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Chapter 1

The dusty little intersection looked precisely like the last five. No stop signs. No street numbers. Just the casual meeting of two very inexpertly graded dirt paths that passed for roads in this out-of-the-way little corner of the world, shaded by a cluster of enormous cottonwood trees, whose thick roots were hidden from view by a sprawling mass of brush and weeds.

The scene outside the car window could not have been more foreign to the eyes of Eleanor Mitchell if she had been on the moon.

A frown creased her pretty face, and she brought a slender hand up to shield her pale blue eyes against the harsh glare of the midday sun. “I don’t know, babe. Are you sure this is right?”

Her husband shrugged and snorted. “How should I know? I’ve never been here either.”

Ellie’s eyes went to her phone, studying the slowly moving map on the screen for the thousandth time. According to it, they were still heading in the right direction, but glancing back out the window, she couldn’t help but share her husband’s uncertainty. The straight, clear lines of the map seemed to bear little resemblance to the ragged chaos of reality.

Where the hell were they?

The faded scraps of paper and empty tin cans that littered the unmown roadside reminded her of the bad side of town back in the city, but that was where the similarity ended. In ten minutes of driving, they had yet to pass a single human structure, proof enough that the world outside was a far cry from her familiar, urban environment.

Just beyond the ditch, Ellie caught a glimpse of an ancient fencerow, its rusted, sagging barbed wire snaking its way through the almost impenetrable brush. Then, they were past, and the tangled foliage took over once more.

For the first time in her life, she truly understood what the term “the middle of nowhere” meant. To the best of her knowledge, they were miles from the nearest town. Maybe miles from the next house. Never in all her life had she seen so many trees.

They were out of their element, she thought. But then again, that was the whole point of this, wasn’t it? They’d come here to make a fresh start for themselves. A blank slate in a new place. Out with the old, in with the new.

It was what they both wanted. What they’d been dreaming of. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t a little frightening.

“Check that address again. Would you?” Bradley said. “Maybe we got the numbers switched around or something.”

“Just a sec.”

Her carefully manicured nails flew across the screen, moving down the list of text conversations until she found the one she was looking for. When she opened it, Ellie read the numbers carefully, then checked them once more just to be sure.

“No,” she shook her head. “No mistake. That’s the address.”

She zoomed out enough to see the end of their trip. “In 1 mile, your destination will be on the right,” the phone in her hand announced. At least someone was confident of that fact.

“It should be just ahead. Another mile.”

“Okay. If you say so.”

Their sleek luxury car, the envy of all their friends back in the city, scraped and shimmied its way along the narrow dirt road. Every bump was an uncomfortable reminder that its suspension had not been designed for such abuse.

“Shit!” her husband swore beneath his breath as the oil pan scraped its way across a large rock that jutted up from the roadbed. “If we’re really going to do this, the first thing we need to do is trade off the Mercedes for something a little more practical.”

If we’re really going to do this… Ellie knew just what he meant. There were times when this move of theirs still didn’t quite seem real to her either. Were they making a mistake? It was a question she had asked herself dozens of times, and she still wasn’t quite certain.

“Okay. So, this looks a little more promising.”

The scraggly and randomly spaced trees along the road suddenly gave way to a perfectly straight line of Ponderosa pines, planted by a careful hand in a neat row behind an obviously new and tightly stretched fence.

“Yeah,” her husband said with a satisfied nod. “This is it.”

A large, open gate appeared on the right, heavy iron with decorative scrollwork and fresh black paint that looked a little out of place in these rustic surroundings. There was no denying, however, that it was nice. It was not until Brad turned into the driveway that she caught her first sight of the house itself.

***

The decision to move to the country had come as a shock to all their friends. After all, they had both been born and raised in the city. They had good, well-paying jobs and owned their own apartment downtown that was the envy of everyone they knew. Why in God’s name would anyone want to run off to the sticks?! Especially the Mitchells, of all people?!

What none of them knew was that the yearning for a simpler, quieter life wasn’t something new in their lives. Eleanor and Bradley had been thinking about it for some time.

There had never been what one might call a real plan, of course, just a nebulous idea. A pipe dream, if you will, of being surrounded by nature, far from the stress of the rat race, with room to breathe and the time to enjoy each other’s company.

They’d buy a farm in the country. With goats. Maybe a cow or two. Definitely a golden retriever! And they would spend the rest of their days in the calm quietude of rural life, like something straight out of a Norman Rockwell painting.

Deep down, neither of them believed that it would ever happen. Not if they were being honest. They never really expected to move out of the city. It was more of a coping mechanism, a mental image of a perfect little life that wasn’t dominated by the stress of the daily grind.

“One day,” they would always say. “One day, we’ll quit our jobs, sell the apartment, and buy that little farm we’ve always dreamed of.”

But as all of us know, “one day” has a way of never coming round. And so it was for the Mitchells.

Oh sure, they talked about their dream farm. They talked a lot. Talked the thing to death. What they would do and how much fun they would have one day, living out their pastoral fantasy.

On the weekends, they would spend their time online, scrolling through quaint homesteading blogs, gawking at pretty pictures of homemade jams and beeswax candles, or freckled-faced children happily holding up newborn lambs for all the world to admire.

They perused every farm store on the internet, dreaming of a time when they’d actually have a use for those muck boots and overalls, but neither of them made any concrete moves to turn those dreams into reality. There was, after all, no hurry. They had plenty of time.

The seasons came and went, and the dream remained a dream, a slowly fading snapshot of what one day might be. But for the Mitchells, nothing changed. Until one dark day, when absolutely everything changed.

Bradley’s best friend was a man named Jason. Best man at the Mitchells’ wedding, he and Brad had been inseparable since high school. Sharing all of each other’s hobbies, they had roomed together in college and even gone to work for the same firm after graduation. No brothers were ever closer than these two.

As luck would have it, Jason had fallen madly in love with Eleanor’s best friend, Kate, and when the two wed a few years later, it was Brad’s turn to be the best man, with Eleanor the maid of honor.

Everything was perfect. The two couples got along famously and spent nearly every weekend together, grilling hot dogs on the balcony or going to ballgames. There were concerts and walks in the park and long conversations on every topic under the sun. The world was a happy, shiny place, the future as bright as a neon sign.

Eleanor could still remember the look of perfect joy on her friend’s face the day Kate told her that she and Jason were expecting a child. She had never seen her friend happier.

That had been two weeks before it happened.

Fate can be a cruel and heartless bastard. In the case of Jason and Kate, it certainly was.

If there was any silver lining to what happened that day, it was the fact that Jason never saw it coming. One moment, he was stepping down off the curb, headed home to the open arms of his loving wife, and the next, he was gone forever. At least, he didn’t suffer.

A rookie cab driver, worn out from a full day of driving, had stopped at a corner bodega for a coffee in the hope of waking himself up a little. The problem was, when he sat down in the driver’s seat once more, he discovered that it was entirely too hot for him to drink. So, he had popped the lid off the Styrofoam cup, so that he could blow into the steaming liquid.

When the police questioned him later, the poor man couldn’t remember exactly how he had come to spill his coffee. He remembered blowing into the cup, but not much else.

In the grand scheme of things, it really didn’t matter all that much. But when the scalding hot liquid cascaded down his belly and over his crotch, he jumped with a yelp, twisting away from the pain. That was when his foot had slipped off the brake and straight onto the accelerator.

The street was crowded, so there were several eyewitnesses to the accident. Each told the same story. The impact of the taxicab had sent Jason’s body sailing high into the air and over the roof of the car. When he came back to earth, he landed squarely on his head and broke his neck, killing him instantly. When the paramedics arrived, there was nothing more for them to do than to take note of the time and then transport his lifeless body to the city morgue.

Eleanor and Brad had checked in on their friend Kate that night and found the young widow as pale as a ghost, with her pretty face frozen into an expression that was equal parts horror and shocked disbelief.

She never spoke. Never cried. Just nodded in reply to all their questions and stared out the window in a daze.

If she lived to be 100 years old, Eleanor would never be able to wipe from her mind the look on Kate’s face when she left her that night. There was an emptiness in her friend’s eyes that Ellie had never seen before. An emptiness that hounded her thoughts even now.

Tragedy is a ravenous beast with a gluttonous, relentless appetite for human misery. And just when you think it’s satisfied with its pound of flesh, it comes back, demanding another helping.

A forlorn Kate miscarried that very night, and Eleanor’s heart broke at the sheer enormity of her friend’s loss. To lose a husband and a child both within a 24-hour period… Grief heaped upon grief. It was unimaginable. Unendurable.

From that point on, Kate was the merest shadow of her former self. She didn’t eat. She didn’t sleep. And most concerning of all: she never spoke again, despite the best efforts of all her friends.

The only exception, the one single time that Kate spoke was one month to the day after her husband’s funeral. Brad and Eleanor were saying their goodbyes after their daily visit when Kate reached for Ellie and hugged her tightly.

Her pale, thin lips scarcely moved when she whispered four haunting words, “So much left undone.”

At the time, it had seemed like a good sign. Perhaps. Maybe it was an indication that Kate might at long last be coming out of it. She was talking again, after all. Ellie went to sleep that night feeling better than she had in weeks, cautiously optimistic that her friend might be getting better.

But the rising of the sun brought a phone call that shattered all that optimism into a million pitiful shards. During the night, the caller told Ellie, her friend Kate had shut herself in the upstairs bathroom, drawn herself a bath, and quietly slit her own wrists.

For Ellie, Kate’s death was the breaking point.

Suddenly, everything about her life seemed utterly pointless. She went to her job every morning, paid the bills, ate supper with her husband in the evening, but there was a cloud of emptiness hanging over it all. She was, she knew, just going through the motions. Like an automaton.

Her mind was filled with thoughts of her lost friends, memories of happier days that she knew were now gone forever. But it wasn’t the memories that caused her the most pain. It was the vast sea of unrealized possibilities. The hopes and dreams that were never to be.

So much left undone.

In light of what had come to pass, those four words took on a special, a deeper meaning. They seemed to hold within them an eternal truth that her lost friend offered up to her from beyond the grave.

That night, she sat Bradley down at the kitchen table for a long-overdue talk. The time had come, she told him, to make a change. She was through waiting. Through biding her time. She wanted a change. She wanted finally to live that life they had always talked about.

It was time for them to leave the city and find that forever home they had talked about. Their farm.

To her eternal relief, he agreed wholeheartedly, and six weeks later, they sold their apartment and packed their belongings into a storage unit. Then, with nothing more than a pair of suitcases in the back seat, they pointed the Mercedes south and left the city behind them.

***

Compared to what she was used to, the house was huge. No one back in the city had this much space. Not unless they were billionaires. And Eleanor fell in love with it the moment she set eyes on it.

Baby blue with flawless white trim, it was built in the Queen Anne style, complete with the obligatory round tower on one corner and a wrap-around porch. Perfectly landscaped and flanked by a pair of red barns behind it, it was the cutest house she had ever seen, nestled back into the trees at the end of a curved, white, gravel driveway. The moment Eleanor saw it, she knew. This was it, she thought. Their farm.

The real estate agent who was waiting for them on the porch was more than happy to tell them the whole history of the house as they made their way from room to room. According to her, it had been constructed six years earlier by a middle-aged businessman named Smith as a grand wedding present for his new bride, a local beauty who was fifteen years his junior.

The man had spared no expense in the house’s construction. As a result, the house was a bit of an outlier compared to others in the area.

“A snowy dove trooping with crows,” the agent winked, “if you know what I mean.”

Without waiting for a reply, the woman turned to unlock the door and led them inside. Switching on the lights, she ushered them into the living room, where she was careful to point out the stained hardwood floors, made of imported mahogany, and the picture-frame wainscoting.

The Mitchells were awestruck by the grandeur of the interior. They took in the high ceilings and built-in bookcases that gave the house an air of class and sophistication. It was obvious a lot of care and love had gone into making the house perfect. The master bedroom was beyond gorgeous.

“As you can see, the house is practically new,” the woman said with a sweep of her arm as they came back into the spacious kitchen. “Most of the furniture and all the appliances come with it.”

“So, why are they selling?” asked Eleanor. She wondered if the woman could hear the excitement in her voice.

“Well, that’s just the thing,” the agent replied with a conspiratorial look. “There is no ‘they’. Not any longer. It’s just him.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. I’m afraid so.”

Whether it was the house the woman had taken a dislike to or her older husband, the agent couldn’t with any certainty say, but the ill-fated marriage had lasted a bit less than a year. One day, the unfortunate man came home to find the house empty, except for a note on the kitchen table next to a wedding ring. It seems his wife had fallen for a younger man and taken all her things and run away with him to California.

Everyone in town knew what had happened, and everyone had their own explanation. On one thing they all agreed, though, and that was that her husband was better off without her. Unsurprisingly, that did little to lessen the jilted man’s anguish. And he now found himself living alone in a country home that was much too large for one man, where everything around him was a painful reminder of his dashed hopes and every face in town was filled with pity.

Few in the area had been surprised to find that he was putting the home on the market.

“Are you sure that number is right?” Bradley asked the real estate agent when she quoted the asking price. “It just doesn’t seem... I don’t know. It’s too low.”

“Oh, I can assure you, Mr. Mitchell,” she nodded, “that’s the number Mr. Smith has set.”

“But that almost can’t be. I mean, I know I’m used to real estate prices in the city, but this seems crazy. It has to be worth more than that!” he protested. “Just look at the workmanship.” He gestured toward the living room’s elaborate crown molding. “I’d think the place would be worth twice that.”

“You’re probably right. And at that price, I seriously doubt that it will be on the market for very long. So, I take it you are interested?”

The couple exchanged a glance, and Ellie could see that Bradley was just as smitten by the house as she was.

“Interested, sure,” he said. “But what’s the catch?”

“There’s no catch.” She stepped closer and lowered her voice, as though there might be someone listening. “Just between you and me, I think Mr. Smith has come to the end of his rope. The man is fed up. He wants nothing more than to get out of here. And rumor has it his young bride left him with a staggering amount of credit card debt. So, he doesn’t want the house languishing on the market for months, if you get my meaning.”

“In other words, he needs the money, and he needs it now.”

“Your words, Mr. Mitchell. Your words. But, yes. That is my understanding precisely. Now,” she jerked her head toward the back of the house, “how about I show you the outbuildings? There are two main barns and two smaller sheds. All are new structures with electricity and running water.”

“How far is the nearest town? Is there a grocery store? Clothing shops?” Ellie inquired.

“We are about 10 miles from Stilton.”

“Like the cheese?”

The woman giggled. “Just like the cheese. It’s a small town, but it has numerous stores. And yes, two of them are grocery stores. Maybe not the selection you’re used to. You can’t get caviar and escargot there, but you can get bread, milk, fresh vegetables. Pretty much everything you really need.

“Then, there’s a much larger city about 45 minutes from here, where you can get more specialized things. But honestly, in this day and age, you can order most of what you want online and have them delivered to your doorstep anyway.”

“That actually reminds me of another question I had. What’s the internet service like out here?”

“Would you believe DSL? It’s fast. Really fast. The owner actually paid the county to lay the line. He needed to be able to work from home at times, so it was a priority for him.”

“Well, that’s certainly good. I honestly didn’t expect that.”

“How big is the property?” interjected Bradley, bringing up a hand to shield his eyes against the midday sun and surveying the surrounding hills.

“The house comes with 160 acres.”

“Oh my God!” Ellie whispered under her breath.

160 acres! When she was a child, her mother had had a friend who lived in the suburbs. Her home sat on a lot that was 2.5 acres, and, to Ellie, it had seemed like an estate! 160 acres was an almost inconceivable amount of land.

“Most of it is meadowland. Pasture. You know, grass and wildflowers. And there’s a wide band of dense timber around the edges with a few isolated, larger trees scattered across the fields in between. No internal fencing. Just the perimeter.”

“What about water?”

“The farm has two wellhouses, one behind the house and one at the far end of the property. And then, there are the ponds.”

“Ponds?”

“Oh yes. Tell me, Mr. Mitchell, do you fish?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“You know, fishing. Angling. Are you an angler?”

“I… uh… well, not really. I mean, dad took us fishing a couple of times. When I was a child. Had a great time! But since college… living in the city…”

“Of course. I understand completely. But if it’s a hobby you think you might be interested in, this would be the ideal place to take it up again,” she waved a hand toward the woods. “There are three farm ponds on the property. About five acres in total. All of them stocked several years ago with bass, bluegill, and catfish. I must say, it is a selling point for some...”

***

“Well, what do you think?” Bradley asked when they were back in the car. He was trying to play it cool, but she could tell from the tone of her husband’s voice that he was just as excited as she was.

“It’s perfect. I love it! Oh my God, Bradley! I LOVE it!” Eleanor gushed. “It’s everything we ever talked about. Absolutely everything!”

“I know. Right? The house, the outbuildings, the land. And what about the price? It’s insane! We’d be idiots not to buy it.”

“Oh, let’s not be idiots, baby,” she smiled at him and batted her eyes. “Please?”

“I’ll call her back right now and tell her we’ll take it.”

“YAY!”


Chapter 2

The sun was just peeking over the top of the tree line, shooting flaming arrows of crimson and lilac across the cloudless indigo of the twilight sky.

Ellie was standing barefoot on the front porch in her favorite terry bathrobe, leaning against a pillar with a steaming cup of coffee cradled carefully between her hands, watching the world come to life.

A slight breeze tickled her long blonde hair, still wet from her early-morning shower, and somewhere far in the distance, she heard a wild turkey gobble a greeting to the rising sun. Smiling to herself, she closed her eyes and let the shrill chorus of the crickets wash over her.

Kate would have loved it here, she thought and felt her chest tighten. Poor Kate!

A week had passed since they started moving into their new home. A busy week, filled with boxes and moving vans and too little sleep. But now, with all the essentials unpacked and in their new place, things were finally starting to calm down.

If Eleanor had thought she loved this place when she first saw it, the feeling had only grown over the past week. The more she got to know the house and the barns, the deeper she fell in love with their new home. It truly was her dream come true. All she and Brad had ever wanted. Their farm. Their Eden.

The creaking of hinges intruded on her thoughts, and she turned to see her husband coming through the door, still rubbing the sleep from his eyes. Like her, he was freshly showered and wearing a bathrobe that matched her own.

“Good morning,” she smiled at him.

“Morning. Did you sleep well?”

“I did, actually. I think I’m getting used to the lack of traffic noise. It’s all so quiet, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. Nothing but crickets at night. Still feels kinda strange, but I think I’m going to like it.”

“It is beautiful here.”

Brad came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her slender waist. She couldn’t help but notice his manhood nestling into the crack of her ass when he hugged her close.

“Yes. It certainly is. Very beautiful!”

He bent his warm lips to the nape of her neck, and Eleanor felt the goosebumps spring up in droves. It had been a long time. Too long.

“Brad!” she giggled. “I was talking about the scenery!”

“I wasn’t.”

His lips found her ear and she gasped. He knew that was her Achilles heel and, as usual, he wasn’t above taking advantage of it.

Ellie placed her half-full coffee cup on the railing as she turned in his arms and kissed his lips. His dick pressed insistently against her belly, getting hard. For her.

“Should we take this to the bedroom?” she whispered, running her fingertips over his growing bulge.

“No. I’ve got a better idea.” Brad’s strong hands found the knot of her belt and began to untie it. “Let’s stay out here.”

“We can’t do that, honey! Someone will see us!” she hissed, grabbing his hands and casting a furtive glance at the woods.

“Look around, baby. We’re not in the city anymore. There’s no one for miles. It’s just us. Come on, Ellie. Relax and go with it. It’ll be fun!”

No way was she going to have sex out here on the porch! That just wasn’t something people did. It wasn’t right. It…

Before she could give voice to her protests, Brad opened her robe and sank to his knees before her. Ellie gasped at the feeling of his hot breath on her crotch, and she tilted her hips without thinking, letting him in. The moment his hot tongue sliced into her growing wetness, all thought of protest died.

“Mmm. Oh God!”

Maybe he was right. There was nobody around. Maybe she should just relax and enjoy herself.

For the first time in her life, there were no neighbors, no other people at all. They were alone. Why the hell not?! Biting back a naughty smile, Ellie took a final look around, then let the robe slip from her shoulders. The exhilaration of the cool breeze on her naked skin caused her breath to catch in her throat.

With a contented sigh, she leaned back and lifted her right foot up on the railing, opening herself to her husband. Her fingers found the back of his head, and she wound them in his thick, black hair as she pulled his handsome face deeper into her crotch.

The stress of the past few weeks had left her with little time and energy for sex. Now, as Bradley went to work on her neglected pussy with his tongue, she realized just how much she had missed it.

She felt his index finger penetrate her at the precise instant he flicked the tip of his tongue across her hard little clit and moaned her joy into the dawn air, louder than she intended. As if waiting for precisely this cue, the songbirds in the trees behind her joined in the crickets’ serenade, filling the clearing with a riot of sound.

“Oooh! Yes, baby! Just like that!” she sighed.

Brad was good at this. At cunnilingus. Very good. Always had been. Truth be told, he was better at eating pussy than anyone she had ever been with. In fact, although she’d never say as much to him, he was much better with his tongue than he was with his dick.

At just the right moment, another finger found its way inside her and the heat in her belly reached critical mass. She stiffened and exploded, throwing her head back and yelping as she came on her husband’s talented tongue.

Bradley was too turned on to wait for her to recover. In an instant, he was on his feet and spinning her around to face the woods, causing her robe to slip from the railing and fall into the bushes below.

Bent over the railing and completely naked now, Ellie was keenly aware of her aching nipples in the coolness of the morning air. She had never felt more completely exposed in all her life, and the thought sent a jolt of electricity racing through her. She whimpered in excitement when Bradley’s hands found her hips and then squealed with joy when his steely erection pierced her still-throbbing pussy. His breath tickled the back of her neck when he growled like a hungry bear and began to fuck her with rapid, staccato strokes.

A pair of ducks flew over the house, two dark shapes against the dawn sky, and added the sound of their whistling wings to the sylvan chorus. Ellie smiled. It was surreal. Like something from a romance novel, being ravaged on the porch like this, making love surrounded by the sights and sounds of nature. It was beautiful, sensual, and oh-so-exciting, but surreal, nonetheless.

“God, you’re sexy,” he murmured, and Ellie nearly swooned when he cupped one of her breasts and squeezed.

She adored her husband’s urgency as he hammered her pussy, so masculine and relentless, so filled with carnal hunger. He fucked her for all he was worth, like she was the most desirable woman in the world, and Eleanor pushed her round little ass back at him in encouragement.

There was something about the sensation of his full testicles slapping against her clit that never failed to send a naughty thrill through her, and this time was no different. Each time those two heavy balls bashed into her, Ellie could feel her climax getting closer.

“Oh shit! Baby, I… I think I’m gonna cum!”

“Nooo!! Not yet, Brad! I’m almost there. Just a little bit longer. Please!”

But it wasn’t to be. The words had scarcely passed her lips before Brad pushed deep and bent over her back, groaning his pleasure into her ear as he ground himself against her butt. A millisecond later, she felt his penis swell and begin to throb, then came the sensual warmth of his semen gushing into her.

“Nnngh!” he gasped. “Aaah fuck, Ellie!! Oh God!”

Bradley’s strong fingers kept their iron grip on her hips until he was finished, then he straightened up, and she felt his softening cock slip from her soaked folds. He staggered backwards, completely spent, and sat down heavily on the bench next to the door.

“Sorry,” he gasped, trying to catch his breath. “Guess it… it had been too long. I… I tried, baby.”

She turned and retrieved her robe from the flowerbed. Tying it securely around her naked body, she took a seat next to him on the bench.

“There’s no need for you to apologize, Brad. It was amazing. Hey, I got mine, too! Remember?”

“Yeah. I guess that’s true. Still, I wish I could have lasted a little longer. You were close, weren’t you?”

“Bah! Don’t worry about it. We both know I married you for your tongue anyway!” she giggled, punching his arm.

Bradley shook his head and chuckled, “Yeah. I know!”

It was a sort of running joke between the two of them, largely because there was some truth to it. Brad’s tongue game really was next level, and Ellie sometimes said that if cunnilingus were an art form, Brad would surely be its Rembrandt.

Still, though she would never say as much to him, she sometimes wished he had more stamina during intercourse.


Chapter 3

The phone in Ellie’s hand rang four times with no answer, and she had just decided to hang up when a voice came on the other end.

“H… hello?”

It was a woman’s voice. A young woman by the sound of it. And she was out of breath. She’d probably been forced to hurry to make it to the phone.

“Er… yes. Hello. My name is Eleanor. Eleanor Mitchell.”

“S… sorry, but I… I’m not interested in… *whew*… in whatever you’re selling.”

“Oh no. I’m not selling anything. I… I think I’m your new neighbor.”

“Y…You think?” the woman’s voice giggled.  “You mean, you don’t know?”

