him. He hadn’t noticed that the arpeggios from inside had stopped. It swung open and Cayley stood behind it, holding just her bow and looking at him with a funny smile. “Jon?” she asked. “Is everything alright?”

His heart began to beat a little harder, faster. He wanted more time. More time to hem and haw and try to think of a smooth way to present this to Cayley. Why couldn’t he just say it?

Why couldn’t he just say it?

He’d thought that one over and over a few hundred times. Say what? Hey, Cay, you want to go have sex with Dante while I watch?

She’d burst into tears and have a panic attack if he asked her that, he was sure of it.

He smiled at her and stepped inside, leaning in and giving her a soft kiss on the cheek. “Everything’s fine,” he said, quietly.

“Why were you just standing out there just now?” she asked.

He took his cap off and hung it on the coat rack on the wall. He put his hands on her arms and squeezed them. “I want to do something special for you but I don’t know how to do it.”

She wrinkled her nose and a smile formed on her mouth. “What do you mean?” she asked, already curious about what special thing he might have in mind.

“Do you trust me?” he asked her.

“Jon! Of course I do!” she replied.

“Can you go put something nice on while I have a shower?” he asked.

“Well, of course but nice like how?”

“A nice dress,” he replied. “Something fancy. Classy.”

Her eyes shone with excitement. “Where are you taking me?” she asked.

“I want to keep it a surprise,” he said, leaning in and kissing her other cheek.

* * *

Forty minutes later they were in the car, Cayley sitting in the passenger seat in an absolutely stunning red dress he’d only seen her wearing once before.

His gaze kept drifting from the road to Cayley. The silky red material hung around her neck and over her shoulders, leaving her back exposed with an elegant cut that revealed just enough skin to be tantalizing without being inappropriate. A subtle slit ran up the side, offering glimpses of her leg when she moved. She’d paired it with the small diamond earrings he’d given her for their anniversary, and her hair was styled in loose waves that framed her face perfectly.

“You look absolutely beautiful,” he said, his voice catching slightly.

Cayley smiled, a hint of color rising to her cheeks. “Thank you. Are you going to tell me where we’re going now?”

Jonathan swallowed hard, his hands gripping the steering wheel tighter. “We’re meeting someone for drinks first.”

“Someone? Who?”

He hesitated, then decided there was no point in hiding it anymore. “Dante.”

The car fell silent. Jonathan glanced over to see Cayley’s expression shift from surprise to something unreadable.

“Dante?” she repeated, her voice carefully neutral. “Why?”

“He invited us. For drinks at his place.” The lie came easily, though technically it wasn’t completely untrue. Dante had extended an invitation before, just not specifically for tonight.

Cayley looked down at her dress, then back at Jonathan. “And you wanted me to dress up like this for... drinks with Dante?”

Jonathan’s heart hammered in his chest. This was the moment of truth. “I thought... I thought you might want to look nice. For him.”

“For him?” Cayley’s eyebrows rose.

He gripped the wheel tighter and locked his elbows, staring intently at the road ahead and hoping he wasn’t about to derail this whole thing with what he was going to say.

“You might think I’m crazy, Cayley, when I tell you this. I’m not. It’s something I’ve thought about a lot. I don’t want to scare you with it or anything but I can’t for the life of me think of a way to break it to you easy, to sugar coat it. I think I just have to say it and that’s that.”

A silence stretched between them and he could feel her staring at him. The intensity of his gaze unsettled him but at least she wasn’t whimpering or sobbing like he’d feared. She was surprisingly calm.

“So say it,” she finally whispered.

He gave a slow nod as he turned the car onto Bay Boulevard and towards Dante’s swanky apartment.

“I got this thing inside me, Cay, this crazy thing I’ve been holding onto. A thing I was never going to tell you about except then Dante came swinging back into our lives and I saw the way you looked at him and the way he looked at you. And he got inside my head like he always does and stirred it all up again and now I’m just babbling because I can’t actually bring myself to actually say the thing out loud.”

He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye.

She was watching him quite studiously, her lovely eyes shimmering with curiosity and not a tear to be found in or near them.

He almost had to clutch his stomach it cramped so bad when he saw the way she was looking at him. Like she knew something like this was coming. Or, maybe, she’d hoped it was. She certainly wasn’t scared or freaked out or, if she was, was doing a hell of a job hiding it.

“Go on,” she whispered. “I want to hear you say it.”

His cock began to harden. She wanted to hear him say it? That sounded like she already knew what it was or at least had some inkling.

“Cayley I’m taking you to drinks at Dante’s. And I just want to say that whatever happens there, whatever happens, I’m going to be okay with it. Whatever you want to happen isn’t going to upset me.”

She continued to sit in silence, staring at him until they were almost at Falls Plaza. Something flashed in her eyes for a fleeting moment. Fear, maybe?

He couldn’t tell.

It was gone as quickly as it had come and it was just the usual Cayley sitting there, staring at him.

He pulled the car into the parking lot and turned it off. Getting out, he jogged to the passenger side and helped her out. He took in a good long look at her in her beautiful dress and his heart throbbed, along with his cock. “You look so beautiful,” he whispered.

Cayley stepped towards him, her eyes wide and steady like she was filled with confidence.

He’d never seen her like this before. So stoic and unflinching. Cayley was being constantly surprised by life happening at her. Her calm demeanour was completely out of character.

They walked to the front door this time and dialed the buzzer to Dante’s apartment.

