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Filling In

A year ago, I confessed to my workmate, Sally, that I had danced topless at a strip club for a few years during college. I wanted to avoid the nightmare of student loans and at twenty-one, I knew I had a killer body.  I didn’t seem the harm in it. I avoided the drugs often associated with that business and never did any special favors. I showed up, danced, made my money, and went home to study. I put it far behind me after I graduated. I almost never even think about it these days. That was twelve years ago. I’m married now with two kids in elementary school. Hell, I even drive a damn minivan. I’m about the farthest thing from a stripper there is now.

That’s why I was so surprised when Sally asked me if I could fill in at the last minute as a dancer for her son’s bachelor party. I immediately refused, but she kept begging and reassured me that I didn’t even need to take my top off. It wasn’t “that kind” of bachelor party, she said. Apparently, the woman they hired backed out at the last minute. There was a big golf tournament in town, and they couldn’t find a replacement. All she wanted me to do was strip down to some lingerie and take the money.

“Please, Melissa” she begged. “Allen is a good boy. He’s marrying a wonderful girl. It’s just tradition more than anything. And they’ll pay you five-hundred bucks!”

I exhaled through my nose in contemplation. “I don’t know. I’m a mother for Pete’s sake. And you’re his mother. Don’t you think it’s weird trying to find him a stripper?”

“It’s not stripping,” she argued. “It’s just dancing. You wouldn’t be showing off anything more than you would at the beach in a bikini. And besides, look at you! You’re gorgeous. Those boys should be so lucky!”

I have to admit I liked her telling me how attractive I was. Getting older and being married with kids is a surefire way to feel anything but sexy. “I don’t know,” I repeated. “Are you going to be there?”

“No. I don’t think Allen would appreciate that, even as well-behaved as he is. But I promise…I swear it’ll be fine. They’re good boys. Twenty-minutes. In and out. No problem.”

I thought about the thousand-dollar deductible my husband, Jake, and I were having to pay after he pulled out in front of someone and totaled one of our cars. Thankfully, no one was hurt, and we have good insurance, but a thousand dollars was a lot for us to cover at that point. “Okay,” I relented. “I’ll do it. But not a single word to anyone! If Jake finds out, he’ll kill me. And I’m not wearing lingerie. I’ll wear a bikini. Like you said.”

“Mum’s the word,” Sally promised, zipping her lips, locking them, and tossing the key.

I left the house wearing my jeans and a white t-shirt. My hair was up in a ponytail. I couldn’t very well leave my husband and kids looking like a stripper and I didn’t want to change in a gas station bathroom or anything like that. I was greeted at the door by one of the boys. He smiled, but I couldn’t help but sense a little disappointment in his face when he saw how old I was and how I was dressed. Conversely, I couldn’t help but notice how attractive he was. But I was absolutely stunned the second I walked into the living room. All five of the young men were gorgeous. They looked like they went to the gym every day and the tanning bed after that before reporting for their next modelling gig. I don’t know what I had been expecting, but it certainly wasn’t that. If I was nervous before, I was terrified after getting a look at my audience. They couldn’t have been nicer, though. Allen introduced himself and thanked me profusely for coming. He seemed embarrassed by the whole thing. He introduced me to the rest of the guys. They all shook my hand politely and introduced themselves. There were no catcalls, no lewd comments. I started to feel reassured that it was just like Sally described - a group of clean-cut young men following tradition. It was like some kind of alternate universe, though. Most guys I had ever known that good-looking were arrogant jerks.

Allen offered me a drink and I gratefully accepted. One drink to help with the nerves was just what the doctor ordered. I sat down on the couch between two of them. There was some music playing in the background. There was a movie on the TV. A regular movie. Not porn, like you would expect at a bachelor party. I came to learn that they were all seniors at my alma mater. It made me feel so old thinking about how long it had been since I graduated. I tried not to think about it. After a little more polite but awkward small talk, I finally said, “So, I guess I’m supposed to dance for you guys.” They all just nodded politely, fiddling with their drinks. “Do you have somewhere I can change?”

Allen directed me to the bathroom down the hall. Since they were all still in school, I had decided to go with the “naughty librarian” look. Glasses. A collared, white button-down shirt. A pleated mid-thigh black skirt that had enough of a flare to accommodate the strings on the side of my bikini bottoms. Black stockings. And black stilettoes. And, of course, underneath I wore my black string bikini. I hadn’t worn it in a long time, but it still fit. The bottoms were a little bigger than a thong, but still showed off my ass quite nicely. I was very proud of my ass. I think I must have done a million lunges in the previous five years. It took me about fifteen minutes to get dressed and put on a little more makeup to accentuate my lips and give my eyes a sexy, smoky look. Looking in the mirror, I had to admit, I felt sexier than I had in a very long time. I was in good shape for my age. I had a few little stretch marks, but they weren’t too visible, and my breasts weren’t as firm as they used to be, but they were still nice. I found myself actually hoping that the guys would get at least a little less docile than they seemed to be. I wasn’t nervous about taking my clothes off in front of them anymore. I was nervous that they’d be too polite to look at me.

I took one last look in the mirror and then sauntered back into the living room in full costume. “So, what do you think?”

“Wow, you look great!” Allen smiled.

“Gorgeous,” another one said.

“Thank you,” I smiled. “How about some music?”

George put on some danceable music. He joined Andrew on the couch. Nick and Greg each had a chair. Allen leaned against the wall with his arms crossed, drink in hand. I knew that at a typical bachelor party, the groom is put in a chair in the middle of the floor, but I was operating on what Sally told me about it just being “dancing.” I did just that. I danced around the room, never getting too close to any of the guys, but letting them look me over.

I was only planning on removing my shirt and my skirt, so I had to draw things out a little bit. I waited until the second song to saunter over to Allen and let him slide down the half zip on my skirt and let it drop to the floor. The length of my shirt still covered my panties. I toyed with my glasses as sexily as I could and occasionally flitted up my shirt to give them a quick preview of the boy shorts. They all watched intently but were much more tame and polite than the clientele I had been accustomed to at the club. I was a little surprised at how disappointed I was by that. It spurred me on to dance a little more seductively than I had originally planned. They were making me work for it.

During the third song, I unbuttoned my shirt, button by button, circling the room and getting closer to my audience. With my shirt gone, I wiggled my ass and bent over displaying my cleavage for each of them in turn. I could tell they were enjoying themselves, but still the most I got out of them was a polite smile. I saved Allen, still standing against the wall, for last. At the end of the song, I pulled his face into my chest and shook my breasts against his cheeks. The rest of the guys finally showed some emotion and cheered at their friend being motorboated. As the song ended, I gave Allen a big kiss on the cheek, my lipstick leaving a near-perfect outline of my lips. “Congratulations, sweetie,” I smiled. Allen feigned a heart attack, drawing laughter from the rest of us. All five applauded my performance. I smiled and took a dramatic bow before gathering my clothes and returning to the bathroom to change.

I changed back into my jeans and white V-neck, but I didn’t bother changing back to my granny panties and industrial strength melon harness. If you looked closely, you could see my bikini top through my shirt, but I wasn’t going anywhere other than home. The bikini was a little bulky under my jeans, but I’d done that a million times before. I stepped back into the living room. The guys were caught up in a conversation about football. Allen met me with an envelope in hand.

“You know, honestly, Melissa” he confessed, “I was just kind of humoring my mom with the whole thing. You know, tradition and all that. But I’m so glad you came. You’re really cool. And just absolutely gorgeous. My friends loved you. Please, stick around for a little while and have another drink if you want.”

I decided there wasn’t really any harm in having one more drink. I didn’t feel the slightest bit buzzed and other than the fact it made me feel old, I had really enjoyed hearing about what things were like on campus these days. It brought back a lot of great memories for me. I joined Allen and the gang. We started comparing tales of this bar and that bar. This sorority and that. Which professors were still around. One drink turned into two. Two turned into three. I was having more fun than I’d had in a long time.

And the guys were much more relaxed than they had been. I came to find out that my whole appearance was Sally’s idea and the boys had actually been dreading me coming.

“Seriously,” Nick admitted, “you were not what we were expecting. We had all agreed ahead of time that we would just smile and nod politely until it was over. Boy, were we wrong. You’re fuckin’ hot!”

“Thank you, Nick,” I blushed.

Greg raised his glass. “Melissa’s hot!” he declared.

“Melissa’s hot!” the rest echoed and drank.

I blushed some more.

“So, do all you boys have girlfriends?” I asked.

George answered for the group. “No one serious. Except Allen, over there.”

“That’s hard to believe. You’re all so handsome.”

“Well, the girls our age aren’t cool like you,” Nick lamented. “They’re mostly after older guys with money. They’re only interested in what you can buy them and where you can take them. Doesn’t matter much how handsome we are.”

“Oh, poor, baby,” I teased. “It must be tough being so young and gorgeous.”

“I wish I could find a girl like you,” Greg flirted. “Where do girls like you hang out?”

“You mean women?” I replied jokingly.

He smiled. “Yeah,” he nodded.

“You look amazing,” Allen interjected. “How do you stay in shape?”

“Diet and exercise, like everybody else. You guys are the ones in incredible shape. I should have had you strip for me instead.” That last part just slipped out.

“Okay,” Andrew said flatly.

Apparently, their fraternity had done some kind of strip show a while back as a joke. Allen put a chair in the middle of the room for me to sit in before joining the rest of the guys in one of the bedrooms. I could hear them talking, but I couldn’t’ make out what they were saying. I think they were trying to remind each other of how their little dance went.

Then the music changed, and they lined up in front of me. They did their best to remember their moves and get them in sync, constantly looking at what each other were doing. Pelvic thrusts and leg kicks were the meat and potatoes of the dance. I couldn’t help but laugh out loud. Neither could they. That is, until they whipped their shirts off. Every one of them were chiseled and tan. Their pants quickly followed, clumsily, making me laugh again. Soon, I was encircled by the five of them playfully thrusting their boxer-brief clad crotches at me. I mimicked a cat, clawing at their chests and abs, using the opportunity to cop a feel. I hooted and hollered a little, raising my arms in the air and dancing along with them. Then, to my disappointment, the music ended.

“You, know…Allen never really got a proper lap dance. I mean, being the groom and all,” George teased.

“That’s right, he didn’t,” Nick jokingly agreed.

Before I could say anything one way or another, they were ushering me out of the chair and putting Allen in my place.

“Melissa, Melissa, Melissa,” George started chanting, with the others soon chiming in. 

“Alright, alright, alright,” I relented. “So, you want a real dance, do you?”

They all nodded.

“Alright. I’ll give you a real dance, but I have two rules. First, I’m not getting naked.”

Mumblings of disappointment filled the room.

“Maybe I give you a little peek – if you’re good.”

Again, with the nodding.

“Second, you boys keep your guns in their holsters.”

“Yes, ma’am,” they agreed.

“These rules are non-negotiable. Written in stone. Nonretractable. Irrevocable. Am I clear?”

“So, what you’re saying is,” George joked, “you’re not getting naked.”

“Good. You understand,” I smiled and gently patted his cheek.

The guys took their seats. The same music I had danced to before came over the speakers.

“Okay, then. Are you boys ready?” I asked, letting my hair back down.

Always nodding, those boys.

I started by turning around in front of Allen. I bent over, putting my hands on my knees and rocked my ass back and forth. I unbuttoned my jeans and turned around, letting Allen lower my zipper as he had done with my skirt. Standing between his legs, I turned and bent over again, seductively sliding my jeans down over my ass. With my pants halfway down my thighs, I supported myself with my hands on Allen’s legs and rubbed my backside against his bare, muscular chest.

“God, your ass is perfect,” he whispered.

I arched my back just a little bit more and slowly lowered my butt to his crotch until I felt the stiffness of his cock pressing against me. I rolled my hips, teasing his erection. It had been a long time since I’d put this particular skillset to work. I felt Allen’s hand reach into his pants and reposition his cock, so it was pointing north. It settled against it with the length of his shaft in the crack of my ass as I continued lightly grinding on him. I could tell he was trying to behave himself, but Allen couldn’t help but push back against me a little.

I straightened up and turned around. I eased myself to the floor, seated in front of him, and kicked my legs like a dancer, my bare feet fluttering between his legs. Allen took the hint and grabbed my pant legs, pulling them the rest of the way off. He tossed the jeans at George.

I ambled up to my knees between Allen’s legs, running my hands up his thighs before lifting them over my head. “Do you want to help me out of this?” I asked him rhetorically. Allen lifted my t-shirt over my head, leaving me in nothing but my bikini. “Thank you, baby,” I smiled.

I dropped down to sit on my heels and looked up seductively. He looked back at me transfixed. “Remember your promise,” I said. Back in the day, I had done this on a regular basis, but never for a man who was naked except for his underwear.

Allen licked his lips and nodded, reaffirming his promise to keep himself covered.

I slid my hands up his thighs to his abs and slid forward until my hands were on his chest and my face was an inch from his crotch. I looked at him and licked the air a millimeter from his bulge.

“Oh, fuck,” he panted.

I lowered my hands to his hips and flipped my long, brown hair down in front of my face. I slowly turned my head back and forth, teasing the exposed skin of his thighs and abdomen. Then I gathered my hair, pulling the band from my wrist to pull it back into a ponytail. I continued turning my head back and forth, this time brushing his crotch with my face. I could smell his musky precum and feel the wetness of his underwear where it had soaked through. I looked back up at Allen, running my hands from his thigh, up along each side of his cock, grazing it as I moved my fingers upward to feel his abs.  I slid my tongue along the bulge of his cock and then to the far side of his lap, moving my tongue upward until I reached skin. There I traced his skin along the line of his waistband from one side to the other with my tongue.

“Fuck,” Allen groaned.

I began licking and kissing his well-defined abs, working my way up his chest. It wasn’t a chore. I made a show of it for everyone’s benefit. Allen’s torso was rising and falling quickly with his breath. He reached a hand into his underwear, no longer able to resist the urge to touch himself. He kept his promise, though, keeping it sheathed.

I stood up and turned around. Straddling one of his legs and sitting down on his thigh facing the room, I leaned backward and rested my head on his shoulder, my face next to his. It was an uncomfortable position to be sure, but I was well aware of how sexy it looked. Allen put his hands on my hips. I could feel the top of his leg pressing into my pussy. My hubris had caused me to underestimate how much it would turn me on to perform like this for Allen and his friends. I could feel my pussy getting wet. I resisted the urge to grind against his leg.

I took Allen’s hands in mine and ran them up my torso, placing them on my breasts and letting him squeeze them for a brief moment. Just enough to tease. Then I slid them down until they rested between my thighs, barely an inch from my pussy. I turned my head so Allen could feel my breath next to his, our lips almost touching. Allen extended his thumbs until he very nearly touched my sex. I slid his hands back up to my hips before standing up again.

I stood as close to Allen as the chair would allow. I put my chest directly in front of his face and slid the panels of my top apart, exposing my small, hard nipples. Technically, I wasn’t breaking my rules. My clothes were still on. And it may sound strange, but to me, I didn’t really think of it as cheating in my marriage if I had still had my clothes on. I was just giving the groom a little peek. I made sure Allen was the only one who could see. He exhaled deeply. I pulled his head to my sternum and forced him to look downward. I reached down and with my thumbs, pulled the front panel of my bikini bottom open and down, giving Allen an unobstructed view of my shaved mound and the top of my vulva. I let his gaze linger for just a moment before covering myself back up, both north and south of the equator. A few seconds later, the music ended. I put my finger under Allen’s chin and gave him a sweet little kiss on the lips. “Congratulations, baby,” I smiled.

“Thank you,” he grinned.

“There you go, boys. A proper dance. Satisfied?” I asked, knowing I had just put on quite a show.

George piped up eagerly, “We’ll give you a hundred dollars a piece for three songs each in the chair.”

I did the quick math in my mind. Another five hundred would completely cover the deductible for my Jake’s wreck. I still had no idea how I was going to explain the first five hundred. I was planning to figure that part out later. I stood there blank, trying to think. The money part was easy. What I was trying to decide was whether or not it would be a good idea considering my increasingly hungry libido.

Andrew sensed my trepidation. He jumped up and brought me a drink. “I promise. We’ll be good. Please?”

“One song each,” I negotiated.

“Two,” George countered.

“Okay, deal. But what are my rules?”

“You’re not getting naked and keep them in their holsters,” they chorused.

“Good boys.” I took a few more sips of my drink and mentally preparing myself before asking, “Okay, who’s first?”

“Me,” said Greg, stepping forward. I was surprised. He was the quietest one of the group.

The music started. As I put on my show, I noticed that they picked two of the longest songs you could probably think of. Sneaky buggers. I gave Greg the same treatment as I had Allen. As I danced, I noticed that they all had their hands buried in their underwear. I didn’t care, as long as they kept their promise. I liked it. I was getting hornier by the second, though, both from dancing and from watching them stroking themselves. I already knew I was going to have to masturbate in the car before getting home. I was loving the attention and the chance to put my hands and body all over such hot young men. But I was married. Very married. When Greg’s turn was done, Nick was next in line. I was counting the minutes until I could get out of there and tend to myself.

By this point, they had figured out my routine. When I started by grinding my ass into Nick’s crotch, he gripped me by the hips and started grinding his cock firmly back against me, blatantly masturbating himself with my ass. I should have stopped him, but I didn’t, and I found it more and more difficult to hide my arousal. As his cock brushed my folds, I could help but close my eyes and breathe deeply and loudly enough for the room to hear. I rushed through the part where I kissed my way up his thigh and torso for fear of losing control. When I went to unveil my nipples for him, he was ready and licked along my sternum and the sides of my breasts. I let myself slide in one direction long enough for his tongue to find a nipple. He quickly latched on, sucking it desperately. My breath betrayed me again, letting the room know I was enjoying it as much as Nick. Maybe more. I forced myself to pull away. “Very married,” I told myself in my head. I gave him the same sweet kiss goodbye. Then there were two.

“My turn,” Andrew smiled.

“I need another drink first, please,” I asked. I needed to buy some time to settle down.

Andrew hurried to oblige me. I had been looking forward to Andrew’s turn. He was the sweetest of the group and I had a soft spot for him. George, on the other hand, worried me. Not just because he was the most dominant, but because he was also the most attractive. While they all had great bodies, George’s was, in my estimation, perfect. And he was bold. I knew I was going to have to keep him in check. Myself, too. With Andrew, I only had to worry about controlling myself.

Andrew returned with my drink. I took a few big sips and prepared myself mentally. I was a throbbing mess of hormones but determined to get out of there without cheating on my husband and with a thousand dollars in my purse. Andrew took his place in the chair. I smiled at him. There was something about him that I just liked. Sweet boy. I gave him a little extra. When I licked up his thighs to his torso, I paused longer in his lap and nibbled his bulge. When I licked along his waistband, I slid my tongue a little into the garment. Had his cock been just a little bit bigger, my tongue would have brushed its head. I was close enough, however, that I got a sample of his precum that had spread along his skin. Unlike some girls I knew, I love the taste of it. When I reached the part where I leaned back and let him feel my breasts, I breathed, “You’re my favorite,” only loud enough for him to hear. And then, partly because I liked him and partly because I couldn’t stand it anymore, when I slid his hands between my legs, I put one of them on my pussy. Andrew pressed his finger against my clit and circled it. I let him linger longer than I planned, enjoying his touch, but still managed to keep it brief enough to call it a tease. Then finally, I let him suck both my tits before showing him the prize that everyone was wishing they could have. I lingered on his lips when I kissed him. I’m pretty sure Andrew nearly came in his underwear at one point during his turn.

The moment I had been both craving and dreading was approaching. I looked over at the couch where George was sitting. Aesthetically, he was the perfect man. Dark wavy hair. Tan, youthful skin. Chiseled jaw. Beautiful face. Perfect body. All he was wearing were his white boxer briefs with a black waistband. The white material was wet enough from precum that it clung to his cock, perfectly outlining it. It was almost translucent and left very little to the imagination. George’s cock was easily the largest of all of them. Strapped sideways along his crotch, it reached very nearly to his hip. He was teasing the tip through the cloth as we stared at each other. My breathing was labored. My pussy was throbbing. After dancing for four very good-looking young men, I was near my breaking point, and I knew it. I wanted to come so badly. “Only two more songs,” I told myself. “You can do it.”

George broke the silence. “Tell you what. I’ll give you another hundred if I can sit on the couch.”

I didn’t know what he was up to, exactly, but I knew he was up to something. “No,” I replied. Trusting my gut.

“Okay. An extra hundred dollars and only one song.”

I took a moment to analyze the situation. I honestly didn’t know if I could make it through two songs without somehow giving into one of the hottest men I had ever seen. The couch was a wildcard, but I felt I would be a lot more confident about walking out the door that night with my wedding vows intact if I only had to make it through one song. I could hurry my way out, and the second I was in the car I could bury my hand between my legs and finally get some relief.

“Okay,” I agreed. “One song.”

George moved himself to the middle of the couch. The music started. It was, of course, a long one. I started my routine. Despite how long the song was, I knew I would have to go at a quicker pace, both to be sure that George got what the others did, but also to make sure I didn’t linger too long in any of the more intimate moments and lose the battle that was raging within myself.

I started soon realized at least one of the reasons why George had wanted to be on the couch. When I turned around to grind against his crotch, I had to squat back at a different angle than before which meant more of his bulge would be grinding directly against my pussy. I immediately knew I was in trouble. My ache that was yearning to be touched, was being touched. When George had repositioned his cock for the moment, the first few inches of it rose up above his waistband. I could feel the bare skin of his cock brush against the top of my ass as I rolled my hips against his now only mostly covered shaft. It was thick and hard as a diamond. I felt his hands gripping my hips firmly as we rubbed our aches against each other. I flirted with the point of no return, where I wouldn’t be able to peel myself from him until I had made myself come. The sounds of my own whimpering brought me back into enough consciousness to pull away and onto the next move. I lowered myself to the floor and paused on my heels, catching my breath, and trying to remind myself of my husband. I thought of my wedding day. 

I looked up at George. I could see the top of his dick jutting out of his boxer briefs. It was as gorgeous as he was with a perfect mushroom head. George looked back at me, both of us ravenous with desire. The room was silent other than the music in the background. The other four had lined up behind the couch at some point to get a better view.  I sat there for a long moment, staring at George’s body. And his cock. My mouth watered. “The clock is ticking,” someone reminded.

I released my hair from its ponytail and started grazing it along George’s crotch, my face barely missing his shaft. I could smell him. It was intoxicating. I put my hair back up and began kissing his thigh. His skin was perfect. I slid my hands up and tucked them into his waistband. I hadn’t done this with any of the others. God, how I wanted to pull his underwear down and lunge myself at his cock! But I didn’t. I did, however, intentionally or not, manage to expose another inch or so of George’s shaft as I worked my tongue upward, gently pulling on the elastic. I started licking along his crotch, tracing the still covered part of his dick.

I started rationalizing in my mind. “Jake will never find out…When will you ever get another chance to be with a perfect man…Most people cheat at some point during their marriage.” It was these thoughts that were running through my mind as I continued kissing and nibbling the base of his cock though his underwear. By the time I made my way to the far side of his lap, I could barely think. I started running my tongue along the waistline as I had with the others. But as I grew closer to the center of his lap, I knew I would have to contend with the three inches of perfect cock rising above his waistband. When I got there, I let myself slowly lick across the width of his dick. My tongue felt so good on his flesh. George exhaled forcefully at the sensation of my tongue on the bare underside of his cock. I continued along until I reach the other side of his lap. Instead of starting my way up his torso at that point like I had with the others, I paused. I knew damn well I shouldn’t, but I couldn’t resist the craving for another taste. I started licking back in the other direction, again following the waistband toward George’s cock. “A quick taste and then I’ll move on,” I silently rationalized. When I reached his dick, I licked up the entire length of his exposed shaft, savoring its saltiness. I felt his cock twitch when I reached his tip started kissing around his navel, beginning my ascent, my chin still grazing his dick. But I couldn’t make myself continue upward. Instead, I slowly kissed and tongued all around his cock as though I were kissing a lover deeply. Finally, I let myself return ever so slowly to his cock, until I was licking and kissing it over and over. I kissed it and tongued it from every angle until it was glistening from my saliva. George slid his thumb into his boxers and used it to leverage his cock up just enough for me to get my mouth around the tip. At first, I only took the head in my mouth, licking the salty tip before sucking it like a lollipop. I held his cock with my mouth and lifted it higher, giving me the angle to suck more of it. As I did, it forced his underwear to slide further down. I started bobbing up and down on the first half of his shaft.  I couldn’t believe I was outright sucking his cock. In front of an audience no less. I had never wanted to suck a cock so badly in my life. I started moaning as I devoured his dick with my mouth. Without thinking, I reached into my bikini and began to pleasure myself. At the same time, George grasped my ponytail gently and pushed me deeper on his cock until I felt it touch the back of my throat.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned.

In a split second, I had a moment of clarity and pushed myself back from George and his beautiful dick. Still grasping his shaft and hanging my head, I cursed myself out loud. “Dammit, Melissa!” I looked up at George, shaking my head. “I’m sorry. I can’t. I’m married.” No one had the nerve to say anything.

The song was nearly over. I let go of his cock and ambled up to the couch to quickly finish my routine and hopefully get the hell out of there. The reason George wanted the couch now became very clear. In order to get my chest close to his face, I was going to have to straddle him. I did so carefully. His cock was now almost completely free with at least seven inches in full view with more below. I rested on my knees as tall as I could. I was able to hover safely almost a foot above George’s lap as I pulled back the front panels of my top to give him his peek.

Unlike his predecessors, George didn’t attack my breasts ravenously. He took his time and slowly teased my nipple with his tongue. Then he sucked it and nibbled it gently. It sent the most exotic shiver through my body watching that beautiful man at my breast. My head collapsed next to his. George wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me to him, still latched to my breast. I leaned back and let him lick and kiss his way to my other breast, my hands around the back of his neck. As George kissed and sucked my breast, he grasped my hips and pushed them gently downward. I resisted at first, but quickly gave in and soon I felt his cock lightly brushing against my pussy through my bikini. I let myself drop completely into his lap, his cock pressing firmly into me. I leaned further back still, moving one hand to support myself on his knee while keeping the other on the back of his neck to keep me from falling backward. George was pinching my nipple in one hand and holding me by the hip with the other. I started slowly grinding my bikini bottoms directly against the bare shaft of his cock. The song ended. I simply could not find it in me to stop myself. I no longer cared. I needed to come. I continued slowly rubbing myself along his shaft, gradually picking up the pace until I was sliding back and forth steadily on his cock like I was riding a mechanical bull and moaning loudly. I stared down watching his meaty shaft between my legs. It was the most erotic thing I had ever seen. I knew I wasn’t going to stop until I came. It felt so good. But I wanted more. I looked up and saw all four of the others had broken the rule. They stroked their bare cocks for me, waiting to see what was going to happen next. I looked into George’s eyes. Taking the strings of my bikini bottoms in my fingers, I pulled them taught and let my bikini fall loose. I slid it out from under me and tossed it to the floor. I rested my naked pussy on his naked cock and slowly started sliding against it again.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

George gripped me by my hips. I cradled his face and started kissing him as I rolled my hips, massaging my aching clit on his cock. Our kiss became more passionate, and our pace slowed until we were still. I reached down and took his cock in my hand, guiding it to where we both needed it to be. Breathing heavily and drunk with desire, I looked at him and whispered, “Fuck me.”

I slid down the length of his shaft. The feeling was exquisite. It was singular in the history of my sexual experiences. George and I kissed and moaned into each other’s mouths as I rode his cock, oblivious to anything other than the complete satisfaction of finally having him inside of me. In seemingly no time at all, I was approaching my first orgasm.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna come,” I whimpered to the room. “Make me come! Make me come!” I leaned back like I was riding a bull again, grinding my clit against him with his full shaft inside of me. Bucking hard.

George fucked me steadily through my orgasm, reading my needs perfectly. I came so hard, my eyes started watering. I pulled myself back into his embrace and kissed him deeply in gratitude for the release I had been needing so badly. I turned my attention to his satisfaction. I started riding the entire length of his cock. Slowly at first, but then using the pace of his breathing to direct me. Soon, he was in control and fucking me hard, thrusting his huge cock upward, nearly exiting each time before thrusting upward again. I could feel the tip of his cock breech me each time. Over and over before plunging deep inside of me. I came again, clinging to him with my arms around his neck as I let him use me for his pleasure.

“Fuck!” he groaned. “I’m gonna come!”

“Yes!” I growled back.

“Are you gonna let me come in that married pussy?” he taunted.

Something about the way he said it made me want it even more than I had before. “Yes!” I grunted back. “Fill my married pussy!” 

George started grunting rhythmically.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I whimpered loudly as he filled me with his come, gradually easing his pace until he was sated and still.

The room fell silent except for our labored breathing. Then, with George’s cock still inside of me, my cell phone dinged. Andrew picked it up from the table and handed it to me. It was Jake.

“Are you okay? I’m starting to get worried.”

“Sorry,” I replied. “Sally had a big falling out with her husband. She needs me. I lost track of time. I’ve had a bit of wine, too. Is it okay if I sleep here and come home first thing in the morning?”

There’s an expression that goes something like, “Go as far as you can see. When you get there, you can see farther.” As I waited for my husband’s reply, I looked around the room at the other four handsome, hung, virile men, I could see clearly where I wanted the rest of my night to go.

Ding.

“Sure. Do what you need to do. Love you.”

With my wedding vows already shattered, I was going to do just that. Whatever I wanted. One night only.

“Looks like I’m free for the rest of the night, boys.”

Andrew held out a drink for me to take. I shook my head. “No. Put on some coffee. It’s gonna be a long night.”

When I saw Sally at work that Monday morning, she asked me how things had gone.

“Just like you said,” I replied. “Such sweet boys.” I didn’t tell her all of the very, very, very naughty things I let her nice boy do to me.

Jake and Sally never found out. I still have my marriage. And I still have that black bikini. One of my favorite things to do is go to the beach by myself and lay there in my black bikini remembering the most sexually gratifying and decadent night of my life. I was doing just that a few days ago when my phone dinged. It was Sally.

“Do you remember Allen’s friend, Andrew? He’s getting married …”











What the Neighbor Sees

My mother made the mistake of marrying a drunk. I grew up poor and hated everything about it. I knew that when I got older, I wanted money. I wanted security. I wanted nice things. I wanted to travel the world. I had a lot of things working against me and only two working for me. First, I was smart enough to know that I wasn’t smart enough to make a pile of money on my own. And second, I was hot. Not that I didn’t need a little work. When I got to college, I borrowed as much student loan money as I could despite the fact that I worked the whole time I was in school and lived on a shoestring budget. I used the loan money to fix my teeth and get a decent car. I used my looks to get work at country clubs, working my way up to more prestigious locations as my resume grew.

By my senior year, I was polished and ready to be discovered by my new husband. I learned quickly that the young, good-looking guys that came from money wouldn’t have anything to do with me after I wouldn’t sleep with them on the first date. They treated women like a buffet, and I knew that if I married one of them, they would constantly be cheating on me. I didn’t want that. I wanted a man who would stay faithful to me and appreciated what I had to offer. I changed tactics and started dating a man that was about ten years older than me and had made his money on his own in real estate and the stock market. Christopher wasn’t the most attractive man I’d ever dated, but he was decent enough, honest, and he would make a good provider. And he was grateful to be with a woman that turned the other guys’ heads for a change. I told him of my dreams to travel the world and eventually have a family. I promised him that he wouldn’t have to worry about anything other than making money and at the end of the day, I would be at his disposal. Because we shared the same birthday, March 3, we decided to get married on that day as well. He was turning thirty-five. I was turning twenty-two.

We agreed to take five years just for ourselves to travel and have fun before starting a family. I picked out a nice, big house in an established, prestigious neighborhood that was convenient for Christopher’s commute. The only thing I didn’t care for about the neighborhood was that the houses were close together without much yard to speak of. I fell in love with the house, though, and there was a park nearby where I could take the kids when the day came.

Shortly after moving in, I was getting the mail one day when a very pretty young woman exited the house next door, making her way to a car in the driveway that I had seen a few times before. I’d seen several different cars in the driveway in the few weeks that we’d lived there.

“Hello,” I smiled and waved. “I’m Renee. I’m your new neighbor.”

“Hi,” she smiled back. “I’m Kirsten. I don’t live here. I’m just a friend of Teddy’s.”

“Oh, okay.” I hadn’t met Teddy and it showed on my face.

“Oh, have you not met Teddy?”

“No.”

“He’s a great guy. You’ll love him.”

“Good. That’s good to know. Maybe I’ll stop by later and say hello.”

I did just that. A few hours later, I knocked on the front door. An older man answered.

“Hi, I’m Renee. My husband, Christopher, and I just moved in next door. I just wanted to stop by and introduce myself.”

“Well, hello!” he smiled jovially. “Welcome. Come in. Come in.”

Kirsten was right, I liked Theodore “Teddy” Davis immediately. We talked for an hour at our first meeting. I told him the story of how Christopher and I met and married just before moving next door to him. Teddy told me that he got married at twenty-two as well to the love of his life, Stella. I almost cried when he told me that just like Christopher and I, he and Stella planned to start a family after she turned thirty, but that she tragically fell ill and died at twenty-nine. After that, he said, he couldn’t imagine himself being with anyone else. He threw himself into work and for the next twenty years, “made more money than God.” Having had enough of work, he retired ten years before at age fifty and became “a man of leisure.” I desperately wanted to ask about Kirsten, the young woman leaving his house earlier, but I didn’t want to be rude. I couldn’t help but notice, too, that Teddy was in pretty damn good shape for a sixty-year-old. And handsome. He looked good enough that I wondered if he’d had a little work done. Before I left, we exchanged phone numbers and agreed that Christopher and I would join him for dinner when we were finished settling in. 

Over the next few weeks, I finally settled into a routine of waking up with Christopher, preparing his breakfast, going to the gym, and then finally coming home for a quick swim and a lounge by the pool before taking on whatever the rest of the day demanded. One of the things about having houses close together was a little lack of privacy. Our back yard consisted of a pool, concrete, and some ornamental potted plants. An eight-foot privacy wall separated our house from Teddy’s. But he had windows and a small balcony on the second floor that looked out on his backyard – and ours. It was also easy for me to notice several different cars driven by attractive young women frequenting my neighbor.

One night, after having taken a nap in the afternoon, I couldn’t sleep. I decided to go float in the pool and look up at the stars. While I was on my back gazing up, I heard the door to Teddy’s balcony open. In the moonlight, I saw Teddy and Kirsten, the girl I’d met in the driveway. They were both naked. Kirsten bent over the parapet that kept me from seeing anything below their waists. Teddy squared up behind her. I laid there motionless, watching the two of them have sex and listening to their moans.

“Jesus, Teddy,” she panted. “You’re gonna ruin me. How am I supposed to fuck a guy my own age after the things you do to me?” I could hear their bodies slapping together. “Fuck!” Kirsten whimpered.

“I’m sure you’ll get by,” Teddy moaned.

“Fuck, Teddy!... Fuck me!...Yes!...Teddy!...Teddy!...Teddy!” At one point, I couldn’t tell if she was moaning “Teddy” or “Daddy.”

Kirsten finally quieted down. She turned around and her head dropped out of view. Teddy tilted his head back. “Fuck yes,” he grunted a few moments later as he held onto the balcony railing for balance. “Jesus, you can suck a cock,” he praised, catching his breath. Kirsten’s head popped back up and she started making her way back inside. Before Teddy joined her, he scanned the outside and finally saw me floating on my lounger in the pool. His gaze lingered for only a moment before going back inside.

The next morning, as I was laying by the pool, there was a knock at the back gate. It was Teddy. He was holding two cups of coffee.  He wasted no time addressing the elephant in the room. Handing me one of the cups, he said, “Renee, I’m sorry about last night. I didn’t know you were outside.”

“It’s okay, I guess. I mean, it’s really none of my business, right?”

“Well, we were outside and being kind of loud. It was inappropriate.”

“Her name is Kirsten, right?”

Teddy cocked his head, wondering how I could possibly know that.

“I met her in the driveway a while back.”

“Oh, okay.”

“Just how many Kirstens do you have, Teddy?”

“A few.”

I nodded my head. I was trying not to be judgmental but at the same time assuming they were prostitutes.

“Listen, Renee. I know it looks odd and I’m sure you have questions, so fire away. I’ll answer any questions you care to ask. And no, they’re not call girls.” He must have read my mind.

“Then what are they?”

“I help them with things, and they…show their appreciation.”

“So, you’re a sugar daddy?” I asked flatly.

“Pretty much, yes.”

Teddy held my gaze, gauging my reaction.

“So, Kirsten. What do you do for her?”

“I bought her that car you saw her driving. And I’m paying her way through school. She’s pre-med. That girl’s smart. She’s gonna be a doctor one day.” He seemed legitimately proud of her.

“What about the older one I’ve seen?”

“That’s Stacey. Yeah, I paid her way through school, too. She’s a software engineer now.”

“So, she’s still paying you off?”

“No.”

“But she still comes to see you?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Well, I’m very charming, Renee,” Teddy said facetiously.

“Are you still supporting her or something?”

Teddy looked me dead in the eye. “She comes over because she likes me, and we like being together. Is that so hard to believe?”

“No,” I stammered, feeling like a jerk. “I’m sorry, Teddy. I didn’t mean to imply…it’s just…you must be like thirty-five years older than her.”

“Yeah, about that. If you really want to judge me, she was barely twenty when we first met.”

“Jesus, Teddy.”

“Look. After my wife died, I didn’t have sex with anyone for twenty years. Twenty years, Renee. I couldn’t imagine ever loving anyone besides my Stella. Still can’t. But that doesn’t mean I have to be alone. Even Stella wouldn’t want that. I have tons of money. And like every normal heterosexual man on the planet, I’m attracted to beautiful young women. So why shouldn’t I indulge? It’s not like I tricked them or anything. They literally signed up for it. I treat them better than their own families. I give them opportunities they would have never had otherwise. And tell me, honestly, Renee, did Kirsten seem like she didn’t want to be there?”

“No,” I conceded.

“Over the years, there have been a few girls that I could tell didn’t really want to be with me. I ended things immediately with them. I even still helped them get a start. But I have no interest in being with anyone that doesn’t want to be with me. The young women you see coming over are all happy to be there. I make their lives much easier while they’re in college and they make my life much more enjoyable.”

“I could see that,” I joked.

“Listen. If you think I’m a creep and don’t want to be friends with me, I understand. I won’t try to change your mind.”

“I didn’t say that, Teddy. It’s just a little bit to process, that’s all.” I smiled jokingly. “I’ve never met a real-life sugar daddy before.” Who was I to judge. I married a man mostly for money.

“One more question, though. Was she calling you ‘Teddy’ or ‘Daddy’?” I couldn’t resist.

Teddy laughed. “Honestly, I couldn’t tell! Either way, I wasn’t going to complain.”

That lightened the mood and we got on to other topics. But over the next few weeks, I became obsessed with the comings and goings of Teddy’s girls. I checked his driveway several times a day to see who was coming over and when. When I saw a car at night, I’d go out back and see if I could hear anything. Finally, one night, I heard voices coming from the corner of Teddy’s backyard where his hot tub abutted the privacy wall. I tiptoed to the wall to see what I could hear.

“I don’t know what to do, Teddy.”

“You really like him, don’t you? Find a way to make it work. Show him what you need.”

“He tries. He really does. Not everyone is as gifted as you.”

“He’ll get better.”

“No, Teddy. I mean blessed. Down there.”

Teddy finally got it. “Oh.”

“I mean it. You have the perfect dick, Theodore. It’s fucking gorgeous.”

“No, you’re gorgeous.”

“You are the sweetest man, Teddy.”

“Thank you, darlin. I’m sure you and your fella can work it out.’”

“I hope so. In the meantime, do you think you and that perfect dick of yours could fuck me one more time before I have to go?”

“I’m pretty sure I could muster up one more for you. Let’s just you and I be grateful for the miracle of modern science.”

I eavesdropped on Teddy and Stacey fucking for twenty minutes. I had never listened to people having sex live and in person before. Despite becoming extremely turned on listening to their running commentary, I resisted the urge to play with myself. Teddy was definitely right about one thing. She sure as hell wanted to be there.

As I continued to stalk my sugar daddy neighbor, the strangest thing started to happen. I found myself feeling jealous. I blamed it on being bored and lack of sex. I wanted for nothing, but Christopher was working six days a week and when he was home, he was exhausted. Even when we did have sex, it was nothing to write home about. But that’s what I signed up for. I had the life I’d always wanted. Yet even though I had no intention of doing anything with Teddy, for some reason I craved his attention. I continued sneaking outside every night, hoping to get a glimpse of him in the act with one of his girls.

Finally, one night, Teddy stepped out onto the balcony with Stephanie. Teddy bent her over as he had Kirsten and started fucking her. As he did, I stepped out into the open far enough to one side that only Teddy would be able to notice me. I lit a cigarette to catch his eye and make my presence known.

“Oh God, Teddy! I’m gonna come!” Stephanie moaned.

Teddy looked directly at me as he fucked her. I stared back. Stephanie’s moans reached their crescendo and died down again. He never broke eye contact with me even as Stephanie came.

“Fuck, Teddy. That was amazing. Are you ready to come?”

“Just about,” Teddy replied, still staring at me.

“I want you to come inside me this time. Please?”

Teddy grabbed her shoulder with one of his hands and started fucking her harder, trying to make himself come.

“Yes,” Stephanie groaned. “Come for me.”

Teddy fucked her hard and fast, he and I staring at each other, until he finally lurched forward, filling Stephanie just as she had requested.

“Fuck,” Stephanie exhaled. “Oh my god. You are the best.”

Teddy straightened up and brought his eyes back to me. We held our gaze for a moment before I turned and walked inside. I couldn’t stop myself from masturbating in the living room before crawling in bed with my sleeping husband. I didn’t understand what was happening to me. I wasn’t even thirty years old, and I was masturbating to a man more than twice my age.

As the days passed, I started wearing skimpier and skimpier swimsuits when I lounged by the pool every morning, looking for signs that Teddy was watching. After a few days, I spotted his white coffee mug moving in the shadows. If I looked closely enough through my sunglasses, I could barely make out his outline, set back from the window. But it was him. And he was looking out his window at me as he drank his coffee.

This became my life - spying on Teddy as much as I could while he fucked his mistresses and enticing his gaze with ever smaller swimwear. I scolded myself on almost a daily basis for behaving in such a way. But I couldn’t seem to stop doing it. It was like I was watching someone else.  My obsession led me to a sunny Wednesday morning, where I was laying by the pool with my earbuds. I spotted Teddy’s usual white coffee mug, so I knew he was watching. The previous night, I had recorded the audio of him and Stephanie going at it again in the hot tub. That girl didn’t know how to shut up while she was getting fucked and I absolutely loved it. The more I listened to her pleas for Teddy’s cock, the hornier I became. I put a little more oil on my hands and let them start roaming my legs and torso. I looked at my glistening, tan skin contrasting with the white of my tiny bikini. I could hear Stephanie’s voice in my ear.

“Yes, Teddy!...God, I love your cock!”

I started running my hands up and down my torso with a feather touch, from my sternum to the very top of my bikini bottoms.

“God, you fuck me so good!”

My mouth was watering picturing Teddy’s “perfect” cock, as I imagined it, rhythmically moving in and out of Stephanie’s pussy. I stroked my inner thighs with my hands. Stephanie’s whimpers filled my ears, only making my pussy more wet.

“Do you want to ride my cock?” I heard Teddy’s voice say.

“Yes,” I whispered to myself.

“Yes,” Stephanie echoed.

I couldn’t take it anymore. “Fuck it,” I said to myself. I pressed my hand to my pussy. My head tilted back, and my back arched with pleasure. I rubbed myself as listened to Stephanie slide down Teddy’s shaft. I untied my bikini bottoms and turned around on my lounger, on my knees with my back to Teddy’s window. I pushed two fingers inside myself and recreated the scene playing out in my head, riding my fingers and rubbing my clit as I imagined Stephanie riding Teddy. Knowing that Teddy was watching only made me hornier.

“I’m gonna come, Teddy!” Stephanie whimpered.

Her screams of pleasure filled my ears. I could barely hear my own voice as I chanted, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

I fell forward, my head and knees on the lounger, my ass almost straight up in the air, pleasing myself with both hands. I flitted my fingers across my clitoris furiously and rubbed my g-spot inside of my pussy. I came not long after Stephanie, savoring the fact that Teddy was almost assuredly watching my every move. I let the words, “Yes, Teddy!” escape under my breath, making sure no one could hear but me. 

I heard Teddy’s voice through my earbuds. “God, you’re beautiful.”

I looked over my shoulder directly at the window, as though he had spoken those words to me. Sure enough, I saw Teddy’s white coffee mug move up and down again as he took a sip. There was no question. He’d seen everything.

My adrenaline started wearing off. “What have I done?” I thought to myself, coming back to my senses. I gathered my bikini bottoms in hand, not bothering to put them on before I hurried back inside. I opened a bottle of wine and drank three glasses in the span of ten minutes to quell my nerves. After that I took a shower and brought myself to another orgasm reliving what had I had just done. Out of guilt, I cooked an extra special dinner for Christopher and literally waited for him on my knees at the front door.

“What’s the occasion?” he asked, looking down at me with his cock in my mouth.

“Nothing,” I replied, licking up his shaft. “I just missed you. You’ve left me alone too long.”

“I’ll try to get a little…oh, fuck…”

As I took Christopher’s entire cock in my mouth, I imagined what Teddy’s “perfect” dick might look like and simultaneously tried not to stop myself from thinking about it. I sucked my husband’s cock ravenously until he came down my throat.

Pleased though he was, Christopher was taken aback by how wantonly I had acted. “Jesus, Renee. I’m not complaining, but what’s gotten into you?”

I stood up and kissed him on the cheek, becoming scared that he was getting suspicious. “I told you. You’ve been gone too much.  After dinner, it’s my turn.”

We ate the special meal I prepared and then after a few more glasses of wine, I took my panties off, lifted up my skirt and sat down on the dining table where Christopher’s plate had been. He was getting better at going down on me for sure, but in the end, I had him fuck me on the table while I rubbed my clit to get myself the rest of the way.

Christopher had an early meeting, so he was already gone when I got up the next morning. I had offered to get up with him and fix his breakfast as usually did, but he insisted that I had earned the right to sleep in. I slept past my gym time. I debated on skipping the pool as well. I was all but positive Teddy had seen me going at myself the day before. I was nervous and embarrassed. I had never done anything like that before. But what was I going to do? Never go out to the pool again? I had absolutely no plans of a repeat performance, but some part of me still wanted to be a little naughty. What I should have done was go back to wearing suits that were at least a little more modest. Instead, I opted for my yellow bikini – another G-string that barely covered my breasts and left my ass entirely exposed. I was at least proud of myself for having the foresight to skip the earbuds.

I hadn’t been settled in my lounger for long when I heard a knock at the gate. My stomach dropped. I got up and put on my short white cover-up and tied it around my waist. I exhaled, trying to collect myself before I opened the gate.

“Hey, neighbor,” Teddy smiled.

“Hi, Teddy,” I smiled back, desperately trying to pretend that yesterday never happened.

“Listen, I was hoping you could do me a favor.”

“I can try,” I replied, ready to say no if he suggested anything untoward. I could easily see him getting the wrong impression from my performance.

“I have a few paintings that I’m trying to hang. I had a go at doing it myself, but it’s really a two-person job.”

Hanging paintings seemed harmless enough.

“Come on. I’ve got a fresh pot,” he invited.

I followed him next door. In his living room, he had several paintings on the floor propped against the wall.

“Would you mind holding that one up against the wall so I can see how it looks in that space,” he asked, gesturing to a blank area on his wall facing the couch.

“Sure,” I complied. I lifted the painting to the wall.

“A little higher,” Teddy directed.

As I lifted the painting higher, I could feel my cover-up slide up my backside and the cool air flow across my bare cheeks. I was getting the same feeling I always had at the pool. I wanted Teddy looking at me. I wanted his eyes on my body. “What if you put one higher and one just below it?” I asked, sliding up on my tiptoes and making my cover-up rise even higher.

“That’s a good idea,” Teddy agreed. “Maybe, let’s see how that next one would look a little lower.”

