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		Chapter One

		 

		“You’ve got to be kidding me!” shouted my wife, Phoebe. “After all you’ve done for that company, they’re taking away your vacation time?”

		“Not taking it away, honey,” I said softly. “Just postponing it a few months. They’ve even offered me a bonus day.”

		“Oooooh, one pathetic little bonus day,” she mocked. “We’ve had this cruise booked for months, Richard! The tickets are non-refundable! Is the company going to pay for that?”

		“No, honey, but…” I tried to soothe her.

		“I can’t believe you,” she spat. “After all I’ve put up with from you, now this. Why can’t you just stand up to those pricks you work for?”

		“You want me to risk losing my job in this economy?” I asked her.

		She opened her mouth as if she was going to scream again, but she closed it quickly and sighed. Then she said, “No, I guess not.”

		“Look, honey,” I said, taking her gently by the shoulders and waiting for her to look up at me. When she did, I continued. “I know you were looking forward to this cruise. I was, too. But you’ll just have to find something else to do for fun, and we’ll go on the cruise in a few months. Alright?”

		She nodded and said, “Alright.”

		I kissed her on the forehead and said, “I knew you’d understand.”

		I finished packing my suitcase and double checked my briefcase and then I gave her one last kiss and headed out the door for a week-long business trip.

		 

		*****

		 

		I was exhausted when I got in from a long day of meetings and presentations. The motel the company afforded me was cheap, at best. At worst, it was teeming with cockroaches and the bed was stained with some frightened brownish ooze. I slept on top of the covers to put as much distance between the stain and myself as I could.

		My laptop chimed to let me know I had an incoming message the moment I walked through the door, so I placed it on the grimy little table and flipped it open. My wife had sent me a message.

		 

		Hi, honey. Remember how you said I’d have to find something else to do for fun instead of the cruise? Well, turn on your video messaging.

		 

		I loaded up the video messaging program we always used and I was greeted by her smiling face.

		“Hi!” she beamed at me.

		“Hi, baby,” I answered. “You sure are a sight for sore eyes.”

		She leaned back from the camera a little bit and I could see she was naked. She grabbed her breasts and squeezed them together, teasing me.

		“Mmm, very nice,” I told her.

		“I’ve got another surprise for you,” she said. I heard a knock in the background, and my wife shouted, “Come in!”

		She turned to look toward our bedroom door, and a huge smile erupted on her face. I heard a man’s voice.

		“You Phoebe?” he asked.

		“Mack?” she asked.

		“Yeah, I’m Mack,” he said. “You ready?”

		“Oh, yes, more than ready,” she said. Then she turned back to me with a wicked grin on her face and said, “You said I should find something fun to do. Well, honey… meet Mack. Mack here has a big black cock, and you’re going to watch me fuck him. Bet you wish you’d told your bosses to fuck off, now, huh?”

		“What the fuck?” I shouted. “Get the fuck out of my house, you asshole!”

		Mack leaned down in front of the camera and said, “Yo, dude, I’m here for Phoebe. Unless she tells me to go, I ain’t goin’ nowhere.”

		Phoebe stood up and took Mack’s hand, leading him over to our bed, which I could clearly see. She used a remote control to zoom the webcam in, giving me a close up view.

		She practically tore the thin white t-shirt he was wearing off his body, and she started running her hands all over his thick chest and his bulging arms.

		“Phoebe, stop this!” I yelled. “I’m sorry about the cruise! What do you want me to do?”

		“I want you to shut the fuck up and watch your punishment!” she snapped at me, jabbing her finger toward the camera.

		“Baby, please,” I said, my eyes stinging. “Please don’t do this!”

		She approached the camera with a cruel glare and said, “Look, you little limp-dick, whiny, pathetic excuse for a lover, I’ve tolerated your bullshit for years. I’ve put up with getting oral sex about as often as pigs fly. I’ve put up with your two-minute orgasms. I’ve put up with only getting off maybe once every fifty times we have sex because you’re so god damned bad in bed. I’ve even put up with that tiny little thing you call a dick. I’ve done that because I love you, though god only knows why. But to take away the one and only vacation I’ve had in the last ten years… motherfucker, you shut the god damned hell up and watch or so help me I’ll divorce you and take you for everything you’re worth!”

		My jaw hit the floor. Phoebe never spoke to me like that. Phoebe never spoke to anyone like that! She was a churchgoing woman. She helped out at homeless shelters during the holidays. She was a soccer mom. What in the world was she doing?

		By that point, I was utterly speechless. I watched my wife’s cute little ass jiggle as she made her way back toward the bed. She dropped to her knees in front of the hulking black man and unfastened his belt. She popped the button on his pants and dropped them around his ankles. He was bulging through his black and yellow underwear. Phoebe’s eyes grew enormous, and her mouth formed a shocked O.

		“Like it, baby?” he asked.

		“Oh, god, yes,” she said breathlessly.

		Mack reached inside his underwear and unleashed the beast. I was as shocked as Phoebe when I realized the bulge was his completely flaccid penis. It hung from his hand like a limp stocking.

		“Suck my dick, baby,” he ordered her, using his other hand to pull her head toward him.

		She took the fat head between her lips and began the long, arduous process of fitting as much of it in her mouth as she could manage, which wouldn’t come close to being even half of it.

		I was a blur of red as she bobbed her head up and down on his cock, and it grew longer and thicker with each bow of her head. Longer and thicker it grew, and longer and thicker still, until I could have sworn it was the size of a Louisville Slugger. I never even knew a cock so large could exist.

		This guy should be a porn star, I thought.

		Mack grabbed her head with both hands and shoved her further down his shaft, impaling her throat with its impressive length. She began to sputter and choke, and her eyes bulged. I started to protest at this treatment of my wife, but then I thought perhaps she deserved it for betraying our wedding vows like this.

		Still, my cock began to twitch inside my pants. Despite my intense disgust, I was actually becoming a bit aroused at the sight of my wife sucking off this monster cock.

		“Suck my balls,” he demanded.

		Phoebe gasped, as she could finally suck in a breath with the thick meat removed from her throat. She leaned down underneath it and took one of his dark balls in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it and sucking it gently.

		“Now lick my ass,” he said.

		He turned around and bent over the bed, and I watched in horror as my wife complied. She spread his ass cheeks apart and I saw her little pink tongue slip between them and start licking him in a place I could never have imagined she would approach. My mouth was hanging open so wide that I could have deep-throated Mack myself.

		“Ohhh, yeah, baby,” Mack groaned. “Fuck my ass with your tongue.”

		I saw her head begin to bob as she pushed her tongue deep inside his anus and out again, fucking him with her tongue as she was requested to do.

		“Alright, lemme lick that pussy,” he told her.

		He pushed her down onto the bed with her legs dangling off the edge. He kneeled between them. He pushed her thighs apart, and I noticed the stark contrast of his dark hands on her creamy white legs.

		His head dipped, and I heard Phoebe gasp, presumably as soon as his tongue hit her clit. Admittedly, it had been far too long since I had given her oral sex. As much as it stung my masculine ego, I was starting to realize she was right about me. I was an inconsiderate and selfish lover most of the time.

		Either he was an incredible cunnigulist or it had been way too long since Phoebe had an orgasm, because I could see her legs start trembling after just a few moments of his head between her legs. She started panting, then moaning, then screaming as her whole body shook with orgasm.

		I was a bundle of raw emotions. I was angry, yet incredibly horny. I was embarrassed, yet excited. Finally, I could stand it no longer. I unleashed my own, now noticeably pathetic, penis and began stroking it madly.

		Mack picked my wife up as though she were a rag doll and set her down on her feet. He turned her around and shoved her head down into the mattress. He grasped his massive cock and positioned it right in front of Phoebe’s dripping wet pussy.

		“You want this big cock in that pussy?” Mack asked her.

		“Oh, yes, please!” she begged.

		“Tell me how small your husband is,” he demanded.

		“He’s tiny,” she spat. “He’s fucking pathetic. I haven’t had an orgasm with him in three or four years!”

		“Ohhhh, yeah, baby,” Mack groaned. “You gonna cum now!”

		With that, Mack shoved his cock inside my wife, and she screamed out loud, though I couldn’t tell if it was pain, pleasure or both. I secretly hoped it was pain, and the thought made my cock pulse wildly.

		Mack spanked one of her ass cheeks firmly as his massive cock split her in two. She cried out at the slap, and he slapped her again. With his left hand, he grabbed a thick handful of her red hair, and with his right hand he continued to smack her ass.

		“Tell me you like my cock,” Mack growled.

		“I like your cock!” Phoebe cried.

		“Tell me how much you like my cock,” Mack demanded.

		“I love your big fucking cock,” Phoebe howled. “Your big fucking cock is so god damned big, and it makes my pussy feel so god damned good!”

		Mack yanked her hair roughly as he pounded her relentlessly and she cried out again.

		“I’m gonna bust a nut in your ass!” Mack snarled.

		“What?” Phoebe gasped.

		Oh, yeah, I thought. Hurt that little whore!

		I stroked my cock furiously as I watched Mack spit onto her ass. He used his thumb to rub his spit all around her anus, and then watched its massive girth start to push inside her.

		Her legs started to tremble and she groaned loudly. Only the fat head of his black cock was inside her pink little anus. Mack continued to thrust inside her tight butt. He grasped her ass cheeks and pulled them apart, leaning to the side as if to purposely allow me to watch him impaling my wife’s ass on his thick cock.

		Phoebe’s voice trembled along with her legs, and I could tell the tears were flowing down her cheeks. She sniffled loudly, but she didn’t ask him to stop. Soon, almost half his massiveness was inside her ass.

		Here, he stopped, and he started pulling it back out. Then he pushed slowly back inside her, and slowly out. She was groaning in pain the whole time, and he spit on his cock and rubbed it in before slipping back inside her.

		“Here goes,” he told her. “Buckle up, it’s gonna be a bumpy ride!”

		Mack grasped her narrow hips and began to pound her ass furiously. Phoebe was screaming at the top of her lungs, and Mack had to hold tightly to her to keep her from falling to the floor. He reached forward, grabbing her tits and squeezing them tightly as he assaulted her ass, impaling her to the hilt, his huge black cock fully disappearing inside her ass with each thrust.

		“I’m gonna fill that ass with cum, baby!” he groaned.

		“D-d-do it!” she stammered. “F-f-fill me up!”

		“Ahhhhhhhhhh!” he groaned loudly, his thrusts becoming wildly erratic.

		I couldn’t handle it anymore. I rubbed myself raw, and soon my cock was exploding, sending cum shooting all over my laptop’s keyboard and into the floor. It went everywhere.

		Finally, Mack collapsed on top of my wife, who fell forward onto the bed weakly. Mack pulled his softening cock out of her ass, and I watched a thick, white stream of his cum oozing out of her ass and dripping down her pussy lips and her inner thighs.

		Mack spread her apart and pushed some of his cum inside her pussy. Then he turned and flashed two rows of shockingly white teeth at me. Bastard!

		Mack got dressed quickly. Then he turned to Phoebe, who was slowly getting up off the bed on shaking legs. He grabbed her face with two hands, pulling her into a deep kiss that I knew was meant to be another slap in my face.

		“Call me if you want a repeat,” Mack said.

		“Oh, I think I’ll be calling you again,” she said, a sly grin curling the edge of her lips.

		He nodded his head politely at her and disappeared, and Phoebe turned toward the camera.

		“From now on, I’m in charge,” she told me. “You want a repeat of today, you fuck up again.”

		With that, she backed up to the camera, pulling her ass cheeks apart and giving me an unnaturally large close up of her nether region. I watched his cum oozing out of her ass and coating her pussy lips in its creamy whiteness.

		After a few moments, she sat down at the computer and said, “That’s all the show you get for today.” The screen went black

		I was too stunned to move. I thought of calling her and asking her what the fuck she was thinking. I thought maybe I should just text her, lest I say something too far out of the way and make her call Mack for a repeat. For a brief moment, I almost wanted her to, remembering how intensely I’d cum as I watched him fucking her.

		Instead, I just slammed my laptop closed and went to bed.

		

	


		Chapter Two

		 

		I got home from my trip a few days later. Phoebe greeted me at the door in a sexy black negligee.

