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Charitable Contributions

Trish, my wife of a dozen years, had just returned home from dropping our two kids at their grandparents when the temperature started to drop. The forecast called for a deep cold snap and we planned to enjoy it by spending our time with a glass of wine by the warm fire before moving to the bedroom.

“Wine!” she called out from down the hall as she changed.

A few minutes later, she appeared in a flannel pajama set, looking decidedly unsexy, but comfortable. She reached for the glass, but I avoided her hand, gripped her arm, and pulled her to me.

“Cost you a kiss,” I said.

“That’s all?” she answered with a giggle and then planted her juicy lips on mine.

At thirty-seven-year-old, Trish was still a very desirable woman. Her body had remained trim despite bearing children and she was quite proud she could say she had only gained five pounds since her college cheerleader days. At 5′7″ tall, she had a naturally slender body that she kept toned through a strict workout schedule. She had auburn hair with green eyes and when she smiled cute dimples formed that gave her a child-like appearance. Up top, she had c-cup breasts that had held up well despite nursing our children. Her physical attributes matched her style and positive attitude which made me just as enamored with her as I had been when we first began dating.

Our kiss lingered and I had just pulled her tighter when suddenly the room filled with the piercing sound of the phone ringing.

“Shit,” I declared and reluctantly let her go.

Trish was closer, so she lifted the receiver and by the interaction, I could tell she was familiar with the caller. Soon, by the subject matter they were discussing, I guessed it was her friend Gayle from church. You see, church was very much a part of my wife’s life, something she inherited from her parents. I held ambivalent views that had initially caused some issues, although over time we had reached a mutual understanding. It meant I didn’t challenge her faith or attempt to intervene regarding the kids and she would reluctantly accept me. Fortunately, she didn’t wear her views on her sleeve and if you didn’t know her well, you would have no idea about her commitment. Also, she didn’t bring any baggage into the bedroom where she could often be an intensely passionate lover.

As the call progressed, I realized they were discussing a group of homeless individuals the church had tried to help. I held pointed views on the subject, feeling it was a complete waste of time and potentially dangerous, but Trish ignored my concerns and worked as part of the team. I knew Gayle was one of the organizers and her call was likely bad news for our planned evening.

“You don’t think all the stuff…the blankets and things are enough?” I heard my wife ask.

For almost a minute, she remained silent as she listened to her friend before speaking, “I guess…I mean if you think we should.”

Shortly after, the call ended and with a worried look, Trish turned my way and said, “Gayle thinks we should go check on them. You know…because it’s going to be so cold. It won’t take long, I promise.”

Struggling to hide my annoyance, I replied, “They have been in colder weather than this and besides, what are you going to do? Give them more free stuff that they can sell for booze and drugs?”

“Do you have a heart?” she asked after a short pause, providing her standard response when logic escaped her.

“You’re not going out there after dark. No way,” I declared.

“Peter is coming and you can…” she began.

“I’m not going out in the cold for them,” I interjected, guessing her intent.

Peter was Gayle’s husband and part of the church group as well. I knew from past encounters that he had a slight build and a weak demeanor, so he would likely be useless in any physical confrontation, but I had already reached my frustration limit and rather than argue, I moved to the TV. Trish ignored me as she prepared and twenty minutes later after a message arrived on her phone, I heard the door open.

“Stop,” I yelled out and jumped from my seat. Striding to the door, I found her standing in opening looking very nervous. With a deep breath, I told her, “You’re not going there without me. Not with just that pussy Peter as protection.”

Trish’s expression slowly morphed into a tiny smile that gave me hope for some positive payback later. She waived at the couple to wait and then closed the door as I went to change. When I returned, we approached the couple’s vehicle, but seeing they were driving a Prius, and having no desire to force myself into the small backseat, I told Trish we would follow them in our SUV. Little did I know it would turn out to be a decision that would haunt me later.

We drove the distance mostly in silence as Trish knew there was little upside in engaging me in the group’s plight. Slowly, the fashionable neighborhoods turned into less affluent areas followed by retail and light industrial sectors until I spotted the elevated expressway that marked the location of the encampment. The road traveled off-grade for about eight blocks and on one end I could see a collection of small tents and hung tarps. A fire burned in a barrel causing light to dance off the colorful tents making it appear almost like a party. We followed the small car to the curb and then disembarked into the frigid air.

“Everything looks good to me,” I declared, which brought looks of scorn from the others.

“You can wait in the car,” Trish said, and deciding it indeed made sense, I nodded and turned away.

From the warmth of the vehicle, I watched as they approached the tents noting that the only sign of people was one man standing next to the fire. The trio disappeared into the camp, causing the hair to stand on my neck, and I counted the minutes as I waited. When ten minutes had elapsed, I was just about to go searching when I saw them appear along with two forms. One I was certain was a man based on his height and physique, but the other was harder to determine. They stood not too far from the fire barrel and talked for several minutes before my wife left the group and headed my way.

“What?” I asked when she entered the SUV knowing instinctively there was a message and it wasn’t good.

“We’re worried about those two men. They have nothing to stay warm and it’s really cold,” she explained.

“Can’t they share with the others?” I asked.

“It doesn’t work that way,” she answered, clearly missing the irony of her response.

“So, we have to go to the store and buy them stuff?” I asked, sensing the message.

She looked at me without speaking for several seconds and then with slow measured words said, “Gayle..and Peter…they’re thinking it would be best…if we take them in for the night. One with them and one with us.”

“You’ve lost your fucking mind. I’ve let this silliness go on, but no more. I’m not taking some dirty vagrant into our home and you are done with this stupid crap,” I responded angrily.

For a moment, a look of anger crossed her face that was so intense that I thought she might jump across the console and maul me as I sat behind the wheel. I had never seen the look and it frightened me while also preparing me for the reply I was about to receive.

“Don’t you ever tell me what I can do. Never!” she said and paused, but any hope I had that it was over was fleeting as she was just beginning, “I knew you’d say that. You have never understood. You’re so certain you’re right…so certain you understand everything, but let me tell you something, you don’t know a thing. For once act with your heart, not your thick head. Trust me, you’re not nearly as smart as you think you are.”

I had never received a dressing down by Trish in that way, so it startled me, but I still couldn’t accept the plan and answered, “I don’t want them in our home.”

Another pause ensued, and then she said, “Fine, I’ll get a hotel room.”

I wasn’t entirely sure how to take her message, but thinking there must be other alternatives, I asked, “Aren’t there any shelters?”

“They’re full,” she replied, and then added, “Gayle checked.”

“Why doesn’t the church take them in?” I probed.

“It’s too late to arrange,” she replied.

“Fine then…we’ll help one guy find a hotel room and pay for it,” I conceded.

Trish let out a deep breath, gave me a quick nod and then returned to the others. They talked for a few more minutes and then I watched as the group split with the smaller man following Gayle and Peter while the tall man accompanied my wife.

“This is Jerry,” she said when they entered the vehicle, and then followed with, “Jerry, this is my husband, Dan.”

“Hello,” I said and received a nod in return.

Within seconds, a smell of body odor mixed with cigarette smoke assaulted my senses. It was strong and I could only guess how unpleasant it would be during summer temperatures.

“Jerry said to go to the light and make a right. There’s a motel a few blocks down the street,” my wife explained.

I dutifully followed her directions and it wasn’t long before the worn neon sign of a rundown motel came into view. I pulled up close to the entrance and quickly both Trish and Jerry got out. However, they were back in less than a minute and my wife’s face showed clear disappointment.

“No rooms,” she announced.

“Well, where to next,” I asked, trying to sound upbeat as I realized I needed to recover from our recent exchange.

“Jerry?” my wife asked.

“There’s a place on 16th street… not too far. It’s not very nice,” he answered in a deep drawl.

I headed towards the location he described and along the way wondered what it must look like if it failed to meet the standards of a homeless man. When we arrived, if anything, it was worse than my expectations. Indeed, it was so dilapidated that I wondered how it passed city ordinances. Like before, the duo left the vehicle but were back quickly.

“The door was locked and no one answered,” Trish explained, although I wondered how hard they tried.

“What next?” I asked.

“Look, just go the intersection of MLK and the freeway. There are several places there,” she suggested.

Trish was correct that there were several hotels at that location, three if my memory was correct, but they were legitimate business facilities and I wondered about the reception we would receive. Sure enough, the first place we tried stated flatly that they wouldn’t provide the room to Jerry by himself regardless of who paid.

“I’m not staying and you’re certainly not,” I told her.

“I guess try the next,” she sighed.

“Look, they’ll all be the same and I’m tired. Let’s just go home,” I said, accepting defeat.

Instantly, a relieved look came to my wife’s face, and she said, “Thanks… it’s just one night.”

We arrived at our house just after nine and awkwardly made our way inside with me helping Jerry cart his belongings. Trish, ever the hostess, showed him to the guest room and offered to wash all his things. I was surprised when he agreed without protest and equally impacted when he accepted the offer to shower. After showing him the location of things in the bathroom, she started a load of wash and joined me in the kitchen where I was pouring a drink.

“It won’t be so bad,” she said.

“Okay,” I replied, and then remembering the sting of her words, I added, “I’m not heartless.”

“Not always,” she answered, taking the wine I had poured.

Jerry remained in the shower a long time which I assumed was a good thing and when he finally emerged, he was wearing a pair of my flannel pajama bottoms along with one of my t-shirts.

“Do you want something to eat or drink?” my wife asked.

“Vodka, if you have it,” he responded in his heavy voice as he took a spot at the end of the couch.

“With what? Any food?” she clarified.

“Nothing…just vodka,” he answered.

Trish wasn’t gone long and when she returned, she held a highball glass that I could see held several inches of liquor. I could tell she was purposefully avoiding eye contact with me, no doubt worried, like me, about what a drunk homeless man might do.

A basketball game was just finishing on TV and he seemed happy to watch it and drink until it ended.

“I need a smoke,” he declared and began to rise.

He disappeared down the hall but was soon back with a mangled cigarette between his fingers.

“Better go outside. Trish doesn’t allow it in the house,” I said when a lighter appeared in his other hand.

“It’s cold… it will be okay,” she declared.

The man quickly lit up and took a long drag, and as the smoke filled the room, I took a closer look at our overnight guest.

I guessed he was in his early forties, about 6′2″ tall and no more than 150 pounds. He had graying hair that almost reached his shoulders, now fresh from his recent shower. He had a stubble beard which meant he occasionally shaved and there were no apparent tattoos on his body which I found somewhat strange. However, the most interesting element of his appearance was his deep-set eyes that indicated a life of struggle.

The cigarette was soon gone, but the foul stench lingered. Jerry returned to his spot on the couch and quickly emptied the remainder of his vodka and as soon as he set the empty glass on the coffee table, my wife rose to refill it.

I excused myself and met her in the kitchen where she was pouring the liquor and asked, “Is this smart? Feeding him vodka?”

“It’s just one night. Let him enjoy it,” she replied with pleading eyes.

“You owe me,” I said.

“Not after your outburst,” she countered, but I could tell by her look she wasn’t completely mad.

We returned to our guest and settled in once more. Trish tried to engage him in a conversation and probe him on his past and family, but it took tremendous effort and finally she gave up.

“Do you have any paper… and a pencil?” the man suddenly asked.

“Sure,” my wife happily answered, pleased that some interaction was occurring.

Without asking the reason, she left the room and was soon back with several sheets of printer paper and a freshly sharpened pencil. Jerry took a magazine from the table, placed the paper on top and began to use the pencil, but neither of us could see what he was doing. Instead, we focused on the TV, sipped our wine, and occasionally shot questioning glances at each other.