“I… uh… well…” Damn! This wasn’t going like she had imagined. Not at all. “It’s just that… well, the realtor left me a list of telephone numbers. She said that I might…”

The voice on the other end burst into laughter. “Relax, honey! I’m just bullshittin’ you! I’m bettin’ you’re the ones who bought the Smith place, right? The big blue house?”

“Um, yes. That’s right.”

“Well, there you go. You’re right, hon. We’re neighbors! I’m Tiffany. Tiffany Clark.”

“It’s very nice to meet you, Tiffany. I’m…”

“Eleanor. You told me already. And I’m pleased to meet you, too. Judging by your accent, I’m gonna guess you ain’t from around here. Just where are y’all from?”

“No. That’s true. We’re not from around here. My husband Brad and I just moved here from the east coast.”

There was a low whistle on the other end of the line. “That definitely counts as ‘not from around here’!”

“Yes. I guess so. And that’s why I was calling. You see, we don’t know anyone here, and I thought I should get to know the neighbors.”

“Sure. I get it. Good thinkin’. Nice to know who everybody is. Well, our place is about two miles north of yours. We’ve got an old double-wide and eighty acres.”

“Oh. Yes. I see. A double-wide? I’m sorry, but I… I’m afraid I don’t know what that is.”

Tiffany giggled, but it was a friendly giggle. “A double-wide trailer house, honey. They bring it in on semi-trucks. In two halves. And then they just kinda join them together. Slick as a whistle. An instant house.”

“Oh! Well, that sounds lovely.”

Tiffany snorted. “Weeeell, I sure wouldn’t go that far, hon’. When I say ‘old’, I mean it! Sometimes, I think this little house of ours came over on the Mayflower. It’s a far cry from a mansion, but it does keep the rain off our heads.”

“Oh.” Eleanor didn’t know how to reply. The woman on the other end of the line was so… direct. It wasn’t at all what she was used to from the city.

“Anyway… Like I said, it ain’t much to look at, but if you’ve never seen one and you’d like to, you’re more’n welcome to come on by and take a look for yourself. Then, we could meet in person.”

“Oh! Really? Why, I think I’d like that. Is there a time that would be convenient?”

The voice on the other end of the line gave a chuckle. “You sure are a polite thing, ain’t you? It’s nice, though. Most folks aren’t, these days. Polite, I mean. No sirree! Not anymore. Say, what are you doing this afternoon?”

“Oh, today? Well, okay. Um, nothing, actually. This afternoon would work fine.”

“Well, in that case, I’ll tell you what: Give me, say, two hours to finish up this… uh… plumbing project I’m working on right now, and then head on over this way, and I’ll show you around. You don’t drink coffee by any chance, do you?”

“Um, yeah. I do. A little.”

“Not me! I practically guzzle it! Come on by, and we can make a pot of coffee and get to know each other.”

“Oh, that sounds lovely! So, um… should I bring anything?”

“Oh, no! You don’t need to go to any trouble. Just bring yourself. You’ve got the address?”

“Yes. I’ve got it right here.”

“Perfect. Just look for the red gate.”

“All right, then maybe around 2 o’clock?”

Ellie heard muffled voices on the other end, one of them deeper, obviously a man. “Behave yourself!” Tiffany hissed to someone on the other end. Then she said, “Better make it 3. I’ve still got a couple of things I need to wrap up on this end.”

“Okay. Great! I’ll see you then!”

“All right, hon. Bye!”

There was a sharp click as the connection was severed.

***

Ellie peered through the windshield, trying to find the gate. The tall trees on the right had given way to a large clearing, enclosed entirely in woven wire. Inside the wire, she saw dozens of brown and white goats grazing slowly across the mixed sward of the pasture beneath the hot afternoon sun. As if on cue, a pair of long-eared goat kids bounded along the fence beside the car, hopping sideways and kicking up their heels, wiping away in an instant the misgivings that had begun to creep into her mind.

“Aaaw!” she beamed. “So cute!”

Ellie was talking to herself. Brad had stayed behind. Something work-related had come up at the last minute, although Ellie was pretty sure he hadn’t been that disappointed about it. So, she had taken the car and gone alone.

Suddenly, a lopsided sign appeared in the ditch, proclaiming her destination in faded red letters: Clover Vall-E Farmz.

Ever the grammarian, Ellie felt herself cringe at the tacky spelling, but her mood was too good for her to dwell on it. After all, there were baby goats!

A moment later, an ancient red gate came into view, propped open and sagging on its rusted hinges. Next to it was a dented mailbox atop a weathered, leaning post with the address in a row of black numbers. Ellie stopped and checked the number against her phone.

“Yes, I guess this is the place,” she said, still talking to herself.

She turned the car off the road and drove slowly up the gravel driveway. When she came to the house, she switched off the ignition, and for a moment, just sat and stared at the building before her. She could honestly say that she had never seen anything quite like it.

The “double wide” looked nothing like the image she had in her head after her phone call. She had expected it to be old. Tiffany had prepared her for that. But still…

Somehow, Ellie had gotten it into her head that the house would be pretty. Small, most likely, but in a way that tended more toward quaint. Like something you would see in one of those kitschy little calendars, the ones with those dreamy little cottages, painted in those impossibly sweet pastel colors...

This most definitely was not that.

The only thing that she could realistically have characterized as “quaint” or “dreamy” was the short, neatly painted, thoroughly out-of-place picket fence that surrounded the yard. And even that might have been a stretch. But after you’d taken in the fence, the rest of it was rough.

The house itself was utterly squalid. The kind of wreck to give the Titanic a run for its money. Allowing her eyes to roam over its tattered paint and ramshackle lines, Ellie shook her head. Surely this wasn’t the place. Why, the trailer house looked abandoned. Surely...

The squalid fiberboard siding had seen more than a few hailstorms over the course of its life. Chipped and dented to a shocking degree, it bore countless repairs, each inexpertly painted over in so haphazard a fashion as to leave Ellie wondering just what its original color might have been.

Through the grimy glass of the front window, she could make out a set of heavy curtains. They were a deep chocolate color that she had only seen in old family photographs from the seventies. Toward the rear of the house, a loose piece of cardboard fluttering in the wind drew her eyes, and she saw that someone had made a half-hearted attempt at repairing a cracked window. Instead of replacing it with another pane of glass, the occupants had chosen to go with cardboard and a generous application of duct tape.

Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea, she thought. The place made her uncomfortable. Maybe she should just go home.

No! You’ve come this far, she told herself. Don’t be a snob, Ellie. Just go knock on the door.

Ellie reached over into the back to retrieve the bag she’d brought, then opened the car door. The heat hit her in the face like a brick wall. She snatched her purse from the passenger seat and got out. With both her hands full, she bumped the door closed with her hip, then lifted her chin and marched toward the house.

She stepped daintily around a derelict lawnmower and made her way to the gate. Squeezing through, she picked a path across the sparse and scraggy lawn, winding cautiously through an array of cardboard boxes whose content she could only guess at.

Near the back fence, her eyes made out a ratty stack of termite-eaten pallets slumped against a dead tree. Everywhere she looked, there were children’s toys lying in the patchy grass, some new, but most of them broken and sun-bleached.

When she reached the redwood deck, Ellie took a deep breath and began to climb the sagging steps, wincing when they creaked in protest beneath her feet. At the door, she tucked her purse under her arm and was just about to knock when a deep, masculine voice to her left nearly gave her a heart attack.

“They’ll be out in just a sec’,” it said. “I reckon, anyway.”

With a sharp gasp, Ellie jumped and spun to her left, clutching her purse to her chest and searching with wide eyes for the source of the words.

“Sorry, Miss. Honest. Sure didn’t mean to startle you. I expect you’re here to see Tiffany?”

Her eyes came to rest on a skinny man, sitting in an ancient-looking Adirondack chair pushed back in the shadows at the other end of the porch. She hadn’t seen him when she climbed the stairs.

“Name’s Henry,” the man said, rising to his feet and pushing an old cap back on his head. He wore a tattered pair of overalls over a sordid t-shirt that looked like someone might have used it for a grease rag. He had the broad shoulders of a linebacker. “But most folks call me Hank.”

“I… uh… pleased to meet you, Hank. I’m Eleanor. Er… Ellie.”

“And it’s very nice to meet you, Ellie. Tiff said you’d be stopping by. Told me to tell you they’d be out in a jiffy. Just wrapping up, you know?”

He made a little bow, and when he smiled, he revealed a line of uneven teeth, more than one of which was missing altogether. She noticed that his pale eyes traveled down her body and then back up. It was something she was used to. All men did that when she met them for the first time.

Hank wasn’t a handsome man, not in the classical sense, at least. But Ellie couldn’t say that his was an unpleasant face. Once you got past his ratty clothing and the scraggly stubble on his chin and the unruly mass of uncombed hair, he looked, well… friendly.

“Oh. Thank you,” she said. “Then I guess this is the right house.”

“Yep. Welcome to the Clark residence.”

“And you? Are you by any chance Mr. Clark?”

Henry chuckled. “No. No. Not me. I’m just what you might call ‘a friend’ of theirs. I’m actually Jerome’s ride today. Here to pick him up. You see, his car is in the shop. Busted U-joint.”

“Oh, I see. Jerome. Is he a handyman? Or plumber?”

“Plumber?”

“When I talked to Tiffany earlier, she told me that she was having some issues with the plumbing. I thought maybe your friend was helping her with it.”

“Oh. Oh, yes. That’s right. The plumbing.” An odd grin stole across Hank’s face. “Yep. That Jerome certainly is good with his hands. Yeah, I’m sure he’ll have Tiff’s plumbing sorted out in no time.”

“Well, I suppose…”

Before she could finish her sentence, the screen door squeaked open behind her.

“Speak of the devil!” Hank pronounced. “There’s Jerome now,”

When Ellie turned around, she found herself face to face with the biggest, handsomest black man she had ever seen.

“Oh!!” she gasped. Her smile vanished as her mouth fell open in shock, and she took a faltering, involuntary step backwards. “Oh my!”

Now it was her turn to let her eyes wander, and there was plenty to take in. The man was enormous. Jerome had the chiseled face of a Nubian god, with arms like ebony tree trunks. The blue t-shirt he wore clung to his body, highlighting his narrow waist and the thick swell of his massive pecs.

Her eyes traveled further down his body, and Ellie felt herself blush when she got to his crotch. The man’s tight jeans did nothing to hide his masculine bulge, which gave every indication of being just as big as the rest of him. In spite of herself, she felt her pulse quicken.

“Pardon me, miss,” the man smiled.

Eleanor’s eyes snapped back up to meet his, and she felt her blush deepen.

“It’s… uh… Mrs., actually,” she stuttered. “Mrs. Mitchell… er… Ellie!”

She thrust out her hand, thoroughly flustered by this point. Jerome took it and brought it to his lips.

“Very pleased to meet you, Mrs. Ellie Mitchell,” he winked, kissing her hand. His voice was deep and rumbly, utterly and unmistakably masculine.

Ellie’s little heart skipped a beat when she met the big man’s eyes. They were like deep pools of milk chocolate. For a moment, she could almost have forgotten she was married. Then, a female voice brought her back to reality, and she snatched her hand away.

“Damn it, Jerome! Get your big mitts off her,” Tiffany scolded from behind the black giant. “She’s here to see me, not to be pawed by all the local riffraff! Now git! You and Hank! Both of you! And don’t come back!” the voice laughed. “At least, not until next time!”

“Yes, ma’am!” Jerome grinned and with a parting nod to Ellie, followed Hank down the creaking steps and out to their truck.

Eleanor stood, rooted in place, and watched the big man go, her mouth hanging open. His butt, she noted, was just as fine as the rest of him. For the first time, she noticed her erect nipples aching beneath her blouse.

“You gotta watch them two!” Tiffany said behind her. “Though, maybe not quite as close as you are!” She chuckled.

Mortified at having been caught like that, gawking at a man she had just met, a man who was not her husband, a blushing Eleanor spun around to face the woman she had come here to see. When she first caught sight of Tiffany, she was immediately struck by just how pretty she was.

Pale and petite, Tiffany was wearing a pair of cutoff shorts and a tank top that was struggling to contain her apple-sized breasts. She looked like the quintessential male fantasy of the ‘farmer’s daughter’, complete with a pair of plump, sensuous lips and a cute little upturned nose that was dusted with a smattering of light freckles. Her big eyes were emerald green, and her hair was a mass of flaming red tresses that fell in luxuriant curls across her slender shoulders. To say that she was strikingly beautiful would have been an understatement.

“I’m so sorry! I don’t know what…”

The redhead raised her hand. “Please! No need to apologize! Ain’t no harm in lookin’! Old Jerome is certainly easy on the eyes. Hell, truth be told, I’ve been known to check out that butt of his on occasion myself. I think that man could crack walnuts with them buns!”

“But. I mean, it… it’s not like that. I… I… I’m married,” Ellie shook her head. This conversation was beyond inappropriate! Crack walnuts?!! “Happily married!”

“Pshaw! Like I ain’t?! Married ain’t the same as dead, sweetie. And I reckon a girl would have to be dead not to want to get a second look at a fine specimen like Jerome! Mm mm! That boy’s a hunk of prime beef. No doubt about it!”

Eleanor was at a loss for how to reply to that statement. She didn’t think she had ever met anyone as brassy and plainspoken as this beautiful redhead. Nothing in her previous life had prepared her for this. With no idea what to say and a growing sense of panic with the direction of this conversation, she made a clumsy attempt to introduce herself.

“I’m Ellie.” She stuck out her hand. “Your new neighbor.”

“Well, of course, you are, hon’,” Tiffany laughed. She ignored the outstretched hand and took Ellie by the arm. She pulled her in close like a long-lost friend and hugged her tightly. “Who else would you be? And I’m sure you’ve guessed that I’m Tiffany.”

“It’s… n… nice to meet you.”

“You, too. Now come on in! Let’s get to know each other. Kids won’t be home from school for another hour. That’ll give us plenty of time to gossip.”

“I brought cookies,” Ellie said lamely. “Chocolate chip.”

“That’s sweet. You know, Ellie, if I’m being perfectly honest,” she leaned back and gave Ellie an infectious grin, “I already know I’m gonna like you!”

Oddly enough, even though this chaotic young woman made her wildly uncomfortable, Eleanor had exactly the same impression.


Chapter 4

Eleanor’s first visit was followed a few days later by a second and then a third. Despite their different backgrounds, the two women found they had a great deal in common. As predicted, they had quickly become the best of friends, and soon she was spending several afternoons a week there.

It was the first time she had made a real connection with anyone since Kate’s death. And the budding friendship filled a hole she didn’t even know she’d had.

Her husband didn’t seem to mind that his wife was spending so much time with their new neighbor. Quite the contrary. He was happy for her, happy she had made a friend.

She met Tiffany’s kids, two little girls with fiery heads of hair like their mother. Both of them were adorable and both every bit as sassy as Tiff. And they both absolutely loved Eleanor.

Tiffany’s husband, Steve, it turned out, was a truck driver. As a result, he was on the road most of the time, sometimes for days or even weeks at a time, leaving his wife at home alone, caring for the kids and the farm. It was almost a month before Ellie got to meet him as well. When she did, he was something of a surprise.

Ellie would have expected any husband of Tiffany’s to be just as bold and outgoing as she was, but Steve was nothing like his wife. Where she was brassy, loud, opinionated, and beautiful, he came across as soft-spoken and shy, neither overly tall nor overly handsome, with close-cropped, sandy hair and a little chevron moustache that perched beneath his nose like a sleepy caterpillar. But, he was a friendly sort, always smiling and laughing, and Ellie liked him at once.

After thinking it over for a couple of weeks, Eleanor decided that maybe her new friend’s marriage was simply a case of opposites being attracted to one another. Whatever the case, if it worked for them, who was she to question it?

It was a little more than two months after she met Tiffany, that their conversation turned to the former occupants of the Mitchells’ home. As was so often the case, they were sitting at the kitchen table, drinking coffee when the topic came up.

Tiffany had just wrapped up an impressively profanity-laced tirade on the hidden horrors of goat ownership, triggered by Eleanor’s expressing interest in acquiring a little herd of her own. Maybe she’d just picked the wrong time to ask about it, but by the time Tiff had finished enumerating the various pitfalls of being a goatherd, from the impossibility of keeping them in their enclosures to the mind-numbing slog of kidding season, Ellie had decided she might just hold off on her plan.

Maybe chickens would be simpler, she thought. Just a half dozen or so. After Tiffany’s reaction to the idea of her getting goats, she was almost afraid to bring it up. Maybe next time…

To get her friend off the topic of goats, she steered the conversation in another direction entirely. That’s how they came to speak of her house’s previous owners.

“So, you actually knew them, then?” Ellie asked. “The Smiths?” Somehow, she was surprised. No one else she had talked to since the move seemed to know anything about them.

“Oh, sure!” Tiffany nodded. “I knew the wife real well. Susan. That was her name. Gorgeous woman. Really. Out of Chuck’s league, really.”

“Chuck?”

“Charles. Charles Smith,” she explained. “We all just called him Chuck.”

“Oh, I see. I understand he was quite a bit older than she was?”

“Yeah. That’s right. I’d guess it was 15 or 16 years. Quite an age gap. Anyways for a hot little piece of ass like Susie.”

“Tiffany!!!”

“What? She was! Or is. Hell, I don’t know. I ain’t seen her since she took off. But the point is, that girl was all kinds of fine! Big boobs, tight little ass, the works. With the face of an angel and a dirty mind. Oh, she was a sexpot, that one! And Chuck… well. Chuck was Chuck.”

“What does that mean? He wasn’t good looking, I take it?”

“Oh no. It wasn’t that. He was handsome enough. A good husband, really. And rich as Midas. But poor Chuck just wasn’t up to the challenge. In the bedroom, I mean. He wasn’t her speed, if you catch my drift. Man was a square. A stick in the mud. And too stubborn to bend.”

Ellie nodded, “I’d heard that she cheated on him.”

“Yeah, you could say that. She sure cheated! And not just once. And not always with the same guy. That girl liked to fuck! And the way I hear it, she managed to fuck half the county!”

“Oh my God! Tiffany!! You’re so crude! Honestly?” She took a sip of her coffee, trying and failing to suppress the growing sense of curiosity that had her ears buzzing. “So, this Susie, I guess she was a total slut?! Poor Charles.”

“Poor Charles, my ass! And there was more to her than just being a slut, Eleanor!” Tiff snapped. Her coffee cup clattered to the table, spilling its contents across the polished wood. When her green eyes met Ellie’s they flashed with anger. “Damn it!”

“I… I’m sorry.” She was taken aback by her new friend’s sudden outburst. She’d obviously hit a nerve. “Here, let me get a towel.”

“Shit! No. No. Ellie, you sit. I’ve got it.”

Tiffany sprang to her feet and marched across the kitchen to the sink, where she ripped off a square of paper towel. She heaved a deep sigh and gazed out the window for a moment. Her slender shoulders slumped and when she turned around, her eyes had softened.

“Look, I’m the one that should apologize, hon’. I’m sorry I snapped at you. It ain’t your fault. It ain’t you at all. And I suppose you’re right. Susan was a bit of a slut. Ain’t no sense denying it. It’s just that… Well, I liked her. She was actually kind of a sweetheart. And now that she’s gone, I miss her.

“She just had needs that her husband wasn’t man enough to meet. That damned Chuck was a fool!”

Ellie nodded. Better than anyone else, she knew what it meant to miss a friend who was gone.

“I tried to help him,” Tiffany continued. She came back to the table and wiped up the spilled coffee. “Made sure he knew just what kind of passionate woman he was marrying before the wedding. But he loved her, and he swore he’d do anything to please her. And then…” Her voice trailed off.

“And then…” Allie repeated.

“It didn’t have to be that way,” Tiffany said. “Could’ve all been different. Completely different. Hell, they might still be together if Chuck hadn’t let his damned pride get in the way.”

“His pride?”

“Mm hmm. You see, I could tell she wasn’t satisfied. That her old man wasn’t giving her the loving she needed. Could see this thing coming from a mile away. Hell, she and I sat here in this very kitchen and talked about it. Chuck wasn’t getting it done. Only wanted sex once every two weeks or so, and then he wasn’t all that great at it. Not very big, not hard enough, and done too quick, if you get me.”

“Oh my! Yes, I guess I understand,” Eleanor mumbled, blushing. Unfortunately, she knew exactly what that was like.

“So, that girl, she had an appetite. She needed more, and she needed it bad! And she was gonna cheat. Sure as shootin’! It was just a matter of time. Unless Chuck woke the fuck up and did something to head it off.”

“Well, but what could he do? I mean, if he wasn’t… you know… very good in bed. From the way you describe it… what were his options?”

Tiffany snorted. She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it once more, studying her new friend with a wary eye. Eleanor got the distinct impression she was trying to make up her mind whether or not she should say something. It certainly seemed like she was stalling for time when she got up and retrieved the coffeepot, then topped them both off before continuing.

“Sweetie, are you sure you want to talk about this? I mean, this is probably all a little bit outside of your comfort zone. This story ain’t exactly PG13. You know? And I don’t want to make you uncomfortable or nothing.”

Truth be told, the conversation was making her a little bit uncomfortable. On several different levels. It was not the sort of thing Eleanor would ordinarily have discussed with anyone. But somehow, it was different with Tiffany. Besides, her curiosity was piqued now. Maybe she was becoming a gossip, but she really wanted to hear about the Smiths and their marital issues.

“Tiff, is this your way of saying I’m a prude?” Ellie chuckled.

“You said it, missy, not me. But I know this is all a bit different for you, and I can sure understand if this ain’t the kinda thing you want to talk about.”

“I’ll be fine. And I’m not a prude.”

“Mm hm. If you say so,” Tiffany giggled. She took a deep breath and shrugged her shoulders. “Suit yourself. Just don’t say I didn’t warn you. So, where were we?”

“Mr. Smith’s options.”

“Right. So poor Chuck can’t seem to satisfy his wife. And things are coming to a head. So, I took him aside and…”

“Oh my God, Tiff! You did not!”

“Sure I did! Man needed help! And his poor wife needed… well she wound up needing all sorts of freaky things. But the point is, I was trying to help them out. Like one of them marriage counselors.”

“Oh my God!”

“Anyway! I told Chuck straight up, I said, ‘You need to find her a man who can do what you can’t. And…”

Eleanor nearly choked. “TIFFANY!!! Holy shit!! You didn’t tell that poor man to find another man to fuck his wife for him!”

“Wow! Potty mouth much? So, I guess prudes do know how to cuss! Shame on you, Eleanor!”

Ellie stuck out her tongue.

“Nice! But, yeah, I’m pretty sure I did tell him that! Might’ve even used those words, come to think of it.”

“Tiff, that… that’s crazy! I just… I can’t even!”

“Thought you weren’t no prude! And besides, it’s not that crazy. Hell, it happens all the time. Every day. In fact, it’s exactly what happened in the Smiths’ marriage. It’s just that he didn’t know about it while it was happening.”

Ellie had opened her mouth to protest, but she closed it without another word. Could she really argue with that? Tiffany sort of had a point. Mrs. Smith had, after all, taken a lover in the end. And that had destroyed their marriage.

“I know what you’re thinking. ‘It’s immoral. It’s wrong. It just ain’t what normal folks do.’” The redhead delivered these words with her eyes closed and the back of her hand held to her brow in a melodramatic show of indignation that made Eleanor giggle.

Tiffany joined her laughter. “Yeah, I know. And you’re probably right. But I still say my plan could’ve saved their marriage.”

“Saved their marriage? How was boinking some other guy going to save their marriage?”

Tiffany laughed. “‘Boinking?’ Is that what they’re calling it in the big city?”

“You know what I mean! If Susie had sex with another man, she would be breaking her wedding vows. How is that supposed to make things better?”

“All right, bear with me. Say you had a broken door on your house.”

“Okaaaay…”

“Right. Well, the door is busted. Won’t work right. Not usable. Letting in the wind and the rain.”

“That would suck.”

“Yes, it would. But what do you do? You gonna try and fix it yourself, or you gonna call a carpenter?”

“Call a carpenter. I’m not a handyman.”

“No, you’re not. And if your car broke down and wouldn’t run?”

“I’d take it to a mechanic.”

“Damn right you would. And just why is that?”

“Because he can fix it.”

“And you can’t?”

“Not really. It’s his area of expertise. He knows more about it.”

“So, you’re saying it’s best to call in an expert. To outsource something you can’t handle yourself.”

Eleanor smiled and nodded, “I see where you’re going with this, Tiff, but sex is not the same as a broken-down car.”

“Agreed. It ain’t the same at all. No sirree! Ain’t no job for a mechanic. It requires a different set of skills entirely. But if your man ain’t got them skills, like Chuck, mightn’t it just be better to outsource that task, too?”