I bent over at the waist, pointing my ass directly at Teddy. I looked around my leg at Teddy, “This one?” I asked.

“I don’t know. What do you think?” he replied.

Still bending over, I looked through the paintings, slowly rocking my ass back and forth, just enough to keep from being obvious. “What about this one?” I asked. When I looked back, I caught Teddy looking at my ass.

“That’s perfect,” he assessed.

Teddy and I hung the paintings and then went to the kitchen for a cup of coffee. I “accidentally” spilled coffee on my white cover-up. I took it off and put it in the sink to soak, leaving me in nothing but my barely-there bikini. Teddy and I mutually pretended there was nothing unusual or untoward about his attractive, married, much younger neighbor standing mostly naked in his kitchen. Teddy’s phone beeped.

“Oh, it’s Kirsten,” he smiled. “Look, she’s having a great time.”

He held the phone out for me to see. It looked like she was on a cruise with some friends.

“Where is she?”

“She’s on her way to the Bahamas.”

“Your doing?”

“I might have had something to do with it,” Teddy smiled. “She worked incredibly hard last semester. She deserved a break.”

“You really care about her, don’t you?”

“I care about all of them. They care about me, too. They’re good girls. You’d love them.”

“Do you keep in touch with them after they’re…you know…done?”

“Almost all of them.”

Teddy fiddled with his phone. “Look, that’s Holly. I walked her down the aisle and now she has a two-year old son.”

“She didn’t name him Theodore, did she?”

Teddy laughed. “Oh god! Can you imagine?”

As we were laughing, the doorbell rang. Teddy put his phone down and left to go answer the door. I couldn’t resist picking up his phone, still unlocked with Holly’s picture staring at me. I quickly went back to Kirsten’s texts. Scrolling backwards, I came across some texts from a few weeks prior.

“Can I come to your house to study? There’s too much going on here for me to concentrate.”

“Sure. I promise I’ll even keep my hands to myself.”

There was a selfie of Kirsten’s breasts. “I promise you don’t have to.”

“Look what you’re doing to me.”

And then there it was. A picture of Teddy’s “perfect” cock.

Stephanie wasn’t wrong. For the most part, in my life, I couldn’t care much less what someone’s dick looks like. But I had to admit, Teddy’s cock was, indeed, gorgeous. As close to perfect, if there is such a thing when it comes to a phallus, as I’d ever seen.

I heard the front door close again and hurried to pull Holly’s text back up, lock the phone, and set it where Teddy had left it.

“Perfect timing,” Teddy said. “Another painting just arrived. Would you mind helping me upstairs?”

The slightest nuance in his tone let me know there was something more to going upstairs than hanging a painting.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

As we reached the bottom of the stairs, Teddy gestured upwards and said, “You lead the way.”

“But I don’t know where I’m going,” I replied.

“That’s okay, I’ll show you.”

I walked slowly up the stairs, letting Teddy savor an eye-level view of my naked backside. My mouth was starting to water, and I could feel myself getting wet. At the top of the stairs, Teddy directed me to his office. As soon as I walked in, I knew this was the room where he drank his coffee in the mornings. I could see the view to my backyard clear as day. Teddy asked me to position the painting, a seascape, directly to the left of the window. I modelled my ass for him more than I did the painting, stepping further back from the wall so that I could arch my back.

“That looks amazing,” Teddy flirted. “From this angle, it almost looks like you’re trying to climb inside the painting. Here let me take a picture, so you can see what it looks like.”

I bent one leg slightly and posed my ass for the photo. Teddy called me over to look.

“Oh my god, you’re right!” I said. “That’s crazy. Jeez, it looks like I’m naked.”

“You are practically naked,” Teddy joked.

“True,” I giggled, looking down at my body. While my head was down, my eyes caught a glimpse of a bulge in Teddy’s pants. I looked back at the photo just as Teddy was closing it. When it minimized, it revealed the thumbnails for a gallery labeled “perfection.”

“What are those other photos, Teddy?”

“Would you like to see?” he asked seriously.

I nodded.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes,” I whispered. My legs started quivering.

Teddy handed me the phone. I pressed on the first thumbnail. It was a photo of me looking over my shoulder directly at the camera after I had just made myself come the day before. Then I realized for the first time that Teddy’s coffee mug was black. It was his phone case that was white. I scrolled through the photos. They were all of me. Going back days and days.

“You’ve been watching me.” I said, my voice shaky.

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

I couldn’t bring myself to say yes. “I can’t…do anything. I’m married.”

“I understand,” Teddy whispered. “You’re an uncommonly beautiful woman, Renee. I hope I you will allow me to continue watching you.”

“Is that what you want?”

“Very much so. My only worry is that you might ruin me for my girls.”

The twinge of humor in his statement helped me relax just enough to quip back, “We wouldn’t want that, would we?”

“I’m willing to risk it,” Teddy smiled sweetly.

I smiled back and giggled a little under my breath. For some reason, I was filled with relief. It felt so good to be appreciated while at the same time fully realizing how neglected I had become. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Teddy escorted me back downstairs. On the short walk back to my house, I remembered that I had left behind my cover-up in the sink. I didn’t care. The next morning, after getting home from the gym, I put on my itty-bitty black bikini. I walked out to the pool and laid down on the warm concrete. A moment later my phone beeped. It was a text with a picture of me taken from Teddy’s office only a few seconds before. I smiled to myself and started slowly applying oil to my body. I took my time, starting with my arms and shoulders. Then I covered my chest, running my hands under the material covering my breasts. Then down my stomach and beyond, grazing my bikini bottoms. I covered my legs, ankles, and feet. Then slowly back up. Knowing that Teddy was watching made me start getting wet. I rolled over and covered my bare backside in oil. I wiped my hands on a towel before picking up my phone. I couldn’t resist texting Teddy.

“I’d ask you to come do my back, but I’m afraid we’d get in trouble.”

Sixty seconds later he texted back a photo of his cock with my white cover-up loosely wrapped around it.

“No wonder the girls like you,” I texted back.

Still on my stomach, I put my phone back down and untied my bikini top, tossing it to the side. I did the same with the bottoms. I got on my hands and knees and started fingering myself. My phone beeped. It was Teddy.

“Let me see your face,” the text read. I turned over and stared straight at Teddy’s window as I spread my legs wide and pleasured myself. I took my phone in one hand and pulled up the photo of Teddy’s cock. I imagined sucking it and taking it inside of me as I circled my clit. With the phone still in my hand, it startled me when it started ringing.

“You are the most beautiful woman, Renee.”

“I’m staring at your cock on my phone.”

“Look up.”

I looked up to Teddy’s window. He had stepped out of the shadows, and I could clearly see him stroking his cock in the window for me.

“Fuck. That’s a nice cock, Teddy.”

“It’s a shame you’re married. I’d give anything to make love to you.”

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay. This is an amazing consolation prize.”

“Hey, Teddy?”

“Yes.”

“If I weren’t married. I’d get on my knees for you and suck that beautiful cock.”

“Yes,” Teddy whispered. “And then I would tease you with my tongue until you begged me to let you come. I wouldn’t stop until you couldn’t take anymore.”

“Fuck, Teddy. You’re gonna make me come!”

“Yeah? Let me see you come, Renee. Let me see how beautiful you are. Come for me, sweet girl.”

For some reason, the “sweet girl” thing did it for me. “Oh fuck, I’m coming.”

“God, you’re gorgeous.”

“Yes!”

“Come for me, Renee.”

“Yes!...Yes!...Yes!”

The phone was silent as I laid there in repose. When I finally looked up, I saw Teddy still standing in the window. There was come dripping down the glass.”

“Looks like I made mess,” he joked.

“Seems like a waste,” I flirted back.

“Thank you, Renee. That was lovely. Would you like some coffee?”

“That would be nice. Thank you. I’ll be over in a few minutes.”

And that’s how it went. Every morning that Christopher was at work, Teddy and I would have phone sex or video sex or just watch each other through his window as we masturbated. Then I would go to his house for coffee, and we would spend the rest of the morning together. The mornings started extending to lunches, then trips out to run errands together. Teddy never laid a hand on me, yet we grew closer and closer. And I became more and more jealous of his young harem.  I never told him that. I never let him see it.

After a few months of spending nearly every day together, Teddy finally said, “You know, you and Christopher still haven’t come over for dinner. It seems a bit overdue, doesn’t it?”

“I suppose. But do you think that’s a good idea? I mean you know…considering?”

“Horse hockey. I’ve never laid a hand on you.”

I reluctantly agreed. That Sunday afternoon, my husband and I walked next door for dinner. I wore a little yellow sundress. Christopher wore his usual weekend garb of khaki shorts, a polo shirt, and loafers sans socks. Teddy grilled steaks. I helped set the table. I knew where all of his dishes were by that point, anyway. Christopher busied himself watching the golf tournament he was grumpy about having to miss any portion of while Teddy and I finished prepping. When dinner was ready, Christopher reluctantly turned the television off. Teddy kept the conversation interesting during dinner, playing to Christopher’s interests. I had to pop back into the kitchen a few times and I couldn’t help but lift my skirt and flash Teddy my pantyless backside behind Christopher’s back just for fun.

After dinner, Christopher was eager to return to the den and have a scotch while he resumed watching the golf tournament. I knew Teddy cared as little about golf as I did. We sat with Christopher politely, though, making small talk during the commercials. During play, Teddy seemed to be studying Christopher. After about half an hour, Teddy asked quizzically, “Christopher, would you mind if I stole your wife?”

Without even looking up, Christopher waved his arm dismissively, “No. Go ahead.”

Teddy took my hand and helped me up from the couch. He led me toward the stairs. I had no idea what was going on. Once up the stairs, my hand still in his, he took me to his bedroom and stood me at the foot of his bed. He kissed me gently on the lips. Out of surprise, I did nothing to stop him.

“What are you doing, Teddy?” I whispered.

“Stealing you.”

“What?”

“I’m stealing you from your husband, Renee.”

“But, Teddy, I’m not one of your girls.”

“I don’t have any girls anymore. I told them all that I am spoken for.”

Teddy kissed me again. This time, I let him. My lips relaxed and I kissed him back.

“I told them that I have fallen in love.”

Teddy held both of my hands as he spoke.

“That man downstairs? He doesn’t care for you. He barely even knows you. All he cares about is money and golf and showing pictures of you to his friends. I have travelled the world, Renee. I will show it to you. I will take you to see The Great Wall. I will take you to see the Parthenon. We will go on safari in Africa. I will give you children. And most importantly, I will love you, Renee. The thing you need the most.”

I was speechless. I didn’t have a reply. Teddy didn’t wait for one. He slowly lifted my dress over my head. I had been naked in front of him dozens of times, but that was the first time it was real. Teddy slowly, deliberately, and confidently undressed himself. He guided me down to the bed, taking his place on top of me. Our naked bodies touched for the first time as we kissed, and I let myself feel what had been building for weeks. Teddy kissed his way down my belly to my sex. As his tongue circled my clit, I couldn’t understand how I had not let it to happen sooner. Having been somewhat witness to Teddy’s epic sex life, it was no surprise that he was quite skilled with his tongue. He teased me relentlessly. When I finally begged him to let me come, he delivered, using his tongue, mouth, and fingers to send waves of pleasure up my spine and radiating outward to my entire body.

Teddy kissed his way back up my torso until he reached my lips, and his perfect cock was poised at my entrance. “I’m going to make love to you, Renee. Then, I’m going to fuck you. And then, I’m going to marry you.”

“Yes,” I whispered as he pushed his cock inside of me.

We kissed passionately, savoring the moment that we were finally together after wanting each other for so long. As Teddy moved inside of me, I understood all of the praises I had heard coming from his girls. Teddy knew how to please me. He read my breath. He read the subtleties of my body language. He took his time.

“Oh my god, Teddy. You feel so good inside of me.”

Teddy made love to me sweetly until I came again. He held me in his arms quietly for a few moments, savoring the closeness. Then he broke the silence. “Now, I’m going to fuck you.”

I felt a wave of excitement come over me. He had already made me come twice which is more than my husband had done for me in the past two months. What was Teddy holding back? He ambled off the bed and grabbed me by the ankles, pulling me to the foot of the bed. I sat up and Teddy gripped me gently by the hair. He guided my mouth to his cock. His authoritativeness made me want him even more.  I sank to my knees on the floor as a sign of submission and took his cock in deep in my mouth until I gagged. Teddy pushed my head down more; further than I thought I could go.

“You see. You’re capable of more than you think,” he said, before letting me up for air.

I smiled up at him, my face a mess. “You have a beautiful cock, baby. I’m going to fuck you every day.”

That brought a big smile Teddy’s face. He pushed my head back down on his cock. I sucked him with everything I had until my hair was disheveled, my mascara was running, my eyes were watering, and my face was glistening and sticky and red. Teddy put me sideways on the bed on my hands and knees and lined up behind me.

“Tell me what you want, baby,” Teddy ordered.

“I want you to fuck me.”

Teddy pressed his cock to my entrance. “Say it louder.”

“I want you to fuck me!” I barked.

Teddy slid his cock inside of me. He gripped my hips and started rhythmically fucking me.

“Yes. Fuck me, Teddy. Fuck me, baby.”

“Louder.”

“Fuck me!”

“Louder,” he ordered again, fucking me harder.

“Fuck me! Please! Fuck me!”

Between my bellowing pleas, the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the bedroom. Teddy brought me to the brink of orgasm and then suddenly paused, fucking me just enough to keep me on the edge.

“What do you want, Renee?” he asked, pulling my hair back.

“Fuck me. Make me come.”

“Louder, please.”

I raised my voice. “Fuck me. Please! Make me come!”

Teddy gripped me by my shoulder and hip and thrust his cock deep inside of me, fucking me hard.

“Fuck! Yes! I’m gonna come!”

Teddy angled his cock perfectly as he fucked me bringing me to a powerful orgasm. Just as I was at peak pleasure, I heard Christophers voice. I had completely forgotten about my husband downstairs.

“What the fuck?” he yelled.

Teddy didn’t even slow down. He continued drawing out my orgasm with his cock as he calmly answered Christopher’s protest. “I’m stealing your wife. I’ll have her lawyer send over papers first thing. Now get the fuck out of my house or I’ll make a phone call and take everything else away from you as well.”

Christopher stood in the doorway speechless as I collapsed to the mattress. I looked at Christopher’s shocked expression as I tried to catch my breath.

“Go on. Get out of here,” Teddy ordered.

Christopher turned and walked meekly out the door. Teddy put me back on my knees in front of him with his cock hovering over my face. He lifted my chin with his finger and said, “I’m gonna give you everything you ever dreamed of.”

“Let’s start with your come in my mouth,” I teased.

I felt his hand on the back of my head again. He fucked my mouth until he gave me what I asked for. When he was spent, Teddy looked down at me and said, “What do you say we take about a half hour break and have some more dinner?”

“A half hour break?” I asked incredulously.

“Oh yeah. I’m nowhere near done fucking you for the day.”

I smiled. We didn’t even bother putting clothes on for two more days.


My Newly Hot Hotwife

I got very lucky in the wife department. Cassie and I lived in the same town but were zoned for different schools growing up, so it wasn’t until we both graduated and started working at the same place that we first met. She was pudgy and kind of frumpy looking, but cute as a button, I thought. I wasn’t much to look at myself, so I wasn’t going to judge her extra pounds. Cassie is a little on the ditzy side, but a lot of fun to be around and one of the most outgoing and happy people I’ve ever known. Her sweet little southern drawl combined with her bubbly, space-cadet personality made her absolutely adorable in my eyes and I knew pretty quickly that I was going to marry her. That was eight years ago. A year or so into our relationship, I finished my training as an HVAC repair technician and went to work for a small business owned by a man named Ryan. A year or so after that, I got Cassie a job there working in the office. Some would say that was ill-advised, but I didn’t worry about risking spending too much time together between work and home. We’d worked together before and like all the techs, I was out on service calls ninety-five percent of the time. We hardly ever saw each other at work.

Now, when I said that I got very lucky in the wife department, I really meant three things. First, like I mentioned before, Cassie was freaking adorable. The second reason I considered myself such a lucky man was that despite her sweet exterior, behind closed doors, that woman loved to fuck. Oral. Anal. Toys. Handcuffs. Leather. Roleplay. Everything. Anything. Didn’t matter. She was into it. One of our favorite things to do was have sex while we watched porn together. It was even her idea. Not mine. We watched BDSM, lesbians, threesomes, gangbangs, live streams, you name it. We even talked about having a threesome in real life at one point. She tried talking a friend of hers into it, but she wasn’t interested. One of my favorite things about Cassie was that she loved sucking cock. I could do the simplest thing for her like bring home a little two-dollar box of chocolates and on her knees she would go. It was the biggest turn-on to hear her sweet little southern voice say, “Aw baby, that’s so sweet. I’m gonna suck your cock.” And then she’d do it with a smile on her face.  We even had a running gag that all I had to do was drop a twenty-dollar bill and she would have to stop everything she was doing and give me a blowjob. One time I interrupted her right in the middle of cooking an elaborate dinner for our anniversary. She rolled her eyes at first, but then dropped to her knees with a giggle right there in the kitchen. When she was done, she smacked her lips and smiled, “Mmm. The perfect appetizer.” As far as I was concerned, she was the perfect wife.

The third and final reason I said that I won the wife lottery was that a few years ago, her mother had a serious health scare. Now, that’s obviously no cause for celebration. But one of the side effects of that unfortunate circumstance was that Cassie suddenly became very health conscious. She threw out all of our junk food and started going to the gym every single day. Over the course of a year and a half of lifting weights, walking, counting calories, macro-balancing, and about eighteen other things I didn’t have a clue about, I watched my wife slowly morph into a tanned, blonde, fit, pretty girl. She went from cute as a button to hot as hell. She reminded me of one of those really hot professional tennis players. It was remarkable. And I was married to her. She started turning heads everywhere we went. When we held hands in public, people looked at me curiously, seemingly trying to figure out if I was her brother or if I had money or if there was some other plausible reason to explain why such a stunner was with a schlub like me. One time while Cassie was visiting the restroom during lunch at our favorite cafe, a nerdy young guy walked up to me and shook my hand. “Thank you,” he said. “You give me hope.” I laughed and felt proud to be with such a beautiful woman, but after a while, it was also hard not to feel like a troll standing next to her. The greatest thing about it all was that Cassie seemed largely oblivious to it. She didn’t get fit to get hot. She did it to get healthy. She was definitely aware of her new appeal on some level, but she was still the naïve goofball I fell in love with. I was grateful she didn’t have any of the entitlement issues that came part and parcel with most women that looked like her.

A little while back, it was time for the annual office party. Ryan didn’t throw a Christmas party because people usually had so many other things going on. Instead, he used the anniversary of the day he founded the company to celebrate everyone’s hard work throughout the year. Like the previous year, he rented a small banquet hall in a local hotel. Spouses and significant others were welcome, but kids weren’t allowed as there was usually a good bit of drinking that went on. Attendance wasn’t mandatory, but it was encouraged. Historically, nearly everyone showed up. Ryan didn’t skimp on drinks or food and we all genuinely like each other for the most part.

Cassie used the opportunity to dress up and show off her new body. When she first got in shape, she continued to wear the same kind of frumpy clothes she did growing up. But she gradually became more confident in letting people see what she had going on underneath those old baggy clothes. Her sleeveless black dress and heels showed off a bit of leg and accentuated her perky little breasts. Before we left, I looked at myself in the mirror in my khakis and my gut pushing out against my button-down shirt. I swore for the eight hundred and fifty-sixth time that I was going to get in shape.

Most people were already there when we arrived. Ryan employed ten technicians like me, Cassie, and a few other support staff. He’d also invited about half a dozen key clients to thank them for their business. Ryan didn’t skimp on the food and drink. There was a very nice buffet with roast beef and lots of sides plus a dessert station. In the corner, next to the door to a small conference room, there was a small bar set up with a bartender provided by the hotel. Drinks were free. There was also a small, portable dance floor laid out in the front of the room coupled with an embarrassingly bad light show. James, one of the other techs, was a part-time deejay on the weekends. He was set up next to the dance floor. Despite the hokey props and unlike what I imagine most office parties to be, our annual party was usually a really good time.

Typically, most of my coworkers got pretty drunk. I was a little more excited about the food than the booze. I was driving, so I was only allowing myself a few drinks. Cassie, on the other hand, nibbled a bit but saved the lion’s share of her calories for the margaritas. Ryan wasn’t married and always took turns dancing with each of the wives or girlfriends, usually telling them what a good worker their man was and how proud they should be of him. Part of me knew that he was using it as an opportunity to flirt as much as he could, but on the other hand, it was pretty cool of him to talk up the techs to their significant other. I didn’t get why Ryan didn’t have a girlfriend or wasn’t married. He was a good-looking even if he was pushing fifty. Some of the wives and girlfriends seemed to like flirting with him. Some were more flirtatious than others, but none of them really seemed to care when his hand went a little bit south, or he pulled them a little bit close.

When Cassie’s turned came around, I watched Ryan hold her hand as he walked her to the dance floor. There was only enough room for about three or four couples on the ridiculous little wooden stage, so you had to be careful not to bump into the other people dancing. I didn’t understand why you needed a wooden stage in the first place and was even more confused about why everyone felt like their dancing had to be confined to it alone. It was like the regular floor was lava or something. I had to remind myself that people, myself included, don’t make sense much of the time. Ryan put one hand around the small of Cassie’s back and held her hand with the other as they danced. Cassie put her hand on his shoulder and looked up at him smiling politely. I couldn’t hear what Ryan said to her, but it made her blush and turn her head away with a smile. Cassie’s dress had a loose skirt that only came down to the middle of her thigh. It looked almost like a wrap dress, even though it wasn’t, and it exposed most of her back almost down to the top of her ass. I watched Ryan sneak his hand a little bit lower and then a little bit lower again as he made Cassie laugh. It made me a little uncomfortable, but I knew he wasn’t going to really try anything, and Cassie didn’t seem to mind. When the song finished, he escorted her back to our table.

Ryan liked to take the spotlight and give a speech every year. James pinned a lavalier mic to Ryan’s sport coat and tucked the transmitter into his inside jacket pocket. James faded the music down and raised the volume on Ryan’s mic.

“Can I have your attention everyone? I just wanted to take a few minutes to tell you all how grateful I am for all of your hard work over the past year…”

As Ryan carried on, he reached into his pants pocket a few times to seemingly silence his phone. The third time, he pulled it out and finally checked it. Then he looked in my direction.

“Bad news, Wayne,” he said over the PA. “Looks like the Henderson building’s gone down again. Sorry, it’s your turn.”

He wasn’t wrong. It was my turn. And even if it wasn’t, I was probably the only tech capable of driving at that point. The Henderson building was one of our biggest contracts. The power running to the facility was shoddy, which wasn’t our fault, but it was forever causing problems with their HVAC units. We’d done everything we could on our end to remedy the issue, but it still went down on a pretty regular basis. Usually at very inconvenient time.

I kissed Cassie goodbye and started making my way to the door. Before I could get there Ryan called everyone’s attention to me. “You see. That’s what makes our company so great. It doesn’t matter what’s going on. When our customers need us, we’re there. And it’s people like Wayne and all of you that make me so proud of what we have achieved. Let’s everyone hear it for Wayne!”

There were about thirty-five people there that night and they all started clapping for me. I’d never had anyone applaud me before. I knew it was just a silly office party and I hadn’t done anything to deserve it, but it felt pretty good. It was also a little embarrassing. I jokingly took a bow and waved like a superstar before heading out the door. I got a pretty good laugh from the crowd.

After stopping by the office to pick up the work van, it was twenty minutes to the Henderson site and twenty minutes back. I was on-site for another hour, plus I had to stop and get gas. By the time I got back to the party, I had been gone for over two hours. When I walked in, nearly everyone was gone. Cassie was sitting at a table with Ryan and Kyle. There were a few others at a table across the room. The bartender was moving chairs and cleaning up.

“There’s my man,” Cassie sang when she saw me. “I missed you,” she smiled.

She looked tired and a little disheveled. “Did you have a good time, baby?” I asked.

She closed her eyes sleepily and smiled. “I had the best time.”

“Good.”

“How’d it go?” Ryan asked.

“Fine. The usual.”

“Good. Sorry you missed the party. I really appreciate you handling that. I’m gonna give you an extra day of comp time.”

“Thanks. I appreciate that.”

“You’re one of my best. I appreciate all you do. If nothing else, we’re all grateful for bringing along this little goofball into the fold.”

“That’s me,” Cassie smiled and raised her hand. “I’m the goofball.”

Just as I was getting ready to help Cassie up and make my exit, the bartender patted my back to get my attention and asked, “Hey man, can you help me with something really quick? I’ve got to move this table and they left me alone tonight.”

At first, I wondered why he was asking me and not someone else, but then I realized I was still in the coveralls I had changed into when I picked up the truck at the office. “Yeah, sure.”

I followed him to the little conference room where we moved the table from the wall back to the middle of the room. It seemed a pointless exercise. It wasn’t a very large room and it looked like it was mostly used for storage. I doubted the table had been used for an actual meeting in a long time. It didn’t make any sense to do what we had just done. But I reminded myself again that people, myself included, don’t make sense much of the time.

“Thanks, man,” he said.

“Yeah. No problem.” I started for the door.

“Hey, listen.” He was extending his hand, offering what looked like a USB drive. “If it was me, I’d want to know.”

“What?” I asked, befuddled.

He put the drive in my hand. “Good luck.” He walked out the door and he busied himself cleaning behind the bar. I walked back to the table.

Ryan looked a little curious. “Everything okay?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Fine. The bartender’s a little weird. It was a pretty big table, though. Too much for one guy to handle.”

I loaded my wife into the car and drove us home. By the time I was out of the bathroom, she was in her favorite oversized t-shirt and asleep in the bed. I made the way to the second bedroom that we used to house my computer and her treadmill. After I scanned the USB for viruses, I loaded the files onto my PC. There were a total of four video files. I clicked on the first one. It was surveillance footage of the hallway outside the conference room. The video quality was damn good. They must have just recently updated their security system. The second video was of the hotel lobby and registration desk around the corner from the conference room. The third was of the banquet room where the party had been, looking toward the bar and conference room door from the far corner of the room. The last was of the conference room. For obvious reasons, I started with the banquet room.

I skipped forward to the part where I saw myself leaving for the Henderson job. I wasn’t going to sit there and watch all two hours of the remaining video, so I repeatedly clicked the button that fast forwarded fifteen seconds at a time, scanning for anything noteworthy. About five minutes after his speech was over, Ryan walked up to Cassie and led her by the hand back to the dance floor. He held her the same way as he had before, just a bit closer and he put her hand to his chest as he held it. I could see them talking and smiling. All I could hear on the video was the music and even if it weren’t playing, there were too many other people in the room talking for me to be able to hear what they were saying. They kept talking and smiling. Cassie blushed a few more times. Just after the power ballad’s guitar solo, Ryan moved their clasped hands from his chest to her chin and nudged it higher, bringing her gaze to his. Then, in front of everyone, he kissed her. It only lasted a second or two, but it was decidedly more than a friendly little peck. Cassie smiled at him, and they continued dancing. I felt my blood starting to boil. Not only did Ryan have the gall to kiss my wife, but he did it in front of everyone we work with. Then there was the fact that Cassie’s response was to smile back at him from ear to ear. The song lasted another thirty seconds or so. When it was done, Cassie kissed Ryan on the cheek. He escorted her back to the table before walking to the bar.

I sat in front of my PC fuming and trying to figure out what I should do. What I wanted to do was beat the hell out of Ryan and quit my job. But I needed my job. Cassie and I were both dependent on Ryan for our income. But it was going to be hard for the both of us to quickly find other jobs that paid us as well. At that point, I really only knew two things. First, I was gonna give Cassie a stern talking to about flirting with other men. And second, I was going to find that bartender and buy him a drink. I got up to use the bathroom and get a beer from the fridge. When I sat back down, I saw that Ryan and Cassie were back on the dance floor yet again.

I watched every detail of the video carefully. Cassie had both her arms around Ryans neck this time. His were around her waist, with one of them discretely palming the top of her ass. He held my wife close and kept his mouth near her ear, whispering things that elicited little smiles. I scanned the room and saw that not everyone, but most people were keeping an eye on them. Some of the women were whispering to each other. Ryan and Cassie continued dancing closely, their faces pressed together. Ryan gently kissed Cassie’s neck, just below the ear. She offered no protest. They danced a little more. He kissed her neck again. I rewound the video and paused it just as Ryan was kissing Cassie’s neck. I took a screengrab and zoomed in. I could see his tongue pressing against Cassie’s flesh plain as day. I resumed the video. Ryan slid his cheek slowly across hers until their lips met. He kissed her gently on the lips. They opened their mouths and they kissed again. There were no tongues involved that I could see, but it was a deep, romantic kiss that, by the timestamp, lasted four full seconds. Everyone was staring. Ryan slid his cheek back across hers, returning to her neck. Kyle looked at James and I could read his lips as he mouthed, “God damn!” James shook his head. The other partygoers were exchanging scandalous looks. Ryan and Cassie seemed oblivious to the fact that people were watching them and carried on dancing. Ryan whispered something to my wife. She nodded in reply. A few moments later, before the song was over, Ryan escorted Cassie toward the bar. Everyone’s eyes were following them.

Ryan and my wife didn’t stop at the bar. They walked into the conference room just past where two of my coworkers were standing ordering drinks. As soon as they disappeared around the corner, there was a flurry of activity. Jaws were dropping. I saw all of my coworkers talking and I imagined the things they were saying. My heart was pounding in my chest as I stared at the doorway on the video screen. I was in such shock that it took me a minute to remember that I had the video file from the conference room, too.

I clicked on the conference room file and steeled myself for what I was about to see. I forwarded the video to match the time stamp on the banquet room file. I plugged in the headphones and adjusted the volume. The audio on the security system was as impressive as the video. The conference room wasn’t lit, but there was enough light coming through the doorway to let the camera generate a good image, even if the colors were muted.

Ryan wrapped his hands around Cassie’s waist. She put hers around his neck and smiled sweetly. “I’ve wanted to kiss you for the longest time,” he whispered.

“Just one kiss, though. I shouldn’t be doing this. Wayne could be back any minute.”

“It’s okay. We have plenty of time. Wayne won’t be back for at least another hour. Just relax. Enjoy the moment. Just you and me.”

“And the thirty people around the corner,” I mumbled to myself.

For the third time that night, Ryan kissed my wife. He started slowly, kissing Cassie’s lips fully and gently like he just had on the dance floor. Once he had her falling under his spell, he eased his tongue between her lips. She parted her lips for him and met his tongue with hers. I was entranced watching my wife cheat on me.

Ryan moved to her neck and peppered her skin with kisses before returning to her lips. His hands moved to caress her ass as they kissed more passionately. Cassie cradled Ryans face, kissing him deeply. Ryan slid one hand across her hip, down her leg, and then up under her skirt. Cassie tilted her head back.

“Oh, god,” she whispered as Ryan’s hand moved beneath her skirt.

“Does that feel good?” Ryan whispered.

“Yes,” Cassie replied. “But we shouldn’t…”

“You’re so special to me, Cassie. I love coming to work every day and seeing your beautiful smiling face.”

Cassie said nothing. Her breathing deepened and she grabbed Ryan’s wrist, not to push it away, but to hold it steady as she rocked her body back against his fingers.

“You’re such an amazing woman…So beautiful…So sexy.”

Ryan continued working his hand between Cassie’s legs with her guiding him. She kept grinding back against his hand.

“I’m gonna come!” Cassie whimpered, trying to be quiet.

Ryan pressed his mouth to her ear. I couldn’t hear what he said, but it made my wife fold in on herself and whimper loud enough that the bartender and Kyle, who was standing at the bar, had to have heard it, even with the music playing nearby. When my wife finished coming on my boss’s hand, I realized that my cock was hard.

Ryan kissed Cassie again and holding her by the hips, walked her backwards until her butt met the conference table. He lifted her to the table and sank to his knees. He slid her skirt higher and pulled her panties to the side, the very same panties that I had been looking forward to taking off later that night. He moved his head between her legs and licked her.

Still sensitive from her orgasm, Cassie nearly recoiled from the overwhelming sensation. That didn’t deter Ryan, who licked her again and then again. Cassie spread her legs and rested her feet on Ryan’s back, inviting his mouth and holding the back of his head in her hand as he went down on her. Cassie stared down at him looking like she was in heat.

Ryan must have sensed she was ready to be fucked and stood up in front of her. Before he could reach to undo his belt, Cassie beat him to it. Ryan took off his coat and tossed it to the table as she unbuckled his pants. He helped her with the button and slid down his zipper. Ryan reached into his pants and pulled out his cock. Cassie’s eyes widened when she saw how thick it was. With a mix of surprise and desire, she looked back at his face.

Cassie fell to her knees in front of Ryan and took his cock in her hand. She licked its length and then opened her mouth wide, taking in my boss’s impressive girth. As her head bobbed up and down on his cock, I noticed Kyle peek around the doorway. With Ryan’s back to the door and Cassie’s attention otherwise occupied, he went undetected. He disappeared shortly thereafter. Wanting to see where he went, I cued up the banquet hall video and followed his movement to James. Kyle leaned into James’ ear and told him something, presumably that my wife was blowing our boss in the conference room. James nodded his head knowingly, pointing at his headphones. It took me a minute to figure it out, but what was going on was that Ryan still had the lavalier on his jacket that he had set on the table. James had been listening in the whole time.

On the conference room video, Cassie ambled up off her knees and leaned onto the table. She reached under her skirt and wiggled her hips as she pulled her panties down around her thighs. “Fuck me,” she demanded. She didn’t have to tell Ryan twice. He quickly stepped forward and pressed his cock to her entrance. I couldn’t see Cassie’s face, but she reacted strongly, arching her back and lurching forward as he pushed his fat cock into my wife.

He fucked her slowly for just a few moments before quickly picking up the pace. Cassie bucked back against him. “You want to get properly fucked, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Cassie grunted.

Ryan grabbed her by her elbows and pulled her up from the table and started fucking her hard from behind.

“Yes! Fuck me!” Cassie whined loudly, hurting my ears through the headphones.

That definitely caught the bartender’s ear. I could also see that people much further away were turning their heads with questioning looks on their faces. I paused the conference room and unmuted the banquet hall. It took me a minute to figure it out, but part of what was going on was that James was now subtly blending in the sound of my wife getting fucked with the dance music over the PA as a joke. It was loud enough to be heard, but quiet enough that people on the far side of the banquet hall weren’t quite sure what they were hearing. Those closer to the bar and the conference room were starting to get an earful.

Word started to spread through the banquet hall that Ryan was fucking my wife in the conference room. Several of the women grabbed their men by the hand and almost literally dragged them out of the party. A lot of people just sat awkwardly, listening to Cassie get fucked over the loudspeakers as James increased the volume. Abandoning any sense of décor, Kyle and James walked to the conference room door and peeked in with my wife’s voice clearly audible over the music.

“Yes! Fuck me!” Cassie whined.

“Do you like this big cock?”

“Fuck yes!”

“Your pussy feels so good.”

“Yes! Your cock is amazing!”

“I’m gonna fuck you every day!”

Cassie moaned in response, her voice bouncing every time their bodies slapped together.

David and Eric, the only other remaining techs, joined James and Kyle in spying on the action. David and Eric, however, practically had to stand in the doorway to see around the other two onlookers. The rest of the people at the party were slowly starting to leave.

“On Monday, I’m gonna to bend you over my desk and fuck you while your husband is out on call. Would you like that, Cassie?”

“Yes! Fuck me harder! I’m gonna come again!”

Ryan released Cassie’s elbows, grabbing her by the hip and shoulder, pounding her hard.

Ryan taunted her as she neared orgasm. “Are you gonna come? Are you gonna come all over my big cock with your married pussy while your husband is out making me money?”

“Yes!” Cassie cried. “Fuck my married pussy!”

“I’m gonna make you mine, Cassie. I’m gonna make this my pussy!”

“Yes! Take it! I’m coming. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

Cassie was bucking back against Ryan, drawing out her orgasm. Ryan let Cassie down slowly to the table as she finished coming.

“Oh, my god,” Cassie sang. “I’ve never been fucked so good in all my life.”

She stood up and turned around, wrapping her arms around Ryan’s neck. “I can’t believe we never did that before,” she smiled. Then she said my favorite words, only she said them to another man this time. Just before she said those words, the song on the PA finished and there was a natural pause before the next one started. Cassie’s voice rang out clear as a bell through the banquet hall, “I’m gonna suck your cock clean.”

Cassie slid down to her knees. As she did, she caught sight of her audience. It didn’t’ faze her a bit. She said nothing to alert Ryan to their presence an seemed to look Kyle directly in the eyes as she took the spongy tip of Ryan’s cock into her mouth. I’ve had hundreds of blowjobs from my wife over the years and I knew that she was bringing her “A” game. She put on a hell of a show for the four spectators. Eric and David, feeling emboldened, stepped into the conference room. James and Kyle followed.

Ryan finally picked up on the fact that they were busted. He was so preoccupied with Cassie’s mouth, that he didn’t seem to care. David was the first to pull his dick out and start masturbating. The others soon followed. It wasn’t long before Ryan’s leg was quivering, and he was digging his fingers into my wife’s hair as he filled her mouth with his load. Even though it was my wife, it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen. I slid my hand into my pants and squeezed the tip of my cock.

“Fucking hell,” Ryan groaned. “Where’d you learn to suck cock like that?”

“Practice, practice, practice,” Cassie smiled, rising up from her squat.

“Do you want some more practice,” Ryan asked, gesturing to his four employees.

The van I was driving had a GPS tracker. Ryan pulled out his phone and pulled up my location. “Wayne won’t be here for at least another thirty minutes.”

“Well, what do you boys say?” Cassie asked in her sweet little voice. “Do y’all want me to suck you y’all’s dicks?”

Cassie sauntered over to my Judas friends. She dropped to her knees as they formed a semi-circle around her. I jerked my cock as I watched her suck them off, alternating between them at first and then focusing on one at a time, swallowing their loads as she went. Eric came first. Then David. And James. When it was Kyle’s turn, she said something that put another knot in the pit of my stomach.

She looked up at him and smiled. “Hey, baby.”

“Hey, baby,” he smiled back just as she wrapped her lips around his cock.

There was a familiarity in their exchange. I immediately suspected that was not the first time they had called each other “baby.” Or that it was the first time Cassie had gone down on Kyle. As I watched her suck him off, I noticed she was going at it differently than she had with the others. It was as if she knew exactly how he liked it.

“Do you want to fuck me, baby?” she asked.

“Always,” Kyle replied.

He helped her up onto the conference table where she spread her legs and wrapped them around Kyle’s waist as he started fucking her.

“God, I love the way you fuck me,” Cassie moaned.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Kyle grunted in reply.

“Did you like watching Ryan fuck me?”

“Yes.”

“You didn’t get jealous?”

“A little. But you were so fucking hot, I couldn’t stand it.”

“Yeah? Are you gonna let him fuck me at work? Take turns with me?”

When I heard my wife say that two things happened. First, I blurted out, “What the fuck?” loudly enough that I’m surprised I didn’t wake Cassie up. And second, I came at the thought of Ryan and Kyle tag-teaming my wife in the office. I came hard.               Even though I was spent, I kept stroking myself while Kyle got himself off with my wife.

“Yeah, you want to be the little office whore?” Kyle taunted.

“Fuck! Yes!”

“I’m gonna come, baby,” Kyle moaned.

“Come inside me,” Cassie panted.

Kyle dutifully followed Cassie instructions and filled her with his load. He laid on top of her on the conference table, both of them spent. I sat in my office chair, limp cock in my hand, staring at the screen. I had no idea what to do. I had no idea who to talk to for help. Every single person on planet Earth I would confide in had just either been fucked, sucked, or both by my wife.

I remembered something father said a long time ago. He told me never to do anything while I was angry or upset, because you were almost guaranteed to make things worse. I decided to do nothing for the moment until I’d had some time to process things. And process things I did. Over the next few weeks, I found myself jerking off to the conference room video. Sometimes more than once a day. My anger turned to lust. My jealousy became an aphrodisiac. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about what Ryan and Kyle were doing with Cassie while I was on a call or at lunch. At first, I was dumbfounded at my reaction to being cheated on. But then I reminded myself again that human beings, myself included, usually don’t make a whole lot of sense. After torturing myself for days, I finally settled on a course of action.

On a Sunday night, the day before a new work week, Cassie and I were watching porn. I’d picked out a long video of a woman being manhandled by two well-hung guys. While we were both masturbating, I said, “I have a surprise for you.”

“Really? What is it?”

“Get on all fours and I’ll show you.”

Cassie got on her hands and knees facing the television. I reached under the bed and pulled out a neatly wrapped present. I handed it to her and slid myself inside of her from behind. Cassie started unwrapping the box as I fucked her slowly.

“I’m so excited!” she smiled, opening the box. At first, she was confused, “What is it?”

“It’s a tripod. For your phone.”

“Why?”

“Look in the box.”

I picked up my pace and started fucking her harder. Cassie’s body was rocking back and forth as she reached in and pulled an envelope from inside the box. Opening it, she gasped when she saw the stills that I had printed from the conference room video.

“Baby, I can explain.”

“No need. I’ll forgive you for everything on one condition.”

“What?”

“You put that phone on the tripod and record EVERYTHING you do with Ryan, Kyle, and whoever else you’re fucking. I don’t want to miss a thing.”


Bartender, Please: I Cheated

At the time, I was tending bar at night and working on my law degree by day. It was a tough slog, but my husband was incredibly supportive. Tim was done with school already and was working as a data scientist. He took care of all the housework, grocery shopping, and cooking. We both already had a mountain of student debt, hence my job bartending. We figured out that I could make way more money serving drinks in a pair of short shorts than he could at any part-time second job he would be able to find. I was reluctant at first. It wasn’t that I was embarrassed by my body. On the contrary, I was proud of it. I just didn’t see myself as the kind of woman who would play on her looks for money. I wanted to make my way using my brain. But Shawn, one of Norman’s childhood friends, owned the bar. He made me feel more comfortable and promised he’d look after me. It also didn’t hurt when he told me that because of the girls that worked there and what they wore, bartenders could make several hundred dollars per night.

"Sara," he said. "As gorgeous as you are, you’ll make really good money. I promise."

Even with a good barback, it was hard work. If I hadn’t been so young, there’s no way I could have done it and made it through school as well. With half bare asses hanging out and cleavage everywhere, the bar was usually packed with horny, divorced, middle-aged men. Shawn wasn’t lying. The money was fantastic. On a good week, I was making close to what Tim was bringing home. And despite my initial reluctance, I found myself showing more and more skin. My shorts got shorter. I tied my button-down white shirt higher and higher on my midriff. My necklines got lower and lower until my tits were practically popping out. I took to leaning across the bar so my customers could tell me their orders in my ear and get a good look down my shirt, and smell my perfume. Sometimes I let my long, wavy, blonde hair cascade down over my sizeable breasts. Most of the time, because it got in the way otherwise, I put it up in a ponytail. When I was feeling particularly playful, I would do pigtails. I got on my tiptoes to reach things that I didn’t need to reach. I bent over to pick up things that didn’t need picking up. I didn’t complain when they tried to covertly take a picture of me, and I always complied when they were bold enough to ask for one outright. I knew it might be a bad idea given that I was planning on being an attorney one day. But I needed the money, and if I’m being honest, I really didn’t mind the attention. I treated every poor, horny, balding, desperate customer like he actually might have a shot with me. And my bank account thanked me. Every night, at least a few guys slipped me their number. I always let them see me tuck it into my bra. They never saw me throw it in the trash after closing time. Some were bold enough or drunk enough to proposition me. Some were sweet. Others were not. Never once was I tempted to accept any of their offers. Lewd or otherwise.

Shawn ran the place extremely well. He didn’t tolerate bullshit, but he treated all the girls fairly, and I never saw him flirt even once. Another thing I liked about the way Shawn ran the place was that he closed early. Most of the bars downtown were open until two in the morning. Shawn closed at midnight. He said he learned early on that even though he made a little more money, the trouble he was inviting after midnight in that atmosphere wasn’t worth it. It was too dangerous for the girls. As a result, people got used to the hours and usually started leaving on their own accord in the last hour before closing.

One night, about four months into my tenure, a younger man walked in twenty minutes before closing time. He stuck out like a sore thumb. He was younger than the middle-aged divorcees but older than the twenty-one-year-old frat boys. He dressed nicely, wearing tailored dress slacks and a white button down. His shoes were expensive. All of the girls noticed him. Whoever he was, he was extremely handsome and, by all appearances, had money. He sat at the end of my bar and quietly ordered a bland domestic beer. He paid cash and put a tip in my jar, but not a big one. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t gawk. He just sat there sipping his beer and casually looked around. When he finished his beer, he got up and left.

One of the waitresses came up to me and asked, “Who was that?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Fuck, he was hot.”

I just nodded and kept working. She wasn’t wrong. Tall. Thick, dark hair. Tan complexion. A chiseled jaw covered with two-day stubble. Piercing blue eyes. “If I weren’t married,” I thought, and went back to prepping for close.

The next night, he came in again. And then the next. And the next. Always ordering the same, boring domestic beer. Never saying anything. Just sipped his beer and people watched before leaving as quietly as he came in. My curiosity was piqued. Why on earth would a man as good-looking as him come to a bar like ours every night at closing and have only one drink, not speak…not flirt…not do anything? Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I let him get halfway through his beer with about ten minutes until closing. “So, what’s your deal?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you come in here every night. You’re too young to be divorced. You’re too old to be a frat boy. Despite having shoes that cost four hundred dollars, you drink exactly one bottle of the worst beer we carry. Any one of these waitresses would go home with you in a heartbeat. And you know that. But you don’t even flirt. All you do is drink your one cheap beer and go away.”

“What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Would you go home with me in a heartbeat.” I could tell by his tone that he wasn’t propositioning me. It wasn’t even clear that he was even flirting.

“I’m married.”

“Why no ring, then?”

“Better tips.”

“Ah.”

“So seriously? Why here?” I could tell he wasn’t sure he wanted to tell me.

“Motivation,” he finally said.

“Motivation?” I repeated both curiously and sarcastically.

“Yup.”

“For what.”

“I like beautiful women and possibly my worst nightmare is ending up like…” he motioned to a table full of middle-aged golfers with beer guts. “…one of those guys. It’s the carrot and the stick.  All in one place.”

“I understand the stick. Why aren’t you chasing any carrots?”

“Who says I’m not?”

I still couldn’t tell whether or not he was flirting with me. “At any rate, you’ll have to get your carrots and your sticks tomorrow night. Time to close.”

“Fair enough,” he said. “What’s your name?” he asked, extending his hand.

“Sara,” I replied, politely giving him mine.

“Sara. I’ll remember that,” he said sliding off his barstool.

“What’s yours?” I had to ask as it didn’t seem he was going to tell me otherwise.

He took out his wallet and produced a business card. “Patrick Williams Enterprises,” I read aloud. He watched me put his card in my pocket. Later on, he didn’t see me put it in my purse.

As I closed the bar, I found myself unable to stop thinking about Patrick. He was so mysterious. So handsome. It wasn’t like me to think about other men, no matter how appealing they were. I was very much in love with my husband. I decided that a big part of the problem was probably that Tim and I hadn’t had sex in weeks. My schedule was so busy that we rarely had time to be together. Over the course of my law school career, our sex life had tapered down to the point that it was practically nonexistent.

By the time I got home that night, I was soaking wet with desire from thinking thoughts I shouldn’t have been thinking. Tim was asleep, as usual. I didn’t bother showering. I just stripped down at the foot of the bed. I pulled the sheets back over Tim’s body. I carefully crawled up over him on all fours until my head was over his crotch. I pulled his pajama pants down over his flaccid cock. I wrapped my lips around him and started sucking and flicking with my tongue, feeling him grow hard in my mouth. Tim started to stir.

“What the fu..” he muttered, trying to figure out what was going on.

“I need you,” I panted and got back to his burgeoning erection.

It didn’t take Tim much longer to grasp the situation. Once he was fully erect, I straddled his face and continued to suck his cock.

“God, you’re soaking wet,” he proclaimed as he started licking me. His tongue felt so good. I started moving my ass along his face, helping him bring me to a quick, much needed orgasm.