The door buzzed and clicked and Jonathan swung it open, holding it for Cayley.

They rode up the nineteenth floor in silence. Jonathan couldn’t keep his eyes off of her reflection in the elevator mirror’s, though. The dress hugged the curves of her waist and hips and ass so perfectly he had a hard erection by the time the doors opened.

They stepped out into the carpeted hall and walked to the end where Dante’s door had been left slightly ajar.

“I think that means we can go in,” Jonathan said, putting a hand on Cayley’s back.

Now she stiffened. Her whole body went tense and her cheeks flushed, as if she were suddenly shy and scared all at once. She turned her head to look at him, a familiar expression on her face now. Searching, looking for guidance from the steady, even-handed husband she could always count on.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. We can just have drinks and go home if that’s what you decide,” he whispered.

A small relief washed over her expression and she forced a smile.

But Jonathan could see the excitement dancing in her eyes. Cayley wasn’t just waltzing into this like it was some easy thing for her. She was challenging herself and rising to the challenge and it was making her proud.

He reached out and pushed the door open wider, then nudged her with his hand on her back to step inside.

She walked in and he followed. She stopped at the edge of the little welcome mat and waited for Jonathan to close the door. “Hello?” she asked the empty room.

Dante emerged from the bedroom, his hair freshly washed and slicked back. He wore a thin, navy cotton bathrobe, obviously just out of the shower. He walked out to the centre of the room and smiled. “Hello,” he replied.

Cayley’s usual self came roaring back. She blushed and looked down at the ground, hooking her index fingers together in front of her lap and fidgeting. Suddenly she looked wildly uncomfortable in the sexy red dress she’d worn.

She started to squirm a little, like she wouldn’t mind crawling down a hole in the floor if one happened to open up.

It was oddly comforting to Jonathan to see her in this state of discomfort. He felt in control again. Her quiet confidence had rattled him.

Dante walked up to them. He put a finger under Cayley’s chin, raised her eyes to his and smiled.

She looked side to side, waves of red colour rolling over her cheeks that made her face almost as red as her dress.

“I told Jonathan to bring you to me,” Dante said.

Cayley immediately turned to look at Jonathan, her eyes filling with worry.

He rubbed his hand on the small of her back, a gentle reassurance that she was in charge. That she was calling the shots and could call it a night whenever she wanted.

“Cayley,” Dante whispered.

She turned to look at him again.

“All three of us want this. So what’s the harm in having some fun?” Dante asked.

She looked to Jonathan again, like she was seeking more permission from him.

“Cayley knows she’s in the driver’s seat,” Jonathan said. “She can tap the brakes any time.”

“Any time,” Dante assured her, then unfastened his belt and opened his robe.


Chapter 14


Cayley’s eyes fell immediately to the long, thick unit dangling between Dante’s muscular thighs.

Jonathan kept his eyes on her even as the look on her face began shredding up his insides.

He was pretty sure he didn’t know another man who would get aroused at seeing his wife’s excitement at another man’s sexual equipment. Maybe excitement was too strong of word. More like awe, or wonder.

It seemed to captivate her entire attention, her eyes wandering up and down it’s length. Pausing at the bare, globular head before rising and focusing on the low-hanging ball sack behind the shaft.

After a few moments she seemed to realize what she was doing and with whom and blushed again and looked off to the side.

“You look so beautiful in that dress, Cayley,” Dante whispered. He raised a hand and brushed the tips of his fingers across her cheek, making her blush even hotter. “Did you know about this?” he asked. “Did you know how much I’ve wanted you?”

Cayley looked to Jonathan again, her brow arching with worry.

He rubbed the small of her back one more time, though the look made his stomach cramp. “Nothing you can say or do will upset me, baby,” he said, ignoring the fact that Dante was standing right in front of them. In a way it felt like it was just him and Cayley in the room. Just the two of them about to jump off a cliff together for an adventure.

She turned and looked at Dante and gave a little nod. “Kind of,” she whispered, biting her lip as soon as she’d said it like she regretted having done so.

Jonathan let his hand fall from her back and stepped to the side. Giving her space to find herself, to find who she wanted to be in this situation. To figure out how she was going to act this one out.

Dante stepped towards her, his hand cupping her cheek now as he leaned ever closer. “I want to kiss you, Cayley,” he whispered.

The way they locked eyes sent a cold excitement piercing through Jonathan’s heart.

Cayley nodded and her eyelids fluttered shut. She tipped her head to one side and allowed herself to be pulled into Dante’s firm embrace.

He pressed his lips to hers, his stubbled chin in gritty contrast to her blushing pink complexion.

Seeing them kiss took Jonathan’s breath away. His head went a little spinny and he stumbled backwards, nearly losing his balance. His leg connected with a sofa and he slumped down onto it.

Dante had his hand behind Cayley’s neck now, his tongue inside her mouth, lapping at hers.

Cayley, blushing even hotter accepted the kiss easily, her jaw even moving in time with Dante’s.

The smell hit Jonathan like smelling salts. It went straight to the front of his brain like he’d done a line of coke. Cayley’s body expressing lubricating liquids that took on a special fragrance in preparation for Dante’s girth.

It was hard to believe she was wet already. From just a few whispered words and a raunchy makeout session in the centre of the room.

Dante pulled away from her mouth and opened his eyes to look at her. He let his hand fall down her arm and onto her waist. He slid it up and down her side, staring at her curvy body like he couldn’t believe his good fortune.