“Hmm, I don’t know.”

“Okay, okay. Let’s look at this thing another way. Different scenario. What if your house catches fire?”

“Well, that wouldn’t be good!”

“No. Not good at all. But you gotta do something. Don’t you?”

“Well, sure!”

“Right! And there ain’t no way in hell you’re just gonna go fetch a garden hose. Am I right? You’re gonna get your ass on the phone as quick as you can and call the fucking fire department. Because otherwise, you know that nice house of yours is toast. It’s gonna burn to the ground if you go trying to play fireman.

“Real firemen have the right equipment. They’ve got the skills, the knowhow, and the experience. They know what they’re doing, and they will get the job done proper.

“Now, I understand. You don’t want to call them. Then again, you probably didn’t want your damn house to catch fire. But it did, and you had to deal with it. So, you called in the pros. And they saved your house for you. It won’t be the same as before. You’ll have to air that thing out a little, maybe slap on a fresh coat of paint and buy a new recliner, but you still got yourself a house. Don’t you?”

Eleanor pursed her lips and turned her half-empty coffee cup around and around in her hands, mulling the analogy. “Yeah,” she murmured grudgingly. “I guess I can see your point.”

“Well, the Smiths’ situation wasn’t that different. That girl had a fire that needed to be put out, and Chuck decided to grab his limp little garden hose instead of calling in a proper fireman, like I suggested!”

Ellie burst into laughter, hiding her face in her hands.

“Oh, my God, Tiff! You’re so terrible!”

“I know. I know. But that’s the simple truth of it.”

“But isn’t it understandable? Normal? I mean, no man is going to go for that. Honestly! What husband would want to let his wife sleep with another man?”

There was the briefest of pauses before Tiffany answered, and Ellie noticed that the redhead avoided her eyes when she spoke again. Something about what she had said had struck a nerve, but she had no idea what.

“It’s not that rare,” she said simply. Then she took a long sip of her coffee, turning her head to stare out the window.

Sensing her friend’s discomfort, Ellie pivoted back to Chuck and Susie.

“So, how did Chuck react?” she asked. “Or… actually, first off, what exactly did you suggest?”

Tiff shrugged. “I just told him I knew a guy who’d be willing to take care of Susie’s needs for him. Someone who was good in bed and…”

“And…?”

A sly grin stole across her friend’s face. “Well, somebody who was packing a little more than her old man.”

“Packing? I don’t… oh. OH! You mean somebody with a…”

“With a big ole dick!” Tiffany finished her sentence. “That’s right. That girl was in dire need of a good stretch, and I knew just the man to give it to her. And that’s what I told Charles, too.”

“Oh my! But… um… how did you know that about him? I mean, that his… thingy was… big?”

“Never mind that. Point is, I knew the perfect candidate. But Chuck was too straightlaced for that. Wouldn’t even consider it or talk to her about it.”

“Well, you have to admit, it’s kind of an eccentric idea. It was probably too weird for him to even consider. And then all the things that could go wrong. I’m sure he was afraid to just hand his wife over to another man. I mean, she might fall in love with him. That could happen, you know. Who knows? Maybe she would have left him for this other guy.”

“Nothing is certain in life. That’s for sure. But Susie left him anyway. Don’t ever forget that.”

“No, I suppose that’s true.”

“It is. And actually, that was the beauty of what I was proposing. This guy, the one with the big dick,” Tiffany winked, “he was no threat to their marriage. Had no interest in swiping anybody’s wife. In fact, this wouldn’t have been the first time he had played the pinch hitter for a dude that couldn’t give his wife the fucking she deserved. He…”

“Wait! Wait! Back up, Tiff! Are you telling me that this guy you knew, the ‘one with the big dick’ as you so eloquently put it, he did this sort of thing regularly? He actually slept with married women and their husbands knew about it? That’s… that’s so crazy! I can’t even!”

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you. Wouldn’t have been his first rodeo with a married couple. Guy was a professional.”

“A professional?! Are you saying that he took money for it?!”

“No! No! Of course not! That ain’t what I’m saying. Not at all! Relax, hon’. He isn’t… er, I mean wasn’t some kinda male prostitute or nothing. But he knew the score. Knew how to stay in his lane and play his part. Not get emotionally involved. The Smiths’ marriage didn’t have but one problem, and this stud could’ve been the perfect solution.”

Ellie had just opened her mouth to ask a follow-up question when the front door flew open, and Tiffany’s daughters came boiling into the house.

“Mommy!” the younger of the two girls proclaimed. “We’re home!!”

“We’re in the kitchen!” Tiffany yelled back, then lowered her voice again. “Damn, guess I didn’t realize it was getting this late. I never even heard the school bus.”

“Yeah, neither did I. I guess I’d better be going.”

“Why don’t you come back tomorrow. We can finish our little… discussion,” Tiffany whispered with a wink.

“Okay. I’d like that.”


Chapter 5

“Can you imagine?”

Ellie was lying in bed with her husband, naked beneath the covers. After spending half the day talking about the Smiths’ sex life with Tiffany, Ellie had needed some relief. So, she’d dragged her husband upstairs to the bedroom and straight into bed.

As usual, Bradley had finished before her. All the pent-up sexual frustration was still there, burning a hole in her belly. She’d have to go into the bathroom and take care of it herself later.

She hoped her husband hadn’t noticed her disappointment with his performance. She didn’t want to hurt his feelings. It wasn’t really his fault, after all.

Now, they were snuggling, and she was telling him about her discussion with their neighbor.

“Honestly, Brad! Can you even imagine something like that?”

“No. Not really,” he answered.

“And she acted like it was the most normal thing in the world. Like she was surprised that this guy hadn’t jumped at the chance to have another man bed his wife.”

“Mm hmm. Yeah, that sounds pretty wild.” He was distracted. Sleepy, like he always was after sex. He was scarcely paying attention to what she was telling him.

“Brad! You haven’t heard a word I’ve said!”

“Huh? What did you say?”

He forced himself to sit up, blinking against the sleepiness that tugged at his eyelids.

“What, baby?”

“Rrrrgh! Never mind. Just go to sleep!”

She tossed her pillow at her husband and rose from the bed, stepping into her panties and bending to retrieve her satin chemise from the floor. She slipped it over her head on her way out the door.

“Baby! I’m sorry! I just… I…”

She didn’t hear the rest of his sentence, closing the bedroom door loudly behind her.

She wasn’t that mad at him. Not really. He was always this way after they made love. Could barely keep his eyes open. Still, she wasn’t exactly thrilled.

It was different for her, after sex. Like a lot of women, she wanted to cuddle. And to talk. Especially tonight. Oh God! There was so much she wanted to talk about! And now, all Bradley wanted was to sleep. Being left alone with her own thoughts was aggravating.

Ellie made her way downstairs to the kitchen and made herself a bowl of ice cream. She started to sit down in the kitchen, then thought better of it. What good was it to live out in the country with a beautiful porch, if you weren’t going to make use of it?! With her bowl in hand, she headed for the front door.

The night air was cool. Not chilly, but a welcome respite from the heat of the day. As usual, the crickets were in full swing, filling the yard with their shrill serenade. Ellie plopped down in her chair and took a big bite of the ice cream.

Almost immediately, her thoughts turned to her earlier conversation with Tiffany, and she found herself shaking her head in amazement. Did people really do things like that? Tiff certainly seemed to think they did!

She tried to imagine such a thing. What would it be like? Taking a lover with your husband’s knowledge? With his blessing even! A man who really knew his way around a woman’s body, whose sole purpose was to provide pleasure. It was enough to make your head spin. Before Ellie realized it, her hand had strayed between her thighs, where her fingers played gently across the smooth panties that covered her sensitive mound.

Her conversation with Tiffany had done more than just make her horny. It had also left her with a nagging sense that things could be better in her own bedroom. Bradley never seemed to last long enough for her to reach orgasm. And even after all these years, the situation wasn’t getting any better.

Brad wasn’t her first lover, though to be fair, she hadn’t known many men. There had been exactly two lovers before him, and thinking back, she realized for the first time that they had both been better lovers than he.

Her first, at the age of 18, had also been a virgin at the time. So, their youthful fumblings had been awkward at best. Still, it had been fun, and that boy (and that was how she always thought of him) had been an energetic and thoughtful lover, eager to please her, even if he had been unsure just how to go about it.

A couple of years later, there had been another, more mature lover. Dan. The bad boy. With his slicked-back hair and goatee. And his motorcycle. Eleanor smiled to think of just how cliché it had all been.

If she were honest, it had been more of a fling than a relationship, but it had been fun. Sex with Dan had been better yet. The best she had ever had. He had been rough and dirty and constantly horny. The problem was… sex was the only thing in their brief time together that had worked. So, she had reluctantly ended it after three months.

She took another bite of ice cream and let her fingers play along her inner thighs and up over the crotch of her panties. Fuck, she was horny! Between Tiffany’s story and now thinking back on her past lovers, she needed some relief. Brad’s earlier efforts had done little more than fan the flames of her desire.

Brad. Her wonderful husband. When he came into the picture, he was everything she had ever wanted in a man. Smart, funny, charming. And he wasn’t hard on the eyes. And if sex with him hadn’t been spectacular, it had at least been pleasant.

She finished off the last of the ice cream and placed the empty bowl on the little round table next to her. Licking her lips, she leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes, thinking back to her first time with Bradley.

It had been over almost before it had begun. At the time, it hadn’t seemed like a problem. In fact, she remembered feeling flattered by the fact that this handsome young man had cum so soon. In her eyes, it showed just how much she turned him on. How much he desired her. But now, they’d been married for years, and Brad was still cumming too soon. Like tonight.

She ran an index finger slowly over the bump of her clitoris, drawing in a slow, sensuous breath as the sparks spread through her lower body. Ellie could feel the heat of her arousal through the thin fabric, and she caressed herself and let her mind drift back to her titillating discussion with her redheaded neighbor.

Once she got past the scandalous nature of the idea itself, Ellie found herself wondering about the mysterious man that Tiffany had suggested to the Smiths, the man who might have become the wife’s lover. The man who apparently specialized in fucking other men’s wives.

What would such a man look like? Was he tall and dark and dreadfully handsome? In her mind, he certainly was.

Giving in to her need, she pulled the crotch of her panties to the side and ran a finger through her wet folds. Fuck it, as Tiff would say. It was time to finish what her husband had started earlier.

Tiffany had said that the man was big.

A sudden image of a long, thick cock sprang into her mind, throbbing and erect, crisscrossed with veins. Eleanor moaned softly under her breath. She pushed a finger into her sopping wetness, spreading her legs wide.

She’d never been with a man with a truly big dick. All three of the men with whom she had had sex had been comfortably within the realm of what she understood to be average. In fact, now that she thought about it, Bradley was actually the smallest of the three. But the others had been no giants either.

Did it make that much of a difference, she wondered. Probably not. Or maybe, yes? It was certainly mentioned a lot. Heck, Tiffany had seen fit to provide that little detail in her story earlier. So, maybe it was different, being with a well-endowed man.

Ellie added a second finger, stroking in and out of her slick pussy. The warmth in her belly spread, and she found herself lifting her butt up off the cool chair, getting more excited by the minute.

She tried to force herself to imagine her husband while she brought herself off, but it was no use. Her thoughts kept returning to Tiff’s mystery man. The image in her head was muscular and square jawed, and his penis was twice the size of any that she had actually seen in real life.

Ellie bit her lip and brought her other hand to her crotch. She was almost there. She plunged her fingers into her greedy pussy as deep as they would go, strumming her clit with growing frenzy as her passion reached its breaking point.

Just as she was about to climax, she had a sudden moment of clarity. How did Tiffany know the man was big? She couldn’t know such a thing, could she? Not unless… unless she had seen it for herself! Which meant that there was a very good chance that Tiffany had been the mystery man’s lover herself!!

With that thought bouncing around inside her head, Ellie’s orgasm overwhelmed her, leaving her sated and trembling in the cool night air.


Chapter 6

Work sometimes gets in the way of doing what we really want to do. It was three days before Eleanor had a chance to visit Tiffany again. They seemed like the longest three days of her life.

During that time, anytime her mind wasn’t occupied with work, her thoughts automatically returned to Tiffany and the mystery lover, who Ellie was now convinced had bedded her friend.

She was dying to ask her about it, to ask if she really had slept with the man, but did she dare? Would Tiff be offended? Knowing her, she would probably tell her all about it and then offer to show her pictures!

And then, there was the question of timing. When had this occurred, assuming it had occurred? Was it before Tiffany had been together with Steve? It had to have been. Unless…

Oh my God! That was a new thought! Had Tiffany cheated on her husband? Or, even wilder, had this man played the ‘pinch hitter’ in their marriage?

It was an outrageous idea. But was it impossible? No. It wasn’t.

Eleanor could hardly wait to talk to Tiffany again!
She talked with Bradley about it over supper one night. And then again the next day. When he wasn’t overcome with post-coital exhaustion, he was as scandalized and fascinated by the subject as she.
“So, what do you think?”
“I don’t know, but I think you should just ask her.”
“Really?”
Brad shrugged, “I’m a guy, so take my advice with a grain of salt, but it if were one of my friends, I’d just ask.”
“Hmm. Maybe. Maybe I should.”


It wasn’t like Ellie to show up unannounced. She was usually good about calling when she was coming over, but this time, her eagerness got the better of her. She was dying to hear more about the Smith’s and her friend’s obscene plan to have Susie take a lover. And, if she were being honest, she wanted to hear the salacious details of how it had all gone so horribly wrong for them.

And regarding the other matter on her mind, she had made up her mind to take Brad’s advice. If the moment seemed right, she was going to ask Tiffany if she, too, had been with this mystery man.

It was just after 10 in the morning when she pulled up to Tiff’s trailer house. There was an old red pickup parked in the drive. It was one she’d never seen before, with a stepside bed and a dented tailgate. She knew it didn’t belong to Steve. And besides, he was clear across the country at the moment, delivering a load of lumber to some warehouse on the west coast. He wouldn’t be home until Friday evening, at the earliest.

Eleanor pulled in next to the pickup and put her car in park. She killed the engine and immediately had second thoughts. Maybe she should have called ahead, she thought. Tiffany obviously had company. Maybe she was busy. Just as she was considering texting to ask if it was a convenient time for a visit, the front door opened.

She was surprised to see Jerome step out onto the porch.

Was Tiffany still having problems with the plumbing? She hadn’t said anything about it. Maybe it was some new issue that she needed Jerome’s help with. Or maybe the earlier repair hadn’t been successful. She knew that water leaks were sometimes…

What happened next made her completely forget her train of thought. As she watched, Tiffany appeared in the doorway, dressed in a pair of skintight jeans and a midriff t-shirt, and slid into the big man’s muscular arms, kissing him squarely on the lips!

“Oh my God!” Ellie gasped to herself. The couple on the porch hadn’t noticed her. Thank God!

Ellie watched in disbelief as her friend made out with Jerome. She nearly fainted when the black man cupped Tiff’s tight little ass in his enormous, black hands and gave it a possessive squeeze.

She needed to get the hell out of there. Now! But there was no way. The moment she cranked the engine, they would turn and see her. And if she stayed put, her car was parked about ten feet from Jerome’s. Shit! She was trapped.

Sure enough, two seconds later, Tiffany caught sight of her. Her initial look of surprise quickly gave way to a friendly smile, and she stepped away from Jerome, giving Eleanor a little wave. Jerome turned to look and waved as well. Ellie waved back, feeling like a complete fool.

She wished she could disappear. This was, without any doubt, the most uncomfortable situation she had ever been in.

Now that she’d been caught, Tiffany apparently felt no obligation to pretend any longer. She looped her arm through Jerome’s and walked him to his car, kissing him again as he got inside and started the engine. As he drove away, she made her way over to Eleanor’s car and tapped on the glass.

Ellie rolled down the window. She couldn’t look Tiffany in the eye.

“Listen, Tiff,” she muttered. “I… I think I’m just going to go. I’m sorry for coming by unannounced like this. I…”

“Nonsense, hon’. You just hop on out. Looks like you and me got a lot to talk about.” The pretty redhead gave her a sly smirk. “A whole lot.”

“Oh God,” Ellie smiled sheepishly. “Are you sure about this? I’m so… Maybe I should just go.”

“Hell’s bells, Eleanor! Don’t run off! I damned near told you last time. Now that the cat’s out of the bag, so to speak, you might as well hear it all!”

Ellie wanted to be anywhere else. She had never been more embarrassed in her life. But she had also never been more curious. With a reluctant sigh, she got out of the car.

“I was just on my way to the barn. Need to feed the goats and gather the eggs. It won’t take but a second. Why don’t you come along. We’ll talk while I do the chores.”

“Okay.”

“So,” Tiffany said as she opened the barn door and ushered Ellie inside, “I’ll bet you’ve got some questions.” She turned her back and picked up a feed bucket, placing it next to an opened sack of sweet feed. “Go ahead and ask ‘em.”

“Uh yeah, I’ve got questions! God, Tiff! How long have you been cheating on Steve?”

The redhead gave a snort and shook her head. She didn’t bother to reply, focusing all her attention on the task at hand. Ellie watched her pour three big scoops of feed into the bucket, then return the aluminum scoop to the bag.

“Honestly, Tiff! What if he finds out? Have you ever thought of that? Your marriage would be over!”

Picking up the bucket, Tiffany turned to meet her eyes, then burst into laughter.

“Oh, sweetie!” she chuckled. “You’re getting way ahead of yourself!”

“What?! Why are you laughing? There’s nothing funny about this, Tiffany! Steve is a nice guy! How could you do this to him? And what about the girls? I just…”

Still laughing, Tiffany put the bucket down on the concrete and held up a hand.

“Slow down! Don’t get upset, Ellie. Just let me…”

“Don’t get upset? Don’t get upset?! What the fuck, Tiff?! Don’t you know how serious this is?!”

“ELEANOR!!” she said sternly.

Ellie froze, her eyes wide and unblinking. She could hear her pulse pounding in her ears.

“I’m not cheating on Steve.”

“Huh? But… I mean, I just saw you… and Jerome. It’s…”

“I’m not cheating,” Tiffany repeated, “because my husband knows all about it.”

Eleanor stood with her mouth open, staring back at her friend. She couldn’t have spoken if she had wanted to.

“Yeah,” Tiff smirked, picking up her bucket and leaving Ellie standing by herself in the barn.

When she caught up with her, Tiffany was already in the goat enclosure, walking around and pouring grain into a series of little rubber tubs that were scattered in the short grass. The hungry goats swarmed her, butting and fighting each other in their greed for that first morsel of feed.

Tiffany, used to their chaotic ways, moved quickly from tub to tub, kneeing the more troublesome of the goats gently out of her way as she worked. Ellie waited until she was finished before she spoke again.

“Steve knows?” she asked.

“Steve knows.”

“And he’s okay with it?”

Tiffany set the bucket back inside the barn and started for the chicken house with her egg basket swinging from her arm.

“Yeah. He’s okay with it. Would you believe me if I told you it was his idea?” she asked.

“What…?”

Ellie’s head was spinning. His idea?! His idea for his wife to take a lover?! It was all too much. She felt like she couldn’t wrap her head around so many new revelations, like it might overwhelm her brain.

“Mm hmm!” Tiff nodded. “It’s the God’s honest truth. It was all Steve’s idea for me to find someone to, ahem, take care of me.”

“Wait! Wait! Just wait! Are you telling me that Steve wanted you to have a lover?”

They’d reached the chicken house, and Tiffany handed the egg basket to Eleanor. She wrestled with the rusty doorlatch for a moment, then pulled the wooden door wide. A startled hen shot past them with a loud squawk, making a beeline for the safety of the brushy fencerow.

“Sweetie, things weren’t easy for us when we first got married. Not at all. In fact, I wasn’t sure we were gonna stay together for a bit there.”

“Oh! Really? I had no idea.”

Tiffany stooped and retrieved a plump, brown egg from the nearest nestbox.

“We certainly had our rough patch. Hell, you’ve seen how it is with Steve. He’s gone a lot. A whole lot. And back then, I guess I didn’t realize just how lonely I’d be with him on the road all the time. I was out here on the farm all alone, a young, newly married woman with no man around. It’s like I said about Susie, a woman has needs.”

Eleanor held the basket out to receive the eggs.

“Lucky for me, Steve saw it. He knew I needed more attention. Aw hell! Who am I kidding? What I needed was a nice hard dick!”

“Tiffany! Good lord! The things you say sometimes!” Eleanor giggled. “I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone with such a dirty mouth!”

“I ain’t trying to offend your prude little ears!” Tiff stuck her tongue out playfully. “But that’s how it was. How it still is, if I’m being honest. Steve’s a good husband. He gives me all the love a woman could ever want. But when he’s on the road, it’s Jerome that fills in for him. And he does one hell of a job!”

“I can’t believe your husband’s okay with that! With another man…” Her sentence trailed off.

The redhead nodded, moving on to the next box. There were two eggs waiting there. She palmed them and held them out to Ellie.

“I know. Believe you me, I know. It took me quite some time to get used to the idea as well.”

“I can imagine! Er, maybe I can’t. I don’t know. How did it…? I mean… Oh! I don’t even know what I mean! This is all so… so…”

“Crazy?”

She nodded. “Crazy. Yeah.”

“Tell you what, hon’. Let’s you and me finish up here and head back to the house. I’ll start this story at the beginning and tell you everything. Maybe then it will make sense.”

“Okay.”

Ellie watched as the other woman quickly gathered the rest of the eggs and deposited them in the basket she was holding. Then Tiff shooed her outside and relocked the henhouse behind her.

“Well, in the beginning, we was just like every other newlywed couple. Eyes only for each other. Til death do us part. Forsaking all others.”



“Are you freakin’ kidding me? Your husband Steve was actually the one who introduced you to Jerome?!”

“Yeah. Ain’t that a kicker? Brought him by the house one day to see if he and I would hit it off. That was a couple of months after he first floated his crazy idea of me having a ‘friend with benefits’.”

Ellie stared at her friend, wide-eyed, shaking her head in disbelief, while Tiffany refilled their coffee cups. Over the course of her friend’s narrative, her indignant shock had slowly given way to fascination.

“So then, tell me. What did you think when he first suggested finding a lover for you?” she asked.

“Hell, I thought what most women would think, I reckon. That my hound dog of a husband was looking to create an excuse for him to start rounding up all the stray pussy he could find. I figured it was one of them ‘what’s good for the goose is good for the gander’ sort of situations. That he was just looking for some extra ass on the side and wanting me to be okay with it. That’s where I thought this thing was headed.”

“Oh, gosh! I guess I hadn’t thought of that! Wow! I see your point. I suppose that would be a clever way for a man to trick his wife into swinging or having an open relationship or whatever you want to call it. Of forcing her to accept him doing it with another woman.”

Tiffany nodded, “Mm hmm. That was definitely the first thing I suspected, but I had it all wrong. That wasn’t nothing like Steve’s plan. He knew I was lonely. Knew I needed seeing to. And sweetheart that he is, he wanted to find somebody for me.”

“So, he was just thinking of you and your needs, I guess,” Ellie said. She mulled it over for a moment. “I guess that is kinda sweet. In a weird, perverted sort of way. But yeah, kinda sweet!”

“Well, I think so, but I gotta be honest with you, hon’. I’m pretty sure Steve gets just as much out of this situation as I do. Maybe more.”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you know what a ‘cuckold’ is?”

“Well, I know it’s a man whose wife is unfaithful. I guess that would make Steve a cuckold.”

“It would. But in his case, it’s more’n just a matter of his wife having a side piece. It’s his kink, you see. The thing that really gets him going. Hon’, Steve gets off on me fucking somebody else.”

“Oh my gosh! Really? You mean it specifically turns him on? The fact that you have a lover?”

“You have no idea how much!” the redhead giggled.

“Oh really?!”

“Let’s just say Steve don’t have no use for them little blue pills they’re always advertising. When he knows I’ve been with Jerome… he’s all oak!”

“Really?!” Eleanor shook her head in amazement. “So, then, does that mean that he asks you about it? Does he like to hear about what you do with Jerome?”

The kitchen suddenly seemed very warm, and Eleanor noticed that she was fidgeting in her seat. This conversation was turning her on more than she would have expected. More than she was comfortable admitting.

“Oh yeah! He does. He wants to know every dirty little detail. In fact, he…” Tiffany caught herself and Ellie watched her pretty green eyes drop to the steaming cup of coffee in her hands. “Oh, I probably shouldn’t tell you that,” she said. “Might upset your delicate world view.”

“Oh no you don’t! Spill it, Tiff. After everything you’ve told me today, you’re not going to hold out on me now. Tell me!”

“I don’t know.”

“Tiff…”

“All right. Fine! Just remember that you asked for it!”

“Okay! Deal! What, then?”