		“The kids are at your mother’s,” she said, grinning wickedly.

		“Oh, really?” I played dumb. “Why?”

		She smiled and pulled me into a kiss. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, and I dropped my suitcase and my briefcase in the foyer and kicked the front door closed.

		I scooped Phoebe into my arms, and she gasped with joy. I continued to kiss her as I carried her to our bedroom. Once inside the bedroom, I tossed her roughly onto the bed.

		I shrugged out of my coat and threw it aside. I loosened my tie and ripped my shirt open, sending buttons flying everywhere. Her jaw dropped. I’d never been aggressive like this, and I guess it was turning her on.

		“Naked,” I told her. “Now.”

		With a speed I’ve never seen from my little wife, she shimmied out of her negligee and dropped it into the floor behind the bed.

		“Lie back,” I told her.

		She did as I asked, lying back onto the pillows. I unfastened my belt and unhooked my slacks, letting them drop to my ankles. I kicked off my shoes and crawled onto the bed, pushing her legs apart roughly.

		I spread her pussy lips apart and I looked up at her, capturing her full attention. I said, “This is my pussy, you got it?”

		She nodded, and I slapped her pussy. She gasped. “How dare you?” she snapped.

		In an instant, things changed. I thought she wanted me to be aggressive like Mack. Apparently I was horribly wrong.

		My little wife overpowered me. She pushed me back onto the bed and pinned me down. She was remarkably strong for being such a petite little thing.

		“Look here, you little bitch,” she spat at me, “don’t you ever presume to think you can control me!”

		“No, honey, I didn’t…”

		“Shut up!” she shouted, slapping me harshly across the face.

		With the hand she’d released to slap me, I rubbed my smarting cheek. I was horribly confused.

		“I’m going to show you what happens when you piss me off!” Phoebe said.

		She yanked my tie off and tied my hands together with it. It was a complex knot, and I had a feeling she’d been practicing it.

		After that, she pulled several lengths of rope out of the closet. She bound my hands to the footboard of the bed, and my ankles to each post of the headboard. Then she grabbed her cellphone off the nightstand and dialed a number.

		“Hey,” she said. “Yeah, he’s home. And yeah, he pissed me the fuck off.” She paused, listening. “Alright, see you then.”

		She hung up the phone and tossed it onto the nightstand. Then she crossed her arms in front of her, pacing.

		“Honey, I…” I started to apologize.

		“Ehnt!” she shushed me, holding up a hand. “Don’t.”

		A few minutes later, the doorbell rang. She disappeared and returned momentarily with Mack in tow.

		“No fucking way,” I muttered.

		Phoebe wrapped her arms around Mack’s neck, and he lifted her off the floor, her feet dangling, planting a wet, sloppy kiss on my wife’s lips. Then he shot me a pearly white grin.

		“Nice to meet you, dude,” Mack grinned. “What’d you do to piss her off this time?”

		I just glared at him through narrowed eyes, but Phoebe growled, “Answer him!”

		“I slapped her pussy,” I said meekly.

		“Tsk-tsk,” he clucked at me. “That’d do it.”

		“I was just trying to be aggressive like you,” I argued. “She seemed to like it when you did it!”

		“But, dude… I’m not her husband,” he pointed out as if the answer were completely obvious.

		“Oh… right,” I said.

		So that was the problem. I’m her husband, so I can’t show too much control. She is her own woman. I should’ve known better.

		I watched in horror as Mack disrobed and began to touch my wife’s naked body all over, slobbering all over her face and grabbing her tits.

		“Now,” Phoebe said. “You’re going to learn a lesson in making me cum.”

		She climbed on top of me and mounted my face, straddling it. She parted her pussy lips and lowered herself onto my waiting tongue. Meanwhile, Mack was fondling her breasts and kissing her neck from his position kneeling beside me on the bed.

		God help me, I tried to please her. I licked with all my might, but she didn’t utter a peep of pleasure. Finally, she sighed heavily and jumped off me.

		“You’re useless,” she spat, looking down at me with utter contempt.

		“Come here, baby,” Mack said. “Let the Mack Daddy show him how it’s done.”

		Mack kneeled in the floor in front of Phoebe and shoved his tongue inside her. Then he straightened his body, lifting her off the floor as he did. He pushed her legs over his shoulders and left her head dangling toward the floor. His face was buried between her legs, and he moaned as he soused down on her.

		“Oh, god, yes!” Phoebe moaned. “Lick that pussy! Oh, yeah! Fuck!”

		Before I knew it, Phoebe’s whole body was trembling with orgasm. As angry as I was watching my wife with another man, I had to give the guy credit for his ability to make her cum. It was something I’d always had difficulty doing. I always thought it was her. Apparently, it was me.

		Phoebe’s hands dropped to the floor and she did a kind of gymnast move, flipping over and into an upright position. Then she turned around and put her arms around Mack’s neck, and he lifted her up into his arms. His massive cock was sticking out far past her ass, and it was practically holding her up all by itself.

		Mack grasped it firmly and pressed it into my wife’s dripping wet pussy. She moaned loudly as its length and width filled her completely. Then Mack grabbed her ass, spreading it to give me a full view of his penetration as he bounced her up and down on his massive shaft.

		Phoebe let out a loud grunt with every thrust. He was fucking her so hard her eyes were rolling back into her head, and her fingernails were digging into the flesh of his shoulders.

		“I’m gonna cum in your wife’s pussy, bitch,” Mack said, his eyes drilling into mine like lasers.

		“No!” I gasped, gripped with fear. “Phoebe, stop!”

		A million thoughts ran through my head. What if he has a disease? What if she gets pregnant? That’s my pussy, god damn it! But I couldn’t stop it. I was completely powerless.

		Mack groaned a long, low noise, and he rammed his cock deep inside her. He was flooding my wife’s pussy with his cum, and she cried out as orgasm overtook her, too.

		When he’d emptied his load inside her, he slowly lowered her to her feet. Then she looked at me with a wicked grin on her face.

		“You don’t like his cum in my pussy, do you?” she asked me.

		“No!” I shouted.

		“Alright then,” she said, crawling up onto the bed beside me. “Get it out of me.”

		“What? How?” I asked, confused.

		“Eat it out of me,” she said.

		“What? No fucking way!” I said.

		She shrugged. “Then it stays inside me. Maybe it’ll even get me pregnant. You’ll raise Mack’s baby, right, honey?”

		“God damn it,” I muttered.

		She straddled my face, and I watched in horror as a big glop of his semen ran down her inner thigh. Her pussy lips closed over my mouth, and I had no choice. I wanted his cum out of my wife.

		I closed my eyes and slowly slipped my tongue between her labia. His cum began to drench my tongue immediately. It tasted a little sweet, a little salty, and with a bitter edge to it. I almost gagged.

		“Lick his cum out of me, you bastard!” she snapped.

		I was nauseated and appalled, but what else could I do? It was completely humiliating to be licking another man’s cum out of my wife, especially while he was right there watching. But I couldn’t have gotten away if I wanted to.

		I stuck my tongue as deep inside her as I could manage, trying to clean as much of it out of her as I could. I tried to spit it out, but she was smothering me with her pussy. There was nothing I could do but swallow it. She was grinding herself all over my face, rubbing his cum everywhere.

		It seemed as though there was no end to his cum. But as I licked, I noticed my wife was starting to moan. I felt a little twitch inside her tunnel, then another one from her inner thigh. Soon, her legs were trembling.

		I sent my tongue into overdrive, focusing on her clit and rubbing it wildly with my flattened tongue. She started to cry out, and then her whole body was shaking and bearing down onto my face. I couldn’t breathe, but I hardly noticed. My cock was about to explode.

		Finally, she rolled off me and lied weakly beside me on the bed. She struggled to catch her breath.

		“Good job, man,” Mack said. “You finally got her off.”

		I glared at him, and he mocked me by making a silly little face and pretending he was talking to me while pointing to the corner of his mouth, indicating I had a little of his cum dripping from it.

		“Go,” Phoebe told him weakly. “Get out.”

		“Yes, ma’am,” he said, gathering his clothes.

		I watched his dark, bare ass as he walked away, and I made a sickened face and rolled my eyes.

		“Don’t do this again,” I warned her.

		“Don’t give me reason to,” she warned me right back.

		I had a feeling this wasn’t the last time I would see Mack.

		 

		


		Do You Trust Me?

		 

		By Carl East

		 

		© Copyright 2013, Carl East, All Rights Reserved

		 

		The day that I was enlightened, was the day after an argument with my boyfriend. It was the first real argument that we’d had in the two years of being together and one that had left me feeling remorseful. In hindsight, I felt that I was being unfair because part of the blame was mine too. Our disagreement started during sex because it seemed that the longer we were together the more our sex life was going downhill. The romantic dinners, long heart throbbing kisses and make out sessions with incredible foreplay that led to mind blowing sex had slowly but surely trailed down to a takeout, a quick kiss, grope and assume the position.

		I was lying there on my back and made the disappointed comment that I’d expected our sex life to be more exciting than this and that upset Rick. He imagined that he had more than just a little finesse with women and although he always tried to make sure I reached a climatic end, it seemed the only positions he wanted anything to do with were missionary and doggy style. When I got home after the fight that night and thought the matter through it came to me that perhaps I expected too much. He was at least trying and what did I do, I all but blamed him for the lack of excitement and eroticism. I mean, after all, it takes two in any relationship.

		I was on my way to his apartment the next day to apologize and was determined to make it all up to him and show him that I appreciated everything he did do. I rang the doorbell and waited. When the door finally opened, it looked dark inside and I just thought that he hadn’t opened the curtains yet. I stepped inside and suddenly someone came up from behind me and held me in place while they slipped a silky blindfold over me. I immediately tensed up not knowing what was going on until I felt the warm breath fall upon my ear.

		“Do you trust me?” said the deep voice, which I instantly recognized as my boyfriend’s.

		I was silent trying to assimilate what was happening, when he asked again, “Do you trust me?”

		Still a bit shaken but gaining some confidence because I knew with whom I was dealing, I simply replied “yes.”

		He forced me forward into the sitting room and I immediately knew that he had rearranged some of the furniture. I knew because normally if we had to continue forward this far, we’d have to walk around the sofa to get into the middle of the room but we walked straight across.

		“What are you doing Rick?” I said.

		“Be patient, all will be revealed,” he replied.

		He then spun me around and lifted one of my arms up. I could feel something moving over my hand and surrounding my wrist. It was when he closed the strap tightly, that I knew he must have bound me to something in the room. Then he grasped the other arm and did the same with that one. I was now blindfolded and standing in the middle of the room with my arms bound securely on either side of what I assumed was some sort of metal frame. I couldn’t know for sure but I guessed it had to be something heavy and solid, as I couldn’t move my arms.

		My mind was spinning madly, because I really didn’t know what to think. He’d never done anything remotely like this before and I could only wait to see what he had planned. I was feeling vulnerable and slightly aroused because of the surprise and lack of control. Then Ricky’s hands slid through my hair and fell to my shoulders. Rough fingertips grazed my collarbone as they drifted down to begin slowly opening my blouse button by button. They tantalized the tops of my breasts before falling down to the deep cleavage leaving fire in their wake.

		I began to squirm as the liquid heat ran from the tips of my breasts down to the cleft of my mound and a soft moan escaped my lips when suddenly I felt movement and pressure at the base of my spine when another set of hands began to slide down the zipper of my skirt.

		“Who’s that?” I panted turning my head as if I could look and see.

		“Never mind who that is. If you trust me and I know you do, there is nothing to be afraid of,” replied Ricky.

		I was in shock and had mixed feelings about this particular development, as I couldn’t imagine who this person was. I couldn’t even tell if it was a man or a woman. When my skirt suddenly fell down around my ankles, I felt defenseless, as I knew that two sets of eyes were looking at me now.

		Ricky had finished unbuttoning my blouse and the silence was deafening. They must be standing there just looking at me, was my only thought until I felt the pressure placed on the material covering my arms. A slicing and tearing sound filled the silence and I suddenly realized what was happening, they were cutting the blouse from my body. Cool air swept down my back and arms when I felt hot breath on my cleavage as hands went around my back to unclasp the bra. Another quick tug on the right and left and my bra fell to the floor.