The minutes ticked by, and although intrigued by the man’s action, I was growing tired and about to suggest bed, when he returned the magazine to the table and then handed Trish a sheet of paper. I watched as her eyes widened and a tiny gasp escaped her mouth as she looked it over. Then, she rose and came to me, handing me the sheet as she sat. Unsure what to expect, I was likewise surprised when I saw that the man had created a detailed sketch of my wife as she sat. Without question, it showed a very talented hand, with the only flaw I could detect being his widening of her pajama top.

“It’s really good,” I said sincerely as I looked first at Trish and then Jerry.

“It’s amazing,” my wife joined in.

Strangely, our newly discovered artist showed no outward response to the praise. Rather, it was if he fully expected to receive it.

“You’ve been trained… obviously,” I said, now wanting the man to say something.

“Yes, lots of it…” he answered.

“Tell us about it. Where were you?” my wife probed.

“Mostly on the east coast… some in Europe…” he replied.

“When was that?” Trish asked, unhappy with his vague response.

“Years ago. I don’t do much anymore…not much opportunity,” he said.

“Well, you’re very talented,” she said as we saw his look become melancholy.

The room returned to silence with me taking frequent looks of the sketch in my hands. When Jerry finished his second glass of vodka, Trish refilled it once again along with ours. She returned to the spot next to me and after taking a healthy drink, Jerry picked up the magazine, paper, and pencil and began sketching again. We waited in anticipation as he worked, now knowing his occasional glances towards my wife had an artistic purpose. Twenty minutes later, he finished and handed me the sketch that showed a profile view of Trish with the same attention to detail. I showed it to her, which brought a big smile, and then placed it in my lap knowing both sketches were not something that we would ever throw away.

“Equally beautiful,” I stated.

“The beauty is in the subject,” he answered and I noticed my wife stiffen a bit.

“That’s true,” I concurred enjoying her sudden discomfort.

Another period of silence ensued that was broken when my wife asked, “Did you study portraits? Is that your specialty?”

“I studied portraits, but my preferences are in other areas,” he replied.

“What areas?” she followed.

“Nudes,” he answered without hesitation.

His message stunned us for a moment, although there was no reason to be as nudes were certainly a legitimate and widely accepted art form.

“When was the last time you sketched… or painted one?” I asked.

For the first time since we met, he showed emotion by chuckling for a few seconds before answering, “A long time. There haven’t been many… inspiring subjects.”

“I suppose not,” I replied, and noticed his eyes had now locked on my wife.

It took a moment to register and then it dawned on me that he wanted very much to draw my wife naked. The sketches he made must have whetted his appetite or brought back something to him because now there was a clear eagerness in his expression. It was a crazy thought made even more bizarre by the circumstances. It would be one thing to go to an established studio with a practicing artist who carried a stellar reputation, but we were dealing with a homeless man, albeit a very talented one.

A glance towards Trish informed me that she was oblivious to the man’s interest. I had to fight back the smile that tried to come to my face as I thought about teasing her a bit. Especially, given all that had occurred that evening and the scolding I had received. Witnessing her initial reaction would be hilarious and for days after I could bring it up and enjoy her discomfort. The more I considered it, the more I felt it was something owed me.

“Maybe, you could find someone. You’re too talented to ignore… you know… being an artist,” she said, providing the perfect segue if I dared.

“How about you?” Jerry fired back.

It was a bold request, in truth, completely inappropriate and despite my mental plotting, it caught me off guard. I was in the middle of a sip of wine and had to work hard to keep from spitting it across the room. However, my response was nowhere near as animated as my wife’s. She gasped loudly and practically jumped from her seat in surprise before looking at me for my reaction. I knew she expected me to be angry and perhaps toss the man onto the street, so when she saw I was in control, a confused look appeared on her face.

It’s amazing how fast the mind can work at times and in the span of just a few seconds, I had processed the information. The homeless man’s question had taken the monkey off my back, and I had witnessed my wife’s shocked reaction. Now, I could, at my leisure, initiate the follow-on teasing with little risk. It was a nice situation, but now that everything was in play, I decided to push a little more.

“He’s a good artist,” I tossed out.

“What? You’ve gone mad… completely mad,” she declared and left the room.

As soon as she was gone, I looked towards Jerry and saw that a thin smile was now on his face. No doubt, he thought it was us against her as he was not privy to my agenda. Trish wasn’t gone long. She appeared about five minutes later having regained her composure and took the same spot next to me. I kept my attention on my wife but wondered if Jerry thought her return signaled acceptance. Strangely, I sensed in her demeanor more anxiousness than anger and was just about to calm her when our guest tried again.


“The models got comfortable quickly,” he stated.

Trish had another negative reaction, although it wasn’t as pronounced and she remained in place. I was just about to suggest we call it a night when she stunned me when she asked a question.

“How many models have you used?” she queried.

It wasn’t so much the question that surprised me, as it was innocuous, rather, it was the fact that she was engaging in the discussion. That, I hadn’t expected.

“Too many to count,” he replied.

“All young girls?” she followed.

“No, girls make poor models. They look like girls. Women are much better,” he explained, and then added, “Like you.”

Her sharp intake of breath made me look her way and when I did, I found her staring directly at me. We held eye contact for several seconds, and then in a soft voice, she asked, “Are you serious?”

Suddenly, with one simple question, my entire plot had turned upside down. Never in my wildest dreams did I think she would consider the idea. After all, the man’s presence was directly related to her church activity which by itself should have been a deterrent. Indeed, it was so mind-boggling that for a few seconds I wondered if she was running a scam of her own. However, her eyes showed sincerity which convinced me it was all quite real. Now, I faced the decision of supporting my wife’s nudity in front of another man, a stranger, and a homeless person or killing the idea and retreating to the safety of our bedroom. It should have been easy, but suddenly I felt dizzy at the thought.

“He does good work,” I responded in a voice I didn’t recognize.

It became completely silent in the room and I felt at any time Trish would reach over and slap me. For a variety of reasons, I deserved it, and in some ways, hoped for it.

“How…how do you do it?” my wife asked.

“The small sofa in the other room would be a better spot. You just need to go in there, remove your clothes and lie down,” he explained.

I expected more discussion, but her answer came quickly as she took my arm, “Come with me.”

I could feel her hand shaking as we made our way to the formal living roomy that we rarely used. On one end, against the wall, was a traditional sofa with a neutral fabric covering. While she stood to one side, I arranged two pillows for her head and moved the others onto a nearby chair.

“Gulp…” she said when it was time to disrobe, but her hands had barely started when she looked at me with a distressed expression and said, “I can’t do this. It’s… it’s just wrong… I mean… no, it’s not me.”

In the manner of just a few minutes, I had another opportunity to come to my wife’s aid, support her position and comfort her in our bed. However, once again, for reasons that seemed strange even to me, I didn’t.

“I think it’s okay. He does really good work and I’d like to have it,” I countered.

For a few seconds, she stared at me with a look of surprise and then she started to slowly undo the buttons of her top bringing her bra into view. Evidently, she had been so nervous about the proximity of a strange man that she chose to wear it but was now taking a monstrous leap in the opposite direction. I helped her remove the garment from her shoulders and then unclasped the bra tossing both on the chair. Her bottoms followed and when she was down to her thong, she turned to me with a look of panic.

“I’m not sure… are you sure?” she asked.

“No,” I said, and when she gasped, I said, “Give me your panties.”

Her hands moved so slowly that halfway down her legs, I looped my fingers through them and guided them off. Now, my lovely wife stood naked, and after a final look into each other’s eyes, I helped her onto her back. She fidgeted for a bit, but when she finally settled, I knew it was time.

“Okay,” I called out.

I heard movement and then his tall form appeared, but he stopped before entering the room and motioned me over.

“Don’t stand where she can see you. It will make her nervous,” he counseled.

It took a moment for the meaning to fully register and when it did, I knew he was likely correct. Thus, I hung back, outside her peripheral vision as he approached the sofa. There were no words spoken between them as he made some adjustments to her position and then he pulled a chair forward and took a position using the same magazine to support the paper.

“I’m nervous,” I heard her whisper.

I expected some words of encouragement from him, so I was stunned when he responded, “Do you always shave? A natural look is much more feminine.”

I half expected her to bolt, but she stayed in place and after what felt like a minute, she replied, “Dan likes it.”

With that, their talking ceased and I watched as his hand moved across the small paper. However, I was too far away to see much of Trish so I carefully eased forward until she came into view and was surprised to see her small nipples were fully erect. It made me think about her state and wonder why she hadn’t asked about my location.

I wasn’t sure how long it would take as it was a more involved sketch than her face, but he finished in less than thirty minutes. However, rather than provide her modesty and leave, he pulled the chair forward until he was only an arm’s length away and shared the drawing. After several seconds, I decided it was stupid to wait any longer and entered the room.

Trish had shifted so that her vagina was no longer visible and had draped an arm across her chest shielding her breasts, but she appeared to be fully engaged in discussing the work.

“Where did you go?” she asked when I entered.

“I thought I might make you uncomfortable,” I said and after a moment of thought, she nodded.

“Here… take a look,” she said and handed me the sketch.

Even on the small, letter size page, the quality of the work came through. It was very detailed and sensual without being dirty. I did notice a shadow on her vagina that made me wonder if he was trying to show her with pubic hair, but it was the only aspect that I thought might be off.

“Fabulous,” I declared.

“Can you make a copy? I’d like to have one,” Jerry asked.

“Why?” my wife replied nervously.

“No, I don’t think so,” I responded firmly.

At that moment, Trish became aware of her nudity and began to glance between us and her clothes.

“Let’s let her get dressed,” I said, motioning for our guest to follow.

“Can I get another drink?” he asked when we arrived at the TV, and with a nod, I left him to collect a round.

Trish had joined him when I returned and it was clear when she moved that she had forsaken her bra. I passed out the drinks and for the next few minutes, we sipped them while I engaged the man with some technical questions about his art. He was slow to answer, evidently past the surge of energy he experienced from seeing my wife naked, and after a few minutes, I informed him we were going to bed, hoping he would as well. However, he seemed determined to drink his vodka, so after receiving a shrug from Trish, we departed. Once we were in the bedroom, Trish stripped to her thong while I got naked, and as soon as we hit the mattress, I pulled her close. I started a soft caressing of her breasts while I nibbled her ear, but soon l let my hand descend to her pussy.

“Damn, you’re soaked,” I declared after I snaked a finger beneath her thong.

“Stop,” she answered in embarrassment as she tried to squirm away.

“I guess Saint Trish got horny being naked,” I teased.

It was dangerous ground, totally unexplored, but the situation had been so unique that I couldn’t hold back.

“You made me horny,” she answered trying to deflect my remark.

No… uh uh… you got excited being nude. Admit it,” I demanded.

“I’m ashamed,” she responded and tried to hide her face in my chest.

Realizing things were moving too fast, I replied, “Don’t be upset. Those drawings are amazing. I’m glad you did it.”

“Really?” she asked, buoyed by my words, and then suddenly her angst showed again when she said, “What if Gayle finds out?”

“Don’t worry, she won’t,” I replied, although I knew it was a risk.

My dick had become so hard it ached, so with no further foreplay, I began to climb onto my wife. Halfway, her hand found my shaft and guided it to her waiting opening.

“Ohhh… mmmm…” she sighed as her legs pulled back.

“Be still… I just want to enjoy the feeling for a little bit,” I said and then let my lips find hers.

We kissed and purred in contentment for the next few minutes, enjoying our closeness, but my thoughts kept coming back to my wife’s nudity, especially how easily she had agreed. I wanted to know more but feeling a direct approach might frighten her, I decided to take a different path.

“It would be nice to get some more,” I said.

“What? Drawings?” she asked.

“Mmmm… hmmm…” I confirmed.