She held her breath as Tiffany’s eyes came up to meet hers again. There was a moment’s hesitation, as if the redhead were trying to decide whether she really should continue. Then, her lips curled into a naughty grin and, leaning over the table, she whispered, “Steve likes to watch.”

Ellie’s mouth flew open in surprise, and her eyebrows shot up. She gripped the tabletop with both hands. “What?! You mean watch you? With Jerome?! Are you telling me that Steve’s a voyeur?”

“I reckon that’s one way of putting it,” Tiffany nodded. “Sometimes, I think he’d rather watch me get fucked than do it hisself!”

“Oh, holy fuck!”

“Damn, you got a dirty mouth for a prude!” Tiffany squealed. “Little Miss Goody Two Shoes!”

A giggling Eleanor gave her the finger, eliciting a shrill peal of laughter. “I can’t believe this conversation!”

“Hey, don’t blame me! You’re the one that asked!”

“True. True. But still!” Eleanor took a long sip of her coffee, trying to process everything Tiffany had just told her. “So, let me get this straight.” She placed the cup on the table in front of her. “Your husband introduced you to your lover...”

“Mm hmm.”

“…and he likes to watch the two of you when you…”

“…when we fuck,” Tiffany completed. “Yep. That’s right.

Ellie closed her eyes, shaking her head from side to side as if trying to dislodge the image from her brain. This was so far beyond anything she had expected to hear. Beyond anything she had ever imagined.

“Oh God, Tiffany. That’s… oh, that’s actually really hot! Seriously?”

“Seriously. Want to hear another shocker?”

“Oh God! I don’t know how much more I can take.” She eyed her friend, chewing on her lip with mounting excitement, suddenly aware of the smoldering dampness between her thighs. “Okay. Tell me!”

“I like being watched.” Tiffany glanced down at the table. “It does something for me, to feel my husband’s eyes on me while I’m being taken by another man. I guess Steve ain’t the only one who’s a little kinky.”

Ellie swallowed hard as a sudden image popped into her head. Only, it wasn’t Tiffany and Steve in the image. It was her, with Bradley’s eyes watching her with another man. A fresh tingle of arousal sizzled its way through her belly, causing her to suck in a quick breath. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been so turned on.

“I guess that sounds kinda weird, don’t it?” Tiffany said. Her eyes darted up to meet Ellies, before dipping once more to the tablecloth. “The fact that I kinda like having an audience.”

“No. Not really.”

“Really? You don’t think it’s weird?”

“No. I… Well, I mean, yeah. I guess it’s a little… different. But, I guess I can see why that might be exciting,” she breathed. She hoped her voice sounded calmer than how she felt, and she couldn’t help but wonder if Tiffany could see the effect this conversation was having on her.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke, each lost in reflection. It was Eleanor who finally broke the silence.

“Well, then, how does that work? I mean, with him being gone so much? How can he watch? I guess that’s kind of difficult.”

“Ellie, do you know about smartphones, sweetie?” Tiffany giggled. “You see, they’re these newfangled inventions that…”

“Okay! Okay!” she held up her hand. “I guess I deserved that one! So, what then? Are you telling me that you guys do X-rated videocalls?”

“We have. On occasion. But like you said, that’s difficult. It requires real coordination. So, mostly, I just film it for him to watch later. That way, when he gets to whatever motel room he’s staying in for the night...”

“He can watch it when he has time,” Ellie finished. “I think I understand. Makes sense.” Her heart was hammering against her ribs.

Eleanor and Bradley had never filmed themselves having sex. Never. To be honest, she had never even considered doing so, and Brad had never brought it up. But the idea of being filmed had an instant appeal for her. What was it like, she wondered, performing such an intimate act on camera.

But what if someone saw it? a nervous little voice inside her head asked. She felt a shiver run down her spine. That would be bad. But, in a way, the risk added to the excitement.

“Yeah,” Tiffany said, “that’s it exactly. And, of course, he can also watch it more than once, if he wants. I ain’t ever counted, but I reckon we’ve got a pretty good collection of ‘home movies’ by now.”

“And you just use your phone? To film it, I mean?”

“Um, no. Well, sometimes. If we’re in a hurry. But the quality ain’t nothing to brag about. To tell you the truth, hon’, Steven and I have put together a pretty good camera setup over the years. Mirrorless camera, mics, lights. The works.”

“Oh wow. So professional grade, huh?”

“Maybe not professional grade, but it makes a difference. The videos I make are a damn sight better’n most of them ‘amateur’ clips you see on the internet. Steve says I should set up an account on one of them subscription services. But I ain’t tech-savvy enough for that.”

“So, did you…?” Ellie stopped herself. Her question was too personal, too private.

“Did I what, hon?” Tiffany asked.

“Oh, nothing.” She reached for her cup and took a nervous sip.

“Come on. Don’t be shy now. What was it you was gonna ask?”

“No, really. It’s none of my business. It’s fine. I just got a little caught up in our conversation.”

“Sweetie, now you’re just being silly. Like you said, ‘Spill it’. Hell, at this point, there ain’t a whole lot I ain’t already shared with you. Now, go ahead and ask your damn question!”

“Okay. So, correct me if I’m wrong, but I assume that you and Jerome…”

“Yes?” Tiffany batted her eyes. “Me and Jerome what?”

“Oh, come on! You know! I assume that the two of you were, ahem, ‘intimate’ this morning?”

The redhead burst into laughter at her friend’s choice of words. “Intimate? I’m not sure that’s the right word for it. Old Jerome bent me over the sofa and fucked me like a two-dollar hooker. Pulled my hair, slapped my ass, the works!”

“Oh my God, Tiff! Do you… do you like that?”

“Shit, yeah! Hell, I love every damned second of it, girl! Every time! Jerome knows his way around a woman’s body like no man I ever met. I shit you not! That man’s a stud, if ever there was one!”

“Well then, I guess what I was really wondering is whether or not you had… you know… if you and Jerome filmed yourselves this morning.”

Tiffany’s sensuous lips curled into a sly grin. “We might’ve,” she smirked. “Why? You want to watch it?”

Ellie nearly choked on her coffee. “Watch it?! Er… No! Oh… th… that wasn’t where I was… I mean… Oh shit! No, Tiffany! Really? Good grief! That’s not what I meant! I was just curious if you were going to, you know, send it to your husband now. You know?”

“Already did, hon’! Sent it to him while Jerome was trying to find his shorts. That hubby of mine is in for a real treat this time. Poor guy is liable to rub him raw tonight when he sees all the things Jerome did to me! Hope he’s got some lotion handy!”

“Oh. Wow!”

“And when he gets home this weekend, he’ll be boned up and chomping at the bit. Hell, you might not hear from me for a couple of days. I’ll probably be in bed!”

Ellie nodded. She didn’t know how to reply to that.

“And as for watching,” Tiffany winked, “I already told you I’m a bit of an exhibitionist.” She fished her phone out of her hip pocket and tapped the screen repeatedly. “So, I’m gonna send you something. Watch it or don’t. It’s up to you. But it seems like you’re curious about Jerome and me.”

“Oh! I don’t know, Tiff. I…”

Her own phone buzzed on the table next to her, indicating that she had received a text. She glanced down at it to see Tiffany’s name and an attached file.

The redhead waved her hand and fixed her with her gaze. “You can delete it if you want. Or you can watch it. That’s your business. But I really think you owe it to yourself to take a peek.”

“Oh! Oh God! I… Well, I’ll keep that in mind!” Eleanor blushed. She took a sip of her coffee and tried to get her heart to slow down.


Chapter 7

“She’s just so… I don’t know… so different!” Ellie shrugged.

Different was an understatement. Ellie could say without the slightest hesitation that she had never in her life met anyone like Tiffany. Not even remotely.

This woman was nothing at all like her friends in the city. She was so uninhibited and unapologetic. Tiffany was a bundle of contradictions. She was sweet and caring, but she swore like a sailor and seemed to have absolutely no qualms about sharing the most intimate details of her personal life.

But she was also so… free. And the more she thought about it, the more Eleanor realized that she envied that side of her friend.

“It sure sounds like it!” her husband chuckled. He shook his head in amazement. “And she just came out and told you all of this?”

“Yeah. Though, me showing up when I did was something of an icebreaker. It’s not like she could deny what was going on.”

“I guess that’s true. You did kind of catch her in the act, so to speak. Still, I can’t believe she shared all this with you. Didn’t it make you feel uncomfortable?”

“Honestly, no. Well, a little, maybe. In the beginning. But not after a while. In fact, it felt surprisingly normal, sitting there, drinking coffee and discussing her extramarital adventures.”

“Wow!” Bradley shook his head. “I can’t imagine. And her husband is okay with her… you know?”

“Doing it with Jerome?”

“Yeah.”

“She says he gets off on it. That he even likes the fact that Jerome is a better lover than he is.”

They were lying in bed, naked beneath the sheets. Eleanor was slowly running her hands across Brad’s body, carefully avoiding any but the most fleeting contact with his iron-hard prick. She could sense his excitement and knew that he’d be finished in no time if she didn’t take it slow. And she still had more that she wanted to tell him before they got down to sex.

She trailed her nails along the inside of his thigh and was immediately rewarded with a tremble that shook her husband’s entire body.

“Did I tell you that she and Jerome film themselves?”

She felt Brad’s cock flex beneath the sheet.

“No! Seriously?”

“Mm hmm. So that Steve doesn’t miss any of the action when he’s gone.”

“Fuuuuuck! That’s insane.”

“I know, right? Wanna hear something even more insane?”

Without giving him a chance to answer, she bent her head to nibble the side of his neck and let her hand roam up along his stomach to his chest before making a little circle and proceeding downwards once more. His deep moan brought a wicked smile to her face.

She wrapped her fingers around his steely erection and brought her lips to his ear. “Tiffany sent one of those videos to my phone. Just as I was getting ready to leave.”

“Oh my God, baby!” Bradley humped up at her hand. “And did you watch it?”

“No. Of course, I didn’t!”

“Wh… why not?”

“Well, because… I… I don’t know. I just haven’t. It’s…”

“Are you going to?”

“I don’t know, Brad.”

“But you didn’t delete it. You want to watch it, don’t you?”

He had her there. She could easily have deleted the home movie Tiffany had sent her. The thing was, she didn’t want to delete it. As difficult as it was to admit to herself, Eleanor desperately wanted to see it.

“Maybe. Why? Do you think I should watch it?!” she asked.

“I would,” he admitted. “For sure.”

Eleanor rolled up onto one arm, looking at her husband. She was curious. Hell, she was more than curious. If she were being honest, she was absolutely dying to watch it.

“Maybe we should watch it together,” she suggested.

Her husband’s dick leapt in her hand. So, she wasn’t the only one turned on by the idea!

“Oh God! Really? You don’t think Tiffany would mind you showing it to me?”

With a quiet smile, Ellie slid from the bed and retrieved her phone and the TV remote. A few clicks later, the video in question was being cast to the large screen on the wall.

“I seriously doubt she’d mind. Knowing her, she’d get off on it. From everything she told me, she’s a natural exhibitionist.”

She tapped the phone and rejoined her husband in bed. A second later, the video started with a view of an empty bed.

It was Eleanor’s first glimpse of the Clark’s bedroom, and it was not at all what she would have expected. She was surprised at how nice it was, given the somewhat haphazard state of the rest of the house. The room, she had to admit, was gorgeous.

At its center was an enormous, king-sized bed, topped by a luxuriant satin comforter, mauve with gold piping. It was adorned with a tasteful assortment of throw pillows. On either side of it stood a pair of massive nightstands with marble tops and dark wooden bases, complete with carved fronts. Thick, maroon curtains covered the two windows.

Tiffany hadn’t been kidding about their video equipment. The clarity and definition of the image on the TV was stunning. The lights, placed just out of the camera’s view, bathed the bed in a soft, warm glow.

At that moment, Tiffany moved into the scene, wearing a black bodysuit with a plunging neckline. It was lacy and sheer and exquisitely beautiful. The matching lace-topped stockings contrasted beautifully with her pale skin and turned her slender legs into works of erotic art. Eleanor had never seen anything more stunning and unapologetically feminine.

Gathered into a single, immaculate braid that flowed down her bare back, Tiff’s red hair shimmered like hammered copper beneath the lights. She turned to smile at the camera, thrusting her pointy breasts out and propping one hand on her hip.

“Interested?” she asked in a teasing voice.

A heartbeat later, Jerome joined her from the right side, bare-chested and muscular in a pair of tight-fitting, blue boxer briefs. His sizeable bulge drew Eleanor’s eyes immediately. That couldn’t be all cock. Could it?

“Damn,” Bradley whistled. “This Jerome is a beast, isn’t he?”

“Yeah,” Ellie murmured, still staring at the man’s crotch. She reached for her husband’s dick, pumping him slowly but never taking her eyes off the screen. Her mouth was suddenly very, very dry, unlike her utterly soaked pussy.

The couple on the screen embraced, and Ellie watched in awe as her friend kissed her huge black lover. The contrast between his skin and hers was stark and beautiful and wildly erotic. Ellie had to admit they looked good together.

“That Tiffany’s a fox, isn’t she? You somehow never mentioned that,” Brad chuckled.

She felt herself stiffen involuntarily, and she stopped stroking Brad’s cock. She was being silly, she immediately realized. He was right. Ellie had thought the same thing the moment she met their neighbor. And she knew Brad was teasing her, but still… hearing her husband comment on another woman’s beauty was surprisingly uncomfortable for her.

Her jealousy was forgotten a second later when she watched her redheaded friend sink to her knees before her ebony-skinned lover, peeling his underwear down his muscular thighs.

Eleanor couldn’t help but gasp aloud when Jerome’s penis bobbed free. She blinked, not believing her eyes. The thing was enormous!

“Oh my God!” she whispered.

“Yeah,” her husband agreed. “Now, that’s a dick.”

She felt Brad’s hand on her belly, sliding lower to run his fingers through her pubes. With a happy sigh, she opened her long legs for him and felt his index finger slip into her wetness.

“Yo’ crazy-ass husband leave you all alone again?” Jerome said on the screen.

“Oh yes!” Tiffany nodded, kneeling with her face just inches from Jerome’s half-hard dick. “And I’m so horny!”

“Well, shit,” the black man grinned, putting a hand behind Tiffany’s head. “Then, I guess it’s a good thing old Jerome’s here to take care of that po’ married pussy for you, huh?” With that, he pulled her face to his cock.

Ellie groaned quietly as she watched her friend open wide and take Jerome’s enormous dick into her mouth.

“Fuck, that’s hot!” her husband hissed.

“Yeah,” Eleanor whispered. “Amazing!”

Unable to restrain herself any longer, she pushed the sheets down, exposing her husband’s prick, and twisted her body around on the bed so that she could take him in her mouth without losing sight of the TV screen on the wall.

“Oh God!” he moaned when she lowered her mouth onto his aching erection. Unable to reach her pussy in this position, he concentrated on her breasts, flicking first one nipple, then the other as she sucked him.

Ellie sucked her husband as she watched her new friend do the same to Jerome on the television.

“Fuck, that guy’s huge,” Brad whispered. “Look at that thing! Make’s mine look like a Vienna sausage!”

Ellie felt herself blush at her husband’s comment. She had been thinking the same thing. He was huge. It was impossible not to be aware of the size difference between the two men.

Brad’s dick was half the length of the black man’s and noticeably thinner. On the screen, Tiffany couldn’t close her fingers around the dick in her hand. Ellie would guess that it was thicker than a beer can. Tiffany’s lips were stretched tight around his girth as she sucked on Jerome’s enormous cock.

“Slow down, babe,” Bradley croaked in a strained voice. “You’re gonna make me cum.”

Ellie had been so caught up on the scene on the television that she had begun to suck Brad’s cock ever faster, matching Tiffany’s pace. It was no wonder he was getting close. She needed to be more careful if she expected to get him inside her before he came. With a sheepish grin, she pulled off him and flopped down beside him once more, her eyes still glued to the screen on the wall.

Now, it was Brad’s turn. He hooked his hands beneath her knees and turned her sideways on the bed.

“This way we can both watch,” he said simply.”

With that he moved down her body and took his place between her widespread legs. He leaned in and began to gently lick her pussy. With a contented sigh, Ellie wound her fingers in his hair and returned her attention to Tiffany’s film.

The couple on the screen had made their way to the bed. Now that he was fully erect, Jerome’s dick was truly impressive. It looked like an ebony club, jutting from his crotch, crisscrossed with thick veins and with two pendulous balls swinging heavily beneath it.

Tiffany spread her long legs, and Eleanor noticed for the first time that the bodysuit was crotchless. She stared at her friend’s pink slit, peeking through the gap, as Jerome climbed between her thighs.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” Bradley murmured between licks.

She felt his hot breath tickle her inner thighs, then his tongue sliced deeply into her tender pussy. Then, he pushed a finger inside her, followed by another, and curled their tips against her g-spot. Ellie gasped in pleasure.

“Yesss! Oooh! Just like that! Eat me, honey,” she whispered. “Please!”

The combination of her husband’s oral skills and the intense eroticism of the scene playing out on the screen was driving her crazy with lust. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been so turned on. Her heart hammered against her ribs and her breath came in rapid pants.

A fresh wave of excitement shot through her as she watched Jerome position the plum-sized head of his dick at the slick entrance to Tiffany’s womanhood. She held her breath, eyes wide, and waited for the black man to penetrate her friend. How in the world was it ever going to fit?!! There was just no way!

When Jerome leaned forward and pushed, Ellie nearly fainted with arousal. For a moment, Tiffany’s tight little slit seemed to resist, but then it yielded to the inevitable, and the thick head slipped inside her. Tiff’s toes curled inside her sheer stockings, and she threw her head back into the pillows, squealing as the dark invader slowly pressed its way up into her pliant flesh, stretching her pussy obscenely as it swallowed inch after inch of Jerome’s thick shaft.

“Oh my God!” Ellie squealed, pulling her husband’s face into her crotch. “Oh my God! Oh my God!”

Her own orgasm took her completely by surprise, crashing over her in waves of illicit pleasure while her eyes feasted on the image of her ivory-skinned friend being fucked by her huge, black lover. She shrieked and quaked, clutching Brad’s head and pulling him into her spasming cunt.

Bradley ate her with abandon, prolonging his wife’s ecstasy as long as he could. When she eventually came down and her trembling legs fell open around his head, he rose and turned her on the bed once more, positioning her with her head toward the television and rolling her on her belly before moving in behind her. His strong arms hoisted her to her hands and knees, and she felt his hard prick enter her the moment she was up.

“Aaargh!” she groaned. “Oh fuck, baby!”

She was still sensitive from her recent orgasm, and Bradley’s dick, though much smaller than the one now resolutely fucking her redheaded friend on the screen in front of her, soon had her climbing toward another climax.

After just a minute or two of penetration, Tiffany began to cum on Jerome’s thick shaft. Watching her pretty face twist in pleasure, Ellie felt a twinge of envy. What must it be like, to do it with a man like that? With a cock like that? So big. So thick.

She immediately felt guilty for allowing herself to think about it. She was, after all, a married woman. But then again, so was Tiffany. Wasn’t she?

Brad’s strong fingers sank into the soft flesh of her hips, and he fucked her wildly with no thought of her pleasure. The sights and sounds coming from the television were having an effect on him as well. He wasn’t going to last long, she thought.

Sure enough, the thought had barely formed before Brad announced his impending orgasm.

“Shit, Ellie!” he croaked. “I’m gonna cum!”

“No, Brad!” Eleanor wailed. “Wait for me! I’m almost…”

“I’m sorry! I’m… ungh!... Sorrrry!”

She felt the first spurt of his warm semen rocket into her needy pussy. Another followed close on its heels and then another. Her own orgasm hovered frustratingly just out of reach.

The couple on the screen had switched positions. Like the Mitchells, Tiffany and Jerome were now doing it doggystyle. But unlike Brad, Ellie mused wryly, Jerome seemed to have adequate staying power!

In frustration, she felt her husband’s flagging cock slip from her sensitive pussy. Shit, she was close! Damn! Damn! Damn! Why did he always have to cum so quickly?!

A loud shriek from the television told Eleanor that Tiffany was cumming again. She glanced at the screen to see her shaking her head in ecstasy. Damn! How many times did that make? Ellie had lost count. What a lucky little slut! she grinned to herself.

With an annoyed sigh, she plopped back on the bed next to her husband and watched as Jerome long-stroked Tiffany through what looked to be a mind-numbing orgasm, picking up the pace when her climax began to subside. His muscular thighs drove his heavy body back and forth behind Tiffany’s pale form and Eleanor marveled at the color contrast once again. She had never seen anything so beautiful.

Ellie always waited until she was alone before masturbating. Doing it in front of her husband had always made her feel awkward and embarrassed. But now, her need overcame her shyness. Without so much as a glance at Brad, she slid her hand resolutely between her legs and began to openly masturbate to the debauchery on the screen, determined to finish what her short-fused husband had started.

Tiffany had collapsed to the mattress, but Jerome was unrelenting. Holding her firmly by the waist, he pounded his thick cock into her like an animal. The sound of slapping flesh was matched only by the whimpering moans of the limp redhead beneath him. To Ellie’s utter astonishment, Tiffany orgasmed yet again just a few minutes later.

Eleanor’s hand was a blur between her legs now as she rubbed her clit in tight little circles. She added her other hand, inserting two fingers and subconsciously pumping them in and out in time with Jerome’s thrusts. Brad’s cum leaked from her puffy slit to coat her fingers and wet the sheets beneath her, adding to the nastiness of her actions.

She didn’t care. She needed to get off. With her mouth hanging open in wanton lust, she stared unabashedly at the television, wishing for all the world that she could experience what Tiffany must have been feeling at that moment.

Jerome’s pace was nothing short of frantic at this point. His tight, round butt pistoned relentlessly between Tiffany’s widespread thighs. His ebony skin glistened with the sweat of his exertions, and his bulging muscles rippled with every powerful thrust.

Bending low over Tiffany, Ellie heard him snarl in the redhead’s ear, “I’m gonna cum. Gonna fill this married pussy up now.”

“Oh, yes!” Tiff shrieked. “Do it! Deep inside me! Give me your cum, daddy!”

“Oh fuck!” Eleanor whispered, staring in disbelief.

It had honestly never occurred to her until that instant that Tiffany was taking Jerome bare, that he might spill his seed inside her married pussy. And the idea sent her arousal through the roof. She added a third finger to her needy pussy, and felt her thighs begin to tremble.

Jerome gave one last powerful thrust and then held still, his muscular back arching. He gave a mighty groan, and Ellie realized that the big, black man was cumming inside her friend.

The moment she felt her lover release inside her, Tiffany, too, orgasmed, and a split second later, a wide-eyed Ellie yelped as she joined the two of them.


Chapter 8

“You watched it, didn’t you?” Tiffany grinned.

She was closing up the henhouse when Eleanor walked up, trying to be as nonchalant as she could. It was no use. Tiffany had seen right through her the instant their eyes met.

“So, what did you think?” she asked without waiting for Ellie to reply. She turned her back and latched the door. “It was one of our early attempts, right after we got a good camera. Not our best work, but it was always one of Steve’s favorites. Of course, he pretty much declares every new video his favorite! Men are like that, you know. Always need something new.”

“I… um… yeah,” Ellie nodded. “I watched it. A couple of times… actually. It was… it…” She swallowed, suddenly terribly nervous, then blurted, “Oh God, Tiff! It was so sexy!”

Tiffany smiled knowingly and shifted her egg basked to her other hand. “Couple of times, huh? Well! I sure am glad you enjoyed it. What did your hubby think?”

“I… how… how did you know?”

“That you’d watch it with your old man? Sister, please! I’ve gotten to know you pretty good over the past couple of months. As much as you talk about Brad, I know you two are joined at the hip. So, I was pretty darned sure you’d wanna watch that with him.”

“You don’t mind, do you?”

“Mind? Shoot, no! It’s sweet of you to ask, but no. I don’t mind. I told you; I kinda like being watched.” She leaned in close and whispered in a conspiratorial tone, “Tell you the truth, it makes me feel all warm and tingly down there, knowing that your husband has seen me naked!”

“You’re horrible!” Ellie giggled and play-slapped her arm.

“That ain’t what Jerome says!” She licked her lips seductively.

“Y’all watch it while you was in bed?”

“Um, yeah.”

Tiffany nodded, “I figured as much.”

“Brad thinks you’re sexy.”

Eleanor didn’t know what made her say it. She certainly hadn’t planned on telling Tiffany that her husband found her attractive, but the whole situation had her slightly off kilter, and so she’d just blurted it out.

Tiffany cocked her head and smiled. “That’s good. I’m glad. But right now, I’ve got all the dick I can keep up with.”

“I… uh… Well, that’s not…”

“Ah, hell! I’m just shittin’ ya, hon’. Your man don’t want no piece of me, I’m sure. Not with a sexy little wife like you keeping his pecker warm for ‘im.”