“Jesus, what got into you?”

“Nothing. It’s just been too long. I need you. I need you inside of me.” I turned around and straddled Tim’s crotch. He gripped me by the waist and held on as I rode him. It had been too long since I’d felt him inside of me.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned.

“Don’t come yet,” I begged. “I want to come again.”

“Fuck, I can’t…”

“Don’t come inside me!” I quickly hopped off his lap and watched Tim finish himself with his hand.

“Sorry,” he said meekly. “I couldn't help it. It’s been too long.”

“I know, baby. It’s not your fault.” And it wasn’t. It had been far too long since we’d had sex. Generally speaking, Tim was a perfectly good lover. However, it would be safe to say that no one ever said the words, “Take me home and fuck me like a data scientist.” More importantly, though, Tim was a wonderful man. Handsome. Kind. Thoughtful. Responsible. I knew he would make an excellent father one day. And even though he didn’t set the bed on fire, he certainly got the job done most days. That particular day just wasn’t most days. I got Tim to sleep and masturbated with a toy so I could get my head clear and ready for school the next day.

~~~~~~~~

The next night Patrick was back. I served him his beer without him having to ask for it. “Hello, Patrick. Tough day of entrepreneuring?”

My abuse of the English language amused him. “It was just fine. Yours?”

“Good,” I replied. In my head I joked that I should thank him for getting my husband laid the previous night. “Here for your daily dose of motivation?”

“You know it.”

I leaned in a little but not like I did for tips. I was being discreet. “You know, I happen to know a few carrots here tonight that wouldn’t mind you taking a bite out of them.”

“Is that right?” Patrick said smoothly.

“Sally over there seemed a little curious.”

“Don’t you think she’s a little bit young for me?”

“I thought guys liked younger women.”

“I said I like carrots. Not baby carrots.”

“Fair enough. How about Trish over there?”

“She’s cute. But no. I was thinking someone a little more blonde.” Patrick looked me dead in the eye. “And a little more bartender-y.”

“Ah,” I sang. “I’m married, though. Sorry.”

“That doesn’t bother me at all.”

“No?” I said feigning incredulity. “My marriage is of no importance to you?”

“No,” he said flatly. “People cheat all the time, Sara.”

“Well, it just so happens that I love my husband. And I would never cheat.”

“Good girl. I won’t push it. Just know that you are the most attractive woman in this place. And you are the only carrot I am interested in chasing.”

I couldn’t believe how forward Patrick was being, especially knowing I was married. I could feel myself getting worked up again. “You can chase all you want,” I replied. “My husband is the only one that gets to bite me.”

Patrick smiled slyly. “That’s okay. I enjoy the chase, too.”

I smiled back. “Naughty boy.” As I walked back to the other side of the bar, I bent over to pick up a bottle top that didn’t need picking up.

I went home that night and woke Tim up again. He was able to finish the job that time.

Patrick kept coming every night that I worked. I found myself looking forward to his flirting. Tim found himself getting used to being woken up at one in the morning. I kept waiting for him to ask why. As Patrick and I got more familiar with each other, I told him about law school and why I was working nights to pay of student loans. I was surprised to find out that Patrick never went to college. He started his first business at fifteen.

“I could help you get your finances in order so maybe you wouldn’t have to work here much longer,” Patrick offered.

“But then you wouldn’t get to see me,” I replied, putting my elbows on the bar, and giving Patrick a perfect view of my chest. I’d become more or less hooked on flirting with Patrick before going home every night to fuck Tim.

“We’d just have to see each other somewhere else.”

“Nice try.”

“What? You can’t have friends? Is your husband that controlling?” he argued sarcastically.

“If my husband was that controlling, he wouldn’t let me prance around half naked for tips.”

“Friends it is, then,” Patrick declared. “For now.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “You don’t quit, do you.”

Patrick slid from his bar stool. “Nope. At any rate, my offer stands. Do you still have my number?”

I thought of his card, secure in my purse. “Yes,” I nodded as he walked out the door.

As I cleaned the bar that night, I couldn’t stop thinking about Patrick, as usual. But this time was different. I had a moment of clarity. What had I been doing? I kept his card when I shouldn’t have. I flirted with him every night, not for tips, but for my own gratification. I would be livid if Tim was doing the same with another woman. I resolved to go home that night and confess everything.

Tim was already hard when I woke him up. I guess his body had been trained like Pavlov’s dog at that point. At first, he was confused that I wasn’t slobbering all over his cock. I confessed everything. I minimized the part about how attractive I found Patrick, but otherwise disclosed every detail.

“So, let me get this straight.” Tim was a data scientist. He liked to summarize things. “You flirted with a guy at work where it is, in all fairness, your job to flirt. This gets you turned on. And you subsequently come home every night and have sex with me.”

“Yes. That’s pretty much it.”

“Has he touched you?”

“No.”

“Have you taken him in back and shown him your tits or anything like that?”

“God, no.”

“Has he been rude?”

“No. He’s actually pretty nice. He just flirts pretty hard…..and I flirt back.”

“Is he tipping you like crazy?”

“Actually, no. It’s decent, but nothing crazy. He’s not trying to buy me, if that’s what you mean.”

“So, this guy, Patrick is his name?”

“Yes.”

“To summarize. Patrick drinks his beer. Politely flirts. Tips you. And goes away. Twenty minutes a night. It makes you horny. And then you come home and have sex with me.”

“Yes. Are you mad?”

“Honestly…no. I mean, you haven’t really done anything wrong. I think the problem is largely in your head. I mean, on a more visceral level, I kind of want to thank this guy. Before him, we never had sex. Now you come home every night you work and fuck my brains out. I kind of wondered if something like this was going on, but I didn’t want to stop getting laid.”

“You knew?”

“I didn’t know. But I wondered. I trusted you, though. I know you’d never cheat on me. You’re just not like that. And besides. I trust you.”

I almost started crying. “Thank you, baby. I would never cheat on you. And I’m sorry I flirted.”

“It’s okay,” Tim reassured. He reached into his pajamas and pulled out his hard cock. “It doesn’t seem to bother me, does it?”

“Oh my god,” I looked down in surprise.

Then, Tim did something he had never done before. He gripped me by my ponytail and pushed my head down to his cock. I. Fucking. Loved. It.

When I took his cock in my mouth he let go of my hair. I grabbed his hand and put it back on my ponytail. Tim started forcefully guiding my mouth up and down his shaft. When he let me up for air, I had just enough time to grunt, “Fuck, yes,” before he pushed me back down. Then he bent me over and pulled my tiny jean shorts down to my thighs. I guided his cock inside of me.

He started fucking me. Fucking me like he never had before.

“You like flirting with another man?” he taunted.

“Yeah,” I panted.

“You like it that Patrick wants to fuck you?”

“Yes!”

“You like knowing he jerks off thinking about you?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Fuck yes!”

“You think about him while you’re fucking me, don’t you!”

I couldn’t respond. Tim was fucking me hard now. I was on the verge of coming.

“You think about his hard cock fucking you, don’t you!”

“Fuck!” I cried as I came.

Tim grabbed me by the shoulders and pounded me.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I chanted until he pulled out and came all over my ass.

We both collapsed to the mattress.

“Fuck,” Tim muttered, out of breath.

“You okay, babe?”

Tim nodded. “You?”

I nodded back.

“Fuck that was hot,” he panted.

“What got into you?” I asked incredulously.

“I don’t know, but I think I liked it.”

“It was awesome,” I agreed, rolling over and resting my head on his chest. We cuddled naked until we fell asleep.

~~~~~~~~

The next morning, Tim surprised me again. “I want to watch.”

“What?”

“I want to watch you flirt with him.”

“For real?”

“Yeah.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the prospect of Tim watching me flirt with Patrick. But I didn’t feel like I could deny him, given that I was pretty sure some of my flirting was getting out of line. Our exchanges at the bar had been gradually escalating.

“Are you sure? It’s one thing to talk about how I flirt with him. You might feel differently if you see me in my little getup flirting to another man.”

“It’s making me crazy. I need to see it.”

I had to relent. “Okay. But promise me that if you get upset, you won’t make a scene. That job is gonna make us debt free. If you get pissed, just leave, and talk to me about it later. Deal?”

“Deal.”

~~~~~~~~

Near the end of closing, Tim came into the bar. It was the first time he’d been there since I’d started working. Tim had insisted that he sit close enough to hear Patrick and I talking, so per my instructions, he sat just around the corner from Patrick’s spot barely within ear shot. Ten minutes later, Patrick walked in right on schedule.

“Hey, sweetie,” I smiled as I put his beer in front of him.

“Hey, baby,” he replied. I wished I could see the look on Tim’s face when another man called me “baby.” I knew it would drive him crazy. And I was hoping it would make him want to fuck me like he did the night before.

“How was your day?” I asked.

“It was good. It’s better now that I get to see you.”

“You’re sweet.”

“When are you going to let me take you out, Sara?”

“Still married.”

“Still don’t care.”

I smiled through a little laugh.

“You really don’t quit, do you?”

“Not until I get you in bed.”

“Patrick!”

“Or bent over this bar.”

I leaned forward on my elbows using my cleavage to taunt him. “What makes you think you could handle me?”

“Well, I’ve been rehearsing in my mind for a while now. I’m ready for anything. My only concern is that you might be intimidated by me.”

I stood up straight and crossed my arms, pushing my breasts up and furrowing my brow. “Intimidated?”

“Yes.”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Well, what’s the biggest cock you’ve ever had?”

“Jesus, Patrick!”

“Well, I feel it’s only fair to warn you ahead of time.”

I shook my head and walked off to tend to a customer at the other end of the bar. On my way back, I checked in with my fake customer, Tim.

“You doin’okay?”

“I’m good,” he nodded.

“Let me know if you need anything. We’re closing in about fifteen minutes.”

“Will do.”

I moved back to Patrick. Without saying a word, he produced the tube from an empty roll of paper towels and defiantly sat it upright on the bar in front of him. He had apparently stolen it from behind the bar while I was away.

“What’s that?” I asked.

He gestured toward the tube with a playful expression and shrugged. “In all fairness, I cut it down to size.” I was guessing it stood at about eight inches. He examined the tube closely with his eyes. “Yeah. That’s about right.”

“Bullshit,” I argued. “You wish.”

“Well,” Patrick shrugged. “You’ll never know.” He looked me in the eyes and smiled. “You’ve got my number. Goodnight.” He walked away, leaving his homemade phallus sitting on the bar. I picked it up and tossed it behind the bar where Tim couldn’t see it didn’t go into a trash can.

“So? Are you good?” I asked my husband.

He nodded. “Is that pretty much how it goes?”

“Well, the paper towel thing was new.”

“Yeah. I was wondering at first what the hell he was doing. That was pretty impressive. How do you feel about that?”

“Like he said. I guess I’ll never know,” I shrugged and smiled coyly.

“I’m gonna fuck you as soon as you get home.”

“You better,” I grinned.

~~~~~~~~

True to his word, Tim practically attacked me when I walked through the door. Pulling my shorts down to my ankles, he pressed his face into my crotch. He licked me through my wet panties. “I knew he made you wet,” he growled as I stepped out of my shorts. Tim pulled my panties aside and slid his tongue along my slit. He wasn’t wrong. I’d been wet since Patrick walked in the bar. I put one leg over Tim’s shoulder. He found my clit and went to work. As he was on his knees, I couldn’t stop imagining Patrick’s cock. If it was anything close to what he was claiming, I wanted it. I’d only been with one really well-hung man in my life, and he was an asshole. But I missed his cock. The best sex I’d ever had was with him. But I made life decisions with my head and my heart, not my libido. I was completely lost in a dream of being fucked by Patrick when Tim made me come. We looked at each other, both of us panting. Both of us knowing what I had been thinking about.

Tim stood up and pushed me to the floor on my knees, taking his cock out. He was already hard.  I could tell he had been for some time. His cockhead and underwear were saturated with precum. I took him in my mouth.

“You want to suck that big cock of his, don’t you?” he growled.

I didn’t respond. I just continued stuffing my mouth.

“Don’t you?” Tim demanded, grabbing my hair, and pulling me off his dick.

“Yes,” I confessed, knowing what he wanted me to say.

“Say it.”

“I want to suck his cock,” I gushed.

Tim pushed me back onto his dick.

“Was he right? Do you have his number?”

I nodded, Tim’s cock still in my mouth.

He pulled me off again.

“Hand me your phone.”

“I’m not gonna suck his cock, Tim.”

“I know that. Just hand me your phone.”

I unlocked my phone and handed it to him. “What are you doing?”

“I kind of want to see it. Don’t you?” he smiled wickedly.

“Tim, I don’t know.”

“What’s his number?”

“It’s not in my phone. I’ve never called him.”

“Then where is it?”

“In my purse. Tim, are you sure?”

“Yes.”

I reached for my purse and dug out Patrick’s card. I held it out for Tim. I pulled it away as he reached for it. “Last chance.”

“You want to see it don’t you?”

I handed Tim the card.

I watched over his shoulder as Tim texted Patrick from my phone. It was only one word. “Bullshit.”

We stood there for a moment, Tim with his pants and underwear around his ankles, his hard-on jutting out in front of him. And me, with nothing on but my panties from the waist down. We held our breath. Nothing. Gradually, the moment was lost. Tim’s cock retreated. I got thirsty and fixed us each a glass of ice water.

“Looks like he’s full of shit,” Tim declared.

“Maybe,” I half-heartedly agreed, secretly hoping he was wrong.

Tim and I went to sleep unfulfilled.

~~~~~~~~

Tim was at work, and I was in class when my phone buzzed the next morning. It killed me to wait, but you don’t check your phone in the middle of class in law school. As soon as we were dismissed, I stood in the back of the classroom where no one could see over my shoulder and unlocked my phone. I held my breath and checked my notifications. The buzz was a text. And the text was from Patrick. No words. Just a photo. All I will say is that Patrick wasn’t lying. If anything, he was underestimating the magnificence of his cock. I exhaled deeply. I knew I was going to see him at work that night. And I knew it would be different.

I saw Tim briefly before heading into work. “Did you ever hear anything from Patrick?” he asked, trying to sound like it was a run of the mill question.

I was afraid of where it would lead if I showed Tim the photo. I was starting to get concerned that all of the flirting was getting out of hand. “No,” I replied. “Not a peep.”

~~~~~~~~

It was an unusually slow night at work. I would have much preferred it to be busy enough to keep my mind off Patrick. By the time he walked in, I had run through a dozen scenarios of ruining my marriage. Patrick’s eyes locked on mine the moment he walked through the door. I set his beer in front of him. “How was your day?”

“Good. How about you? Anything interesting happen today?”

“Not really,” I replied.

“No big news?” he probed.

I shook my head.

“Nothing sizeable?”

I shook my head again, trying not to laugh.

“Nothing substantial to report?”

I couldn’t help but start laughing. “Well, somebody sent me a picture of their penis.”

“Really? How was that?”

“It was nice. I can’t be sure whose it was, though. Couldn’t see his face.”

Patrick fiddled with his phone, seemingly distracted. He held it up in front of my face. “I thought you might say something like that.”

On the screen was a picture of Patrick taken in front of a mirror. He stood shirtless, with his pants unbuttoned. He posed his cock for the camera, gripping its base in his hand. “I wasn’t going to text you a picture with my face in it.”

I exhaled. “Wow. I must concede. That is a nice cock you’ve cock there.”

“So, do you want to fuck me now?”

“Still married.”

“That’s not what I asked. Do you want to fuck me?”

I put my elbows on the bar, my cleavage in his face, and my mouth to his ear, just like I do with my big tippers. “I’m not going to fuck you, Patrick.”

Patrick, in turn, put his mouth to my ear, close enough that I could feel his lips brush my skin and feel the humid warmth of his breath. My mouth started watering, and I held my breath. “That’s not what I asked. I asked, ‘Do you want to fuck me’?”

Patrick brushed his cheek along mine as he retreated, putting his face in front of mine, our lips barely an inch apart. My chest started heaving. I licked my lips and swallowed. “Yes.”

Patrick stared into my eyes. “You should. I could make you happy.”

“I can’t. I’m married.”

He made his way back to my ear. “My cock is hard right now, thinking about what I’d like to do to you,” he whispered. I knew he could feel my breath on his neck. He could feel it deepening. “Are you wet?”

“Yes,” I nodded hypnotically.

“Go to the bathroom and take your panties off. Bring them back to me. If I can’t fuck you, I want to at least taste you.”

I eased back and looked Patrick in the eyes. I knew it was wrong. I knew it was crossing a line. I also knew that I was going to do as he asked. I picked up my bag from behind the bar and sauntered to the bathroom. I took my shorts and panties off, putting the panties in my bag and my shorts back on. I wanted desperately to masturbate, but I knew I didn’t have time. I walked back to the bar and put my bag down close to where Patrick was seated. When I was confident no one was looking, I reached into the bag and quickly handed my bunched-up panties to Patrick.

“Thank you,” he smiled.

I pointed my finger at him. “Not a fucking word.”

“I’ll keep all your secrets,” he replied.

I felt overwhelmed by everything. Seeing a picture of Patrick’s dick. Then another. Then willingly handing my damp panties to a man that was decidedly not my husband. “Now go away. I have to close.”

“See you tomorrow,” he smiled.

~~~~~~~

On the way home, my phone buzzed. I was proud of myself for waiting for a stoplight to check it. As expected, it was Patrick. It was a picture of his cock, wrapped in my panties. “You taste so good. Are you still wet for me?” I heard a horn honk. The light had turned green. I tossed my phone into the passenger seat and hit the gas. I was passing a grocery store. The lot was empty that time of night except for a few cars. I parked in back, far from the others.

“Yes,” I typed into my phone. I paused without pressing “send.”

I looked at Patrick’s cock, wrapped in my black lace panties. “Fuck,” I whispered to myself. “You shouldn’t be doing this, Sara.” I pressed the send button.

Patrick texted back almost immediately. “What are you doing right now? Where are you?”

“I’m in a parking lot,” I typed. I paused again. “Goddammit, Sara,” I cursed myself. Then I typed one more word. “Masturbating.” I pressed send before I could think about it anymore. I reached into my shorts and made my text truthful.

Barely a moment later, my phone startled me when it rang. It was a video call. I answered. Patrick’s cock appeared on the screen. It was wet and glistening. Patrick stroked it slowly. He angled the phone up so I could see his face in the background. My panties were in his mouth. I rubbed my clit slowly with my middle finger.

“Oh, god,” I whispered.

“I want to see you.”

“Hold on,” I replied. I set my phone in the passenger seat. I lift my ass and slid my shorts down to my thighs. I reclined my seat as far as it would go. One hand found it’s way back to my wet pussy, the other to the phone. I raised the camera so Patrick could see my shaved mound and my finger buried in it.

“Show me your pussy,” he directed. “I want to see.”

I lowered the phone and spread my legs to make room for the camera. “It’s dark. Can you see?”

“Yes. It’s beautiful. Like you.”

“I want to see your cock,” I replied.

Patrick moved his phone so that his cock filled my screen. “Is that what you want?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Sara?”

“Yes?”

“If I was there with you now, would you let me taste you?”

I paused. “Yes.”

I flitted my finger faster along my clitoris.

“Are you thinking about that now? Are you thinking about my tongue?”

“Yes.” I could feel myself building to an orgasm. “Tell me. Tell me what you want.”

“I want to kiss you, Sara. I want to taste your sweet pussy. I want to hold you close in my arms and bury my cock inside of you.”

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, my phone shaking in my hand.

“I want to make love to you, Sara. I want to pleasure you until you are completely satisfied and collapse into my arms.”

“I’m gonna come!” I cried.

I could hear Patrick’s voice quietly urging me on as I stared at his hand stroking his shaft. “Come for me, Sara. Come for me.”              I fingered myself to orgasm, staring at Patrick’s cock, imagining him inside of me. I curled up in the fetal position sideways in my seat, my hand pinned between my legs.

Patrick spoke quietly. “Sara?”

“Yes,” I answered, still winded.

“If was there with you now, would you get on your knees for me?”

“Yes.”

“If I was there with you now, would you let me inside of you?”

“Yes.”

I saw my panties come into view. Patrick wrapped them around his shaft as he jerked off. “Let me see your face,” he directed. I watched him stroke his cock as he watched me staring, mouth open.

“Tell me,” he exhaled. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want to suck your cock.”

“Yes!” he grunted.

“Say my name!”

“I want to fuck you, Patrick. I want to fuck your beautiful cock.”

With those words he had been laboring for weeks to hear, Patrick erupted, filling my panties with his load.              My creamy cock-filled panties left frame and Patrick’s face came into view. “See. That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he asked, smiling from ear to ear.

“You’re so bad,” I giggled coyly.

“It’s getting late. You’d better get back to your husband.”

“You’re right.” That reality hit me like a ton of bricks.

“See you tomorrow?”

“Yup,” I nodded and hung up the call. “Fuck, Sara. What have you done?”

~~~~~~~~

Fortunately, Tim was asleep when I got home. The next morning at breakfast, he asked about Patrick for the first time in a while. “He came in last night, but things quieted down after that text,” I responded dismissively.

Tim didn’t even look up from his phone. “Guess he was all talk then.”

“Guess so.”

And that was the end of it.

That night, Patrick came in carrying a brown envelope and handed it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Your panties from last night. I was hoping to exchange them.”

“Do you have a receipt?” I asked.

“No.”

“What condition are they in?”

“I’m afraid they’re a little…broken in.”

“Hmm. I don’t know,” I teased.

“I’d be happy to take you shopping for more.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

And that became our routine for the next few weeks. I would give Patrick my panties to take with him. He would call me on my way home from work and we would have phone sex. I nearly got caught in the parking lot once, but it only added to the thrill. I suppose it was mostly true before, but it certainly became the case that my entire libido was consumed by Patrick. The way he talked to me made me melt. His boldness. His praise. His compliments. His dominance. His direction. I had it bad. Even though what I was doing would easily be considered cheating by most, I knew I was losing the battle to remain technically faithful to Tim. And I felt powerless to stop it. It was like watching someone else walk toward the edge of a cliff.

After a few days off from the bar, I was anxiously awaiting Tuesday. When it finally arrived, I was crestfallen when twenty minutes until close arrived and no Patrick. My mind started racing. Had I done something wrong? Fifteen minutes until close. Did he find another girl that would sleep with him? Ten minutes until close. Fuck it. I shouldn’t have been fooling around with another man anyway. It serves me right. And then, there he was. Five minutes until close. I tried to play it cool.

“A little late, aren’t we?”

His tone was strange. “Not really.”

“You’re not going to have time to drink your beer.”

“I’m not here for the beer.”

I was getting worried. Was he going to break up with me?

“What about my envelope?” I asked.

Patrick locked eyes with me. “Well, I figured this time I’d hang around – take them off myself.”

I got weak in the knees. I stared back into his eyes. “Okay,” I said simply.

“To be clear, Sara. I’m not going to just take your panties off. I’m going to have my way with you. I’m not here to drink beer. I’m here to make you come.”

I felt a tingle radiate from my spine out through my arms and legs. My vision tunneled.

Patrick continued. “I do care about you, Sara. So, I’m going to ask you this one time. Are you still married?”

“Yes.” I whispered.

“Do you care anymore?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Good.”

“People are going to be around. You’ll have to come back a half hour after we close. Everyone will be gone by then. I’ll let you in.”

After everyone left, I stood behind the bar in the dark, anxiously watching the glass doors to the sidewalk outside. At exactly twelve-thirty, Patrick arrived. I unlocked the doors and let him in. Neither of us spoke. I led him upstairs to a smaller, more private room that was home to small bar and a few pool tables. I had left the light above one of the pool tables on. Patrick followed me to it. I leaned against the edge of the table, resting my hands where the wood met the felt.

We had been getting each other off for days, but never really touched. Patrick moved into my space. I could smell him. He put his mouth to my ear. I wanted him to kiss me.

“Take off your shorts,” he whispered.

I turned around and unbuttoned my low-rise denim shorts. I arched my back and presented my ass as I slid them down along my thighs to my knees, letting gravity take them the rest of the way. I stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. Patrick kneeled down and placed his hands on my calves. Slowly, he ran them up the back of my legs to my ass. Slipping his fingers under my little black G-string, he lowered them down my thighs, to my calves, and over my little white canvas walking shoes.

I felt his lips on the back of my thigh. He kissed his way higher, spreading my cheeks with his hands. Ever so slowly, closer and closer he came to my throbbing sex. He was making me wait. “Please,” I whispered.

Finally, I felt his thumbs spread me wide and his tongue lap against my slit.

“Oh, god,” I moaned. I bent further down onto the pool table, almost bumping my head on the light. As Patrick licked me, I untied my shirt and started on the buttons.

“What is your husband doing right now?” Patrick asked.

“Sleeping,” I replied, wishing he wouldn’t stop his business between my legs.

“Does he have any idea that another man is tasting his wife right now?”

Something about the way he said it made me even hornier. Patrick burrowed his face back between my cheeks. “Fuck,” I moaned. “He has no idea.” Patrick stood up and turned me around, propping me on the picnic table, spreading my legs. He got back on his knees and went to devouring my pussy. With his hands, he reached up and cupped my breasts. I worked to finish unbuttoning my shirt. I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra. Looking down and knowing that a man other than my husband was between my legs turned me on way more than I expected. I knew how much I wanted Patrick. I hadn’t known how much I wanted to cheat. “How does that married pussy taste?” I teased.

Patrick glared up at me. “Adulterous.”

Patrick gradually worked a finger inside of me, finding my spot while he continued teasing my clitoris with his tongue. “You’re gonna make me come,” I whispered passionately. Patrick acknowledged me only with his tongue and his finger, both working magic on my body. “Fuck,” I whimpered. “Yes…yes…fuck!” I pulled Patrick’s head firmly against me and trapped him with my thighs as I came. Slowly I released him as I recovered. He didn’t complain.              

While Patrick was going down on me, he had been slowly undressing. He was now standing between my legs shirtless. I could see the bulge in his pants. I leaned forward and felt his cock through his pants. “Mrs. Jackson?” he asked, using my last name for the first time. He could tell the fact that I was cheating was somehow making me even hornier for him.

“Yes,” I replied.

“When did you get married?”

“Three years ago.”

“And in those three years, have you ever sucked another man’s cock?”

“No.”

“Would you like to suck mine?”

“Yes.”

I slid off the pool table onto my knees at Patrick’s feet. He already had his belt unbuckled and his button undone. I went straight for his zipper. At long last, I had Patrick’s cock in my hand. I had wanted it ever since I stood in the back of my classroom seeing it on my phone for the first time.

“Bigger than Tim’s I bet?”

“Much,” I replied, licking his cock for the first time, tasting his soft skin.

“Nicer, too, probably?”

I licked him again and nodded.

“I knew from the first time I saw you that I wanted you on my knees in front of me. I knew I’d do anything it took.”

“Yeah? Was this your fantasy?” I taunted, licking his cock again and taking the tip in my mouth, gently nibbling it. “Did you dream of seducing a married woman and making her get on her knees for you?” I wrapped my lips around his girth and bobbed my head up and down.

“Oh fuck,” Patrick grimaced and held my head in his hands.

“Do you like that? Do you like how I suck your cock with my married mouth?”

“God, you’re even more amazing than I dreamed.”

I sucked his meaty cock with abandon, savoring it. It had been years since I’d had such a big one. I was desperate to have him inside of me, but first I wanted to give him a show. I wanted him to see what I was capable of. I felt his eyes on me as I licked, sucked, and slurped.

“Do you suck your husband’s cock like that?”

“I can’t. He doesn’t have a cock like yours.”

Patrick pulled up on my ponytail, forcing me up from my knees. He turned me around and bent me over the pool table. I felt his hand on my ass and his dick pressing at my entrance.

“What’s your anniversary?”

“July fifteenth,” I replied.

“Are you ready to break your vows?”

I panted for a moment. “Yes. Please. Fuck me.”

“What were they?”

“What?”

“Your vows. What were they? Say them for me and I’ll give you what you want.”

I struggled to recall my wedding vows. I’m not sure I could easily remember them on a good day, much less when most of the blood in my body was being diverted from my brain to other places.

“I, Sara…” I stammered. “…take you, Tim, to be my husband. And these things I promise you...”

I felt the head of Patrick’s dick pushing just barely inside of me.

“…fuck…these things I promise you. I will respect, trust, help and care for you,”

Patrick eased the tiniest bit deeper and then back out.

“…I will share my life with you…”

He teased me some more.

“I will be faithful to you…”

As soon as the word “faithful” was out of my mouth, Patrick slid his entire length inside of me in one steady, deliberate motion, filling me deeper than I had been since I had drunkenly fucked the stripper at my bachelorette party.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” I cried. “Fuck me!”

Patrick fucked me wonderfully. He didn’t just use his sizeable tool to jackhammer me. He read my body and my breath to guide him in giving me pleasure beyond words. Had I known he was capable of such mastery, I would have bedded him the first night we met.

“I’m gonna come, Patrick. Don’t stop. Please,” I panted.

Patrick did exactly as I asked, steadily moving inside of me until I finally came on his cock. My head and shoulders collapsed the rest of the way to the felt of the pool table. Patrick pulled me back up and turned me around, sitting me on the edge of the pool table. He supported me with one arm as he leaned me back and put himself inside of me. I wrapped my arms around his neck. He ushered me lower until I was lying down on the table with him on top of me. Not as comfortable as a bed, to be sure, but I didn’t care. Patrick had to be careful to avoid the light just above his head. He looked deep in my eyes as he slowly had his way with me. For the first time, he kissed me. It was a gentle, loving pecks at first. That soon escalated to deep passionate kisses.

“Do you love your husband?” he whispered, looking into my eyes, and teasing his cock just barely inside my pussy. I knew I couldn’t lie.

“Yes.”

“Do you love me?

I paused, feeling him inside of me. Feeling his breath in my mouth. “Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I love you,” I whispered, surrendering. My words cut the air like glass being shattered.

“Say my name.”

“I love you, Patrick.”

“Yes,” Patrick whispered lustfully, knowing he was taking not just my body, but my heart as well. He kissed me again resumed his steady pace, making love to me. It was an intense emotional and physical experience.

“Sara, is there anything you don’t let your husband do?” he whispered in my ear, still moving inside of me.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“Tell me.”

“I don’t let him stay inside of me.”

“Never?”

I shook my head, ready to come.

“You’re gonna let me. Aren’t you? That’s how I’ll know you’re mine now.”

“Yes,” I submitted.

“I want you to the think back now, Sara. Think back to your wedding day.”

Patrick slowly fucked me harder as he spoke. I closed my eyes.

“Think back to that room full of people looking on. Picture the dress you choose so carefully. Remember looking into Tim’s eyes. Remember the song from your first dance as husband and wife.”

Patrick had me under his spell. I brought everything he told me into my mind’s eye as we made love.

“Remember your vows, Sara. Remember telling him there would be no others.”

I was panting like I was in heat.

“Now feel my hard cock inside of you. Feel your body embracing it. Feel the ecstasy of your betrayal.”

“Oh fuck,” I cried. “I’m gonna come! Fuck me!”

Patrick fucked me harder. “Tell me what you want!” he demanded as I came again, harder than before.

“Come inside me! Come in my married pussy!”

“Yes,” Patrick grunted. “You’re mine now. This pussy belongs to me!”

“Yes!” I whimpered.

I held on tight and felt Patrick’s body shiver and shake as he erupted inside of me, becoming the first man to do so since a pregnancy scare my freshman year. Never had my husband felt the pleasure of being inside of me as he came. Patrick kissed me. We laid on the pool table, our bodies still connected and intertwined. After recovering for a few minutes and letting the blood return to my brain, we ambled off the table and started gathering our clothes from the floor.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Patrick scolded as I picked up my panties. “I believe those belong to me.”

I smiled and handed them to him. He stuffed them in his pocket.

We quietly got dressed. I didn’t know what to say. I had anticipated that sex with Patrick would be good. I just didn’t have any idea it would be that intense. That unfaithful. I didn’t know what to do. Finally, I almost reflexively blurted out, “I still love my husband.”

Patrick looked at me. “I still don’t care. Love him all you want. I’m not jealous. But now, you’re mine.”

I nodded, acknowledging that I knew he was right. I loved Tim. But I also knew that I would let Patrick have me anytime or anywhere he wanted. Even in front of my husband if he demanded it. Even in front of everyone at my wedding on the alter, if such a thing were possible.

As Patrick and I walked out the front door and I was locking it behind me, something caught my eye that I hadn’t noticed or thought about in weeks. Next to the door was a placard that read, “NOTICE: Security Cameras In Use.”


Stranded

Life on the road is tough. My job is to sell pharmaceuticals. I have a bachelor’s degree in chemistry and a certification demonstrating my competence. But what I really get paid for is to stay tan, stay fit, flirt with doctors, fly in airplanes, and live in hotel rooms. That’s the life. And if you are as attractive as I am and know how to sell, you can make a very good living. I’ve only been doing it for a few years, but I’m already making six figures before my twenty-sixth birthday. I make more money than my parents ever did. I make more than my husband, Tyler, too. That wasn’t the plan. He was a standout football player his whole life. The expectation was that he would be playing in the NFL. It was a hard day when he was overlooked in the draft. He got a few tryouts, but those didn’t pan out either, so now he plays on his local celebrity to sell cars.

Over the past few years, I’ve met several of my ilk on the road. We pass each other in airports or share a drink in the hotel bar. One introduces you to another and so on. I’m fairly well acquainted with a dozen or so reps that I cross paths with during the year. The majority of them are women, but that is starting to change as women are taking over the medical field. If you were a female physician, would you rather buy from a handsome man or would you rather buy from a woman who is way prettier than you and maybe even makes more money essentially for what she was born with while you toiled away for years, racking up mountains of student debt and studying hour after hour for years?

One of my road friends is Steve. He works out of Atlanta. He taught me about dirty martinis in St. Louis. In Houston, I showed him where to get arguably the best steak in the country. He’s an extremely handsome man, about ten years older than me. At six foot two, he’s the same height as my husband. He’s built much differently, though. My husband was a tight end. While I’m sure Steve does, in fact, have a tight end, he is built more like a guard on a basketball team.  Even though we drank and went to dinner together a several times, he never made a move. Nor did I. He was married with three kids and seemed like he wanted to stay that way. I appreciated that. I had men hitting on me constantly when I was travelling for work. I knew that a lot of reps fool around on the road. They all seemed to pretend that it didn’t count because it was in another time zone or across a state line. I had no intention of doing that. And apparently, neither did Steve. That’s why when I found myself stranded in Buffalo, if I had to be stuck with anyone, I was glad that it was him.

I saw him across the room drinking his dirty martini as soon as I walked into the little hotel bar. I was thrilled to see him. He smiled big when he saw me, too, and gave me a bear hug. He motioned for the bartender to bring me a martini as well. Sales reps, the good ones anyway, are very observant and Steve saw my ring almost immediately.

“You got married! Congratulations! When?”

“You’re not going to believe this. Two days ago.”

“What? You should be on your honeymoon right now.”

“I know, I know. Scheduling everything was a nightmare and it just worked out that way. It’s fine. We’re going to Italy next week.”

“Awesome. Steph and I went to Italy for our honeymoon, too. Rome is filthy, but the rest of the country is absolutely amazing. You guys will love it.”

“What have you heard about this ice storm?”

His face turned serious. “It’s pretty bad. As I’m sure you know, no planes are getting out. Even if you could get a rental car, it would be stupid to drive. Everything is closing. The hotels are fucking packed. I’m having to share a room with this guy, Jeff, that I know. One bed, if you can believe that. At least it’s a king.”

“Yeah,” I commiserated. “I must have gotten here just before you. They told me I got the last room. Sorry.”

“Two beds?” he asked hopefully.

I scrunched my nose. “Sorry.”

I was getting worried. I was originally from Florida. We don’t do ice. Just as it was occurring to me that I was not at all prepared to survive more than a day without a restaurant, a grocery store, or at least a quick shop, Steve’s phone beeped.

“Yes!” he exclaimed with a fist pump.

“What?” I asked.

“It’s Jeff. Somehow, he got some random guy to drive him to the store in this mess. He scored us enough groceries to make it through the apocalypse. Here, look.”

Steve held out his phone. It was a picture of their hotel bed covered in grocery bags filled with food and drinks.

“You’re welcome to join us, Rachel. Looks like there’s plenty. I’m sure Jeff won’t mind. He’s a decent guy. You’ll like him. Fucking legendary salesman, too. That guy could talk anyone into anything. Case in point,” Steve gestured to the photo on his phone.

“Oh, god, thank you. I was started to get scared. Honestly, I had no idea what I was going to do.” To say I was relieved was an understatement.

“I got you,” Steve assured.

There wasn’t much else to do besides hang out in the bar and drink. It was getting crowded when Jeff joined us, taking the last seat at the table in the back we scored earlier. He was younger than Steve, but older than me. Jeff and Steve looked like they could be brothers. Same hair. Same build. Steve had a bit of a southern accent though. And if I had to pick a winner, Jeff barely edged Steve out in the looks department. It was close, though. It didn’t matter. They were both gorgeous. It would have been like choosing between prime rib or filet mignon. The only correct answer to either is, “Yes, please.”

After one more round, the bar was standing room only and we were surrounded by butts and crotches at eye level. “Guys, this is ridiculous,” Jeff complained. “Let’s go up to the room. I’ve got a ton of booze up there.”

“Vodka?” Steve asked.

“Yup.”

“Vermouth?”

“Yup.”

“Olives?”

“Who do you think you’re talking to, Steve? Yes, I got olives.”

“Well, then, let’s go,” Steve agreed.

I was all for it. I hate crowds unless they’re in a football stadium. We made our way to the fifth floor, two floors above mine. Before joining us in the bar, Jeff had organized his grocery haul. In the little kitchenette, there were multiple loaves of bread, boxes and boxes of crackers and cookies, and as promised, lots of booze. The little refrigerator was packed with cheese, deli-meat, and fruit. I didn’t realize how hungry I was until I saw all that food.

“Can I make a sandwich?” I begged.

“Sure,” they both replied.

I fixed a few sandwiches for each of us. We sat around talking and drinking for another hour before I was ready to turn in. We said goodnight and I started making my way to my room. Just after I stepped out of the elevator, the lights went out. Almost immediately, the emergency lights turned on and lit the way to my door. I put my key in the slot. Nothing. I tried again. Nothing. “Fuck!” I growled and tried again. I found the stairs and made my way back up to the fifth floor and knocked on Steve’s door. Jeff saw the surprise on my face when he opened the door and I saw the candles. “Who the hell is this guy?” I thought. “A boy scout? He thought of everything.”

“Not my first ice storm,” he said with a cocky grin.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I thought you guys were just trying to get romantic. I apologize if I interrupted,” I quipped. After we teased each other some more, I explained my situation.

“Well, we were just going to bed,” Steve explained. “You should probably just stay here with us. I don’t think the power’s going to come back on anytime soon.”

“But there’s only one bed,” I said.

“It’s up to you. We can maybe talk to the front desk, see if they have a cot or something. I’d be happy to give you my spot.” Jeff offered.

The phones still worked at least, so we called the front desk. The only thing they could offer us was extra blankets. Steve and I went down and got them while Jeff stayed in the room to let us back in. when we got back, I watched Steve making a little nest on the floor to sleep to make room in the bed for me.

“Steve, that’s ridiculous. Let’s just all sleep in the bed. We’re adults. Let’s not be stupid.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Let’s just get some sleep. I’m tired. It’s been a long day.”

We all climbed in the bed. Steve got in the middle, offering me one side so that I would feel more comfortable than if I was pressed between two men, one of whom I’d only just met. Had I been single, I would have actually preferred to be the meat instead of the bread in that particular sandwich but given that I was married for all of two days I took him up on his offer.

With a belly full of vodka, white bread, and deli meat, I was ready for the day to be done and fell asleep almost immediately. Steve and Jeff were still asleep when I woke up the next morning. I looked out the window. It was bad. There was no way we were getting out of there that day. I checked the lights. Nothing. It was cold, so I crawled back in bed next to Steve. I checked my phone quickly, but I didn’t want to waste my battery. I just fired off a quick text message to my husband to tell him I was okay, but that I wasn’t going to be home any time soon.

By noon, we started drinking. There was literally nothing else to do. We sat at the little hotel table huddling under blankets. They were gentlemanly enough to give me the room’s one lounge chair. They took metal-framed, straight-backed, so-called dining chairs that matched the rickety little table. I was still in my skirt and white button-down shirt. My bra was long gone. I didn’t know if the boys noticed, but they didn’t say anything. Steve and Jeff, still able to access their luggage, were in their pajamas and t-shirts. The conversation, somewhat predictably, slowly devolved to a mishmash of “Truth or Dare” and “Never Have I Ever.”

“Okay,” Jeff said. “Never have I ever had road sex.”

To my surprise, Steve drank. Jeff and I did not. I would have expected it to be the other way around. I was guessing that Jeff was a bit of a whore. I looked at Steve in utter shock. He was happily married with three kids and never hit on me once.

“What the fuck, Steve?” I exclaimed flabbergasted.

“It was a long time ago,” he blushed.

“You know the rule,” Jeff challenged. “You’re the only one who drank, so you have to tell.”

“Like I said, it was a long time ago. Before I was married.”

“Yeah, but who was it?” I demanded.

“You know your boss, Margie?”

“No!” I exclaimed. “Get out!”

“Yup,” he nodded.

I slapped his arm repeatedly in disbelief. “No fucking way!”

“No, seriously.”

“I could see it,” I finally admitted. “I mean, she’s older now, but you can tell she was really hot up until not that long ago. Hell, for her age, she still is.”

Steve, with a little affirmation, briefly abandoned his bashfulness. “Dude, let me tell you. It was like, ten years ago. Maybe the best sex I ever had. San Antonio. Holy shit. I still jerk off to that sometimes.”

I started giggling, letting the image of Steve and my fifty-year-old boss going at it settle in my brain. “Oh my god. Margie! You go girl.”

“Okay, my turn,” Steve said. “Never I have I ever had a threesome.”

I looked at Jeff waiting for him to drink. I didn’t want to be the only one. He looked back at me, innocently. “Fuck,” I sighed and took a drink.

“Rachel! You dirty dog, you. Do tell,” Jeff insisted.

I decided to forego any façade of being a goody-two-shoes. “Okay, fine. But not a word leaves this room. Got it?” They both nodded. I held out my little finger. “Apocalyptic pinky swear,” I demanded. They complied with our running gag for the nth time that day. “So, my husband, every now and then, likes to share.”

Steve and Jeff both followed college football and knew who my husband was. Their brows went up and their eyes got big. “No shit!” Jeff blurted out. Steve’s eyes looked like they were gonna pop out of his head.

“What do you mean by every now and then?” Steve asked.

“I don’t know. Five or six times. Or so.” The real truth was that I had lost count.

“Or so?” he looked at me dumbfounded.

I could see them both eager to ask questions but trying to play it cool at the same time.

“Same guy?” Jeff asked.

“Not always, no.”

“We’re they football players, too?”

“A couple of them were.”

“So, is your husband like, bi or something?”

Steve tried to temper Jeff’s questions. “Jeff, come on.”

I giggled. “No. At least not that I’m aware of. You never know.”

“Like, did your husband just watch? Or do they take turns?”

“No, they both fuck me. Usually.”

“Holy shit,” Jeff sighed. “Did you like it?”

I looked around like there were other people in the room that could here. I leaned forward and whispered, “It’s fucking amazing.” I was savoring their shocked expression.

“Little bitty you and two football players?” Steve asked, seemingly impressed.

“Hey, I’m not that little! I’m five-three.”

“Jesus Christ,” Jeff sighed again. “That’s the hottest thing I ever heard.”

I smiled at his frustration. I loved teasing men. Always had. “Okay, my turn. Jeff, truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“When’s the last time you had sex?”

“Last week.”

Jeff turned to Steve. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“Same question.”

“I don’t know. Like a month. Six weeks, maybe. I have three kids. Cut me some slack.”

Steve turned to me. “I already know your answer.”

“No, you don’t,” I argued.

“But you just got married on Saturday.”

“We were too tired, and he was too drunk. I had to catch a plane the next day. So, no. I’m married, but I’ve never had married sex.”

“Wow. I feel bad now,” Steve frowned.

“Maybe if he’d brought a friend,” Jeff joked.

“Jeff!” Steve scorned.

I giggled. I wasn’t offended. “It’s fine. I don’t care.”

Jeff looked at me curiously. “I have questions,” he said. “And tell me if I’m out of line. You don’t have to answer.”

I took another sip of my drink. “Mmhmm?”

“So, does your husband let you fool around?”

“I hate to dash your hopes, Jeff. But no. Sorry. Just the threesome thing.”

“Alright. Again, stop me if I cross the line. I’m just fascinated.”

“Fascinated is what you’re calling it, then?” I teased. “Well, since it’s the apocalypse and all…” I knew I was driving him crazy. They were still playing truth or dare. I was playing a new game. It was called “Let’s see how horny I can make Jeff before he has to go jerk off in the bathroom.” To that end, I decided to tell Jeff whatever he wanted to know.

I held out my little finger again. “Apocalyptic pinky swear?”

“Apocalyptic pinky swear,” they repeated.

“Sooo…what are your questions?”

“You’ve had multiple threesomes, right?”

“Yes.”

“Any with another girl or all guys?”

“All guys.”

“Ever more than one other guy?’

“Yes, one time. But Tyler pretty much just watched. Wrangling two cocks is plenty.”

“Pretty much?”

I smiled, knowing the image I was about to paint for Jeff. “All he did was come on me a couple of times while they were fucking me.”

Steve closed his eyes and whispered, “Fuck!”, obviously imagining the visual. I could see him getting more and more worked up. “Can I keep going?” he asked.

“Sure. Why not?”

Jeff paused. I could tell he was debating whether or not to ask his next question.

“Come on, Jeff.” I rapped my fingernails on the table. “I don’t have all day. Oh wait…I do!” Not my best joke ever, but it got a laugh and lightened the mood enough for Jeff to ask his question.

“Do they fuck you at the same time?”

“Do you mean like spitroast me or at the same time, the same time?” I didn’t want to outright say “double penetration.”

“At the same time, the same time,” Jeff clarified.

“Both.”

“You mean…”

“Yes, Jeff. Sometimes, while one of them is fucking me, the other fucks me in the ass. Is that what you wanted to know?”

“Jesus, that’s hot.” Jeff muttered. He was getting pretty slack jawed by that point. He was also feeling pretty bold. “So, is it your husband that fucks you in the ass or the other guy.”

“It depends. A few of them were so big, there’s no way I was going to let them fuck me in the ass. We just kind of feel it out. It all depends.”

I could tell that Jeff was touching himself under his blanket. He wasn’t jackhammering his cock or anything. He was being discreet. It turned me on knowing that he was having a hard time controlling himself. I was winning my little private game. “And you like it? For real. Getting fucked at the same time by two guys? You’re not just trying to make your husband happy?” he asked.

“No, I genuinely like it, Jeff. I mean, I’m not sure I would have aspired to do it on my own accord, but after the first time? Fuck yeah. If I’m in the right mood, there’s absolutely nothing better.”

“But you’re not allowed to, you know, go out on your own?”

“Come on, Jeff,” Steve interjected. “That’s enough.”

“No, Jeff. I’m not going to fuck you. That would be cheating. Tyler is always there, and he picks the guys. So, unless you become friends with my husband and he brings you home one night, sorry, you’re out of luck.”

Tyler shrugged innocently and started pretending to type into his phone. “Make…friends…with…Rachel’s…husband.” He got a better laugh than I did with my joke a minute before.

“So, what else do you want to know?” I asked, still wanted to torture him some more. After all, I hadn’t won my game yet.

“So always guys. No girls, right?”

“So far, yes.”

“So, you would?”

“Sure. I’d try it. I never thought I’d love getting fucked in the ass as much as I do until I tried it. And it never would have even occurred to me to take two dicks at one time.” If ever I crafted a sentence to tease a man, that was it.

“Fuck,” Jeff sighed with a long, drawn-out groan. I got the feeling that he was squeezing the head of his dick under the blanket. “When’s the last time you did it?”

“Uh, three…no, two weeks ago.”

“Fuck,” he groaned again.

“Jesus, Rachel,” Steve chimed in. I don’t think he meant to say it out loud. He was clearly getting worked up as well.