“Nudes? Not nudes…” she responded, but when I started kissing her soft neck, she sighed and said, “Really? You want me to?”

Rather than respond verbally, I began to move slowly, which took the tension to a much higher state. Faster and faster I went until I had her groaning each time I found bottom.

When I thought she was close to the point of no return, I whispered, “Do you want more?”

“Nudes?” she asked instantly.

“Yes, nudes,” I confirmed between breaths.

“Do you?” she asked.

“Never mind me… tell me what you want,” I demanded.

“No… I don’t know…” she said, and then after a pause replied, “Maybe… if you do…”

“I do…” I said once she admitted her interest.

“Mmmm… what do you want it to be?” she whispered.

It was a good question, and I had spent so much time focusing on her psyche that I hadn’t thought it through, so I replied, “Whatever I think of.”

With that, all my attention turned towards bringing my lovely wife to a climax. I knew she wasn’t far away, so I set the steady pace that always proved effective while showering her lips, face and, neck with soft kisses. Soon, her sighs turned to little whimpers that became needy moans. Then, she was there and as her orgasm hit, I began moving rapidly knowing from experience it would both heighten and lengthen the experience.

“Ohhh… oh, baby… mmmm uhhhh… uhhhh… oh, Dan… ohhhh… oh yes…” she grunted as it rolled through her.

When she started to come down, she wrapped her arms around my neck and held on as I worked towards my release. Like always, seeing her let go proved a powerful stimulant and I could already feel my balls tightening.

“Don’t pull out… not this time,” she begged.

Trish wasn’t currently on the pill so we had to be careful. However, it was quite common when she became highly aroused for her to lose control and try to get me to cum inside her. Sometimes, I acquiesced, and we would spend the next few weeks wondering if we were going to be parents again.

“Maybe tomorrow if you make a good drawing,” I teased as my groin started to tingle.

“No Dan… no…” she whimpered.

At the last possible moment, I pulled free from her warm pussy and immediately began to fire streams of semen that covered her from her neck to her belly button. My body sucked in air greedily as I fought the sudden loss of energy that always arrived with a release. When I had regained some control, I grabbed the sheet, quickly wiped my dick clean then moved it back into my wife’s opening.

“Mmmm… why did you pull out?” she sighed.

“You’ll thank me tomorrow,” I chuckled, thinking it was a surprising act of control in an altogether strange evening.

We stayed connected and enjoyed the afterglow of lovemaking for several minutes before I collapsed at her side and quickly fell asleep. Later, I felt movement on the bed and surmising it was Trish on her way to the bathroom, I didn’t stir. However, when I awoke again and realized she was still gone, I became concerned and was about to rise when I heard the door open. I watched as she stepped inside and noted she had on the thin dressing robe that she rarely wore outside the bedroom. When she was naked beneath it, I knew it left little to the imagination, which meant she likely had used it as a purposeful tease.

“What time is it?” I asked, startling her in the process.

“A little after three. I checked on Jerry to see if he had gone to bed,” she said and I sensed some guilt in her voice.

“Had he?” I inquired.

“No, he’s still up drinking,” she replied.

“How long were you gone?” I asked.

“Not long,” she answered evasively as she climbed into bed.

“How long?” I demanded as I pulled her close.

“An hour I guess,” she said in a low voice.

“I see. So, what happened in an hour?” I pushed, feeling she had something to tell.

“Look… I mean… You said you wanted me to,” she replied in a voice bordering on panic.

“Does that mean there’s another drawing?” I asked.

She didn’t reply verbally. Instead, I watched as she nodded her head several times. Contemplating the meaning and potential ramifications, I didn’t respond at first.

“You said you wanted more,” she blurted out evidently finding the silence uncomfortable.

I ignored the many fallacies in her statement deciding to focus on what else had occurred, and asked, “How did the subject come up in the first place?”

“I… I guess… I mean we talked for a few minutes and then he asked me if he could,” she explained.

“So, that’s it? He spent an hour sketching you naked?” I asked.

“There were three,” she admitted.

“Where are they? I want to see them,” I demanded, now feeling a bit agitated.

“I… I said he could keep them,” she whispered.

“Naked sketches of you? Trish, he’s very good and if someone from the church sees them, they might connect the dots,” I responded.

“He won’t… I mean… I don’t think he will,” she stated.

The way she spoke the words gave me a strange feeling of foreboding and thinking there had to be more, I demanded, “Look, I’m tired of playing twenty questions. Tell me everything that happened from the moment you left.”

“Okay, I will… but don’t get mad,” she said and turned towards me. When I concurred by nodding my head, she continued, “I went out to see if he had gone to bed and he was still up… drinking. We talked a while and then he said he wanted to make a drawing to keep and… I said okay. He started the second as soon as he finished then did the third.”

“Did he keep his distance? Did he try anything?” I asked as my instincts told me there was more.

“He wanted me to go into the bedroom,” she said in a low voice.

“Did he touch you?” I demanded.

“No touching… he got hard some… and it kind of came out…” she said.

“Came out? Out of the fly?” I tried to clarify.

“Yes…” she admitted.

“Did he put it back?” I asked wondering how she reacted to the flashing.

“Yes…” she said in a nervous voice.

“How long was it exposed?” I asked.

“I don’t know… maybe… maybe a few minutes,” she responded.

“Damn, Trish… all these years I thought I was married to an angel and now I find out she’s really a bad girl,” I said, unable to control myself.

“That’s not true! Take it back,” she demanded.

Fortunately, I was able to regain control and after a deep breath, I said, “No, it’s not true. I take it back. I’m sorry for saying it, but damn honey.”

“I know… I know…” she replied.

Somehow, I woke within thirty minutes of my normal time and stumbled my way to the kitchen to make coffee. Jerry had retreated into the guest room and with Trish still asleep, I had the house to myself as I contemplated the recent events. It didn’t take long for me to realize that throughout the entire night I had been repeatedly surprised by my wife. It started at the homeless encampment where, no doubt due to peer pressure from Gayle, she offered to take Jerry in and then continued for the remainder of the night through a series of increasingly edgy acts. Easily, the most astonishing development was my wife’s acceptance of nudity in front of the homeless man. True, he was an artist and a talented one to our eyes, but I wouldn’t have expected her to get undressed even for Picasso. I realized it could only mean that deep within her existed a person I didn’t understand as well as I thought.

“Morning,” my wife said as she stepped into the kitchen dressed in her pajamas.

“Morning, were you able to get some sleep?” I asked.

“A little,” she replied while giving me a nervous look.

I sensed by her body language she was feeling me out concerning her revelations. I poured her a cup of coffee, but before handing it to her, I took in her arms, hugged her tightly and said, “I love you.”

“I’m sorry…” she started, but I quickly cut her off.

“Hush, just let it go,” I said.

My words seemed to take a huge burden off her shoulders and a smile quickly filled her face. For the next hour, we sipped coffee and chatted, wondering when our guest might appear. Finally, Trish announced that she wanted to freshen up, so she left me while I cleaned up the living room, collecting the now empty bottle of vodka. When she returned, we settled in the living room to watch TV and it was just before noon when we began hearing sounds emanating from the guest room.

“Jerry, would you like some breakfast?” Trish asked when he finally appeared twenty minutes later still dressed in my things.

“Tea, if you have it. That’s all I need,” he responded in a thick voice and then started a hacking cough.

He had now been in our home for over fifteen hours, consumed almost an entire fifth of vodka while eating nothing. I could only imagine the state of his internal organs, but Trish dutifully rose to fulfill his request.

“Jerry, I understand that you made some more drawings of Trish last night. I’d like to see them,” I said when my wife was out of earshot.

“They’re mine,” he answered defensively.

“I know, but I’d like to see them,” I responded.

He looked at me for several seconds and then with reluctance he made for the guest room where he stayed for some time before returning with the papers in his hand. His timing matched my wife’s who joined us with his tea just as he sat. Without speaking, he handed me the sketches and then accepted his mug. I noticed they made furtive eye contact but remained silent as I turned my attention to the papers.

The first one showed my wife seated naked on the fireplace hearth with her arms at her side looking forward with a big smile. Other than the nudity, there was nothing racy about the drawing and, in truth, I thought it was a bit uninspired. The second one showed her on the sofa and was more sexually expressive. Her legs were open slightly and her expression showed anticipation. If the artist was true to the subject, then it indicated my wife had been in a state of arousal. It was disconcerting but I decided to look at the final sketch before reaching any conclusions. Unfortunately, this one was even worse as it showed her sprawled on our dining room table looking towards the artist with anticipation.

“Which order did you draw them in?” I asked the man.

“This one first, then this one and this one last,” he answered putting them in the order I had viewed.

It meant the drawings had become more aggressive as he went and I wondered where in the process his cock appeared. To me, their encounter now seemed sordid despite the earlier work, and the risk of Trish being recognized was very real. It would have been one thing if they were created when we were away on vacation as it would be highly unlikely that anyone in our sphere would stumble upon them. However, the church group actively interacted with the encampment, so the possibility existed that the art would be discovered. The artwork was good and the likeness was solid, but I had a situational bias. The question was whether an unexpecting person would be able to make the connection.

“Jerry, I’m worried about someone seeing them and realizing its Trish. I don’t want her reputation damaged,” I said, deciding to be straight forward.


“No one will see,” he replied as his hand reached out.

“Can I keep them for a while?” I asked.

“No,” he responded.

“You’re supposed to go back to the camp today. Can I keep them if you stay the night…here?” I asked, trying to gauge what he valued.

He looked at me with a fixed stare for several seconds before asking, “You got more vodka?”

“We’ll get more,” I told him.

His hand began to pull back, but suddenly it stopped and he gave me a hard look as he asked, “I want to draw her some more?”

“Draw Trish?” I clarified.

“Yes,” he answered.

I looked towards my wife and saw she had a strange look, but she made no attempt to warn me off, so I replied, “If we keep the sketches.”

The man nodded slowly, accepting the proposal, and then looked towards my wife and smiled. With his attention on her, she quickly became uncomfortable and left the room. Now alone with the man, I decided to probe some on the details of the preceding night.

“Did you enjoy making the drawings last night?” I asked.

“Yeah, sure did,” he admitted without hesitation.

“How did it start?” I pushed.

“She came out, we talked some and I said I wanted to do more. She didn’t argue much. Was a bit nervous at first but relaxed and started feeling edgy… you saw it,” he answered.

With his brief reply, I realized the man was more insightful than I thought. I couldn’t fathom how such a talented individual could end up living under the freeway. Maybe it was substance abuse - alcohol or drugs as he certainly put away the vodka, but that sounded too simple. Regardless, I wanted to complete my questioning, so I pressed on.

“Did you touch her?” I asked.

“Nope,” he responded.

“Did you ask her to join you in the bedroom?” I asked.

“Yeah, since she kept staring at my cock, I thought she might be interested,” he explained.

“And?” I followed, staying calm and deciding not to interrogate him on how it miraculously came into view.

“She thought about it some… I guess,” he answered.

“What do you mean? How do you know she thought about it?” I asked.

“She asked me why I wanted her in there… what for… stuff like that. She knew the answer… she wanted to be convinced,” he replied with a touch of arrogance.

“I see,” I said, deciding I had heard enough and needed to process his message.

I stood to go in search of my wife, and Jerry called out from behind me, “Need that vodka soon. Some cigarettes, too, if you don’t mind.”

“You’re letting him stay the night?” she asked when I located her putting on makeup in the bathroom.

“Maybe I’m overreacting, but I don’t like the idea of him carrying those drawing around,” I told her.

“But you said he could do more,” she said, showing some confusion.

“Yes, I suppose. It’s what it took to get the others,” I responded, and deciding to try and put a good spin on things, I smiled and added, “I wouldn’t mind a few more.”