Eleanor stared at her friend with her mouth hanging open. Then, slowly, she felt a smile spread across her face.

“I swear! The things you say, Tiff!”

“That’s why you love me, sweetie!” She blew her a playful kiss. “Now, let’s go put on a pot of coffee and you and me can catch up a little.”

Tiffany handed her the basket of eggs, and Ellie followed her to the house.

It had been a little over a week since Ellie’s last visit. There had been work and a couple of trips to town, but if she were honest, she’d been putting off coming to see Tiffany.

The video had changed things. Temporarily at least. And it had taken Eleanor that long to come to terms with it.

Ellie had seen some of her friends naked before when she was younger. At the beach or trying on clothes. But this… she had never seen anyone she knew having intercourse. Not until now. It was new and uncharted territory, to be sure.

To her credit, Tiffany seemed to understand Ellie’s need for a little space. They’d talked on the phone a couple of times, and Tiff had let her know that she was welcome anytime, but she hadn’t pushed her to come. And Ellie appreciated her friend’s circumspection.

It had taken a bit to get over her embarrassment, but now Eleanor was ready to talk. There were a million questions bouncing around in that pretty blonde head of hers, and a new sense of curiosity was rapidly beating back her innate shyness.

“So, when you suggested a ‘pinch hitter’ for the Smiths,” she said, taking the hot cup of coffee from Tiffany, “you were talking about Jerome. Weren’t you?”

The redhead grinned and nodded. “Guilty. He and I had been knocking boots for a couple of years at that point, and it seemed like a good fit. If Chuck had been a little more pragmatic about the whole deal, he and Susan might still be together. Jerome coulda given that woman the fuckin’ she needed, and she mightn’t’ve gone looking for it somewhere else.”

Eleanor nodded. She’d thought a lot about Tiffany’s suggestion to Mr. Smith, and the more she thought about it, the less insane it seemed to her. Perhaps, Tiff had been right after all. Heck, she and Steve were still together after all these years. Sharing her pussy with Jerome was apparently working for them.

“So, I’m kind of curious,” Ellie said.

“Yes?”

“What’s it like?”

“What’s what like?”

“With Jerome. I mean, he’s so… so big. His penis, I mean. Doesn’t it hurt?”

Jerome’s big penis had taken up a lot of Eleanor’s thoughts over the past week. Every time she watched the video Tiff had given her, it surprised her anew. She couldn’t stop staring at it and thinking about it.

Tiffany laughed and laid her hand on Ellie’s. “Ah, hon’! Sometimes it hurts a little, I guess. It was an adjustment at first, that’s for sure. Old Jerome’s a damn sight bigger’n Steve. But lordy is it worth the effort!”

“What do you mean ‘worth it’?”

“You ever been with a big man? A man who really stretches you, hon’?”

Eleanor thought back to her previous lovers. They were a bit bigger than Bradley, but nothing like Jerome. Nothing at all like Jerome.

She shook her head. “I guess not,” she admitted. “There were a couple of others before Brad, but they were maybe just a little bit bigger than him. I didn’t really notice much difference. Well… not in size, anyway.”

Ellie saw Tiffany’s eyes narrow when she heard the hesitation in her voice. She pursed her lips and seemed to study Ellie’s face carefully. She didn’t say anything, but the look in her eyes told Eleanor that she had noticed.

“Well, it’s different, hon’, when a man is real big. When he’s inside you, it’s like everything down there is stretched tight. Under tension, you know? Like every damned movement he makes with that thing is magnified a thousand times. Hell, with Jerome, he can sometimes make me cum before he even gets that log of his all the way in. That’s something Steve could just never do, bless his heart!”

Ellie licked her lips, trying her best to imagine what it might feel like to have such a huge dick inside her. The thought left her feeling damp and tingly.

“So, is it better with him? Because of his big… dick? Better than with your husband?”

Tiffany’s green eyes danced with delight. It was clear to Eleanor that her friend was enjoying this conversation.

“Yes,” she replied with a shrug, “and no.”

“What do you mean? Which is it? Yes or no?”

“Physically, sex with Jerome is off the charts. Yes, it’s better. He can make me cum faster, harder, and more times than Steve can. There’s no contest. But…”

“But…”

“But then, there’s the emotional side of it. There’s a connection with Steve that just ain’t there with Jerome. I love Steve. And I love making love to Steve. With him, it’s all tender and sweet. Meaningful, I guess. I don’t love Jerome, hon’. He is a fuckbuddy, a stunt cock. Plain and simple.”

“A stunt cock!” Eleanor snorted. “Good Lord!”

Tiff shrugged, “Hey, it’s the truth. The man has a truly magnificent cock on him, and he is one helluva fuck, but he ain’t the one I wanna grow old with. He ain’t the father of my little girls.”

The smile melted from Ellie’s face as she realized the import of what her friend was saying. “I see,” she nodded. “Yeah, that actually makes sense.”

Ellie watched Tiffany top off both their coffee cups and her mind went back to the quip she had made the first time she had spoken to her on the phone. The one about ‘guzzling’ coffee. She hadn’t been kidding. Since they had moved here, Eleanor had drunk more coffee than she had in the past decade back in the city.

“Soooo,” Tiff drawled as she replaced the carafe in the coffee machine. When she turned back around, her eyes held a mischievous spark. “You said you watched my video a ‘couple of times’. So, I guess that must mean you liked it.”

Ellie felt herself blush. She nodded. “Yeah. I suppose so.”

“Did you always watch it with your husband? Or did you watch it by yourself.”

“I… the first time was with Brad. After that…”

“After that you watched it alone, didn’t you, hon’?”

“Mm hmm.” Ellie’s eye dropped to the coffee cup in her hand, and she took a nervous sip. Where was Tiffany going with this?

“And it turned you on?”

“I… yeah, I guess so.”

“So, did you have to touch yourself while you watched me take Jerome’s big black dick?”

Eleanor spit a mouthful of coffee across the table in front of her. “Tiff!” she sputtered. “Oh my God! Tiffany! That… that’s not…”

“Oh, cut the crap, Ellie,” the redhead laughed, tearing a paper towel from the holder and tossing it to her. “I’m pretty sure we can dispense with the virginal shyness at this point.”

Something in the tone of Tiffany’s voice struck a chord with her. Was she being silly? “I… I don’t know if I feel comfortable… talking about that.”

“Comfortable?” Tiffany snorted. “Honey, you’ve seen every square inch of my naked ass over the past week, watched Jerome fuck me up one side and down the other. I shared that with you. Trusted you with that. And now, it’s your turn. Please, sweetie, just answer my question. Did you get yourself off while you watched?”

The silence that followed the question was deafening. Ellie stared back at her new friend, her wide eyes unblinking and her lip quivering. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest. Slowly, she felt her resolve begin to melt and her shoulders sagged as she nodded. Tiffany was right. 

“Yes. Yes, I did.”

Now that she thought about it, it had been kind of a strange week. After that first time watching Tiff’s video while they had sex, Ellie had found herself sneaking off to be alone and watch it again. And she had lost track of how many orgasms she had given herself, watching that big black cock slide in and out of her friend’s tight little pussy. But how did Tiffany know that?

“Sometimes,” the redhead said, “Steve and I watch one of my videos together, and each of us just helps ourselves.”

“You mean,… you don’t”

Tiff shook her head. “No sex. Just masturbation. Sitting in bed right next to each other.”

“Oh!”

“Y’all ever try that? It’s hot as fuck. A little kinky, but not too much. Kinda like denial, but with a nice, satisfying orgasm at the end.”

“No. Brad and I have never… done that,” Ellie breathed. “but I can see how that would be hot.”

She rubbed her thighs together, thinking back to last week, when she rubbed one out with Bradley watching her. It had been a first for her, but she had to admit that it had been very exciting. A sudden thought occurred to her; in all the years of their marriage, she couldn’t remember ever seeing her husband masturbate. Was that odd? Or normal?

Her sex life with Bradley, she was beginning to realize had been very vanilla. It consisted mostly of missionary position, with a few others thrown in on occasion. And oral. Lots of oral. Now that she thought about it, Brad’s tongue had given her far more orgasms than his dick ever had.

Tiffany had used the word ‘kinky’ just now. If Ellie were honest, she and Brad had never done anything that could even remotely be called ‘kinky’. Maybe that was something she should look into. Maybe she and Bradley should…

“Tell you what,” Tiffany’s drawl snapped her out of her ruminations. Ellie noticed that she had her phone in her hand. “I’ll send you another clip. You take it home and watch it with Brad, but don’t let him fuck you. You both do it yourselves while you watch. And then, you tell me if it wasn’t absolutely delicious.”

“I’m not sure he’d go for that.”

“Trust me, hon’. That husband of yours will jump at the chance to watch you play with your cute little pussy. Just try it. He’ll love it.”

Ellie’s phone buzzed in her pocket. She didn’t have to look to know that she had a new video waiting for her.

“This one’s a little different than that first one. Hope y’all like it.”

“Thanks!” she whispered sheepishly, avoiding Tiffany’s eyes.

Ellie had already decided she was going to like it. She couldn’t wait to get home.


Chapter 9

Eleanor was disappointed to find that Bradley wasn’t home when she walked through the door. An eerie silence hung over the empty house. On the kitchen table was a brief note. She picked it up and read it.

“Went into town to pick up a pizza. Be back in a jiffy.”

Ellie smiled. Pizza sounded really good. It had been a while since they’d had it, and she was starving. Dropping her husband’s note on the counter, she opened the cabinet and took out a pair of plates and set the table.

As she rounded the island on her way to grab a couple of glasses, her eyes fell on the wine rack. It had been ages since she and Brad had shared a bottle of wine. This seemed like a good occasion.

Her fingers moved down the rack, brushing one bottle neck after another, searching for the one she had in mind, a chianti classico that would pair well with the pepperoni she knew Brad would be bringing. She found it near the bottom and pulled it out, blowing the dust from the label. Perfect! She put it on the table and went in search of the corkscrew and a pair of wine glasses.

By the time her ears caught the sound of her husband’s car coming up the driveway, Ellie had showered and changed. There was a single white candle burning in the center of the table, and the chianti had been breathing for a half hour.

“Wow!” Brad exclaimed when he walked through the door. “What’s the special occasion? Did I forget our anniversary or something?”

“No, silly!” Eleanor giggled, taking the pizza box from his hands and kissing his cheek. “That’s not for another two months! I just felt like having a nice dinner with my husband. There’s nothing wrong with that, is there?”

“Not at all, sweetie!” he beamed. “Not at all.”

She watched his eyes travel down her body taking in her silk robe, and she knew what he was thinking. He was right, in a way, but this time was going to be different. She had made up her mind to try out Tiffany’s idea. Right after supper.



“Just leave the plates in the sink,” she told him. “I’ll put them in the dishwasher later. Right now, I want you to come upstairs with me.”

The pizza had really hit the spot, and the chianti had been delicious as well. Her two glasses had left her feeling relaxed and happy.

“Yes, ma’am!”

As he brushed past her and deposited his dishes in the sink, Brad’s wolfish smile told her he knew just what she had in mind. At least, she mused, he thought he knew! With a smile of her own, she reached for his hand and led him to the bedroom.

While her husband grabbed a quick shower, Ellie set the mood. She lit a pair of candles and turned on the TV, setting up everything so they could both watch Tiffany’s latest video. Her stomach was a mass of butterflies as she waited. She was positively dying to see what her friend had sent her this time.

Apparently, she wasn’t the only one. Brad finished his shower in record time and came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. His hair, she noted was still damp.

This was it, she thought. Time to try something ‘kinky’!

She opened her mouth to speak, but suddenly lost her nerve. She took a deep breath and tried to steel herself. Her hands suddenly felt sweaty, and her heart was racing.

Fuck it! she thought, lifting her chin defiantly. Time for a little something adventurous.

“Tiffany gave me a new video.”

“Oh, really?!”

He didn’t even try to disguise the excitement in his voice.

“Gave us a new video, I should say.”

Brad pursed his lips, noting that she had corrected herself to include him as well.

“Then she knows you showed it to me? And she didn’t have a problem with that?”

“No. Not at all. Like I told you, I’m pretty sure she gets off on it,” Ellie explained. “She’s a bit of a perv, you know. Anyway, she wanted us to watch it together now.”

“Awesome! I can’t wait!”

Brad wrapped his arms around her and drew her to him. Their lips met, and Ellie briefly forgot about her plan. It wasn’t until she felt his hands fumbling with the sash of her robe that she pulled away. She shook her head, placing a hand on his chest and smiling.

“No, baby. Wait. There’s more.”

“More?”

“Yes. I want to try something different tonight,” she told him.

“Uh… okay.”

His face bore a slightly puzzled expression, but his smile held more than a hint of curiosity. She took his hand and kissed his fingers.

“Do you trust me?” she asked.

“Of course, I do, baby. What’s going on?”

“It’s just something Tiff was telling me about. Something she suggested. That she and her husband sometimes do. And I think I’d like to… I think we should give it a try.”

“Tiffany’s giving you suggestions for what to do in bed?”

“Well, no. I… not like…”

Eleanor paused, thinking.

“Yeah, actually, I guess she did,” she admitted.

“Okay. Weird, but okay. So, what do you want me to do.”

“Well,” she led him to the bed and patted the mattress, “you lie down here. On your side of the bed. And I,” she smiled and crossed to the other side, “will be here on my side of the bed.”

“Oookay. This doesn’t seem that much different from our usual routine.”

“Well, Mister Smartypants, there’s a catch,” Ellie grinned.

“A catch? What kind of catch?”

“You see, you have to stay on your side while we watch and I on mine. No touching.”

“No touching?”

“Well, not each other, anyway.”

“Not each… oh. OH!” Bradley’s eyebrows went up. “You mean…” He made the universally recognizable hand gesture of a man jerking off.

Ellie rolled her eyes and nodded. “That’s right, honey. You take care of yourself and I…”

“Oh shit! Really?” Brad asked. “So, you’re gonna… and I’m gonna… Oh, I’m in! This is going to be awesome!”

She couldn’t help but giggle at his enthusiasm. Deep down, she had wondered if he might not object to the idea. But Tiffany had been right once again. Brad really did seem to love the idea.

Ellie leaned back into the pillows and started the movie.

She pulled up the hem of her gown and felt the cool air of the room on her pantiless crotch. She looked up and met her husband’s eyes. He was watching her, his dick in his hand. A shiver of excitement ran down her spine.

Ellie watched Brad’s hand begin a slow up and down motion and, licking her lips, spread her legs and ran a tentative finger through her pubic hair. She had never felt more self-conscious in her life. Excited though she was, everything felt terribly awkward for about 30 seconds. Then, Tiffany and Jerome appeared on the screen, and Eleanor completely forgot about her embarrassment.

From the moment it flashed onto the screen, she realized that this was a much newer video. The image quality was considerably better, and Tiffany clearly a little older than in the film they had watched last week.

If Tiffany had looked beautiful in the last video, she was positively stunning in this one. She wore a purple nightie that drew the eye straight to her long red hair, cascading across her slender shoulders in soft, gentle curls. Her toned, bare legs were capped by a pair of thoroughly impractical, yet absolutely gorgeous heels.

“Oh, wow!” Bradley whispered beside her.

She glanced and saw that her husband had folded the towel to the side and was now unabashedly stroking his budding erection. His eyes were glued to the screen. It felt strangely intimate, seeing him like this, playing with himself. When he looked up, she shot him a bashful smile, then spread her long legs wide, running a finger through her sopping wet folds and giggling at his bug-eyed expression.

When she turned her attention back to the television, she saw that Tiffany was kneeling on a small rug beside the bed with Jerome, shirtless and barefoot, standing next to her with his thick arms folded across his muscular chest. He towered over her, wearing a pair of baggy black pants that would have looked right at home in a tale from the Arabian Nights.

“So, yo’ husband send you back for mo’?” he asked her.

He was hamming it up, playing to the camera and exaggerating his accent. She’d spoken with Jerome enough to notice the difference.

Tiff’s head bobbed up and down. “Yes.”

“Yes, what?” he demanded.

“Yes sir.”

“Mm hmm. And just why does he always send you to me? Can’t he take care of his woman his own self?”

“Not… not like you can.”

“What’s the deal? He got a tiny ol’ pecker or something?”

Eleanor felt her breath catch in her throat. This video wasn’t like the first one. Not at all. The clip they had watched last week had contained almost no dialog. It had been mostly action. Mostly sex. This was… different.

She plunged a finger in and out of her searing pussy, holding her breath to hear Tiff’s reply.

“He’s not that small,” the redhead protested. Ellie could see the blush rise to her pale cheeks.

“Uh huh! Sure! I’ll bet he’s tiny,” Jerome looked up, staring directly into the camera “That true?”

“Umm, well,” a man’s voice stammered, “I guess I ain’t as big as you are.”

“Oh my God! Oh my God!” Eleanor squeaked. “That’s Steve!!”

She looked over to find Bradley staring back at her in wide-eyed disbelief.

“Wait! Wait! Are you telling me that Tiffany’s husband is the one behind the camera?! You’ve got to be shitting me!”

Ellie and her husband turned their heads back toward the screen.

“Holy fuck!” they both said in unison.

“I guess I just ain’t convinced,” the black man said with a shake of his head. “I reckon we need to do us a size comparison here. Find out the truth.” He looked straight into the camera and gave a demonstrative wink.

Something about Jerome’s arrogant smirk sent a shiver of arousal straight through Ellie. Was he honestly suggesting what she thought he was?

The image on the screen wobbled slightly for a few seconds, and there was a metallic click. Then the image stabilized. Eleanor realized that Steve had placed the camera on a tripod.

“That’s right, hubby,” Jerome’s deep bass voice rumbled. “Don’t be shy. Just march yo’ ass on over here.”

Steve stepped into the shot, also shirtless and also barefoot. Unlike Jerome’s toned and muscular form, his body was soft and undefined. Not exactly flabby, but not fit. The pair of grey sweatpants he wore lent a comical air to his appearance. He stroked his moustache nervously as he crossed the room to stand on Tiffany’s other side.

“Perfect,” Jerome nodded. “Now, pretty lady, why don’t you pull us both out and let’s see just what’s what here.”

Ellie stared at the image of her friend, kneeling between these two shirtless men. She watched her pale hand slide up Jerome’s thigh and glide across the obvious bulge in his pants. Her heart beat faster when Tiffany hooked her fingers into his waistband and began to ease it down.

“Wait. Wait,” said Jerome. He shook his head in disapproval. “Don’t you think your hubby should go first? I mean, what with him being the ‘man of the house’ and all?”

There was an underlying taunt to his voice that was unmistakable. The way Jerome sneered when he said ‘man of the house’ sent a shiver down Ellie’s spine. Why did she find that arousing?

Tiffany removed her hands from Jerome and turned to her husband.

“I love you,” she whispered apologetically.

She leaned forward and kissed the bulge in the front of her husband’s sweatpants, then grasped the waistband and pulled them to his knees in one stroke. His pallid member was already half-hard. Next to her, Jerome let out a smug snicker.

“Uh huh. Would you take a look at that? So, that’s what you been working with, huh girl? Dayum!! All right. All right. It’s all good. But it’s my turn now.”

Tiffany turned away from her husband and reached for Jerome.

“Nice and slow, baby,” the black man murmured. “Take yo’ time. Savor the moment.”

With a compliant nod and a guilty grin, the redhead began to slowly ease the big man’s pants down. The fabric clung stubbornly to his thick bulge for a moment, then popped free all at once, gliding smoothly down his muscular thighs. When his oversized penis bobbed into view next to Tiffany’s cheek, Eleanor gasped. The difference between the two men was nothing short of astounding.

Poor Steve, she thought. He hadn’t been kidding when he admitted to not being as big as Jerome. It wasn’t even close. Tiffany giggled softly, licking her lips as she wrapped her hands around the two men and stroked them gently. She bent her head to plant a kiss on her husband’s cockhead and then Jerome’s.

“Oh shit,” Brad muttered. “That’s… oh shit!”

Eleanor glanced at him. He was stroking himself at a frantic pace now, clearly turned on by what was happening on the screen. She didn’t blame him; it was driving her crazy, too. She turned her eyes back to the screen, increased the pressure on her clit.

“Maybe he just ain’t hard yet. Is he a grower, instead of a shower?” Jerome teased. “Why don’t you help the man out? In fact, why don’t you just get us both nice and hard? That way, we can make ourselves a fair comparison.”

An obedient Tiffany leaned forward, opened her mouth, and drew her husband’s pale noodle into her mouth. Ellie watched her cheeks dent as she sucked on him and heard his appreciative moan. Her other hand began an unconscious up and down motion on Jerome’s thick cock.

Steve stiffened quickly. Ellie noticed that he soon began to thrust his hips forward to meet his wife’s soft lips. On the screen, Jerome noticed as well.

“There you go,” he chuckled. “That feel good, Steve?”

“Yeah,” the white man moaned. “So good.”

“All right, all right! My turn,” Jerome said, pulling Tiffany away from her husband.

The moment Steve’s dick slipped from her lips, Jerome replaced it with his own girthy member. Ellie couldn’t help but breathe faster as she watched Tiffany’s pretty little mouth being stretched by the man’s enormous prick.

“That’s right, sweetie. That’s a good girl,” the black man purred. “Suck that big, black dick. Get that thing nice and hard, so we can show your hubby what a real dick looks like.”

Tiffany moaned with excitement around her lover’s thick cock, bobbing her head up and down his ebony length. Eleanor noted that her friend had a hand between her legs now and was playing with her pussy while she sucked him.

“Shit,” Brad groaned. His repertoire seemed to have been reduced to that single word.

But in all honesty, Ellie knew exactly how he felt. The scene they were watching had her head spinning. There were so many layers of erotic tension there to unpack. Race play, domination, exhibitionism, and, in Steve’s case, a whole, whole lot of humiliation.

If that humiliation bothered Steve, you wouldn’t have known it from the rampant erection he was now sporting. It lurched and bobbed excitedly in front of him as he watched his wife fellate her black lover. Ellie had been married long enough to know that no man was that hard if he wasn’t turned on. Humiliated or not, Steve was excited.

“Look how hard her husband is,” she blurted to her husband.

“Yeah,” he grunted next to her. “Fucking insane!”

The slap-slap-slap of Brad’s frantic masturbation filled her ears. Steve wasn’t the only one who was excited. The way he was stroking his cock, Ellie was surprised that he had been able to keep from cumming already.

“Okay, ease up,” Jerome announced, pulling himself from Tiffany’s greedy mouth. “I think that’s enough. Get that little white dick over here, Steve, and let’s take a look.”

Still on her knees, Tiff leaned back on her heels, reaching out to take a dick in each hand. She led them together in front of her.

“Fuuuck!” It was Ellie’s turn to swear. She plunged two fingers into her steamy snatch and was rewarded with a frisson of pleasure that coursed through her belly.

The sight of the two men’s penises side by side was one of the most erotic things she had ever seen. That there was a difference in size she had seen right away, but with their cockheads practically touching, the degree to which Jerome’s dick dwarfed Steve’s was nothing short of amazing. She had to admit; she envied Tiffany.

Her eyes drifted to her own husband’s erection, and she felt herself blush. Brad wasn’t that large either. Maybe even smaller than Steve.

“Damn, Tiff!” said Jerome, drawing Ellie’s eyes back to the screen. “I thought you said yo’ man wasn’t tiny!”

She gasped when she saw Steve’s dick flex involuntarily in Tiffany’s hand. He really did get off on the humiliation, she realized.

“Now, tell me the truth, girl,” the black man said, “which one of these here dicks do you prefer?”

Tiffany flashed her husband an apologetic smile and placed a gentle kiss on the tip of his dick. “I’m sorry,” she mouthed silently. Then, she released her hold on his penis and turned her back to him, facing Jerome and placing both hands on his large organ.

“Yours, of course,” she smiled up at the black man.

She cupped his heavy balls and leaned forward, kissing the plump, purple head. Her pink tongue flickered out, tracing along his shaft down to his testicles and then up again to the head. Then, she opened wide and took him into her mouth once more.

“Yeah,” the big man sighed. “Oh yeah! Damn right you do! You hot little slut!”

His huge hands found the back of her head and winding his fingers in her copper tresses, he began to slowly thrust his prick in and out of Tiffany’s mouth. Raising his head, he looked at her husband and jerked his head toward the chair beside the bed.

“Steve, why don’t you have a seat over there, out of the way. You can watch how your pretty little wife responds to a real man’s cock.”

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” Bradley croaked next to her. “I’m gonna cum!”

Ellie glanced over just in time to see a milky white spurt of semen burst from the tip of his dick, splashing across his bare stomach. Her breath caught in her throat as a second spurt squirted high into the air, then another. Brad’s eyes were clamped tightly shut, and he groaned in carnal pleasure, his slender hips rising from the mattress with each spurt, humping the air as he emptied his balls all over himself.