“Which time was your favorite?” Jeff asked.

I took another sip of vodka from my plastic hotel cup and thought for a moment. “Honestly, it was probably the first time Tyler brought someone home.”

“Was it planned out or did it just happen?”

“No. Not with me. I’m sure Tyler had it planned. The three of us were in the jacuzzi at our apartment complex. It was late. I thought his friend was just visiting and was going to crash on our couch. He was sitting across from us. Tyler started kissing me. It got a little heated. Then his friend moved to sit next me and started watching. It kind of creeped me out at first. Not long after that, I felt his hands on me. I looked at Tyler and he just started kissing my neck while his friend ran his hands all over my body. I couldn’t believe it at first. I was sort of like a deer in headlights. Then they took me back to our apartment.”

I could see the blanket in Jeff’s crotch moving subtly, but rhythmically. He saw me noticing and stopped. We looked back at each other. What I had neglected to consider about my little game was that I was getting pretty turned on myself at this point. Reliving the high points of my sex life was getting my fire started, too. I looked Jeff in the eyes and swallowed. “Do you want to hear more?” I asked barely above a whisper.

Jeff nodded. I didn’t look at Steve. I was afraid he would say something sensible.

“We got to the apartment and Tyler started kissing me again. His friend stood behind me. He slid his hands all along my body. I decided to let go and give into the experience. It felt amazing. Tyler undid my top and his friend started squeezing my tits and playing with my nipples.”

I could see Jeff’s hand go back to work. He saw me watching him jerk off under the blanket. This time he didn’t stop.

“Then what?” he asked.

“Then Tyler slowly spun me around to face his friend and sat down on the couch, just watching. His friend was this big, tall, black guy. He was really cute, too. The top of my head only came up to his shoulders. He leaned down and kissed me right in front of Tyler. I looked over at Tyler. He just smiled at me. It was hot but, man, was I nervous.”

“Goddamn,” I heard Steve mutter. I looked at him for the first time. I could see his blanket moving, too. He looked a little ashamed, but he didn’t stop.

“While he kissed me, he walked me backwards and sat me down next to Tyler. He stood in front of me and pulled his dick out.”

As I told the story, my pussy was getting ever wetter and demanding to be touched. I was still wearing my skirt, so I couldn’t easily reach between my legs. I spread my legs further apart, hoping that would make my skirt ride up enough that I could get my hand where it needed to be. It didn’t work. “Fuck it,” I thought. “They’re jerking off. There’s no point in trying to hide it.”

I stood up, leaving my blanket on the chair. I unzipped my skirt and shimmied out of it, leaving me in nothing but my shirt and panties. I sat back down and pulled the blanket back over me.

“He had such a big cock. I was so turned on. I couldn’t believe it when I started sucking him off right in front of Tyler. God, it was hot.” The memory of that big black cock combined with watching Jeff and Steve jerk off to my story was making me crazy. “Oh, fuck,” I sighed as rubbed my pussy under the blanket, not bothering to hide the fact that I, too, was masturbating.

Jeff was breathing heavily. “Don’t stop.”

“Then, my boyfriend took his cock out and started jerking off watching me suck his friend’s huge dick. I couldn’t even fit my hand around the damn thing. Oh my god, it was amazing.” I paused and exhaled forcefully, feeling the pleasure between my legs. “Then I got on my knees on the couch and started sucking Tyler’s cock. His friend pulled my swimsuit off and started eating my pussy and my ass.” I tilted my head back and moved my hand inside of my panties. I undid a button on my shirt so I could reach in and pinch my nipple while I played with my pussy. With both my hands occupied, I couldn’t hold the blanket around me, and it slowly started falling off my shoulders. I found it irritating and distracting, so I just flicked it off my body and left it to drape down the chair.

“Oh, fuck,” I heard Steve groan.

I looked over at him and realized that from his angle, he could see into my shirt where I was pinching my nipple. We briefly made eye contact before I shifted my gaze to his crotch. I undid another button, making sure he got a good look at my breast. I paused my storytelling as they stared at me. My shirt was unbuttoned almost to my navel with one hand inside playing with my breast. My other hand was buried in my black bikini underwear. Despite us both being spoken for, I had been attracted to Steve for as long as I had known him. I yanked at his blanket, pulling it away from his crotch. He made no attempt to cover up. Nor should he have. His cock was gorgeous.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned looking at his cock. He stroked it proudly. Jeff pulled his blanket away on his own. “Jesus Christ,” I moaned. Jeff’s wasn’t as pretty as Steve’s, but it was almost as thick as the energy drink can sitting on the table.

“What happened next, Rachel?” Jeff prompted.

“I’ll tell you, but it can’t go any farther than this. I just got married on Saturday for fuck’s sake.”

“Just please tell the rest of the story,” Jeff begged, stroking his cock in plain sight.

“His friend started fucking me.” I paused. “Ooooooo, fuck,” I cooed looking at Steve’s cock.  “I’d never had a cock that big before,” I continued.

I looked back and forth between Steve and Jeff jerking off. Their cocks were glistening. I could see our breath in the air, but none of us seemed to remember how cold it was.

“It was so intense, I could barely jerk Tyler off while his friend doggied me. God, I came so hard. It was so crazy that after I came, I made them let me take a break for a minute. I literally just laid down on the carpet with my eyes closed. Tyler’s friend laid down next to me and pulled me on top of him.”

I unbuttoned my shirt the rest of the way, giving Jeff and Steve an unobstructed view of my tits. They, in turn, took their shirts off. I continued with my story.

“He started squeezing and licking and sucking my tits. I slid back down along his torso and put his dick back inside of me. I sat up and started to ride him, honestly, I couldn’t’ handle him that way. I fell back onto his chest and let him fuck me while I was lying on top of him.”

“Did he fuck you in the ass?” Jeff asked, teasing the tip of his cock with his fingers.

“No.” I whispered, staring at Jeff’s cock, my mouth watering, my breathing labored, my finger flicking my nub. “Tyler did.” Jeff displayed his cock for me, angling it toward me as though it were an invitation. Everything was moving in slow motion. I licked my lips.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

 Jeff offered a faint smile of understanding. He leaned toward me and held out his hand, palm up just below my mouth. I knew what he wanted and complied, gathering my saliva in my mouth, and gently spit it into his hand. He spread it over the tip of his cock and started stroking himself again.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned loudly, watching my saliva shining his cock. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back, imagining myself on my knees, wrapping my lips around his girth. I felt an orgasm building, coming on fast. “Oh, fuck,” I panted. “I’m gonna come. I’m gonna come.”

I looked at Jeff as I came. He came, too, watching me. First one rope of come shot up from his cock. Then another. And then another. “Yes!” he grunted as each one launched in the air. He and I were both left leaning back in our chairs catching our breath. After a moment, I lifted my head and look at Steve. He was staring at my naked chest, trying to finish himself off.

 I had been attracted to Steve since the first time I met him. I presumed the only reason neither of us had ever made a move was because we were with other people. That, and the fact that he was such an honorable guy. What I wanted to do was get on my knees and suck his beautiful cock dry. I knew that was off limits, both because of what were left of my sensibilities and because of his loyalty to his family. But I could think of a few other things to show my affection that pushed the boundaries without crossing them outright. I got up from my chair and stood in front of him. I gripped the sides of my panties and slowly pulled them down past my thighs, letting them fall to the ground. I bent down to pick them up and tossed them to his face. He caught them with his free hand and held them to his nose, inhaling them. He stared at my shaved mound and my pretty little pussy.

“I can’t,” he whispered, shaking his head. I knew that he thought I was going to try to fuck him. Honestly, at that point, I probably would have if I knew he wouldn’t say no.

“I know,” I smiled. I lowered myself to my knees and hovered my face over his cock.

“Rachel, no,” he said, almost panicking.

“Relax, Steve. It’s okay,” I whispered reassuringly. I looked down and slowly spit, aiming for the head of his cock like a bombardier.

“Oh, fuck,” Steve whispered, watching my display, and rubbing me into his shaft. I sat back on my heels, his cock in my foreground, my face in his background. I took his free hand and pulled it toward my mouth. I leaned forward and started licking and sucking his fingers as he stroked his cock right next to my face.

“God, I want to suck your cock so bad,” I panted.

“We can’t,” he groaned.

I sucked his thumb hard and pulled it closer to the head of his cock, an inch from my mouth. I fluttered my tongue across his thumb.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come,” Steve groaned. He yanked his hand away from my mouth and held me by my ponytail. I moved my mouth directly in front of his cock, staring down his shaft and flicking my tongue, barely grazing his tip.

“Come for me,” I begged, opening my mouth.

As soon as he started coming, I launched my mouth onto his dick. He reflexively grabbed my head with both hands and steadily fucked my mouth. He kept pumping, chanting “fuck, fuck, fuck,” slower and slower until he was spent. I eased my mouth off, swallowing him, and wiping my lips and chin. The room was dead silent. It felt like we were all suddenly and magically sober. I felt the chill in the air for the first time since I started telling my story.

When in doubt, my instinct is always to run away. “Are you guys good if I take a shower?” I asked rhetorically. Fortunately, the hotel still had hot water.

“Yup,” Steve said tersely. I could tell he was having instant regret. I wasn’t far behind him. I’d only been married for three days, and I’d already gone behind Tyler’s back, something I’d sworn I’d never do. In fact, I had taken a vow only three days before saying exactly that. It didn’t matter that Tyler shared me on occasion. We shared those decisions. He had no say in what I had just done. It was wrong and I knew it.

I picked my panties and my skirt up from the floor and did the walk of shame to the bathroom. I washed my panties in the sink and then washed my body in the shower. I took my time. I needed it to get my head together. When I finally came out, Jeff was laying in the bed going to sleep. As Steve headed for the shower, I begged a t-shirt from Jeff to sleep in. Sleeping in my skirt was not ideal. He gave me a pair of socks, too. The shirt was long enough that it went down to my thighs, covering the parts of me that were normally covered by my panties, now wet, and hanging in the bathroom to dry. By the time Steve was done in the shower, Jeff was asleep on one side of the bed, and I was lying on the other with my eyes closed. Steve blew out the only candle still going and carefully climbed in bed between me and Jeff.

My mind was still racing in the darkness. Even more than the guilt for betraying my own husband, I felt bad for making Steve betray his wife. I couldn’t stand it anymore. I had to say something. “Steve?” I whispered quietly.

“Yes,” he whispered back.

I turned over to face him. I could barely make out the silhouette of his face in the dim light emanating from the edges of the curtains. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done what I did.”

“That’s not your responsibility, Rachel. It’s mine.”

“I know you didn’t want to.”

“That’s not true. I wanted to. I’ve wanted to since the moment I met you. Even more after I got to know you.” I felt the same way. It was good to hear. “If it weren’t for the fact that I’m married and that I love my kids, I would have chased after you like a lost puppy from the start.”

“You wouldn’t have had to chase me hard. You are a such a kind, honest, and decent man. Not to mention gorgeous. You know, when I saw you in the bar downstairs after I found out I was going to be stuck in a frozen hell for who knows how long, I was so relieved. I couldn’t imagine anyone I’d rather be stranded with than you. I’m so sorry I screwed it up.”

“You didn’t screw it up. We just all kind of crossed a line somewhere accidentally. Except for sleeping beauty over there. He’s single. He can do whatever he wants. Let’s just chalk it up to it being an exceptional circumstance.”

I don’t know if the light got brighter or if my eyes had adjusted, but I could see Steve’s face a little better in the darkness. I wasn’t sure he could see me as well. Regardless, it somehow made me feel unrestrained in studying Steve’s face. A girl would have to be crazy to not be attracted to him. “Fair enough,” I whispered. “Thank you, sweet man.” I kissed his cheek, maybe a little longer than I should have.

“Goodnight, Rachel,” he whispered.

“Goodnight,” I whispered back and rolled back over.

No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t sleep. I kept replaying what happened earlier. I got stuck every time on Steve staring at my naked body and saying, “We can’t” but knowing that he wanted to as badly as I did. My pussy got wet again. I was afraid I would wake up Steve and Jeff if I masturbated. I shifted uncomfortably in my little corner of the bed, trying to forget. I felt my backside graze Steve’s body as I tried to get comfortable. Then I felt his hand on my hip in his slumber. I scooted back just a bit further, wanting to feel him, but trying not to wake him. I felt him spoon against me. I felt the warmth of his body against mine. I exhaled deeply and pinched my hand between my thighs, pressing it into my pussy. I didn’t dare do more. “Oh fuck,” I sighed ever so quietly. I felt Steve move his hand slowly down my hip to my leg, meeting the hem of Jeff’s t-shirt. He slid his hand back up, dragging that side of the shirt with it. Then it hit me. Steve wasn’t asleep, either. I curled my leg up as he ran his hand back down along my skin. I put my hand on top of his as he slid his hand back up again and guided it along the back of my thigh to my ass.

“Yes,” I whispered.

I gently ushered Steve’s fingers to my pussy in the darkness. My breath quickened. I felt his cock growing along the crack of my ass. Steve’s hand left me while he fiddled with his pajamas behind me, freeing his cock.

“Are you sure?” I whispered.

“Yes,” he replied, finding my entrance, and easing his cock inside of me.

“Oh, thank god,” I whimpered.

Steve started fucking me slowly. Sweetly. He put his mouth to my ear and his hand on my breast. “You’re so beautiful, Rachel. I wanted you from the first moment I saw you.”

I rolled over to face him so that I could kiss him. I slid beneath him and spread my legs. He kissed me as I guided him back inside of me.

“Oh, god,” I whispered. “You feel so good, Steve. I’ve wanted you for so long.”

We made love in the dark, trying not to rouse our bedmate. It was slow. Intense. And passionate. I came one time. And then again. Having orgasmed so recently, I could tell Steve wasn’t going to be able to finish easily. I kissed him and whispered, “Are you ready?”

 Steve knew what I was talking about. “Yes,” he whispered back.

“When he wakes up, I’m gonna fuck both of you. You can do anything, Steve. Anything you want to me. Just know, please, that I adore you and that in another life, I would be truly happy alone in your arms.”

Steve kissed me passionately and rolled me over on top of him. I straddled his cock and slid down his length. I pulled Jeffs’ shirt over my head and started grinding in Steve’s lap, digging my fingers into his chest. He gripped my hips, helping my gyrate, shaking the bed harder and harder as we fucked.

“Oh, fuck. Yes!” I groaned at full volume, no longer trying to contain myself.

In the dim light I saw Jeff move and reach for his phone on the nightstand. Using it to illuminate the darkness, he saw me grinding on Steve’s cock as fast as I could, nearing another orgasm.

“Holy shit,” he gasped. He quickly lit a candle and ambled up to stand on the bed, jerking his cock in my face, waiting for me to suck it.

I ignored him and continued fucking Steve like an animal other than to whimper to Jeff, “Let me come first.”

Jeff waited patiently as I got myself off with Steve’s dick. When I finished coming again, I leaned back, Steve still inside of me, using my hands on Steve’s legs to support me. Jeff brushed his cock against my lips hopefully. I opened my mouth and let him in.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned.

My legs were killing me, being in that position for too long. I told Jeff to lie down. I got on my knees between his legs and continued sucking him off. I looked at Steve. I knew what a sweet man he was and that he truly cared about me, therefore he might have a problem treating me like a whore. But I also knew how hot I looked with a big, fat cock in my mouth. I looked in his eyes as I made a messy, wanton display of sucking Jeff’s cock. “Go to the kitchen,” I told Steve. He looked at me quizzically. “Get the olive oil.” The expression on his face melted from curiosity to disbelief.

I was prepared to do it myself, but when Steve returned and started preparing my ass for what was about to come, I was relieved that he knew what he was doing. When I felt Steve’s finger breech my hole, I turned my head over my shoulder and cooed, “Oooo, are you gonna fuck my ass?”

Steve kept working my asshole and spreading my cheeks. It caught me off guard when I felt the sting of his hand as he slapped my ass. Apparently, we had awakened a sleeping dragon inside of Steve. I took Dave’s cock out of my mouth and looked over my shoulder again. “Oh, fuck.”

“Yeah?” Steve gritted his teeth and growled. “You like that?”

“Fuck, yeah.” I growled back.

Steve spanked me again. Harder.

“Oooo, fuck!” I hollered.

“Are you my little whore?” Steve taunted.

“Yes.”

“You want me to fill your ass while you fuck Jeff’s fat cock?”

“Yes,” I replied and moved forward, hovering my pussy over Jeff’s shaft.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Jeff moaned as I slid down his cock. I started riding his cock while I psyched myself up to take another cock. Steve stood up on the bed and stepped in front of me. He grabbed my hair in his hand and pushed my head onto his cock. I went willingly.

“I’m not gonna come in your mouth this time,” he sneered. It turns out that Steve, kind, gentle, Steve, had a dark side. I wanted to see more off it.

“Yeah?” I challenged. “Where are you gonna come?”

“Why don’t I show you?” he jeered.

Steve moved behind me and pushed my torso down onto Jeff’s chest. He wasn’t gentle about it. I felt a stream of oil run between my cheeks and then Steve’s cock press against my asshole. I forced myself to relax and accept his dick as it entered. He slowly started fucking me, easing his way deeper, stopping if he felt me tense. Jeff started pumping, as well, the two doing their best to keep time. When I was in the mood, nothing was as satisfying as two cocks. Nothing. And I was most definitely in the mood.

“Yes. Fuck me,” my voice quivered.The boys picked up the pace at the sound of my pleasure. I had to remember; this was their first time sharing a woman. I coached them along, guiding them until they reached the perfect combination of tempo and force.

“Yes. Right there! Fuck me just like that!” I cried. “Oh, fuck!”

The boys followed orders perfectly and soon I was on the verge of coming and coming hard. I craned my neck over my shoulder as far as it would go to watch Steve as he fucked me. I reached back and put my hand on his hip. I couldn’t quite reach his ass. “Yes,” I whimpered, almost crying. “Make me come…please…please…please…”

Steve leaned down so that we could look in each other’s eyes. That was all it took for me. My orgasm overtook my whole body. It forced my eyes closed, and I fell onto Jeff’s chest again. Steve and Jeff had no choice but to slow their pace. They gently fucked me through my climax and then fucked me just enough to keep themselves going. I had probably come that hard before in my life, but never harder.

“Oh my god,” I panted. “That was unbelievable.”

“Rachel,” Jeff quipped. “I can officially say that you are the hottest woman I have ever know.”

“Well, thank you, Jeff.”

“No, I’m not kidding. I’m gonna have a plaque made for you. And get one of those cakes with writing on it.”

I needed a little break after the fucking I had just taken. I started to roll off to one side. Steve helped ease me back down into the bed. “And I haven’t even made you come yet,” I joked in return as I landed comfortably on the mattress. “Give me a minute to catch my breath and you can put some icing on my face.” I reached over and started jerking Jeff’s cock just enough to keep him hard. “And you,” I looked at Steve. “You haven’t made good on your promise.”

“Not yet,” Steve grinned devilishly. “Just let me know when you’re ready.”

“I reached across Jeff and grabbed his cup from the nightstand, taking a big gulp of water.”

“Do you want me to get you a cup?” Jeff offered.

I looked at him like he was an idiot. “Jeff. I’m about to make you come all over my face. Do you really think I’m worried about using your cup?”

“I suppose not,” he grinned.

I crawled back between Jeff’s legs and lifted my ass high in the air, looking at Steve. “I’m ready.”

As I got to work on fulfilling my promise to Jeff, I felt another stream of oil run down my ass. Steve entered me much quicker that time. Even though I desperately wanted to reach for my clitoris, I wanted to make Jeff come as quickly as I could so I could focus all of my  energy on trying to come again with Steve inside of me.

“You have such a nice, fat cock,” I teased, looking up at Jeff. “Do you want to see if it will fit in my ass next time?” I doubt that any woman had let him near her ass before. I doubted I’d be able to handle it, but I was willing to give it a shot.

“Oh, fuck,” Jeff groaned.

I was making a huge mess on his cock and my face. I think I could have almost made Jeff come by looking at him the way I was. “We could be stuck here for days.” I sucked and licked and slurped some more. “I’m gonna fuck you nonstop until that ice melts and I’m forced to go back to my husband.”

That must have done it. Jeff groaned and stared at me as I jerked his load all over my face and mouth. “Holy shit,” he sighed, looking at the mess. “You are so fucking hot.”

“How are we doing back there, Steve?” I asked, looking over my shoulder with Jeff dripping from my chin.

“Just enjoying the show,” he efforted, sounding about like he was jogging a mile.

“Here. Let me help,” I said. “I rolled over onto my back, put a pillow under me, and spread legs wide. “I want to watch you fuck me.”

I rubbed my pussy as Steve started fucking me in the ass again. We said nothing for a while. We just stared at each other, memorizing each other. I finally broke the silence, feeling myself getting closer to an orgasm. I wanted him to come with me. “Did you ever think you’d actually be fucking me, Steve? In the ass? In Buffalo?”

“Only in my wildest dreams.”

“I hope your dreams are pretty wild because I’m gonna let you do anything you want to me.”

“Anything?” he asked, staring into my eyes.

“Anything,” I stared back.

Steve’s imagination must have started taking over because soon he was finally about to come. “I’m gonna come, Steve. Please, come with me. Please?” He fucked me harder, pounding me the same way he would my pussy. I started coming again. Watching me must have finally set him off.

“Fuck, I’m coming!” he barked, bucking his seed into me. I watched his face as he came. He was gorgeous. I knew I wanted to see that face again and again.

And I would. The next thirty-six hours were a fuck fest. When Jeff was awake, the three of us fucked like rabbits. But Steve and I always waited for him to sleep so we could make a little nest on the floor with blankets and be together, just the two of us. Jeff was sexy as hell, too, but I was falling for Steve. Honestly, I had probably fallen for him long ago. When the ice melted and the lights came back on and the planes could fly again, Steve and I stayed an extra day. We blamed it on everyone else beating us to the first flights out of town. We said goodbye to a very satisfied Jeff and spent another thirty-six hours in bed together. I’ve passed Jeff a few times in airports since then. We hold up our pinkies and smile, remembering our adventure. Since the ice storm, Steve and I have lived double lives. Neither of us left our spouses. There was no need. We were on the road more than we were home. We coordinated our schedules as best we could. We weren’t always in the same town at the same time, but we could usually make it happen. I made love to Steve more than I did my husband. The same was true for him. In December, I’m expecting a son. I have no idea if he’ll grow up to be an athlete or a salesman.


Pamela: A Relapsed Cheater

I think I’ve always used sex to help myself feel better. Maybe not sex, exactly. Attention is probably a more accurate description. But when I want it, I want the level of attention that only sex can provide. It just helps me. I’ve tried to do better about letting myself give into temptation as I’ve gotten older, especially after I got married. After each of my two boys were born, I struggled with postpartum depression. I saw a therapist for it, and it helped, but I let myself succumb to my urges during some of my lowest points. I slept with about half a dozen men total, peppered over the course of my seven-year marriage. And to be thoroughly honest, there were several others while we were dating before we got married as well. I finally managed to make myself stop cheating after I had sex with a plumber on my kitchen floor. He wasn’t even particularly attractive. Remarkably, my husband never knew about any of them. My extracurricular love life wasn’t the reason for our highly conflictual divorce. That was solely because he’s an abusive, narcissistic, asshole. Before we split, I managed to record him verbally abusing me and our children on several occasions. With the help of a bulldog attorney, I cleaned him out in the divorce.  I got nearly everything. All he was left with was enough income to share a two-bedroom apartment with a friend of his. I financially neutered him.

The second my husband was out of the house, I started sleeping around again. I was very careful to never have men over when the children were home. I might be what some would call morally flexible in certain areas, but I was a devoted, doting mother but you can accomplish a lot of things while kids are at school all day. Despite having two kids and being in my early thirties, I still had the pick of the litter for the most part. When I was younger, I was a seriously cute, petite, bleached blonde. As I got older and had the boys, I put on a few pounds. However, after my youngest, Raymond, was born, one of the things my therapist had me do to help with my depression was to start a regular exercise program. If you’re depressed, by the way, you should seriously consider doing that. It helped with the depression almost as much as the sex did. After a year of working out almost daily and talking my then husband into financing breast implants, I was looking better than I ever had. I wasn’t the skinny, little thing I was before, though. I was a honey blonde, fit, firm, big-breasted, bikini model, athletic sex bomb. With a great hair stylist and my always excellent taste in clothes, I was the very epitome of a MILF. After the initial frenzy of post-separation carnal self-medication, I found a very kind, responsible, Marine to settle in with.

When Darren, my Marine, and I had only been together for only about three months, he got orders for a duty station down South. We had a few long conversations about me and the boys going with him. I knew that three months with a man wasn’t a very long time and that I had only recently introduced him to the boys. But I also knew there was something different about him. Something special. If I was your stereotypical MILF, he was your stereotypical boy scout. He was kind, honorable, prepared, loyal, trustworthy and all of the other things in addition to being handsome and good in bed. The other thing that impressed me about Darren was the fact that, even from our very first date, I had literally no urge to seek attention from anyone else. I had been faithful from the beginning. As pitiful as it might sound to say, I was somewhat baffled by that. And proud. In the end, I agreed to take a chance and move in with Darren at his new duty station. As an added bonus, the kids and I would be hundreds of miles away from my ex who continued to generate as much chaos as he could in our lives.

At the one-year mark, things were going amazingly well. Darren and I were madly in love. The kids had friends at school and were doing well. John, my oldest, was starting to get interested in girls. Raymond, my youngest, was turning out to be a bit of a math genius. With Darren’s housing allowance and some of my mailbox money from the divorce, we were renting a beautiful two-story house in a nice neighborhood. Everything was perfect. That is, until I was served with papers by my ex-husband. He was taking me to court yet again, trying to get custody of the children and making outlandish, untrue accusations for the sole purpose of trying to get revenge for leaving him. It didn’t matter that the rational, adult part of my brain knew that it would amount to nothing more than a lot of inconvenience. The primitive, animal part of my brain was terrified.  Darren was wonderful and reassuring about the whole thing, but I still walked around for days with a constant sense of dread.

 Adding to my stress was the fact that school was about to start again. The boys needed new clothes and school supplies. John was entering high school, Raymond junior high, so we were going to have to learn two new schools and attend open houses. One of John’s friends invited him with less than a week’s notice to a pool party. Darren was busy with a project at work and wasn’t able to help out at all. It was a lot to handle. I had hoped being so busy would keep my mind off of the trouble brewing with my ex, but I still found myself constantly worrying about it. 

The first clue that I was in trouble came when I was looking through my swimsuits a few days before the party. Given that I am quite proud of my body, the majority of my swimwear consists of skimpy and then even skimpier bikinis. I do have a few suits on the other end of the spectrum in reserve for when a bikini would be too revealing. Obviously, a string bikini wouldn’t be appropriate for a teen’s birthday party. However, when I imagined myself in one of my old lady swimsuits in front John’s friend’s dad, William, I cringed. William was a very handsome, older man in his early fifties. We’d chatted several times before at school functions and get togethers. The thought of dressing like an old lady in front of him was a no go, so I went shopping the next day and came home with a black one-piece that had a plunging V-neck and mesh where the rest of the material would have been. It wasn’t as revealing as a bikini, by any stretch, but it was sexy and just barely pushing the limits of what would be appropriate. I knew William, and any other dads that might be there, would have a hard time not looking.

The party turned out to be very small. It was just John, Thomas (William’s son) and their friends Catherine and Jacob. Thomas and the other kids were nice enough to let Raymond come as well and hang out with them. The other parents dropped off their kids and ran for the hills, leaving William and I the only parents. I tried to ignore how pleased I was by that fact. I helped William with the drinks and snacks. The kids were all having a good time. I kept waiting for a good time to join the kids in the pool, but it never came. John was getting older and the last thing he wanted was for his mother to be in any kind of close proximity. William and I just watched from the deck while we chatted.

I was fascinated to find out that William was a psychologist. Although he started a private practice several years ago, prior to that he worked some very interesting jobs that exposed him to the darkest sides of human nature. He had worked at a PTSD clinic, a rape crisis center, a few prisons, and done psychological evaluations for the child welfare department. He even consulted with the police on a few murder cases. I asked him to tell me about some of the worst cases he’d had. He declined and assured me I would sleep better for not knowing. I took his word for it. I opened up to William about my divorce and all the abuse and manipulation I had experienced. He listened quietly and then praised me for being courageous enough to finally leave my ex.

Eventually, the kids became bored with the pool and decided to move inside and play video games in Thomas’ room. William and I sat in the living room munching on some of the kids’ snacks.

“I’m kind of bummed,” I said. “I was hoping to go swimming with the boys. I bought a new swimsuit and everything, but I guess John has reached that age where the last thing he wants is his mother around.”

“We can get in the pool if you like,” William replied. “The kids have eaten. They’re busy playing video games. If they need anything, they can come out and get us.”

“That would be great,” I smiled, eager to get a little attention. I could tell William was a bit of a flirt and I was looking forward to seeing how he would react to seeing a little more of me.

“Do you need to change or anything?”

“Nope. I wore my suit under my clothes.”

William was already wearing his swimsuit, so we headed straight back outside. I peeled off my t-shirt. As I was turning my back to him to place my shirt on a chair, I could see him looking at me in my peripheral vision. I unbuttoned my shorts and slowly shimmied out of them, bending over, and giving William a perfect view of my ass that had been sculpted by a million squats and lunges with the help of a scrumptious personal trainer named Jake. However, when I turned back around, I became the one who was ogling. William had taken his shirt off. He was in even better shape than Darren, who had to pass a fitness test twice a year. I almost involuntarily blurted out “wow” but managed to hold my tongue and smile politely.

“Nice suit,” William said, breaking me from my trance.

“Thank you. It’s my first time wearing it. It was on sale, and I couldn’t resist. Do you like it?”

“It’s very nice,” he admired, looking me up and down.

“It’s not too revealing?” I asked, shifting my torso, and drawing attention to my breasts.

“Not for me,” he smiled, taking the bait. “Besides, the kids are inside anyway.”

I sauntered down the steps of the pool and got my body wet for just a few moments before climbing up onto a float. William followed me in, making little effort to conceal his gaze. I bent one leg and used my hand as a headrest trying to make myself look sexier. I was feeling confident about how good I looked. I was less confident about being able to hold that pose without falling off the float.

“Oh, this feels so good, William. Thank you for having us over. It’s been so hot lately.”

“You’re most welcome.”

“So, how often does Thomas see his mother, if you don’t mind me asking.”

“We split custody.”

“Do you guys get along?”

“It goes pretty smoothly for the most part. What about you?”

I filled him in on the broad strokes of my nightmare divorce and never-ending custody battle. William listened patiently as he stood in the shallow end of the pool. He kept a gentle hand on my float so that I didn’t float away while we were talking. It also allowed him to position the float how he liked. As we talked, it was almost like a twirl in slow motion with William getting a view of me from every angle. I could feel my nipples getting hard and could see them making their presence known. Several times, I cupped some water in my hand and dribbled it along my body to help me “cool off”. I knew that William was studying my body. Moreover, I was sure that he knew I wanted to be studied. We both knew what was happening and it was turning me on to no end. I couldn’t wait to get back home and get the kids to bed so that Darren could satisfy me. Just as I was planning in my head how to get the kids to bed early, Thomas started banging on the window to get his dad’s attention.

“Looks like the natives are restless,” William noted.

“Thanks for listening, William. I’m sorry if I was a bore.”

“No, you weren’t a bore at all. I enjoyed myself.”

The banging resumed.

“We’d better get inside. Do you need a hand?”

William helped me dismount the float a little more gracefully than I could have otherwise. He followed me out of the pool. I loved that he got an eye-level view of my ass on our way out. He pointed me to an outdoor shower to use if I wanted to rinse off the chlorine. I used it as yet another opportunity to show off for William. I held my hair up and let the water run over my tits and down my torso. I turned sideways and bent over, running my hands along my legs. I looked over at William. Again, he made no attempt to hide the fact that he was staring at me. Regrettably, after that, I got dressed and helped William clean up before heading home with the boys. I fucked the hell out of Darren that night, but it wasn’t enough. I wasn’t satisfied.

Wednesday morning, I called William from my car just after dropping John off at school. My hair was done. My makeup was perfect. I was wearing my red wrap dress with the little white spots that showed off my tits and my legs. I knew very well what I was doing. It wasn’t my first rodeo. But it had been so long, everything felt like I was in a dream.

William answered on the fourth ring. “Hey, Pamela. Is everything okay?”

“Everything is fine. Well, I mean, kind of. I was wondering if I could swing by sometime and talk to you about something?”

“Sure. I’m free all morning.”

“That would be amazing. Thank you so much.”

Twenty minutes later, I was standing in William’s kitchen as he fixed us each a cup of coffee.

“Black?”

“Cream please.”

“So, what’s troubling you, Pamela?” William asked as he stirred my coffee.

“Well, part of it is this whole court thing. I’ve just been so worked up thinking about it.”

“That’s understandable.”

“I mean, I know it’s just my ex trying to get back at me, but it still scares me. I mean, what if the judge actually believes him and takes my kids away?”

“I wouldn’t worry about that. Family court judges have seen the likes of him before. He’s not fooling anyone.”

“I know. It’s silly. I just can’t seem to help it.”

William took a sip of his coffee. His expression changed. “Pamela?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Take off your panties.”

 “What?” Even though I was pretty sure my panties were going to come off soon anyway, I couldn’t help but be caught off guard.

“Take off your panties,” he repeated.

“Why would I do that?”

“Because that’s why you came here, isn’t it?”

“Why would you think that?”

“Do I really need to break it down for you?”

William sipped his coffee and continued looking at me patiently while I did a less than passable job of acting offended. I don’t know why I played hard to get. Honestly, I had thought about not wearing panties at all. “I come over here and ask you for advice. You fix me a cup of coffee and then tell me to take off my panties? For all intents and purposes, I’m a happily married woman. That’s a very inappropriate thing for you to say. I think you owe me an apology.”

“Fine,” William replied, seemingly irritated that he had to go through the exercise. “The swimsuit you wore to the party was brand new, suggesting that you bought it specifically for the occasion. It was revealing enough to flaunt your impressive figure, but just barely modest enough to not be too overtly sexual for a kid’s birthday party. When you didn’t have the opportunity to display your body, you made one. After less than a minute of being in the water, you spent the rest of your time on a float to show off your body again, resting in an uncomfortable but very attractive position. You wanted me to look at you. You wanted the attention. This morning, the first opportunity of which you were aware I would be home and available, you call. Rather than ask for advice over the phone, you ask if it would be okay to come over. When you arrive, first thing in the morning when most people are dropping their kids off in their pajamas, your hair and makeup are impeccable. Your dress, again, highlights your cleavage and displays your legs and ideal hip-to-waist ratio just so. Additionally, during our conversation at the party, you mentioned that you couldn’t believe you were living with a Marine. This indicates that you have historically been much less conservative, suggesting that you are more open to let’s say…less traditional behavior. All of that, combined with the level of anxiety you have been experiencing due to your legal issues, tells me that you are here to self-medicate.”

By the time he finished his speech, I was wet. The way he read me like a book was intoxicating. Without breaking eye contact or saying a word, I reached under my skirt and took off my panties, just like he had told me to. William held out his hand and I placed them in his palm. I watched curiously as he put them in his pocket. Part of me wanted to ask him what he was going to do next. Another part of me loved the suspense and wanted to wait.

William stepped into my space, putting his body close enough that we were almost touching. I leaned back against the counter. His hands moved to the hem of my skirt on either side. He slid his fingers under and began to slowly lift my dress, sliding his fingertips upward along my legs. I wanted him to kiss me.

Without touching or being able to see, William speculated, “You’re shaved, aren’t you?”

“How could you possibly know that?” I asked incredulously.

“Just a guess,” he said with a wicked grin as he lowered himself to his knees. I held my skirt up around my waist so I could watch as William kissed the inside of my thigh and slid his hands around to squeeze my bare backside. He eased his head between my legs and then carved his way into my folds with his tongue, coaxing out my wetness.

“Finally,” I whispered to myself, only realizing after the fact that I had said it out loud.

“The cheating makes it better for you, doesn’t it?” William prompted.

“Yes,” I whispered louder. He was right again. It did. In military speak, Darren would call it a force multiplier. William found my clit and gently sucked it and then released it to circle it with his tongue.

“Tell me. While you were married…how many men did you sleep with?”

“Six,” I answered, putting a hand on his head as he pleasured me.

William sucked my clit again, eliciting an involuntary moan from his willing subject.

“You’ll enjoy the whole experience more if you tell the truth, Pamela.”

“Who are you?” I asked in amazement at his seemingly psychic abilities.

“Tell me,” he demanded, easing a finger inside of me while still exploring me with his tongue.

“Twelve,” I confessed. As previously noted, I tend to operate in a moral gray area in some aspects of my life. Lying about my sex life is one of those areas. In reality, the number was fourteen. I don’t know why I lied. I guess I was just trying to give a number that would satisfy without making me look too bad. Before you judge me, please consider that fourteen men scattered over a seven-year marriage is an average of only two per year. That’s not too awful, if you put it in perspective.

As William went down on me, I untied my dress, letting the front drape open and expose my white lace bra. I squeezed my breasts, feeling the warmth of Williams mouth between my legs. I worked my arms out of my sleeves and unclasped my bra, leaving me naked. I pinched a nipple and gripped William’s head, draping a leg over his shoulder. With a little more exploring, William found a magic combination.

“Yes,” I panted. “Right there.”

Despite all of William’s intellectual prowess, I still knew my body better than him. But he took direction well and had me racing toward the cliff in no time.

“Fuck…yes…I’m gonna come…yes…yes…yes!!!” I got loud. I wondered if William’s neighbors or the morning walkers on the street heard me. I hoped that they had.

William stood up and took one of my breasts in his mouth and pulled me closer to him before spinning me around. “Bend over,” he ordered.

“Do you have a condom?” I asked, for some reason still pretending that this came as a surprise to me and I didn’t have some in my purse.

He answered my question by unzipping his pants and pressing his cock to my entrance. I exhaled with anticipation. William ran his dick up and down my folds, teasing me. “What’s your boyfriend’s name?” he asked.

“Darren,” I replied, sounding winded. “I have one in my purse,” I confessed.

“Do you love him?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Then what do you want from me?”

William rubbed the head of his cock gently against my clitoris. It was amazing.

“I want you to fuck me.”

“Why?”

“It makes me feel better.”

“So, you want to cheat?”

“Yes.”

William continued teasing me. “Where is he now? This man you love so much?”

“Work,” I replied, starting to roll my hips, trying to coax his cock inside of me. William resisted. It only made me more desperate to have him. “Just don’t come inside of me. I’m not on birth control.”

“Do you think he has any idea that right now, while he’s out working hard to pay the bills, you’re bent over, naked in another man’s kitchen, begging for his cock?”

William knew exactly how to push my buttons. It was so hot. “Oh fuck,” I whimpered.

William slid his cock along my slit some more. I chased it with my ass. “Ask me nicely to make you a cheating whore.”

“Please…please fuck me,” I begged. I savored the moment. I knew he wouldn’t be able resist me much longer. “Make me a whore.”

With that, William finally slid inside of me, giving me most of his cock in the very first thrust causing me to lurch forward into the counter. He fucked me steadily, working his way deeper, gripping me by my hips.

“You are a beautiful woman, indeed, Pamela,” William praised. “I can see why Darren is so devoted to you. Do you think he’ll ever find out what a whore you are?”

I never thought I would like being called a “whore” so much. “Fuck me,” I replied.

“Or are you a good girl for him and just a whore for me?”

“Oh, god,” I moaned.

“Are you my whore, Pamela?”

“Yes. Fuck me.”

“Say it.”

“I’m your whore. Fuck me harder.”

Instead, William pulled out. He ushered me into the living room and guided me to straddle him on the couch. What I hadn’t noticed was that as we were leaving the kitchen, he must have palmed my cell phone. As I was riding his cock, he handed me my phone. “Call Darren,” he instructed.”

“Are you crazy?”

“Call him and tell him how much you love him. Tell him how lucky you are to have a man like him while you get yourself off on my cock.” William was diabolical. And I loved it. I stopped and sat still in William’s lap, his dick still inside of me. I pressed the button to call Darren. It started ringing.

“Put it on speaker,” William ordered.

Darren’s voice filled the room. “Hey, baby. What’s going on?”

William gripped my hips as I started rocking my body against his. “Nothing,” I said, holding the phone between me and William. “I just got done working out. I just wanted to call and tell you I was thinking about how much I love you.”

“I love you, too, babe. You sound a little winded.”

“Well, I’ve got to stay in shape for my baby.”

William took my nipple in his mouth and bit it gently.

“Is everything okay? You don’t usually call me this time of day.”

William started grinding against me and me harder. I could feel the wave of an orgasm starting to build in the distance. I matched William’s pace, feeling my clitoris rubbing perfectly against him. I couldn’t hide the fact that I was starting to get out of breath.

“Yeah, everything’s fine. Sorry, the treadmill just upped the incline.”

“I thought you said you just finished working out?”

“Well, I was doing a cool down and I must have pushed the wrong button.”

“Well, just turn it off.”

“I’m trying!” I started grinding as hard as I could in William’s lap, the wave coming closer. “Let me put the phone down for a second, baby. Hold on,” I panted.

I tossed the phone onto the sofa cushion and started grinding in Williams lap as hard and fast as I could. I let myself breathe as loud as I needed, knowing Darren could hear on the other end of the phone. William traced my lips with his thumb. I sucked it, imagining it was Darren’s cock as I finally came, collapsing onto William’s shoulder. He rolled me over onto my back, right next to the phone as I was still catching my breath.

“Sorry, baby,” I said. “That was intense. I don’t know what happened.”

William put his head between my legs and teased my still hypersensitive never endings with his tongue, making me squeal.

“Ow! Cramp!” I cried, trying to cover as I pushed William’s head away. He truly was a wicked man.

“Are you okay?” Darren asked, sounding more and more concerned. “Do you need me to run home?

“No, no. I’m okay. It was just a cramp. Remind me to read the owner’s manual for that damn treadmill.”

William stood up and grabbed me by the hair, pulling my face to his cock. Darren chuckled in agreement with my owner’s manual remark as I took William’s dick in my mouth. “Yeah. No shit!”

“Well,” I said, licking the length of William’s shaft. “I’d better go. I just wanted to call and say how much I love you.”

As Darren told me he loved me, I slid my mouth around William’s cock and sucked up the salty precum. “Bye, baby,” I said, holding William’s dick like a microphone and hung up.

William laid me back down on the couch and crawled between my legs, putting himself back inside of me. “Did you like that?” he asked.

“God, it was so fucking hot,” I gushed. “How did you know?”

William didn’t answer. He asked another question instead as he fucked me slowly. “Are you and Darren going to get married?” For the first time, William kissed me. I kissed him back, nibbling his lip and meeting his tongue with mine.

“He’s hiding a ring in his nightstand.”

We continued kissing. It was becoming more and more intimate.

William looked me in the eyes. “Are you going to say yes?”

“Yes,” I whispered, nodding slowly.

We kissed some more.

“I’m going to fuck you on your wedding day,” he proclaimed and started fucking me harder.

I felt another wave gathering at the sound of his words. I imagined William fucking me in my wedding dress right before I walked down the aisle. “Oh, god. Fuck me,” I whimpered.

We kissed deeply and fucked passionately. I was very near coming again when William slowed his pace, teasing me again.

“Please fuck me, William. I was so close.” I wanted to come again so badly.

“Call Darren again. Call him and ask him to come home for lunch so that he can fuck you.” William gave me his cock for just a moment and then returned to teasing me, making me beg.

I reached for my phone.

“Hey. Are you okay?” Darren answered.

“Yeah, I’m fine.” I turned on my best “girl trying to get what she wants from her boyfriend” voice. “I was just wondering if, maybe, you’d like to come home for just a while. And maybe we could fool around a little?” I pursed my lips and exhaled as quietly as I could in response to William rubbing the tip of his cock gently against my nerve center again.

“Babe, I’d love to, but I have a lot on my plate today.”

I let myself start breathing heavily into the phone. “Please, baby? I’m playing with myself just thinking about you. I need to get fucked.”

William slid himself back inside of me.

“Can’t it wait until I get home tonight?”

“The kids will be home. I want to get loud. Please. I need you. I need your cock.”

William quietly fucked me harder. The wave was coming.

“Do you think I could…you know…do that thing?” Darren asked.

“Anything but that baby. I’m not ready for that.”

“How about on your face?”

“Sure. Just please come home. I just have to run one quick errand. Ten o’clock?”

“Sounds like a plan,” he agreed.

“I love you so much, baby.”

“I love you, too.”

I hung up the phone. William kissed me. I was getting close.

“You are so bad,” I playfully scorned him.

William kissed me deeper. More sensually. He made love to me slowly.

He looked me in the eyes. “Ask me to come inside of you.”

“No,” I shook my head.

“Give me what you won’t give Darren.”

The instant William said that I wanted it.

“I can’t.”

“Think about Darren being inside of you in just a little while.”

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned.

“Think about giving me the thing he wants so badly that you don’t let him have. Think about the pleasure of having that secret while he fucks you.”

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. The wave was growing closer. I pulled William in for a kiss. He was fucking me with purpose now. I could tell he was getting himself ready to come.

“Tell me what you want, Pamela.”

I looked at him, still trying to resist.

“Think about how good it will feel. Think about the moment Darren first puts himself inside of you.”             

“Oh, fuck,” I panted.

“Tell me what you want.”

I finally relented. “I want your come,” I whispered.

William turned me over onto all fours. He fucked me hard. The sound of our bodies clapping together echoed through the room. William, fit as he was, was getting winded.

“Are you gonna give me what you don’t give Darren?” he demanded loudly.

“Yes! Fuck! I’m gonna come! Come inside me!” I cried back.

William started grunting. I could tell he was going to come soon.

“Yes!” I growled again as William filled me with his seed. I reached down and flittered my clitoris, helping put myself over the edge again.

“You’d better hurry,” William urged, breathing heavily.

I looked at the clock on my cell phone. I only had twenty minutes to get home in time for Darren.

As I rushed to get dressed and get out the door, William handed me my panties. “Have fun,” he smiled.

I kissed him. “Thank you.”

“Pamela,” he called as I was walking out the door.

“Yes,” I turned in a hurry.

“I’ll put you on the schedule for next Wednesday,” William said, smiling wickedly.

I smiled back wickedly.


Catherine’s Company Retreat

“It won’t be that bad,” Catherine said, packing her backpack next to mine.

“Babe, I’m forty years old. My days of wanting to sleep on the ground in a tent are over. I like a mattress…and air conditioning,” I replied. I was eight years older than my wife of twelve years.

“I know. But it’s only for a few nights. It’ll be fun. Besides, there’ll be lots of drinking. You can just drink enough to forget that you’re not home in bed.”

“I do like drinking,” I acquiesced. I wasn’t really going to make a big deal about the trip. I adored my wife, and I was committed to our marriage. Going camping for a few days on her work retreat wasn’t that much of a sacrifice for our relationship. Besides, I knew a few of her coworkers and was looking forward to seeing them.

With our bags, a cooler full of liquor and wine, and our tent loaded in the car, we started the two-hour trip to the lake hosting the retreat. In all, there were probably going to be about fifty people there including spouses. There were parties planned for both Friday and Saturday night. The requirement for Friday and Saturday during the days was to take part in one of the many activities available around the lake, provided that you did it with at least two coworkers from another department you didn’t interact with during your day to day.

Halfway to our destination, the air conditioning in our car stopped working. It was unseasonably hot for April, so soon Catherine and I were sweating like crazy. She finally gave up and grabbed her bag from the back seat. She pulled out her bikini and a pair of cutoffs to change into as we drove down the road. As she did her best to change without putting on a show for the other travelers on the road, I couldn’t help but ogle her. Even after twelve years of marriage, I still couldn’t get enough of looking at her. I couldn’t believe that I was the only man to ever have had the privilege of sleeping with her.

“Damn, you’re gorgeous,” I marveled, looking at her naked chest.

“What? You like these?” she teased, showing off her inarguably perfect breasts.

“Don’t make me pull this car over young lady,” I joked.