“Nude ones?” she clarified.

“Trish, you’ve now spent almost 2 hours with him naked. I don’t think a little longer matters,” I answered a little too bluntly.

She gave me an annoyed look but remained silent and when she finished preparing, we decided it would be best if she went out for things while I stayed with our guest. Just as she was about to depart, Jerry requested that she buy some art supplies for his work and even provided her the location of the store. Then, she was out the door to do her normal Saturday errands along with gathering the items our guest needed.

I knew that if Trish followed her normal routine she would be gone for hours and I dreaded the idea of trying to entertain the homeless man. Fortunately, she had barely left when he slowly rose and moved back to the guest room. The door closed behind him and feeling liberated, I went to my study to do some work. However, it wasn’t long before my attention turned to the collection of drawings I had placed on the corner of the desk. Leaning back in my chair, waves of surprise, confusion, excitement, and a little shame vacillated in me as I pondered how much had occurred in such a short span. Also, as I studied them, I realized that Trish was communicating her sexuality on each page, especially with the three they had made when they were alone together. Jerry had described it as edginess, but I knew he was referring to a sexual state, and I wondered what had taken her to that place. Was it the naughtiness of being alone and naked with a strange man? Was she subconsciously signaling something… to him? Was there even more within her that a little coercion might bring forth?

The homeless man was still in his room when my wife returned. I helped her bring in the bags and we chatted as she put away her purchases. When she got to the items from the art supply store, she gave me an awkward smile and then went to place the things in the living room.

“What are your thoughts on these drawings?” she asked when she returned.

I could tell by her demeanor that she had summoned her courage to put the question on the table, so I decided to be sincere in my response.

“I guess if I’m honest I’m a little confused… more than a little, actually. I mean I think they look amazing, but it just… it all happened in such a weird way,” I answered.

“That’s what I think too…it was so weird. It’s like I can’t even remember how it all happened… it just did,” she replied and I could tell the simple act of discussing it was helping her.

“How did it happen?” I laughed.

“I don’t know! One minute I’m sitting there wondering how angry you are and the next I’m naked,” she responded with a giggle.

“But you went back,” I said as I looped my arm around her waist and pulled her to me.

It was a subject that continued to intrigue me as it was so far away from my expectations and there was no way I could just let it go.

“Yes… I just went to check… really. I don’t know… I don’t know how it happened,” she responded.

“You saw him… his cock,” I pressed.

“I didn’t expect to. It just sort of appeared,” she explained.

“And?” I asked.

“And what?” she responded, although I could tell she was being evasive.

“What happened? How long was it out?” I asked, revisiting our earlier discussion.

She gave me an odd look and I knew she felt I was judging her. It took her several seconds and then she said, “After I noticed it, I guess a minute… a little longer… and finally, he put it back.”

I thought about Jerry’s description of asking her to his room, and I wondered if her verbal back and forth with him had anything to do with what she had seen.

“You think Gayle is having as much fun with her homeless guest?” I laughed, suddenly feeling it was all just too strange.

She started laughing with me and then replied, “She called me. They took him back early this morning. It seems it was more than they anticipated.”

“So sweet goody-goody Gayle is not as giving as she thought?” I chuckled.

“Well, she did try,” Trish responded momentarily coming to her defense before declaring, “I need some wine.”

She stepped away to call and check on the kids while I opened a bottle. I had already taken several sips when she returned, and after handing her a glass, she provided a rundown of the conversation. Fortunately, both were in good spirits, so no emergency collection appeared eminent. We moved to the living room to continue our chat and had almost finished our glasses when sounds from the nearby room alerted us that our guest was stirring. Sure enough, just a few minutes later the door opened and the man emerged.

“Did you get the cigarettes?” he asked after brief pleasantries.

“Yes, I’ll get them,” Trish announced and soon returned with an entire carton and a new lighter.

Her gift didn’t register with the homeless man who merely took the things in his hand and immediately started tearing through the packaging. When he finally had one ready, he drew the smoke into his lungs like it was the sweetest thing imaginable and then started a long coughing fit. When the first one had burned down, he lit another and quickly killed it, too. Only then, with a layer of smoke hanging in the room, did he return his attention to us.

“You get the vodka?” he asked.

“Yes, do you want some now or do you want to get cleaned up first?” Trish asked, trying to direct him.

“I’ll take some now, I’m fine,” he answered.

“Okay,” she replied and after a moment, she rose to get him a glass. On the way, she nodded towards the bag at the end of the couch and said, “There are your supplies.”

Jerry remained standing, slowly rocking from side to side until my wife returned with a glass half-filled with the clear liquor. He took a healthy swig, followed by another and only then did he show any interest in the items. He took the bag from the floor, stepped over to the easy chair, flopped down and began digging through the things. Mumbles of approval came from him as he pulled the contents out and inspected them. There was a sketch pad with a larger paper size than what he had been using, a box of drawing pencils, a plastic drawing board a sharpener and even an eraser.

“Much better now,” he stated when he had finished.

“Is that everything you wanted?” she asked.

“Yes, let’s get started after another drink and a smoke,” he answered eagerly.

Trish had been soliciting a compliment so I could tell his brusque response caught her off guard. She gave me a questioning look, so I decided to slow things down.

“After dinner. Let’s eat first,” I said.

“Don’t need to eat, I’m fine,” he responded.

When the idea of taking the man in first came up, I had visions of difficult dealings. To this point, I had been pleasantly surprised at the ease of our interactions. However, signs were beginning to emerge and I knew I needed to be firm.

“Maybe not, but we do. We’re going to have dinner and then we can discuss the drawing,” I told him.

“Yeah, okay then,” he muttered after a short silence.

For the next hour, as my wife prepared the meal Jerry stewed. In the process, he consumed enough straight vodka to put the average man on his back, but he showed no sign of fading. When the time came to eat, he declined and remained in the den.

“Our guest seems to be getting an attitude,” I said to Trish.

“You wanted him to stay…” she started.

“I did it because you went crazy and let him draw you naked and then gave him the sketches,” I interjected.

My sharp rebuke made her quiet and for the next few minutes, we ate in silence.

“Does it really make any sense to do anymore?” she suddenly asked.

“No… probably not,” I replied before pausing to think, and then after a moment of reflection, I added, “No, we don’t have to. I said it was okay to avoid a scene with the sketches, but now that we have them, to hell with him.”

Trish nodded and then rose and began clearing the table. A few minutes later, with fresh glasses of wine and vodka for him, we joined the man. He was smoking a cigarette and just finishing his drink so he eagerly accepted the refill. Then, after downing some, he looked towards my wife in anticipation.

“I’m ready,” he declared seconds later, and even though he was vague, we knew what he meant.

“Look, let’s wait a while. It’s still early and Trish needs to talk to the kids… before they go to bed,” I replied, deciding that a delaying tactic might work best.

Jerry gave no response. Instead, he took another pull from his glass and then quickly lit up another smoke. I viewed it as a good outcome and hoped that he would either eventually crater from the liquor or accept that nothing was going to happen. For the next hour, both Trish and I tried to engage the man in conversation, and at times we were successful, but on each occasion, he would eventually return to brooding. It almost seemed that verbal communication took energy that he preferred to save for drinking.

Jerry had just entered one of his quite spells when he reached over and picked up the drawing pad. He fiddled with the pencils for a moment, and then flipped to a page and started working as he hummed softly. In his position, we couldn’t see the sheet and since he made no glances towards Trish, I assumed his focus rested on another subject. I was certainly curious, and I knew my wife was as well by the looks she gave me, but Jerry provided no hint as to what he was doing.

“What are you working on?” I finally asked.

“Just a minute,” he replied as his hand continued to move.

We waited in anticipation for a little longer, and finally, he leaned back in the chair signaling he had finished. After looking between Trish and me, he slowly lifted the pad and turned it so we could see. The drawing showed a young nude woman, on her side, sprawled across a blanket. The detail was extraordinary, especially since he had completed it so quickly, and the impact of the art supplies was evident as well.

“Wow,” my wife responded.

“She’s beautiful,” I declared sincerely, and then asked, “Who is she?”

“Someone from long ago,” he answered, and then added, “But, your wife is a better subject.”

Immediately, my eyes went to Trish who I could tell was trying not to respond, but it was clear she was pleased by the statement.

“Why?” I asked, not wanting to let the subject go.

“She’s a woman… like I told you last night,” he answered.

“Yes, you did,” I conceded, now wondering if he had purposefully taken this path to try and entice Trish.

I was still mulling the thought when he asked her, “Are you ready?”

“Uhhh… Jerry… honey?” she said looking towards me.

Maybe it was the wine or perhaps the man’s manipulation had worked better on me than Trish, but I now wondered what a sketch of her would look like with the better tools. I looked towards my wife and after making eye contact, I indicated we should step away to discuss. We gathered in the kitchen just as the man lit another cigarette.

“What do you think of doing just one?” I asked.

“Why?” she answered quickly.

“I’d like to have one with the better paper and pencils. One to keep,” I admitted.

“What? Are you sure? I thought…” she started before I interrupted.

“Yeah… I am,” I said.

“Okay… uhhh… okay… so, what now?” she asked.

“Go change I guess,” I replied.

“I see…” she answered, and I could tell she was confused but she stepped towards the hallway.

I could see the hopeful expression on the man’s face when I returned, so I didn’t make him wait.

“She went to… change,” I told him, and then added, “But, just one.”

I was surprised but happy that he didn’t argue and we waited in silence for Trish. Even though it was only a few minutes, it seemed each second took an hour until finally, we heard her headed our way. I was in for another surprise when she appeared wearing the thin dressing robe that only came to mid-thigh and it was easy to spot her little nipples poking through the fabric. She avoided eye contact with me until she sat, and then, she looked over with an expression that seemed to hold a little defiance. I guessed she was annoyed at my on and off messages about posing, so I let it go.

Jerry snuffed out his cigarette into the coffee cup we had given him to use as an ashtray, and then asked, “Ready now?”

“Let me finish the wine,” Trish answered, and then asked, “Where are we doing it?”

“Your bedroom,” he replied.

To me, it seemed he was crossing the line into our intimate space, but before I could respond, Trish nodded her head accepting his proposal. An awkward period ensued as she finished her glass, and then, she stood and headed back down the hall with us following.

“Lay back on the pillows and pull the sheet over your legs,” he directed when we arrived.

Trish knew that the directions meant she should disrobe, so she dutifully removed the cover and then placed herself on the bed with the thin sheet covering her from the waist down. It left her breasts on display and she looked towards Jerry to confirm it was what he wanted. However, rather than provide verbal direction, he stepped to the side of the bed. Every part of her body was easily within reach, and I prepared myself to jump forward if he tried anything, but he busied himself with the position of the pillows and the location of the sheet. When he finished, Trish lay almost completely exposed, with the sheet only covering her from the knee down on one leg. Also, he had placed a small pillow beneath her left knee which made her legs open some and provided us an unfettered view of the delicate lips of her pussy.

“I feel… too naked… too exposed,” she said in a low voice.

“Tilt your head back a little,” he directed, ignoring her remark.

Trish did as he instructed and with no further words, the man started drawing. He remained standing as he worked and unlike the last time, I remained in the room almost directly in front of my wife. At first, she stared out into space, but after a few minutes we made eye contact and I could tell she was very nervous, but also excited. It was when we finally broke our stare and I saw that her nipples had become stiff that I felt the first stirrings in my crotch. Once started, my dick took on a life of its own and soon I had a raging hardon painfully positioned in my jeans. I knew it would be embarrassing to adjust it, and took a quick look towards Jerry to see if I could do it unnoticed and saw that his cock had become rigid as well and was lewdly tenting the front of the pajamas. It was at that moment, with three aroused people so close together, that I realized the scene was as much sexual as artistic. In truth, something intrigued me about seeing my wife naked before this stranger, seeing her become excited and making the man hard.