Did he always cum so much? She didn’t know. She had never actually seen him cum before.

Gradually, his body relaxed, and he let out a deep sigh, slumping against his pillow. His hand released its hold on his flagging prick, and Ellie watched a shudder of pleasure ripple through his now-limp form. His belly was streaked with an improbable amount of sperm.

A deep, masculine groan drew her attention back to the screen, and she looked up to see her friend deepthroating Jerome’s mighty shaft. She watched in amazement as Tiff pulled back until only the tip was in her mouth, then slowly leaned forward and swallowed him until his big black balls were pressed tightly against her chin.

How in the world was she able to swallow that huge thing? she wondered. How was it even possible?

“Let’s move to the bed,” Jerome growled. “It’s time for you to show your husband how you ride this big, black dick.”

He bent and grabbed Tiffany by the waist, lifting her effortlessly and carrying her to the bed as though she were a doll. Then, he lowered himself to the edge of the mattress, his mighty cock jutting up from his crotch like an ebony pillar and positioned Tiffany in front of him so that she was straddling his legs. In this position, Ellie noted, her face was only a few scant feet from that of her husband. Something told her that Jerome hadn’t chosen his spot accidentally.

“Watch close now,” Jerome taunted Steve. “You gonna like this!”

With that, he placed a hand on Tiffany’s hip and eased her backwards, using his other hand to place the head of his huge black dick at the entrance to her married pussy.

Eleanor was getting close to orgasm herself. Her breathing was shallow and ragged, her nipples ached, and her hand was a blur between her legs as she stared wide-eyed at the screen.

In the end, it was Tiff’s facial expression when she felt Jerome’s initial penetration that sent Ellie over the edge.

“Aaargh!” she yelped, gritting her teeth and twisting on the bed in pleasure as her climax swept through her body. All the while, her eyes were glued to the action on the television.

Tiff sat back on Jerome’s cock, taking him to the hilt all at once and grinding her hips on him. Steve stared at her, his own dick in his hand as he began to masturbate.

“Fuck, that’s crazy!” Bradley murmured. “I can’t believe this.”

Eleanor, still trying to catch her breath, glanced at him and was surprised to find that he was growing hard again. As she watched, his hand returned to his cock, and he began to lazily stroke himself.

Jerome brushed Tiffany’s long, red hair to the side and put his dark lips to her neck as she rode his long, black cock. “How’s that feel, sweetie?” he asked.

“Oh, God! It’s so good!” she gasped. “So big!”

“Better than that little thing?” he nodded toward Steve’s hard dick, peeking out from his fingers.

Tiffany didn’t reply, just stared at her husband and slowly rose up and down in Jerome’s lap.

A pair of strong black fingers slid up her slender ribcage to cup her soft breast. Eleanor let out a gasp of surprise when Jerome pinched her friend’s nipple and gave it a cruel twist. “Answer me!” he demanded. “Better’n that one?”

Tiff whimpered. “Yes! Oh, God, yes! Better. So much better! You’re so much bigger. So much thicker. Longer… mmmm! B… better!”

“You hear that, Steve? Yo’ wife likes my black dick better’n yours. How’s that make you feel, man?”

Steve closed his eyes, pumping his dick for all he was worth.

Jerome didn’t press him for an answer. He’d made his point. Instead, he turned his attention back to the beautiful woman writhing on his big cock.

“You like ‘em big, don’t you, Tiffany? Mm hmm! Sure you do! You like that feeling.”

His fingers raised the hem of her purple nightie, exposing her crotch to her husband’s eyes. The carpet, Ellie noted, certainly matched the drapes. Tiffany’s pubes were every bit as fiery red as the hair atop her head.

“Look at that, Steve,” he snickered. “Your little dick ever stretch her like that?”

Steve shook his head in reply.

“No. I didn’t think so. But that’s what she needs, ain’t it? To have that little married pussy of yours stretched by a real man’s dick. Ain’t that right, you sweet little slut?”

He slammed his hips up to meet her as if to emphasize his point. Tiffany gasped sharply at his sudden thrust, throwing her head back against her lover’s powerful shoulder.

What was it like, Ellie wondered, being stretched that way? And with your husband watching?! Tiffany was obviously enjoying it! She felt another pang of jealousy.

“Yes!” Tiff squealed. “I do! I need it! Oh, God! I love it when you stretch me! I love your big black dick, Jerome! Fuck me! Fuck me, please!”

Jerome gave Steve an arrogant smile.

“See there? She’s beggin’ for this black dick. Now, watch me make her cum.”

Jerome pulled the nightie the rest of the way off, exposing her beautiful, fit body to the camera. He tossed the purple garment to Steve and put his big hands on Tiff’s shapely hips, then held her up off him and began to jackhammer her tight little pussy. Her breasts danced in crazy circles on her ribcage, keeping time with Jerome’s frantic thrusts.

The man was a master cocksman. It took him less than 30 seconds to bring Tiffany to orgasm. Ellie watched in amazement as her friend’s gorgeous body went stiff, and she moaned in pleasure.

“Aw, shit!” Steve gasped. His eyes bulged and his meager dick was bright red in his pumping fist. “I think I’m gonna cum!”

“No!” Jerome commanded, still fucking the man’s wife. “No, you don’t! You turn that thing loose, white boy! You wait ‘til I’m done here. Then, if you’re a good boy, maybe your wife will let you squirt for her.”

“O… okay,” Steve replied meekly, taking his hand away from himself and hanging his head in obedience.

“What the fuck?!” Brad whispered. “Oh, my God!” He was jerking his own cock with abandon next to her. Any embarrassment he had shown earlier was gone now.

The way the black man dominated Tiffany and her husband made Ellie whimper with lust, and her brain formed an unbidden question: What if she were in Tiffany’s place, and it was Bradley being ordered around by a more dominant man? The shocking idea sent a shudder of arousal through her.

When her orgasm hit just five seconds later, it took her completely by surprise. She closed her eyes and curled her toes. Her fingers flew across her clit as she rode the crest of her pleasure.

When it was over, Ellie let out a ragged sigh and let her legs fall open. A warm feeling of contentment permeated every cell in her body. She opened her eyes just in time to see Jerome switch positions.

With Tiffany still trembling in the afterglow of her climax, the black man scooped her up in his powerful arms and, turning, deposited her on her back on the mattress. In a flash, he was between her shapely legs once more. Ellie heard her friend gasp when his thick member found its way back inside her.

He was so rough, Ellie thought to herself, so strong and masculine.

She glanced to her right, where Bradley was frantically jerking his little dick and couldn’t help comparing the two men. There was no comparison. Not if she were being honest. Once again, she felt envious of her new friend.

What she wouldn’t give to experience sex like that! To be taken by a big, assertive man like Jerome! To be held down and fucked from one orgasm to another! And if Brad were forced to watch…?

Her thoughts were running away with her, leaving in their wake a deep sense of shame at her disloyalty. But shame wasn’t all she felt. Even though she had orgasmed no more than two minutes ago, she had a sudden need to touch herself again.

“Aaaah! God!” she hissed when her searching fingers once again found the fireball that was her insatiable pussy. She winced at the almost painful sensitivity. But Ellie was past caring. She sank a long finger into her sopping hole and felt her arousal spike anew.

The shot on the screen was of Jerome’s muscular butt, flexing again and again as he drove his cock resolutely into the white woman beneath him. Tiffany groaned appreciatively in response and brought her long legs up to wrap around his waist. Her pretty heels bounced on his black ass with each thrust. The contrast of her pale skin against his ebony darkness was starkly beautiful.

Eleanor watched the rutting couple gradually build speed. The rhythmic sound of their flesh slapping against each other was interrupted only by Tiffany’s high-pitched squeal when she came again. On and on, Jerome fucked her, pumping like an oil derrick, climbing inexorably toward his own orgasm.

“Where you want it, girl?” he murmured into Tiffany’s ear. “Where you want this nut?”

“Y… you know… where.”

“Uh uh. Tell me. Say it! Let him hear you!”

“In… inside me,” she whined. “Cum in my pussy! Please! Cum in my married pussy!”

“All right,” he shot a knowing smirk at Steve. “Lady wants it. Now come give her a kiss, cuck!”

“I… what?” the white man asked.

“You heard me, white boy! Get yo’ ass over here and kiss your wife while I fill this pussy up for her.”

Steve jumped to his feet and hurried to his wife’s side.

“Oh shit!” Brad exclaimed. “Oh fuuuuck! Nnnngh!”

Eleanor knew from the tone of his voice that he was cumming again. She turned her head, and sure enough, his dick was spurting all over his stomach again. This time around there was less.

Her eyes snapped back to the television, and she moaned out loud when she saw Steve bend and kiss his wife. A long stream of pre-cum leaked from his very erect cock, dribbling onto the bedspread beside her. All the while, Jerome pounded his cock into her married pussy with growing abandon.

Ellie was going to cum, too. The sight of Tiffany being fucked so savagely while she made out with her cuckold husband was perhaps the most erotic image she had ever seen. She panted with excitement while she played with her pussy, holding herself on the edge of orgasm and watching her friend being fucked by her dominant lover. She wanted to time it just right so that she could cum at the same time as him.

When she saw Tiffany wrap her fingers in her husband’s hair and begin to orgasm again, she knew Jerome would not be far behind, so she increased her pace, digging her heels into the soft mattress beneath her. The warm waves of pleasure rippled through her belly with each touch of her hand. She felt herself cresting, crossing the point of no return and her heart soared when she heard the black man announce his own orgasm.

“I’m… I’m cumming now,” he announced. “Cumming in yo’ pretty wife, Steve!”

Through the haze of her own pleasure, Ellie watched Jerome thrust deep and grind himself between Tiffany’s legs. He was, she knew, pouring his sperm into her unfaithful pussy. Then, to her complete shock, she saw Steve’s pale member begin to bob frantically in front of him. A split second later, spurt after spurt of his own cum shot onto the comforter in front of him, without him ever touching himself!


Chapter 10

It was another week before Eleanor was able to summon the courage to face Tiffany again. Even then, she almost turned around at the gate.

In that time, she had watched and rewatched the video a dozen times. Probably more. To the point that it had become almost an obsession. She watched it with Bradley several times. She watched it more alone. She had masturbated so much that her pussy had been constantly sore for a week.

Where the first video Tiff had shared with her had been sexy and naughty, this one was in a realm all its own. And its effect on the Mitchells had been suitably profound.

They had fucked like rabbits the next day, Bradley pounding into her like a man possessed. Ellie had been so excited that she even managed to cum before her husband, something that hadn’t happened that many times in their marriage.

It was Brad who suggested that they each masturbate again during their next session, and Ellie had enthusiastically agreed. If anything, it had been more intense than the first time.

Even when she wasn’t watching it, Eleanor was thinking about the video. It touched something deep within her soul, something primal and forbidden that she didn’t know existed before. She found herself fantasizing about being in Tiffany’s place, spreading her legs for Jerome. At night, her dreams were filled with big, black cocks fucking her from one orgasm to another while poor Brad watched helplessly.

She still couldn’t believe Tiffany would share something so desperately personal and revealing with her. Wasn’t she afraid of permanently altering the way Ellie viewed her and her husband? For that matter, hadn’t it done just that? Even as she pulled into the driveway that led to the Clark’s trailer house, she still had no idea just what she was going to say to her friend.

When she rounded the corner, she sighed. Jerome’s old truck was sitting in the drive. Shit!

For a second, Ellie thought about leaving. About turning around and driving back home. Bad enough that she would have to face Tiffany after watching her perverted video. There was no way in hell she could look Jerome in the face.

He’d know. Sense something. She was just sure of it. But she desperately wanted to talk to Tiffany. Needed to.

She put the car in park and killed the engine. For a while, she just sat there, staring at the house in silence. They were in there. Having sex. Just on the other side of that door. Her beautiful friend was on her back, being fucked senseless by her black fuckbuddy, most likely in her husband’s bed. Ellie could almost see them.

She licked her lips, feeling suddenly hot, and tried to force the image from her head. She opened the door and got out, taking a deep breath of the stifling summer air.

With a little coaching from Tiffany, Ellie was learning to dress for the heat. The tiny denim shorts she had on were as daring as they were cool. The sort of thing she would never have worn in her old life, before she moved to the country. But she was coming to realize that that life was gone. It was time to turn the page, and maybe part of that was a new wardrobe.  

And if the shorts were daring, the tiny red tank top Tiff had insisted on buying her was nothing short of scandalous. Tight and thin, it hugged her upper body like a coat of fresh paint, clinging to her sculpted abs and accentuating her perfect breasts. The two tiny straps that kept the garment from falling off looked dangerously overtaxed.

There was no doubt that the look was sexy. Hell, she’d practically had to fight her husband off on her way to the car. She still wasn’t completely comfortable, dressed this way, but when the cool breeze found her bare skin, she couldn’t deny that less clothing had certain advantages in this climate.

Ellie took another look at the doublewide. Should she knock? she wondered. Knowing Tiff, she’d probably open the door naked! Ellie grinned at the thought and shook her head. No. She wouldn’t knock. She’d go down to the barn instead, visit the goats and kill time until she heard Jerome’s truck leave. Yes. That was a good plan.

The big barn door was open. Tiff sometimes left it that way in the summer. She said that the extra ventilation helped to keep it cooler for the animals.

Eleanor stepped into the shade of the building and started across the central corridor to where the goats were when a strange sound drew her attention. She stopped and perked her ears, waiting for it to repeat. A few seconds later, she heard it again.

It was coming from the back stall, the one Tiffany used as a makeshift tack room. Where she kept the saddles and bridles and things from when she and Steve had owned horses. It was a sort of thumping noise, rhythmic but slightly irregular. Had one of the goats gotten into the stall and was now unable to get out? She decided she had better check it out.

She was three feet from the stall door, already reaching out her hand for the latch, when she heard Tiffany’s voice on the other side of the wall clearly say, “Oh yeah! Just like that, Jerome! Fuck me! Fuck me good!”

Ellie’s eyebrows shot up in surprise, and she froze in her tracks.

Oh, my God! They weren’t in the house! No! They were doing it in the barn!!

She held her breath and listened, heart pounding. The sounds of sex coming from the tack room were unmistakable. There were the telltale moans and grunts, interspersed with the sounds of two bodies slapping against each.

“Damn, I love this sweet married pussy, Tiff!” Jerome’s gravelly bass rumbled. “You’re the hottest piece of ass I ever had!”

Ellie stood rooted in place, afraid to move, lest she make some sound that gave her away. For a long time, she just stood there, listening to the sounds of her friend fornicating with her lover. Then, summoning her courage at last, she turned to tiptoe out of the barn. That was when her eye was drawn to a large knothole in one of the pine boards that made up the wall of the tack room.

Perfectly round, it was located about two and a half feet above the concrete floor. A small shaft of light shone through it from the room on the other side, a subtle beacon that called to her.

She stared at the black-rimmed opening, wrestling with herself. Her tongue darted out to lick her suddenly very dry lips. She knew it was wrong, knew she shouldn’t do it, but just on the other side of that wall was the very thing she’d been fantasizing about for the past week.

It was no use. She couldn’t fight the urge. The temptation was too much. She had to look! Just had to!

Slowly, careful not to make a sound, she moved to the wall and lowered herself to her hands and knees. The concrete of the barn floor was cool and rough against her bare knees.

She brushed her long blonde hair back over her shoulder, then eased forward and, putting her eye to the hole, peered through. What she saw there made her stomach do a flip and made her nipples ache beneath the thin fabric of her tank top.

Tiffany was facing toward Ellie’s hidden vantage point, bent over one of the saddles with Jerome plowing her from behind. She was nearly naked, wearing nothing but a light summer dress that was gathered now in a crumpled band around her slender waist. Each mighty thrust of her lover’s muscular hips sent a shudder through the redhead’s petite body and ripped another sultry groan from her pretty lips.

“Yesss!” she squealed. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder.”

She slammed her shapely hips back at him in encouragement. Her eyes were closed, her face a mask of pleasure.

Ever obliging, Jerome wound his strong fingers in her copper hair and pulled her upright against his chest. He bit her earlobe and drove his steely cock into her. Tiffany yelped in reply to his savage thrust, clutching the saddle in front of her for dear life, but her lover showed no mercy, launching himself into her welcoming pussy again and again. His pace quickened with each thrust until he was jackhammering her relentlessly.

“Oooh God, yes!” she wailed, throwing her head back against his shoulder and arching her back.

Through her secret peephole, Eleanor stared at her friend’s pert breasts, dancing and shuddering on her ribs, her diamond-hard nipples poking out like a pair of dusky bullets. A thin sheen of perspiration caused her skin to glisten like satin in the soft light of the barn. God, she looked sexy! Ellie’s hand drifted unconsciously up her torso to give a surreptitious squeeze to one of her own tits.

When she drew a ragged breath through her nose, Ellie took in all the usual scents of the barn: hay and leather and diesel from the tractor. But mixed with these familiar odors was something new, something exciting: the spicy, heady, unmistakable aroma of Tiffany’s arousal.

She felt herself dampen as she peered through the knothole, wishing she could trade places with the other woman. She continued to knead her breast while her other hand snaked between her thighs to press against her aching crotch and rubbed herself in time to Jerome’s thrusts.

With a growl, Tiffany’s lover spun around and pushed up against the far wall, knocking a pair of halters from their pegs. Ellie nearly fainted with lust when he tore the last remnants of her clothing from her pale body and threw them into the corner of the stall. He was such an animal!

Biting her lip at her own brazenness, she quietly undid the top button of her denim shorts and pushed a trembling hand into her panties, unable to resist the need to share in the torrid scene playing out on the other side of the wall. She pushed a finger knuckle-deep into her molten pussy and began to masturbate in earnest.

Jerome’s black hands grasped Tiff’s tiny waist, pulling her back onto his intruding manhood. Her fingers were clamped around the iron bars of the stall window in front of her, clutching the cool steel while her black lover humped her from behind.

Frustrated with the angle, Ellie moved her head from side to side, trying to get a better view of the big dick that had haunted her dreams these past few days, but it was futile. Try as she might, she could only see his round butt flexing with each thrust with an occasional glimpse of his enormous balls swinging between his legs.

“Getting close,” the big man snarled. “Shit, baby I’m fixin’ to nut. Where you want it? In yo’ pussy again?”

“N…no. Not thi… this time. I wanna taste you,” Tiffany whimpered. “Please, Jerome.”

“All right, darling. Then get on yo’ knees, ‘cause here it comes.”

Again? Ellie thought. So this wasn’t even their first session of the day? Oh my God! Once again, she was struck by Jerome’s sexual prowess. In all the years of their marriage, she could count on one hand the number of times Bradley had taken her twice in one day.

In the tack room, Jerome staggered back, and Ellie was treated to her first real glimpse of his long, black penis when it plopped free from Tiffany’s stretched pussy. Slick and glistening with her juices, it stood straight out from his body, as hard as a piece of polished ebony. He was even bigger in person than he looked in the videos. She couldn’t help but gasp.

Tiffany heard her. A frown stole across her pretty face, and her head snapped around to where Ellie was hiding. Her eyes seemed to go straight to the knothole.

Ellie pulled back, her heart pounding. She scarcely dared to breathe.

When thirty seconds passed with no one coming to investigate, she figured the danger had passed. Ever so slowly, she returned to the knothole.

In the tack room, a naked Tiff was on her knees in front of Jerome. Without hesitation, she took his thick log into her mouth, and Ellie saw her pretty cheeks hollow inwards as she applied suction. Her hands slid beneath his low-hanging balls and cupped them lovingly while she fellated him.

Satisfied that she hadn’t been discovered, Ellie resumed her illicit masturbation.

“Damn, that’s good!” Jerome declared. “You always could suck a cock.”

He began to thrust his turgid shaft in and out of Tiffany’s warm mouth.

It won’t be much longer now, Ellie thought. Any minute now, he’ll be…

DINGALINGALING!!!!!

Shit! It was her ringtone. Her phone was ringing! Shit! Shit! Shit!

Snatching her hand out of her panties, a panicked Eleanor scrambled to retrieve the phone before it could ring again. Her frenzied fingers plucked it from her back pocket, but then fumbled and dropped it to the floor, where it rang again before she could pick it back up.

DINGALINGALING!!!!!

The sound was deafening. She jabbed the silence button with a shaky finger, then froze and listened. The barn was silent. Completely silent. Fuuuuck! Had they heard the phone? Maybe they’d been making enough noise of their own that the ringing had gone unnoticed, she thought optimistically.

Careful to make no sound, moving at a glacial pace, she knelt again and put her eye to the knothole. The tack room was empty. Where had they gone?

“Well, well, well!” a deep, masculine voice behind her nearly made her jump out of her skin. “Looks like we caught us a voyeur.”

Ellie whirled around to find Jerome towering over her with both fists planted on his hips. She briefly noted the jaunty smirk on his handsome face before she was distracted by his bare penis jutting out at her just six feet away.

“Uh huh!” Tiffany giggled. “It sure looks like it, don’t it?”

Feeling like an animal in a trap, Eleanor shot a glance to the left to find her nude friend smiling down at her, blocking her escape. She felt the hot blood rush to her cheeks and her stomach churn. She was going to be sick.

“See anything you liked, hon’?”

“I… I… Oh God! I’m sorry,” she stammered. “So sorry!! I… I should go. I’ll just be…” Her eyes fell to the floor as her words failed her.

Ellie had never been so embarrassed in her life. She fumbled with the buttons of her shorts, feeling their accusing eyes upon her. Her trembling fingers wouldn’t work right. Fuck! She was desperate to get out of there, to be anywhere but there.

“Damn it!” she hissed, trying find the buttonhole. Then suddenly, she felt a soft hand close around her trembling wrist. She looked up to find Tiffany kneeling next to her, her emerald eyes just inches from her own.

“It’s all right, hon’,” she smiled softly. “It’s all right. You don’t need to go.”

“I… I can’t. I…”

“Shhh. It’s okay, Ellie. We ain’t mad.” She brushed Ellie’s hair out of her face. “It’s okay.”

“But… But I…”

“It’s all right. I don’t mind.” Then, the redhead’s understanding smile turned playful, and she chuckled. “And as for Jerome there, does it look like he’s upset?”

Eleanor’s teary eyes turned on the black man and came to rest on his oversized erection, staring her straight in the face. He didn’t appear to have softened in the slightest since leaving the tack room. If anything, he seemed to have firmed even more.

Ellie snickered nervously. “I… No. I… I guess he doesn’t seem too upset.”

“Heck no!”

Tiffany waved her lover over.

“Why don’t you stick around a while? Maybe watch me finish what this neanderthal started?”

With that, she reached out and took Jerome’s thick penis in her hand, stroking him gently while she smiled at Ellie.

“You know I’m a little kinky. I like an audience,” she winked.

Before Eleanor could answer, Tiffany leaned forward and took the black man into her mouth.

“Oh my God!” the blonde whispered, staring at her friend. She’d never been in a situation like this. Never.

She didn’t know what to do. Didn’t even know what she wanted to do. There was a part of her that wanted to bolt, to rush out of the barn and get into her car and just get the hell out of there. The sane part. The responsible part.

But there was another part of her that wanted desperately to stay…

“Oh, that’s right, you sexy slut!” Jerome’s deep bass seemed to reverberate through the whole barn.

Ellie felt the goosebumps spring up all over her body. She hadn’t been this close to another man’s penis since she and Bradley had started dating. And none of the penises she had seen had been anything like the ebony monster sliding in and out of Tiffany’s mouth not two feet away from her.

Tiff pulled off him and planted a loving kiss on the plum-sized head, then playfully nibbled down his shaft to his balls. When she ducked her head and sucked one of his heavy testicles into her hot mouth, the black man moaned with pleasure.

Ellie stole a glance at Jerome’s face and found his chocolate-brown eyes staring at her. She felt her pulse quicken, and her nipples ached. For a fleeting second, she had the urge to join Tiffany in pleasuring this dark-skinned god, to taste him, to feel that beautiful cock stretching her mouth. The shameful thought caused her pussy to gush.

You should go, a little voice screamed inside her head, before this crazy situation got even more out of hand.

When Tiffany straightened up again, she shot Ellie a wicked smile. “Isn’t he amazing?” she asked.

“Y… yeah,” she blushed, glancing up at Jerome’s face again. “He is.”

His gaze made her feel hot and jumpy inside. Those eyes of his seemed to be boring a hole into her soul. She smiled shyly at him, feeling shaky and dizzy. Her nipples were granite pebbles beneath her skimpy top.

“So big. And hard!” Tiffany exclaimed between slurps. She pulled Jerome closer, stroking him with both hands and licking the head of his dick like an ice cream cone. Then, without warning, she leaned over and put her lips to Ellie’s ear. “You really should try it!” she whispered.

“Tiffany!” the pretty blonde gasped. “I… I’m married!”