Just as we were having our laugh, a car with a young man in the passenger seat passed us, giving him a perfect view of Catherine’s tits. Catherine’s eyes bugged out when she saw him staring wide-eyed at her. She quickly covered her chest. I slowed the car, robbing the voyeur of seeing any more. Catherine shrank in her seat.

“Oh, god,” she sighed. “I recognize him. I can’t remember his name, but he works in the warehouse. Oh shit.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as Catherine quickly put her bikini top on. “Don’t worry about it. It’s no big deal. And besides, you have perfect tits. You should show them off as much as humanly possible.”

That did not amuse Catherine. “Steve! From his angle it looked like I was doing just that! Shaking my tits for him as he drove by!”

I abandoned the humorous approach. “Don’t worry about it. I’m sure it will be fine. It was an accident. No big deal. We’re all grownups.”

“Grownups? He’s like twenty.”

I patted her leg and offered a sympathetic smile. For most of the rest of the trip, Catherine had her nose buried in one of the romance novels she was forever reading. I’d always found it strange that despite the fact that Catherine wasn’t particularly adventurous in bed, she had a penchant for what was essentially porn. I skimmed them every now and then to see what she was reading and some of them were pretty damn racy. I used to poke fun at her about it, but it got boring. I also used to try to get her to do some of the things she read about in her books, but that was also a fruitless pursuit.

As we got closer to our destination, the air got mercifully cooler as the altitude changed. Catherine put on a t-shirt over her bikini top. When we reached our destination late morning, we discovered that we had to hike about a quarter mile to our assigned campsite. The campsites were scattered around the edge of a large lake that had a shoreline of several hundred miles. Several sites were grouped near the lodge at the center of the property. Others were scattered in groups of twos, threes, or fours stretching outward. Ours happened to be among the most isolated. There was only one other campsite in sight of ours, about twenty-five yards away. I could see two men setting up a large, twelve-person tent.

Catherine and I got to work setting up camp. As I was situating things in our little four-person tent, I heard voices outside.

“Hi, I’m Ken,” one voice said.

“Rob,” another said.

“Catherine,” I heard my wife say.

There was something odd about the tone of her voice. I peeked out of the little window in the side of the tent and as fate would have it, immediately recognized one of the young men as being the passenger in the car that got a gander at Catherine’s goods. No wonder her voice sounded strange.

“Oh my god, it’s you!” Ken exclaimed. Catherine hung her head and Rob looked confused.  “Dude! It’s the topless chick I saw on the way over here. He didn’t believe me,” Ken carried on. “I told him I saw a naked chick in the car on the way up here and he told me I was full of shit.”

“Oh my god, I’m so humiliated,” Catherine said mostly to herself. “Listen, that was an accident. You weren’t meant to see that. I don’t go around flashing people. That was supposed to be only for my husband.”

“Dude, you’ve got nothing to worry about. Your tits are perfect. Seriously.”

“Now I’m kind of bummed I didn’t get to see them,” Rob lamented suggestively.

Those knuckleheads obviously didn’t know I was ten feet away in the tent and could hear every word I was saying.

“Sorry,” Catherine replied facetiously.

“Come on, man. You could give us just a quick peek,” Ken urged. “It’s not fair that I got to see them, and my boy didn’t. They – and you - are so amazing.” I could tell Ken knew he had no chance but was having fun flirting with my wife anyway. It really was more charming than it sounds on paper. 

Despite the fact that I was enjoying the scene immensely, I decided to rescue my wife from her nightmare and stepped out of the tent. “I agree,” I announced, making my presence known. Both Rob and Ken had “oh shit” written all over their faces. “They are, indeed, absolutely perfect.”

“Shit, dude. I’m sorry. Didn’t know you were there,” Ken stammered.

I extended my hand. “No worries.”

Ken and Rob helped us finish setting up camp and turned out to be surprisingly nice guys once you got past their youthful bravado. When we were done, they had us over to their oversized tent for a beer. According to them, they camped out with several friends regularly, hence the large tent despite the fact that there were only two of them on this trip. They invited Catherine and I to join them water skiing for their required activity for the day. I didn’t know what they were planning to do about a second person from another department from their end, but Ken and Rob didn’t strike me being terribly concerned about it. Catherine looked excited about their offer, but I politely declined. My plan was to avoid as many of the actual activities as possible other than the twelve-ounce curl. Plus, I don’t like the water. I told Catherine to go ahead, and I’d keep an eye on things back at camp. In other words, I was going to hang out and get drunk. We walked back to camp and Catherine grabbed a bottle of wine to take with her. I succeeded in my goal of achieving the perfect afternoon buzz before laying down in the tent to take a nap. I don’t think I’d been asleep too long when I was startled awake to Catherine going down on me. At first, I thought I was dreaming.

“I need you to fuck me,” Catherine whispered urgently. As she took my cock back in her mouth, she pushed her cutoffs and bikini bottom over her ass. Kicking them off with her feet, she mounted me, groaning as she slid down dick. I grabbed her t-shirt, and she joined me in lifting it over her head. “Yes, fuck me,” she panted. I noticed two things.  First, and I wasn’t complaining, but she was way more animated than usual. Second, her bikini top was missing.

“Babe, where’s your top?” I asked.

“In the lake,” she hurried to say, fixated on grinding on top of me, obviously eager to come. “Fuck yes. Fuck me.”

“Did Rob and Ken see you topless again?” I asked.

“Yes,” she whimpered, nearing her goal. “Fuck. I’m gonna come.”

Catherine rode me harder than she ever had our entire relationship as she orgasmed. Finally satisfied, she collapsed onto my chest.

“I’m confused,” I said. “I don’t understand what the hell is going on. How did your top end up in the lake?”

“It fell off when I wiped out waterskiing.”

“And why are you so damn horny?”

Catherine slid down my chest and got in position to go down on me again. “Don’t be mad, okay? Nothing happened.”

“What do you mean, nothing happened?” I challenged as she licked my shaft.

“I just flirted with them a little. It was fun being topless in front of them. They were very appreciative.”

“I bet they were.” Catherine started sucking my cock in earnest. “So, you just stayed topless?” Catherine nodded and hummed her affirmation onto my cock. It felt really good. “Did they try anything?”

Catherine hummed again before coming up for air. “Of course, they did, but I shut them down. We just flirted a bit.”

“What do you mean flirted?”

Catherine stroked my cock. “We rubbed some coconut oil on each other.”

“Oh fuck,” I groaned at the mental image of two fit young men rubbing oil over my wife’s body. Catherine looked at me half surprised at my obvious arousal. I think I was more surprised than she was at the idea of her being touched by someone else having such an effect on me. “They put their hands on you?” I asked. My tone conveyed my tentative interest in hearing more.

Catherine nodded, still stroking me. “I’m sorry.”

“Ooo, fuck,” I growled. “Where?”

“On the boat.”

“I mean where on your body?”

“Just my shoulders and back and things.”

I was getting close to coming. What “things” I wondered.

“I’m sorry,” Catherine apologized again. “It was just a little harmless fun.”

She went back to getting me off as I kept the image of Ken and Rob rubbing coconut oil on her in my mind. I didn’t ask if they touched her breasts. I was a little scared to know. More accurately, I was a little scared to think that I might enjoy the thought of it. It wasn’t long before I came in her mouth, unable to prevent myself from imagining Rob and Ken each latching onto one of Catherine’s nipples.

“Are you mad?” she asked.

“I don’t think so. I mean, I can’t remember the last time you came at me like that. I sure as hell don’t remember the last time you let me come in your mouth. What’s not to like?”

“So, you’re okay that I flirted with Ken and Rob?”

“It would seem so,” I said, looking down at my spent dick. “Just, you know, don’t cheat on me.” I felt foolish even saying it.

“Duh. You know I would never do that. Oh, that reminds me. They want me to go hiking with them tomorrow. You’re invited, too.”

“Hmm,” I thought, debating if I wanted to actually exert myself.

Catherine started gathering some things to take with her to the showers. “Maybe I’ll flirt some more,” she smiled as she exited the tent. After she was gone, I had a few moments to collect myself and process what had just happened. The more I thought about it, the hornier I got. By the time Catherine got back, I was jerking off.

“Wow,” she grinned wickedly. “Something really got into you!” I looked at her, a little embarrassed, but not enough to avert my gaze from her body. “I have some pictures,” she said. “Would you like to see?”

I nodded. Catherine laid down next to me and opened her phone. The first few pictures were obviously taken by her. Ken and Rob were shirtless and wearing rather tight-fitting shorts that only extended a few inches or so down their thighs. They weren’t speedos, but they were first cousins of speedos. The next photos were obviously taken right after Catherine lost her top in the water. In one, she was trying to cover herself with one arm while reaching for the phone with the other. In another, she had obviously given up and was looking up at the camera with a jokingly defeated look on her face, still covering herself. Some time had obviously passed before the next series of photos. Catherine was laughing, no longer bothering to cover herself. Her skin was glistening with oil, and she was drinking what I assumed to be wine from a plastic cup.

“Fuck,” I groaned, still stroking myself.

Catherine looked at me knowingly and scrolled to the next picture. She was standing next to Rob posing with their arms around each other’s waists. It was the kind of pose you would take for a polite family photo, except Catherine was topless and they were both covered in coconut oil. I could still smell it on her, even after her shower.  There was a similar photo with Ken, except they both seemed to be laughing hysterically at something.

“Are you ready for the next one?”

I nodded, still gripping my cock. Catherine scrolled to the next photo. Rob was standing behind her reaching around and holding her breasts in his hands.

“Fuck,” I growled.

Catherine scrolled to the next photo. She was in the same pose with Ken, except I could see one of her nipples pinched slightly between his fingers. Catherine’s head was turned, and she had her lips pursed. I took Catherine’s hand and placed it on my dick. She took over stroking me and I scrolled to the next picture. It was with Ken again. Catherine had her back to the camera and was up on her tiptoes, her arms around Ken’s neck, and looking back at the camera with her lips pursed in a playful surprised expression. It was obvious that her breasts were pressed into Ken’s chest. Ken’s hands were firmly gripping my wife’s nearly bare ass, only covered by the thong of her white bikini. The next was a little upsetting. Catherine and Ken were hugging, the side of my wife’s face pressed to Ken’s chest. They were both smiling big for the camera. They looked like a couple. I almost came at the sight of it but I held back. I wanted to see the photos through to the end. The last photo was a spoof of the photos of Ken and Rob standing behind Catherine with their hands on her breasts. The difference was Catherine was standing behind Ken with her hands covering his chest. You couldn’t see Catherine’s face, she was hidden behind Ken, but Ken was laughing. The startling thing about the photo, though, was the bulge in Ken’s shorts. They were so tight that you could clearly make out the shaft of his cock extending outward toward his left hip. You could even almost make out the mushroom shape of the head. Catherine looked at me lustfully, stroking my cock with purpose.

“Did you touch him?” I panted.

Catherine shook her head.

“Did you want to?” I asked.

She didn’t reply. She slid further down my side and leaned over to take my cock in her mouth. She got on her knees between my legs and sucked me until I came for the second time that afternoon. We didn’t speak any more of it.

That night at the party, I got a firsthand view of Catherine’s flirting. Everyone from the company was gathered around a large campfire in a large clearing by the lake. There was music blaring and lots of alcohol. Catherine and I mingled and danced until I needed a break and took a seat. I watched as Ken took Catherine by the hand to the edge of the bonfire and danced with her. At first, they kept a respectable distance. Over the course of a few songs, however, they grew closer until they had they were flirting pretty heavily. Ken ran his hand down along the side of Catherine’s sundress, past her hips and back up, almost grazing her ass. Catherine moved her hands along Ken’s muscular chest through his admittedly well-fitting t-shirt and ran her fingers through the back of his hair. My cock was getting hard watching them. It wasn’t too overtly sexual, but despite the fact that my libido was enjoying it, it was enough that I was starting to feel self-conscious about what Catherine’s coworkers might be thinking. I felt a twinge of jealousy creeping up as well. I stood up and politely cut in, pulling my wife close.

“It’s time to go. I’m taking you back to the tent and fucking you,” I whispered sternly in her ear. She took my hand, and we hurried our way back to the tent. As soon as we were inside, I put her on all fours and tossed her skirt up over her back. I pulled her panties down to her thighs and pressed my cock to her entrance. She was already wet. I knew she would be. I thrust inside her and went about the business of claiming my wife. There was no discussion of Ken or Rob or her flirtations, but we both knew what was going on. Catherine whimpered and whined as I fucked her until she came and I filled her with my seed. Neither of us spoke a word as we laid down and held each other until we fell asleep.

At some point during the night, I woke up and Catherine was gone. I waited for a little while, wondering if she had gone to relieve herself. When she didn’t come back, I stuck my head out and looked around. In the distance, I saw Rob and Ken’s tent illuminated. I quietly made my way over, using the moonlight to help me avoid stepping on any sticks and revealing my presence. As I got closer, I slowly snuck behind their tent, angling to get a look inside. Fortunately, the mesh windows in the back were open. Without getting too close, I looked inside. At first all I could see was the back of either Rob or Ken, I couldn’t tell which. He seemed to be just standing in the middle of the tent, gently lit by what must have been a lantern. As I moved sideways and a little forward, my wife came into view, or at least her head did. Ken was standing over her, jerking his sizable cock. Catherine was topless again, looking up at him. I moved just a little closer to see my wife’s fingers buried in her panties. I had no idea where Rob was. Presumably he was somewhere else, perhaps with someone else’s wife.

Ken bent at the knees just enough so he could brush his cock along the side of Catherine’s face. She pursed her lips and exhaled. “I can’t,” she said but it was plain to see that she desperately wanted to. To his credit, Ken returned to his previous stance with his cock hovering over her, still only inches from her face.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he grimaced.

“So are you,” Catherine replied. “I like watching you. You have such a nice cock.”

“Are you sure you don’t want to touch it,” Ken asked hopefully.

“I can’t. I can’t cheat on Steve.”

I don’t know what the hell you’d call what she was doing if it wasn’t cheating. It didn’t seem to matter to my dick, though. It was hard as a rock.

“Just watch then,” Ken conceded. “I’m gonna come soon. I can take it much more.”

“Me, too,” Catherine whispered.

The pair stopped talking and stared intently at each other. As Ken got closer to orgasm, he leaned forward slightly and put his hand on Catherine’s shoulder for balance. Catherine, in turn, raised up from her heels to stand on her knees, putting her face directly in front of Ken’s cock. Her fingers fluttered madly in her panties and her chest was heaving.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” Ken grunted.

“Yes!” Catherine whimpered, coming and looking up at Ken as he shot his load onto her face and chest. Catherine couldn’t help but lick the dripping head of Ken’s cock, then kiss it. And then, only for a brief second, she sucked the tip.

“I have to go,” Catherine muttered, still covered in Ken’s orgasm, as she rushed to pick up her dress from the tent floor.

In a near panic, I hurried back to our tent as quietly as I could. I laid down and pretended to be asleep. A few moments later, Catherine entered and laid down beside me. I listened to her masturbate again before finally falling asleep. When I was confident that she was out for good, I jerked my aching cock, reliving the image of her taking Ken in her mouth for that brief moment.

“Good morning,” Catherine said as I opened my eyes. “Did you sleep okay?”

“Hmhmm,” I nodded. “You?”

“Like a baby,” she smiled. “Remember that Ken and Rob invited us for a hike this morning if you’re interested.”

“Yeah, that sounds good,” I agreed, still trying to gather my senses. 

We ate breakfast in camp, opting to avoid the crowd at the lodge. I packed water, some snacks, and my binoculars for bird watching. Ken and Rob came by to get us and lead us to the trail head. When I saw Ken, I couldn’t help but relive what I had seen the night before. If he was nervous about being around me, he didn’t show it at all. I probably would have been if I had come all over some guy’s wife the night before. Ken and Catherine sort of naturally paired off and led the way as Rob and I lagged behind just a little. After almost an hour of following a trail that traced the shoreline, we came across an isolated cove with a tiny little beach.

“Let’s cool off,” Ken suggested, peeling off his shirt and starting to take off his shoes.

Catherine followed suit and wiggled out of her cutoffs to reveal a black bikini bottom. Her matching top was soon on display after she removed her shirt. Catherine knew I didn’t care for the water, especially lake water, so she wasn’t at all surprised when I told them to carry on without me. “I’m gonna go see if I can spot a Yellow Breasted Chat,” I told them. I had no intention of doing any such thing. Instead, I meandered around to the side of the cove and found a good hiding spot where I could spy on my wife and our new friends.

Things started of pretty tame. The threesome paddled innocently around in the water cooling off. Soon, however, Ken and Rob started tossing Catherine into the deeper water. They took full advantage of the game to get their hands all over my wife who, in turn, seemed to love the attention. She started fighting back and at one point wrapped her legs around Ken’s waist and her arms around his neck, clinging so tightly that there was no way they could toss her again. Rob took the opportunity to untie her bikini top. Ken pulled it off of her, sliding it out from between their two bodies and tossed it to Rob. Catherine playfully charged Rob who then tossed the top back to Ken. Both of them used the game to rub as much of their skin against Catherine’s bare breasts as they could. Gradually, they closed in on her until she was sandwiched between them in the waist deep water of the lake. The mood quickly changed. Catherine had her hands on each of their backs. Ken and Rob were facing her from either side, each with a hand on her ass and another on her stomach. Catherine licked her lips. The guys began rubbing her torso, slowly working their way ever higher. When Catherine didn’t stop them, Ken leaned in and kissed the nape of her neck as he moved his hand up to her breast. Rob mirrored Ken’s move. I squatted concealed in the bush and watched as my wife let two men caress her breasts and tongue her neck. They started making their way from her neck to her clavicle. As they neared her breasts with their mouths, my wife said something I could not hear and gently eased herself out of the sandwich.

I was relieved. As much of a turn on as it was to see my wife “flirting” with two Adonis-like young men, I was still struggling to process what happened the night before and had no idea how I was going to handle it in the context of our marriage. I had been able to somehow compartmentalize it to that point, but I knew there would be a reckoning at some point. Rob tossed Catherine her bikini top which she promptly put on before spreading out a towel. I waited a few minutes before taking my time making my way back to join the others.

“Any luck?” Rob asked.

“Nope. How about you guys? Did you get cooled off?”

“A little,” Ken replied. “It’s still hot as hell, though.”

The rest of the hike was uneventful. We made it back to camp and ate lunch at the lodge. I promptly retired afterward for a nap. Our little two-hour hike was the most exercise I’d had in a few years, and I was eager to lie down. When I woke up, it was nearing time to get ready for the big cookout for the final night of the retreat. Catherine was fresh back from the showers and was pulling her cutoffs over a yellow bikini. I pieced myself together and followed Catherine to the lodge. The food and conversation were both a great cap to the weekend.

As it got dark, another bonfire was started and the outdoor bar was open – all the liquor, wine, and beer you could drink. And drink people did. In seemingly no time, the gathering began to resemble more of a frat party than a company retreat. Catherine was drinking margaritas and I stuck with beer while we mingled with her coworkers. Eventually, we joined the growing group of people dancing around the campfire. I’d been keeping an eye out, I think Catherine had too, for Ken and Rob but I hadn’t seen either of them all night. That is, until I spotted Rob dancing with a woman on the other side of the bonfire. We made brief eye contact and nodded to each other. I wondered where Ken was. With the exception of when I watched him jerk off onto my wife the night before, I’d never seen one without the other. I didn’t wonder for much longer as I soon heard Ken’s voice behind me, “Mind if I cut in?”

“Sure,” I agreed. “I need another drink anyway. Do you want anything, babe?” I asked Catherine.

“One more,” she said, handing me her nearly empty cup.

I got our drinks and handed Catherine’s off to her as she danced with Ken. Truth be told, I was grateful for the opportunity to sit down for a while. I watched my wife dancing and looked around to see if anyone was noticing that she was again dancing quite a bit with someone other than her husband. No one seemed to care. Catherine was openly flirting, but nothing that would suggest anything untoward. However, as I sat there, I wondered how Catherine would be behaving if I wasn’t there. Could I trust her? I knew she had crossed a line the night before, but I also watched her stop any advances past a certain point. I decided to find out. I refilled her drink one more time. As I handed her the cup, I told her I was pretty beat and that I was going to head back to the tent. When she asked, I assured her it was fine with me if she stayed. “Have fun,” I told her.

Twenty yards or so from the bonfire was a huge magnolia tree that had branches all the way to the ground. I made the trek to the tent to retrieve my binoculars and tucked them under my shirt as I walked back toward the party. I parted the branches and maneuvered into the foliage of the magnolia tree from an approach where I would go unnoticed.

Ken and my wife were pretty much as I’d left them. It wasn’t long though, before Ken pulled his shirt over his head and tucked it in his back pocket, leaving most of it hanging down behind him. It wasn’t too surprising, given that it was a warm evening, and they were just a few yards from a raging bonfire. Catherine followed suit, revealing her yellow bikini top.  Catherine smiled and moved closer, placing her hand on Ken’s muscular torso as they danced. Their dance moves became progressively more intimate. Catherine turned her back to Ken. He tucked himself in directly behind her, wrapping one hand around her to her stomach. Catherine lifted one arm up and behind her to run her fingers along the nape of Ken’s neck. They rolled their hips together in time with the music, Catherine pressing her ass into Ken’s crotch. Ken snuck a kiss on Catherine’s neck. I looked around at the other party goers. Most of them were preoccupied with their own business, but a few were starting to take note of Catherine and Ken’s display.

Catherine turned around and centered herself over Ken’s leg. He held her by the small of her back as she started subtly grinding on his leg, or at least subtle as far as grinding goes. Putting his other hand on the back of her neck, Ken dipped her and brought her back up again. Then he pulled Catherine close to him. She put her arms around his neck, and he held her hips firmly as they pressed their bodies together, swaying in time. He whispered something in her ear. Catherine smiled and moved her hands to Ken’s chest, slowly exploring his muscles with her eyes as well as her hands. He leaned down and whispered something else in her ear and then kissed her cheek. Catherine smiled again and tiptoed up to whisper something in Ken’s ear. She followed that with two kisses to his neck. They stared at each other as they continued dancing. A few moments later, Ken boldly leaned down and kissed my wife on the lips. It was a brief kiss, but decidedly not something between friends. People noticed. Catherine, I think, was aware that people were starting to watch and backed off just a bit. That didn’t last long, though. Soon, they were bumping and grinding again.

Things took a turn when Catherine rocked her hips back and forth as she slowly squatted down in front of Ken. He playfully brushed his hand over her hair and then brought it along her jawline to her chin, where he lifted her gaze to his. Ken gently pulled down on her lower lip with his thumb. Catherine extended her tongue and circled Ken’s thumb before taking it in her mouth. She sucked it and bobbed her head on it, perfectly simulating a blowjob. It only lasted a few seconds, but it was blatant and there for everyone to see. And a few people did see. Catherine tucked her hands into the waistband of Ken’s jeans to help pull herself back up. They resumed dancing somewhat normally but seemed to be continually whispering in each other’s ears and giggling. Ken kissed my wife again. And then again, a few moments later, lingering a moment longer. The third time, Catherine parted her lips and their tongues darted in each other’s mouths. There was nothing covert or subtle about it. Half of the party was watching my wife make out with another man half an hour after they watched me leave. I even saw a few people recording it on their cell phones. After another minute or so of their heated make out session, Ken whispered something to Catherine. She hastily nodded her head, and they began walking toward the campsite. Pretty much the whole party watched Catherine walk away, hand in hand with Ken.

I waited long enough to follow them that I wouldn’t be seen. I was damn near having a panic attack as I hurried along a circuitous route that would take me behind Ken and Rob’s tent without being noticed. Would she actually do it? Would Catherine cheat on me? I couldn’t quite let myself believe she would have sex with another man. We agreed it was hot that she flirted, but she twice had crossed the line of what I would consider flirting. But I had also twice watched her pull back from temptation. I thought about just going back to our tent and drinking myself into unconsciousness, but I had to know.

When I made it to a decent vantage point, I couldn’t bring myself to look at first. I couldn’t hear anything in particular other than the loud metronome of fifty thousand crickets. Finally, I mustered the courage to look. Ken and Catherine were locked in an embrace, kissing passionately like they had at the bonfire. My heart sank seeing up close how wrapped up in another man my wife had become. I knew I was nowhere in her thoughts in that moment. I prayed that she would have a moment of clarity and break away from what at that point, despite feeling like a kick in the gut, was essentially nothing more than a teenage make out session.

But that didn’t happen. Ken smoothly untied both knots of Catherine’s bikini top. She let it fall to the ground between them and gently grazed his bare skin with her nipples. Ken slid his hand up Catherine’s torso to take her breast in his hand, gently squeezing and pinching her nipple in the space between his fingers. Catherine exhaled deeply as he kissed her neck. As he had at the lake, Ken slowly made his way to her clavicle. Then a little lower and then still lower. I waited for Catherine to break away as she had earlier that day. But she didn’t. She leaned back as Ken’s tongue made its way to her nipple. Cathereine cooed as he took it in his mouth. Ken’s hands moved down to my wife’s ass, pushing their way into her cutoff’s. Catherine shimmied her way out of them, leaving her only in her yellow bikini bottom.

They kissed some more as Ken massaged Catherine’s breasts. Catherine began kissing Ken’s chest, moving her way lower and lower until she was on her knees in front of him as she had been the night before. She looked up at him and slid her hand into her bikini bottom. Ken looked down at her and unbuttoned his jeans. Sliding his zipper down, he pulled out his cock. I was jealous of it. It was bigger than mine. And perfect. The scene from the night before began to play out – Catherine on her knees playing with her clit while Ken stroked his cock inches from her face. Ken ran his fingers along her jawline as he had at the bonfire. Again, he lifted her chin with his fingers and pulled down on her lip with his thumb, still stroking himself with his other hand. And as she had in front of everyone at the party, Catherine circled Ken’s thumb with her tongue before closing her eyes taking it in her mouth. Ken stroked himself, barely an inch from Catherine’s face.

I held my breath waiting to see what would happen next. Ken pulled his thumb away. Still lifting her chin with one hand, Ken pulled down on her lower lip again, only this time it was with the tip of his cock. Catherine looked up at him wide-eyed. And then she did it. She circled the head of Ken’s cock with her tongue before plunging her mouth wholeheartedly onto his shaft. Catherine worked Ken’s dick until it was glistening and slippery. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like I was going to lose my balance and fall over. Then my wife simultaneously untied both sides of her bikini bottom before pulling Ken down with her as she laid back on the ground.

“I need you to fuck me,” she begged – the exact words she said to me after the first time she flirted with Ken and Rob on the boat. She gripped Ken’s cock and guided it to her pussy. Ken slowly thrust forward, breeching my wife’s entrance and becoming the only other man to be inside of my wife.

“Yes…fuck me,” Catherine purred.

Ken obliged her and began deeply and steadily fucking the woman I loved. What began to play out was not what I had projected in my worst fears. It wasn’t a pornographic fuck fest with my wife playing the wanton slut. It was much worse. It was a love scene from a movie. I watched Catherine cradle Ken’s face in her hands and look deep into his eyes as he made love to her. She stared at him with awe and wonder as he made her come.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered in a way I had never her from her before. She pulled Ken close and moaned into his ear as he guided her through something that I had obviously never given her in twelve years of marriage. When her seemingly life-altering orgasm finally subsided, the pair kissed each other sweetly for what seemed like forever, Ken’s hard cock still inside her, fucking her ever so slowly. Ken kissed his way down her body until he reached her pussy. Catherine watched intently at first as he began to lick her. When he found her spot, her head went back as he worked her to another orgasm. By the end of it, her body was practically shivering even though it was still a humid ninety degrees at ten o’clock at night.

Ken pulled Catherine up onto her knees again. “I want to watch you suck my cock,” he directed. Catherine wasted no time and took him in her mouth again, this time with an air of gratitude for what Ken had just given her. “You look so pretty with my cock in your mouth,” he smiled. He wasn’t wrong. Her angelic face looked even more beautiful with the juxtaposition of a sizeable cock in her mouth. Even in my heartbroken state, she looked incredibly sexy.

“Yeah?” she smiled back. “Well, get used to it. I’m gonna be sucking your cock every day at work.”

“You know, Rob and I only live about three minutes from work.”

“Really?” Catherine sounded pleasantly surprised. “Sounds like I’m gonna being doing a lot more than sucking your cock every day.”

Then Rob asked the ten-million-dollar question. “What about your husband?”

“I love him,” Catherine answered, professing her love for me while holding another man’s cock in her hand. “But he can’t do to me what you just did.” She took Ken’s cock back in her mouth for a moment and then stopped again. “Ken…he can never know. Ever.”

Ken responded by putting his hand on the back of my wife’s head and pushing her mouth back onto his cock. As Catherine was dutifully bobbing up and down on Ken’s shaft, something even more unexpected happened. Rob walked in.

“Oh, shit,” Catherine blurted out and stood up, trying to cover herself with her hands.

“It’s okay,” Rob consoled. “It’s not like I haven’t seen you pretty more or less naked before. Relax.”

Ken put his arms around Catherine’s back, his hardon brushing her tummy. “It’s okay, baby. He’s not gonna tell anyone.”

Rob nonchalantly took off his shirt. “I promise,” he smiled and stepped close to my wife. He lifted her chin with his hand and kissed her softly on the lips.

Catherine looked like she was still caught off guard by Rob’s presence and unsure what to do. Ken kissed her softly on the lips just as Rob had. Then Rob kissed her again. Then Ken. Then as Rob kissed her yet again, Ken started kissing Catherine’s neck and guided her hand back to his cock. Rob worked his tongue into Catherine’s mouth, and they started kissing deeply as she absentmindedly stroked Ken’s cock. Ken and Rob began making their way down Catherine’s neck toward her breasts as they had earlier in the day. This time, however, they met no resistance. The warehouse boys licked, kissed, nibbled, and sucked my wife’s tits with abandon. When she was thoroughly primed, Ken subtly pushed her downward to her knees. Catherine started sucking his cock again, looking up at Rob as she sucked his friend’s dick. Rob unbuttoned his jeans and eased down his zipper. Catherine’s eyes nearly popped out of her head when she saw Rob’s cock.

“Holy shit!” she exclaimed, slowly annunciated each syllable.

Her reaction was appropriate. I am on the large side of average. Ken is above average, noticeably larger than me. Rob was simply huge. Long, thick, meaty, veiny. The last third of his cock bent slightly upward. Catherine stared at it. Rob gripped Catherine gently by her hair and pulled her to his cock. She stared up at Rob, looking a little frightened. She hesitantly licked the bottom of his shaft. His dick was bigger than her face. She licked it again, getting closer to the head.

“Suck it,” Rob whispered.

Catherine pulled his cock down to mouth level. She eyeballed the tip and licked it a few times before opening her mouth wide and enveloping the head. She licked it again and then took more of it in her mouth. She seemed to become less intimidated but at the same time muttered, “Oh my god. It’s so fucking big.”

Catherine went to work navigating Rob’s impressive member. Ken politely stroked himself and enjoyed the show until Catherine seemed to remember he was there and started alternating between the two of them. After a few minutes, Ken got on his knees and pulled Catherine by her hips down until she was on all fours. He lined up behind her and slid his cock inside of her.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Catherine sighed.

Rob laid on his back in front of Catherine. She drooled and whimpered onto his cock as Ken fucked her. Ken wasted no time having his way with Catherine. I could tell he wasn’t as concerned with her pleasure this time as much as he was his own. He gripped her hips firmly and fucked her hard with long strokes that tickled the head of his cock every time it entered her again.

“I’m gonna come,” Ken grunted.

“Do it,” Catherine barked. “Fuck me!”

Ken groaned as he came inside my wife with long, hard, deliberate thrusts.

“Yes!” Catherine growled, resting her head on Rob’s stomach, still gripping his huge cock in one hand.

“Oh fuck,” Ken whispered as he slowly pulled out of Catherine. “Whew. I’m gonna have a smoke. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Catherine seemed to regain her senses and went back to work jerking and sucking Rob’s dick.

“Do you want to try to fuck it?” Rob asked daringly.

Catherine looked up at him and slowly nodded her head. She ambled up Rob’s torso and straddled him. Leaning to one side, she lined his huge member up with her pussy. Ever so slowly, she began to lower herself onto his cock. “Whoa. Holy shit,” she breathed loudly. “God, that’s big.” Then she got it deep enough to reach her spot and her whole body clenched. She said nothing, but moaned like she was in heat. The expression on her face said everything. Catherine started riding Rob, gradually taking more and more of his shaft inside of her. At that point, it looked as much like an athletic challenge as it did sex. Rob rolled Catherine over onto her back and took over. Catherine spread her legs wide and stared at the cock moving inside of her.

“Oh my god, look at that,” she muttered in awe at the size of the cock she was receiving. “That’s so fucking sexy. Fuck me, baby.”

“Yeah? Are you liking that big dick?” Rob teased.

“Yes,” Catherine growled.

“Doesn’t your husband fuck you this good?” he teased some more.

“Not like this,” she confessed.

Rob pushed a few more inches into my wife.

“Oh fuck,” she yelled, her face showing her surprise. “Holy shit!”

“Yeah?” Rob grunted. “Are you gonna come on my dick?”

“Yes! Fuck me!” Catherine begged.

Still without having given her the full length of his cock, Rob fucked my wife to orgasm as she whimpered, “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I felt wave of shame wash over me as I reached into my shorts and grabbed my cock. Rob didn’t give Catherine any time to recover from her orgasm before he turned her over onto all fours and started fucking her again.

“Oh my god,” she whined. “You’re so deep.”

Rob pushed deeper. Catherine let out a guttural groan and reached back with her hand attempting to slow his advance. Rob slapped her hard on the ass. THWAP!

“Oh fuck! YES!” Catherine growled loud enough for half the camp to hear.

“A little something to help the medicine go down,” Rob said just before smacking her ass again, even harder this time THWAP.

“YES! FUCK ME!”

I could barely recognize my wife in the way she was acting. She turned to a ragdoll as Rob finally thrust his entire length into her and fucked her as hard as I’ve ever seen anyone get fucked, spanking her when needed to keep her in the game.

“YES! FUCK ME, DADDY!” Catherine would cry following each blow.

“I’m gonna come,” Rob moaned at last.

“Please come inside me! Please come inside me!” Catherine begged over and over.

Rob then became the second man to fill my wife in the span of twenty minutes. Catherine literally collapsed to the floor of the tent. Rob gently rubbed her ass, red with swelling palm prints. “Are you okay, babe?” he asked with a kindness in his voice, a significant contrast to the tone he was using just moments earlier.

Catherine nodded her head. “I’ve wanted to be fucked like that for so long,” she sighed.

“Steve never did anything like that for you?”

“He’s too nice. He can’t fuck me like that. Even if he tried, it wouldn’t be real.”

“Happy to oblige,” Rob responded confidently laying down next to her.

“Oh my god. Thank you,” she gushed, rolling over to rest her head on his chest.

Rob kissed her forehead. “Anytime,” he smiled.

Ken came back in and laid down on Catherine’s other side. The three plotted on when and how to have their next rendezvous during the week. I was crushed. What was even more humiliating was the fact that I had been so mesmerized watching my wife get fucked that I didn’t realize I had made myself come in my shorts. In a daze, I found my way back to our tent and changed clothes before lying down. That was at eleven o’clock. Throughout the night, I could occasionally hear the faint sounds of her begging for more and being taken again by her two young studs from the warehouse. Catherine didn’t come back until three o’clock. I pretended to wake up when she laid down next to me.

“How was the party,” I mumbled, my head turned away from her.

“Good,” she answered. “I flirted again. I kissed Ken. Some people saw, I think. I’m so sorry.”

“Did you cheat on me, Catherine?” I asked straightforwardly.

“God no,” Catherine denied. “You know I’d never do that. Come on, let’s get some sleep.”

The next day, Catherine slept all the way home. She started going into work an hour early and sometimes stayed late, saying that her work hours had been changed. I’m so confused. I don’t know if I’m angry because my wife is cheating on me or that I don’t get to watch.


Spring Break Surprise

I met Courtney when she was dating one of my freshman college roommates. She was eighteen, but still a senior in high school. I wasn’t clear on how she and Jon had met. He lived a plane ride away, but the two had somehow been a thing for a while before I knew either of them. Courtney was extremely attractive. She was that rare breed that could be both pretty, sexy, and cute all at the same time. She was short, five-foot-three at best. She wasn’t overweight, but she had enough meat on her bones to have shapely hips and breasts that any girl would envy. Her chestnut blonde hair rested on her shoulders and outlined her pretty face. Had it not been for the fact that she was my roommate’s girlfriend and that I have at least some scruples, I would have been flirting with her from the moment I saw her. I was friendly, but I kept a polite, respectable distance.

That is, until one day, Courtney came to our room while Jon and my other roommates were still in class. I answered the door and let her in. We made small talk for less than a minute before she started flirting. She was wearing a white men’s oxford dress shirt and a plaid skirt that rested halfway up her thigh. I don’t know why she was dressed like that other than to look as hot as possible. She went to public school.

“I like your hair,” Courtney said, twisting her own locks with her fingers.

“Thank you,” I replied. I was normally a bit slow to know when a girl was flirting with me but even I could tell Courtney was doing just that.

She looked at me, playing coy. “Do you like my outfit?”

“I do. It’s very nice.” I had no idea what to do. I’d never had a girl as hot as Courtney come on to me.

“Jon says you play guitar.”

“I do.”

“Can I see it?” Courtney asked, looking down at my crotch as it was beginning to bulge and then back up at my eyes. “Your guitar?”

“Sure. It’s in my room.”

Our dorm was like a small apartment. There were four very small bedrooms, living room, kitchen, shower, toilet, and a communal sink. My bedroom was the one farthest in back. Courtney followed me down the hall to my room.

“Here it is,” I said, holding up my red Strat.

“Play something,” Courtney insisted.

Not to brag, but I was a pretty good guitar player. I started playing a relatively difficult, well-known tune. As I was playing, Courtney started unbuttoning her shirt.

“You’re really good,” she smiled and continued slowly working her way down the buttons of her shirt, one by one.

“Thank you,” I managed to mumble as I stared.

After she freed the final button, she opened her shirt to reveal a white lace bra that seemed like it was struggling to keep Courtney’s big, tan, pillowy tits from spilling over. I’m sure there was nothing cool about the look on my face as my brain melted at the sight of what was happening. While I stood there in shock, Courtney dropped to her knees in front of me and reached for the button on my shorts. I just watched, dumbfounded, as she unbuttoned my pants and eased my zipper down.

“I’ve always thought you’re so cute,” she said looking up at me. “I’ve wanted to do this since the first time I saw you.”

With that, Courtney tugged down my shorts, taking my boxers with them. My hard cock sprang up in front of her. Truth be told, I was terrified. I hadn’t been with many girls and none anywhere near as attractive as Courtney. It relaxed me a bit when she smiled at the sight of my erection. I wasn’t a little guy, but I also wasn’t porn star caliber. I was pretty sure I was dreaming as Courtney started licking my shaft and teasing me by circling the tip with her tongue. She did this for quite a while, long enough that I started to wonder if she had actually sucked a cock before. Don’t get me wrong, it was amazing, but I had never had my cock teased that much before. Just as I was about to give up hope of seeing her pretty face with my cock in her mouth, she wrapped her lips around my shaft and started bobbing up and down while skillfully stroking the bottom half with a twisting motion. It was immediately apparent that she knew exactly what she was doing. It was, by far, the best blowjob I had ever had – not that I had many to compare it to. My favorite thing was that she didn’t bother to look up at me like the few other girls I’d been with. I know some guys really like that, but I was incredibly turned on by how Courtney was solely focused on my cock. With the other girls, I hadn’t gotten the sense that they were doing it solely for my benefit and didn’t really like it. They were looking up because they wanted approval. Courtney was just the opposite. It seemed like there was nothing else in the world she would rather be doing. It wasn’t long before I was about to explode.

“I’m gonna come,” I warned with a grunt.

Courtney responded by swiftly stroking the entire length of my shaft and alternating between flicking and circling the head of my dick with her tongue. The sight of such a pretty girl wantonly coaxing my cock to orgasm with her tongue sent me over the edge.

“Oh fuck,” I growled.

As soon as I started to come, Courtney took my cock back in her mouth and nursed every drop she could from me. I couldn’t help but hunch over and grab her head as I experienced the most intense orgasm I’d ever had. When I finally stopped convulsing, she looked up at me and smiled, the tiniest bit of come on her lower lip. My body jerked again as she cleaned her bottom lip with her tongue. She didn’t say a word. She just stood up, buttoned her shirt, and kissed me on the cheek before walking back to the living room. Less than two minutes later, Jon walked in the front door just as I walked into the living room.

“Hey, baby!” Courtney smiled and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I missed you!” Then she gave him a big kiss.

I felt bad for the guy. Not bad enough to stop fooling around with his girlfriend, though. Jon was a stoner and quit going to class almost entirely not long after that. There were very few times when Jon or one of my other roommates weren’t home. I had always hated the minivan my parents passed down to me, but I couldn’t have been happier to have it that semester. Courtney and I fucked every day in her high school parking lot during her lunch break. Sometimes at night, she would sneak out so we could fuck in the van parked down the street from her house. The whole time, we were falling for each other. It was painfully obvious that Jon was going to flunk out of school and be heading home at the end of the semester, so Courtney didn’t bother breaking things off with him. It would have been really messy considering we lived in the same dorm room. It didn’t bother me at first, but the more emotionally attached we became it started to torment me.

“Do you still fuck him?” I asked, holding her in my arms in the back of the van.

She nodded. “I’m sorry, baby. I have to. I don’t want to hurt his feelings.” Courtney could see the anguish on my face.  “I love you. Not him.” She kissed me. “The semester is over in two weeks. Then he’ll be gone.”

“Okay,” I nodded. Courtney kissed her way down my chest and brought my cock back to life with her mouth.

The next two weeks were the longest of my life. The night before Jon was to leave school, he took Courtney out for a fancy dinner. I counted the minutes until he got home, torturing myself with imaginings of what they were doing. I was crushed when I heard not just him, but her too, come through the door. I stayed hidden in my bedroom as they giggled their way to Jon’s room. Up until that point, Courtney had been very respectful of my feelings and done whatever she was doing with Jon away from the dorm. She told him that she felt embarrassed about it when other people were around. But that night, I think they had been drinking, and things were different because he was getting on a plane in the morning. What I should have done was crank some music with my headphones on. What I actually did was lay in bed quietly, listening through my thin dorm room wall.

“Oh my god, can you suck a dick,” Jon’s voice praised.

“Thank you, baby,” I heard Courtney reply. “You taught me well.”

It was relatively quiet for a while until I heard Courtney whimper. “Yes…fuck me,” she insisted. It was torture. My heart was breaking listening to her tell another man to fuck her, even if he was technically still her boyfriend. I quickly surmised that Courtney was quite different with Jon. With me, we talked little and kissed a lot. We made love. With Jon, she was loud. They fucked like animals. Most of the night. My heart took a pounding listening to Courtney moan and beg for more.

“Fuck me!”

“God, I love your cock!”

“Give me that big dick!”

“Spank me harder!”

Something strange started to happen. While it’s not surprising that I couldn’t help but imagine Jon fucking her, it caught me off guard that I started getting aroused at the sound of their animalistic lovemaking coupled with my imaginings of it looked like. Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore. I started stroking myself.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come again!”

“Come on me, baby! Come on me!”

“Oh my god, that feels so good. Don’t stop!”

It went on and on and on…

By sunrise, I was completely demoralized. Even though I had been with her far more often than him, I knew I had never fucked Courtney as good and as thoroughly as he had that night. And I had come as many times as Jon had, just listening to them. It was humiliating. I hid in my bedroom with the door locked until I heard them leave. Just as I was getting up to go out to the kitchen for a drink, I heard a meek little knock at my door. I had assumed Courtney left when Jon did, but I was wrong.

“I’m so sorry, baby,” Courtney said with tears in her eyes. “It’s over now. He’s gone.” She fell into my arms. We were inseparable from that moment forward. I went home, a couple of hours drive away, for the holidays but I came back to visit Courtney a few times. We spent New Year’s together. Then January rolled into February. She introduced me to her parents before I took her out for a proper Valentine’s dinner. In March, with her parent’s permission, I took her to meet my family. We were madly in love. Courtney wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed but what she lacked in brains she more than made up for in personality. She was a lovable, hilarious, doofus. And she brought out the best in me. I’m just an average guy and I never believed that I would be with such an unbelievably gorgeous, sweet woman. 

By the beginning of April, Courtney and I were both more than ready for a break from our respective schools and looking forward to spending an entire week together. Her mom and dad had learned to trust me and gave Courtney the go ahead to go home with me for the week. What we didn’t tell her parents was that we weren’t going to spend the week with my family. My friend, Dave, from high school was having a weeklong gathering of old friends at his parents’ place. His dad was a professional musician and had written songs for and recorded with some of the biggest names in show business. He still lived in our little town, but he travelled quite a bit. That meant that on this particular spring break, Dave’s huge six-bedroom house complete with pool, hot tub, game room, and recording studio was open for business.

About an hour into the drive to Dave’s I started feeling sick. By the time we pulled into the driveway, I had a fever and a nasty cough. Along the way, Courtney dug out a mask from the glovebox that was left over from the Covid days. Despite its questionable hygiene, I told her I’d wear it in an effort to keep from getting her and everyone else sick. Dave greeted us in the driveway and pulled me aside after giving Courtney directions to the bathroom.

“Dude, what’s wrong with you?” he demanded.

“I’m sick,” I answered.

“Not that. I mean why did you bring your girlfriend?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Dude this whole week is about trying to get some strange. Your girl is gonna ruin everything.”

“I thought everybody was bringing their girlfriends…”

“Noooo,” Dave shook his head, interrupting me. “Didn’t you read the text?”

“No. I just talked to Rob.”

“Fuck.”

I started coughing. I sounded even worse than I looked.

“Dude, if you get me sick, I swear to fucking god,” Dave complained. I forgot what an asshole he could be.

“Courtney’s cool, man. She doesn’t even know anybody here. She won’t cause any problems.”

“She better not,” is the last thing Dave said about it before I took our bags inside and fell into bed. I don’t know exactly how long I slept, but I had the craziest dreams I’d ever had. When I woke up, the bed sheet was wet with sweat. The room was dark except for the light coming through the window. I slid out of bed, still shivering, and peeked out the window through the side of the curtain. Dave, Rob, Matt, and Steve were all sitting in the hot tub. Courtney was with them, sitting with her back to me. I couldn’t hear what was being said through the double-paned glass, but they were laughing about something.

“At least she’s having a good time,” I thought to myself just before I watched her reach behind her back and untie her bikini top. As she pulled it away from her body, she covered her breasts with her arm and her hand or at least as much as she could. Setting her top on the deck behind her, Courtney lowered herself in the water until her chest was covered. The guys’ expressions went from elation when she went topless to crushing defeat when she dipped below the water line. There was some more banter and what appeared to be begging before each of the guys, one after the other, reached underwater and produced their swimsuits. Then they looked back and forth at each other before Dave was the first to stand up, exposing himself to my girlfriend. The others followed his lead. They looked expectantly at Courtney. She slowly raised herself out of the water and sat on the edge of the hot tub, resting her hands on the edge and leaving her wet, perfect, tan, pillowy breasts on display for all my buddies to see. Dave and Steve were already hard before they came out of the water. Rob and Matt weren’t far behind. Dave actually started stroking his cock as he stared at my girlfriend’s tits.

“What the fuck,” I cursed under my breath. I knew I had to put a stop to things, but I didn’t want them to know I was spying on them. I flipped on the light, hoping they would see it and counted to ten before I started making my way downstairs and outside. As I approached the door, I could see Courtney through the glass panes, tying her top back on. When I reached the door, she’d had just enough time to dip back into the water like nothing happened.

“Baby!” she sang when she saw me. “How are you feeling? Are you okay?”

I could hear the genuine concern in her voice. It baffled me that the same sweet, perfect girlfriend was flashing a hot tub full of my friends just a few moments before.

“I feel like dogshit,” I moaned.

“Keep your distance, bro,” Dave ordered.

“Relax, Dave. I won’t come any closer.”

“Sorry, dude. I just don’t want to get sick.”

“I just need something to drink,” I said. “Do you have any ibuprofen?”

“Check your bathroom. My mom always goes in there to lay down when she has a headache.”