		Left standing only in panties and thigh highs my legs began to tremble on the high heels that were on my feet. I imagined the picture I made, gasps coming from my mouth, my breasts bare with nothing but small panties left to come off. A sudden sharp tug on the light lace sides now revealed me completely to anyone in the room. I could almost feel their eyes on my body as I took in a breath of air and felt my breasts rising and falling back again.

		I then heard the sound of clothes being removed like the distinct sound pants make when they’re slipped off, as well as a shirt when it’s unbuttoned and flung to one side. A feeling of pure eroticism and apprehension washed over me, as I stood there waiting. I could hear rustling in the background, as if something was being removed from a box. Then I felt two sets of hands placing my legs through straps and around my upper thighs and recognized it as a harness. It was done up tightly and attached to the top of whatever it was that was supporting me. Suddenly my legs were lifted up and I was in a swing suspended above the floor.

		I guessed it was Ricky, who was holding my legs up and apart and for the first time that day, I realized that I was incredibly wet with excitement. I felt the sudden pressure only a hard cock could give one’s pussy as it tries to first start the penetration and then delve deeper inside. To both my horror and delight, I quickly realized that this wasn’t Ricky. Whoever this was, he was thicker than Rick. The feel of that cock as it tightly stretched and sank into the depths of my pussy would always be imprinted in my mind. It was stretching me like no cock I’d ever felt before and the sheer size and fullness overwhelmed the button of nerves at its entrance.

		Someone was now behind me as hands were coming around to cup my breasts and tweak the nipples. Suddenly I could feel another cock pressuring me from behind. I heard Rick’s voice in my ear say, “relax,” and waited for the inevitable as his greased cock slipped into the rosebud of my ass. The pressure was intense until the thick mushroom head made its way past the tight sphincter muscle. When it did, I felt its length travel deep pushing against the stiff cock in my pussy. They paused as if to adjust the fit and then began to take turns rubbing back and forth at the same time until I felt that I would go insane at the pleasure centered between my widespread legs. I never felt so alive until that moment and was eager to see where this would all lead.

		That’s when I heard the swishing sound of a whip for the first time and felt a sharp stinging sensation on the right side of my buttocks and my senses went into overload.

		I knew it couldn’t be the two men who were fucking me. There had to be a third person in the room standing to the side of me. My thoughts were chaotic; Ricky was able to take me from behind, while whoever it was in front lifted me up so I figured Ricky must have been standing on something, to give him more height.

		Until now, they’d both been gentle, or at least as gentle as the positions allowed. Then they started to fuck me hard and the double penetration along with the occasional stinging sensation from the whip made me drenched. My nipples brushed against the man in front of me and ripples of pleasure spread throughout my body. I will never forget the first time I came that day, as it was something I’d never experienced before. The sensation of the climax started at my feet as they tingled with sensations that were alien to me. These sensations worked themselves up my legs and struck my pussy; making me climax to such a degree, I felt faint.

		Then, without coming themselves, they disengaged from their positions and I could feel the floor beneath my feet once again. I was glad I had the harness to keep me upright, as I felt sure, I’d collapse without it. A few seconds later a pair of hands were spreading my legs apart again, only this time I could feel a face moving in towards my pussy as it brushed against my inner thighs.

		A moment later, I felt a tongue licking around and over my tiny bud, which I knew was still erect. At first, I thought it was one of the men but then I heard a woman’s moan as she slurped and licked her way around my tender pussy lips. I’d never had a sexual encounter with another woman, but if this is what it felt like I hoped it wouldn’t be the last. Until that moment, it hadn’t dawned on me that no one had spoken yet and it all felt so strange. The men must be watching me being serviced and that thought alone was making me wetter. Then I felt a mouth covering one nipple and sucking on it, while the other one received the same treatment. They both felt super sensitive and with each flick of their tongues, I started to cum once again. Whoever the woman was between my legs, she responded to the added moisture by covering my pussy with her mouth and sucking it. Who were these people? When my climax ended, she let my feet touch the floor once again and stepped away.

		The next thing I felt was my wrists being unfastened and catching hold of the harness that still held me in place. I was then pushed forward and floated face down above the floor. I felt the touch of a man’s cock glance my lips and instinctively opened my mouth to engulf it. Once my lips had surrounded it, I knew it belonged to Ricky. I didn’t need to see it, to know that much. Then the man who had fucked me earlier pushed his cock into my pussy from behind, while holding my legs apart and bent. He then began to swing me back and forth onto his large cock, which enabled me to suck on Rick’s cock a little more vigorously.

		I had started to wonder where the female had gone when I felt her groping my breasts from beneath and absolutely adored the feelings that were coursing through my body. I came again and wondered how far they intended to go with all this. Ricky was giving me the telltale signs of an imminent release and I could feel the female below me moving up as her hair brushed against my shoulder. Then Ricky suddenly pulled out and I felt his hot seed hitting my cheek and upper lip. I opened my mouth, wanting him to put it back inside and he came a second time on my tongue. Then I felt the female licking my cheek and Rick’s cock sliding back into my mouth.

		The female must have wanted in on the action, because the next thing I knew I could feel her hand on my chin as she pulled Rick out of my mouth and sucked on his cock. She then placed it onto my bottom lip and we sucked and kissed the end together. Every now and again, our lips would touch and she’d kiss me, an action so erotic I felt myself swoon. I’d never kissed another woman before and realized that it vastly different. She was gentler and the kiss seemed to be a little more sensual than a man’s was.

		The man behind me was starting to slam his cock into me and another orgasm was approaching fast. Just as I came, he let out a loud cry that he was coming and pulled out. I could feel his hot semen hitting my butt cheeks and back and wondered how much he’d ejaculated. For several seconds after that I was left swinging and no one was touching me, so I tried to stand and found it easy to turn upright and touch the floor. I so wanted to remove the blindfold at this point, but as I reached up for it Ricky told me to leave it alone and forced my hands down.

		They then unfastened me and I was laid down on my back, on top of Ricky, and as his cock entered my pussy from beneath, I could feel the other Guy getting into position between my legs.

		Surely he doesn’t intend to enter me at the same time? I thought, tensing up. Sure enough, that was indeed his intention and thoughts of pain crossed my mind. I didn’t even know if this was possible and suddenly he was stretching me and pushing his cock alongside Ricks. I was so wet a few seconds later that I could feel it dripping down between my inner thighs. Then the female sat astride my face as I could feel her legs on either side of me and felt her pussy touching my lips. I pushed my tongue out and let it slide inside the moistness and in turn, she rocked her hips back and forth.

		I was coming again only this time it wasn’t stopping, I seemed to be having multiple orgasms, which was another thing I’d never experienced before. Oh God, the sensations coursing through my body were electric and when I suddenly heard the female crying out that she was coming I gushed all over the men’s cocks. When they started to cum moments later, I wanted them to spray my body with their seed. I felt it running down my inner thigh from Rick and hitting my stomach from the stranger I knew nothing about.

		When it was all over everyone stood up except me and I could hear the dismantling of the framework, used earlier. I was completely exhausted and so satisfied that I stayed quiet just listening to the sounds around me. Suddenly the two strangers kissed me on each cheek and said goodbye. I thanked them for an amazing time and waited for them to leave. When they did, Rick said I could remove my blindfold.

		“Did you enjoy that?” he said.

		“Oh my God Ricky, that was mind blowing. I came so many times I lost count,” I replied.

		“I’m glad you did, because I wanted you to see that there are ways to embellish one’s love life, it just takes a bit of creative thinking,” he said.

		“I came here today to apologize for my behavior yesterday and you did this before I could say anything. Still, I do apologize for yesterday and hope that you can forgive me,” I replied.

		“There’s nothing to apologize for, I realize now that sex can get stale after a while and that people tend to forget how much they love their partners. We all need reminding now and again that those who are closest to us haven’t forgotten they are loved; they are just taken for granted.”

		“Incidentally, are you going to tell me who those two were?” I asked.

		“No, I think the mystery of it is more important than the names of those involved. All I will say is that they provide a service for those whose sex life needs revitalizing,” he replied.

		I threw my arms around him and nestled close to this caring man, grateful that he was willing to listen to my needs and quite happy with that fact that he knew that all I truly needed was him.

		 

		*****

		 

		The next day, I waited patiently for Ricky to come around to my apartment as I had a surprise for him. When I heard the key in the door I hid around the corner. He walked in and I immediately placed a blindfold over him and then whispered in his ear.

		“Do you trust me?” I said.

		He smiled, but replied, “Yes.”

		I led him into the bedroom and made him stand at the end of the bed.

		“You don’t have to do this you know, I wasn’t looking for a return favor,” said Ricky.

		“I know, I just want to,” I replied.

		I then started to undress him and long before he was naked I could see the bulge in his pants. When I pulled them down, along with his briefs, his cock sprang to attention. I pushed him back onto the bed and then revealed my surprise. He had no clue that at that very moment a good friend of mine, Kathy, had taken over and was now stroking his cock. I stood over the bed silently watching. Kathy had been told what I wanted her to do and she didn’t hesitate.

		I watched as Ricky’s cock entered Kathy’s mouth and how he groaned with the pleasure of it all. I wondered how long it would take him to realize that it wasn’t me, as she was far better at giving head than I was. I watched her cupping his balls and allowing most of his cock into her mouth. For a moment, I was quite envious of how much she was able to take, but that soon passed.

		I then put stage two into play. I walked around to the side of the bed and asked him if he was enjoying that. I could tell straight way that he hadn’t realized it wasn’t me giving him a blow job, because he tried to reach for his blindfold. I intercepted his hand and told him, “No,” sternly.

		He relaxed again, only now he wasn’t so sure of himself.

		“Oh my god, I didn’t realize how torturous this was for you. I bet you were dying to see who was making love to you?” he said as he continued to enjoy the attention.

		I didn’t reply, although, he wasn’t wrong. Instead, I leaned down over the bed and indicated that I’d like to share. Kathy handed his cock over to me and I sucked the end for a few seconds, before handing it back. I watched her engulf it and thought how does she do that? I then stood up and removed my clothes, before getting onto the bed and straddling Ricky’s chest.

		“I want you to eat me, slave,” I taunted, as I moved up to cover his face.

		He licked at me awkwardly until I was in the right position and then I felt his tongue on my pussy lips. Kathy was going to town on his cock, as I could hear slurping sounds from behind me. Ricky was groaning with the pleasure he was experiencing and I loved feeling his tongue each time it passed over my erect clit. I knew exactly what he was feeling. It’s quite strange not being able to see during sex, yet, it’s erotic at the same time. I couldn’t see what Kathy was doing to him, but he suddenly started to buck and broke off from licking my pussy.

		“Oh shit, I’m going to cum,” he shouted.

		I could still hear Kathy slurping on his shaft and then felt him shudder underneath me. Kathy was taking it all and swallowing his load. Once he’d stopped, I felt Kathy’s hands on my shoulders as she positioned his cock between her legs. He then went back to licking me and I could hear Kathy groaning as his cock sank into her depths. For some reason, the thought of another woman riding his cock while I was being serviced by his tongue, was extremely erotic to me. In fact, it wasn’t long before I too started to climax. Ricky could always tell when I started to have an orgasm and began to lick me harder and faster.

		I came so hard that day I could feel the juices running down the inside of my thighs. When my orgasm ended, I got off and watched Kathy as she rode him to her own orgasm. He came as her finished and then she got off the bed. The arrangement had been that once he had been serviced, Kathy would leave without saying a word. She did just that and I indicated with my thumb and little finger as she left that I would call her later. Once she’d gone, I told Ricky that he could take the blindfold off, which he did.

		“Did you enjoy that?” I asked.

		“Yes, I enjoyed that immensely. I’m always going to wonder now who it was,” he replied.

		“How do you think I feel? I had two others on me,” I said.

		From that day to this, our sex life has improved. I wonder sometimes if we will ever do something like that again, but for now I’m content with our relationship. It’s funny though, because whenever we have sex now, I seem to always remember the day I was blindfolded and taken to a place I’ve never known before. It’s kind of erotic not knowing who they were and still fuels my fantasies.
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		Seth wouldn’t stop taunting me while I tried to watch a movie.

		“Would you fuck him?” he asked as the lead character swept a beautiful brunette off her feet.