“You look beautiful,” I said after a few minutes, breaking the silence.

“Thanks…” she answered and I could hear the tension in her voice.

For the next few minutes, there was no further talking as Jerry’s hand moved about the pad. Then, he said something that practically knocked me off my feet.

“Her nipples went soft. Go over and get them up,” he instructed me.

I heard Trish gasp as the message rattled in my brain, and for a moment, I thought about refusing, but then I felt my feet moving and soon I was at the bedside. Without speaking, I reached out to find her little nubs with my fingers, but before I could touch her, they stiffened on their own. She looked up at me with wide eyes as I smiled back, and it looked like she might explode. Then, when I let my gaze leave her face and wander her body, I was in for another shock when I saw that the folds of her pussy were glistening.

“Honey?” she asked nervously.

I looked into her eyes again, and this time there was clear worry. However, my excitement was now running rampant and I had no interest in stopping.

“It’ll be a good drawing,” I answered hoping to calm her.

“She gave me an odd look, but I broke our connection and moved back to my spot beside Jerry. The room was silent for the remaining twenty minutes it took him to finish, and when I saw his work, I felt a strange sensation sweep through me as I took in the raw sexuality that leaped off the paper.

“How is it?” Trish asked as she stood.

“Very good,” I answered.

“Shit…” she said when stepped next to me, and then continued with, “No one is ever seeing that… ever!”

“You don’t like it?” the man asked and I could hear some disappointment in his voice.

“It’s good work… I don’t know… too much…” she said as she tightened her robe and made for the door.

“We haven’t done one showing her ass yet,” the man stated crudely.

“She needs to calm down a little first,” I replied, forgetting I had declared that there would only be a single sketch.

I found her in the kitchen getting more wine and went up and pulled her in an embrace. I could feel her body trembling, so I pulled her even tighter.


“That drawing was raunchy,” she said when we broke.

“It was naughty. I wouldn’t call it raunchy. I liked it,” I replied.

She gave me a confused look, and then asked, “What do you want?”

Rather than speak, I took hold of her again, but this time we were face to face and my lips found hers. Reluctant at first, soon she was eagerly returning the kiss and I pushed my hand into her robe and found her breasts. My touch was aggressive which soon had her whimpering into my mouth and one of her legs lifted and wrapped around mine. I let my hand descend until I found her wet slit and after a few gentle flicks of her clit, I pushed a finger completely inside her.

Her pussy was so wet that it made me end the kiss and whisper to her, “Your dripping… modeling makes you horny.”

“No… he might see us,” she whined before I started another kiss, suddenly realizing we were in an open space.

Her robe had come completely open and when I added a second finger to her pussy, her excited sounds became more pronounced.

“Ohhh… uhhhh…” she grunted loudly when our kiss ended.

I knew it was loud enough for our guest to hear, so I wasn’t surprised when he stepped around the corner showing no surprise at our activity. I had to force Trish to stay in place and she lowered her head into my chest to try and hide her face.

“Lick on her and I’ll draw it,” he suggested, and then added, “Take your clothes off first.”

“No, Dan… no way…” she declared when I pulled away and looked at her.

“Let’s talk…” I started as she tried to twist free.

“No…” she said again, and this time got free.

She closed her robe and stepped deeper into the kitchen. For a moment, I considered going after her, but instead, I picked up her glass of wine and handed it to her. She took a tiny sip while looking at me with an expression I couldn’t decipher. It was flat, showing neither anger or amusement and after a moment, I decided that the best course would be to give her some space. I turned towards Jerry who was still watching and herded him back to the den wondering if she would take the opportunity to retreat to the bedroom. He finished off the rest of his vodka and lit a cigarette while standing and looking expectantly towards the kitchen.

“I liked that sketch… she was full of energy,” he said, and when I didn’t answer, he added, “Need to do some more.”

He seemed oblivious to the situation and at first, I was just going to ignore him, but finally replied, “I think we’re done. She’s upset.”

“Maybe…” he answered.

“Jerry, do you want more to drink?” Trish’s voice called out, startling me.

“Yeah…” he yelled back.

Turning, I could see her standing a few feet away with a full glass of wine in each hand, so I jumped to my feet to collect the glasses so she could get more liquor for our guest. She didn’t seem upset, but since a strange man had just seen us in an intimate moment, I knew it was too early to draw conclusions.

“Are you ready to pose?” Jerry asked when she handed him the new glass.

I cringed, feeling he was pushing too hard, too fast, but she didn’t miss a beat, “What do you have in mind?”

“Like I said. Him going down on you would be a good scene,” he said boldly.

It was way past boldness and I thought she would receive it as insulting. However, she remained calm showing no outward signs of distress.

“That’s dirty. Why not just have us do it?” she replied.

“The man didn’t seem to catch her sarcasm, and said, “That’ll be good, too. We can do it in the bedroom.”

This time, rather than respond, she took a seat on the couch and accepted the wine glass from my hand. Jerry, finally getting her message, turned his attention to his vodka as I continued to try and gauge her state.

“You okay?” I whispered.

“I don’t know… what’s the plan?” she asked in a full voice that seemed directed at both me and our guest.

Although I wasn’t entirely certain, I guessed she was trying to make a statement of some kind, and that it was likely anger directed towards me. Perhaps, she wanted to rub my nose in things for not coming to her rescue and giving the man an emphatic no. Perhaps, now she intended to egg things on until I cried “uncle.” In any event, her words got our guest’s attention who now looked on hopefully and I found myself looking between the two as I tried to determine the best response.

Her gaze had been on me, but when I didn’t answer fast enough, she turned towards Jerry and repeated the question, “Jerry, what’s the plan?”

“Well to start, why don’t you lose that robe. Then, I’ll sip on this vodka, smoke some cigarettes, and draw you up,” he answered.

Trish hesitated for only a moment before standing and letting the garment fall off her shoulders. Puddled at her feet, she caught it with her toe and flung it towards the homeless man. He caught it in the air and stuffed in between his leg and the armrest. Now naked, she sat back down on the couch and took a long drink of her wine. It provided strong evidence that my instincts were correct concerning her attitude and intent. However, I found her current actions to be quite entertaining, so I decided to let things continue to play out.

Jerry prepared his materials and then said, “You want him to lick or fuck you?”

Trish loathed the “f” word. So much so that any time I used it, it put me in the doghouse. I expected a bad reaction, but it never came.

“Better get to work,” she said to me, almost taunting.

“With my tongue?” I asked and when she nodded, I followed with, “Are you sure about this?”

“No… but, it seems it’s what you want,” she responded as her hand found my arm and started tugging.

Now, I knew my suspicions were correct and I had been painted as the bad guy. Still, I couldn’t fathom that my wife would proceed this way just to make a point, which made me consider that she might be using the situation as a screen to hide some desires of her own.

“Better naked,” Jerry tossed out.

Suddenly, it was me that felt nervous and a little embarrassed as I stood to disrobe. I had not been naked in front of another man in quite some time, and there was always that awkward feeling about measuring up. I knew from past situations in the locker room that I was average, perhaps even a little bit above, but it didn’t make things any easier. Fortunately, my dick had swelled some so it looked presentable when I dropped my boxers.

As soon as my clothes were off, I turned to my wife who had sprawled across the sofa with her head resting on a pillow. I liked oral sex with Trish because she tasted wonderful and responded well to the attention. However, she rarely made it to orgasm as she would normally demand I put it in her before the moment arrived. Pushing her legs open a bit wider, I let my tongue run along her thigh until I arrived at her pussy.

“Mmmm…” she responded with a muted sigh when my tongue split her folds.

I went slow, knowing Jerry needed time, and realizing I would exhaust my jaw if I didn’t pace myself. It wasn’t long before one of Trish’s hands landed on the back of my head, but despite making her hips undulate in a slow circle, she remained silent. I knew the situation was holding her back which for some reason made me more determined to get her going. My path was along her slit followed by slow circles of her clit along with several light flicks with the tip of my tongue. Occasionally, I would force my tongue deeply into her opening, collecting a nice mouthful of her juices along the way. I had been at it for about ten minutes and was in the process of teasing her nub when her first oral response occurred.

“Mmmm… ohhh…” she sighed openly.

It made me tease her some more which brought forth more needy sounds and with that, it seemed her defenses collapsed. She began an almost continuous litany of moans and whimpers that let me know she was on fire.

“I need you in me,” she whispered just a minute later.

“Not yet,” Jerry said, which made her whimper in frustration.

“Mmmm… C’mon… hurry…” she whined to the artist.

I pressed on, hoping to get her to a climax, but she couldn’t get over the last hill. I knew she was growing frustrated and hoped Jerry was nearing completion.

“Done… you want him to fuck you now?” he asked.

“Dan?” she whimpered and started pulling on my shoulders. Seconds later, she demanded, “C’mon…”

My shaft slid in easily, and I tried to set a good steady pace, but Trish wanted me to go faster. I had never seen her so excited, but the trouble was her arousal acted on me and I knew that if I didn’t maintain control, I would be cumming very soon.

“Baby, slow down,” I whispered.

“I can’t… I can’t…” she declared.

The movement of her hips was relentless and before long I was succumbing to their demands. I began moving faster and more forcefully and soon I was panting hard as sweat formed on my body.

“Trish, no…” I begged when her hands landed on my ass.

“Almost…” she groaned.

Unfortunately, it turned out to be too much and before I knew it, I had passed the point of no return. In a series of loud grunts, I released my semen into my wife and immediately lost all rhythm.

“No… don’t stop… almost…” she pleaded when I started to slow.

“I uhhh…shit,” I forced out as all the energy left my body.

For a time, she tried to push her hips against me as if that would somehow reignite the spark, but finally, she gave up. While I gasped for air, I listened to her frustrated mews, feeling guilty for leaving her hanging.

“Didn’t last long enough to get much,” Jerry declared.

His words were another dagger to my ego and I slowly turned my head to look at him. Sometime during our lovemaking, he had risen from the chair and removed his clothes. He now stood just a few feet away looking down at us, but the thing that immediately caught my attention was his big cock that rose upwards for a few inches before gracefully arcing down. It had to be at least 9” in length and had an impressive girth with a plump head. His skinny frame accentuated the look and the base of his shaft extended from his body creating a knob that held both his cock and balls. I had never seen a similar feature on a man making me wonder if it was some anatomical defect. I was still looking towards him when he took the shaft in his hand and began to stroke it slowly.

“Jerry put your clothes on,” I said between breaths.

My words made my wife peek out from under me and I heard her gasp when she spotted him. Feeling I had stared too long, I turned away and hoped that he would take the direction and dress. However, it wasn’t long before I heard a repetitive slapping sound and turning back, I watched as he used one hand to beat his cock into the other. I guessed he was trying to make it erect, but so far it wasn’t working.

“What’s he doing?” Trish asked.

“Trying to get hard,” I said.

“Why?” she asked.

“You didn’t tell me he was so big,” I whispered, ignoring her question, and when she didn’t respond, I added without thinking, “I guess he thinks he’s next.”

“No! Uh… no…” she said after taking a sharp intake of breath, thinking I was serious.

“Can’t leave you hanging,” I teased as the whacking sound continued.

“Then, get hard,” she responded and I felt the muscles of her vagina grip my dick.

“Shit, that feels good,” I declared which made her do it again.

I felt my dick begin to stiffen and I made some very slow movements that made her sigh into my ear. Soon, I was mostly hard and began moving with more purpose, but before long, I decided I wanted to try something different.