I looked at Courtney. “Are you okay, babe?”

“I’m fine. Your friends are really nice.”

“Yeah, I bet they are,” I agreed sarcastically, eyeballing her itty-bitty bikini.

“Dave said that in the morning, he’ll take me to get you some sports drinks and a Covid test. Do you want anything else?”

I shook my head. Courtney climbed out of the hot tub and wrapped herself in a towel. The look on my friends’ faces assured me that I had accomplished my goal of ruining their evening.

“Come on. Let’s get you back inside, baby. I’ll take care of you.” She had the sweetest voice.

“Aren’t you afraid you’re gonna get sick?”

“My daddy’s a doctor. I’ve had every vaccine known to man. Twice.”

Courtney ordered me upstairs. While she was downstairs rummaging through the kitchen to find me something to drink, I went to the bathroom attached to my bedroom and looked through the medicine cabinet. Dave’s mom had half a pharmacy stashed away in there. Given that I felt about as awful as I ever had, I opted to take something – I won’t say what – a little stronger than ibuprofen.  My bedroom was on the corner of the house, so the bathroom window looked out over the driveway. Out of curiosity, I lifted a slat in the blinds and looked out. I could see my car and wondered if I might need to move it to get it out of the way of Dave’s car in the morning. Before I could contemplate the issue any further, I heard Courtney walk in the bedroom. She had a cup of hot tea for me. It hadn’t occurred to me to want one but as soon as I saw it, I knew it was exactly what the doctor ordered.

“Oh my god, you’re an angel.”

Courtney smiled proudly. “Here lay down.”

“How are things going with my friends? I know they can be a little…crude.”

“It’s fine. They’re harmless.”

“If you say so.”

“Did you take something?”

“Yeah. It’s probably gonna knock me out here pretty soon. Are you sure you’ll be okay with those animals?”

“Of course, silly. I don’t know why you keep badmouthing them. They’re sweet guys. Now lay back. I’m gonna help you feel better.”

Courtney pulled open my pajama pants and took my cock in her mouth. Despite my condition, I was hard in no time. As she sucked my cock, all I could think about was her sitting topless on the edge of the hot tub while my friends stared at her. In my mind’s eye, I imagined my friends jerking off in front of her until, one by one, they each came on her tits. All at once, I felt the medication kicking in and my balls getting ready to empty.

“Fuck,” I moaned quietly as I came. It was a moment of utter relaxation and ecstasy. Before Courtney could even say anything, I passed out.

The sun was jarringly bright when I came to the next day. I got up and shuffled to the bathroom, squinting as my eyes adjusted to the light. As I stood at the toilet relieving myself, I heard a car pull in the driveway. I was still half asleep, so the first thing I noticed when I peeked out the window was that someone had moved my car. Amazingly, the second thing I noticed was that Dave’s convertible mustang was parked where my car had been. What made it remarkable that I hadn’t noticed it sooner was that Dave was in the driver’s seat with the top down, jerking his cock while Courtney sat next to him with her shirt unbuttoned and her tits pulled out of her bra. Courtney was staring at Dave’s cock. I knew watching guys masturbate was a fetish of hers. Several times she had asked me to let her watch me jerk off. It always ended with her going down on me. Courtney looked mesmerized.

Dave and I had always known each other and been friends for most of our lives. In truth, he had always been a little bit of an asshole. He was rich and spoiled and had a bit of an attitude about it. I was always able to blow it off, in part, because I was better looking than him. My ego took a blow, however, when I saw him jerking his cock. I had seen it the night before in the hot tub, but I guess it didn’t register in my fevered state and the bad lighting. In the light of day, there was no denying that Dave, on top of being rich and spoiled, had the cock pretty much every man wanted to have. It didn’t seem quite fair.

Courtney’s chest started rising and falling deeper and deeper with each breath. The more intensely Dave stroked his cock, the more aroused she seemed get. She swallowed hard and her mouth drifted open. I don’t think she realized it when she started teasing one of her nipples. Dave reached over and started teasing the other. My girlfriend just looked down at his fingers touching her and then back at his cock. She unconsciously licked her lips. I realized then that my cock was hard, and I had been toying with it for the past few moments. Dave squeezed Courtneys breast. She did nothing to stop him. I, too, just stood there and watched, my breath becoming as labored as Courtney’s. Finally, Dave ambled up into the driver’s seat and leveled his cock only inches away from Courtney’s tits. Seconds later, he covered her chest with his load. Courtney’s face looked drunken with desire. Using the frame of the windshield to support himself, Dave leaned forward and brought his spent but still hard dick to her mouth. She looked up at him, her jaw hanging open in a daze. Dave grazed her bottom lip with the tip of his dick. I knew that one of Courtney’s other favorite things was clean my cock after sex. She was one of the few women I’d ever heard of at that point who loved the taste of sex.

“Is she going to do it?” I panicked in my mind. “Is she going to suck his cock?”

Courtney backed away and shook her head. “I can’t,” I watched her lips say, despite what the rest of her face was saying. Dave ran his finger through the mess on her chest. He wiped his finger on Courtney’s bottom lip. With a hint of reluctance, she cleaned it with her tongue. Dave gathered another sample and offered it. She opened her mouth and accepted his finger, licking and sucking it. Then he did it again. Dave tried to sneak his still hard cock in alongside his finger. Courtney grabbed it by the base and pushed him away as she backed off.

“No,” I saw her say, shaking her head, but not releasing his cock. She looked at her hand wrapped around his shaft and ran it slowly up and down its length one time. Then she released her grip and opened her palm as wide as she could, exaggerating her effort to control herself. She pulled her hand away, again shaking her head. She hastily reached in a brown fast-food bag on the floor and pulled out some napkins before practically jumping from the car and heading to the house, wiping her chest clean on the way.

I jumped back in bed when I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Courtney quietly opened the door and started to tiptoe in. “Oh, you’re up,” she smiled, looking caught off guard at me sitting up in bed. “How are you feeling?”

“A little better,” I said. I could see a few drops of Dave’s semen still soaking into her shirt. My cock was raging. “I could use another blowjob, though,” I said, half-jokingly.

Courtney smiled. “I think that could be arranged.” As she whipped her shirt off and took off her bra in record time, I pulled my pajamas off just before she crawled on the bed between my legs. “What’s gotten into you? You’re so hard already.”

“Just thinking about you,” I replied.

Courtney quickly went to down on my cock. I was pretty sure, though, that in her mind it was Dave’s cock she was sucking. I could see her getting more and more worked up. She pulled down her shorts and panties. “I need you,” she panted, straddling me and lowering herself onto my dick. “Hmmm,” she moaned.

Courtney took my entire length inside her and started using me to pleasure herself. She was wetter than I had ever felt her before. The way she worked herself on my dick, it was almost as if, except for my cock, I wasn’t there at all. She’d never fucked me like that before. I just knew she was thinking about Dave. The crazy part was that the thought of that turned me on.

“Fuck me,” I groaned.

“Shh,” she answered, putting her finger to my lips before closing her eyes again.

Courtney started moaning and whimpering. It got so loud as she came that despite how big the house was, I’m pretty sure she could be heard in every corner with the exception of the soundproofed recording studio. Even after she came, she was still on a mission. She took my cock back in her mouth and sucked me like a madwoman.

I visualized Dave coming on her tits, then grazing her lip with his cock, and then finally, her sucking his finger clean. “Fuck,” I growled as I came, involuntarily imagining Courtney actually taking Dave’s cock in her mouth.

“Oh my god, babe. That was so hot,” Courtney purred resting her head on my stomach.

I was so emotionally and physically spent at that point; all I could do was nod. I was still sick after all.

“You need some food. Do you think you can eat? Me and Dave picked some stuff up at the store.”

“I can try,” I said.

We put on clean clothes and went downstairs. I managed to get some food in me, and hydrate. The other guys were all milling around doing their own thing. At one point, Steve came in the kitchen and told us the plan was to go out to the pool in a while. Courtney told me she thought the sun would maybe do me some good. I agreed. An hour later, the six of us were in lounge chairs by the pool. It felt nice in the sun for a while, but then I started to feel my fever kick back in.

“Guys, I’m gonna have to bail,” I announced.

“Are you okay, baby?” Courtney asked.

“I’ll be fine,” I reassured her. “I’ll just raid Dave’s mom’s medicine cabinet again.”

“Don’t forget to get enough fluids,” Courtney urged.

In the back of my mind, I worried what was going to happen if I left my friendly yet questionably ethical girlfriend alone again with my four unscrupulous friends. Adjacent to my worry, though, was curiosity. And maybe even a little germ of desire. I was legitimately feeling quite ill, though, and needed something to help me feel better. I rummaged through the medicine cabinet again and found something I thought would help without knocking me out. I was wrong. I didn’t sleep long, though. I practically leapt out of bed and rushed to the window to look out over the pool.

It was a similar scene to the hot tub. Courtney was still in her lounge chair in her little bikini. Her skin was saturated with oil. A lot of oil. All four of my friends were naked again, standing around her, almost in a circle, obviously trying to get close enough to get the best view they could while balancing that with the desire to not get too close to each other. Their bodies, too, were glistening with oil. I wondered who had put the oil on whom. The boys were jerking their cocks as Courtney looked on intently. She had already pulled the panels of her top to the side, exposing herself again for them. She pinched one of her nipples like she had that morning in Dave’s car. Her other hand found its way down her torso and between her legs until it was subtly touching her mound through the thin material of her bikini bottom. She wasn’t outright getting herself off, but she wasn’t not masturbating either.

Rob walked away briefly to grab his towel which he then folded and laid on the deck alongside Courtney’s chair. He got on his knees beside her and started rubbing her legs with his free hand. When she didn’t protest, he moved his hand closer in an attempt to join her on her pussy. Courtney pushed it away. A sense of relief washed over me. However, in the very back of my mind, a little part of me was disappointed. My friends continued unabashedly pleasuring themselves, all eyes on my girlfriend. Not a word was said. Everything was written on my friends’ faces. Courtney’s, too. 

Even though I was glad that Courtney wasn’t touching any of them, I gave up the part of me pretending that watching my girlfriend show herself off wasn’t turning me on. I started stroking my cock like my friends. Matt was the first to blow. He stepped closer, lustful enough to brave rejection and aimed his cock at Courtney’s tits. Courtney’s lips pursed as he came. Rob followed suit. She clearly mouthed the words, “Oh, fuck.” Steve, probably bolstered by Matt and Rob’s successes, stepped forward and stroked his cock just inches from her face. She looked directly at it, pinching her hand between her thighs. Steve covered her face, managing to sneak a bit into her mouth that had drifted open. Dave put his fingers to her chin and turned her head in his direction.

For the second time that day, Courtney found herself looking up subserviently at Dave’s hard dick. And just like he had in the car, he gathered some of the come from her skin on his finger. And again, Courtney obediently sucked his finger clean. Dave tried his tactic of brushing the tip of his cock against her lower lip. This time, she didn’t back away. Dave jerked his cock directly in front of her face, taking his finger from her mouth and using it to cup his scrotum. Courtney kept her mouth closed, still pinching her hand between her thighs. She squirmed a bit in the lounger, looking like she was struggling to hold back and not let herself get off. Maybe in her mind it would be crossing a line to come in front of anyone but me. I don’t know. I watched her start losing that battle as Dave dangled his big cock in front of her. Her mouth started to open sporadically before she caught herself and closed it back tightly again. She squirmed more in her chair. Her hand started to move between her legs. Dave pressed his cock firmly against her mouth and rubbed it back and forth across her tightly sealed lips. Courtney’s legs began to drift apart, her hand rubbing up and down her mound. Rob and Matt, apparently having hatched some kind of plan, each took a string from either side of her bikini bottom and pulled slowly. Soon there was nothing between Courtney’s fingers and her sopping wet pussy. She became more and more impassioned, her mouth opening and her legs parting wide as she did. Dave ran his shaft back and forth along her open lips and then brought the tip to her mouth once more. Courtney began circling it with her tongue, her eyes closed. Suddenly, Courtney pivoted sideways and sat up in her chair, her feet firmly on the deck with Dave standing between her legs. She looked up at him, almost angrily, still masturbating. Dave eased his cock forward. Courtney again circled the tip with her tongue and then closed her eyes just before taking him fully in her mouth and sucking him like a madwoman. Dave carefully gathered her hair in his hand and leaned back, all of my friends watching my girlfriend wantonly bobbing up and down on his shaft. She added her hand to his base, stroking it in her signature twisting motion I loved so much. Her other hand was working steadily between her legs. Soon Dave’s face revealed he was about to come. Courtney stroked his entire shaft with her hand while she focused her tongue and mouth on his tip. Dave exploded, dotting her lips, tongue, and chin, coming on my precious girl for the second time that day. Courtney leaned back, now coming herself. Dave and Steve and Rob and Matt all looked on as Courtney whimpered her way through her orgasm. No one had noticed, myself included, but Matt was hard again and stroking himself wildly. While Courtney was still tapering off from her climax, he stood in front of her and brought his cock to her attention. She looked up at him, her face glistening in the sun from Steve and Dave’s contributions. Matt must have sensed her willingness or at least resignation at his proposition and eased his cock into her open mouth. Courtney echoed the treatment she had just given Dave, adding her other hand to gently working his balls. In less than a minute, Matt had come as well.

In a split second, Courtney’s mood radically changed. She grabbed her towel and started running toward the house. She was in such a hurry that she didn’t realize she was leaving her bikini bottoms behind. I heard her coming up the stairs and jumped in bed. I relaxed a little when I heard the shower from the hall bathroom running. That gave me just enough time to finish myself off, replaying in my mind what had just happened. Soon after I cleaned up my mess, Courtney walked in. I pretended to be asleep. She climbed in bed and big spooned to my little spoon. Despite the fact that I appeared to be asleep and wouldn’t hear her, she whispered, “I love you, Brian.” I heard her quietly crying before she dozed off. Even though she had just cheated on me, I felt bad for her.  I didn’t know what to do. I was in love with her and didn’t want to lose her. I was absolutely crestfallen that she would fool around with my friends, despite the fact that I seemed to have some inexplicably horny reaction to it. I decided to take some advice that, of all people, Dave’s father had once given me. “When you don’t know what to do, it’s best to do nothing and give yourself some time to figure out your next move.”

While Courtney slept, I went downstairs and ate some food. The rest of the guys were milling around and seemed to be avoiding me a little bit. I didn’t let on that I had any idea why. Physically, I was starting to feel better. I decided the best thing to do would be take another long nap so I could be well rested that evening. Dave had invited half of our little town over for a party that night and I wanted to be able to keep an eye on my girlfriend.

I slept a lot longer than I expected. It was dark outside when I woke up, and I could hear dozens of voices coming from downstairs. I looked at my phone. It was almost midnight. I got cleaned up and dressed like a fireman leaving the station for a five-alarm fire. I made my way downstairs, scanning the crowd for Courtney and tersely saying hello to old friends from high school that were scattered amidst the sea of people I mostly didn’t know. I couldn’t find her anywhere. Nor Dave or Steve or Matt or Rob. I looked everywhere in the house and outside. I even checked to see if their cars were there.

The only place I hadn’t looked was the recording studio in the basement. The door had a simplex lock on it. Fortunately, I remembered the combination from the days when Dave’s dad gave me guitar lessons. The door opened to a stairwell with walls on both sides that led down to the control room. Directly in front of the stairs was a soundproof door that led to a large studio. In the control room was a large window looking into the studio. Dave’s dad had installed some blinds over the window because some people, he said, didn’t like to be looked at while they were recording. It was dark going down the stairs save for a little bit of light coming from the window behind the blinds.

I made my way in the relative darkness to the control room. I stood on the far side of the mixing console and peeked in the gap between the blinds and the window frame. The studio was laid out the same way it the last time I had been down there a few years before. There was a drum kit set up in the far corner. Straight back chairs were scattered about. In another corner was a booth for recording vocals. Against the wall nearest the studio door was a leather sofa and a mini fridge that was usually stocked with water and assorted other drinks.

Seated in the middle of the three-cushion sofa was Courtney. She was wearing a white babydoll dress with the top pulled down over her breasts. I had always loved it when she wore white. It highlighted her perfectly tan, young, flawless skin. She was so beautiful. Sitting on either side of her were Matt and Rob, each with their cock out and masturbating. Steve stood over one of her knees, Dave over the other. They had their backs to me. Even from behind, I could tell they were jerking themselves. Matt reached over and joined her in playing with her breast. Rob did the same on her other side. Matt lifted his shirt over his head and stood up just long enough to shed his shorts and underwear. As Rob did the same, Dave reached down and lifted Courtney’s dress over her head, leaving her only in her white lace panties. My favorite ones. I had bought them for her on a trip to the lingerie store.

Courtney’s hand found its way between her legs. Unlike earlier that day, however, her hand went straight inside her panties with her legs unclenched. Matt and Rob returned to caressing her breasts while Dave and Steve each got on their knees and started gently brushing Courtney’s legs with their free hands. I could see Courtney reveling in the attention, her fingers busy inside her panties. The studio was soundproof so I couldn’t hear a thing of what was going on. However, being a recording studio, it was rigged for talkback. I found a set of headphones and turned on the room microphone so I could listen while I watched.

Things carried on as they were for a few minutes. Then, out of the blue, Rob boldly stood up on the couch and leaned down, leveling his cock at Courtney’s mouth. Courtney leaned forward just enough to take it in her mouth. Understandably, Matt mirrored Rob on the other side. Courtney began taking turns sucking their dicks. Dave got between Courtney’s legs, displacing Steve, and began kissing the insides of her thighs, switching sides at the same time she did with Rob and Matt. He worked his way slowly higher until Courtney’s chest was heaving and she looked down at him on her way from one cock to the other. Steve stood patiently by, watching the show and slowly stroking himself, waiting his turn.

Dave reached up and grabbed the sides of Courtney’s panties. She lifted herself up from the sofa just enough for Dave to pull them off. He kissed his way up her thighs again, faster this time, until he reached Everest. Courtney’s head fell back as his tongue made contact. Her hand left Rob’s cock and went to the back of Dave’s head as he tongued her clit and slid a finger inside her cunt. Courtney did her best to tend to Rob and Matt but paused and stared at Dave more and more often as he edged her pussy.

“Fuck,” she cried, breaking the relative silence. “Lick it,” she urged.

Courtney’s moans grew louder and more frequent. She stopped sucking Matt and Rob altogether, only managing to grip their cocks in front of her face as her attention was focused between her legs.

“Yes!” she screamed. “I’m gonna come! Make me come! Make me come! Make me come!”

To his credit, Dave held fast and carried on despite Courtney squeezing his head in a death grip between her thighs. Matt and Rob decided to be helpful, and each pinched a nipple. Courtney squealed in an octave I doubt that studio had heard before, coming hard on Dave’s mouth.

“Holy fuck,” she panted, gasping for air as though she had just sprinted a hundred yards.

Everyone had the good sense to give her some space while she took a moment to recover. Steve, gentleman that he was, got a water out of the fridge and handed it to Courtney. She smiled and gave a little laugh. After a few sips, she announced with a smile, “Holy shit, that was hot!” The guys all looked a little relieved, given that the last time she had run away.

Rob subtly shook his cock in her direction. She looked up at him and giggled again before wrapping her hand back around his shaft and pulling it to her mouth. As she started taking turns on Rob and Matt again, Dave stood on his knees between her legs stroking his cock and very gently, almost lazily, rubbing her slit with his thumb. Over time, he carefully edged himself forward close enough that he replaced his thumb with the head of his dick.

When Courtney felt what he was doing, she looked down and exhaled through pursed lips. Dave took this as permission and continued, pressing his cockhead firmly against her and rubbing it from her clit to the bottom of her folds and back.

“Oooo,” Courtney, cooed.

Dave lined his cock up with her opening. Courtney pressed her hand to his stomach and shook her head adamantly. “I can’t,” she said. “I love Brian too much. Just play with it, okay?”

Dave went back to what he was doing. Courtney got sloppier and sloppier with Rob and Matt, taking brief moments to mutter “oh, fuck” or coo as Dave continued teasing her with his prick. This went on for several minutes. Courtney stopped sucking cock and stared down between her legs, her eyes glazed over as Dave massaged her pussy with his enviable cock. I looked at my girlfriend. Her face was glistening in the dim studio light from Rob and Matt. Her chest and abdomen were heaving with desire from my so-called friend’s teasing. She was pure sex, flanked by a cock on either side with one tempting her between her legs. Courtney put the fingertips of her hand to Dave’s stomach again as he relentlessly taunted her with his cock. She eased him back just a little bit, but not far enough for her to be out of range. Dave continued his work. Courtney stared at the cock running gently up and down her labia. She was transfixed, breathing hypnotically. Her fingertips slid down Dave’s stomach to his groin and then finally, to his cock. She held it in her hand and guided it to her opening.

“You can never, EVER, tell Brian,” she ordered.

With a quick, subtle nod, Dave eased forward, just barely breeching my girlfriend’s entrance. He held there, ever so slightly moving his cock in and out of her, playing a game of “just the tip.”

“Please,” Courtney begged, her abs tightening and her legs snaking around Dave’s waist.

Dave was in control now and seemed to have every intention of exercising it. He continued giving her only a fraction of what he had to give, driving her absolutely mad.

“Please…” Courtney panted. “Please fuck me.”

“Don’t you want to wait and make love to Brian?” he taunted.

“Fuck you,” Courtney grimaced, trying desperately to force him deeper inside by hugging him with her legs. Dave resisted. He pulled his cock out, the tip glistening with her juices and rubbed it on her clit before barely inserting it once more. “Oh fuck,” Courtney whimpered. “Please?” A tear ran down one of her cheeks. “Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me,” she cried quietly.

Dave put his hands behind her knees and spread Courtney’s legs wide, angled perfectly to fuck her, his cockhead still barely inside of her. “Last chance,” he said. “Are you sure you don’t want to wait for your boyfriend?”

“Fuck me,” she said sternly, shaking her head.

In one swift thrust, Dave put the entirety of his considerable length inside of her.

“Oohhhhh, fuuucck!!!” Courtney yelled at the top of her lungs. For a second, I thought he might have broken her. It was a good thing the studio was soundproofed, otherwise the entire party would be coming downstairs to watch.

The teasing was over and Dave fucked Courtney with deep, steady thrusts from the start.  “Yes!!! Yes!!! Yes!!!” Courtney chanted. She started rubbing her clit as Dave pounded her. The sound of their bodies clapping together rhythmically filled the studio and my headphones. I took my cock out and started jerking. Courtney wept as she came from Dave’s cock for the first time. Dave shooed Matt and Rob from the couch and guided Courtey to all fours.

“Does Brian fuck you this good?” Dave demanded to know as he penetrated her from behind and resumed fucking her. Courtney didn’t reply. Dave spanked her beautiful, perfect ass, turning it red. Thwap! “I said, ‘Does Brian fuck you this good?’”

“No,” Courtney grunted.

“You like the way I fuck you?”

“Yes! Fuck me!” she growled.

Dave pushed her ass away from him and sat near the end of the couch. Courtney looked back at him confused. “Make me come,” he demanded.

Courtney looked back at him, breathing heavily. She slid of the couch and walked to his end. She got on her knees and sucked his cock clean before ambling up and straddling him, her pussy hovering just over his long, thick shaft. She slowly lowered herself down its length until she was sitting in his lap, completely engulfing his cock.

Then, she did something that caught me totally off guard. She kissed him. Deeply. Passionately. Without breaking their kiss, she started slowly moving up and down Dave’s entire shaft. From my angle, I could see the tip of Dave’s cock as it peeked out from inside of her and watch as his entire shaft slowly disappeared again. It was incredibly sexy to watch. Dave sighed and broke their lip lock as he felt himself lose the upper hand. Courtney hugged his head and rode him as he took her nipple in his mouth. They kissed again, melting into each other as their pace quickened. Courtney started grinding quickly in Dave’s lap. The two stared into each other’s eyes, connected by the immense pleasure.

“Yes,” Dave grunted. “Oh, god.”

Courtney whimpered. They fucked faster and faster until Dave growled that he was going to come. “Yes!” Courtney moaned, riding him until he was drained, and she was filled with his seed. Courtney relaxed into his embrac and they kissed for what seemed like forever with him still inside her. In their quiet repose, I realized that I, too, had come. Finally, Courtney eased her way off of him. On her way to laying down on the couch, she stopped to briefly suck and kiss Dave’s deflating cock as though it was an expression of admiration or gratitude. Dave got up and made his way to the fridge. Courtney closed her eyes, looking completely satisfied.

Rob got between her legs and aimed his cock for where Dave had just been. Courtney looked down and rolled her eyes with a smile of resignation. She took Rob’s cock in her hand guided it inside of her. As Rob started fucking her, she reached out for Matt who was standing nearby. Matt eagerly complied and angled his cock for her mouth. Scenes like that carried on for the next three hours. There were breaks where they hydrated and laughed while discussing the highlights of their fornications and their aspirations for the next round. At one point, I was weeping uncontrollably, watching the woman I loved and had hoped to marry, get gangbanged by my oldest friends while they all thought I was bedridden upstairs. But I couldn’t turn away. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen, and I knew would likely ever see. I came as many times watching as my friends did fucking my girlfriend.

When the week was over, I returned to college. Courtney and I carried on dating like nothing ever happened. She had no idea I knew about what went on over spring break. I ate dinner with her and her parents most nights. They got so comfortable with me, that they let Courtney spend the night with me in the dorms half the time. Despite everything that happened, I was still in love with her and incredulous that such a gorgeous woman, a woman that could have any man she wanted, chose me. We made love nearly every day, but it was always sweet and gentle. It was still amazing, but she never moaned or wailed like she had with Jon or Dave. She never begged me to fuck her even when I tried teasing her. I found it hard not to relive that night in the recording studio. It was what ran through my mind most times right before I came.

As the end of the school year approached, it was time for Courtney’s senior prom. I got a tux. I rented a limo. I rented a fancy hotel room. I did all of the things. We stayed at the dance for a few hours and had a good time. I had been teasing Courtney all week long, telling her that I had a surprise for her. I had been hatching a scheme for weeks. I was finally going to hear Courtney beg me to fuck her. I finally figured out a way to be able to treat her like the insatiable nymphomaniac she had been for my friends. As the limo approached our hotel, I pulled a blindfold out of my pocket.

“Trust me,” I said. “You’re gonna love it.”

When we got in the elevator, I made her put the blindfold on. She played along and let me guide her to our room. Once inside, I led her to the bed and sat her on the edge.

“Courtney,” I spoke softly and slowly. “I want you to know how much I love you. And one day, I’m gonna marry you.”

“I love you, too, baby,” she answered, looking as happy as I had ever seen her. “I love you forever.”

“There’s only one more thing I want. Only one thing missing.”

“What, baby?” she asked. I could hear the curiosity and willingness to please in her voice.

“I want to hear you beg,” I said as I took off her blindfold.

Standing in front of her, all dressed in tuxedoes, were Rob, Matt, Steve, and Dave.

Courtney’s eyes got big, and she looked terrified. “Baby, what’s going on?”

“It’s okay,” I said calmly. “I know everything.”

Courtney started to cry. “Who told you?”

“No one. I saw it. Just by chance. It’s okay. I’m not mad. I still love you. It doesn’t change anything.”

“Why are they here?”

“Watching you with them was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. The only thing was, I didn’t get to be a part of it. You’ve never let me treat you like you let Jon or my friends treat you. Just once, I want to know what it’s like.”

Courtney’s face started relaxing and she started looking at my friends. “You’re not mad?” she asked, looking for reassurance.

“No,” I replied and kissed her gently on the lips. “I love you.”

Her attention turned back to my friends, looking them each in the eye, one by one. Then she looked at me one more time. “Are you sure?”

I nodded.

“You promise?”

“I promise.”

She smiled and kissed me. Then, without further hesitation, she got on her knees in front of Dave and immediately went to work releasing his cock from his rented tuxedo pants. It didn’t seem quite real until I watched her take another man’s cock in her mouth again, this time from only two feet away. I was the first one to fuck her that night, teasing her relentlessly until I finally heard her beg, “Please fuck me.” The party went on until the sun was up. Courtney and I visit my hometown about once a month now. We’re getting married next month, and my groomsmen are - you guessed it - Dave, Matt, Rob, and Steve. The reception is in the same hotel. I’ll let you know how it goes.


The Assistant: Tending to My Husband’s Boss – Part I

“Hi, Amelia. It’s John Smith,” the voice said on the phone—a common name for an uncommon man. Mr. Smith was a self-made billionaire who made his first millions twenty-five years ago when he was still a teenager by revolutionizing the yard care industry. He invented an affordable, energy efficient, low maintenance, automated leaf collector that actually worked and spared tens of millions of people worldwide the burden of raking leaves. He followed that up with a few more clever gadgets and then built upon his initial successes by expanding into multiple other ventures. By the time my husband joined his staff, John Smith was one of the richest people in the world.

“Mr. Smith, hello,” I replied. I was stunned he was calling me. We had only met once before at a company party. He was very polite, but brief. I could tell he didn’t do very much socializing. I had no earthly idea why he would be calling me.

“Please, call me John. I feel bad for having stolen your husband from you for a month. I was hoping you would join me and a few friends at my home for dinner on Saturday.” My husband, David, had been sent to the Hong Kong office for a month of training. 

I tried to keep my cool. “That would be lovely. Thank you.”

“Excellent. I’ll send a car for you at 6:30 if that suits.”

“Of course.” In my mind I was freaking out. THE John Smith was sending a car for me?

“It’s settled then. I’ll look forward to it.”

“Me, too.”

“Okay. I’d better get back to work before I get in trouble. See you Satuday.”

I chuckled at his dad joke and replied, “Goodbye.” I hung up the phone and blurted out loud alone in my kitchen, “Holy shit!”

I immediately called my husband despite the fact that it was 5:16 a.m. in Hong Kong.

“Seriously?” was David’s response when I told him.

“Seriously,” I answered. “He said he felt bad for stealing you away from me for a month. I told him it really wasn’t a bother, but he insisted on having me for dinner anyway.”

“Very funny. Dinner with John Smith, huh? Wow. Didn’t see that coming. Honestly, I’m not sure I’ve ever seen him eat much less sit down at a table and eat with other people. Most of us have been operating under the assumption that he’s a robot of some kind. Except for the women.”

“What women?”

“There are a couple of women that come to the office every day. Not together. One comes in the morning. One in the afternoon. Same times every day.”

“Do you think they’re hookers?”

“Don’t know. They don’t look like hookers. But what the hell do I know. Other than you, I don’t know any other hookers.”

I laughed. “Haha. Very funny.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

By dinner with a few friends, John meant an Oscar winning actress and her husband, a novelist who wrote one of my favorite books of all-time, and a U.S. Senator I had screamed at through the television screen more than a few times. I was the only anonymous person at the table. Aside from the status of the people, it was all quite normal. The conversation was excellent, not too high-brow, and the food even better. We sat with drinks in the living room after dinner and actually played charades. My new Oscar-winning friend and I were bested when she couldn’t interpret my mime of a movie that she actually starred in. It was hilarious. Six months later, I heard her tell the story on a talk show.

The rest of the guests left not long after. I couldn’t help but wonder if I should be polite and ask John to summon my ride or if he wanted me to stay.

“I hope I’m not wearing out my welcome, John.”

“Not at all. I actually wanted to talk to you about something.”

“Oh really. What’s that?”

“During dinner you mentioned that you’re not working. Are you not interested in working or do have plans in the works?”

“Well, David and I had hoped to start a family. A while ago, we found out that it would be nearly impossible for us to conceive. That was a pretty big blow. I’ve been reeling from that. Lately, though, I’ve started thinking it would be good for me to have something to do. I just don’t know what.” I was about four drinks deep. I’m not sure I would have been so open otherwise.

“I’m so sorry to hear that, Amelia. But perhaps I could help. Or, more accurately, we could help each other. I find myself in need of an assistant. My last one…well, she didn’t work out.”

My curiosity was piqued. “What would it involve?” I asked.

“Basically, you would keep my trains running on time. I’m very busy and without help, I get horribly off track. The bigger problem, however, is that of discretion. There are parts of my life that are a little unusual and require a good deal of discretion and tact.”

I furrowed my brow.

“You would have to sign a nondisclosure agreement. I’m sure you’ve heard of them.”

“What do you mean by unusual?”

“Honestly, I don’t feel it wise to discuss it without a signed NDA. If you’re interested, you could sign it and we could talk some more. You wouldn’t be obligated to take the job but you should know in order to properly consider my offer. Just keep to yourself what we discuss. It’s very personal. I hope you can understand.”

“Of course. Should I come to the office.”

“No need. I have everything here.”

John left and came back a few minutes later with the paperwork. I read it over. There was nothing unexpected in it, so I signed and handed it back.

“So, have do I have you on the edge of your seat?”

“You do.”

“Good. Just please remember you aren’t to tell anyone.”

“I understand.”

John exhaled and began telling me his secret. “When I was boy, they found a tumor in my brain. It had likely been there since I was in utero. I am convinced, and my doctors agree that I’m probably right, that the tumor influenced my brain development which led me to be able to do the things I do at the level I do them.” He paused. I could see John decide to abandon false modesty. “The tumor made me a genius. I can promise you, I didn’t get it from my family.”

“Ah,” I said.

“The tumor needed to be removed or there would have likely been dire consequences. Unfortunately, the surgery resulted in me having a lesion in a certain part of my brain.”

“Are you okay?

“I’m fine. However, the lesion causes imbalances in a few hormones and neurotransmitters.

“What does that mean? Can they do anything?”

“There are some medications that can help a bit with some of the more significant effects, but they sap my discipline and motivation. They make me next to useless.”

John paused.

“Are you okay?” I asked again.

“The punchline, and please forgive me, is that I need to have sex at least three to four times a day, spread out through the day, or I become…testy, to put it mildly.”

“Seriously?”

“I’m sure you’ve heard about the young women that come to my office each day?”

 I lied and shook my head.

“I employ a few young women to tend to my needs. Without them and their merciful kindness we’ll call it, I can’t concentrate, I lose my temper, I throw things, punch holes in walls, scream at people. It’s like Jekyll and Hyde.”

“Wow. That bad?”

“Yeah. That bad.”

I didn’t really believe him at the time, to be honest. It sounded like a cockamamie story a billionaire would make up so he could have sex multiple times a day without people thinking he was a pervert. I didn’t say that, of course. “You poor thing,” I said instead.

“Obviously there are worse afflictions,” John admitted. “But it really is a bit of a burden, Amelia. Very inconvenient at times.”

“Hm. I can imagine.” Again, didn’t really believe him.

“Now, regarding the job. Your position obviously wouldn’t have anything directly to do with my condition other than making sure Amy and Sally are scheduled appropriately like any other meeting. There is another young woman who tends to me in the mornings. Your job would be to manage my schedule, and work with me to make sure I’m doing what I’m supposed to be doing, when I’m supposed to be doing it, and where. I travel a fair amount, usually only to the city. A few times a month or so, I fly, and you would need to accompany me. It’s a lot of work. A lot of responsibility. I certainly don’t expect it to consume your life, but it does require some sacrifice. The pay reflects that.”

“I understand,” I nodded. I had to consciously keep my jaw from dropping when he told me the salary and benefits package. It was a good deal more than my husband was being paid. “I’ll need to discuss it with David, if that’s okay.”

“Of course,” John replied. “Just, if you could please, let me know by the end of the week. Things are starting to fall apart already and regardless of your decision, I need to find someone fairly soon.”

“I will. Thank you.”

We shook hands. John summoned the car. I took a day to think it over before talking to David about it. When he heard the amount of money involved, he immediately told me I should do it. I decided to show up first thing Monday morning, dressed and ready to go. John was visibly relieved.

Midway through my first morning, a beautiful young blonde woman named Sally arrived. She was well-dressed, well-spoken, and obviously sophisticated. The noises I heard coming from the office fifteen minutes later convinced me that regardless of whether or not John had some kind of condition, Sally was certainly enjoying herself. Either that, or she was more deserving of an Oscar than my new friend from dinner the previous weekend. The same was true that afternoon when Amy came for her meeting. There was no mistaking that John was more agreeable and more focused after their visits, but I surmised that would be true for any man. Over the next several weeks, Amy and Sally appeared to reach a comfort level with me that allowed them to be more and more verbal during their visits. And truth be told, I was starting to enjoy listening.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

“Mr. Smith…”

“Goddamn fucking bastards!”

“MR. SMITH…”

“IF THEY WOULD JUST FUCKING DO WHAT I TELL THEM!”

“JOHN!!!”

“FUCKING WHAT?”

Now that I had his attention, I calmed my voice. “Get ahold of yourself. Is there something you need tend to?” As tactfully as I could, I glanced and nodded at the bulge in his pants.

John blushed almost instantly. “I’m sorry, Amelia. It’s difficult sometimes.”

I had to admit. In the back of my mind, I never quite believed what he told me about his condition. Until then, that is. “I believe you. But we need to do something about this. You can’t go off like that in the meeting. We’re only fifteen minutes away.”

“I know,” he snapped.

“What do you need to do?” I asked, regretting the words as soon as they left my mouth.

“You know what I need to do, Amelia.”

I immediately got defensive. “I’m married, John. And that’s not what you hired me for.”

“God, no. I didn’t mean that. I just need to…you know, handle it myself.”

My shoulders dropped and I sighed with relief.

“I would never ask that of you,” John insisted. Realizing that could sound insulting, he quickly tried to recover. “I mean, not that you’re not a beautiful woman. I just mean I re…”

As much as I was enjoying watching one of the wealthiest men in the world fumble over his words so awkwardly trying to appease me, we didn’t have time for it. “John,” I cut him off. “I get it, but we don’t have time. Just do what you need to do. It’s fine. I promise I won’t sue you for sexual harassment.”

“Well, technically you already signed…”

“John…” I cut him off again, looking at my watch and tapping it.

“Okay, okay. I just feel stupid having to do it in front of you.”

“Listen. We’re both grownups. You have a legitimate medical condition that you need to handle. And it’s important that we handle it soon, okay? Do you need anything? Do you want me to pull up some porn on my phone?”

“Uh, no. I think I know what I’m doing. Not my first rodeo.”

“Okay, I’ll just…” I scooted over to the far end of my bench, diagonally across from him. I opened a folder, trying to force myself to focus on the paperwork inside rather than the reality that my boss was about to masturbate three and a half feet away from me. It was a limousine. There was only so much distance to be had.

I heard John sigh when his hand made contact. I could tell he was trying to be as quiet as possible. Unable to resist, I cut my eyes for a split second to the other corner of the limousine. John had his pants unbutton and partially unzipped. His hand was in his pants working slowly. His head was leaning back, and his eyelids were barely open. I nervously crossed my legs. John exhaled deeply immediately after. I normally wore pants to work, but because of the meeting that day, I had chosen a skirt. Could John be looking at my legs? I wondered. I let my three-inch heel fall loose and dangle off my toe, slowly making half circles in the air, still pretending to stare at my paperwork. John exhaled deeply again. He was definitely looking at me.

I quickly glanced in his direction again. I saw him catch me looking at his crotch. We made eye contact for a brief moment before I turned my pretend attention back to the papers in front of me. I glanced at my watch. I could feel my heart beating in my chest keeping time with the second hand on my watch, only twice as fast. I realized how nervous I had become. I uncrossed my legs, running one leg down the length of the other before crossing them again, running my finger under the hemline of my skirt as I did, lifting it a few inches higher.

“Fuck,” John whispered under his breath.

I let my shoe dangle again. John’s breath became increasingly labored. I looked over again. John was making long full strokes inside his pants. We made eye contact again. He looked ashamed, but that didn’t stop him from glancing again at my legs.

“John,” I said, my lips sticking together at first. I licked them and I tried to make myself swallow. “We don’t have a change of clothes for you.”

I couldn’t let John ruin his suit and I couldn’t see cleaning up the back of the limousine. I scanned the back seat for a solution. The only thing of use I could find was a scotch glass from the bar. I reached for it and held it out for John. “Here,” I offered. He took the glass with a look of defeat in his eyes. “We only have five minutes,” I said softly. He nodded.

I leaned back into my corner and crossed my legs again, this time pulling the hemline of the skirt all the way to my hip, revealing my entire leg and the beginning of my backside. I made eye contact with John as I did, letting him know he had my permission to stare at me if that would get him off in time. He set the glass down next to him, needing both hands to open his trousers. I pointlessly carried on with my ruse of looking at paperwork. I couldn’t stand my dry mouth anymore. I pulled my water bottle from the cup holder, opened the top and took a drink.

“Fuck,” John groaned.

I looked over and saw his cock for the first time. The air in the room changed. The look of surprise on my face made John pause. “Sorry,” he muttered.

“It’s okay,” shook my head dismissively. His cock was stunningly large, more so its girth than its length, but regardless, it was impressive. I couldn’t help but keep looking. 

John slowly resumed stroking himself.

“Two minutes,” the driver’s voice said over the intercom.

John at looked me and then immediately went back to scanning my long, toned, legs. I was well aware that they were one of my best features. Especially at that time of year when they were golden brown. I wasn’t convinced they were doing the trick on their own, however.              I unbuttoned the first four buttons of my shirt and peeled one side away to reveal my white lace bra. “I need you to come, John,” I said turning my body toward him. I uncrossed my legs, pulling the other side of my skirt up until my panties were barely covered. I parted my legs as I crossed the other leg over, revealing the white lace of my panties for a teasingly brief moment. 

“Can you come, John?”

John was stroking himself furiously, obviously frustrated, desperate to finish. “Keep talking,” he panted.

I stretched my legs out in front of me, my shins coming in contact with his legs. I pulled my skirt all the way up, putting my panties of display. I didn’t let myself look, but it felt like they were wet, visibly so. I slowly rubbed my legs together, trying to get him over the edge. “Please come, John.”

“Fuck.”

“I need you to come,” I said urgently, looking repeatedly back and forth between his face and his lap.

“Yes,” John breathed.

“Jerk that big, beautiful cock until you come for me…”

I could tell John was about to finally climax. I could also tell that he had completely forgotten about the glass. I rushed to the other bench, scooping up the glass and practically landed on top of John. Not knowing what else to do, I held the glass out. John ambled up, using the top of the seat behind my head for support and aimed his cock at the glass in my hand. His chest was practically touching my face.

“Oh, fuck!” he groaned.

John’s cock looked even thicker when it was barely a foot from my eyes. “Oh, my god,” I whispered involuntarily.

“I’m gonna come!”

“Yes!” I cheered.

The first shot missed, dotting my wrist and the bare skin of my leg just above my knee. We both adjusted, practically putting the head of his dick in the glass. His hand bumped the lip of the glass with each stroke. The second burst hit its mark. And the one after it. And the one after that. John came far more than I had ever seen my husband do. I’m pretty sure it was more than just about any man. So much so that it was even more impressive than his girth. It was almost comical how much he came. “Holy shit!” I laughed.

John quickly covered up, looking hurt.

“John, I’m sorry. I’m not laughing at you. I swear.”

He looked up at me, buttoning his pants.

“It’s just…that’s a LOT,” I smiled. I giggle again, invited him in on the joke.

He smiled and chuckled just a little.

“Yeah. Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. We got the job done.”

I scooted back to my spot, glass in hand. I remembered that I had a bit of a mess on my leg and my wrist. I set the glass on the bar and grabbed a few napkins. As inconspicuously as I could, I wiped his come from my body, trying not to think that John’s was the only other man’s semen that had ever touched my married skin. I pulled my skirt down and buttoned my shirt just as the car was slowing to a stop.

John, with a much clearer head and his game face on, looked at me and said, “Let’s go to work.”

I exited the car just behind him, carrying the glass nonchalantly. I tossed it into the first trash can we passed by. We managed to make the meeting exactly on time as though nothing happened, avoiding the prospect of disrespecting our Japanese business partners. The meeting went well. So well, in fact, that it carried on until late in the evening. John made the decision to spend the night in the city. He owned a huge apartment overlooking Central Park. I called David to let him know I wouldn’t be home that night. All of the lawyers from our team lived in the city and went home for the night. That left just John and I alone in his apartment eating cheap, delicious, Chinese take-out.

“Amelia, I’m sorry about today. It was very inappropriate of me. I should have been more…prepared.”

Even though I hadn’t really stopped thinking about it since it happened, other than during the more intense moments of John’s negotiations with the Japanese, I found myself surprisingly untroubled by it. The knowledge that the poor man really couldn’t help it made me feel sorry for him. “It’s okay, John. You couldn’t help it. Sally was out sick. We were busy prepping all morning for the meeting. I’m the one who should feel bad. I’m supposed to keep you organized. I’ll do better next time.”

“Well, remind me to put a little something extra in your stocking come Christmastime. You must think I’m some sort of pervert for keeping two women on staff to take care of me.”

I put down my box of Chinese. “Look, John. There’s no getting around the fact that it’s …unusual. But I get it. If I was in your position and had your money, I’d probably do the same thing.”

“Thank you,” he nodded scooping more noodles into his mouth.

“Did you ever think of settling down?”

“I thought about it a lot when I was younger. The cold, hard, truth is that my situation is too much for one woman. It would be incredibly unfair for me to get close with someone only to have to have most of my needs met by other women. Imagine how you would feel if David had sex with two other women every day.”

I reflected on that sadly for just a moment. John was forty-five years old. He must have spent his entire adult life being lonely. “What about, you know, what we…I mean you did this afternoon?”

“It works in a pinch, but nowhere near as well as the real thing.”

“Huh,” I said. “Interesting.”

“Pheromones?”

“That probably has something to do with it, along with a smattering of other things.”

“So, you’ve never been in love?”

John shook his head. “I’m married to my work anyway.”

I nodded my head in understanding. It made me sad.

I took another sip of my scotch. We were both a couple of drinks in. “Can I ask you another question? And this is really none of my business, but given what happened this afternoon, I hope you won’t be offended.”

“Alright. Shoot.” John took a sip of his scotch.

“It’s that why it’s so…you know…big and why you come so much?”

“That’s a good question,” John nodded with a blend of surprise and appreciation on his face. “You’re very analytical. That’s good.”

“Thank you.”

John put his food down. “To answer your question, there’s not really any data one way or the other but that is the presumption, yes. And it’s not that big.”

“It’s pretty big,” I smirked. “But then again, I’ve only ever scene David’s and a few pictures.”

“Wow. Really?”

I nodded. “Did you develop at a younger age than most?”

John was definitely impressed with my question that time. “Yeah. I did.”

“How did you handle the whole Incredible Hulk thing?”

John chuckled. “Uh, I jerked off like a madman until I finally had sex and figured out that it kept me in check far better. That’s when I was able to start getting some real work done.”

“And here you are, sitting in the nicest apartment I’ve ever seen, drinking top shelf scotch, making deals with Japanese VIP’s and eating Chinese take-out.”

“You know what the best thing is out of all of that?”

“What?”

“The take-out.”

“I know, right?”

We had a good laugh. John cleared our empty containers and poured us each another finger of scotch.

“John, I’m tired of being in these clothes. Do you have anything I could wear?”

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t even think of that. I’m sure I have some t-shirts and pajamas that could work.”

John showed me to his bedroom and left me to explore. There was no way his pajama bottoms would work but I found some t-shirts and put on a white V-neck that worked nicely as a night shirt. It certainly didn’t show off anything John hadn’t already seen that day. I walked back out into the living room and sat in the chair across the coffee table from John.

I saw John take a deep breath when he saw what I was wearing.

I shrugged. “Nothing else fit.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s fine. Comfy.”

John waited a beat. I sipped my scotch. “Again, I’m sorry about today, Amelia. I hope you know that’s not what I expect of you. You’re not Amy or Sally. Not that they’re not wonderful girls. But you’re my assistant. And I respect that. And I respect the fact that you’re married. To a good man, at that.”

“Thank you, John. But you can stop worrying about it. There’s no harm in it. It’s not like we did anything. It was like a team-building exercise,” I joked. The scotch had kicked in at that point, otherwise, I probably would have left it there. But I didn’t. “To be honest. I was kind of flattered that you liked looking at me. I’m no Amy or Sally.”

“You’re a beautiful woman, Amelia. Your legs are stunning. Do you run?”

“I do,” I smiled, holding my legs out and flexing. John’s gaze lingered on my legs. His breathing deepened. I realized it had been several hours since the limousine ride. “John, it’s getting late. Do you need to?”