Cayley gave Jonathan a bashful look, like she was somehow ashamed of what she’d done with Dante.

“You’re beautiful,” Jonathan said, not caring what Dante thought about it.

Dante smiled. “Isn’t this beautiful?“ he asked. “The three of us? Just like you always wanted, buddy,” he said to Jonathan.

Cayley’s eyes widened and filled with curiosity. “You really always wanted this?” she asked.

Jonathan closed his eyes and nodded. His erect cock throbbing between his legs was distracting.

Dante stepped behind Cayley and turned her to face Jonathan. His hands came winding around her body, pawing at her waist and falling to her hips. “You nervous about this, Cayley?” he whispered, his mouth close to her ear.

“A little bit,” she admitted, turning her head to one side and exposing her neck to him.

He leaned down and kissed the soft skin there. “Just a little bit?” he asked.

Cayley looked up at Jonathan and her worried eyes just slayed him. “Maybe a little more than a bit,” she whispered.

He reached up and gently unclasped the dress at the back of her neck. Parting the two sides he brought them down in front of her, pausing at her breasts and kissing her neck again. “You’ve got nothing to be nervous about,” he whispered.

He peeled the fabric lower, revealing her perfectly shaped breasts and Cayley started blushing so, so hot.

Jonathan’s cock throbbed and hardened and wouldn’t relent. He wanted to jerk himself off so bad. He couldn’t stand the pressure between his thighs.

Watching Cayley turn all those shades of red, so embarrassed at suddenly being naked in front of her husband and their friend, made him feel like he’d just chugged a bottle of red wine.

His blood was pumping hard in his veins, he could hear his own heartbeat. And there was Cayley, beautiful, blushing Cayley standing naked before him with that embarrassed expression and Dante’s formidable outline behind her.

“Cayley,” Dante whispered. “Turn around Cayley. Turn so I can see your face,” he said.

He put his hands on her shoulders and guided her, turning her until her profile was to Jonathan. He put a hand over hers and parted his robe again.

Her eyes dropped right down to his fat cock. It was hardening now. Not as hard as Jonathan’s but it showed signs of life now. The odd twitch and flex as Dante ogled Cayley’s lovely tits.

He brought her hand underneath it, underneath his tool, turned it palm up and gently pressed it against his flexing knob.

A shudder travelled through Cayley. Her lips parted and she gazed at her pretty hand now holding Dante by the cock.

“Cayley, baby, that’s so pretty,” Dante whispered. “That’s the prettiest I’ve ever seen, your hand holding my cock like that.”

Cayley startled at the word cock. She seemed to remember who was in the room with them, too. She shot Jonathan a furtive glance, like she was scared of his reaction.

Jonathan could hardly take his own eyes away from the sight of her holding Dante’s cock. He’d imagined it so many times. He never expected it could feel like this. He never thought that seeing Cayley touch that huge thing was going to make him feel like he could fly.

“Cayley,” Dante whispered. “Show your husband how you stroke another man’s cock.”

Cayley’s eyes brightened and the corners of her mouth twitched with the beginnings of a smile. She ran her hand slowly along the length of Dante’s dick like she was polishing a handrail.

The sight sent pulse after pulse of erotic arousal shooting through Jonathan.

“Cayley,” Dante whispered. “Kiss me again. Keep stroking my cock and kiss me.” He put a finger under her chin again and lowered his mouth to hers.

Cayley did as she was told. She kept stroking her hand along his cock. Her fingers couldn’t reach her thumb so she just kind of ran it along the top of his shaft absentmindedly as she concentrated on kissing him again.

Dante worked his tongue into her mouth. His cock swelled and hardened as he kissed her deep and long. He pulled away when Cayley let out a little whimper. “You okay?” he asked. “Everything alright?”

Jonathan was spellbound at how gently Dante was treating her. He’d always thought his nice guy act was bullshit but now he could see that Dante had a real soft spot for Cayley. He wanted to give her the nicest experience possible.

Cayley nodded, blushed and looked away, her hand still running along his cock.

“You didn’t make that sound because you were upset, did you?” Dante asked her.

She shook her head.

Dante smiled. “You getting turned on, Cayley? You getting horny?”

Jonathan’s jaw dropped. Seeing Dante slowly disarming Cayley, peeling away the defensive barriers of her shame and shyness was almost as exciting as seeing her touch his cock.

Cayley let out a nervous giggle that she covered with a hand.

Dante grinned. “You don’t have to be shy, Cayley,” he reassured her. “Your husband’s right there. He’s okay with all of this. He’s having such a great time, aren’t you buddy?”

“I love you, Cay,” Jonathan whispered.

Cayley looked at him, her face an intense shade of pink.

“You getting turned on, sweetheart?” Dante asked her. “You can tell us.”

Cayley nodded.

“That’s a good girl,” Dante praised her. “Can I see how turned on you are? Can I put my hand between your legs?”

It was so reassuring how he was treating her. Asking for consent about everything, treating her with kid gloves and making sure she felt comfortable every step of the way.

After a few moments thought she nodded again.

Dante slowly bunched up the red dress in one hand, revealing her juicy thighs and a little sliver of fabric of her black thong.

Jonathan clutched his stomach as he watched Dante’s muscular and veiny hand move between those beautiful, plush thighs and pull the thong to one side.

The smell hit him even stronger before he saw the glistening split of her dripping sex. The insides of her thighs glimmered, too. Two wet lines of clear liquid that went about a third of the way down her leg. Excess drip from her pussy readying itself for entry.