The redhead ignored her, taking Jerome’s big dick in her mouth again, bobbing up and down his length.

Ellie was mortified, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away. She was so aroused she was practically dripping.

“You can touch him, if you want,” Tiffany teased. “I won’t tell.”

It was as if she could read her mind. Did she have any clue just how badly Ellie wanted to touch him? To take Tiffany’s place and have a taste of that big chocolate dick?

She reminded herself again that she was married, but the concept seemed to be growing more vague and nebulous by the second. Her present reality was dominated by Jerome’s erect penis.

The two women’s faces were just a few inches apart. Ellie could feel the heat radiating from the two lover’s naked bodies. She was so turned on she could barely breathe. After watching Tiffany suck her black lover for a moment, wrestling with her emotions, she swallowed hard and shook her head.

“Aw, what the hell!” she murmured and quietly eased her hand back into her panties. She was rewarded by a wave of pleasure.

“Oh yeah!” Jerome rumbled. “You go for it, girl! Rub that little blonde pussy for ole Jerome!”

Looking back on it later, Eleanor suspected that this was the moment Tiffany had been waiting for. Once she saw that her friend was touching herself, the redhead leaned closer and reached for Ellie’s hand.

“I…,” she whispered. “Tiff, I… I can’t.”

“Shh. You can,” the redhead smiled. “You and I both know you need this, hon’. Go on. Just touch him. Feel that big thing.”

She didn’t want to do it. Not really. She knew it was wrong, knew she should resist, but Ellie’s willpower had all but evaporated by this point. With a plaintive whimper, she submitted, allowing Tiff to place her hand on Jerome’s veiny shaft.

“Oh my God!” she whispered, closing her little fingers around his organ as if to take possession of this beautiful cock. She slowly pumped him, feeling his hardness and marveling at his girth and heft. How in the world, she wondered for the nth time, did Tiffany fit this monster inside her?

The act of making contact with Jerome’s thick black organ seemed to obliterate the last of Ellie’s resistance and shatter any sense of right or wrong. It was like a dam breaking, and when it did, every bit of longing, every ounce of pent-up sexual frustration came rushing through the cracks to engulf her very being.

With Tiffany’s encouraging hand on the back of her head, she leaned forward and swallowed Jerome’s big dick.

“Oh damn!!” the big man growled. “Fuck! Oh man, I been waitin’ for this since the first time I saw you! Mm hmm! Suck that dick, girl! This a dream come true!”

Flattered by his crude praise, Ellie moaned around him, peering up into his eyes while she sucked. The fleshy spear in her mouth was so foreign, so unlike any man she had ever known. His dick filled her entire mouth, stretched her lips, and made her jaw ache. It was easily twice the size of any of her previous partners, and she immediately fell in love with it.

She could taste just a hint of Tiffany on his shaft, and that thought heightened her arousal. It added to the dirtiness of what she was doing, and at that moment, dirty was what she needed.

She felt Tiffany’s hot breath on her shoulder. The other woman planted a kiss on her bare skin, and she shivered at her touch.

“That’s it, Ellie. Just go with it, sweetie,” she whispered in her ear. “Just like that. Suck that big black dick.”

She needed no encouragement at this point. All the world could have ceased to exist, and she would not have noticed. The only thing she cared about was pleasuring the massive cock in her mouth.

Ellie worked Jerome’s shaft like her life depended on it. She sucked and licked him, stroking him with her hands all the while.

She felt Tiffany’s warm little fingers snake beneath the hem of her tank top and slowly ease it upwards. Ellie knew exactly what her friend was doing. Tiff was going to show her tits to Jerome.

At any other time, such a thing would have been unthinkable, but there, in that moment, she wanted it more than anything. Sighing contentedly, she rocked back on her heels and raised her arms, smiling at Jerome while Tiff lifted her shirt over her head.

“Damn!” the black man groaned. “Now that’s a fine sight if I ever saw one! Them are some fine titties, Eleanor!”

“Thank you,” she said shyly.

The fresh breeze on her bare breasts was almost as exhilarating as Jerome’s compliments. She liked him looking at her, liked the hungry look in his eyes. It had been a long time since a man other than Brad had looked at her that way.

She reached out for his erect prick again, but Tiffany took her hands and raised her to her feet.

“Just a moment,” she said. “Let’s do this proper, hon’. Let ole Jerome have a good look at you.”

Before she could ask what she meant, the redhead hooked her fingers into the waistband of her shorts and stripped them to her ankles in one swift motion, taking her panties with them. A shocked Ellie now stood before Jerome, wearing nothing but a pair of tennis shoes.

“Wow! Goddamn, Ellie!” he declared.

She blushed under his gaze. But that didn’t mean she didn’t like him looking at her.

“She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” Tiffany asked.

“Damn right, she is! Ellie, you sure are one fine-looking woman! Yo’ husband is a lucky bastard!”

As if to prove his point, he stepped forward and took her in his powerful arms, kissing her soft lips with a passion that stole the breath from her lungs. She clung to him through the kiss, feeling the heat of his muscular chest against her aching nipples and the hard lump of his manhood pressing against her skin.

She couldn’t think straight with his sexy dick throbbing against her belly. Everything was moving too fast, and the heat between her legs was drowning out every other thought in her brain.

She flinched when Jerome touched her, then let out a moan as his hands began to roam over her body. She had a sudden need to press herself against him.

He ran a hand down her back and cupped her ass, kissing her again. When his fingers found her pussy, she knew that she wasn’t going to stop him. She was going to submit to this man and cheat on her husband.

With Jerome fingering her very wet pussy, she turned her head to find that Tiffany had retrieved a thick checkered picnic blanket from the tack room. She watched her place it on the floor behind her and smooth it out neatly.

“Don’t worry,” she smiled with a shrug, “It’s clean.”

“I… I don’t know,” Ellie whined, trying to convince herself that the decision hadn’t already been made.

Jerome was fingering her faster now, making it impossible to focus. She could hear her own pulse pounding in her ears.

“Yes, you do,” the redhead replied.

“But… you… you wouldn’t mind?” Ellie asked. “If I…”

“Hell no, Ellie. I don’t own the man,” she grinned. “To tell the truth, I’ve been just dying to see Jerome here give you the fuckin’ you need! You go ahead, girl.”

Need. That was the operative word. And she did need this.

Ellie gave a silent nod and, with that, let go of the last of her pretense. She was going to cheat on her husband with this handsome black man, and nothing was going to stop that. She took his face in her hands and kissed him.

“Jerome?” she whispered softly.

“Yes ma’am?”

“Would you… Would you please make love to me now?”

“Yes ma’am! Oh, hell yes!”

She melted into him, feeling the heat of his body against hers, and he guided her onto her back on the woolen blanket. Their lips found each other again and her heart soared when she felt the plump head of his dick bump into her swollen labia.

“Go slow,” she entreated. “My husband’s not as big as you.”

“Don’t you worry ‘bout a thing, Ellie. Ole Jerome’s gonna take good care of you.”

He kissed her again, then nibbled her neck. She mewled with excitement. His big hands mauled her breasts. When he bent his head to suck on one of her nipples, she squealed with delight.

Heart pounding, she twisted her head to the side to find Tiffany watching them. She was kneeling on one corner of the blanket, playing with her pussy with one hand, holding her phone up in front of her with the other.

“Thought I’d better record this for posterity,” she shrugged.

A weak smile was Ellie’s only reply. She’d never had sex in front of anyone before, but she was too horny to care whether or not Tiff was watching. And the idea of her filming them added an unexpected thrill to what was about to happen.

When Jerome’s fingers tickled up the inside of her thigh and then gently combed through her pubic hair, she could stand it no longer.

“Please!” she pleaded with him. “Please! Just fuck me!”

Jerome didn’t need to be told twice. With a knowing smile, he put a strong hand under each of her knees and slowly spread her slender thighs. Ellie whimpered with excitement when the big man settled between her legs.

His big cock come to rest on her belly, and Ellie felt its impossible weight. Looking down, she saw that it extended up past her belly button. The sight made her dizzy with lust. How could anyone be that big?

“You sure you’re ready for this?” he teased. Leaning back on his heels, he took his dick and tapped her pussy with the massive head, causing her hips to curl up at him involuntarily.

“Yes! God, yes! Please! Pleeease!” she begged.

She needed this. Needed it now. Needed it more than she ever could have admitted.

“All right, Ellie,” he smiled. “Then put me in.”

Ellie reached for his dick, panting with arousal. Her hand shook as she brought the head to her slick opening.

“That’s right. Good girl,” Jerome breathed. “Here it comes.”

He swiped the head through her folds, getting himself wet, and then began to push against her. Ellie gasped. It felt like he would split her in two. His cock was an ebony battering ram, demanding entrance to her married pussy.

Unaccustomed to anything so big, her little slit resisted him at first. She felt the pressure build as he pushed against her, felt the hot sense of panic rising within her. Then, all at once, her body seemed to open up and let him in.

“Ooooh fuuuuck!!” she grunted when that first inch of his thick black cock plowed into her.

There was a sharp pain that took her breath away, followed by an overwhelming sense of fullness. She jerked upright, mouth torn open in a silent scream, and grabbed his forearms. Her nails bit into his dark flesh.

Another inch ripped another gasp from her throat, and then she found her voice once more.

“Oh, jeez, you’re big! Oooh! I don’t… I don’t know!! Too big! Aaargh! Oh! Oh! Go slow! Go slow!”

Jerome rotated his hips, flexing himself inside her with a knowing smile on his chiseled face. His strong hands held her hips, preventing her escape.

“Shh. It’s all right, sweet thing,” he purred. “I ain’t gonna hurt you.”

Tiffany giggled from the sidelines. “Just you wait, hon’,” she said. “You ain’t done yet. There’s a few more inches to go!”

“Oh my God!” Eleanor gasped. “I… I don’t know if I…”

Jerome’s next slow push cut off her train of thought and ripped a long moan from her throat.

“Oooooh! Oooooh fuuuuuck!”

Ellie’s panicky mind raced. She’d made a mistake. She couldn’t do this! Jerome was too big. Way too big! There was no way. No fucking way she’d be able to take that much. Jerome was going to rip her apart.

“Just relax,” he murmured. It was like he could read her mind. “You can do it, Ellie. Relax and let me in.”

Ellie nodded, biting her lip. She let her head fall back to the blanket and closed her eyes. She willed herself to breathe through the pain.

She felt Jerome’s thick slab slide back a bit, then he slowly thrust his narrow hips forward again, stretching her even more. Another agonizingly slow thrust followed. Then another. And another. It seemed to go on and one, but each time, another half inch of Jerome’s long dick found its way up into Ellie’s tight channel.

Gradually, the feeling wasn’t so foreign. She found herself relaxing, and as she did, the pain she felt gave way to pleasure. And with every second, the pleasure seemed to grow.

Her mind went back to Tiffany’s description of what it felt like to have sex with a large man. “Stretched tight,” she had said. Yes, that’s exactly how this felt. She hadn’t understood at the time, but now, with Jerome inside her, the description suddenly made perfect sense. It was the most amazing feeling. Like nothing she had ever felt, nothing she had ever dreamed of.

She began to rock her hips, meeting his thrusts, and trying to take all of his wonderful cock. Her hands found the back of Jerome’s neck and she brought him down to her, kissing him fiercely.

“That’s it! See? You can do it!” Tiff offered her encouragement. “Get that dick!”

She clung to him like a castaway clinging to rock as he worked the last few inches into her. Through the fog of her arousal, it occurred to Ellie that this big black dick was reaching farther inside her than any man had ever been. A place her husband had never reached and never would. The dirtiness of that thought made her swoon with arousal.

After another dozen slow thrusts, she felt his heavy balls slap mashed against her butt and realized that she had succeeded in taking his full length. She snuggled against her lover’s chest and smiled quietly to herself as a perverse sense of pride swept through her.

“So deep,” she whispered to no one in particular. “So good.”

Jerome ground himself against her, and the pleasure was almost unbearable. She was, she realized quite suddenly, very close to orgasm.

“Oh God, I love your cock,” she murmured, blushing at her own brazenness.

“Just you wait,” the handsome black man winked. “You ain’t seen nothing yet!”

With that, he pulled back until only the head remained inside her, then immediately slid forward, burying his shaft in her searing heat again. On the second stroke, she climaxed.

It wasn’t like cumming with her husband. Those orgasms were pleasurable enough, but they were a warm and almost relaxing release of sexual tension. This was like being struck by lightning.

Her toes curled, her head snapped back, and her piercing cry of pleasure shook the rafters of the barn. A great heat seemed to explode between her legs and sizzling bolts of pleasure shot through her whole body, setting her skin aflame.

When it was over, she fell limp beneath her black lover, who continued his slow and steady fucking of her lifeless body until she regained her composure and began to move beneath him once more.

“Holy shit!” she exclaimed. “That was amazing! Oh my God!!”

“Brace yourself, hon’,” Tiffany said, moving around to film them from another angle. “Jerome’s about to open your eyes to just how good sex can be!”

As if waiting for his cue, Jerome grasped Eleanor around her trim waist and began to long-stroke her quivering pussy, using the full length of his oversized organ to pleasure the petite blonde on the blanket in front of him.

“Ooooooh yeeessss!” she whined. “Fuck me, Jerome! Fuuuck meeee!”

She brought her hands to his muscular ass and pulled him into her, spreading her legs as wide as she could, offering herself completely to this beautiful man. She was dimly aware of Tiffany circling them with her phone held out in front of her.

Each mighty stroke came a little faster than the last, until he was sawing his cock in and out of her like a lumberjack. Ellie wailed beneath him, cumming a second time. A few short minutes later, her third orgasm had her filling the barn with her cries.

This was the sex she had always dreamed of. Intense and athletic and overwhelming. As the searing pleasure coursed through her, Ellie knew that she had never truly been fucked until this moment. Why had it taken so long to find this feeling? And how on earth would she ever live without it again?

“Damn!” Jerome snarled through his teeth as he fucked the pretty blonde housewife. “I’m ‘bout to nut! You want me to pull out?”

“NO!!!” Ellie hissed. She brought her legs up and hooked her ankles in the small of his back. “Give it to me, Jerome! Give me that cum!”

“Yes ma’am!” he grinned.

“That’s so hot!” Tiffany cooed, moving in behind Jerome with the camera for the final shot.

Jerome’s big hands palmed his lover’s ass cheeks as he began to hammer her pussy like a madman. She wailed and bucked beneath him, unable to tell one orgasm from the next, cumming endlessly as his black cock bored its way into her very soul.

When he came, she felt the first jet splash against her cervix, hot as molten lava. She screamed, pulling him as deep as she could, and felt him throb again and again. The pleasure she felt bordered on delirium. She wished she could stay in that moment forever, with Jerome’s huge, black dick jerking and spurting inside her.

Once the deed was done, an eerie silence fell over the barn. Jerome rolled off her limp body, and she felt a profound sense of loss when his beautiful penis slipped out of her now-gaping pussy. A flood of thick semen came gushing out, staining the picnic blanket beneath her.


Chapter 11

It was already dark when Eleanor finally got home.

She drove the car slowly up the driveway, filled with dread and remorse. What was she going to tell Bradley? Had she just blown up her marriage? Damn! Why had she done something so stupid?!!

After what happened in the barn, Tiffany suggested that she and Jerome come to the house for a glass of water. She’d been thirsty, so she had agreed. That glass of water had turned into another round of sex on the couch, followed by a third in Tiffany’s bed.

She had been insatiable. It was like she was trying to make up in a single afternoon for all the good sex she had been missing over the years. And there was no doubt about it; sex with Jerome was good!

When she had finally come to her senses, the sun was already sinking below the horizon, and there were a dozen missed calls from Brad on her phone.

The car approached the house. She still had no clue what she was going to say to her husband. Maybe you should have thought of him a little earlier, she chided herself. But she hadn’t.

Truth be told, she hadn’t thought of her husband once during her marathon of carnal pleasure. She’d spent the day so utterly wrapped up in Jerome and his enormous cock that Bradley had completely slipped her mind.

Poor Bradley! Oh God! How could she have done this to him? God only knew how he was going to take all this. She could always lie, she thought. No. No. She couldn’t. She was a terrible liar. He’d see through it immediately. He’d know. And besides, it wasn’t right. After what she had done, didn’t she at least owe him the truth?

The house was completely dark when she brought the car to a stop and killed the engine. Was Bradley home? Or had he left? She snorted. Her fear was making her irrational. Brad hadn’t gone anywhere. His car was parked right next to her.

She sat there in the blackness, staring at the front door, afraid to get out. Afraid of what came next. Her heart was heavy in her chest.

Suddenly, a flicker of light drew her eye to the upstairs window. Bradley was in the bedroom. And by the looks of it, he was watching TV.

She watched the window for a long moment, summoning her courage, then got out and went inside. She tossed her keys in the bowl on the kitchen counter and headed upstairs to face the music.

She hadn’t realized how sore she was until she started to climb the stairs. Jerome had given her a workout. She grimaced at the pain, her mind flashing back to the image of Jerome bending her over the back of Tiffany’s sofa. No wonder she was sore!

At the door to the bedroom, she paused, collecting herself in anticipation of what was bound to be the most difficult and consequential conversation of her marriage. She took a deep breath and placed her hand on the doorknob when her ears caught the telltale sound of Tiffany’s voice.

Ellie listened. There it was again. Tiffany giggling. Tiffany moaning. What the hell was…

Then, she understood. Brad was watching one of the clips Tiff had given her. He was jerking off to her friend being fucked by Jerome.

A sharp pang of jealousy pierced her heart at the thought of her husband masturbating to another woman. But that was ridiculous! she told herself. What right did she have to be jealous? After what she had done?

A bitter smile stole across her face. There were two hours of new video on her phone now. Only in these clips, it wasn’t Tiffany being skewered by Jerome’s big dick!

Fuck! She shook her head in despair. This was going to be a disaster!

But putting it off any longer wasn’t going to change anything. Ellie turned the knob and opened the door.

The only light came from the flickering television set on the wall. But it was sufficient.

Sure enough, Brad was lying back in the middle of the bed, stark naked and jerking his dick like a bonobo. He was so caught up in Tiffany’s onscreen antics that it took a moment for him to realize that his wife was standing in the doorway. When he did, he jumped like he’d been shocked.

“Shit! Ellie! I didn’t hear you come in! I… uh… sorry!”

He fumbled for the remote, nervously pulling the sheet up to hide his erect penis as he did so.

“It’s okay,” she forced a smile. “I get it. Tiff is gorgeous.”

Brad killed the TV, plunging the room into darkness. A second later, he clicked on the bedside lamp.

“Where have you been? I tried calling, but you didn’t answer. I was starting to get worried.”

“Yeah, I could tell!” she spat.

“It’s not like that,” he protested.

“Yeah, right!” A sudden, irrational anger bubbled up inside her, but it wasn’t Brad she was angry at, it was herself. She was just taking it out on him. It didn’t make any sense, but neither did anything else that had happened that day.

“Look,” Brad sighed, “I’m sorry, and we can talk about this later, but I need you to answer me. Ellie, where were you? Why weren’t you answering your phone?”

She turned away from him, trying to fight back the tears that were brimming in her blue eyes.

“No. No,” she shook her head. Her shoulders slumped when she took a seat on the bed next to him. “I’m the one who should be apologizing, Brad.”

Then, the dam broke, and the hot tears flowed down her cheeks like a waterfall.

“What do you mean, baby? What’s wrong?”

“Oh, Brad! I… I did something. S… s… something stupid!” she wailed.

She couldn’t meet her husband’s eyes. Oh God! If she could only take back these past few hours!

“What happened, Ellie?”

“I… Jerome… I…”

She shook her head, crying harder now. She couldn’t bring herself to say the words.

Brad took her hand in his. “Ellie? It’s okay, baby.”

He held her hand, brushed the tears from her cheeks, lovingly stroked her hair. He kept telling her that everything was okay, without even knowing what the matter was. And his loving kindness was like a shovelful of hot coals poured onto her tortured conscience.

“N… no. It’s not okay. You’ll hate me,” she sobbed.

“No. No, I won’t. I could never hate you. I love you. Whatever it is, you can tell me.”

She took a shuddering breath, trying to compose herself, and cautiously brought her bloodshot eyes up to meet his. For a long moment, they sat in silence, looking at each other, and the tension in the room grew with each tick of the clock on the wall above the bed. Finally, she could stand it no longer.

“I… I’m sorry, Brad. I… I didn’t mean to.”

“To what?”

“I… Baby, I fucked up. God! I fucked up bad!”

“Fucked up? Fucked up how? What happened? You’re starting to scare me, Ellie!”

“Well, I…” There was no sense delaying the inevitable and no easy way to say what she needed to say, so Ellie looked her husband squarely in the eye and said simply, “Baby, I cheated on you.”

Brad didn’t react at first. Then, his eyes went wide as understanding dawned. He leaned back, staring at her. She turned her head away, too ashamed to hold the granite intensity of his haunted gaze.

“You mean… You… with Jerome?” he murmured, putting the pieces together.

She nodded. A large teardrop rolled down her cheek and dripped onto the comforter.

“Today?”

She nodded again, swallowing hard.

This was it. The end of her marriage. A great and crushing sadness fell over her heart, weighing her down beneath a mountain of dread. The end of everything. Brad would divorce her. Leave her all alone in the world. He would hate her now, and he had every right to. She braced herself for his righteous anger.

But when he spoke again, he didn’t seem angry…

“Tell me,” he whispered.

Something about the hoarse tone of his voice made her meet his eyes again. When she did, it wasn’t anger she saw there. It was something else. Something she didn’t quite understand.

“Wh… what?” she sniffed. She wiped her eyes. “What do you mean?”

“Tell me what happened.”

“I… Well… You know… I… I had sex with him.” She threw her hands up.

“No.”

She looked at him, puzzled. “Huh? What do you mean?”

“Not like that. Tell me everything.”

“You’ll hate me.”

“No, I won’t. Everything, Ellie. Tell me everything.”

She didn’t understand. Why did he want to torture her? Why did he want to torture himself? She had expected him to yell at her, kick her out of the house. Now, he wanted details? It made no sense. Still, at least he was still talking to her…

“I… I don’t know what… Where should I start?”

“Start at the beginning. Was today the first time?”

“Brad! Yes. This… it was the only time! The only time it ever happened! I swear it! Oh, I’m so sorry, baby! I…”

“So, you hadn’t fucked him before today?”

She felt the heat rise to her cheeks. Hearing him put it in such crass terms filled her with shame. She deserved it. She was a slut. A horrible, cheating slut!

“No. Never.”

“How did it happen?” he demanded.

“Honey…”

“Tell me. I want to hear it all.”

Ellie swallowed hard. She opened her mouth to speak. It was then that she noticed the tent in the sheet her husband had drawn across his lap. Did he have an erection? No. That would be crazy.

“Please, Ellie. I’m not angry. But I want you to tell me everything.”

“Okay. Okay. I guess it all started when I walked in on Tiffany and Jerome in the barn.”

“Having sex?”

“That’s right. In the tack room. I hid and watched them. And then my phone rang.”

“The first time I tried to call you.”

“Maybe,” she nodded. “Probably.”

“And so, they caught you spying on them.”

She nodded again. “I was so embarrassed. And then… I don’t know. Before I knew it, I touched his… you know. And then Tiff was stripping my clothes off, and I was naked, too. I… I didn’t mean for things to get so out of hand. Oh God! You have to believe me!”

“You couldn’t resist him, could you?” Brad asked. “When he was standing in front of you. Naked. With that big dick.”

“No. God, I’m so sorry, Brad! It was like I lost control of myself. There was a blanket, and he was on top of me, and I just…. ”

“Fucked him,” Brad completed the sentence.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Was it good?”

“Wh… what?”

“It’s a simple question. Was it good?”

“Baby, please!”

“Answer me.”

“Yes. Yes, it was good,” she whispered. “It was amazing.”

Brad nodded. “Condoms?”

She shook her head. “No. I’m sorry.”

“He came in you?”

“I’m so sorry!”

“Fuuuuck!”

Her husband closed his eyes letting her words sink in, and Ellie noticed that his lips pursed like they always did when he was thinking. She dabbed at her eyes. As she did, her eyes fell on his crotch again. She gasped. It wasn’t her imagination. He was definitely hard. What did that mean?

“And Tiffany stayed there the whole time?” he asked. “She watched?”

“Yes. She watched. And she…”

Ellie stopped.

“She what? What were you about to say?”

There was an urgency in his voice that was impossible to ignore. But what did it mean?

“Well, she had her phone out. Filming us.”

“She filmed you?!!” he exclaimed. “Oh my God! Oh my God!”

“I know! I shouldn’t have let her. It was stupid. But I was caught up in the moment, and I…”

“Do you have it?”

“I… what?”

“The video. Do you have the video?”

“Yeah. I do. Tiffany sent it to my phone just as I was leaving.”