“It’s okay. I’ll handle it.”

“I don’t mind, John. You can look if you want. I mean, we shouldn’t make a habit of it, but today, I think that train’s already left the station.”

“Are you sure?”

I nodded. I liked the way he looked at me. I wanted him to look at me. And technically, it wasn’t cheating if we weren’t touching each other. Besides, I had signed a nondisclosure agreement. I couldn’t tell David anything even if I wanted to. Or should.

I stood up and lifted my oversized t-shirt, gathering it in my hand and tying it just below my breasts. John stared at my body. I turned around slowly to let John see my ass, the other feature I was most proud of. I could hear the jingle of his belt as he unbuckled it. I took my time turning back around. By the time I was facing him, John had his cock out and was masturbating. We made no effort to hide the fact that we were studying each other’s bodies. John stood up and unbuttoned his shirt, staring me in the eyes. My gaze fell to his chest. I was aware that he lifted weights every morning before work, but I was still taken aback by how muscular he was. He dropped his pants and his underwear and stood naked in front of me, holding his cock steady in his hand. We stared into each other’s eyes, breathing deeply. I untied my t-shirt and lifted it over my head. Then I worked my fingers into the sides of my panties, the same white lace as earlier that afternoon, and elegantly slid them down my thighs…to my calves…my ankles. I stood tall again and stepped out of them, no longer wearing anything but the rings on my left hand. John and I were six feet away from each other, yet it was one of the most intimate moments of my life.

John sat down and resumed pleasuring himself, scanning my body with his eyes. I sat down in my seat across the coffee table. I slowly modeled my legs, crossing and uncrossing them, rubbing them together, and gliding my fingertips along their length. I kept them turned at slight angle, both to improve the view, but also to hide the details of my bare mound and labia. I reveled in John’s gaze, getting wet knowing that my body was his inspiration. My hand found its way to my nipple, gently pinching it as I squeezed my thighs together to feel the pressure against my pussy. I pressed my feet and legs together, staring at John’s cock and pushed my hands between them just above the knee. I ran my palms up the inside of my thighs slowly upward until my thumbs pressed into my lips and then slid them back down again. John teased the head of his cock and watched me flirting with my own pussy.

I couldn’t take much more. I was aching to be touched. Finally, as I ran my palms up the inside of my thighs yet again, I parted my legs and ran my index fingers along the side of my labia. I did this a half dozen more times until I relented and let my hand drift to the center and find my clitoris. I whimpered and closed my eyes, finally feeling what I had been needing since the limousine. I opened my eyes and looked at David. We stared into each other’s eyes while we pleasured ourselves. My gaze shifted back to David’s lap as I pinch a nipple and eased a finger inside my pussy. The sound of our self-gratification filled the room. I stared at David’s cock, imagining what it would feel like inside of me, wondering if I could take it. I wondered what he tasted like and how it would feel to have him in my mouth. I’d never seen another cock in person. I marveled at it. David was, likewise, staring at me. I fantasized that he was imagining the same things I was. My fingers worked my body ever closer to orgasm. I held out for as long as I could, not wanting the moment to end. Finally, I couldn’t delay any longer. My entire body clenched, and I fought the instinct to close my eyes and tilt my head back, forcing myself instead to focus on John’s beautiful body. As I settled, I felt one last tingle of pleasure under my finger when John erupted, shooting his load over his sculptured stomach and chest. For a few moments, we were still in glorious repose. Then I thought of David, at home, in bed alone. I gathered my t-shirt and panties from the floor.

“Good night, John,” I said quietly.

“Goodnight, Amelia,” he replied.

I walked to the guest bedroom and closed the door. I waited to hear John go to bed before I let myself masturbate again. I let myself moan and whimper. I wanted him to hear. I slept precious little that night, desire and guilt battling in my brain. I knew I couldn’t fuck John no matter how badly I wanted to, even if I literally could not tell my husband or else face the consequences of an ironclad NDA. Written agreement or not, I would know what I had done. I woke up before my alarm and heard noise coming from down the hall. Still in John’s t-shirt, I followed the sound to a room at the end of the hall and opened the door. John was standing, facing the door, grunting, and curling dumbbells. He was shirtless. His chest was glistening with sweat. John racked the dumbbells when he saw me.

“Good morning,” he smiled.

I didn’t reply. I walked to him, breeching his space. Looking up at him I declared, “This has to be the last time.” I kissed his chest and licked a bead of sweat from his skin. I repeated that ritual down the line running from his diaphragm to his waist until I was on my knees. In one firm, smooth motion, I pulled his clothes down until his cock appeared. He was hard for me. I looked up at John - my boss - my husband’s boss. I gripped the base of his cock with my hand, licked the length of his shaft exactly one time, stretched my jaw wide and took John’s cock in my mouth.

“Hmmm,” I moaned. I was naked under my t-shirt and sent my free hand to work. Because of its girth, I couldn’t fit much of his cock in my mouth. I spit and drooled and slobbered on the shaft until I could easily jerk him while I licked and sucked his cockhead. John gathered my hair in his hand and moaned his approval. He pulled me up from my knees and then lifted my shirt in one swift motion.

“You can’t fuck me,” I panted.

“I know,” he replied, guiding me to the ground where he spread my legs and kissed his way up my thighs.

“Ooh,” I cooed when his tongue made contact.

John explored my pussy with his tongue, quickly learning how I liked to be touched. He was masterful, pleasing me in a way that only a man who has sex four times a day would know how. When I came, he knew exactly how to draw out my orgasm, making it more intense and longer than any I’d had before. Before I could recover, John sat on his heels between my legs. Using the tip of his cock, he teased my still hypersensitive clit. I pressed my hand to his stomach, trying to push me away. “John, we can’t!” I panicked.

“I know,” he nodded and started stroking his cock, occasionally brushing the tip along my folds. “Just tell me you want to. I want to hear you say it.”

I paused, panting quickly, and staring into John’s eyes. “I want you to fuck me, John.” I could see the hunger in John’s eyes. “I know we can’t, but I want you so much.”

“Yes,” John growled. I knew he would come soon. Again, he rubbed the head of his cock along my folds, grazing my entrance.

“Oh, god,” I whimpered. I was dizzy with lust. “John, you can’t.”

“I know. Just tell me.”

“I want to fuck you, John. I want to feel you inside me. I want to come on your big, beautiful cock. I want to feel you come inside me.”

I grabbed John’s cock and pulled him down on top of me. I made a hole with my hand for John to fuck while his shaft ran along my clitoris.

“Yes,” I cried. “Fuck me.”

John fucked my hand and slid himself along my folds until his come covered my torso and part of my chin. I sat up and pulled his cock to my mouth. I never had a problem tasting David’s come but I never particularly looked forward to it either. It was entirely different with John. I ravenously cleaned his cock. When I was done, I wiped him from my chin and sucked his cock some more. I did the same with my chest. I was still sucking John’s deflating cock when his phone rang. It broke the spell.

“Hello? ... I’ll need an extra twenty minutes.”

John and I didn’t speak. We quickly showered together in silence and then went to our separate rooms to get dressed. In the limousine, I finally broke the silence with work. “You have a conference call first thing with Munich. At ten, the engineering team from the Sigma project is coming to review specs with you. At noon, Sally will be back.” I didn’t pause. Didn’t stutter. “At one, you have an on-air interview with Finance Daily. Jim will come fifteen minutes early to mic you and setup the connection.” I carried on until things felt somewhat normal again.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

I walked into John’s office at noon and laid some paperwork on his desk in front of him. It had been a month since our dalliance in the city. “Sally was in a car accident a few hours ago. She’s okay, but she’ll be in the hospital for the afternoon.”

“Are we looking after her?”

“Yes. I sent James to be with her and make sure she gets home and is taken care of.”

“Excellent.”

“I tried to contact Amy to see if she could fill in, but she’s in the city and won’t be back until your scheduled time this afternoon. So, I will be tending to you today.”

“What?”

“I’ll be filling in for Sally.”

“Don’t you think that’s a uh…bad idea?”

I ignored his question, taking his hand and pulling upward. “Stand up, please.”

John followed my direction. I turned him around and guided him to lean back against his desk. Very unceremoniously, I got on my knees in front of him and started unbuckling his belt. John grabbed me by the wrist. “Are you sure, Amelia?”

Again, I ignored his question. He was almost completely hard by the time I got his dick into my mouth. John gently took my hair in his hands and held it as I bobbed up and down on his cock, doing my best to take as much of it as I could. I gagged multiple times and soon my face was a wet, slobbery mess. I looked up at John.

“God, you are beautiful, Amelia.”

I went back to work on his cock. My pussy was literally dripping with desire, and I knew that John would happily reciprocate. But I was set on something different that day. I stood up and shimmied my skirt up to my waist. I bent over the desk next to him. I reached back and lowered my panties to my thighs.

“Amelia, I can’t.”

“Yes, you can. Just do it.”

“You’re married.”

“I have an NDA. He’ll never know.”

“I can’t ask you to do this, Amelia.”

“You’re not asking me, John. I’m asking you.”

John stood there motionless, staring at my ass.

“Please…fuck me. I’m ready.”

John lined up behind me. My whole body was shaking with anticipation. I was terrified and desperate to be fucked. For days, I had been masturbating in the outer office, listening to Sally and Amy. I felt the tip of his massive cockhead at my entrance.

“Are you sure, Amelia?”

“Yes,” I panted. “Fuck me. Please? I want you inside me.”

John eased himself inside me, starting with just a fraction of what he had to give. My elbows went out from under me.

“Shh,” John whispered. “Relax.”

Like John said the first time we crossed a line, it wasn’t his first rodeo. He didn’t just fuck me. He played me like an instrument. I remember Amy telling me one time that the one surefire thing that gets him off, the thing that works when nothing else will, was seeing how hard he could make her come. He was a master. I fell into the moment and let him take me. I completely surrendered. He fucked me slowly at first, feeling out my nuances. Once he had a feel for where my sweet spots were, he started properly fucking me.

“Oh, god,” I wondered out loud. “What are you doing me?”

I came within just a few minutes. John fucked me slowly for a moment, letting me begin to recover, but before I could he started building me toward another orgasm, bigger one, from the remnants of the last one. He repeated this cycle again and then again, until I was screaming, begging him, “Please! More!” Had it not been for the soundproofing in the outer office, the entire company would have heard me. When I was limp like a ragdoll, almost delirious from ecstasy, John turned me around and sat me up on the desk.

“Don’t you want to see?” he teased.

I wrapped my legs around him and marveled at the sight of his huge dick disappearing into my pretty little pussy.

“Oh my god,” I gushed. I put a hand on the back of John’s neck and looked in his eyes. “You’re so amazing.”

“It’s takes two,” he replied.

“I want you to come inside me, John” I breathed. “Please?”

“Tell me more.”

“I love the way you fuck me. It’s unbelievable.”

“Yeah. Do I fuck you better than your husband? Better than David?”

It felt so good in that moment that I didn’t even mind being reminded that I was shattering my wedding vows.

“Yes. So much better,” I whimpered.

John slowed his pace. He fucked me slowly and quietly. Picking up his desk phone and handing it to me, he said, “Call your husband and tell him you have to work late tonight.”

I couldn’t reach the dial pad from my angle. “Five-two-three,” I said. John dialed the extension and my husband answered. “Hey, baby. I have to work late tonight.”

“Again,” David complained.

Just as I was apologizing, John swiftly buried himself to the hilt inside me. “I’m sorry, baby.”

It must have sounded like I was about to cry, because David started backstepping. “Baby, you don’t have to feel that bad. I’m just a little disappointed, that’s all.”

John picked up his pace and started fucking me steadily. There was something inexplicably hot about getting fucked by my husband’s better while talking to him on the phone. I watched John’s cock moving in and out of me.

“I’m sorry, baby,” I said. “I feel like I’m a terrible wife.”

“No. Don’t say that. It’s fine. You’re amazing.”

David started gushing. I didn’t hear everything he said because John backed up and pulled me down to his knees. I didn’t wait for him to show me what he wanted. I went straight for his cock. When I heard David stop talking, I paused. “I know, baby. Maybe tomorrow…Okay, bye.” I looked up at David. “I’m going to hell.”

David pulled me up from the floor and bent me over the desk again. “It’s gonna be a great ride.”

He abandoned focusing on my pleasure and fucked me for his own purpose. I almost liked it better. “Are you gonna come in my pussy?” I teased.

“You mean the one that belongs to me now?”

Those words did something to me. “Yes!” I growled.

John grabbed my hair and yanked my head back.

“Yes! Fuck me!” I begged.

John did just that until he was ready to come. “Tell me what you want,” he demanded.

“Come inside me!”

“Yeah?”

“Yes. Come in my married pussy!”

Then, finally, after a month of fantasizing, John exploded inside of me. It was even better than I imagined. I laid limp on the desk for a few moments, too sated to think. John’s voice brought me back into the moment.

“Call Amy and tell her I won’t need her until bedtime tonight.”

I was both pleased and jealous at the same time.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

John cut back Amy and Sally’s hours, employing them at his home only. That meant that twice a day, sometimes three, I took care of John’s unique needs. We carried on for weeks. The sex only got better. I learned his body and how to please it far better than I knew my own husband’s. And he knew mine. The pleasure I experienced with John was unlike anything I had known before. There were still unspoken rules. We never cuddled after. We never said tender things. And we never kissed. We kept it professional.

John tried to inject some levity into the office when he could. On Halloween, everyone dressed up. There was a costume contest and candy galore. I dressed as a sexy cop in a shirt skirt, and David dressed as a criminal in an orange jump suit. John dressed in a Hulk costume. Apparently, John found my police uniform inspiring and didn’t wait until our normal time to bend me over his desk. I loved the way he manhandled me and ripped my panties down.

“Fuck yes,” I growled.

John slapped my bare ass, something I had come to love.

“Yes!” I screamed, being grateful no one could hear.

John pressed his cock to me, making me beg.

“Fuck me!” I demanded.

He teased me some more and then spanked me again. Thwap!

“Yes!” I yelled louder.

John buried his cock inside of me. The sound of our bodies clapping together filled the office. Thwap.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I sang with a growl. John fucked me hard. Harder than usual. I was loving it and marveling at how well I handled his big cock after having gotten used it. “I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!” I cried. I came hard, whimpering and moaning loudly. I turned around and got on my knees, sucking John’s cock.

“You look so beautiful with my dick in your mouth, Amelia.”

“Do you like the way I suck your cock, John? It’s so fucking big. Do you like the way I look with my giant cock in my mouth?”

One of John’s favorite things was for me to talk dirty. It had become one of mine, too. I jerked and sucked him and relentlessly showered him with absolutely filthy praise and encouragement until he finally came with a loud groan. John’s loads were so big, it was impossible for me to contain them all and some invariably spilled. Normally, I was very careful to be naked or at least mostly naked to avoid having to change clothes. With it being Halloween, wearing the costume, and it not being our usual time, I guess I was a little out of sorts. I was still wiping some of the mess from my costume when I walked into the outer office. It took me a moment to look up from wiping my shirt to see David standing in front of me. I clearly had forgotten to lock the door. The look on his face meant I didn’t need to ask how long he’d been standing there. The outer office walls were completely soundproof. The inner office walls were paper thin. I still don’t know how much David heard but he obviously had heard enough. Without saying a word, he turned and stormed out.


The Assistant: Tending to My Husband’s Boss – Part II

“David, please just stop for a minute. Let me explain. There’s a lot you don’t know.” David was rushing almost in a panic between the bedroom, the closet, and the bathroom - back and forth and back and forth, frantically tossing things into a suitcase as they occurred to him.

“I know everything I need to know, Amelia! Two plus two equals four! The sky is blue! Water’s wet! And you’re fucking John Smith!”

“Please, just sit down and let me explain,” I begged. “If you still want to leave after that, I won’t stop you. Hell, I’ll leave. I’m the one in the wrong here. I should have told you.”

“Told me what? That you’re cheating on me?”

“Please, David. It really and truly is not what you think. But you have to sit down and listen to me, please? You’re making a decision based on bad data.” I was hoping that last bit would appeal to the data scientist in him. David begrudgingly sat down and stared at the floor. His knee was fidgeting, and he was wringing his hands. I knew I only had one shot to save my marriage.

“What I’m getting ready to tell you, only a handful of people know, and you cannot tell anyone. I’m not kidding. It could cause problems. Like national news, stock price tanking kind of problems.”

I could tell I had David’s attention.

“John had a brain tumor when he was young. When they did the surgery to remove it, he was left with a lesion in a part of his brain that causes him to be…well…hypersexual. If he goes too long without having sex, he gets crazy. It’s bad. Trust me. I’ve seen it.” David was looking at me like I was out of my mind. “I know it sounds crazy. I didn’t believe it at first, either.”

“Why doesn’t he just jerk off instead of FUCKING MY WIFE?”

I kept my cool despite David screaming in my face. “Sometimes he does in a pinch, but it doesn’t work anywhere near as well as the real thing. David, do you know how many people depend on that man? There’s all of us that work directly for him. There’s all of the employees of his business partners around the world. There’s the shareholders. There’s the new weapons system for the DOD. He’s doing something else with them, but it’s so secret that I don’t even know what it is. He’s financing a huge project on the cutting edge of cancer research. He’s doing the same for new battery technology for green energy. Just think about what happens if he’s even off his game for more than just a tiny bit? Do you know how many people will pay the price?”

“None of that explains why a billionaire has to fuck my wife!”

“He has a few girls that were coming to the office. You’ve seen them before. Every now and then, one of them couldn’t make it. One time, we were under the gun and Will was losing it because Sally was MIA. So, I sort of filled in. Then it happened again a while after that. Eventually, it just became easier for me to do it. I’m always there. It’s just logistics. I mean seriously. Why would he fuck me when he could have a twenty-two-year-old with a perfect body unless it’s just that much more convenient. Amy and Sally still tend to him at his house. If I was having an actual affair with him, that would be me.”

“How many times a day is this whacko fucking?”

“At least four. Sometimes more. It’s a real thing, David.”

“And how many times does he fuck you in a day?”

I paused. I realized how awful it was going to sound. “Just a few.”

“Just a few,” David repeated sarcastically.

“Look, David. It doesn’t mean anything. It’s literally just something to check off the list so we can get back to work.”

“It didn’t sound like that. I mean, come on Amelia. ‘Your cock is so amazing! You fuck me so good, John!’ Blah, blah, blah.”

“I just say those things because it makes him finish faster.” A little white lie to hopefully save my marriage.

David looked me in the eye for the first time. “Do you enjoy it?”

I knew he would see right through me if I lied. “It’s sex, David. It’s not the worst thing in the world. But there’s no emotion involved. I swear.”

“Great. That makes it so much better.”

I put my hand on his and squeezed. “David, I’m so sorry. I love you. I don’t want you to leave.”

“What the hell am I supposed to do with this, Amelia?”

“I know. I feel terrible. So does John.”

I stood up and walked to the dresser where I had put the envelope John gave me before leaving the office.

“He sent this,” I said handing David the envelope.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a nondisclosure agreement.”

“Like I’m gonna fucking…”

“AND…” I cut him off. “…and an apology.”

David opened the envelope. Paperclipped to the NDA was a check for two million dollars. I sat down next to David, putting my arm around and him and ran my fingers through his hair. “David, I love you. Please don’t leave me.” I kissed him. Then I kissed him again. We made love and afterward, David started asking the really tough questions.

“So is two million dollars supposed to just buy my silence or does it mean he gets to keep on fucking you?”

“He’s bringing Amy and Sally back into the office…but I can’t promise there won’t be a time when I have to fill in. People get sick. Sally was in a car wreck one time. Sometimes they just want a day off. They have lives, too.”

David exhaled. “And you don’t love him?”

“No, baby.” I shook my head. “Only you.”

I knew we were still on very shaky ground, but David didn’t leave. Six zeros can soothe a lot of hurt.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

 Over the next few weeks, things started to normalize with David. It was still a bit strained, but he seemed to be dealing a good bit better with the fact that his wife had been having sex with his boss every day at work with him only a few closed doors away. I knew it had to be difficult for him. We’d been together since high school. Until John, David was the only man I had ever had sex with. And I was the only woman David at ever been with. At least that had better be true. I made it a point to have sex with David as often as possible. And truth be told, I had become accustomed to having sex twice a day. It pained me to think of it, but I missed having sex with John. Sex with him was just plain better than with my husband.

Three weeks after David learned about my indiscretions, John and I had to work late into the evening in the city. I was nervous as hell when I dialed David’s number to tell him I would have to spend the night. I thought of just texting like it was no big deal, but I didn’t want to seem like I was avoiding him.

“Hello?”

“Hi, babe. It’s me.”

“Hey, what’s up?”

“I’m stuck in the city working late. We’re going to have to spend the night.”

There was a pause on the other end.

“Okay,” David said blankly.

“Are you doing okay? How was your day?”

“It was fine. Same old same old. You?”

“It’s fine. We’re just having the usual trouble ironing out the minutiae with the Japanese on this project.”

“Yeah,” was all David said.

“Okay. Well, I have to go. I love you. I’ll be home in the morning.”

“Okay.”

We hung up and I got back to work. The reticence in David’s voice haunted me for the rest of the evening. That is, until it was time for me to take care of John. I knew I had missed his touch. His skill. And quite frankly, his size. I hadn’t realized how much, though, until he took me to bed. I could tell that John had missed me as well. It was different. He took his time. I did, too. It was very sensual. We still obeyed the rules, almost. There were no tender words. No talking at all, in fact. We didn’t kiss. But after, we cuddled and talked until I fell asleep next to him. The next morning, I woke him up with a blowjob and then he fucked me in the shower after his workout. I thought that was it until the on the ride home.

“Amelia.”

“Yes?”

“Take off your panties.”

“Again?” I asked incredulously.

“Please?” he insisted.

I did as he asked and took off my panties. He held out his hand and I gave them to him. Then he got on his knees between my legs and kissed his way up my thighs. I pulled up my skirt higher and higher as he made his way closer and closer to my pussy. He teased me patiently, kissing and licking all around my clitoris, making me squirm.

“Please?” I begged. My diaphragm was almost spasming. “Please?”

John still denied me.

“Please?” I whimpered another moment later.

“Tell me what I want to hear, Amelia.”

He barely grazed my clit with his tongue.

“Oh, god,” moaned.

“Tell me,” John quietly demanded.

“You fuck me so much better than him,” I surrendered.

“Than who?” John teased, licking me one time like I was his favorite flavor of ice cream.

“My husband. You fuck me so much better than David.”

John finally gave me his full attention. He worked two fingers inside of me as he licked me. He knew exactly how I liked to be touched. He pressed his fingers to my G-spot as we pulled into my driveway. I looked down, my legs spread wide, my hands on John’s head. In that moment, I didn’t care that he was one of the richest men in the world or that he was a gorgeous genius. I only cared that he was the man who knew how to navigate my body better than anyone, even myself. Through the window, I could see the front door of my house. I knew that behind it, David was waiting intently for me. I knew he would be driving himself mad wondering if I had been with John the night before or even that morning. It’s horrible to say, but it turned me on. I came imagining David pacing the floor waiting for me, knowing I was with another man. John looked up at me and smiled, knowing how good he had made me feel.

“I’m going to hang on to these if you don’t mind,” he joked, putting my panties in his pocket.

“You earned them,” I volleyed. I reached over and gently squeezed the bulge in his pants. “Are you okay?” I asked.

John nodded. “Amy’s at the house. She’ll take care of me.”

“Okay,” I replied, trying to not let John see the jealousy in my eyes and trying not to think of it myself.

I got out of the limousine and walked to the front door. I did a quick wardrobe check before opening the door. David was in the kitchen cooking eggs. On the counter was a glass with a sliver of what I guessed was scotch. David looked tired. If he had slept, it wasn’t much. I felt bad for him. At the same time, part of me loved it.

“Good morning,” I said quietly.

David brought his weary eyes to mine. “Did you fuck him?”

“David, please let’s not do this.”

“Did you fuck him?” he repeated quietly. I accepted that it was foolish to think I was getting out of the conversation.

“Yes.” I said flatly.

David took a deeper breath in and exhaled. He nodded to himself and stepped closer to me. “Did you suck his cock?”

I didn’t answer. I just looked back blankly at the pitiful mess of a man my husband had become.

“Did you suck his cock?” he repeated calmly and quietly.

“David…don’t.”

He put his hands on my hips and smelled my neck. Then he slowly turned me around and started lifting my skirt.

“David, what are you doing?”

He got my skirt up to my hips, exposing my naked ass.

“No panties?” he whispered.

He bent me over the counter and put his hand between my legs. “Jesus, Amelia. You’re wet.” David started rubbing me. I liked it. “Did you like fucking him?”

“David, no,” I protested.

David pushed his pajama bottoms down and ran his cock up and down my wetness. “It seems like you did.”

I didn’t respond other than to exhale, feeling my husband’s cock teasing me where John’s mouth had just been. Part of me wondered if David would enjoy knowing what had just happened in our driveway. I thought better of it just as he eased himself inside of me. I let myself enjoy it. “Yes,” I whispered.

“Yes, you enjoyed fucking him?” David asked.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, ignoring the question.

David fucked me with long, slow, full, strokes.

“Tell me, Amelia.” His voice was quiet but stern. “Did you suck his cock?”

“Yes,” I finally conceded.

“Oh, fuck,” David groaned. “Tell me.”

“He fucked me last night, David. He fucked me so good.”

“Yes,” David moaned and fucked me harder.

“This morning, he woke up with his cock in my mouth.”

“Oh, fuck,” David grimaced. I could feel his ambivalence. With every word, David became more turned on. And with every word, his heart broke a little more.

“Then, after I watched him work out in his gym, I fucked him in the shower.”

David groaned. I couldn’t see his face, but it sounded like he might be crying. It also sounded like he was going to come soon.

“He fucked me from behind, just like you are now.”

David was breathing heavily and clearly on the verge of climax.

“Come inside me, David. Don’t you want to be the second man to come inside your wife today?”

“Oh fuck!”  he groaned and filled me with his orgasm.

David stayed inside me and rested his head on my back.

I couldn’t help but say one last thing. “On the ride home, John went down on me. He made me come while we were sitting in the driveway just before I walked in the door. That’s why I was still so wet. He kept my panties.”

David lifted his head and backed away from me. “Don’t forget. We have dinner with Rick and Ashley tonight.” He walked to the bedroom, leaving his cold eggs on the stove. A moment later, I heard the shower running. I sat down on the couch and fingered myself, reliving the past twelve hours of my life until I gave myself the orgasm that David had failed to provide.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Another month or so later, on a Tuesday morning, I had to summon David to the office. Things had become almost normal again. That was about to change. “David, I hate to ask, but I was hoping you could have a word with your friend, Douglas.”

“What about?”

“Well, he came into the office today unannounced and saw something he shouldn’t have.”

“What did he see, Amelia?”

I knew there was no way around telling David what happened. What worried me was that I had no way of knowing how he would react. I didn’t know if he would get turned on, pissed off, or both. I was going to give him as little information as possible. “When he walked in, I was on my knees.”

“He saw you giving John a blowjob?” David asked incredulously.

“Not exactly.”

“Well, what the fuck did he see, Amelia?”

“John was sitting in a chair with his back to Douglas. When he walked in, I looked up and David saw me there on my knees in front of John.”

“Were you naked?”

“No. We had our clothes on.”

“Well, that’s simple then. Just tell him you dropped some papers, and you were picking them up.”

“That won’t work. There were no papers.”

“Who cares? Douglas won’t remember that. Besides, you could tell him it was a pen or something.”

“It won’t work, David.”

“Why not? You had your clothes on. John’s back was to him so he couldn’t see anything.”

I raised my voice a little in frustration. “It won’t work, David.”

David raised his in response. “Why not, Amelia?”

“Because I had John’s come all over my face!”

The room got very quiet, very fast. David sighed, defeated. “Fine. I’ll talk to Douglas and tell him to keep his mouth shut.”

“You can’t tell him anything about John.”

“I know. I’ll just have to tell him my wife is a whore.”

I let the dig go. I wasn’t interested in arguing. I needed to solve a problem.

“But I do have one condition,” David added.

“What’s that?”

“I think you can guess,” John answered, undoing his pants.

I sank to my knees and sucked my husband’s cock right there in the outer office, praying no one would walk in. The thing I noticed most about that moment was that other than for appearances sake, I didn’t care that Douglas or anyone else knew that I was sleeping with John. I think I might have even left the door unlocked that day on purpose, hoping someone would catch us. With my husband, however, I was terrified someone would see. Paradoxically, the prospect of getting caught with my husband in the office would make me feel like a whore, whereas the idea of everyone knowing I was fucking John Smith turned me on. I did my best to make David come as fast as I could. When the moment arrived, he tried to push my head away so he could jerk himself onto my face and cover me like John had. I had never let David do that before. I struggled back and made him finish mostly in my mouth before he could get what he wanted. I let a little dribble down my chin as a consolation prize, but John was the only man I wanted to treat me that way.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

John spoke with Gregory, but it might have been too late. Whether or not he bought the story about picking up papers or a pen or whatever it ended up being, rumors began to circulate around the office. They had always been there, really, but now they were in overdrive. John was rightfully concerned. Even the appearance of impropriety could be damaging to the company and become fodder for the news parasites. Secretly, though, I was reveling in it. I wondered if part of John was, too. Despite his justifiable concerns, he didn’t take any measures at all whatsoever to be more covert about fucking me on a daily basis. I had gradually begun to tell Sally and Amy to stay home more and more so that I could monopolize tending to John’s needs at the office.

The other thing feeding the rumors was the fact that while at work, I treated my husband like everyone else, all the while doting on John. Granted, that was technically my job, but my demeanor is what really fed the rumor mill. With David, I was straight-faced and dismissive, like he was a subordinate. Strictly business. With John, I joked around and laughed. Publicly, there was regular, incidental, but flirtatious touching – nothing too untoward, but enough. I didn’t let myself think about it at the time, but I knew what I was doing. I wanted people to see. I wanted them to see that John and I were together in some way.

All of this public flirting finally got a little out of hand at the Christmas party. For a lark, John tasked me with finding him a Santa outfit he could wear as he handed out gifts to the staff. As was my way, I went above and beyond the call. As a compliment to the Santa costume, I acquired a Mrs. Claus costume for myself. It wasn’t blatantly sexy, but the skirt was short, and the top showed just a little cleavage. John rented a banquet hall in the building a few floors down and had it catered. I made all of the arrangements, of course.

At dinner, I sat with John, not my husband. I’m sure people made note of it, but things only escalated from there. The booze slowly but steadily did it’s work as the evening progressed. After dinner, everyone took turns posing with John in his Santa outfit in front of a North Pole backdrop. John sat in a big chair. Sometimes I sat in his lap. Other times, if the person posing with him was a woman, we would both kiss him on opposite cheeks at the same time. Once, as a lark, one of the guys kissed him on the cheek as well. That got a good laugh. The times I sat on his lap; I would just stay there between photos. There wasn’t any inappropriate touching necessarily, but it was all blatantly flirtatious. The worst of it was when I laid across John’s knee and someone took a picture of him acting like he was going to spank me for being naughty. And it was all in front of my husband who I had barely spoken to all night.

After the photos, people danced. Some of the other women in the office took turns dancing with John. He danced with me the most. One the jokesters brought some mistletoe on a stick that he used to ambush people. Even though it was a party, it was still a work environment, so when caught under the mistletoe, the pair in question would goodheartedly kiss on the cheek. Eventually, the jokester made his way to me and John as we were dancing. I cradled his face and kissed him quickly but fully on the lips. That was the first time our lips had ever touched. The crowd whooped and hollered. Feeling spurred on and quite frankly, a little drunk, I kissed him again, lingering longer. And then again. Everyone whooped again and egged us on for more. John and I laughed and waved them off. While the crowed was still laughing, I tiptoed up and whispered in his ear, “I’m going to need you to fuck me soon.”

About fifteen minutes later, I was in a small circle of people talking when John approached me. “Excuse me, please,” John said, taking me by the hand. “I need Amelia for just a moment.”

Still holding hands, John guided me toward a small conference room attached to the banquet hall. I snuck a peek over my shoulder as we walked through the door. Most of the party was watching us. As John closed the door behind us, I pulled my panties down and leaned toward the wall, bracing myself with my hands against it. There weren’t any words spoken. There was no foreplay. John took his cock out and fucked me. I fucked him back.

“Yes, fuck me!” I whimpered, trying to be quiet. I didn’t know how thick the walls were, but I was sure they weren’t soundproof like the outer office. 

John spanked me for real. The sound of his palm meeting the bare skin of my ass echoed in the room.

“Yes!” I panted “Harder!”

John met my demand. Thwap! I knew that someone standing on the opposite side of the wall could probably hear us, but I didn’t care. After a long night of flirting in front of my husband, I was drunk with desire and desperate to come. John spanked me yet again. Thwap!

“Ooh,” I cooed. I had learned to love the sting of his hand. I was ready to come. “Make me come!” I begged.

John knew exactly how to do that. Nothing got him off more than making me orgasm.

“Come on my dick,” he demanded, bringing me to the edge.

“Yes,” I panted.

Just as I came, he perfectly timed another slap to my ass, drawing just a bit more pleasure out of my orgasm. I could feel John coming, too, filling me with his seed. 

“Merry Christmas, Santa,” I smiled.

“Merry Christmas, Mrs. Clause,” he smiled back.

John buttoned back up and walked out first. I pulled my panties back up and as I was otherwise getting myself together, I noticed that the black belt from my costume had broken and was on the floor. I didn’t even try to see if I could fix it somehow. Instead, I felt warm inside at the prospect of parading back out into the party, all but confirming for everyone that John had just fucked me. I walked out the door, ready for the looks I was going to get. I didn’t get far before David intercepted me and took my by the hand. He led me straight back into the conference room. He spun me around and pushed me against the wall, almost exactly where I had just been fucked by John. David pulled my panties down and yanked my hips back and pulled his cock out. He started fucking me with quick, stabbing, thrusts. I let him fuck me for a few moments before I started taunting him. Part of me was disgusted by how pathetic he was. Another part of me loved it and loved telling him what he couldn’t help but desperately want to hear. 

“He came inside me, David. Can you feel it?” I taunted.

David grunted and fucked me harder. His breathing was out of control. He sounded like a madman.

“The whole party knows he just fucked your wife. Did you hear him spank me? Did you hear me come on his dick?”

“Oh, fuck,” David groaned and came almost immediately.

I turned around and pulled my panties back up. “Do you feel better, baby?” I smiled wickedly.

“Schedule an appointment for me to see John on Monday,” David said sternly.

“Monday’s really busy, David.”

“Schedule it for the time he’s normally fucking you. I want to see it. I want to see him fuck my wife.”

I stared blankly at David. He stared fiercely back at me long enough to see that I understood how serious he was. Then he turned and walked out the door. I followed a minute later and still managed to bask in the looks I got from my coworkers having just been fucked by both John Smith and my cucked husband.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Monday arrived. John stood in front of me as I sat on the couch. David sat in the chair to my right only a few feet away. I stared into my husband’s eyes as I unbuckled John’s belt. The room was silent except for the jangling of the belt. It was so quiet you could even hear the button of John’s trousers give way through the slit in his waistband. And then the sound of the zipper as I eased it down. I reached in John’s pants, my eyes still fixed on my husband, wanting to see his reaction to John’s cock when I unveiled it. All I had ever told David was that John was bigger than him. I never told him just how impressively true that was. The look on David’s face when he saw it was everything I’d hoped it would be. David’s face changed to an expression I’d never seen before when I ran the tip of John’s cock across my lips, using it to pull my lower lip downward. David stared intently, his mouth agape. I tongued John’s cock and swirled his tip, always looking at my husband, not so much trying to please John as I was modeling his superior cock. I carried on this way, slowly licking and kissing and gently stroking John’s girth until I sensed David was even more desperate than John for me to suck it. I opened my mouth wide and stuffed it full, giving John a proper blowjob. I was focused on the task at hand, but I was still very well aware that David was watching every subtle move. The first thing he would notice was that I was much more absorbed in sucking John’s cock than I ever had been with his. I went down on my husband fairly regularly over the years, but it was never something I particularly enjoyed. The contrast was clearly visible. There were other differences. I took John to the back of my throat, letting him gag me and fill my mouth with drool and precum which I then spit onto his dick. When I slapped his cock on my face, another thing I had never done with David, you could hear the weight of John’s cock as it thudded on my tongue. I looked over at my husband as I caught my breath. Drool was dripping down my chin and my eyes were glazed over. In all our years together, he had never seen me so brazen sexual. David was squeezing his cock through his pants.

I returned to my duties and slowly unbuttoned my blouse. I remove it and my bra, all while never letting John’s dick leave my mouth. I unzipped my skirt and shimmied it down to my ankles. All that was left were my panties and high heels. I got up and stood in front of David. I reached down and took both of his hands in mine, placing them on the sides of my black thong. He looked up at me. No words were spoken. David slowly and carefully slid my panties down my legs to the floor and guided them over my heels. He handed them to me. I turned them inside out and pressed the wet material to his lips.

I got on my knees in front of my husband. I let my eyes linger on the bulge in his pants, letting him get hopeful. John lined up behind me and pressed his cock against me. I held myself up with my hands on David’s knees as John eased his cock inside of me. I stared directly into my husband’s eyes, only a few feet away. I let him see the pleasure on my face as John took me.  David unbuckled his pants and took out his cock, presenting it for me to suck. I shook my head, letting him know he was only allowed to be a mere spectator. I could see the hurt in his eyes at being rejected by his own wife in front of her lover. I think it turned him on even more.

John fucked me perfectly. His pace, the angle of his cock, the way he touched me with his hands were all calculated and nuanced to make me whimper and moan in ways my husband had never heard. None of it was forced. None of it was even embellished. John just did what he did so well, and we let David see. By the time I came, I was a whimpering, blubbering mess with my head on my husband’s knee and my hands digging into his thighs. I looked up to see that David had come all over the front of his shirt. By the look on his face, I don’t think he could believe what he just witnessed. His cock, though, was still hard.

John wasn’t finished with me yet. He took me by the hand and laid me on the couch. I spread my legs wide as he crawled between my legs. David had the perfect angle to see as I guided John’s cock inside of me. I craned my neck over my shoulder to see David’s reaction. He was staring at John’s cock slowly moving in and out of what had once been his alone. Something was different, though. John took my chin and directed my gaze back to him. He stared deep into my eyes. He lowered his body until his chest gently brushed my breasts as he moved slowly inside of me. Then he did something he’d never done before when we were together. He kissed me. One gentle, sweet kiss on the lips. A moment later, another. And then, again, deeper. Then our tongues met, and we fell into each other. It was in that moment that I finally admitted to myself that I was in love with John. And in that moment, I knew that he was in love with me. We made love slowly and passionately until we came together. When I came to my senses and turned to look at my husband, he was gone. He knew that he had lost me.


The Christmas Party

“Steve, get up so Emily can sit down,” Sheila insisted.

“No, don’t bother. I’ll just sit in Santa’s lap,” my wife declined.

The party was in full swing. A few people had already left, but there were still about twenty people in our smallish house. Emily was much more outgoing than me, so most of them were her friends or coworkers from the real estate office. My friends from the high school where I taught history were the ones that left early. I was still a nondrinker at the time, but almost everyone else was drunk, including my wife. "Santa," the man whose lap my wife occupied, was a fellow real estate agent named Andrew. The two had been flirting pretty hard for the last little while, enough so that Emily’s friend Sally noticed.

"Careful, there, Emily. Don’t forget your husband’s right there,” she half-jokingly warned.

"It's fine,” Emily dismissed. “Tony knows he married a big old flirt. Don’t you, honey?”

I shrugged my shoulders dismissively. She wasn’t wrong. I knew very well. Emily’s flirting had been a problem early on in our relationship. She’s an uncommonly sexy woman. We’d been together for almost ten years, and I still couldn’t explain exactly why to you. She was pretty, to be sure, but she didn’t have the classic, sexy hourglass figure, huge breasts, or anything like that. She was actually quite thin. It was just some x-factor that the majority of men, myself included, found particularly enticing. They were constantly hitting on her. And she did precious little to discourage it. I had long ago given up arguing with her about it. To be honest, it was still a problem in our relationship. I just didn’t talk to her about it anymore. It especially bothered me when she did it in front of other people, like the night in question. However, Emily took my silence to mean I had learned to be okay with it.

On my way to the door to take out a bag of garbage, I gave Emily a quick kiss as she sat on Andrew's lap with her arm draped around his shoulder and his arms locked around her waist. I wanted to yank her off of him and punch him in the face. Instead, I dutifully took out the trash and then patrolled the rest of the house for more empties. I nodded politely to my wife’s coworkers as I made my rounds. They largely ignored me. I was the odd one out, even in my own home.

I went upstairs to use the bathroom. When I came down, Carol, the office manager from the real estate office, was walking around with some mistletoe hanging from a dowel rod and holding it over people’s heads. As she made her way to the kitchen, I followed her until I could get a view of my wife through the doorway. She was still sitting on Andrew’s lap, giggling, and sipping her wine. Predictably, Carol held the mistletoe over Andrew’s head. Without hesitation, Emily cradled Andrew’s face and kissed his mouth, holding it for a few seconds.

“Oh, I got lipstick on you,” she fretted and began wiping his lips with her fingers. Emily picked up a napkin from the table and dabbed the lipstick from her mouth. “Let’s try that again,” she smiled, cradling his face once more. She kissed him fully on the lips again, lingering even a little longer than the first time. It was definitely more than a friendly kiss. If I had kissed another woman like that, Emily would have pummeled me. I was fuming inside. I let the flirting go without saying anything, but mistletoe or no mistletoe, she had practically just made out with another man in our kitchen. As I was trying to muster the courage to march into the kitchen and take Emily outside for a little chat, Shelia stopped me.

“Tony, do you think you could give Frank a ride home? He’s been overserved.”

“Can’t he call a rideshare?”

“It’ll cost him a fortune. He lives in Douglasville.”

“Jesus, Sheila. That’s forty minutes away.”

“I know. But you’re the only one sober enough to drive that far. Please?” Sheila lowered her voice and stepped closer to whisper in my ear, “His wife left him last week for another man. He’s a mess. C'mon, help him out. Besides, he’s driving everyone nuts by going on and on about his marriage. He’s ruining your party.”

“Good,” I thought to myself. “The sooner it’s over, the better.” As far as I was concerned, my wife was ruining the party, not Frank. Outwardly, however, I was the same nice guy I always was. “Fine,” I sighed. “You get him to the car, though. I’m going to go tell Emily where I’m going.” I walked into the kitchen. Emily was still in Andrew’s lap, despite the fact that three previously occupied chairs had been vacated and were sitting there empty. “I’m going to take Frank home. I’ll be back in about an hour and a half,” I said.

Emily was wrapped up in a conversation with Tyra and barely acknowledged me. “Okay, honey. Bye. Love you.” She didn’t even look at me. As I walked away, I noticed that Andrew still had his hands wrapped around my wife’s waist. One of Emily’s hands was resting atop his.

As promised, Frank was indeed a pain in the ass. He immediately started moaning about his wife. We didn’t even make it ten minutes before I had to pull over so he could vomit. Five minutes later, when I had to pull over again, I saw a hotel not too far in the distance. I’m a nice guy, but not nice enough to stop every five minutes of a forty-minute drive. Frank barely noticed as I pulled in the parking lot. I got a room and helped Frank collapse into bed. I got back in the car and whispered to myself, “Fuck.”

Just before I started the car for the ride home, I had an epiphany. I remembered the security cameras I had set up at the house six months prior. There was one outside overlooking the front door and another in the living room from which I could see the living room, the foyer, and the foot of the stairs.  I had always wanted to know how bad Emily’s flirting was when I wasn’t around. That was my opportunity.

I pulled up the app on my phone. Sure enough, there she was in the living room dancing with Andrew. I put my earbuds in, so I could hear the sound more clearly. There was Christmas music playing softly in the background. Sheila and her husband, Brett, were dancing next to Emily and Andrew. A guy named Colin was sitting on the couch watching the others. It would have been a lovely holiday scene to witness, had it not been for the fact my wife was resting her head on Andrew’s shoulder and his hands were firmly on her ass.

“Aw, look at poor Colin. He doesn’t have anybody to dance with,” Sheila noted. I couldn’t tell if she legitimately felt sorry for him or if she was rubbing it in.

“Everybody’s gone,” Colin, shrugged. “I’m just waiting to sober up before I go.”

“Come here, baby,” Emily pouted. “You can dance with me and Andrew.”

“I’m fine,” Colin assured my wife. Emily wasn’t hearing it, though. She took Colin’s hands and lifted him from the couch. “What about Andrew?” he asked.

“You can share me,” Emily smiled. “Wouldn’t be the first time two men have shared me,” she flirted.

“Jesus,” I said to myself in the car. That was a little much, even for my wife.

Emily put her arms around Colin and started dancing with him. Andrew pressed himself against her from behind. Colin’s hands were on her hips, so Andrew wrapped his hands around her tummy and eased her torso back toward him. Emily leaned her head back onto his shoulder.

“Having fun there, Em?” Sheila joked.

“I’m in heaven,” Emily smiled. “The only thing better than one man is two men.” With that, Emily cradled Colin’s face and kissed him like she had Andrew’s earlier. Colin looked utterly shocked. He wasn’t as good-looking as Andrew. He was kind of tall and lanky with a less than handsome face. I doubt that he had ever kissed a woman as attractive as my wife. Emily wiped his lips clean with her thumb and gave him another quick peck before leaning back onto Andrew’s shoulder. Andrew nuzzled his cheek against hers.

“Switch!” Sheila sang loudly, stepping away from Brett and pulling Emily out from between her two dance partners.

Emily thrust out her bottom lip and pouted, “I was so comfy!”

“You’re the one that’s so into sharing,” Sheila countered.

Emily didn’t put up much of a fight before she wrapped her arms around Brett’s neck and snuggled up close to him. Sheila looked quite content, as well, to be sandwiched between Andrew and Colin. I wondered how Brett was feeling about all of it. Personally, I felt relieved my wife was dancing with her friend’s husband instead of Andrew and Colin who, as far as I knew, were unattached. Just as I was getting ready to crank the car and start heading home, Emily said something that made my jaw drop.

“Hey Sheila,” Emily said, sliding down Brett’s torso. “Are you finally gonna let me fuck your husband?” My brain melted as I watched Emily fall to her knees and start unbuckling Brett’s belt.

“If you’re nice, maybe that can be your Christmas present,” Sheila said back. “I don’t know, though. I know how much he likes your blowjobs,” she teased. Just as the words were out of Sheila’s mouth, her husband’s cock was in Emily’s. “Speaking of Christmas presents,” Sheila quipped, “who wants to unwrap me?”

Sheila lifted her arms over her head and Andrew pulled her sweater off. She quickly unlatched her bra and tossed it to the floor. I’d always thought of Sheila as being fairly plain, but I was taken aback by what a nice body she had. Her clothes didn’t do it justice. Colin, standing directly in front of her obviously agreed with me. His eyes were practically bugging out of his head. Andrew squeezed her breasts from behind and kissed her neck. Sheila started wrangling Colin’s belt.

“Please?” my wife pleaded, popping Brett’s dick out of her mouth. “It’s Christmas.”

“Well, okay,” Sheila relented. “Just this once. And don’t get him hooked on that pretty little pussy of yours. I don’t want him running over here to fuck you again every chance he gets.”

“Hey, I’m right here,” Brett joked.

“Holy shit!” Sheila exclaimed.

“What?” Emily asked.

“Look at this fucking thing!” Sheila stepped to the side, displaying Colin’s dick in her hand for Emily to see.

“Damn!” my wife blurted out. Emily had the same look on her face Colin had when he saw Sheila’s tits. As Sheila started dropping to her knees in front of Colin, Emily walked on her knees until she was beside her. My wife and her best friend started taking turns sucking that tall, lanky, goofy-looking guy in my living room. I’d never even seen the guy before that night.

Andrew and Brett undressed themselves and flanked the girls, making a semicircle around them. Emily went back and forth between Colin and Brett. Sheila took turns sucking Colin and Andrew. The idea to press the record button in the app made it’s way to the forefront of my consciousness and brought me out of the daze I was in. It took me a minute to figure out how to get the app recording. Just as I finally got it started, Andrew lifted Emily up from her knees and pushed her skirt and panties to the floor.