That smell. That fucking smell he’d first scented on her after that night at dinner. The freshest, most delicious pussy stink he’d ever had in his nostrils. It made him want to eat her out so bad.

Dante pulled his fingers out from between her legs. They were coated with the same clear goo. He held them, showing them to Cayley. He closed his eyes and sniffed, then licked a line along his index finger and his cock jumped and jiggled in her hand.

“You ever taste yourself, Cayley?” he asked, smiling at her.

She blushed and shook her head.

“Then this is going to be real special. Taste your pussy juice. Look at Jonny, look at your guy and taste your own pussy juice,” Dante said.

Jonathan felt a pang of guilt. Cayley didn’t like anything to be gross about sex. She liked whispers and soft lights and romance. Dante was being such a dude now. A porn-watching, filth loving nasty male, making his sweet Cayley taste herself. The guilt came from liking it as much as he did.

Cayley looked at his fingers warily and her nostrils flare as she smelled herself. “I don’t know if I want to do that,” she said. She looked at Dante as if she was testing whether they’d been telling her the truth, whether she could really tap the brakes any time she wanted as hard as she needed.

Dante quickly pulled his hand away and wiped it on his robe. “That’s no problem, baby,” he said, smiling and kissing her neck again. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

The colour had faded slightly from her face but now it returned, Cayley looking a little relieved that her test had worked. That she really was in control.

“You want to tell me what you want to do next then, Cayley? Or you want me to tell you what to do?” Dante asked.

Cayley. looking more excited, looked down at her hand stroking his cock. She squeezed it a little more firmly and gave it a few faster pumps. She glanced at Jonathan, checking he was still enjoying this, then giggled as she looked at Dante. “I want to kiss it,” she whispered.


Chapter 15


Dante let out an uncharacteristic chortle. He covered his mouth about it, then shook his head. “I’m sorry. Are you serious? Is that how you ask Jonny if he wants a blowjob?”

A fresh wave of redness washed over Cayley’s face and she turned away, looking mortified by what Dante had just said.

“No, no, no!” Dante said, turning her head back to face him. “I was just teasing! Don’t get upset! You’re doing so great! I was just surprised, is all. You’re adorable. You’re so beautiful, Cayley. I can’t believe how innocent you are. You know what we’re going to do? We’re going to fix that.”

“Fix what?” she asked, pouting.

“Cayley you’ve got to understand guys aren’t the same as gals. They like different things. They like it when things get a little dirty, you know?”

Cayley stared at him, puzzled, then turned and looked at Jonathan out of the corner of her eye. She stared at him with a question in her eyes.

He wished Dante hadn’t told her that. Now he was going to have to explain that not all guys were like that. Not all guys liked it to be dirty, even though sometimes he did. But Cayley didn’t and that was all that mattered. He tried to reassure her with his eyes and smile.

Cayley turned and looked at Dante again. “You think Jon likes it dirty?” she asked, turning back to Jonathan.

Jonathan felt his own hot blush wash across his face.

Dante cracked a wicked grin and stared at him. “I don’t know,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “We’ll have to ask him. Well, Jonny?” he asked. “Do ya??” he let out a soft chuckle.

Jonathan sat stone-still in his seat, his mouth hanging open. He wanted to punch Dante for putting him on the spot like this. As kind as the guy was being with Cayley, he obviously still enjoyed being a dickhead to Jonathan. “Sometimes?” he finally managed to croak.

Cayley’s eyes looked like she was getting all kinds of ideas behind them. She jumped when she felt Dante’s fingers between her legs again. Her gaze dropped to her pussy and she watched Dante rubbing his hand back and forth.

This time, when he brought his glistening fingers up for her inspection she stared at them with what seemed like awe. Wrapping her hand around his index finger, she brought it to her mouth and put it inside.

Her cheeks hollowed and she gave a few small sucks and swiped her tongue around his finger a few times.

Dante flashed an amused smile at her effort.

It was hardly an A-list porn star performance but it got Jonathan more excited. He’d never seen her do that kind of thing.

When she pulled Dante’s finger out of her mouth he smiled at her and said “good girl.” Then he leaned in and whispered something in her ear.

She blushed and her eyes widened. After a moment she turned to face Jonathan and walked over to where he was sitting.

This whole time he’d almost forgotten she was half naked. His eyes sank to her gorgeous breasts and he couldn’t peel them away. He’d never seen them in such incredible proximity and light. He reached out and palmed one, letting out a grunting sigh as her stiff nipple rubbed against his palm.

She leaned forward, steadying herself with her hands on his knees. She seemed to have shed her shame about being naked in a room with two men. “Oh my gosh,” she said, stifling a giggle. “I don’t know if I can say it.”

“Say what, Cayley?” Jonathan asked, breathless.

“He told me to ask you if you want me to suck his cock?” she said, a fresh blush rising to her cheeks. She stood up straight, flapped her hands at her sides, then covered her mouth. “I said it!” she squeaked.

Behind her Dante started chuckling. “Good girl, Cayley,” he praised.

Cayley stood in front of Jonathan, her mouth covered, staring at him from just above her thumbs.

Joanthan was so enchanted by the way she was looking at him he couldn’t find his voice to answer her.

“Well?” she finally asked. “Do you?”

He managed a few curt nods.

A fire lit in Cayley’s eyes. She turned and walked back to Dante.