		“Who wouldn’t?” I hoped he would shut up if I just played along for a moment.

		Seth chuckled “Who else would you fuck?”

		I glanced over and noticed the bulge in his pants.

		Seth turned off the television “I know there has to be someone you fantasize about having sex with.” He moved in close and swept the hair from my neck planting a soft kiss on my collarbone. I shuddered and closed my eyes as he planted another kiss just below my ear. “What about the mailman? Is he someone you would find attractive?”

		I pulled from Seth’s grip “We talked about this, Seth. I’m not comfortable with the idea of getting banged by some stranger while you watch.”

		“What if it isn’t a stranger?” He pulled me back in his arms, his lips covering mine, his tongue darting in my mouth and sweeping over my tongue.

		I kissed him back, the taste of him turning me on.

		Seth seemed to be obsessed with me fucking another man, saying it was a fantasy he had held in for some time. Honestly I wish he would keep it to himself because once we crossed the line I feared we could never get back to our routine sex.

		“If I agree to this, it changes everything.” I leaned back on the couch, my arms over my chest. “I’m perfectly content with our sex life and I thought you were too.”

		“I love our sex.” Seth took my face in his hands and kissed my lips, but I kept them tightly closed and pulled from his grip. “But you have to admit you are turned on by the idea.” Seth put his hand on my thigh slowly sliding it up the hem of my gym shorts. I groaned as his fingers made their way inside my shorts and brushed over the moist cotton crotch of my panties. “You’re wet.” He brushed his fingers over my panties again “I can feel the heat coming off your pussy.” He leaned over and bit my neck playfully.

		Seth was right. The idea of fucking another man while my husband of eight years watched turned me on so much I was terrified that we were opening a world we couldn’t control.

		Seth’s breath tickled my ear as he spoke. “Come on, Babe, let’s find someone to fuck you while I jerk off in the corner.”

		I was tired of hearing about it and thought about pushing Seth off the couch, but instead I pulled him closer and kissed him hard on the mouth, groaning as I spread my legs and lifted my hips toward his hand.

		Seth knew how to please me and immediately slipped his fingers over the wet material, massaging my clit. Our sex was amazing. Eight years of marriage is plenty of time to learn what drives your partner mad and Seth was a pro with making my body explode with pleasure.

		I arched my back as he moved the material to the side, sliding his fingers over my wet slit before inserting his middle and ring finger. “Oh..” I gasped as his digits wriggled inside me, his thumb skillfully manipulating my sensitive clit. My nipples stiffened pressing against the cloth of my tank top. “Come on, Baby.” Seth bit my erect nub then took my nipple in his mouth, his saliva saturating my shirt before releasing it. “I want to watch as some other guy slips his cock in and out of your pussy.” He pulled his fingers from my wet hole, smearing them over my tingling folds as he spoke. “Pick any guy you want.”

		I was already close to orgasm, my mind only wanting to reach satisfaction. Hands trembling, I fumbled with the button on Seth’s jeans, eager to have him inside me. When I finally managed to release him from the confines of his pants, I gripped his cock in my hand, running my thumb over the head. He was moist with pre-come and I licked my lips imaging his salty taste on my tongue. “Enough talk, Seth. I need you inside me.” I slipped down on the couch pulling him with me, Seth’s cock at my aching entrance.

		“Not till you pick someone.” He whispered and rubbed the head of his cock over my puffy labia.

		I looked up at him “Not now, Seth.” I was really getting sick of this game “Let’s fuck.”

		Seth backed away “Not till you pick someone.”

		I rolled Seth off me and sat up running my hands through my hair in frustration “Forget it.” I got up and headed to the bathroom as Seth called after me.

		 

		* * *

		 

		The rest of the day I barely spoke to Seth. I didn’t have time for arguing with him. We were expected to attend dinner with a salesman who was in town. Robert had been an invaluable contact for Seth as his business expanded and whenever Robert was in town, we treated him to dinner and drinks.

		Seth was acting peculiar as we drove to the restaurant, but I figured he was still upset about our little tiff earlier.

		We entered the restaurant and Robert was already at the table with a bottle of wine.

		“How are you?” I hugged him and planted a friendly kiss on his cheek.

		“Fine and you?” Robert stood and pulled a chair out for me to sit.

		“We’re good.” Seth said, shook Robert’s hand then sat at the table. “I see you already ordered the wine.” He picked up the bottle “Good choice.” He poured some in my glass then his.

		The rest of the dinner went as usual with boring business talk while I nursed a few more glasses of wine. My head was beginning to spin when I excused myself from the table. “Just gotta run off to the ladies room.”

		When I returned Seth was leaning in to speak to Robert, as if he were telling him a secret.

		As I approached Robert stood and pulled out my chair. “Thank you.” I smiled and sat. Seth quickly filled my glass with the last of the wine.

		“We should order another bottle.” Seth set the empty one on the table.

		“Why don’t you guys come back to the hotel for a nightcap?” Robert looked at me as he spoke.

		“Umm..” I looked at Seth. He was staring at me awaiting my response. “Okay?” I said as I looked back and forth between the two.

		Seth paid the bill while I finished my glass of wine. Robert seemed a bit nervous as they continued chatting. Clearing his throat a lot and looking at me, though he was speaking to Seth. I finished my glass and Seth helped me to the car. “Perhaps I don’t need a nightcap.” I slurred a bit as I spoke and Seth helped me with my seatbelt.

		“Well, you can have a cup of coffee if you prefer, but we already said we would join Robert. It would be rude to not go now.” Seth started the car and drove us to the hotel.

		It was nicer than I figured it would be. I admired the tasteful décor as Seth led me to the elevator. Once inside he pressed me to the wall and kissed me hard on the lips.

		I parted my lips and allowed his tongue to roam freely over mine. He bit my lip, gently pulling it out then let go. “You look amazing tonight.”

		I giggled “I know.” And the elevator doors opened with a ding.

		Seth held my hand as we walked down the hall to Robert’s door. As we stood before the door, Seth turned me to him and took my face in his hands. “You know I love you right?”

		I leaned in and kissed him “I love you too.”

		Seth smiled and knocked on the door.

		Robert opened immediately “Come in, come in.” he stepped back holding the door wide open.

		Seth guided me inside, his hand on the small of my back, took my coat and left me on the couch.

		Robert came over, a glass of wine in his hand and sat beside me. “Here you go.”

		I took the glass without thinking. “Thanks.”

		Robert was sitting closer to me than I thought necessary. As casually as I could, I moved against the arm of the sofa, but Robert scooted over with me. I looked to see where Seth was but didn’t see him.

		Robert put a hand on my leg and slowly began kneading my thigh. I gripped his arm “What are you doing?”

		Robert looked surprised and pulled his hand back “Seth said it was okay.”

		I looked over Robert’s shoulder to see my husband standing there a worried look on his face. “You told Robert he could fuck me didn’t you?” I stood and slammed my wineglass down. “Of course you did.” Now completely sober I stomped across the room stopping in front of Seth. I smacked him sharply on the face then walked out the door.

		As I stood freezing my ass off outside the hotel waiting for a cab, Seth came outside with my coat. He wrapped it around my shoulders “How could you?” I wanted to cry, but I was too angry. I pulled the coat around my shoulders as the cab pulled up.

		“Don’t be ridiculous Wendy. I’ll take you home.” Seth stood between me and the taxi.

		“Get out of the way, Seth.” I reached around him and opened the door. “I need time to think.” I got in the car as he stood on the sidewalk looking at me with sad eyes. “I’ll be home later. I just need to be alone for a while.” I pulled the door closed and told the driver to go.

		I looked out the back window as the cab left the hotel. Seth remained on the sidewalk, watching as the car took me away.

		 

		* * *

		 

		“Where to, Lady?” the cab driver asked me.

		“Umm..I don’t really know. Can you just drive around for a minute?” I heard him exhale loudly. “Look. It’s been a shitty night and I just need you to drive around okay?” I sat back in the cab, my hands on my lap. My wedding ring sparkled in the night lights as we drove through the city.

		I just couldn’t believe that Seth had told Robert he could fuck me. I shook my head and rolled my eyes. What gives him the right to hand me out like his whore? I pulled out my cell phone and called my friend Jessie.

		“He did what?” she sounded as shocked as I had been. “Where are you?”

		“I’m in a cab. Just having him drive me around.” I paused a moment. “I know it’s late but can I come to your place?”

		“Of course you can! Jeez! Come on over!”

		“Thanks Jessie. See you in a bit.” I hung up the phone and gave the driver Jessie’s address.

		I was wondering what the hell I should do. I didn’t want to worry Seth, but damn he had me mad at him. I decided I had better text him to let him know I was okay.

		Going to Jessie’s. Will be home late.

		I sent it and waited.

		But you are coming home right?

		I said I would. I replied.

		I’m sorry.

		I stared at the blinking cursor. There was nothing more anything to say. I muted my phone and closed my eyes for the rest of the taxi ride.

		 

		* * *

		 

		Jessie opened the door. “Come in.” She took my coat off my shoulders and tossed it over the back of a chair.

		I followed her to the couch. “Thanks.” I said “I know it is late but I just have to stay away from Seth for a bit.”

		“No problem.” Jessie got up and went to the kitchen. She came back with two cups of hot coffee. “Here.” She handed the mug to me.

		“Thanks.” I took the mug and held it in my hands. The warmth of the coffee felt soothing and I inhaled the steam before taking a sip. I looked over at Jessie. “I don’t know what I am supposed to do about Seth. He is consumed with me having sex with another man.”

		“Do you want to do it?”

		I stared at my cup and thought for a moment before answering. “Part of me does. I mean, it sounds hot and all but there will be consequences.” I took another drink of coffee and leaned back. “Honestly, I’m afraid I will like it too much.” A smile touched my lips.

		“So you do want to, you just don’t want it to wreck your marriage.” Jessie pulled her feet up on the couch and tucked her legs under her. “But if Seth continues hounding you then your marriage will probably suffer more. I mean tonight’s little stunt was over the top.” She took a drink.

		“Yes, it was.” I clenched my jaw as I imagined my husband giving someone else permission to take me as if he owned me. “I wonder…” I broke off in thought.

		“Wonder what?” Jessie stared at me.

		“No it’s too dangerous.” I shook my head but couldn’t get the idea out of my mind.

		“What? You have to tell me.” Jessie nudged me with her foot.

		I chuckled “I was just wondering how Seth would like it if the table was turned.”

		“What? You mean give some woman permission to do him?” Jessie nodded her head “No way. That will backfire for sure.”

		“That isn’t what I meant. I was thinking more along the lines of giving him exactly what he wants.”

		“Are you serious?”

		“What if I make all the arrangements? I mean, I should get to pick who I am doing anyway. But I pick someone I know will make Seth regret starting this game.”

		“Wow.” Jessie stared at me and I could tell she thought I was crazy. “Who would you pick?”

		“I don’t know.” I put my elbows on my knees and looked at the black liquid in my cup. “He needs to be way hotter than Seth.” I winked at Jessie “And better endowed would be a bonus.” I giggled.

		“What about you just hire someone?”

		“I suppose you have the number to a studly gigolo on standby?” I raised my eyebrow at her and smiled.

		“And if I were to say yes?” I paused not really sure if she was kidding. “No, I don’t have a stud for rent phone number on hand.” She laughed. “But I really wish I did.”

		“Well, then that leaves men we know and can trust.” I was feeling my plan failing before it even started when Jessie pulled out her phone. “What are you doing?”

		“Searching the internet. There has to be someone out there that knows how to go about fucking another man in front of your husband.”

		I sat back and waited for her search results.

		“Cuckolding.” Jessie said “It’s when a man wants to watch his wife have sex with another man while he watches.”

		“That sounds like Seth.”

		“There is more. It says here that they like to be shamed and the other guy should have a large penis.”

		“You’re just making shit up.” Jessie turned the phone to me. The article was by a sex therapist and had details of the lifestyle and how difficult it was on husbands to tell their wives of their fantasy. “Says here, it’s a mistake to have a man waiting to have sex with your wife when she doesn’t know what is going on.” I shook my head “That’s an understatement.”

		After finishing the article, I sat back while Jessie read the rest. She turned off her phone and looked at me “Are you going to do it?”