He leaned over and snatched the remote from the bedside table and turned the television on.

“Oh God! You have to show me!”

“Brad… Wait.”  She slid from the bed and stood before him. “C’mon, baby, you don’t want to see that.”

“The fuck I don’t!”

She froze, studying his face. Something was off here. He didn’t look angry. In fact, his eyes were practically glowing with excitement.

Slowly, the wheels in her head began to turn, piecing together all the clues. His lack of anger. His desire to hear every last detail of her infidelity. His poorly concealed boner. It all added up to one thing: her husband was turned on by what she had done.

She took a step back from the bed and cocked her head. That couldn’t be it. Could it? She scarcely dared believe it. But all the signs were there. Maybe her marriage wasn’t over. Maybe it was just about to get interesting.

Licking her lips, she summoned her courage and, marching back to the bed, she grabbed the sheet and snatched it away from him. Sure enough, his hard little dick was standing at attention, hard as a rock and pointing at the ceiling like a rocket ready for liftoff.

“Brad. What the fuck?”

She saw his penis jerk excitedly in the cool air of the room before he clapped his hands over himself. Now, it was Brad’s turn to go red in the face. His eyes dropped to the floor, then cautiously rose to meet hers again.

“Why do you have a boner, honey? Does this turn you on?”

He didn’t answer.

“Brad,” she insisted, “are you hard because I cheated on you?”

“Yes.” His voice was little more than a breathy squeak.

“Wow.”

“Because I gave myself to Jerome?”

“Yes.”

“What the fuck?!”

“I know. I know.”

“Really? This turns you on?”

“Yeah.”

She took a moment, trying to wrap her head around this new information. Until two minutes ago, she hadn’t even considered the possibility that her husband might have any secret fantasies. Certainly not any fantasies about his wife being screwed by another man.

Brad wasn’t the type. At least, that’s what she had assumed. He had always been so… vanilla. Then again, hadn’t she? Maybe there was more to both of them than they had known.

“It’s weird. I know. I can’t help it,” he muttered.

“No. It’s just… unexpected,” she said. “So then, how long have you… thought about that? About me with someone else?”

“Not long. It wasn’t ever a thing for me. Not until you brought that first video of Tiffany home. From that point…”

Eleanor nodded. She knew exactly what he meant. Those videos had changed things for her as well.

“And ever since then, I haven’t been able to get it out of my mind,” Brad said. “Every time we watch one of those videos together, in my mind, it’s you instead of her. I’ve been jerking myself silly, imagining all sorts of crazy things.”

In a strange way, she felt flattered. Her husband had been watching videos of a beautiful woman having sex and thinking about his wife the whole time. With that knowledge, another piece of the puzzle suddenly fell into place.

“Wait. Wait. Wait,” she said. “So, when I walked in earlier… When you were… you know, masturbating… You said, ‘it’s not like that…’ Were you…?”

Her husband nodded, taking his hands away from his crotch. His dick was still glass-hard.

“Yeah. I was fantasizing about you with Jerome,” he said simply. “It’s something I’ve been doing more and more lately.

They stared at each other, and Ellie felt an enormous smile steal across her face. Could it be true? All this time, she’d been thinking that she had thrown away her marriage. Was it possible that she had just fulfilled her husband’s darkest fantasy?

“Well, aren’t we a pair?” she chuckled.

“I guess so,” he grinned.

“Then, you’re not going to divorce me?”

Brad’s smile widened.

“No, baby. Not if you hurry up and put that video on!”

Ellie punched his shoulder and pulled her phone from her pocket.

“All right. You asked for it!”

A second later, the screen on the wall flickered to life.
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Dawn of the Jungle Goddess

The jungle is about to get a whole lot hotter…

Respected college professors, Julius Stevenson and his sexy young wife Natalia have a dream: to be the first scientists to mount an expedition to study the natives on the unexplored island of Molonga. But money doesn’t grow on trees. They had almost given up their dream when a mysterious conglomerate unexpectedly approves their funding.

When unforeseen events leave them stranded in the jungle, Julius finds his beautiful wife impersonating the natives’ deity to save his life. But what seems like the perfect solution quickly turns into the stickiest of situations. The goddess she pretends to be is no ordinary immortal, but a vengeful cuckoldress, come to earth to get even with her philandering spouse.

With their lives on the line, will Natalia be able to play the role that the Molongans expect of her? Or will the couple confess their deception in order to preserve their marriage vows? One thing is certain, their lives will never be the same again!

Return of the Jungle Goddess

Sometimes, the unexpected discoveries have the deepest impact…

Professor Julius Stevenson and his beautiful wife Natalia are stuck on the island of Molonga. As far as the amorous natives are concerned, the two are divine beings, come to earth to fulfill a centuries-old prophecy, in which the pale and sensual goddess makes a cuckold of her unfaithful husband.

Now that they have impersonated the Molongan deities and broken their marriage vows, their continued existence hinges completely on their ability to keep up this ruse. Luckily for them, they discover to their mutual surprise that they actually both enjoy their new roles as cuckold and cuckoldress.

Everything seems to be going well for the shameless couple until, on the eve of a sacred ceremony, Natalia uncovers a scroll that fills the pair with horror. There is another, far darker form of vengeance in store for the goddess’s husband. A fate of barbaric cruelty. Now, with time running out, they must find a way to save him from the vengeful natives before it’s too late.

Will Natalia be able to convince the Molongans to spare her husband? Or will her pleas fall on deaf ears? Just how much is Julius willing to sacrifice to their newfound kink? And will their marriage survive the strain?

Passion of the Jungle Goddess

He doesn’t want to watch, and yet he can’t look away…

Professor Julius Stevenson has a problem. Several, to be exact. Not only is he being held prisoner in a native temple on the remote, uncharted island of Molonga, but he has also been replaced in his wife’s bed by an enormous native man named Boda. And if that weren’t bad enough, that bed is separated from his own by nothing more than an iron grate.

Try as he might, the fledgling cuckold just can’t resist the urge to spy on the smoldering action next door, and the conflicting emotions he experiences shake his self-image to the core. Night after lonely night, he is treated to a front row seat as his enthusiastic, surprisingly adventurous wife sinks further and further into her role as the Molongans’ cuckolding goddess, Tara’ana, discovering proclivities of her own along the way.

The couple’s journey of self-examination takes an unexpected turn when Natalia takes her husband to the village’s witch doctor for a checkup. There, a golden bauble from another time, an unbelievable tale, and a mysterious gift will change their lives forever.

Will Julius be able to make peace with his own aberrant desires? Will Natalia halt her descent toward debauchery in time to salvage their marriage? And will they be able to unravel the mystery that seems to haunt this savage island? Find out in Book 3 of the Jungle Goddess Series.

Descent of the Jungle Goddess

When you play with fire, eventually you’re going to get burned…

Professor Stevenson has grudgingly come to accept the fact that he is a voyeur. And a cuckold voyeur at that. His wife’s antics with her Molongan lover hold an unholy fascination for him, and he can’t get enough of watching them through the iron bars of the grating that separates their two rooms.

So, when his wife Natalia gives him the chance to indulge his voyeuristic urges up close and personal, he jumps at the chance. After all, who wouldn’t want a ringside seat for all that steamy action?

But there’s a catch. Natalia has something to tell him. Something he’s been avoiding, but that has been gnawing at the back of his mind since their arrival. Once the words are spoken, there’ll be no turning a blind eye to the chilling reality that they face.

Will Julius be able to bear his wife’s revelation? Will it add to the excitement of their island debauchery? Or will he be ultimately crushed beneath the weight of their ever-changing marriage? Find out in Book 4 of the Jungle Goddess Series.

Flight of the Jungle Goddess

The darkest hour is just before the dawn…

With his wife likely pregnant to her lover, Boda, Professor Julius Stevenson has just about given up on ever returning to his previous life, when the return of their long-lost companion, the mysterious Mr. Albert, ignites in him a spark of hope that he and Natalia might finally escape from the island of Molonga. But when an old adversary makes a surprise appearance, that hope is dashed in an instant.

Now, with an army of mercenaries hot on their heels and baying for blood, Mr. Albert leads the two professors on a mad dash through the jungle, a desperate race to reach the safety of the coast.

Will they reach the ocean in time? Or will they be cut down by their relentless pursuers, leaving their bones to bleach in the tropical sun? And will the budding friendship between Mr. Albert and Julius’s wife blossom into something more? Find out in Book 5 of the Jungle Goddess Series.

Anny Awakened, Volume 1

Some fantasies are too hot to remain in the shadows…

Jim and Annie have been married for 10 years. They have a storybook, white-picket-fence life with a house and two little ones. They also have a secret fantasy that would shock the daylights out of their respectable, suburban neighbors.

For some time now, they’ve both been obsessed with the idea of Annie seducing another man. It’s a deliciously naughty idea that has resulted in some pretty steamy nights behind the bedroom door. But it’s just a game, something to spice up their love life. It’s not real. Until Annie’s boss begins to flirt with her at work...

When Jim encourages her to flirt back, the wheels are set in motion. Annie soon realizes that reality can be even more exciting than fantasy. After all, there’s no bigger boost to a married woman’s ego than the desire in a strange man’s eyes. She soon finds herself wondering just what it would be like, if she were to take that final, forbidden step.

Will Annie be content to keep flirting with her boss, or will she tempt the fates and seize the opportunity to live out their mutual fantasy? Does she dare? And once that line has been crossed, what then?

Annie Awakened, Volume 2

The path of self-discovery is never a straight line…

When Jim’s wife allows her boss to seduce her on their most recent business trip, Jim isn’t surprised, and he certainly isn’t angry. After all, he has been encouraging her to be more adventurous for some time now. As he listens to all the juicy details of her encounter, he finds himself wishing more than anything that he could have been there to see it. In fact, the more he thinks about it, the more he finds himself warming to the idea of watching his wife’s dalliances firsthand.

Now that Annie has actually tasted that first delicious bite of forbidden fruit, she realizes that she isn’t quite the woman she thought she was. Beneath her carefully maintained façade of domestic normalcy, there lurks a voracious, carnal beast just waiting to break free and run amok. As her office romance progresses, she begins to recognize an uncomfortable fact about herself: she secretly longs to be dominated by a strong and virile man like her boss.

As the wayward couple travels deeper into the world of wife sharing, will they be able to chart a course that satisfies both of them? Can Jim come to grips with Annie’s emerging submissive side? And will Annie be comfortable with her husband’s budding voyeurism?

Annie Awakened, Volume 3

Seeing is believing…

From the moment his sweet wife Annie first succumbed to the advances of her boss, Jim has been dying to see them together. Despite her very juicy and detailed descriptions of her seduction and all her ensuing extramarital adventures, he knows that there’s nothing quite like experiencing something firsthand. The only catch is that her boss doesn’t know that he knows. But now, Jim has hatched a foolproof plan that he is certain will finally give the would-be voyeur what he wants more than anything – a front row seat for all the action.

As much as the idea of having an audience excites her, Annie still has a few lingering doubts about letting her husband watch. Hearing about something and seeing it for yourself, she knows, are sometimes two totally different things. As a newly minted hotwife, she has begun to explore a dark and twisted side of herself that she’s still struggling to fully understand. Pulling back the curtain and putting that all on display for her husband is a terrifying thought – even if it does cause her pulse to race.

Will Jim’s master plan work out like he hopes? And if it does, will he really enjoy it as much as he thinks? Or will Annie’s fears come true? Will her husband be shocked to the core by the things he sees?

Jenny Unleashed, Volume 1

Ken is a successful professional with a naughty secret. From the day he first met his beautiful wife, Jenny, he has gotten a secret thrill from watching her interact with other men, imagining things going further. Nothing excites him quite as much as the thought of her in the arms of another. Naturally, he has never breathed a word of this to her.

When the couple decides to take a long-overdue vacation in Florida, neither of them suspect that this will be a trip that changes their lives forever. Far away from family and friends, a series of events leads Jenny to suspect her husband’s hidden desires, culminating in a late-night confession that shakes the very foundations of their domestic world.

Once the cat is out of the bag, where do they go from there? Should Ken try to convince her to forget everything? Chalk it up to temporary insanity? Or will they dare to take the plunge and explore the forbidden world of hotwifing together?

Jenny Unleashed, Volume 2

Things in Florida are heating up. Ken Wilson’s fantasy of watching his beautiful, raven-haired wife, Jenny, with another man has led them down an unexpected path, one that ended in her being taken by not just one, but two men. And in the cold light of day, he realizes that she seems oddly at ease with everything that has happened. Almost as if this isn’t her first time being shared…

When he presses her further, he soon finds out that he is not the only one who has been harboring a secret. His wife reluctantly bares her soul and confesses to an adventurous past that she has kept hidden from him all these years. The shocking tale she tells him of her college days takes his breath away and leaves him reeling, trying to reconcile the Jenny he knows with the one she has just described. As crazy as her story is, it only heaps fuel on his already white-hot obsession with exploring her naughty side.

When Jenny gets a text from her new ‘friends’, requesting a repeat, Ken is eager for her to accept. Will Jenny finally turn loose and show Ken the full extent of her wild side, the one she has carefully kept in check this whole time? Exciting as their first experience was, will Ken be able to handle the reality of his wife’s newfound liberation? And when an unforeseen phone call threatens to derail their plan, what will the couple do?

Jenny Unleashed, Volume 3

Sometimes trying to relive a special moment can lead to something even more exceptional…

Of all the wild and crazy things that have happened on their vacation, the only thing Ken regrets is that he couldn’t be there to watch when Jenny’s last hotwife date turned into a group thing. So, when she gets a text from the guys asking about a repeat, he is more than willing.

Once they get there and the introductions are made, he soon finds that his wife has invited a few extra ‘friends’. Monique, he has already met, and he finds the unexpected presence of the buxom, blonde Frenchwoman anything but unpleasant, even if she has received some rather odd instructions from Jenny. The mysterious Bryce and his beautiful, if eccentric, girlfriend Willow, however, are something of an enigma. Just who are they? And why are they here?

Will lightning strike twice for Jenny and her admirers? Will Ken finally get to see her in all her mischievous glory? What role will the odd new strangers play as the married couple travels further down the path of illicit pleasure? And what’s up with Jenny’s new rules?

Shaken in her Boots, Volume 1

Lizzie and Bill have been together since high school, the perfect couple. But a chance encounter with a charming cowboy at a rodeo dance causes the young lovers to reevaluate their relationship. Before they know it, they find themselves racing down a pathway toward an erotic encounter that will change them forever.

Will this be the ride of Lizzie's life? Will their marriage survive inviting another man into their bedroom?

Shaken in her Boots, Volume 2

Bill and Elizabeth both enjoyed the evening they spent with Lance, their first foray into the erotic world of wife watching. But now that they had crossed that line, could they ever return to the marriage they had before? And more importantly, did they want to?

No matter how hard they tried to avoid the topic, the specter of what they had done was always there, burning in the background, hanging over them like the sword of Damocles. The handsome Lance had invited the young couple to join him at his ranch over Thanksgiving, leaving them with a dilemma: did they dare accept, knowing full well it would likely end in more debauchery? Could either of them resist the siren call of another round of hot, illicit sex with this hunky cowboy?

Shaken in her Boots, Volume 3

In yet another first for the kinky couple, Bill’s wife decides to spend the weekend with her wealthy, new, cowboy lover, Lance. Too late, they realize that her timing could have been better!

Now, Bill and Elizabeth find themselves swept up in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions as they are forced to face the reality that she may have come home from her illicit liaison with one souvenir too many. And as they wait to see if Lizzie is indeed pregnant, they realize that through the clouds of worry and dread, what began as a flickering spark of nervous excitement is steadily growing into a bright flame of perverse arousal.

Can Bill accept the thought of his wife carrying another man’s lovechild? Can Lizzie? And will this experience tear their marriage apart or make them closer than ever?

Shaken in her Boots, The Complete Series

All three cowgirl hotwife volumes together for the first time in a single collection!

Follow the naughty adventures of Bill and Lizzie, a happily married ranching couple, as they delve into the exciting and taboo world of wife sharing with the handsome and wealthy Lance Corbin. From the first inkling of illicit desire to the final, breathtaking risk, it’s all here, described in explicit, graphic detail.

Not for the faint of heart! Get ready for the ride of your life!

Camping Swap, Book 1

Now that finals are over, Mike is looking forward to his upcoming camping trip with his beautiful girlfriend, Molly. As an added bonus, his best friend Jake will be joining them, along with his bubbly blonde girlfriend, Jessica. Typical, red-blooded college guys, they fully intend to make up for lost time with the two sexy coeds. What the two young hunks don’t know is that Molly and Jessica have a plan all their own. What starts out as a playful game of strip poker quickly turns into something else entirely…

What happens when four young people find themselves alone in the woods, far from prying eyes? Will the guys find victory in strip poker defeat? And who will be sleeping in whose tent tonight?

Camping Swap, Book 2

Mike and his best friend Jake are having the best camping trip of their lives. True, they haven’t had much sleep, but when you’re having the hottest sex you can remember, that isn’t necessarily a bad thing! Who would ever have believed that their beautiful, innocent-looking, young girlfriends could be so uninhibited?

After the events of the past night, the two college studs are on cloud nine and really looking forward to the next few days, but when they lose a fishing bet, they quickly realize that Molly and Jessica have fantasies and desires quite different from their own.

Will the frolicsome foursome find a way to accommodate everyone’s needs, or will the guys find themselves struggling as they attempt to satisfy their girlfriend’s budding sexual appetites? And is it just Mike’s puerile imagination, or are the girls giving each other a lot of attention…?

Camping Swap, Books 1 & 2 Box Set

Both volumes together in a single collection!

The fast-paced tale of an ordinary camping trip among college friends that quickly turns into an outing none of them will ever forget!

Mike and his best friend Jake have shared a lot of adventures over the years, and they dearly love to swap stories around the campfire. But when Molly and Jessica insist that they all play strip poker in the firelight, they soon find themselves swapping something else: their two gorgeous girlfriends!

Inhibitions are quickly forgotten as sexual exploration leads to new discoveries and attitudes are reevaluated. From the first hand of poker to the final, naughty encounter, this is one sexy camping trip that continually pushes the boundaries.

Maggie’s Bunkhouse Tryst

Maggie is a typical rancher’s wife, solid, faithful, and hard working. Although a strikingly beautiful woman, she’d never dream of looking at another man… Until the day her husband, Charles, hires two muscular young college guys to help out around the ranch, that is.

Suddenly, she finds herself daydreaming about things she shouldn’t, things involving the two young men staying in their bunkhouse. And, when an embarrassing wardrobe malfunction lets them see more of her than she intended, she’s surprised to discover that her husband has also been harboring the very same sort of fantasies.

Will their pillow talk turn into something more? Will Maggie surrender herself to her dark desires and break her marriage vows? And will her husband support her decision?

Erica Encouraged, Volume 1

John and Erica are a practical married couple. They’ve always been content to color inside the lines. All that changes when John accidentally overhears an intimate telephone conversation between his best friend, Steve, and his lovely wife, Alice. When Steve explains that Alice is free to date other men, John and Erica realize that not everyone leads such a vanilla life!

Burning with curiosity, they soon find themselves obsessed with their friends’ antics, and eager for any and all details, which Steve and Alice are all too happy to provide!

Where will their journey end? Will John and Erica be able to resist the siren song of the hotwife lifestyle, or will they follow their friends into a world of forbidden adventures? And why does John have the gnawing suspicion that Erica knows more about this lifestyle than she has let on?

Erica Encouraged, Volume 2

For some time now, John and Erica have harbored a secret fantasy: sharing her with another man. A black man. It’s a powerful, exciting idea that dominates their pillow talk, a tease that quickly rises to the level of an obsession. But, it’s only a harmless fantasy. Isn’t it?

Erica’s best friend, Alice, a veteran of the hotwife lifestyle, is quick to note John and Erica’s budding interest and more than willing to give the young couple the final nudge they needed. When a company party provides her with the perfect opportunity, she arranges for Erica to be seduced by one of her lovers.

Suddenly, the fantasy has become a stark reality. It’s no longer just a game. Erica, the innocent, faithful wife, has taken a black lover. And, as John soon discovers, she has no intention of stopping there!

What happens when John is forced to deal with his wife’s infidelity? Will Erica’s newly discovered wild streak destroy their marriage or make it stronger? Would she stop if her husband asked her to?  Does he really want her to stop?

Erica Encouraged, Volume 3

John and Erica have just had a very eventful weekend. Three days ago, the thought of his beautiful, blonde wife in the arms of a black man had just been a naughty fantasy. Now, John’s wife is a full-fledged hotwife, and he’s a confirmed voyeur.

When John’s busy job threatens to limit their extramarital adventures, he makes a risky proposal: What if Erica were to play without him and tell him about it later?

It seems like the perfect solution. But, what happens when Erica strays outside their comfort zone? Can the couple find their way in the complicated maze of hotwife dating, or will this dangerous game of theirs destroy their marriage? And how will John feel, when a chance date with a rough stranger reveals a side of his wife he never knew existed?

Erica Encouraged, The Complete Series (Volumes 1-3)

Get all three of Erica’s adventures in one collection for the first time!

When John and Erica discover that their friend Alice has a thing for black men and that her husband Steve actively encourages it, they are shocked, but at the same time fascinated. Unable to resist their curiosity, they press their friends for details. What they hear takes their breath away, leading them to contemplate something they never could have dreamed of: What if Erica were to take a lover?

Steve and Alice are more than happy to give the young married couple the nudge they need, as well as to guide them on their journey as Erica becomes a hotwife. As fantasies become reality and hidden desires are laid bare, John and Erica hurtle down a pathway of pure eroticism, never knowing where the next turn will take them, with only their love for each other to anchor them as their marriage is put to the ultimate test.

Will Erica’s extramarital adventures lead her to new heights of pleasure or leave her wishing she had ignored the temptation of the hotwife lifestyle? How will John deal with the changing dynamics of their marriage?

One thing is certain: life will never be the same for this couple!

Lessons in Lust, Volume 1

Tragedy and ecstasy are opposite sides of the same coin…

Thomas and Amanda Walker are a happy, well-to-do couple, living the carefully ordered life they always wanted. But when tragedy strikes their neighborhood, they find themselves rearranging that life in order to help out a young man in need.

Billy Dubois is a handsome but shy college student who has just lost everything. With no home, no hope, and no one to turn to, he’s beyond grateful when the Walkers offer to take him in for the summer.

She’s vowed to help Billy in any way she can, but Amanda soon finds herself tempted in ways she never expected by this dark-haired, brooding, younger man, while Tom watches from the sidelines with a growing sense of excitement. As the intimacy between Amanda and Billy grows, both husband and wife begin to reassess just what the boundaries of their marriage are and what they both want.

Will Amanda surrender to the forbidden flames that their new houseguest has kindled within her? Can Tom find a way to confess his own secret desires to his wife? And what happens when Billy Dubois reveals that he has been harboring a very big secret of his own?

Lessons in Lust, Volume 2

Unexpected pleasures are sometimes the best kind…

Thomas and Amanda have discovered a lot about themselves and their relationship since Billy Dubois entered their lives. And now that they have opened the door to extramarital experimentation, young Billy is making more than a few discoveries of his own.

Now that his wife has taken things to the next level with their houseguest, Tom finds himself wanting her to go even further. After her first taste of forbidden pleasure, Amanda is perfectly willing to explore her husband’s aberrant desires, especially with a prime, unspoiled specimen like Billy, and along the way, she discovers a hunger within her that she didn’t know existed.

Will Billy Dubois rise to the occasion and meet Amanda’s expectations? Will Tom and Amanda’s marriage withstand the scorching heat of their forbidden games? And what happens when the balance of power begins to shift within their relationship?

Lessons in Lust, Volume 3

Sometimes, you have to risk everything to get what you want the most…

From the moment Tom gave his wife Amanda the green light to cuckold him with their houseguest Billy, their lives have been a nonstop series of steamy adventures, each one more exciting than the last. They know they’re playing with fire, but the risk is addicting, and every tantalizing episode leaves the married couple desperately craving more.

Under Amanda’s expert tutelage, Billy has developed a formidable set of skills in the bedroom that soon has both men realizing that Tom simply cannot compete. As the gorgeous Amanda spends more and more of her time in the arms of her lover, a new hierarchy begins to evolve in the Walker household, sending passions soaring on all sides. Unable to resist his aberrant urges, Tom nudges his all-too-willing wife further down the path of extramarital debauchery, and together, they push the boundaries of their marriage to the breaking point and beyond.

Will Tom and Amanda ultimately go too far and ruin what they have together? Or will the couple’s experiments in nonmonogamy leave their marriage stronger than ever before? How much are the Walkers willing to risk to satisfy their desires? And what about Billy? Will he be content as a pawn in this game of theirs, or will he make a few moves of his own that change everything?
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