Jonathan felt like she’d carved out a chunk of his soul and taken it with her. To hear her ask him if he wanted her to suck Dante’s cock was wild.

Dante pulled her into another kiss as she walked up to him. Putting a hand on her neck and another behind her back he leaned her backwards, plunging his tongue deep into her mouth.

He swept her back up onto her feet and tucked her hair behind her ears. With the hand behind her back he pulled the zipper that was holding the dress up, down.

It slipped off of her body, pooling in a crimson puddle at her feet, leaving her in just her heels and thong.

“Sit down on the armchair, Cayley,” Dante said, quietly.

She glanced behind her and lowered herself to the armchair, sitting up with her back straight and her hands in her lap.

Dante shrugged the robe off of his shoulders to stand fully nude in front of her.

She sat up straighter and stiffer at the sight of his muscled body. His cock, now almost fully hard, jutted out from between his legs and swept up in a gentle arc to point at her jaw.

Never had Jonathan seen maleness and femininity juxtaposed in such stark contrast. Cayley all softness and curves and Dante hardness and angles and protrusion.

Dante gripped his cock and brought the head of it down to just above Cayley’s lips. “Kiss it like you said you would,” he asked her.

Cayley stared at it. Her cheeks reddened, the colour spreading to her neck. She leaned forward, puckered her lips, looked up into Dante’s glaring eyes and planted a kiss on the underside of the head of his prick.

That vision, her upturned eyes, her puckered lips pressed against the hard erectile tissue, seared itself into Jonathan’s memory. A pulse of heat shot through his body, causing his cock to throb between his legs.

Dante grinned at Cayley, which seemed to make her deeply self-conscious. She pulled her mouth away from his prick and covered her lips with her hand, looking like she was horrified by what she’d just done.

“No, no, sweetheart,” Dante whispered. “You’re doing so good. You’re doing so good right now, isn’t she Jonny? Come on, dude, give her some reassurance that this is what you want!”

Cayley looked up at Jonathan, sheepish and shy and still blushing hot.

He couldn’t believe she’d gone this far. He couldn’t believe Dante had been right. That he’d been right about his cock. That it had such an effect on Cayley that it turned her whole personality upside down.

Were all women like that? he wondered. Could Dante just walk down the street and have any woman he wanted once she saw his schlong? It didn’t seem possible.

This was about Cayley right now, though. God know he didn’t want her doing anything she didn’t want to be doing. He also wanted to see her go even further. So very badly.

“Cayley? Sweetheart?” he said, his voice near a whisper.

She glanced at him again.

“You look so hot, baby. You look so beautiful. I love what you just did. You’re not even going to believe how much it’s turning me on.”

Her eyes widened as they fell to his crotch. She did look a little skeptical of his claim.

“Go on, Cay. Go on over there and make sure he’s telling the truth,” Dante said.

Cayley hesistated. After a moment she stood up off the armchair. Modestly covering her breasts and pussy with arms and hands, she walked over to where Jonathan was sitting and leaned forward. “This is so naughty!“ she hissed at him.

Jonathan felt like he’d lost control of his faculties. Taking her by the hand, he pressed her palm against the rigid line of his penis in his pants. “This is how turned on I am,” he said.

Cayley’s eyes bugged wide open as he stroked her hand against his cock. “Oh, Jonathan! Wow!” she said.

“Will you go back there and do what he tells you? Do it for me, baby?” Jonathan begged.

Cayley didn’t hesitate this time. She gave an enthusiastic nod, turned around and walked back to Dante and resumed her position on the armchair.

“You see? What did I tell you?” Dante asked, stroking his cock in front of her face. “Guys like it dirty. See how much he likes it?”

Cayley nodded, staring at the head of his cock bouncing in front of her mouth.

“Kiss it again,” Dante ordered, lowering the head of his cock to her lips.

She puckered them the same way and gave the underside of his cock head a pretty little kiss.

“Good,” Dante purred. “Now stick your tongue out between them. Leave them just like that and stick your tongue out.”

She thought for a moment, then her pretty, pink tongue poked out from between her lips.

Dante pressed the crown of his prick against it and rubbed it side to side, a gleeful smile on his face. “Holy fuck that’s hot,” he said. He leaned forward and palmed her breast, squeezing it gently as he massaged his cock against her tongue.

“You gonna take it inside your mouth for me, Cayley?” he asked.

She looked up at him and nodded, sitting up a little straighter as if preparing herself for his grand entrance. Her hands were laid primly on her lap and her nipples stood proudly at attention.

She lowered her jaw, opening her mouth just enough to accommodate the girth of Dante’s cock.

A pang of anguish gripped Jonathan’s stomach when he saw Dante slide the head of his cock past Cayley’s lips.

She looked a little startled at the intrusion. She sat up straight still, her eyes moving side to side, a look of slight confusion on her face.

Dante slowly moved a half-inch of his cock in and out of her mouth, staring at it intently.

After a few dozen strokes Cayley seemed to relax. The tension left her shoulders but she still looked a bit perplexed about what she was supposed to do.

Jonathan had never done anything like this to her. Standing in front of her and using her mouth for his own personal pleasure was totally out of their sexual universe. Why, then, did it look so freaking hot when Dante did it?!?

Dante pulled his cock out of her mouth and smiled. A strand of her saliva clung to both the tip of his prick and the corner of her mouth. He swiped it away, took her by the hands and pulled her up onto her feet.