		“Do what?”

		“The cuckold thing…duh.”

		I had to admit the idea had me turned on. “I don’t know.” I stood “I should go home.”

		“I’ll call a cab.” Jessie smiled sympathetically and after hanging up, put her hand on my shoulder. “Go home and talk to Seth. It will all work out.”

		I thanked Jessie for being an amazing friend and of course threatened her life should I discover she told anyone about the whole cuckolding business. The taxi arrived and I left, my thoughts spinning all the way home but deep inside I knew I was going to take the leap.

		 

		* * *

		 

		Seth and I sat across from each other nervously at the breakfast table. I sipped a cup of juice as he stirred the scrambled eggs I had made him about on his plate.

		“I’m so sorry, Honey.”

		“Please stop saying that.” I pushed my glass aside and put my hand on his. “I think I understand where you are coming from.” He looked at me, a weak smile on his face. “I’ve slept on it and I think I want to do this.”

		“Do what? Let me watch?” I could see the hopefulness in his eyes.

		“Yes.” I squeezed his hand. “But on my terms.”

		Seth’s face lit up like it was Christmas morning. He got out of his seat and pulled me up in his arms. “Do you mean it?” His voice cracked and I had the feeling he was suppressing the urge to cry when he kissed me on the forehead and let me go.

		“I mean it. But it is my way or not at all.” I said sternly.

		We sat back down and I opened my laptop. “I was up late researching.” I couldn’t help but giggle as I said that “I found this website where we can post an ad but I don’t know how comfortable I am with that.” I turned the screen toward Seth. “I mean, how do you know it is safe?”

		“Well, how about a sex club?” I watched as Seth put an address in the search bar and turned the screen back to me.

		“I see I am not the only one who has looked into this.” I gave him a smirk then scrolled through the site. “Is this a strip club?”

		“It is a gentlemen’s club and I hear they have back rooms.”

		“You hear?” I giggled again. “Never mind, I don’t want to know.” I looked at the pictures of the club. It looked high class and I wasn’t really sure what more I was supposed to look for. “Alright, let’s go this weekend and check it out.”

		Seth nearly fell out of his chair. “You’re serious aren’t you?”

		I smiled and nodded.

		“May I ask what changed your mind?”

		I mulled it over a second then said “No.” I closed the laptop and went to get my shower.

		* * *

		 

		At last it was Friday night and Seth was barely able to contain his excitement. I wasn’t sure he would make it through the workday. All he could talk about was our adventure at the club tonight.

		I had to push him out the door and on his way. Seth had been underfoot with excitement for days now, but this morning he was ecstatic. I didn’t want Seth to know I would be spending the day at the spa. There was no way I would be swimming in a room full of men, one I may be getting intimate with and not be looking my absolute best.

		I got my legs waxed, and feeling more than a little naughty I decided it to get a bikini wax. Usually I just get a little groomed down there, but this time I took it a bit further and left only a little landing strip. I shuddered and felt myself moisten as I thought of Seth’s face when he saw my bare labia.

		With my hair and makeup done, I pulled my new dress out of the bag. A short, slinky black number with spaghetti straps and low neckline that showed off my cleavage. I slipped into black high heels and turned in the mirror. I looked amazing.

		Now I was the one giddy with excitement. Tonight Seth and I would go to the club and I would be on the prowl for a man to fuck. It had been ages since I entered a room intent on getting a man in the sack and I wondered if I would be able to do go through with it.

		Seth was already home. When I entered the house I was greeted by my husband’s wolf whistles. “Wendy you look amazing!”

		I twirled for him as he whistled again. “Thank you.” I smiled and put out a hand to him. “You are taking me out to dinner, then to the club so go get ready.”

		“Anything you say.” Seth kissed my cheek and hurried down the hall.

		As I waited for him to shower and change his clothes I called Jessie.

		“Are you really going through with it?” she was as giddy as I was.

		“I am.” I bit my lip and tried to suppress the butterflies in my stomach.

		“Well, I want details!”

		I laughed “I know you do.”

		I spoke with her until I heard Seth coming down the hall and quickly hung up.

		“Who was that?” he asked.

		“Jessie.”

		“Ah…wanting details no doubt.”

		“And giving me pep talk.”

		“Are you nervous?” Seth put his hands on my arms and pulled me to him.

		“Ummm, yeah.” I hugged him then pulled away “So let’s get this show on the road before I chicken out.”

		As we ate dinner at my favorite Italian restaurant, I managed to force down a little pasta and salad. My nerves had killed my appetite, but I knew I needed to eat before we hit the gentleman’s club. There was no doubt that alcohol would be hitting my bloodstream. I would be a requirement if my nerves didn’t settle soon.

		“Are you ready?” Seth had paid the bill and stood beside me, my coat held out.

		“I think so.” I stood and slipped my coat on.

		Moments later we were sitting in the car outside the club. Seth’s hands were on the steering wheel, his fingers wrapped tightly around the black leather grip. I sat motionless looking forward, my heart racing, my mouth dry. I took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “I’m ready.” I said and Seth got out of the car, walked around and opened the door for me.

		I walked with my husband to the front door and when he opened it, we entered a whole new world.

		 

		* * *

		 

		Men admired me as I walked through them. I could feel their eyes on my body as Seth led us to a table at the back of the darkened room. He motioned for me to slide into the plush sofa like seat then sat beside me.

		He held my hand under the table as I became acclimated to the dark lights and loud music. The bass vibrated through me as the lights flickered to the beat. I stared in awe as young slim women danced on tiny stages that were placed throughout the room, men tucking money in their panties in appreciation.

		A scantily clad waitress approached the table and placed two coasters on the table “What can I get you to drink?” she leaned over as she spoke, her breasts spilling out before us and I tried not to stare. “I’ll have a rum and Coke.” I looked to Seth squeezing his hand in order to switch his focus from her breasts to her face.

		“Umm, I’ll have a whiskey on the rocks.” He stammered.

		I leaned in and kissed his cheek. “What do you think?”

		“See anyone you like?” he replied.

		I glanced about the room for a moment, but none really stuck out of the crowd. I shook my head just as the waitress returned with the drinks.

		“Is this your first time here?” she asked us.

		“Yes it is.” Seth said.

		“Well this area is more for the guys and tends to draw a rowdier crowd. I think you would feel more relaxed in the couples lounge.” She pointed to a large purple padded door surrounded by neon lights.

		“Thanks.” Seth paid for our drinks and tipped her then turned to me “Shall we?”

		We took our drinks and walked across the crowded room to the couples lounge. My stomach fluttered as we entered. The waitress was right, it was quieter and the lighting was a consistent dim purple hue instead of the multicolored strobe lights. The music that played was great to dance to but a not as loud or as fast paced.

		Seth led me through a maze of tiny tables to the back of the room. I immediately noticed several doors along the wall. Some doors had windows, some didn’t. Seth tugged my hand and approached one of the doors, looking inside we saw a group of people fucking on a large cushion. My flesh sprang to life, blood rushing through my veins, and I instantly felt lightheaded as bodies twisted before me in an erotic tangle of limbs. I took a big swig of my drink and Seth pulled me to the next door. Inside this room was a group of women, naked and writhing in pleasure. My pussy walls contracted and my clit ached.

		“Seth, I need to sit down.” I whispered in his ear.

		I took another large drink as we made our way to an overstuffed sofa. “I could use another drink.” I showed my empty glass to Seth. He smiled and took the glass.

		“I’ll be right back.”

		I watched as he made his way to the bar. He hadn’t ordered our drinks when a man sat beside me. He leaned back and looked me over, a sly grin on his face. “First time here?”

		“Is it that obvious?” I bit my lip and glanced over at Seth’s back.

		“Yeah.” He smiled and held out his hand. “I’m Claude.”

		I shook his hand “Wendy.” I looked at the bar again but Seth wasn’t there. “I’m here with my husband.”

		“That’s cool.” He licked his lips. ‘Your husband is a very lucky man.” Claude flipped a strand of my hair aside, his fingers grazing my neck and a tingle shot through my body. “He shouldn’t leave you sitting alone too long someone might invite you to a back room.”

		Claude was extremely good looking and probably a good ten years younger than me. My heart fluttered as I set the wheels in motion. “And what would one do if they were invited into a back room?” I licked my lips and leaned in closer to Claude.

		“Whatever the lady wanted to do.” He put a hand on my knee and gave it a little squeeze.

		My mouth was dry and I could hardly reply when Seth appeared, drinks in hand. I took my glass and quickly sipped it as Seth put his hand out. “Hello. I’m Seth, Wendy’s husband.”

		“Nice to meet you, my name is Claude.” The two shook hands. “I was just admiring your lovely wife.”

		I swallowed hard and turned to Seth. “Claude was just telling me about the back rooms.”

		Seth’s eyes were wide “Really?”

		I turned to Claude “I’m afraid being new here, we aren’t aware of how the back rooms work.” I took another sip of my drink.

		“I would be delighted to show you, if your husband approves.” Claude placed his hand back on my knee and slowly moved it up to my thigh.

		I turned to Seth and nodded and smiled.

		“Would you mind if Seth watched?” I felt like a teenager. My heart pounding in my chest so loud it echoed in my ears and my mouth was so damn dry, I took another drink and waited for Claude to respond.

		“I don’t mind at all.” He smiled at me, leaned in and kissed my lips.

		I moaned as his hand swept over my cheek and grasped the back of my head. His kiss was firm and I parted my lips allowing his tongue access to my mouth. I wanted to melt in his arms as our tongues mingled together. I hadn’t kissed anyone other than Seth in nearly ten years and the sensations were similar to my first kiss.

		Claude pulled away, his hand slowly drifting over my shoulder to my hand. He picked it up and kissed my palm. “I’ll make the arrangements.” He stood, nodded at Seth and I watched as he walked away.

		I turned to Seth and he put his hand on mine “That was amazing.” He stroked my hair and smiled at me. “You are amazing.”

		“I can’t begin to tell you how hot I am right now.” I drank the last of my rum and Coke and set the glass on the table as waitress approached and I ordered another drink.

		“Was he a good kisser?” Seth asked.

		“Yes, and he tasted good too.” I watched as Seth fidgeted in his seat. “Are you hard?” I grinned.

		“Oh yeah.” He chuckled and took a deep breath.

		The waitress returned with my drink just as Claude appeared. I took my glass and Claude’s arm, Seth following closely behind us.

		My legs trembled as we entered the room.

		“I got one without the window.” He smiled and walked me to the bed. “Since this is your first time, I figured a bit of privacy was in order.”

		Claude was right, I was thankful we were not going to be on display and I was grateful that he had been considerate enough to think of it. “Thanks.” I set my drink on the table and looked around for Seth.

		“It’s okay, he is over there.” Claude pointed to a dark corner and I could just make out Seth’s shape as he sat in a chair.

		The bed was a circular shaped mattress with fresh sheets and lots of pillows. The room was dimly lit, but bright enough for Seth to see me clearly.

		I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply; releasing as much tension as I could on my exhale I opened my eyes and looked at Claude.

		Claude stepped closer and slipped the thin strap of my dress off my left shoulder, then my right. His hands caressed my neck, shoulders and arms then slowly made their way up. He grasped the back of my neck and pulled me to him, kissing me passionately.

		Our lips collided and his arms wrapped around me. I clung to him, my legs weakening as his mouth covered mine and his tongue flicked hungrily in my mouth. I moaned as our lips parted and Claude looked down at me, his hands tangled in my hair. “How do you want me to fuck you, Wendy?”

		I looked at the darkened area my husband sat in. I couldn’t see him but I knew he could see me. “Fuck me hard.” I said clearly then turned to Claude.

		Claude pulled my hair bending my head back. He smiled down at me “As the lady wishes.”

		He released my hair and turned me around. I felt my zipper being undone and I allowed the dress to drop, pooling at my feet. I stepped out of my dress and kicked it to the side and stood before Claude in black panties, a black lace bra and high heels.

		His hands were on my flesh in an instant, tracing the curve of my waist and over my hips. He pressed himself against me, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin on my neck, his lips brushing over my shoulder.

		I leaned back, letting my head fall against his chest as he hands made their way to my breasts. I moaned as he cupped my bosom, my nipples pressing against the lace as his fingers teased my erect buds.