“Get on top,” I whispered.

“No, stay like this… it feels good,” she countered.

“Let’s turn…” I said and started to pull away.

I knew as soon as I lifted, Trish’s recently fucked body would be on complete display. It made me pause, but as I visualized it, all I could think of was what a drawing would look like. Her leg’s splayed open, hair and body damp with sweat and a dilated opening that might even be dribbling semen. It would be truly decadent, obscene really, but also hotter than hell.

“Ohhh…” Trish groaned when my dick left her.

I gathered with a knee on the couch and my foot on the floor and was about to help my wife up when I felt Jerry’s body next to mine.

“I’m ready,” he declared and I could see that his eyes fixated on my wife’s wet pussy.

He had managed to achieve a full erection and his tool, pointing like a spear, extending from his body at an upward angle. He held it at the base in a tight grip and I knew that if I gave him any room, he would try to shove the monster into my wife.

“No, Jerry… no sex. You need to back off and get back in the chair,” I said.

“I made the drawings… I gave them to you,” he replied as if he felt he was due payment for services.

“Look, if you don’t back off it’s over. We’re going to bed… no more drawings,” I said.

My threat made him back away several steps although he remained standing. It did provide the space to turn on the couch, fall onto my back and guide Trish on top. I thought at any moment she might stop me, so I was pleasantly surprised when she threw a leg over me, found my dick, and brought it close as she lowered.

“Ugghhh…” she grunted from the penetration.

She wiggled her hips to work it in just right and then began to slowly roll her hips. I placed my hands on her ass to help guide her, and over the next minute, she began moving faster until her breasts started to move.

“Why don’t you make a sketch,” I said to our guest.

“No, not right now,” he replied and stepped closer.

He was still far enough away that I didn’t deem him a threat and he seemed content to watch and stroke his big cock. Then, without warning, he stepped away, fumbled for a cigarette, then lit it, picked up his vodka and returned. However, now he was much closer with his shins up against the edge of the sofa. It put his cock close to her right shoulder and she took a good look at it before returning her eyes to me.

“Easy, Jerry,” I said.

“How does she feel?” he asked with clear envy.

“Wonderful,” I replied.

Jerry finished his cigarette and managed to lean over to put the butt on the table without leaving his spot. His movements got Trish’s attention and she turned her head to look just as he resumed stroking his shaft. Her eyes lingered a little too long and when she turned back and saw me watching, a guilty look appeared on her face. It made me think of her leaving the bedroom last night, the three drawings that they made, Jerry’s thoughts about his offer and the fact she had left out any information about his size. Was there an interest? Deep down in the core of her sexual being was there a tiny morsel of desire to go further? And with this homeless man? It seemed unfathomable as they were two entirely different people in dissimilar situations, but it lingered in my head. The more I pondered the idea, the more convinced I became there was something even if I didn’t fully understand.

“How many cocks you had?” he rudely asked my wife.

She chose to ignore his question and maintained her movement on me, but for some reason, I decided to engage and told her, “Tell him.”

She gave me a confused look but replied, “Four.”

“Four? That’s nothing. You need more than that,” he said with a hoarse chuckle.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” Trish said but didn’t stop her movement.

I knew she was nervous from Jerry’s presence and in normal circumstances, she would have every right to be. However, the drawings, especially the surreptitious ones, along with her recent actions had shown something. It made me feel justified in being aggressive and pushing far beyond normal boundaries.

“It’s fine,” I replied, rejecting her request.

“Go sit in the chair,” she said to the man, turning his way in the process.

It put her in a position where she was staring directly at his cock again and I noticed her eyes lock on it for a moment before moving to his face. He didn’t move or reply to her demand, instead, he looked down at her with a deliberate smile.

“Touch it,” I told her in a voice I didn’t recognize.

If the tension hadn’t been so high, I would have laughed at her response as she rapidly looked between me, Jerry’s face, and his stiff cock.

“No,” she replied and stopped moving.

Her eyes bore into mine for several seconds and then slowly descended until she was looking at my chest. I took her hand from my shoulder and slowly pushed it towards our guest expecting her to pull away at any moment. Like a baton in a relay race, I passed her hand to him and he moved it towards his cock until it was brushing his shaft.

“Open your hand,” he instructed her.

“Why?” she asked, making eye contact with me again, and then quickly followed with, “This isn’t right.”

I knew if I showed any sympathy, it would all end quickly, and I wasn’t ready for that just yet, so I said, “Touch it.”

Her eyes didn’t leave mine which made me think she was ignoring my words, but just seconds later, I heard the man say, “Oh, yeah…”

Glancing over, I could see that she now held the top few inches, including the plump head, of his cock in her palm. Jerry was using his hand on the base to hold it up and began to thrust his hips a bit to encourage her to stroke him. However, when this didn’t work, he wrapped his free hand over hers as a guide. He was able to get her to slide several inches back and forth, but it still left most of his shaft unattended.

“I’m going to bed,” she suddenly declared and quickly pulled away.

She immediately exited the room without looking back leaving me alone with a naked Jerry. Clearly, I had pushed too hard and now I needed to decide the best way to defuse things.

“Too bad, man. I was looking forward to it,” Jerry stated.

“I thought she might… go along… some, but I guess not,” I replied, and as soon as the words left my lips, I wondered why I had shared the thought.

“She wants to… her body does…” he answered.

I rose and made my way to our bedroom and found her in bed with only the light from the bathroom providing any illumination. She was still naked and I slid in next to her and pulled her body against me.

“I feel bad,” she said before I could speak.

“You’re sick? What’s wrong?” I asked, missing her intent.

“No… I… all that’s happened what we did… the drawings… being naked… the sex…” she stammered.

“I see,” I said.

In truth, I couldn’t say I was surprised to hear her message. We had gone way past any reasonable limit with the homeless man, and I had expected at any time for her to stop. The fact that she hadn’t, I think, played a role in my recent attempt to get her to fondle the man’s cock. Something in me wanted to find the boundary. However, I knew that if I allowed everything to come across as a negative, it would take longer to recover. Also, I liked the fact that she had left her comfort zone, even if only temporarily, and didn’t want her to retreat and never venture out again. Thus, I decided to try an encouraging approach.

I didn’t mind. The drawings are amazing. When we’re ninety I’ll still be looking at them,” I said, and then quickly added, “So what if we got a little naughty. We did it together.”

“How am I going to go to church tomorrow? I’ll probably be struck down,” she replied, and even though she was serious, I started to laugh.

“You’re a good person, Trish. You’ll never get the bolt of lightning,” I said and squeezed her harder.

She sighed deeply, and then asked, “What did you want?”

Rather than answer verbally, I turned her in my arms and kissed her passionately. Fortunately, she responded with equal energy and soon our hands were roaming each other’s bodies. Having fully recovered from the previous ejaculation, my dick became hard quickly. Trish let me guide her to her back and opened her legs as I moved into position. Seconds later, we connected.


“Mmmm… ohhh…” she purred and then pulled my head down for a kiss.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered when the kiss ended.

“What do you want?” she asked and I noted her question had turned from the past to the present tense.

“Meaning?” I asked, hoping to draw her out.

“Do you want more drawings…” she probed.

Her question clearly showed a sudden change in demeanor and once more I had to ponder the relative impact of my interests and her desires.

“Honey, I’ll take all I can get,” I declared enthusiastically, and then asked, “Do you like posing?”

“Sometimes…” she answered vaguely.

“Did you last night? When you left?” I pushed.

“I shouldn’t have done that,” she replied in a tiny voice.

“But you did…and made some good ones,” I answered, still wanting to deliver positive messages. She didn’t respond as we continued to make love slowly, and as my mind churned, I finally asked, “Did you enjoy it? Alone… with the artist?”

“I… I don’t know… I don’t know why I did it,” she replied.

“I think you did. I could see it in the sketches,” I responded, and then added, “How excited you were.”

“No…” she whispered.

“Yes, it was there…” I pushed.

“Stop… don’t make me feel bad…” she whimpered from beneath me.

“It’s not bad… I didn’t mean that…” I said, trying to ease her mind, and when she became silent again, I added, “It was hot…”

“I’m confused,” she sighed.

“Why?” I asked although I thought I knew what she meant.

“Why? It’s not us… it’s not me… My God, I got nude in front of him… and the drawings… Now… what you’re saying… what I think you’re saying…” she answered.

“It is us… together… The sketches are incredible and so are you,” I said and started moving more deliberately.

She gasped at the sudden change in pace and then purred in my ear as we mated for the next few minutes. Her body began to move with me which made me think she had accepted my message. It felt good to have her back in a responsive state and I started thrusting even faster, but seconds later I felt a presence and looking over my shoulder, I spotted Jerry behind us with his pad in his hand. He was still naked and he walked around to the side of the bed nearest us which alerted Trish.

“No, Jerry… no more…” she pleaded but didn’t try to slow me.

My first thought was to follow my wife’s lead and warn him off, but after a moment of thought, I decided to go a different way.

“Forget him… ignore him…” I whispered into her ear.

My words seemed to calm her and we continued with our lovemaking. However, it couldn’t have been more than a minute later when I heard her gasp.

“Lift your legs up… up in the air…” the homeless artist said.

Looking over my shoulder, I could see that he had moved close to the bed and had one of Trish’s ankles in each hand. He held them high as if he hoped to create a pose and his big cock, almost fully hard, extended from his skinny frame at a ninety-degree angle.

“Back off, Jerry,” I instructed wanting to create some space.

“Better this way,” he answered, but after a moment he let go and stepped away.

Surprisingly, Trish didn’t let her legs drop all the way which I could only surmise meant she wanted to please the man. The idea energized me and with renewed vigor, I began to pound into her even harder.

“Mmmm… uhhh… uhhh… ohhh… uhhh…” short staccato grunts started to emerge from her only seconds later.

“Lift up so I can see her face,” the man said and I did as he instructed without hesitation.

“Dan…” she whined as she looked up at me.

“It’s okay… it’s all okay… just go… go, sweetie,” I replied.

Again, my words settled her and like before she soon started to emit soft sexual purrs. Unfortunately, despite my earlier release, I felt the tingling begin in my groin as the decadent situation created a newfound excitement. I tried everything I could think of to delay the inevitable but before long a monster wave came at me and I surrendered.

“Uhhhh… ohhh damn… ohhh… ohhh shit…” I grunted as I climaxed for the second time.

We writhed for several seconds as I tried to expel every drop before we slowed and then stopped. Almost immediately, I felt my wife’s hand stroking the back of my head in her normal way, but this time it seemed more like a taunt than a loving caress.

“Well… damn…” our guest said.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

“Shhh…” she consoled me.

Trish tried to cover us with the bedsheet but it had bunched beneath our bodies and after struggling for several seconds, she gave up. While trying to regain my breath, I heard the repetitive sound of a pencil against paper, and although I was happy that Jerry had returned to drawing, I wondered how the finished sketch would appear. We remained connected as he worked and just when I decided to ease off Trish, the sounds of his pencil ceased.

“You want me to go down on her?” he asked boldly.

I almost laughed at the man’s incessant efforts to sexually interact with my wife, but rather than shoot him down directly, I put it to Trish, “You want him to lick on you?”

Her head started to shake before she replied, “No…”

“Are you sure?” I pressed.

I expected a loud and emphatic rejection, so she stunned me when she answered, “Do you want him to?”

Our eyes locked as my mind became a cauldron of thoughts. Would she let the man enjoy her pussy if I gave the okay? Was she merely throwing the decision to me thinking it was what I wanted or did her answer signal something? And then, to top it all off, could I let another man, a homeless man, touch my sweet wife. She had held his cock a short while ago, but for some reason that now seemed distant.