Grabbing her breast, he squeezed it, then rolled her nipple between his fingers. He leaned into another kiss, probing her mouth deeply with his tongue.

She looked a little taken aback by this at first. But as he swirled his tongue against hers she let out a low moan.

Dante pulled away from the kiss and looked her in the eye. “You feel that?” he asked. “That feel good for you?”

Cayley bit down on her lip and nodded.

Dante pressed his hand between her legs.

Her eyes fell and she watched him rubbing her pussy until her hips began to move in tiny wobbles.

“You know what I think?” Dante whispered. He stepped behind her and turned her to face Jonathan. “I think we should give Jonny the show that he’s been waiting for.”

Jonathan gasped as Dante’s hard prick emerged from between Cayley’s soft thighs.


Chapter 16


Dante’s hands came out from behind Cayley’s naked body. He grasped her breasts, kissing her on the neck at the same time. His hands swept down her body and he tucked his fingers under the elastic of her thong.

Cayley seemed to be in a state of intense excitement. Her upper lip was trembling, as were her thighs, as Dante slowly lowered the underwear down her legs.

She stared straight at Jonathan, a mix of fear and anticipation in her eyes.

Jonathan, feeling the need to reassure her again that what she was doing was good and hot, undid his pants and pulled out his rigid cock. He showed it off for her, stroking it a few times until the worry on her brow eased.

She stared at it with a certain hunger, like now she wanted nothing more than to suck it.

As Dante pulled the panties down to her ankles, he put an arm around her waist and pulled her backwards.

She squealed as they both fell into the armchair, she landing on Dante’s lap.

“Put your legs up in the air, baby,” Dante said, planting a line of kisses along her shoulders.

She raised her legs up, her ankles crossed, and Dante yanked the panties up and off of her feet and cast them to the side.

“Now spread them open nice and wide for me,” he said, working both hands between her thighs and prying her legs apart.

This seemed to be some final barrier in her sexual transformation. She blushed hotter than ever and pushed back, squeezing her legs together like she didn’t want to, or simply couldn’t, bare herself so boldly, even to her husband.

“No, no,” Dante whispered. “You can do it. I’ve seen what you can do and I’m not letting you get away with pretending you don’t know how to be a dirty girl for us.”

Taking a deep breath, she let him pull her thighs apart and spread her legs. She rested the balls of her feet on the floor giving Jonathan a glorious view of her entire naked body and the sodden entrance to her warm, gooey core.

“Look at the fucking beautiful pussy,” Dante whispered. He was looking over her shoulder at it, rubbing it with two fingers, slathering it in the wetness dripping from her.

He thrust his hips forward and suddenly his cock jutted up between her legs, standing at full hardness, the tip reaching just past her belly button.

Jonathan stared at it. It looked so potent and aggressive, angry even. He couldn’t believe it excited him to see it between Cayley’s legs but there was nothing he could do about that.

Whatever guilt he’d had about this sexual divergence he possessed were cast aside as he realized he was just built this way. He was wired to love this and nothing could have changed that and how lucky was he that his wife would indulge him in this way?

“You gonna’ stroke that cock for me a little bit, Cay-Cay?” Dante asked, running his fingers down her arm.

Cayley, still looking somewhat stunned, reached down and grabbed his prick. She wrapped her hand as far around it as she could get and gave it a few slow pumps up and down.

Dante groaned behind her, his hands gliding along her sides in sensual appreciation of her curves.

Cayley looked up at Jonathan, continuing the stroke, a question in her eyes. Something along the lines of do you really like this?

Jonathan gave an eager nod and stroked his cock in time with the motion of her hand on Dante’s.

She looked back down, now more fascinated than intimidated by his rigid apparatus. She gave it a few more strokes, then bent it towards herself and rubbed the head into the furry nest of pubic hair above her snatch.

Jonathan felt a potent jolt of arousal tear through him. He could not have predicted how erotic this would be to see for real. He had to stop stroking himself and squeeze the root of his cock to keep himself from splashing ejaculate all over the floor.

He squeezed his legs together and let out a grunt as he tried to stay the flood of sperm threatening to spill from his balls.

“Sounds like Jonny likes it,” Dante said. He sat up straighter and reached around in front of Cayley’s body, moving her hand away from his cock and wrapping his own around it. “What do you say, pal? How’s that front row seat to Cayley taking this inside her pussy treating ya?” he asked, shaking his cock between Cayley’s legs.

The words taking this inside her pussy bounced around inside Jonathan’s mind a few times. A distant thought darkened his sexually elated mood. It took a while to form but when it did it sent a pulse of fear through him. “Stop,” he said, holding out a hand.

“Stop?” Dante asked.

“We can’t do this. Not like this. You’ve got to go get a condom. She’s not…we just use condoms. I use condoms. She didn’t do well on birth control,” Jonathan babbled.

To his horror, instead of immediately ceasing all sexual operations and going to find a barrier, Dante’s smile just widened.

“Jon? You remember what I told you?” Cayley asked, quietly.

The rekindled memory brought a flood of relief. She was almost at that time of the month.

Dante’s eyes moved from Cayley’s sweet face, to Jonathan’s worried expression, and back again. “What’ll it be, guys?” he asked.

Cayley looked down at his cock with an obvious hunger in her eyes. “Just don’t…don’t shoot it inside me,” she said.

“Okay,” Dante said, giving a nod with a very earnest expression on his face. “Where do you want me to do it, though?”