		I could feel Claude’s hardness pressing against me and I turned to face him, my hands on his chest, I slowly unbuttoned his shirt, kissing his broad chest as it was revealed to me. “Mmm…I love a hairy chest.” I said and looked toward my husband. I’ve always had a thing for hairy chests and Seth’s is smooth as a baby’s bottom.

		I ran my hands over Claude’s nipples, leaned in and licked then lightly nibbled the right one before pulling his shirt out of his waistband.

		Claude gripped my breasts firmly and pinched my nipples as I fumbled with his belt and zipper. At last his pants fell to the floor. He wore tight boxer and I gasped as when I saw the outline of his cock. I eagerly ran my hand over the impressive bulge to where his head peeked out of the elastic band.

		Claude stepped back and removed his boxers. He stood before me, his cock free from its confinement, erect and proudly protruding from his muscular body.

		I admired his sculpted arms, chest and legs but what I was after was his long cock.

		Claude pushed me to the bed, rolled me over and lifted me at the hips.

		I knelt on my hands and knees as Claude massaged my buttocks then ran his hand between my legs, his long fingers gliding over my saturated panties.

		I looked in Seth’s direction; my eyes filled with lust as I lifted my bottom to Claude and parted my legs a bit wider.

		Claude pressed his hand against my wet center, with one hand and squeezed my ass with the other. I closed my eyes, tugging at the sheet as ripples of warmth spread over my body. I cooed as I felt his hand slip under the elastic of my panties and with a powerful yank the material ripped and my panties were gone.

		My hairless pussy displayed for the first time, I heard Seth moan. I looked over and I saw that his was slouched down in the chair, his pants undone, his hand wrapped around his cock. My clit twitched, and my juices dripped down my leg as I watched my husband stroke his cock while another man slipped his fingers in and out of my pussy.

		Claude placed the thick head of his cock to my aching slit, his girth parting my labia; he slowly entered me from behind.

		I clawed at the mattress, wads of sheet in my hands, my face pressed to the bed as Claude filled me inch by glorious inch. My walls stretched to accommodate him as his large cock pressed deep inside me. I bit my lip as he held my waist and began to pump in and out of me. I whimpered as Claude leaned forward and pulled my hair.

		I scooted up on my hands, my back arched, my head bent back as Claude’s rhythm increased. Claude released my hair and leaned over, scooping my breasts from the lace bra. He pinched my nipples hard and pulled them from my chest as I moaned.

		I closed my eyes as his hands traveled to my waist again and he thrust his cock in hard and deep, held me in place and rotated his hips against me. “Oh..” I writhed on his cock and he pulled out to my opening then slammed deep inside me. “Oh..” I grunted then Claude pulled out completely and rolled me to the side.

		Claude put out a hand and I took it. He pulled me to a sitting position. He reached behind me and unhooked my bra, leaned forward and took my right nipple in his mouth. The warmth of his mouth as he suckled me made my tummy flutter and my pussy twitch. Claude lightly bit my nipple, smiled at me then off the bed to my knees. I knelt before him and his lovely cock that now glistened with my juices. He swept my hair from my face and held it tightly at the back of my head as I took his cock in my hand and stroked him several times before pressing the glazed head to my lips and taking him in my mouth.

		Sucking Claude’s cock was a lot different than sucking Seth’s, with Claude being much thicker and longer. I slipped my lips over him to about halfway down his length when he used my hair to press my mouth over his cock.

		I was taken off guard, placed my hand on his hips and tried to pull away but Claude forced my head to him, shoving his cock to the back of my throat. Tears came to my eyes and I struggled for air. My gag reflex kicked in and I thought I would suffocate when Claude yanked my hair back and pulled his cock from my mouth.

		I looked up at him, my mouth open wide as a mixture of saliva and my juices dripped from my chin. A sudden ripple of pleasure sprang from between my legs and washed over my body. I stuck my tongue out and Claude wrapped his fingers tighter in my hair as he shoved his cock back in my mouth.

		I gagged again but I didn’t care. I wanted as much cock in my mouth that I could take. I put a hand on Claude’s balls, cupping them as he pushed his dick deeper down my throat then released me.

		I gasped for air, tears trickling down my face as Claude put the tip of his rod to my lips. I opened wide. “Good girl.” I heard him say then he shoved his cock in my mouth, this time pumping my face.

		The head of his cock pressed the back of my throat; my jaw ached from having my mouth open so wide and my eyes watered as gagged on every delicious inch of him. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore, Claude pulled out.

		I panted as he helped me to my feet. He kissed me and helped me to the bed, positioning me so my head hung slightly over the edge and I could see Seth as he stroked his cock.

		Claude lifted me and placed a pillow under my buttocks and positioned himself between my legs.

		I bit my lip as Claude placed his cock at my opening and slowly filled me. I wrapped my legs around him as he began thrusting slowly.

		I caressed my breasts, rolling my nipples between my fingers, lifting my hips to meet each of Claude’s thrusts.

		Writhing on his cock, I let my head dangle off the bed and looked at Seth. “He’s so much bigger than you are, Baby.” I gasped as Claude slammed into me. “And he is gonna make me come so hard.” I panted and pulled at my nipples. “I can feel it building in my pussy.”

		Claude gripped my legs and pulled me up. He slammed deep inside me as I reached down between my legs to my clit. “Fuck me, Claude.” I snarled and rubbed my throbbing nub. “Fuck me hard.”

		H pounded against my pussy making me grunt as his cock pressed its way deep inside. A wave of heat shot from between my legs and over my body as climax approached.

		My walls tightened around Claude’s cock. I gripped his arms, our bodies smacking together, and my breasts bouncing on impact. I looked up to see the face of a man I didn’t even know plowing away at me. I dug my nails into his flesh as my body stiffened. I arched my back and squealed as my orgasm hit. A magical wave of pleasure that I hadn’t felt in years, flooded my senses and just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Claude grunted through clenched teeth and rammed me deeper. I felt the hot spray of his come as he filled me and it triggered another wave of ecstasy.

		Claude dropped on me, his weight somewhat held by his arms as he slipped his hands under my shoulders, bracing me as he pumped me several more times, emptying all his hot jizz inside me. I writhed beneath him, pressing my mound to his pelvic bone, as my orgasm began to fade.

		I heard Seth grunt and I dropped my head back over the edge of the bed just in time to see a spurt of come shoot from his cock.

		I moaned as Claude kissed my collarbone and breasts, my body shuddering as his cock slowly deflated in my tunnel.

		He rolled off my sweaty body, a pool of our fluids between my trembling legs.

		“Get over here, Seth.” I said sternly and I watched as my husband approached, pants around his ankles.

		I twisted around so my bottom was now at the edge of the bed, propped myself up on my elbows and spread my legs. “Clean it up.” I demanded.

		Seth stared at me and at first I thought I had gone too far, but his shocked expression quickly turned to excited and he knelt before me and licked my pussy.

		I moaned as I watched Seth eagerly lapping at my slit and I suddenly couldn’t wait till our next little adventure.

		I sat up, pulled Seth to me and looked him in the eye “Next time I want two lovers.”

		I smiled at Claude as he was getting dressed “Can you make that happen?”

		“I told you, whatever the lady wants.” He winked at me and left the room.
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		Jess had this thing she did. Something she did when she was away from home on business. Something she did when she was at home and bored. Something she did when that mischievous, horny mood stole over her and she just wanted cock. Different cock.

		She called it the half-minute pick-up.

		She'd go to a bar, she'd pick someone out on a train, she'd even been successful in a supermarket one time.

		It was such a thrill, that dangerous rush of picking a man out, approaching him, pausing, making eye contact, an innocent comment... Gauging him, weighing him up. And if he had that spark: taking the next step, telling him she wanted sex and she wanted it now.

		Half a minute. Thirty seconds. That was all it took.

		She was careful, she was selective, and it had worked every time for her.

		§

		Out with Selena, Liz and Mel, drinking pink cocktails one night to celebrate Selena's birthday, the mood came over her again. The need.

		The bar was packed. It was a younger crowd than Jess would have expected here; maybe there was some kind of student promotion going on. She couldn't remember the last time she'd seen so much diamante and fake tan. Some of these kids were an almost Day-Glo orange.

		Suddenly she felt quite old and, worse, conservative. Her black halterneck dress, plunging low at the front and leaving most of her back exposed had seemed quite sexy and daring when she had quickly changed after work, but now...

		Over at the bar, there was one orange-skinned girl in little more than a pink bikini and harem pants. She was standing with another girl in a black lace mini-dress that clung to her skinny figure and barely concealed a thing.

		"Am I the only one who feels over-dressed?" Jess asked, leaning in close to Selena. "I feel so old!"

		Selena winked at her. "No, babe, you're fine," she said. "I wear more than some of these girls when I'm at work." Given that Selena was a dancer at Heaven, that made Jess and the others chuckle.

		Jess scanned the drinkers again, looking for someone more her own age. Orange girls danced with boys whose uniform outfit seemed to consist of skinny jeans and striped shirts buttoned up to the collar. Scattered among them at the bar and at tables, were a few people in their twenties and early thirties, much more Jess's crowd.

		That was when she saw him, and when she realised that tonight might just be a half-minute pick-up night. He was standing at the bar, part of a small group of men just along from Pink Bikini and Lace Girl.

		He was laughing. That's what caught her attention: the spark in his eyes as he laughed, the way he put a hand briefly to a friend's arm, something very easy and relaxed about him. At first he looked vaguely familiar, as if she had seen him at work, or on TV, or something. But no, she couldn't place him; he was just a type, the kind of guy she often went for. He was blond, a slight curl to his hair so that no matter what he did to it he would always look a bit tousled. Piercing blue eyes, a light fuzz of golden stubble. He was about six foot and slim, his buff linen jacket hanging easily from an athletic frame, his dark blue jeans clinging in all the right places.

		It was only a glance, but that was all it took. In Jess's mind he was naked, leaning back against that bar, his cock growing hard and long in her hands.

		She leaned in to Selena again, and said, "Hey, babe. I know it's your birthday and all, but–"

		"You've seen one, haven't you?" said Selena. "You've seen one and you wonder just how rude it'd be to slip away, even though it's my birthday and we're only on our second drink. I'm right, aren't I? That's exactly what you were about to say!"

		"Am I that obvious?"

		Selena tilted her head and kissed Jess briefly on the lips. "Aren't we all, darling?" she said. Then she added, "Go for it, Jess. And don't forget to tell us all about it later, okay?"

		§

		The first time had been a dare at Jenny's not-quite-a-hen-night.

		"Not quite" because Jenny was only moving in with Russell, not getting married, so she wasn't quite a hen. They'd all worn tutus and fluffy devils' horns and made Jenny carry a six-foot inflatable penis everywhere they went. They'd had time to get slaughtered and sober up again by late in the evening before starting to get drunk again. There had been those guys at the burlesque club, and the one in particular who had licked a trail of cream from Jenny's cleavage while his hands were all kinds of places they really shouldn't have been, but if you'd seen him, you just would...

		And there had been the dares.

		They were sitting in the upstairs bar at KD's, and Polly had brought a set of dare cards along, and soon it became pretty clear she was manipulating them.

		It started with some fairly innocent ones.

		SHOUT PENIS AT THE TOP OF YOUR VOICE

		Jenny shouted "Penis" but no one thought she had been loud enough, so they made her down a double shot of vodka, then take the next card.

		KISS A GIRL

		Jenny paused to look around the group of friends. Then she said, "What the fuck," and leaned in towards Jess, curling a hand round the back of her friend's neck to pull her in. As their lips touched, both paused, and for a moment Jess thought that was going to be it. She knew Jenny wouldn't be allowed to get away with that, though: the card had said kiss not peck. So, taking pity on her friend, she pushed forward, her lips hard against Jenny's. Her friend's mouth opened a little, perhaps in surprise or perhaps in a more natural response, and Jess's tongue pressed home, probing, exploring, and finally finding Jenny's and pressing, sliding against it, before withdrawing.

		"Wow," said Mel. "So whose turn next? Or do you two just want to get a room?"

		Jess's response seemed to raise the bar, and Karen didn't hesitate when the next card said she should try to remove her bra without taking off her top. With a bit of theatrical writhing about in her seat she managed it, and immediately her bra went flying off to the other side of the bar.