“Uhhh… what…” I stammered, and then after taking a deep breath, I said, “Yeah…”

Her eyes got big but she said nothing, and I lifted and rolled to her side presenting the man the full length of her nude body. Still not sure what to expect or if I could allow it to happen, I had barely left her when he moved.

“Ugghhh… uhhh…” Trish cried out when his mouth found her pussy.

Undeterred by the multiple loads of semen inside her, he locked onto her slit and drove his tongue in deep. He maintained the connection for a while as my wife whimpered but he was in a contorted position, so in a quick move, he broke away, positioned her, and then dropped to his knees with her slit now directly before him.

“Sweet and juicy,” he declared and began to lap at her entrance.

“Close your eyes,” I said when I saw them darting between me and the homeless man.

As soon as they shut, I rolled next to her and found her lips. Our kiss started gently, but the man’s tongue forced all kinds of pants and whimpers from her mouth. Soon, our connection became deep and passionate and my hand moved to her breasts where I teased her tight nipples. When we broke, I looked down and saw that Jerry had used his hands to push her legs wide and had his entire face pressed hard against her mound. Trish pulled me back to her and we kissed again but when she started to groan into my mouth, I looked and saw that he now had his tongue rapidly flicking across her clit.

“Ohhh… mmmm… ohhh…” Trish let out from the sensation.

“Yeah, baby… cream all over my face,” the man demanded.

My wife had entered a special place and had her head tilted back, her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth half-open as her lover took her towards the precipice. She was on the final approach for an orgasm and rather than merely witnessing the event, I decided to help and moved my mouth to her nipples.

“Uhhh… huh… ohhh… ohhh… oh please…” she whimpered as her body began to undulate.

I sucked and nibbled on her nipples for only a short time before her hands found my head and pulled me up for another kiss, but it proved short-lived as she started to explode.

“Ohhh… ohhh… oh yes… yes… oh please… ughhhh… ughhhh… please…” she cried out.

Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, no doubt a product of the long build-up she experienced, the erotic situation and the man’s talent. Jerry never lost contact, pushing her ever forward until she finally had enough and pushed his head away. Now, with her eyes barely open, she had a distant but satisfied look and once more she pulled me to her. We kissed slowly with our tongues exploring each other mouth until we lost the connection when she suddenly gasped.

“Mmmm… uhhhh…” she groaned when I was about to reconnect.

Curious about the cause of her sensual whines, I looked down and saw that Jerry stood between her open legs with the fat head of his cock perilously close to my wife’s dilated opening. One of his hands rested just above her mound and he used his thumb to roll her clit. He looked towards me as if seeking permission and after a few seconds when I hadn’t responded, he moved a half-step closer which put his cock in contact with her wet lips.

The touch made Trish’s body flinch and I turned to check her state. Like the homeless man, she seemed to be looking at me for direction. Never in my wildest imagination did I expect her to go so far nor did I think it was something I would ever allow. But here we were, and a surreal feeling enveloped me as I tried to make sense of it all.

“Uggghhh…” she suddenly grunted.

With a glance, I saw that the head of Jerry’s cock had disappeared. He held his shaft by the base and slowly milked it as he stood perfectly still. About two inches still showed which made me think he had so far only inserted the head.

My mind raced as I thought about the situation, my wife’s acceptance, her actions of the previous night and the heat I was feeling throughout my body. Despite the erotic decadence, I had decided to put a stop to it when I noticed Trish’s body make a small move. To me, it appeared she was seeking more contact with the man’s cock, and as I watched, she repeated the effort several times. She might not have even been aware, but her body was responding to the man’s invasion and for some reason, my response was to ease back. Jerry took it as permission and smiled while Trish followed me with her eyes for a moment before returning them to the man’s shaft.

I thought that Jerry would immediately begin plowing into her pussy but he remained still with his head inside while his thumb continued to tickle her nub. At first, I thought he might be trying to catch his breath after the tongue lashing. However, when I saw Trish’s lower body begin to move more openly, I realized he wanted her to come to him, and it didn’t take long. Soon, he had her wantonly working the length he allowed, with her pussy impacting the back of his hand on each motion. Plus, the return of her moans signaled, that despite her recent orgasm, she needed more.

“You ready?” he finally asked her after another minute had gone by.

She nodded her head quickly, but Jerry stayed in place which made her respond, “I’m ready.”

With that, the homeless man leaned over her lovely body, found her hands, pushed them over her head and then let his hips drop, impaling her on his large shaft.

“Uggghhh… ohhhh… ugghhhh…” Trish cried out.

He paused for a moment as her legs wrapped around his waist and then he was off, taking her with slow yet full strokes. Now with his body covering most of her, I had to rely on her sounds to gauge her state. They filled the room and left no doubt that the man had her on a path towards another sexual peak that would likely occur quickly. However, before it arrived, joining her sexual cries was the wet, slurping sound of her pussy getting pummeled, as between his oral efforts and his cock, he had turned her normally pristine opening into a sloppy mess.

“Scoot back,” he demanded.

The move made them break apart for a moment, but Trish didn’t even glance my way. Instead, she did as he instructed, and then took his cock and guided it back inside her when he was in place. Now in a better position, Jerry looped his arms behind her knees, pushed her legs back and began fucking her like a cheap hooker.

Within seconds, her excited whines returned and less than a minute later she announced, “Ohhhh… uhhh… close… so close…”

“You want to cum again?” the man taunted as their wet bodies slapped together.

“Yes… mmmm… uhhh… close… don’t stop…” she implored him.

“There’s no stopping,” he replied.

Just seconds later, it arrived and it was as big or bigger than the climax he had forced from her a short time before, “Ohhhh… almost… ohhh… oh yes… yes… unnnggghhhh… ohhhh… Yesss… please… oh please…”

As her cries came out, her head thrashed back and forth causing her hair to fly, and her body between her restrained hands and impaled pussy contorted wildly. It seemed to go on forever but finally, it waned save for her rapid breathing. Jerry fucked her through her release, never wavering and mostly expressionless. His efforts offered no hint about where he might be in his arousal and when he might climax.

“Are you okay?” I asked feeling I needed to say something.

The sound of my voice made her open her eyes and her head rolled my direction. She stared at me but she lacked focus which made me wonder if she was completely conscious.

“No… no cum…” she said in a tiny voice.

At first, I didn’t understand the message and mulled it in my head as the homeless man continued to take her hard. Then, just as I heard the man grunt for the first time, it dawned on me what she meant.

“Jerry, don’t cum in her… she’s not protected,” I said.

Several seconds elapsed with no response, but just when I thought I might need to intervene, he responded, “Yeah… okay…”

This time, his voice indicated that he might be getting close, so it was no surprise when he started emitting repetitive grunts in time with his movement. Suddenly, his rhythm changed and he started taking her with rapid thrusts that I knew meant his climax was approaching. The change brought Trish back to the moment and when she started to whimper again, the room filled with the couple’s erotic duet.

“Remember Jerry…” I said when it seemed his climax was imminent.

The man’s body became tense and his breathing stopped for several seconds before he suddenly lifted and his cock pulled free from my wife’s pussy. He took the heavy shaft in his hand and started to stroke it rapidly as Trish’s body slowly writhed beneath him as if she still felt its presence.

“Uhhh… fuck yeah… fuck…” he spat out.

I watched as his body rocked rapidly and then the end of his cock opened and semen started pouring out. Unlike any ejaculation I had ever seen, his fluid didn’t shoot out. Instead, it fell straight down and landed just below my wife’s belly button. However, what he lacked in force, he made up in quantity as he expelled a huge amount of the substance. Finally, it began to ebb but I had to warn him as he started to move as my wife’s pussy still showed a quarter size opening.

“Be careful… don’t get any in her,” I warned.

He got close, but fortunately, none went inside and as soon as he stepped away, Trish covered herself with the sheet. Now that it had ended, I wanted him out of the room, so I picked up the drawing pad and pencil and used my body to herd him towards the door. Fortunately, he took the hint and after handing him his materials I closed the door. Turning away, I met Trish just as she made her way towards the bathroom.

“I need to shower,” she declared as my eyes went to the smeared semen still covering her abdomen.

I let her pass and waited until I heard the shower running before I undressed and went to join her. She looked at me with desperate eyes and I knew she wondered what I was thinking and what judgment I would show.

“You okay?” I asked as I took the soap from her hand and started to lather her body.

“I can’t…” she started and then went quiet for a few seconds before adding, “No…”

“I understand…” I whispered.

“Why? What just happened?” she asked.

“Look, it just did. Try not to be upset. We can talk tomorrow… when he leaves…” I said to try to soothe her psyche.

In truth, I too felt the turmoil but knew it wasn’t the right time for the conversation. I finished washing her and after drying we headed straight to bed. We had barely pulled the cover over us when a shaft of light appeared as the door opened and standing before us stood Jerry, still completely naked, holding his pad.

“I thought I would draw some more,” he stated, completely oblivious to the dynamics and his violation of our private space.

“No… get out Jerry,” I demanded.

He stared at me with a flat look for a few moments and then replied, “Okay, later then.”

With that, he turned and left and I reached for Trish and pulled her close. She had her back against my chest and I had my arm looped over her body as we rested silently. However, after just a few minutes, for reasons I couldn’t explain, I let my hand drift to her breasts. Trish’s body noticeably stiffened when I first made contact but I ignored her reaction and snaked my hand beneath her cropped top.

“You let him… do it…” she whispered, and when I didn’t immediately answer, she added, “Why? I want to know why.”

Knowing she deserved a response, I said, “I don’t know. Things kind of got away… got going… I don’t know for sure… You know you let him draw you naked last night.”

The last part churned in my head but I had not intended to speak it. Unfortunately, like a stream of consciousness, it just spilled from my lips. I cringed expecting a rebuke but surprisingly when she replied there wasn’t an edge to her voice.

“It was just a drawing… nothing happened,” she said.

“Yes, something did. You were alone with him for a long time… naked… and he was posing you… manipulating you… and capturing your… intimacy… your sexuality,” I answered, and then a thought struck me and I added, “I think it was as close to sex as a person could be without being physical.”

“And you wanted to take the last step… see the last step happen?” she fired back.

It was an interesting observation and it made me pause to consider whether there might be truth in her words. Plus, her demeanor so far had been so calm that I knew I needed to proceed carefully and try not to provoke.

“Maybe Trish… maybe there is some truth to that. I don’t know… it seems so complicated now,” I finally said.

More silence ensued that finally ended when she said, “You’re hard.”

A wave of profound embarrassment swept through me as I realized my dick had become stiff and now pressed against the back of her leg. I began to move but before I could make it far, Trish turned, tossed the covers back and found my shaft with her hand.

“I’m sorry,” I said, knowing the ramifications were bad.

She slowly stroked it several times before responding, “You’re not sorry.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, confused about her intent.

“You’re not sorry… you wanted him to… that’s why you’re hard. You’re thinking about it,” she challenged me.

“I… uhhh… I’m not sure Trish,” I stammered hoping to find some solid ground.

Rather than respond, she pulled on my cock making it clear that she wanted me on top of her. I moved over her as she guided me to her opening and in seconds, we had connected.

“Mmmm…” she sighed as I started to move and after only a few strokes, she added, “You did.”

She said it as a statement of fact, without judgment, but it still felt awkward so I remained silent as we made love. Over the next few minutes, I managed to push away my guilt and deciding there were some things I wanted to know, I decided to be bold.

“You had an orgasm… two…” I tossed out.

“Yes,” she answered without elaborating.

“It must have been… felt… good…” I pressed on, annoyed at her simple answer.


“I could see in your eyes you wanted it… wanted me to. It was easy to see,” she replied.

“I don’t remember you looking at me,” I said, recalling the way she responded to the man.