Cayley scowled and shrugged. “I don’t know. Just…when you’re almost ready then pull it out.”

“Okay,” Dante said, nodding again.

Jonathan could just make out Dante’s eyes and the bridge of his nose over Cayley’s shoulder. He saw the smile creep into them, the menace in it, as Dante pointed the head of his cock at Cayley’s drooling hole.

She looked down at it, her mouth open and her eyes wide. The sight of another man about to enter her obviously stirring some wild emotions.

Jonathan suddenly found himself on the edge of his seat, unable to stop staring at it either. That thick, dirty, ugly thing that was about to penetrate the sweetest most innocent thing he had in his wife. Cayley.

Dante rubbed it up and down. Parting her outer labia and exposing the glistening wet pink of her entrance. Just below that was her tight little hole, a dark little circle that led to the delights of her insides.

He pressed the head of his cock against it and felt it give slightly. “Sweetheart,” he whispered to Cayley. “Put your feet up on my knees. Put your feet up right here.” He tapped his knee with his other hand.

Cayley raised her legs and rested both of her heels on his knees. She didn’t take her eyes off of his big snake about to plunge into her.

Jonathan gasped as the head of Dante’s cock slipped into Cayley.

“Oh!” she said, breathy and quiet. “Oh, oh! Oh!” Each ‘oh’ came out louder and a little more worried. “Oh, hang on! Hold on! It’s so…it’s too big! Go slow!”

Dante had slipped maybe a half inch into her but her pussy was thoroughly stretched around the fat head of his dong.

Cayley grabbed it and lifted herself up on her heels so some of it slipped out of her.

“That’s a good girl,” Dante growled behind her. “You take it. You hold it like that and only take what you can handle, okay beautiful? Nice and slow. Nice and slow.”

Cayley, her thighs still flexed, her hand still holding his thick rod, gave a few small nods then turned to stare at Jonathan. Her eyes darted down to Dante’s cock, then up to Jon’s. “It’s going inside me,” she panted.

Jonathan stared at it. “It’s gonna’ go inside you. You’re gonna put it inside you, Cayley,” he said, repeating the words to get over his own disbelief at what was happening.

Cayley relaxed her thighs and slid the half-inch of cock back into her. “Oh!” she gasped. She let her feet fall from Dante’s knees and onto the floor, standing on the balls of them to keep herself sufficiently suspended over his cock.

“Is that good?” Dante asked. “You like it like that better?”

Cayley swallowed, blinked and nodded a few times. With her hand still on Dante’s cock she shuffled her feet out a little wider and lowered herself onto another half-inch.

As the mass pressed into her, her pussy emitted a slushy, wet sound like someone sucking saliva through their teeth.

“Oh,” she said again. This time there was no hint of worry or strain in her voice. This was an ‘oh’ of acceptance. Of understanding. Of revelation, even.

She looked up at Jonathan, her body frozen in it’s star pose above Dante’s lap. She took a few heavy breaths.

Jonathan’s looming orgasm had retreated back into his balls. He took the risk of giving his cock a slow stroke. Pleasure filled his body. “Does that feel good, baby?” he asked, his voice a whisper.

“Jon,” she whimpered, glancing at Dante’s enormous dick between her legs. “It feels so good!” Her voice was shaking. Her body was trembling.

Jonathan gasped again as she relaxed the muscles in her legs. He stared with a gaping mouth as she slid down the remainder of Dante’s huge cylinder, taking the whole thing inside herself in one swift motion and sitting on his lap.

“Holy shit!” Dante groaned behind her. The muscles in his legs flexed and his hips bucked up, lifting Cayley’s feet up off the floor so they dangled at his sides.

Cayley’s jaw dropped and she clutched his knees to keep herself from falling off.

“Oh Cayley, Cayley, Cayley,” Dante whispered behind her. “That’s the most beautiful thing I ever felt. Do you like it, baby? Do you like that cock?” His hands roamed her body like he was trying to maximize the sensual experience of being inside her.

Cayley locked eyes with Jonathan. She was leaning forward, her breasts pointed at the ground. “Yes,” she whispered. One side of her upper lip curled upward. “I like that cock.”

A wonderful tremor of pleasure shuddered through Jonathan. His hand started moving over his cock, his eyes wandering over Cayley’s beautiful body.

He couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t believe Dante’s enormous cock was impaled inside her. He couldn’t believe sweet Cayley had done this and he couldn’t believe Dante’s cock had such power.

Dante caressed the orbs of her ass with his hands. He lowered himself back onto the armchair, letting her feet settle back on the floor. He reached around and squeezed her breasts and sat up a little straighter behind her. “Cayley,” he whispered.

She blinked a few times, like she was being pulled from a trance.

“Cayley, sweetheart,” he said again. He kissed her shoulder.

She shook her head and turned it to look at him out of the corner of her eye.

“You like riding it, baby? You like riding cock?” he asked.

Cayley blushed and Jonathan’s cheeks heated in sympathy at her shyness and embarrassment. Cayley had never done that. She’d never ridden a cock before. He felt such a pang of empathy for her in that moment. “Cay, sweetie, it’s okay,” he said. “You can tell him.”

Cayley looked between the two of them a few times. “I never did that,” she finally whispered.

Dante ran his hands down her thighs. “That’s okay,” he said, kissing her shoulder again. “You can try now. Get your feet back up here. Right up on my knees. That’s right.”

Cayley got her feet back up on his knees so she was squatting over his lap.