		Polly had to dance on the table, Liz had to drink a stranger's drink without him noticing, and Sue had to find a guy who would give her his underwear as a trophy. When it came to Karen's turn again it was obvious that the cards were being manipulated.

		SWAP YOUR TOP WITH A MAN YOU DON'T KNOW

		She went to the bar, found a man who was standing with his back to her, and tapped him on the shoulder. As Jess and the girls watched, the two leaned close to speak, then the guy shrugged, laughed, and without any further hesitation was peeling his black t-shirt over his head. Standing there with his shirt in his hand, he watched as Karen undid the buttons of her blouse and then his jaw had dropped as he saw that she wasn't wearing a bra – she'd already taken it off as part of her earlier dare. Calmly, she removed her blouse and stood there topless as she held it out towards him. Then, when she'd milked it as much as she could, she took his t-shirt and pulled it on before calmly turning and walking back to the girls at the corner table.

		When Jenny's turn came again, she had to kiss a stranger. She stood, smoothed down her slinky little mini-dress, and looked around the crowded bar. When she made a move, Jess thought she was heading for a group of guys she'd noticed earlier, but at the last minute she veered to the left, and said something to a girl in a black mini-skirt. Without hesitation, Jenny kissed the girl, full on, tongues driving deep, hands running down the girl's body, coming to rest on her hips. Then one hand slipped lower, and moved round to cup the girl's buttock, at first through her skirt, then sliding it up to reveal bare flesh as Jenny kneaded it eagerly.

		"Oh my god, I do believe they're going to actually do it at the bar," said Liz, sucking at her cosmo through a penis-shaped straw.

		After what seemed like an eternity, Jenny pulled away from the girl, then simply turned and walked back to join her friends.

		"So how am I going to top that?" asked Jess, realising that it was her turn next. She glanced across at Polly, who smiled sweetly back and then, with a deft flick of the wrist, turned the next dare card and slid it into the middle of the table.

		TRY THE HALF-MINUTE PICK-UP

		Jess squinted at it, trying to work out whether the print was a bit blurred or if it was her eyes. "What's that supposed to mean?" she asked.

		"Look around," said Polly. "Find someone. You have thirty seconds to pick him up. Or her," she added, glancing at Jenny.

		Jess looked around. Could she really pick someone up in half a minute? And just how far did she have to go for it to count as a pick-up?

		Most of the guys here were kids. Nineteen, twenty, out with their mates. They may be out on the pull, but it was the girls at the bar they would have their sights on, not Jess.

		She couldn't do it. Not in half a minute, not in half an hour.

		Plucking up her courage, she stood, and looked around again.

		There was a group of guys at the bar. Or the girl in the mini-skirt. Maybe she should pick up where Jenny had left off, see just how far the girl would be willing to go.

		She headed for the bar, was just about to say something to mini-skirt girl – close up, she was actually quite cute, with big, full lips and glossy black hair. Then one of the guys – tall, close-shaven blond hair, a white t-shirt clinging to his athletic body – turned and caught her eye. He had a dazzling smile, and he was so her type, and then one of his mates poked him in the ribs for some reason and he stumbled back into Jess's path.

		She braced herself for the impact that never came.

		"I... erm... Sorry," he said, glaring back at his friend, and then turning those sharp blue eyes to look at Jess again. "I..."

		"It's okay," she said. "It's fine. I wanted to talk to you anyway. I had something to ask you."

		Now puzzled, he said, "What? What's up?"

		She beckoned him and his face came close to hers. He smelled of spices, a citrus fragrance she recognised as Hermes, one of her favourites. So close, she could have kissed his ear, she said, "It's okay. I just wanted to say that I want to fuck you. Now. So what do you reckon?"

		She stepped back, smiling sweetly, a mischievous part of her enjoying the sudden look of shock and uncertainty that stole over his face.

		"You...? I mean..." was all he could say, and then he raised his eyebrows questioningly and she knew she had him, she'd picked him up in what she reckoned was a good ten seconds inside the half-minute deadline.

		She took his hand and led him towards the tiny rectangle where a few couples were dancing. She put one hand to his hip, the other to his chest, and tucked in close, so that he had no option but to loop his arms around her. She was wearing a top that opened at the back, and his hands came to rest on bare flesh, his touch gentle, his hands soft.

		When he pulled her close and kissed her, she knew that no-one would claim she'd failed at the dare. She'd taken it far enough. She could stop. Walk away.

		She could.

		But his hands on her back, exploring the opening in her top... One worked up between her shoulder blades, the other down to where the fabric of her skirt covered her backside. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric then, pressing gently at the top of her arse, one finger pressing into the start of the crack where her thong lay.

		Pulling away from his kiss, she said, "Like I say. I want to fuck you. Now."

		She led him to the toilets. Classy, but it was all she could think of.

		She hesitated outside for a moment, then led him into the gents'. There was a man at one of the urinals, one hand scratching his head, the other on his cock. He didn't notice Jess and the man, but another guy at a washbasin stared at them, mouth opening as if he was about to speak, but no words came.

		There were three cubicles, and Jess led her catch to the farthest one, pushed him inside and then followed, closing the door behind her.

		She'd crossed a line. Well and truly crossed a line!

		Right up until a few seconds ago she could have walked away, but now...

		She felt her heart racing, adrenalin pumping through her veins.

		He stood facing her, backed up against the toilet.

		She reached for his trousers, found the top button and undid it. Then, as she worked her way down the buttons, he put his hands to her face and kissed her hard, hungrily, their teeth and lips and tongues clashing in sudden passion.

		Buttons all undone, she reached into his shorts and pulled his dick upright so that it lay flat against his belly, the head well clear of his navel. With the flat of her hand, she ground against it, her palm wet with his pre-come, so that she could slide the heel of her hand along his length.

		"Fuck me," she said, not worrying at all that there were men outside the cubicle who could hear everything.

		She slid his shorts down a little so she could take his shaft in both hands and start pulling and rubbing at it. "Fuck me now."

		Sliding her hands along his length, her grip tight, twisting and pulling as she reached the swollen, wet head of his dick.

		"I said fuck me!"

		He slid her skirt up around her hips, pulled her thong aside, and pressed his hand against her pussy, fingers enclosing her lips, one finger pressing deeper, sliding inside her, as the flat of his hand ground against her clit, rolling from side to side.

		"Fuck me..." Her voice was a hoarse whisper now.

		She gripped him even harder and pulled him towards her. Raising her left leg, her foot resting on the toilet, she pulled his cock against her, sliding its head against her clit and then along her labia so that his shaft was pressing its full length against her.

		With a slight bend of the knees, he shifted position so that suddenly the head of his cock was pressing against her opening, poised ready to enter.

		She released her grip on his shaft, moving her hands to his hips, and then, slowly, he pushed himself inside her.

		There was something about the position that made it all so much more intense. She felt tight as his dick squeezed inside her, felt incredibly filled by him as he kept on pushing into her until, finally, he was buried deep, grinding her against the cubicle wall, lifting her to her toes with each powerful, slow thrust.

		"Fuck me," she said again, her words barely audible, and he started to thrust harder, burying his face into the space between neck and shoulder, his teeth dragging across her, their sharpness counterpointing the softness of his lips and tongue.

		One hand curled under her thigh, supporting her, and the other worked up her side, then slid inside her top to cup a breast, his thumb flicking against her hard nipple.

		"Fuck me!"

		She lost herself in the physicality of it. His hard, athletic body, enfolding her, enclosing, driving deep inside her. That thumb, teasing and flicking at her nipple, sending pulses of pleasure through her body. That cock, long and hard inside her, thrusting deep and fast.

		She'd expected it to be like this: brutal, urgent, quick.

		She hadn't expected to feel that familiar tightening in her belly, the heat, the way all her senses shifted, focusing on her cunt, on that flicking of the nipple, on his cock inside her. Up until that evening she had rarely ever reached orgasm the first time with someone, unless they were able to take their time; it usually took familiarity, learning how each other's bodies responded.

		But now...

		The adrenalin rush. The brashness of taking this man and fucking him in the toilets while men just outside the cubicle listened in. The sheer delicious rudeness of it all!

		She held him tight, and stopped him thrusting. She wanted that cock deep inside her. She wanted him to feel it when she came.

		She pressed down, and the base of his shaft was hard against her clit and that was what finally pushed her over the edge. Her cunt tightened, hard, and her lover's eyes widened as he felt it, as he realised what was happening.

		He braced his body so that she could push down on him even harder, and then her cunt was spasming, tightening and releasing, and she cried out loud, an animal cry, a deep groan, and then as her orgasm finally started to ebb, she felt a sudden throbbing deep inside her, a different kind of throb, and her man's body jerked upwards. A jet of warmth filled her, and then he jerked his body again, his cock pulsing deep in her pussy, and then it was all they could do to remain standing, her pressed hard against the wall, his body slumped against her.

		When they emerged, the two guys were still there, and a third one had joined them. The three stood by the washbasins. They'd clearly been staring at the cubicle door, as if they could somehow will themselves to see through.

		One of the guys had his hand on his crotch, the swelling unmistakable.

		Jess smiled, paused to peer into one of the mirrors to check her make-up, and then walked back out into the bar.

		§

		That night, much later, Jess stood in the street outside another bar, waiting for her lift home.

		Finally, a dark Toyota pulled up and she slipped into the passenger seat, before leaning across to kiss the driver.

		"You have a good night?" he asked her.

		She nodded, and said, "I did. I had a lovely night. But there's something I have to tell you."

		She placed a hand on his thigh, as he put the car into gear and pulled away into the late-night traffic. "I've been bad again, Adam. Very bad."

		"'Bad'?" her husband asked, and glanced across at her. "You going to tell me about it?"

		And so she had. One hand in his lap as he drove, pressing and stroking, she'd told him all about her evening.

		§

		She'd slipped before. Strayed.

		About six months before the night of Jenny's not-a-hen-party, Jess had been away on a business trip, one of a team of three giving presentations and staffing a stall at a big software show in London. She'd been frustrated and lonely, and Adam hadn't been answering her calls or texts and she knew it was wrong – every step along the way, she knew it was wrong – but when her colleague Rajiv had suggested drinks and then drinks had ended up in his room at the hotel... well, wrong had started to feel so right, and before she knew it she was straddling his face, his tongue deep in her pussy, while she deep-throated his rather impressive length until he came right down her oesophagus.

		Back home after that trip, she'd been torn. To say anything, or to live forever more with her guilty secret?

		Telling Adam was selfish. She knew she was passing to him a burden she should have carried alone. The tears had been unforgiveable: she should have had more control, not made things even harder for him with her tears. But, underpinning her decision, she knew that Adam was a man who hated deceit, who would rather live with blunt truths than polite, protecting betrayal.

		So when she got home and they were sitting on their luxuriously deep sofa, she'd told him, and she'd cried, and through the tears she'd watched his expression shift from initial shock to... to...? She wasn't quite sure what it had shifted to, at first.

		There was something in his expression that she hadn't expected. A hint of excitement.

		"You can tell me anything," he assured her, then. "You must tell me anything. I don't want secrets to come between us. I've chosen to spend my life with you. I love the woman that you are, Jess. I don't want to change you. I don't want to ignore any side of you. I don't want you to feel you have to hide things, to protect me from who you are and what you choose to do. Do you understand?"

		And she had. Slowly, she had come to understand.

		"I was bad," she said.

		"You can tell me," he said. "You can tell me everything."

		"I was bad more than once." He raised an eyebrow and waited for her to continue. He was sitting twisted to face her, one leg drawn up. Jess moved her hand to rest on the inside of his thigh.

		Adam had a good body. Not quite the rugged, athletic type she was usually drawn to, but he was lean and fit, tight where he needed to be tight, with just a hint of a six-pack and a strong, broad shoulders from regular swimming.

		"Well, it was Rajiv," she said. "We got talking. Lucy had to go off to meet a friend, so it was just the two of us the first evening. We shared a bottle of Pinot Noir, then ordered another and then, well, somehow we were finishing it off in his room because he was on the same corridor as me, but closer to the bar."

		Every time she paused, wondering how much to tell, Adam just raised an eyebrow and waited for her to go on.