“I’ve been waiting to fuck you all night,” he growled.

He spun my wife around, so she was facing Colin from the side. Emily held onto his shoulder as she leaned over, and Andrew slid his cock inside of her. There was no subtlety. Andrew started fucking her hard from the start. 

“Oh, fuck, baby!” my wife moaned.

Brett didn’t let Andrew have much of a turn before he nudged him to the side to take his turn on my wife.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” my wife whined. “Sheila, your husband’s fucking me.”

Sheila stood up and kissed Emily on the mouth, parting her lips with her tongue. She shimmied out of her skirt and pulled Colin down to the floor with her, guiding his head between her legs. With Colin on the floor, Emily’s support was gone. She got on the floor on her hands and knees. Brett lined up behind her and started fucking her again. Andrew got on his knees and presented his cock for my wife to suck.

As I sat there in my car with the heat blowing in my face, staring down at the phone in my hand, I realized that my cock was about as hard as it had ever been. I looked around the hotel parking lot to see if there was anyone watching me. I debated taking my dick out and jerking off to the sight of my cheating wife getting spitroasted. I decided against it. The last thing I wanted was to do was get thrown in jail for jerking my cock in a parking lot a few days before Christmas. I didn’t want to drive home yet, either. I couldn’t pull my eyes away from my wife’s Christmas cheer.

“What time is Tony getting home, Em?” Sheila asked, her breath labored. Colin was eagerly pumping himself in and out of her.

“I don’t know. We don’t have too long, though.” Emily replied before stuffing Andrew’s cock back in her mouth.

I don’t know why. I’ll never know why, but I texted my wife. I watched on video as Emily heard her phone ding. I knew she had a special notification sound for my texts and would know it was me. “Hold on. That’s Tony,” she said. Brett and Andrew looked a little frustrated they had to stop. Their expressions changed when Emily read my text aloud. “Frank is sick. It’s going to take me longer than expected. I won’t be home for at least another hour.”

“Whoo-hoo,” Andrew yelped.

“I don’t know why you stay with him,” Sheila grunted. Colin was on top of her and she was taking his dick like a champ.

“My husband is a wonderful man. He’s the best man I know. Better than any of you lot,” she joked. “It’s not his fault he’s got a little dick and can’t fuck worth a damn.”

When I heard that, I got truly angry for the first time that night. I’ll admit that our sex life was a bit mediocre, but Emily was as much to blame as me. Even though I always went down on her, she never gave me blowjobs. And anytime I tried something more than missionary or doggystyle, she shut me down. I couldn’t remember the last time she got on top. Just as I was thinking that, I watched her mount Andrew and start grinding on him while simultaneously jerking and sucking Brett. I was so pissed off I wanted to crank the car and speed home to catch my slut wife in the act. But I didn’t. My eyes were glued to the screen. I wanted to see what she did next.

Emily started grinding on Andrew’s cock so hard that Brett was relegated to standing in front of her jerking his cock and watching. “Fuck!” Emily yelped. “I’m gonna come!” Andrew gripped her hips and held on for dear life while Emily used him. Finally, after moaning and wailing like I’d never seen, she collapsed onto Andrews chest. After she caught her breath for a moment, she lifted her head and kissed him. “Oh my god, thank you. I haven’t come that hard in a while.”

“You’re welcome,” Andrew smiled.

Brett literally pulled my wife from atop Andrew and put her on all fours so he could fuck her. At the same time, Colin did the same to Sheila so that the girls were facing each other. They started kissing as they each got fucked from behind. Not to be left out, Andrew laid down on his back underneath my wife and her friend so they could share his cock. Watching my wife get fucked from behind, suck a cock, and make out with another woman all at the same time was more than I could take. I unzipped my pants, reach into my underwear, and started stroking myself to my wife’s infidelity. Apparently, Andrew couldn’t take any more either and erupted onto both my wife and Sheila. They didn’t even break stride, continuing to lick him and suck him while he came. When Andrew was finally spent, Emily and Sheila cleaned him with their tongues.

“Jesus, that was amazing,” Andrew sighed. “I’m gonna get a drink. Anybody want anything?”

No one replied. Andrew stood up and made his way to the kitchen. I noticed Brett was actually slowing down and I wondered what he was doing. I looked closer and could see that he was working his thumb into my wife’s asshole.

“Oo,” Emily cooed. “I think your husband wants to fuck me in the ass.”

“And here I was worried about your pussy,” Sheila joked. “Are you gonna let him?”

“Well, it is Christmas after all,” my wife smiled.

At this point, I would like to point out that my wife had never, ever, not even once, let me near her ass. Not even a pinky finger. It appeared that Brett knew what he was doing. He took his time, slowly continuing to fuck her while coaxing her asshole. While Brett was prepping my wife, Colin was furiously fucking Sheila with his huge dick. Sheila had gone nonverbal, devolving into a whimpering, crying, gluttonous mess. At long last, with a series of loud, drawn-out cries, she came and collapsed onto the floor. Andrew’s gaze turned to my wife.

Emily returned his stare. “Lay down,” she ordered him.

The camera was at the perfect angle for me to watch as my wife lowered her petite frame onto Colin’s impressive shaft.

“Oh, my god!” Emily sang. “That’s amazing!”

She rode his cock only briefly before leaning over onto Colin’s chest. Looking back over her shoulder at Brett, she grimaced with a determined look on her face. “Do it,” she growled.

Brett didn’t need to be told twice. He squatted behind my wife and pressed his cock to her asshole. “Oh fuck,” she whimpered in anticipation. I was left guessing if she whimpered because that was her first time taking two dicks at once or if she’d done it before and knew what was coming. Either way, she let out a high-pitched squeal as Brett found his way deeper inside. Colin, who had been lying still, began slowly working his cock in and out of my wife’s pussy. Brett did his best to match Colin’s rhythm.

Andrew returned from the kitchen with a beer in hand. Sheila stood next to him and stole a swig. They both watched, silently drinking a beer I paid for as two men I barely knew fucked my wife at the same time on my living room floor. Emily, for her part, was clearly enjoying being taken by two men at once. “Yes!” and “Fuck me!” she would moan intermittently. Andrew started stroking himself hard again. Sheila politely played with his balls, neither of them taking their eyes off of the scene in front of them.

“Oh, fuck! I’m gonna come!” Emily literally cried, tears rolling down her cheeks.

Andrew quickly stepped forward and pressed his cock to her lips. Emily took it in her mouth and whimpered onto it as she came. Her mouth slid off of Andrew’s dick as her head fell next to Colin’s. Colin held her mercifully. Brett, however, was on a mission and fucked her ass relentlessly. I was worried for a moment that he was taking advantage. That is, until my wife looked over her shoulder and quietly sobbed, “Yes.”

Seconds later, Brett’s head lurched back as he came in my wife. Emily smiled with pride. “Shiela, I do believe your husband just came in my ass.”

“That naughty boy,” Sheila quipped.

Emily slid down Colin’s chest and got on her knees between his legs. As she sucked his cock, Andrew knelt down on one knee behind her.

“You, too, Andrew?” Emily asked. “What is it with my ass tonight? Everyone wants to fuck me in the ass.”

“I’ve fucked your pussy a thousand times,” Andrew replied. “You almost never let us fuck you in the ass.”

I had a lot of questions. First off, a thousand times? How long had Andrew been fucking my wife? And who the fuck was “us”? I knew that it was Colin’s first time with Sheila or my wife. And they’d already indicated that Brett hadn’t fucked her before. So just how many guys were fucking my wife on a regular basis? My questions slowly drifted out of my mind, though, as I watched my wife take another cock in her ass while she sucked one of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen. Along the way, one of Emily’s hands found its way to her pussy. The trio of sweaty, naked bodies on my living room floor gradually worked their way to a crescendo until Emily was coming while she jerked Colin onto her face and Andrew came in her ass. It’s difficult enough to orchestrate two people coming at one time. Watching the three of them simultaneously climax while I made myself come watching from the solitude of my car was nothing shy of a Christmas miracle.

The miracle quickly ended, however, when I heard a tap at my window. It was the sound of a state trooper’s flashlight against the glass. I was caught red handed. I was too embarrassed to admit that I had been watching my wife having an orgy with her coworkers. It would have just made the whole thing seem even more pathetic. I was given probation and community service. I lost my job and was banned from teaching ever again. Once I became unemployable, Emily lost interest in me and filed for divorce. Seeing that I wouldn’t be able to afford the taxes on our house, I just let Emily have it. I cashed in my retirement account and bought a small condo in another town. I work six days a week as a dishwasher and busboy at a local restaurant to pay for utilities and food. And every night I come home, pour myself glass of cheap whiskey, open my home security app, and wait to see what’s happening in my old living room.


The Honeymoon Cruise

She was stunning. I mean literally stunning. When the doors opened and I saw my bride in her wedding dress, I was frozen. I had never seen her look so beautiful. My vision tunneled as she walked down the aisle, her brown hair draped along her shoulders, a tendril of hair across her cheek, and her long white train trailing behind. I knew that, at least in part, she was marrying me for money. Why else would she marry a man fifteen years older than her? I was also confident, however, that she genuinely cared for me. I was in such disbelief that Sarah was actually marrying me that I could barely remember the ceremony. The drinks at the reception didn’t help my memory much either. After dinner, dancing, and copious amounts of alcohol at the reception, Sarah and I were whisked away in a limo to the airport to catch the last flight out to Florida. Neither of us were able to sleep on the plane. Despite grabbing a few hours of sleep in a hotel before boarding a cruise ship bound for the Caribbean, I was still exhausted. I was so tired, in fact, that I had trouble opening the door to our cabin with the key card. I felt like an idiot. Fortunately, the two young men staying next door walked out of their room just in time to show me what I was doing wrong.

“Thanks, guys. I’m not normally this incompetent. I’m just really tired,” I explained and extended my hand. “I’m Tim.” Frankly, it was embarrassing.

“Derek,” the taller one said.

“Paul,” said the other.

“I’m Sarah,” my bride smiled.

“Why are you guys so tired?” Derek asked.

Sarah smiled, holding up her ring finger. “We got married yesterday. We’ve been travelling since last night.”

As our new neighbors congratulated us, I noticed Sarah playing with her hair. That’s what she did anytime she found a man attractive. I’d never known her to have a thing for black guys, though. Paul was fairly light skinned and an average sized guy, maybe just a little bigger than me. Derek, on the other hand, was quite a bit taller and very dark skinned. I couldn’t tell which one was tickling her fancy, but I looked forward to teasing her about it.

“Is this your first time on a ship?” Derek asked, his eyes locking in on my wife as though I was invisible. He obviously didn’t care one bit that we were on our honeymoon.

“Mmhmm,” Sarah nodded, still playing with her hair.

“Jesus,” I thought. “She’s flirting. What the hell?” I pushed our door open and started ushering Sarah inside. “Alright guys, We’ve got to get some sleep. Maybe we’ll see you tonight. Thanks for your help.” Once we were inside with the door closed, I couldn’t help but give her a hard time. “Jesus, Sarah. Flirt much?”

“Shut up,” she teased back. “I was not.”

“I never knew you had a thing for black dudes,” I teased.

“I do not. I only have a thing for you,” she demurred and kissed me on the cheek. “We’d better hurry up and get some sleep if we want to be able to keep our eyes open at dinner.”

I agreed, and we laid down without even unpacking and fell asleep. We hit the snooze button a few times, so we were late getting ready for dinner. Sarah wore an incredibly sexy black cami dress with spaghetti straps and a skirt that came down to her mid-thigh. At dinner, my mouth was literally watering, not because of the food but because I couldn’t wait to get her back to our cabin and finally make love to her. We had yet to consummate our marriage. Not only that, we had yet to consummate our relationship at all. When we first started dating, Sarah confessed that she’d been pretty wild in her youth. Then she found religion and vowed not to have sex again until she was married. The closest we’d ever come to having sex was the occasional handjob. I’d never even see her naked. Even when we were getting ready for dinner that night, she had changed clothes in the bathroom. I assumed it was out of habit or maybe, hopefully, wanting to wait for the “big reveal.” Sarah and I had stopped talking about the sexless nature of our relationship months ago. After complaining and begging for a few months, I resolved to respect her choice and wait to see if she was the one. Now, after more than a year, I was finally going to be able to have exclusive and unfettered access to one of the most beautiful women I’d ever known. Being so close and having to wait just a few hours longer was excruciating.

Dinner was excellent - far better than I had expected. Despite how eager I was to get back to the room, I knew it would be wise to take Sarah for a few more drinks and some dancing before she was ready. It had been several years since she’d had sex, and she confessed a few times how nervous she was about being with a man again. If I’m being honest, I was a little nervous myself. We had only just begun dancing when I started feeling sick to my stomach. I told Sarah I needed to sit down for a moment. She nodded her head, and I found a chair in the corner. It wasn’t long before I rushed to the men’s room to surrender my dinner to the porcelain gods. When I was done, I felt a bit better, but I still wasn’t up for much of anything at that point. I rinsed out my mouth and went to the dance floor to tell Sarah I was sick. It was difficult to hear anything over the loud music, so I had to get right in her ear. She responded with a pouty face and pointed down at the dance floor, miming for permission to stay and dance some more while I went back to the room. I gave her the thumbs up, knowing I could text her if I needed anything. I didn’t particularly want her to bear witness to whatever it was that might go down in our bathroom in a few minutes anyway.

I got to the room just in time for another gastrointestinal assault. As I laid down in bed afterward, I noticed Sarah’s phone on her nightstand plugged into its charger. “Dammit,” I bemoaned to no one, just as my head hit the pillow. I woke up about three hours later, just after midnight. The bed next to me was undisturbed and Sarah’s phone was still where she’d left it. The bad news was that I was going to have to go find my wife. The good news was that I felt like a new man. I took a quick shower and gave my breath a proper tending to in the hopes that in a short while, I would be making love to the woman of my dreams.

In the dimly lit dance club, the bass thumped through the air. The crowd had grown since I left earlier. I stood at the edge of the mob, unnoticed, my eyes scanning the dance floor. My heart started pounding when I saw Sarah, sandwiched between our neighbors Derek and Paul. Both men had unbuttoned their shirts to expose their chests. Sarah was leaning back against Derek, her head against his shoulder. Derek had his hands on Sarah’s waist, pulling her against him as they moved with the music. Sarah had her hands on Paul’s waist in front of her.

I felt a mixture of jealousy and fascination, torn between wanting to storm onto the dance floor and pull my wife away from their grasp, and wanting to continue watching, waiting to see what she would do. The way she interacted with them was a dance of its own; a play of glances, touches, and subtle grins, the meaning of which I was terrified to know. The bass thudded, and I couldn't deny my attraction to the situation. It was like a veil had been lifted, revealing a side of Sarah I had never seen. Confused by a whirlwind of emotions, I continued to watch, unable to tear my eyes away. She danced and swayed and rolled her hips seductively, dipping her fingers into Paul’s waistband to keep her balance as she bent forward and teased Derek’s crotch with her backside. Derek held her hips firmly and pressed himself against her, rolling his hips in sync with hers. The music, cocktails, and tropical air seemed to have transported them to a world where inhibitions ceased to exist – a world in which she hadn’t just been married. I was furious, but getting harder by the second, watching my wife be so sexual. She had always been so prim and proper with me. Even when she had jerked me off before, it was almost clinical. To see her behaving so wantonly stirred something else inside of me alongside my rage.

Sarah straightened up and stepped forward, straddling one of Paul’s legs. Putting one hand on the nape of his neck, she leaned back and rocked herself against his thigh. I lost sight of them in the crowd for a few moments. When I saw them again, Sarah was turned around, facing Derek, and leaning back against Paul. Paul had his face nuzzled against hers and his hands around her stomach. Sarah had her hands on Derek’s bare chest. My heart pounded even faster, seeing such a level of intimacy. Paul slid his mouth toward Sarah’s neck and kissed it gently before nudging her forward to Derek.

Sarah moved one hand to Derek’s hip, keeping the other on his bare chest. Paul pressed himself against her from behind. There was virtually no space between Sarah and her two dance partners as they wedged her between them. Sarah leaned her head back against Paul and he kissed her neck again, this time leading with his tongue. Derek lifted her chin with his finger. Sarah gazed up at him. He kissed her gently on the lips. I nearly charged the dance floor but cowardice and intrigue, in equal measure, stopped me. Derek kissed her again, this time easing his tongue between her lips. Sarah met it with hers.

I stared in disbelief. I was pretty sure in that moment that my marriage was over before it had even begun. The pair turned Sarah around to face Paul again. He wasted no time in picking up where Derek left off. He pulled Sarah close to him and kissed her passionately. Derek pulled her back against him and kissed her neck. She turned her head to the side, giving him more access to continue planting his lips along her neck and shoulders. As he did, Derek slid his hands down along the edge of her crotch from behind until his hands were pressing against the inside of her thighs, just millimeters from her pussy. Sarah pursed her lips. Paul took her by the hand and led her toward the table in the corner of the room where I had been sitting earlier in the evening.

I lost sight of them again as they walked through the crowd. I struggled for a few minutes trying to find an angle to see without being noticed. I finally ended up with my back to them using a mirror behind the bar to see them. By the time I could see what was going on, Sarah’s chest was heaving. Paul had pushed the table flush against the wall and had Sarah in the corner, mostly hidden from view. Derek stood a few feet in front of the table, blocking what he could from the crowd. Paul was sitting directly next to Sarah. I couldn’t see exactly what was going on, but it was easy to infer that he was getting her off with his hand. A few moments later, Sarah’s torso lurched forward, and she pressed her head to the table, panting heavily with her eyes closed.

Paul gave her just a moment to catch her breath before ushering her out of the corner and taking her place next to the wall. She sat back down next to him. As before, I couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but it was soon clear that she was jerking Paul’s cock. Paul scanned the club to make sure no one was looking at them. Then he put his arm around Sarah and gently guided her head toward his lap. Sarah gathered her long brown hair in her hands, holding it behind her neck with one hand, and lowered her head until it disappeared behind the table. I could see the top of my wife’s head rhythmically come into view and then disappear as she presumedly bobbed up and down on Paul’s cock. A few minutes later, Sarah sat back up, delicately wiping her lips.

Paul and Sarah scooted out from behind the table. Derek made his way to the corner seat, followed by my wife of less than forty-eight hours. Paul stood guard as Derek had before. Derek kissed Sarah and then said something in her ear. Sarah nodded in reply. She looked down at Derek’s lap and then back at his face, smiled, and said something. I wished that I could have heard what it was she said.  Again, Sarah gathered her hair in her hands and lowered her head to give Derek his turn in her mouth. I watched in the mirror as my wife’s head again bobbed up and down in yet another man’s lap. I put my hand in my pocket and pinned my erection against my body, gently squeezing the head of my cock as my heart was breaking. When Sarah finally sat back up, I took one more good look at her pretty face as she wiped her glistening mouth.

I waited until the three made their way back to the dance floor before finding my way out of the club unnoticed. I kept my hand in my pocket, doing my best to hide my erection as I walked back to the cabin. Once there, I immediately took my cock out and masturbated, reliving the image of Sarah going down on Derek and Paul. I imagined the parts I couldn’t see. I didn’t last long before I came into the bathroom sink. It was a pitiful scene, me looking into the little bathroom mirror with my pants around my ankles, holding my cock as it went flaccid. I had no idea what to do. Shamefully, I did nothing. I went back to bed and waited.

Unsurprisingly, I couldn’t sleep. About an hour later, I heard the laughter of people trying to keep their voices down in the hall. And then I heard voices next door. I could tell one was female and even though I prayed it wasn’t my Sarah, I could only assume it was. I couldn’t hear what was being said, but they didn’t talk for long. The room soon became quiet. My anxiety rose as quickly as the decibels dropped. I had to know. In almost a panic, I got out of bed and quietly went onto the balcony to see if I could hear anything from next door. I thought I could maybe hear something, but it was hard to tell. There was too much ambient noise coming from the wind in the courtyard several stories below.

I looked to the balcony next door. It was quite close. It was risky, but I was confident I could make my way across. If I was wrong, though, the fall to the courtyard below would mean certain death or disability. “Don’t look down,” I whispered to myself, stretching my leg from one parapet to the other. With my hand, I got a hold on the wall and pulled myself across. Safely on Derek and Paul’s balcony, with my heart still pounding in my chest, I was delighted to find their balcony door not only unlocked, but wide open with the curtain closed.

“Oh fuck,” I heard one of the guys moan. “Just like that.”

There was a very small slit where the curtains came together. Shifting my head from side to side let me catch small glimpses of what was going on inside. I was looking at Derek’s naked backside. I could see that Paul was fucking a woman from behind, but all I could see of her was the back half of her body as she was taken from both ends on her hands and knees. I couldn’t see her face.

But then I heard her voice, untainted by the thin walls of the ship’s cabin. “Ooh, yes.” It was Sarah.

A phone beeped across the room and Derek moved to check it. Then I finally saw my wife naked for the first time. She was so beautiful. And she was being fucked from behind by a man named Paul.

“Yes,” she cooed, rising up on her knees, reaching up and behind her to put her hand on the nape of his neck as he fucked her. “Fuck me, baby.”

Paul grabbed her shoulders and fucked her hard. The sound of their bodies clapping together filled the room. Derek looked on intermittently, almost disinterested, still fiddling with his phone, like he had threesomes every day. I don’t’ know. Maybe he did. As my wife’s moans began to crescendo, Paul pushed Sarah’s head into the mattress as he finished her off.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Sarah cried as she came.

“Damn, girl,” Paul said. “I almost feel sorry for your husband.”

“Come here,” Sarah said, crawling across the bed on all fours toward Derek.

Derek was finishing up on his phone but took the necessary steps toward my wife so that she could reach what she was after. Sarah took his impressively large cock and guided it to her mouth. She sucked it until she seemed to be sure it was as hard as it could get and then turned around on the bed, presenting herself to be fucked. Derek obliged her and eased himself inside of her, making him the second man to penetrate my wife since we took our wedding vows. 

Sarah’s body clenched and she moaned, “Oh my god. You’re so fucking big. Ooh, fuck me.”

Derek seemed to know what he was doing. He fucked her slowly and rhythmically rather than pounding her with youthful bravado. Paul got on his knees in front of Sarah as Derek fucked her. She willingly took his cock in her mouth, her head moving in time with Derek’s thrusts.

“Paul,” Derek ordered. “Get under there and lick her pussy.”

Paul didn’t waste any time. The three of them all repositioned themselves so that Paul and Sarah were in a sixty-nine while Derek fucked her.

“Yes,” Sarah moaned. “Oh god.”

It was then that I noticed I had been rubbing my cock through my pants as I watched my wife’s debauchery. I surrendered to the fact that I was going to jerk off watching my new bride cheat on me with two men we’d only met hours before. Just after I pulled my cock out, I heard Sarah gasp. At first, I was scared that she somehow saw me through the crack in the curtain, but that wasn’t the case. I looked closer and Saw that Derek had his finger in her ass.

“Oooooo,” she whimpered in a high-pitched whine.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you baby girl?” Derek scowled confidently. Sarah pursed her lips and nodded her head in the affirmative. He continued fucking her slowly and steadily, all the while using his finger to play with her ass while Paul tongued her clit.

“I gonna come!” Sarah panted, almost hyperventilating. “Yes…Yes…YES!”

Sarah bucked back hard against Derek’s cock, drawing out her orgasm. She collapsed onto Paul’s body, catching her breath. Before she could begin to recover, Derek and Paul guided her up to Paul’s lap. Derek fed her his cock while Paul took a turn inside of her. A few moments later, Paul rolled Sarah over on her back and pinned her knees to her shoulders as he fucked her. Derek wandered off again. I couldn’t see what he was doing. It wasn’t long before I could see him again. He tossed something to Paul. It appeared to be a small plastic squeeze bottle. Paul opened it and squeezed out a stream of oil between Sarah’s legs. He pressed the tip of his dick to my wife’s asshole.

“I bet you were a beautiful bride,” he said, slowly inserting his cock.

“Oh fuck,” Sarah groaned. “Do it.”

Paul started slowly fucking her ass, easing his cock deeper and deeper as he went. Sarah leaned her head back over the edge of the bed. Derek kneeled over her, stroking his long shaft and dipping his balls into her mouth. Sarah continued moaning as she took Paul in her back door. Derek climbed back on the bed and laid down next to them. He grabbed Sarah by the arm and pulled her toward him, signaling he wanted her on top of him. Paul and Sarah obliged. I almost came watching Sarah slowly slide down Derek’s huge pole. I couldn’t imagine how she was not just taking all of him inside of her but doing it with such ease and such pleasure. With each stroke, she retook almost his entire length, over and over. I could see her abs clench and veins bulge in her neck and hear her guttural moans as she used his cock for her pleasure.

“Oh, God,” she groaned, slowly savoring Derek’s every inch. “I’m gonna come again…oh, fuck…oh…”

Sarah eased down onto Derek’s chest, breathing deeply and looking like she was in a trance. As she lay in repose, Derek still inside her, Paul moved behind her and pressed his cock to her asshole once again. Sarah grunted as he pushed his cock inside.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered, squeezing the tip of my cock. I was lost in the moment. All of the anger, confusion, and disbelief I had been feeling melted away as I watched the most beautiful woman I knew find such pleasure in having two men inside of her at once.

Derek and Paul took their time, gradually fucking Sarah harder and faster. Her grunts and moans and whimpers grew accordingly. Paul started grunting. It was clear he was about to come.

“Yes,” Sarah begged. “Come in ass! Come in my ass!”

“Aaaahhhh,” Paul growled as he did just that. “Oh fuck!”

Spent, Paul laid down next to the other two. Sarah sat up on Derek’s lap and started grinding her clit into him, using one hand on his stomach and another on his leg to balance herself as she used him like a woman possessed.

I was the next to come. My load shot out from me like a bullet from a gun. I could actually hear it hit the back of the curtains. I tried not to moan any louder than a whisper, praying that they wouldn’t hear me over the sounds of their lovemaking. I was quickly reassured as it became clear that Derek was about to come as well.

“Fuck,” he growled, holding onto my wife’s hips, holding her down on his cock and grinding with her.

“Yes,” Sarah demanded. “Come inside me!”

“Fuuuuucccckkkk,” Derek moaned as he gave my wife what she wanted.

“Yes!” she answered, coming yet again.

No one spoke for several moments. I stood there looking at my wife, resting between two naked black men. I had never seen such a look of contentment on her face before. My jealousy and anger never returned but in the place where I once had hope for a wonderful future with a loving wife, there was only heartache. I quietly pulled my pants back up. I waited for my wife and her lovers to start moving around before starting to make my way back across to the other balcony. After I slipped, it took just over two seconds for my body to fall the six stories to the courtyard. The story made the national news for a day. Derek and Paul spent the rest of the cruise consoling my grieving wife. Repeatedly.


The Day After Valentine’s

My wife and I were madly in love when we got married. There was no question in either of our mind’s that we wanted to spend the rest of our lives together. I wasn’t even tempted by the surprisingly pretty “full service” stripper my buddies paid for at my bachelor party. The first several years of our marriage were wonderful. Our twenties passed like highway lines in the rearview mirror and thirty came into view on the horizon. Paige and I decided it was time to start a family. I had worked hard to become a master plumber in nearly half the time it takes most people. Because of that and thanks to a good boss, I was making enough money to support both of us. The dream was for Paige to stay home and take care of the house and the kids while I worked to make the bills. It didn’t turn out as planned, though. Through a long, drawn-out, and expensive process we discovered that Paige and I were simply unable to conceive. We talked about adoption, but that was another long, expensive, and emotionally exhausting process neither one of us felt ready to take on after what we had just been through.

Having our dream of having a family taken away was hard on both of us, Paige most of all. She became almost like another person. She started drinking during the week, something she’d only occasionally done on weekends prior to that. The hardest thing to deal with was her temper. Paige had always been a sweet woman, but the combination of her heartbreak and her newfound affinity for the bottle turned her mean. I didn’t know what to do. I retreated into watching sports and recruiting my buddies to play every sport available through the local parks and recreation center. Weekday practices and weekend games were, of course, followed by trips to the bar. There, I found myself tempted by other women for the first time in my marriage. I flirted, to be sure, but I never cheated. I wasn’t exactly proud of myself for the way I was handling things, but at least I could say that.

By the time football season was over and we were into basketball, Paige and I were barely speaking. Her temper tantrums had mellowed into a kind of slow burning disdain for my existence. We spoke enough to handle the day-to-day business of being roommates and we even went through the motions of going to dinner and a movie from time to time. But there was no joy. No real connection. She shut me out and I shut down. As Valentine’s Day approached, I decided I was going to make a last-ditch effort to rekindle our marriage. My boss, Danny, was having a big Valentine’s Day bash at his house for all of his employees and their spouses. My plan was to take Paige to the party and while we were gone, have some friends go into our house and set up for our return - candles, rose petals, romantic music, and tickets for a weeklong cruise to the Bahamas. Along with the tickets was a handwritten, heartfelt letter reminding my wife of how much we have meant to each other, how much I still loved her and that I was willing to do anything to get our life together back on track.

Paige wasn’t super excited to go to the party, but she wasn’t resistant either. Being around other people usually seemed to help her keep her mind off everything for a while and lift her mood a bit. The only thing I was worried about was my boss, Danny.  He’d always had a thing for Paige and was pretty open about flirting with her. It wasn’t ever anything extreme or too inappropriate. Paige had historically handled it with grace, but in her current state, I worried she might fly off the handle and do something that would make things difficult for me at work.

The night started off well enough. Danny started as soon as we walked through the door. “Hello, beautiful! I swear, Paige, you get prettier every time I see you.”

I watched Paige closely for her reaction. “Hi, Danny. It’s good to see you,” she smiled politely and gave him a friendly hug. Danny squeezed a little longer than someone normally might but that was it. As far as I know, he’d never tried to cop a feel or anything like that.

“Drinks are in the kitchen. We’ve got all three food groups – beer, wine, and liquor. Help yourself. Most people are in the living room and the den. I think a few brave souls even ventured out to the hot tub.” Danny had a big house. He was only forty-five, but he had built the second largest plumbing business in town. I’d heard his ex-wife, who hated Paige by the way, cleaned him out in the divorce a few years back. He didn’t seem to be hurting, though.

“I think we’ll stick to the inside for now,” Paige quipped and made her way toward the wine.

“Oh Gary, I almost forgot. I got a new Strat, dude. Nineteen-sixty-two,” he bragged. Danny and I both played guitar. He, however, was the only one of the two of us that could afford vintage instruments. He had quite a collection.

“No shit?” I marveled, not making any attempt to hide my jealousy.

“Yeah, man. I’m keeping folks downstairs, but you can go up and have a go if you want. You know where it is.”

“Thanks, man. Let me make sure Paige is settled in and I’ll go up and check it out.”

“Just leave the lights in the hall off. I don’t want people wandering around up there.” Danny had an interior balcony that overlooked the living room. I assumed that’s what he was talking about.

“You bet,” I agreed.

I grabbed a beer. By the time I’d opened my beer and had a little small talk with one of my coworkers, Paige was pouring her second glass. I didn’t say anything. I made the decision to only let myself have a few beers, though. Even if one of us didn’t have to drive the car home, I still wanted to keep an eye on her. I got less worried, though, as the night progressed. She was drinking fairly steadily but it wasn’t as much as some of the others. She seemed to be in better spirits than I’d seen her in a long time. She even accepted an offer from Danny to dance and didn’t seem to be bothered when he held her a little too tightly against him. “Maybe now would be a good time to ask for a raise,” I joked in my head.

While I continued to resist the urge to partake of too much free beer, most everyone else indulged. As it got later, the older folks made their way home leaving a younger, rowdier demographic. Being much closer to the sober end of the spectrum, I was getting bored of being around a bunch of drunks and decided to go check out Danny’s guitars. Before heading up the staircase, I whispered in Paige’s ear to let her know what I was doing. She was busy listening to a drunken tale and nodded her head dismissively. I made my way upstairs and to the end of the hall where I knew Danny kept his guitar collection. For the next forty-five minutes or so, I was in heaven. Danny had a baker’s dozen guitars, some of which were highly coveted vintage instruments. I play them all but spent most of my time with his newly acquired ’62.

I pulled myself away from Danny’s collection to go check on Paige. As I walked down the hall, it opened up to the overlook and I took the opportunity to scan for Paige. I was surprised to see her in the middle of the living room dancing with Danny again. In contrast to the ballad they danced to before, this time it was some kind of electronic dance music. I was surprised Danny would allow that crap to be played in his house to begin with, much less dance to it.  Paige looked happier than I’d seen in months. I was just getting ready to go downstairs and join her when the song ended and she asked the room, “Hey! Has anyone seen my husband?”

“I think he left,” Mark said. He turned his head toward Steve at other end of the room and asked loudly, “Hey, Steve! Did Gary leave?”

Steve, busy flirting with one of the other guests, nodded and answered, “Yeah. I think so.”             

“Seriously?” Paige questioned, incredulous that I would leave her alone at the party. She took a sip from her red plastic cup. “Fuck him. More fun for me.” Then she raised her cup and shouted, “Hey everybody! Fuck Gary!”

The dozen or so people left in the living room raised their cups and echoed, “Fuck Gary!”

 I knew they were drunk, and I knew I was well-liked at work. I got along with everyone. It still hurt my feelings, though, to hear everyone say that. It also made me really not want to walk downstairs in that particular moment. I stayed hidden around the corner in the hall where I could still see down into the living room.

“Hey, let’s get in the hot tub,” Danny suggested.

“I don’t have anything to wear,” my wife replied.

“Just go in your underwear. That’s what everyone else is doing.”

“But it’s cold out.”

It really wasn’t that cold. It was only about fifty degrees. I guess that passes for cold in the South.

Beth chimed in. “You’ve never been in a hot tub in the cold before? Haven’t you ever been skiing? It feels amazing! You have to try! Come on, let’s go!”

Beth pulled her dress straight over her head and tossed it onto the arm of the couch. She kicked off her shoes and went to tug at the tie around Paige’s waist.

“Fuck it,” Paige said. “Sounds fun.” She took Beth’s cue and lifted her dress over her head, leaving her in heels, a white thong, and its matching bra.

Beth and Paige held hands and giggled as they headed out the door to the deck.

“Looks like this night just got a whole lot more interesting,” Danny announced, staring at my wife as she walked out the door. He leered a moment longer and then followed the girls outside. I thought about going downstairs at that point, but something stopped me. Curiosity, I suppose. Instead, not being able to see the hot tub from my vantage point, I went to the room at the other end of the hall hoping it would have a window overlooking the deck. I was in luck. Even with the little bit of light coming from the window, I had to fumble my way through the room. I couldn’t be sure, but I was guessing it was Danny’s master suite. At the window, I lifted one of the slats in the blinds just enough to see through. Sure enough, I had a perfect view of the hot tub on the corner of the deck.

Beth and Paige were facing my direction on the far side of the hot tub. Danny had his back to me. Derrick and his girlfriend, Donna, were facing the house. I couldn’t make out what was being said, but I could hear their laughter when someone cracked a joke. At one point, Danny said something that made Donna visibly uncomfortable, and she climbed out of the hot tub. Derrick followed her inside, leaving Danny alone with my wife and Beth. It wasn’t long before I figured out what Danny had said to scare Donna away. Danny put his drink down and plunged both hands into the water, retrieving his boxer shorts and then circled them over his head like a lasso before tossing them to the deck. Paige and Beth giggled and looked at each other before unclasping their bras and tossing them next to Danny’s boxers. Paige dipped below the water line, keeping herself hidden while she removed her panties. She covered her breasts with one arm when she launched her panties to the growing pile on the deck and then returned below the water line. Beth on the other hand, was much less modest and left her well-proportioned chest on display.

I took a deep breath. The night was not going at all how I had planned. My hope at been that by that point in the evening, I would be in my own candlelit living room with my wife, convincing her to join me in recommitting ourselves to our marriage. Instead, I was stalking her from my boss’s bedroom window as she soaked naked in a hot tub with him and another woman. I knew I should go downstairs and make my presence known and take her home but I couldn’t tear myself away. Some mysterious force, some deep part of me, insisted that I stay and watch.

I could tell that Danny was flirting heavily with both Beth and my wife, playing footsie with them underwater. There was a bottle of something resting on the deck behind Danny’s head. When he twisted himself around to get it, he raised out of the water enough to give Paige and Beth a full view of his backside. I got a view of his front, but thankfully, his manhood stayed hidden by the edge of the hot tub. The girls elbowed each other and giggled at the sight of Danny’s naked ass. Actually, Danny was in pretty good shape for a forty-five-year-old man. He was definitely in better shape than me. The last thing I wanted to do after a long day of working for him was go to the gym. Danny poured the girls each some more alcohol into their cups and carried on flirting. Paige became more and more relaxed and let her nipples start peeking over the waterline. Danny seemed to be pretty restrained considering Paige made no attempt anymore to cover herself.

After about thirty minutes in the hot tub, Danny stood up and climbed out, putting his business on full display. “Oh my god!” the girls laughed and covered their mouths as he walked to the corner of the deck and fetched three towels from a cabinet. Rather than cover himself with one of the towels, he sauntered back to the hot tub leaving himself completely uncovered. Paige had only been with one man before me and I remember, as an average-sized man, the relief I felt when she told me that he was as she put it, “workin’ with a gherkin.” I felt just the opposite seeing Danny. He was as big flaccid as I was hard. I shuddered to think what he was like when fully aroused.

Danny handed a towel to each of the girls and then finally wrapped one around his waist. The girls gestured for him to turn around as they got out of the water. He begrudgingly obliged them. The three of them started heading back into the house, leaving the pile of underwear on the deck behind. I started to make my way to the door when I heard someone coming up the stairs. My eyes had adjusted to the dim light, and I could see a second door, presumedly to a bathroom. I made my way to it and hid like a coward in the shower. The light came on in the bedroom. I held my breath, terrified I was going to get caught. I heard a dresser drawer open and close again. And then silence. I waited for what seemed like forever before I exited the shower and peeked into the now dimly lit bedroom. It was empty. I exhaled and took a few moments to get my wits back. At that point, I felt like I was well past the point of being able to make my presence known without being labeled a creep or an asshole. I decided my only option was to stay the course and keep letting everyone believe I had gone home already.

I made my way back out to the hall and then hid again behind the wall, looking down into the living room. Beth and Paige had their dresses on again, only this time I knew there was nothing underneath. The party had thinned a bit more and there weren’t that many people left – two couples and Todd, who was obviously hoping to cozy up to Beth. One of the couples was dancing. The other was on one of the couches making out. Beth and Todd were standing next to the other couch, where Danny and my wife were sitting. It was a large couch, but Danny was tucked up right next to Paige, doing his best to make her laugh. It was working. He was shirtless, wearing only faded blue jeans. Paige’s blue patterned dress was resting halfway up her thighs.

Another slow song, they were all slow songs now, came over the speakers. Danny stood up and extended his hand. Paige took it and joined him in the middle of the room next to the Andrea and Steve. Danny was respectful. At first. As the end of the song neared, he eased his hand down from Paige’s lower back to her ass. She offered no resistance. The song ended but the couples continued dancing, knowing another was following shortly. As the next song started, Danny moved his other hand to her ass as well and pulled her closer. I could see her tits, unfettered by a bra, grazing Danny’s chest as she draped her arms across his shoulders and held her hands together in the nape of his neck.

My phone startled me back into awareness. I panicked, thinking everyone had surely heard my message notification, but no one seemed to even notice. I set my phone to silent before even checking the message. It was from Todd and read, “Dude. You need to get back here ASAP. Danny has his hands all over your wife.” I didn’t respond. I just put the phone back in my pocket.

As the song continued, Danny nuzzled his face next to Paige’s and slowly ran his hands along her back, down to her ass, and up the sides of her legs to her hips. He kissed her neck softly. People were starting to take notice. Andrea, dancing next to them, urged Steve with her eyes to look. It was no secret that Paige was my wife. They all knew her. And they were all watching her accept Danny’s lips on her neck and his hands on her body. Paige leaned her head back - her still damp, long, blond, spiral curls hanging down and grazing the small of her back. I hadn’t seen her look that lustful, that beautiful, in years. Danny kissed down her neck to her clavicle as he ran his hands along her body. Mercifully, the song ended.

“Whew,” Paige whistled quietly. “I could use a drink.”

“I’ll be right back,” Danny answered and headed toward the kitchen as another song started.

Paige looked around the room. Andrea and Steve were still dancing and intermittently kissing. Beth was straddling Todd on the couch and cradling his face as they made out. Donna and Derrick were under a throw that had been on the back of the couch and were going at it fairly heavily. Even though they had all seen what Danny and my wife had done, they all just carried on and pretended not to have noticed anything. I was friends with all of them. Not one, other than Todd texting me earlier, made any effort to intervene. Paige seemed satisfied that either no one had noticed her indiscretions or if they had, didn’t seem to care.

Danny returned with drinks in hand, gave one to Paige and started dancing again. Paige held one hand over her head and the cup to her mouth with the other as she slowly swayed her hips. Danny gently placed the fingertips of one hand on my wife’s hip and held his cup with the other. Every now and then, he would whisper something in her ear, and she would smile. Their drinks didn’t last long. Danny quickly set them aside on a coffee table, eager to get both his hands back on my wife. Paige interlaced her fingers behind his neck, and he pulled her close by her hips. Danny’s hands began to slowly roam my wife’s body again – all along her back…down to her ass…down her legs…back to her hips…up her ribs to graze her breasts…and then to her back again. He eased his way into kissing her neck again. Paige’s eyes began to glaze over, and her breathing slowed and deepened. Unbeknownst to Paige and Danny, who seemed to be in their own little world, people were gawking again – obviously dumbfounded that the boss would be so blatantly inappropriate with one of his employees wives in front of everyone.

At that point, though, all you could really accuse him of was copping a drunken feel. But then, he did it. He kissed my wife directly on her lips. When she didn’t resist, he did it again. He subtly probed her lips with his tongue. She met it with hers. Danny’s hands drifted down to Paige’s ass where he eased his fingers between her thighs. Paige’s head went back, and Danny kissed her neck as he maneuvered a hand beneath her skirt. My wife started breathing heavily. Without saying a word, Danny took Paige’s hand and started walking her to the glass doors that led to the deck.

I stood there paralyzed. None of the others were, though. Almost as soon as the door closed, there was a flurry of activity – people sneaking to find places where they could hide and get a view to the deck along with loud whispers of “Holy shit! Did you see that?” and “Dude, he’s gonna fuck her!”

I could see part of the deck from where I was, but not the hot tub, so I scurried back to the window in the bedroom. I got there just in time to see Danny kicking his jeans off and then ease down into the hot tub. He squatted in the middle and watched as Paige lifted her dress over her head, giving everyone inside a perfect view of her perfect ass. She stepped into the water and took a seat. Danny scooted forward and kissed her again, much deeper than he had in the house. He eased his way down to her neck and then her clavicle, familiar territory for him by that point. Then as he worked his way further down, Paige lifted her chest out of the water to grant him access to her perky little nipples that I loved so much. She watched and pursed her lips as Danny licked and sucked them like he had likely been dreaming of doing for years. Then he slid his hands up under Paige’s armpits and lifted her onto the edge of the hot tub. He leaned forward, parting her legs, and began kissing the inside of her thighs – working his way up slowly until he finally reached her pussy. I could easily tell the moment he made contact. Paige’s head fell back again, and her hand quickly moved to the back of Danny’s head, pressing his mouth into her mound.

For some reason, I couldn’t help but think of the rose petals that I knew were scattered on the floor of the living room at home. Just a few hours ago, they were a romantic, hopeful gesture. Now they were just pathetic. My attention was drawn back to the hot tub when Paige locked Danny between her thighs and began writhing back against his tongue. Even through the triple pane windows, I could hear her coming. Paige finally released Danny from the death grip of her thighs and let him breath again. “What a shame,” I thought to myself. “It would serve him right to suffocate to death.”

Danny kissed Paige’s thighs as she caught her breath for a moment and then he confidently stood up in the middle of the hot tub.  Paige’s jaw dropped at seeing his cock erect for the first time. I couldn’t hear her, but her lips clearly mouthed the words, “Oh my god.”

Paige slid back down into the warm water and sat directly in front of Danny. She reached out and wrapped her hand around the base of his cock, staring at it with in incredulous look on her face. Danny said something to her, prompting her to slide to her knees and take his cock in her mouth. Danny watched intently, as did everyone inside I’m sure, as my wife ravenously sucked his impressively large cock. Despite the fact that my heart was aching, it truly was an incredible sight to see a woman as sexy as my wife so eagerly sucking such a meaty dick. I felt my own cock starting to get hard. Only on the rarest of occasions when we were first getting serious did my wife seem to enjoy going down on me and never after we were married. She did it, but never bothered to hide the fact that it was a chore. That night with Danny, it was different.  She sucked his cock like it was the only thing that mattered to her in the world.

When he was ready, Danny had to pull her off of his cock before guiding her back up to the edge of the hot tub. My wife spread her legs wide and tucked her feet into the small of his back as he pressed the tip of his cock to her entrance. Paige placed a hand on his stomach to keep him from going too far too soon. Once again, my wife’s head went back, and she exhaled seemingly every bit of air in her lungs as Danny eased himself inside of her. She pressed her hand into his stomach to slow him at first. Soon though, that hand reached around to his ass to help pull him in deeper.

Given Danny’s personality, my expectation was that he would fuck her like a jackhammer until he gratified himself. That’s not what happened. He played her like he would one of his vintage guitars. He started off slowly and gradually built intensity until she came, only to bring it back down and gradually build again. It was like a song. Verse – Chorus – Verse – Chorus. I could hear Paige moaning in ecstasy as she orgasmed with each chorus. Where the guitar solo would be, Danny pulled my wife on top of him and let her take the lead. Paige buried every bit of that man’s cock inside of her and grinded on top of him until her face turned red, the veins in her neck bulged, and I could see every one of her abdominal muscles clenching. It had to have been the most intense orgasm of her life. She fell limp onto Danny’s chest, but he wasn’t finished. For the key change and final chorus, he put my wife on all fours and finally pounded her from behind the way I would have expected him to at the start. I completely forgot about my broken heart as I watched in awe the sight of my wife being fucked like she’d never been fucked before. She lifted her ass high for the taking even as she was too spent to do anything other than rest her head against the towel beneath her. I watched her come one final time as my friend and boss filled her with his load, fucking her with long full strokes until he was sated and bent over to rest his torso on her back in exhaustion. The pair stayed like that, breathing heavily, unable to speak. They reminded me of a pair of Olympic athletes that had just given the performance of their careers but were too winded to do anything other than wait for their scores. I’m pretty sure even the Russians would have given them a ten.

It took a few moments, but as Danny and Paige eased back into the hot tub, I came back to reality. I was convinced my marriage was over and I’d never felt more pathetic and inadequate in my life. To top it off, I had to figure out a way of getting out of the house without anyone knowing. I found a window that opened to the roof of the porch. From there, I was able to lower myself over the side and into the bushes. I skulked away into the night and back home where I cleaned up the rose petals and candles and went to bed. I typed “I’m feeling sick as a dog. Put a rideshare on my card for the ride home. Sorry,” into my text thread with Paige but didn’t press send. When I woke up the next morning, Paige was next to me in bed. She slept for three more hours. The first thing she asked me was, “What happened to you last night?”

“I texted you,” I replied.

“No, you didn’t,” she challenged.

“I pulled out my phone and showed her the text.”

“You didn’t hit send, dumbass.”

“Oh, shit. Sorry.” I was proud of my acting. I’d never really lied to her before. At least not about anything like that.

I didn’t have the courage to tell her what I knew. What everyone knew. We just carried on with our lives. No one at work ever said anything to me either. Paige started going out right after work a few nights a week, saying she’d made some new friends and that I’d meet them eventually. I’m pretty sure she was fucking Danny, though. I thought about driving by his house to look for her car, but I didn’t want to know. About six weeks after the party, I woke up in the middle of the night to Paige going down on me. As soon as she had me hard, she straddled me and fucked me until I came inside of her. A few weeks after that, she told me she was pregnant.





Thank You!







If you're feeling kind, please leave a rating or review. Your feedback is immensely helpful and greatly appreciated. 




Don't forget to follow me HERE.




Come again...
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