“I did. I did enough to see it,” she stated.

Although her opinion wasn’t completely correct, it held enough truth that I knew I was on shaky ground. So, rather than debate it, I decided to switch direction.

“He’s big… how did it feel? Good?” I asked, although I already knew the answer.

“Yeah…” she let out and this time I sensed a little sass in her voice.

“Maybe you need more,” I said as a tease.

“Ummm… no… Once is more than enough,” she responded and this time I heard some playfulness in her voice.

I found it surprising that she could recover so quickly from something I thought might leave an indelible impression on her conscience. Did it mean she was shielding herself by blaming me or did something carnal, something unexpected, reside within her that had suddenly surfaced? I was still contemplating the subject when sounds from the hallway let us know that Jerry was still up.

“I think you need more,” I whispered, once more seeking to find the boundaries.

“Do you?” she answered sarcastically, but just a few seconds later she asked in a strange voice, “Do you want me to?”

Her words stopped me cold, and resting on my elbows, I stared down into her barely discernible face. While the tone of her words had provided some indication of her thoughts, I could glean no information from her expression.

“Go to him,” I finally said, intentionally being provocative.

“No…” she replied, but before I could respond, she added, “Unless it’s what you really want.”

Her words caused a surge of mixed emotion to flood my body and I was by no means certain I knew what I wanted, yet after only a short pause, I answered, “Go to him.”

I expected her to push back again, but she immediately started to wiggle from beneath me. Quickly, she left the bed, acting almost eager, and stopped only to put on her robe which I knew would soon be off. With a final glance my way, she left the room and with a deep sigh, I fell back on the pillow while gripping my dick with my hand. I wondered how the homeless man would receive the gift. Would he start by doing some sketches or would he just throw her down and fuck her? And what did Trish want? The slow, erotic build-up of modeling nude finished by sex or the immediate gratification of feeling his big cock shoved into her pussy?

I knew at some point I would have to go check on things and see for myself what they were doing. But, deciding to wait a bit, I let twenty minutes tick by before I slowly rose, donned some boxers and a t-shirt, and opened the door. As I made my way down the hall, the lack of sound confused me so I slowed and proceeded with small steps. Arriving at the living room, I peeked around the corner and took in the scene of Jerry sitting on the couch with my wife between his spread legs eagerly sucking his cock. The man had his drawing pad in one hand and would make some marks on it and then move it aside and watch Trish for a bit before sketching some more. She had one hand cupped around the base of his shaft with his heavy balls hanging over her wrist while the other gripped the base tightly. Her mouth was able to cover only a few inches and she would rapidly bob her head while sucking him hard for a spell before stopping and looking up like a pet dog seeking a reward. Although Jerry was on the receiving end of the sexual pleasure, Trish seemed quite happy, too.

After taking it in, I decided it could go on for a while so I retreated to the bed to rest. I checked back thirty minutes later and discovered that he now had Trish sprawled across the sofa while he drew her naked form from a chair several feet away. Amazingly, rather than something tawdry, he had her in an artistic pose that I thought would make a very nice drawing. Once more, I returned to the bedroom and had drifted to a state of semi-sleep when a noise brought me to full consciousness.

Curious, I jumped from the bed and started down the hall. More sounds hit me that seemed to be coming from our dining room and when I arrived, I saw that Jerry had Trish face down across our formal table. He stood behind her, lazily smoking a cigarette as he slowly worked his heavy cock into her pussy. A flower vase lay next to the table that was the likely source of the sound I had heard. My position put me outside their vision and I looked on silently while noting that Trish seemed more animated than her lover.

“C’mon… more…” she whined.

“Let me finish the smoke,” he chuckled then took a long drag. After exhaling heavily, he said, “Damn, you’ve got a sweet pussy.”

His provocative words made me step forward until I entered his field of vision, and I said, “Everything okay here?”

“All good,” he declared dismissively.

“Honey?” my wife whimpered.

“Trish, are you okay?” I asked.

Several seconds elapsed with no reply and finally Jerry filled the void, “She’s good. Wanted some more.”

In the quick exchange, our guest never stopped his movement nor did Trish look my way. Perhaps, my discovery embarrassed her or maybe she didn’t want to break her sexual reverie, but I knew I needed to gauge her state of mind.

“Trish?” I probed.

“It’s okay,” she responded.

Glancing towards Jerry, I spotted a smile on his face and when he saw my stare, he said, “All the models… well most. Most I fucked. Something about a woman posing that makes them want to fuck.”

His words didn’t seem to register with my wife, and after a bit of contemplation, I said, “She a wife… a mom… not a model.”

“She a good model. A wife and mother, but a good model… she loves it,” he responded as his breath grew heavy and then added, “And she’s a good fuck.”

Although his words incensed me, I remained silent and watched as he began to move faster into my wife’s pussy which brought forth a fresh wave of passionate squeals. Her hands crawled to the edge of the table and took hold and it appeared she was using them to provide balance to push back against his thrusts. Every cycle seemed to build her excitement that showed through her sexual moans and whimpers.

“Mmmm… ohhh… don’t… ohhhh…” she whined.

“I could tell…” he grunted and then added after a short pause, “Last night when she took off her robe… I could tell.”

Her behavior the prior evening had been surprising and I knew I had no basis to challenge him even if I wanted to, so I let his comment pass. He continued to slide into her with his hands now gripping her hips and like before, a wet slurping sound started to come from their connection. It wasn’t long before I saw tension building in his ass and legs that suggested he might be getting close. However, just when I thought the moment had arrived, he turned and looked at me. The meaning of it became clear when seconds later he jerked his cock free just as his cum started to spew. I realized that he had been thinking about remaining connected and planting his seed in my wife. The first globs landed on Trish’s butt but he quickly nestled his shaft between her cheeks and as I looked on, more of the milky substance spilled forth and disappeared into her crack. I hoped that her opening had sufficiently closed but as I recalled their last encounter, I became concerned.

Trish had become still during his release but soon started to move her hips seductively. Jerry, knowing she was seeking his cock, used the table cloth to wipe his head and then plunged back inside.

“Yes… oh yes…” she called out wantonly.

Having seen enough, I left the mating couple and returned to bed. My fitful sleep allowed me to detect Trish’s attempt to slide in and glancing at the clock, I noted it had been over two hours since I left them. Instantly, my thoughts went to how many times the man had taken her.

“Are you okay?” I asked so that she would know I was awake.

“Yes… I guess…” she answered just as the aroma of sex mixed with cigarettes hit me.

“How many times?” I asked, strangely wanting specifics.

“I don’t… some… a couple…” she replied vaguely.

We went silent and I was thinking about what to say next when I felt movement and then her hand was on my dick. I guessed she wanted to know if I was hard, and the fact that I was flaccid gave me a feeling of moral superiority.

“Haven’t you had enough?” I said.

“Please don’t… just don’t. You were a big part of this,” she replied in a vulnerable voice.

We became silent again, and then a thought struck me and I asked, “Did he cum in you?”

The few seconds of silence that ensued told the story before she said, “Yes… I’ll take care of it.”

“Maybe you should just leave it be… see what happens,” I responded, suddenly wanting to rub her now in her decadent behavior.

“Don’t…” she implored me once more.

“I’m sorry,” I said, knowing I had pushed too far.

However, even as the words were leaving my mouth, I felt my dick begin to swell as for some bizarre reason, I now wanted to add my cum to Jerry’s. The thought was very awkward, especially since I had already ejaculated in her twice earlier and I was trying to come up with an explanation for my erection when Trish saved me.

“Do you want to make love?” she whispered.

Instantly, I rolled over and let her hand guide me home. I intentionally started slow and had to fight the urge to take her aggressively. She responded normally, emitting soft sighs and mews rather than the sexual cries and grunts the homeless man had caused.

“I can’t believe any of this?” I suddenly let out as the lunacy hit me again.

“Do I feel the same?” she asked, seeking reassurance.

Fortunately, I answered as a loving husband, “Yes, exactly the same.”

In truth, she wasn’t the same at all as her normally snug tunnel, now felt quite loose. Jerry had done a number on her pussy and I knew it would take a day or so for her to return to normal.

“Don’t pull out,” she whispered into my ear.

Her message, given my state of mind, was like a flame to gasoline and even though I tried to hold back, I quickly started to move into her with increased urgency. Trish opened her legs wide and her hands moved from my shoulders to my ass. A vision of her as a needy tart swept through my brain, and strangely, I didn’t look at it as altogether a bad thing.

“I’m not going to last…” I grunted, already feeling my balls tightening.

“Go…” she encouraged and then quickly added, “Don’t pull out.”

I lasted less than ten strokes before the euphoric wave hit me and my balls started to drain as I grunted, “Oh shit… unnnggghh… shit… damn, Trish…”

Spots danced before my eyes as I collapsed onto her body and she started to run her fingers gently through my hair. My thoughts went to my ejaculation into her unprotected pussy and I wondered about her motivation. Did she subconsciously decipher my feelings? Did she think that it somehow absolved her of letting another man’s semen enter her womb? Or, in just one evening had she become a different sexual being?

The next morning, just before noon, we returned Jerry to his camp without incident. He left behind a stack of drawing of Trish that ran the gamut from erotic art to pornographic. After much debate, we agreed he could keep one and I wasn’t the least surprised when he selected the one where she eagerly sucked his cock as he rested on the couch.

Trish had taken so much cock that the soreness made it difficult for her to walk and compounded her building feelings of shame and guilt. After dropping the man, I had tried to talk to her and rationalize her thoughts, but seeing the kids ignited a new wave. It lasted for weeks, and as part of it, she decided it had all been my fault, as, in her mind, I had pressured her as part of some weird sexual fantasies. In truth, I think she understood that she was equally culpable, but it was easier to blame me than face her demons. Of course, our sex life suffered, becoming almost a perfunctory event for a time. Finally, after several months, things started to return to normal and interestingly, she seemed more sexual than before.

Then there was the myriad of unresolved thoughts and emotions that ricocheted in my brain like a pinball. I struggled to make sense of what had occurred in such a short time and how in one moment I wanted Trish to act the slut, quickly followed by my desire to see the return of the churchgoing wife and mother I thought I knew. The reconciliation never occurred but I knew she had a strong case concerning my involvement so I elected to just accept the conflict.

I think I was so happy that we had made it through the rough patch that I didn’t see the signs at first. Her church group continued to help the homeless population and she was often on the phone with Gayle making plans. The few times I brought up Jerry, she quickly dismissed the question and declared everything was fine. Even though I thought it must be hard to occasionally see him, I backed away as any reference only seemed to upset her. However, when her routine visits to the camp turned from thirty minutes to sometimes well over an hour, I became concerned and suspicious.

“Come on kids, let’s get some ice cream,” I announced, receiving squeal of joy in response.

It was a Saturday afternoon and Trish had left an hour earlier for the homeless encampment to meet Gayle. My curiosity had reached its limit, and I felt justified in performing a drive-by check. However, having the kids with mommy out meant I needed to create a good story. Loaded and on our way in five minutes, it took another ten to arrive at the camp. There was no sign of Trish’s car, and with my children’s voices demanding their treat, I was about to head for the ice cream shop when a thought hit me. I drove up the street, made the turn and soon arrived at the motel we had stopped out that bitterly cold night many months ago. Sure enough, parked in front of room number five was my wife’s vehicle. No doubt, she was inside with her homeless lover, wailing in pleasure as he mercilessly pounded her pussy.

I thought about pulling up and kicking the door open to catch her in the act. In my current state, it was an appealing idea, but the kids were with me and I didn’t want them to see their mother this way. I let out a deep sigh as the kids giggled behind me and we turned, went to the store, and got ice cream.
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