“Now lift that beautiful big booty, baby,” Dante urged her. “Lift it right up.”

Cayley’s back arched as she pulled her ass up off of Dante’s lap.

Jonathan’s eyes dropped down beneath her. His jaw dropped again when he saw Dante’s thick cock emerging from her tight hole. It was covered in a lumpy white cream he’d never seen before. For some reason her normal clear lubricant had clotted.

Was that how her body reacted to being stretched so wide? The liquid ran down from the root of Dante’s cock and onto his balls.

Dante put his hands on her ass. “That’s good. Right there. Now do it again. Take that cock then rise up,” he said.

Cayley let out a shuddering breath as she impaled her pussy on the cock again. She came up faster this time and lowered herself right away. A few more times and she found a good rhythm, her ass thumping against Dante’s lap.

Her lips parted and she started panting. Her breasts smacked against each other with each twerk on Dante’s lap. She kept her eyes locked on Jonathan’s. “You like me like this, baby?” she whispered.

Jonathan was in such a daze that her voice sounded like it came from somewhere behind him. Everything in his peripheral vision had blurred. Even Cayley’s body was in a soft focus. Her eyes were the only thing he could see with perfect sharpness.

“Tell me you like it, Jon?” she whimpered.

The sound stirred him from his trance. He looked down to see himself stroking his own cock, pleasure pulsing up from his groin and flowing through his body. He looked back up and shuddered at the sight of Cayley’s tight pussy gobbling up Dante’s cock over and over again. “Baby,” he grunted. He looked up into her eyes. “I love it so much.”

Cayley let out a warbling moan. For the first time since penetrating herself with Dante’s cock she lost eye contact with Jonathan. She turned her head down and looked between her legs to watch her body accepting his organ.

She moaned at the sight and her hips began moving up and down faster and faster. She leaned so far forward Jonathan got a clear view of Dante smiling at him.

There was still menace in that smile but Jon didn’t care. All he cared about was seeing Cayley being such a dirty little slut and riding that fat cock. The pleasure it was sending through him was unparalleled.

Her ass was smacking against Dante’s lap hard now. Her pussy juices had spread, smeared over it and over Dante’s legs and abdomen so each contact they made was accompanied by a wet smack.

Dante put his hands on her ass, guiding it up and down and staring at it. “I think I feel that pussy squeezing,” he growled. “That pretty little pussy gonna’ come all over this big cock?”

Cayley moaned, a sound Jonathan had never heard before. Her eyes shot up to his again and she let out the same sound but louder. “My pussy’s gonna’ come, baby. My pussy’s gonna’ come. My pussy’s gonna come all over this big cock!” she sang.

As her eyes squeezed shut Jonathan felt the unstoppable surge of seminal fluid come roaring through the shaft of his cock.

Cayley’s ecstatic shout coincided with the eruption of that fluid from his cock. As it ejected from his prick it split into two arcing lines spraying up into his line of sight, then falling away to either side of him.

That was paired with the most intense genital seizure he’d ever experienced. The pleasure pushed a vulgar groan up through his throat and out of his mouth.

Cayley shouted again, her ass pounding down on Dante’s lap as she, too, seemed to experience an earth-shifting orgasm. The pounding lasted a few more seconds then her thrusts began to slow. A few seconds after that her feet slid off of Dante’s knees and she slumped forward, breathlessly panting and apparently spent of energy.

Dante caressed her back and ass, letting her rest for a few moments. Then he worked his way to the edge of the armchair and, without pulling his cock out of her, stood up, lifting her with him like she was weightless.

Jonathan stared in awe as Dante walked over to the couch, pulled Cayley off his cock and laid her down next to him on her stomach. He leaned over her, pointed his cock at her pussy and pressed it inside her again.

Cayley let out a tired moan as she felt the stretch of it once more.

Dante took charge, gliding in and out of her. Not saying a word and not meeting Jonathan’s eyes, just staring at his cock disappearing into Cayley.

Cayley moved her hand over the sofa until she found Jonathan’s. She gave it a tug.

He took her meaning, laying down next to her so he could look into her eyes.

They were damp and sleepy and each of Dante’s thrust brought a fresh moan from her mouth. “You still like it, baby?” she asked, squeezing his hand.

“It’s so hot, Cay. I can’t believe how hot you are right now,” Jonathan replied.

Dante grunted. He drew his prick out of her and rubbed the head over her ass a few times.

Cayley gasped when she felt the first spritz of his hot semen splash over her backside. She squeezed Jonathan’s hand even tighter, then her ass started to move up and down, like her body was trying to flash a signal to Dante that it liked receiving what he had to give.

Out of the corner of his eye Jonathan watched Dante cover her ass with gooey, white ejaculate. Some of it rolled into her ass crack, then lower towards her pussy and a horrible excitement gripped him.

Dante’s genetic material just inches from her reproductive tract was dangerously arousing.

Dante stood up and let out a heavy sigh. He glanced at Jonathan but made no face, didn’t smile, didn’t let on at all what was on his mind. He turned and his feet slapped against the cold tile floor as he made his way to the bedroom, then the bathroom.

Jonathan heard him turn on the shower. He squeezed Cayley’s hand until she opened her eyes. “Baby,” he whispered. “I love you.”

The most beautiful, dreamy smile formed on her features. “I love you, too, baby,” she whispered back. “I love you, too.” Her eyes drifted shut.

END OF PART ONE
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