		"I sat on the bed. He sat on the one chair in the room. Then, when he came to top up my glass, I just kind of hooked my fingers into the waistband of his trousers and, you know, I'd pulled his shirt free and I was kissing his belly and then he was getting hard and his trousers were very thin and..."

		Adam was hard. She moved her hand up, sliding it along his shaft until she found the swollen head and started to scratch it through his trousers.

		"I'd never had an Asian guy before. I didn't know what to expect. I don't know. Maybe I thought he'd taste different, or something. His cock was slim and long. I sucked him, Adam. I sucked him whole and he came in my throat while he tongue-fucked me. I told you I was bad, Adam. I was really bad."

		She moved so that she was on her knees before him, her eyes locked on his as she slid his zip down and pulled his hard cock out. Holding it tight in both hands, she pressed her thumbs against the underside of its head, sliding them against it.

		"You said you were bad more than once," he said.

		She nodded. "I stayed with him," she went on. "We finished the second bottle of wine and then he started to get hard again and I rode him. He lasted much longer that time. Long enough for me to come from grinding down against him, and then for me to come when he fucked me doggy style while his fingers worked my clit."

		Adam's cock was throbbing in her grip now, as she steadily rubbed the underside of his glans with her thumbs. Her face was right over his cock, but she didn't suck him. She wanted to watch, wanted to watch that explosion of come as he climaxed, wanted to take it in her face.

		"We skipped the first presentation the next morning, asked Lucy to cover for us. We'd fucked all night and we were still going. Every position you can imagine. Are you imagining it now, Adam? Are you picturing it? My delicious white skin against Rajiv's dark brown? Can you picture exactly what that must have been like?"

		She felt a big throb, a surging sensation in his shaft, and then the first creamy glob burst free from the head of his cock, shooting up to spread across her lips. The second spurt left a trail across her cheek and into her hair, and then she lowered her head, took his dick in her mouth and sucked him deep as he continued to come.

		"I've been bad," she said, finally rolling away from him. "So bad, my love."

		§

		And so, her hand in Adam's lap as he drove, she'd told him all about her first half-minute pick-up, that urgent knee-trembler in the Gents' while three men had listened in. How the adrenalin and badness of it all had been enough to make her come, when she would never normally climax from a quick knee-trembler.

		"Half-minute pick-up, eh?" he said, as they paused at a red traffic light and Jess's hand stroke the length of his shaft through his trousers.

		She remembered that moment of realisation with him, the first time she had strayed. He didn't just want honesty from her: he wanted all the juicy details.

		He didn't just want to hear about what she'd done tonight, he wanted her to do it again. He wanted to help plan it with her.

		"You like that?" she asked, and she knew that he wasn't sure if she was referring to the half-minute pick-up or to what she was doing with his cock as he pulled away from the traffic lights.

		She slid his zip down and reached inside his trousers. No shorts. She did like it when he went commando. She liked the thought that he might have anticipated what she was about to do now.

		"You think I should do it again?" she asked, pulling his cock out, feeling it get even harder in her hand.

		She dipped her head, leaning over into his lap.

		"You think I could just walk into any bar and pull a man in thirty seconds?"

		She pushed down on his cock, her lips pursed tight, forcing him into her mouth as he drove, one hand on the wheel and the other running down her spine to her backside.

		"Not a bar," he said. "Too easy. Somewhere more risky. Somewhere more public."

		By the time they got home, she was sitting back in her seat, a sticky saltiness lining her mouth and throat.

		§

		The next time, she was at a club with Jenny and Russell and a couple of the girls.

		Dancing with Mel, a mojito in one hand, they had just been out for a laugh and then she'd realised that her mood had shifted, just how it sometimes did, and suddenly she was horny as hell.

		She'd paused to find her phone, and sent Adam a text:

		I think I'm going to do it. 30 sec pick-up. dance floor. will tell you all about it. xx

		Couples were dancing to a slow number, now. Arms looped around necks and waists. Bodies pressed up close. How many of the men out there had hard-ons, she wondered? How many were taking this opportunity to grind up close?

		A guy with spiky black hair, his woman's head tucked into his chest.

		No. He looked away instantly, seemed to tighten his embrace.

		A black guy with seriously sinuous moves. He held eye contact, but there was something about him... no.

		And then: a ginger guy, maybe a few years older than Jess. Blue eyes again. Her weakness.

		He held her look, even as he held his dancing partner close. Jess gave a wiggle, half dancing, half turning away from him, and then she looked back at him over her shoulder and fixed him with a look. "Fuck me," she mouthed. "Fuck me now."

		And then she walked away, finding her way to the exit where a big bouncer stood surveying the dancefloor.

		Before she'd even stepped outside, she felt a sudden presence behind her, beside her, a hand on her hip, and she turned and he was grinning, looking furtively back.

		"It's okay," he said. "She was just..."

		She put a finger to his lips. "I don't care," she told him. "I really don't care."

		They went downstairs, past a rowdy crowd of students just arriving.

		Outside, the air was chilly. Jess's coat was still inside.

		They made it as far as a side-street before she had his cock in her hand, and then in her mouth, and then he was holding her hair and face-fucking her hard.

		He'd have finished like that, she knew, and she almost let him, but she wanted more. She wanted that adrenalin-rush orgasm that only the half-minute pick-up had ever given her.

		She stood, hitched her skirt up and told him, once again, to fuck her.

		§

		"I came," she said later, her hands tight on Adam's throbbing cock. "He fucked me from behind... kept hitting my G-spot, and it was so exciting, so risky, that I came so fucking hard, and he carried on fucking me until he came too."

		§

		Another time...

		A friend's house, a party. Everyone in the front room with drinks and party games, including Adam. He'd encouraged her to get talking to a friend of Karen's who'd been visiting, someone they'd both met at parties before but didn't really know more than in passing. He was strong, keen on the weights, his shoulders broad and layered with muscle. His head was shaved smooth and he had a sudden, engaging smile, and, as Jess discovered later, a beautifully delicate touch that belied his strength.

		At one point in the evening Jess just leaned close to him and said, "I want to fuck you. Now. Outside. Would you mind?"

		And then she leaned back in her seat, smiling at him as if she'd just asked him about the weather.

		She left the room, went through to the kitchen, the back door.

		She took a deep breath and almost immediately the door opened again, and he was there, his hands on her, his hard body pressing her against the wall. He lifted her off her feet and fucked her hard, and they both came together, just standing there, pulsing and throbbing. It was all over so quickly, all so intense.

		§

		Bars were easiest. There were always so many men to choose from. After that initial checking out, the first eye contact, the opening words... she'd never failed in a half-minute pick-up.

		One time at a supermarket checkout, she'd finished paying for her shopping, turned to the guy in the queue behind her who she'd been flirting with while they waited, and said so that only he could hear, "I want to fuck you. Outside. In my car. Now." He'd abandoned his basket without any further persuasion.

		§

		"It was in your car, Adam. I hope you don't mind."

		Her hands, tight around his cock.

		He didn't mind.

		§

		At the cinema...

		There was a group of guys, and she'd picked one out in the queue for tickets, separating him from his friends like a lion singling out its prey.

		They found seats one row from the back, because someone else was already in the back row.

		A man on his own.

		Adam.

		So Jess and this stranger, in the seats not quite at the back, progressed from kissing to her pulling his cock out... a swift, hard wank as she discovered his hardness, his length. Sucking on his glans while both hands worked his shaft, he was that long. Then one hand sliding down across his balls, finding his arse, his dark opening, pressing against it before sliding in, lubricated with her spit, while she sucked him hard.

		Mounting him, her back to the screen, and Adam right there, his cock in his hand as he stroked slowly, steadily, watching his wife fuck a stranger.

		§

		And so now...

		Jess and her half-minute pick-up. Something she did when that mischievous, horny mood stole over her and she just wanted cock. Different cock.

		Something she planned with Adam, something she would tell him about later, with her hands wrapped tightly around his cock.

		§

		Now...

		His hair was blond, tousled, his eyes that piercing blue that got her every time. Tall and athletic, looking good in his buff linen jacket and dark blue jeans in a way that meant he would look even better when he was out of them.

		She leaned in to Selena, and said, "Hey, babe. I know it's your birthday and all, but–"

		"You've seen one, haven't you?" said Selena. "You've seen one and you wonder just how rude it'd be to slip away, even though it's my birthday and we're only on our second drink. I'm right, aren't I? That's exactly what you were about to say!"

		"Am I that obvious?"

		Selena tilted her head and kissed Jess briefly on the lips. "Aren't we all, darling?" she said. Then she added, "Go for it, Jess. And don't forget to tell us all about it later, okay?"

		She approached him through the crowd of fake-tanned youngsters. At one point a girl in black fishnets, stripy pink shorts and a tiny bra-top stepped into her path with a tray of drinks and Jess had to catch herself, and then wait for the girl to stop apologising.

		When she could see through towards the bar again she thought the group of guys had left and her chance had gone.

		Then he was there, in front of her, fixing her with those dreamy blue eyes.

		"Sorry to startle you," he said. "But... I just saw you across the room. Couldn't take my eyes off you. You're beautiful... You just took my breath away. I'm sorry. I'm not normally like this, but... well... could we just go somewhere and fuck?"

		She didn't know what to say.

		It was her line, her approach.

		The half-minute pick-up, and he'd used it on her.

		"I... I don't..."

		Then he took her in his arms and kissed her and that was what did it, what reminded her.

		The first time!

		The blond guy, his hair shaved to a short fuzz then. His smell of citrus and spices – Hermes, one of her favourites. She'd whispered in his ear, "It's okay. I just wanted to say that I want to fuck you. Now. So what do you reckon?"

		Him.

		She pulled back from his kiss, grinning. "I didn't..." she started, then stopped and tried again. "You've grown your hair."

		He grinned, kissed her again, and said, "So?"

		"Not in the toilets this time," she said. "Okay. Do you have somewhere we can go?"

		He nodded. "I share a flat with a couple of friends, but it's fine, we can go there."

		"And one more thing: I just need to call my husband, tell him I won't be home. Okay?"

		He looked surprised at that, then shrugged and nodded again. "It's cool," he said. "Let's do it."

		§

		She called it the half-minute pick-up.

		It was such a thrill, that dangerous rush of picking a man out, approaching him, pausing, making eye contact, an innocent comment... Gauging him, weighing him up. And if he had that spark, taking the next step, telling him she wanted sex and she wanted it now.

		Half a minute. Thirty seconds. That was all it took.

		She was careful, she was selective, and it had worked every time for her.

		She smiled at this man, whose name she still did not know. And then she found her phone, called Adam, and said, "Babe? It's me. I think I might not make it home tonight. That half-minute pick-up. It worked again. You okay with that, babe?"

		He was fine with it. As long as she was going to tell him all about it in the morning.
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		Chapter One

		 

		Tears filled Rachel’s eyes as she stared in disbelief at the emails that filled her husband’s inbox. They were explicit sexual conversations between Eric and a woman he worked with, and they revealed that the two had not only been intimate via email, but also in person on multiple occasions.

		Her stomach lurched. She clasped her hand tightly over her mouth, but her stomach jerked violently, and she rushed to the bathroom, dropping to her knees and vomiting into the toilet.

		She took a deep breath and flushed the toilet, pulling herself weakly to her feet, her knees trembling furiously.

		She clung tightly to the sink and continued to breathe deeply as her whole world crashed in around her. Her stomach churned, her heart raced and her eyes were stinging viciously. She looked at her reflection in the mirror above the sink and her mascara was running down her face in thick black streams.

		Rachel stumbled into the bedroom and grabbed her cell phone off the bed. She dialed the phone and pressed it to her ear, collapsing backward onto the bed.

		“Hello?”

		“Mom? It’s Rachel,” she said. “Can you come get the kids and keep them for a couple of days? I’m having a bit of a crisis.”

		“Crisis? What do you mean, honey? What’s going on?” her mother asked, her voice tight with concern.

		“I don’t want to get into it, but the kids are fine,” she answered. “Can you do it?”

		“Sure, honey, I’ll be there in about an hour,” her mother said. “I do hope you’ll tell me what’s going on.”

		“I will, Mom. Just not right now,” Rachel said. “See you in an hour.”

		She hung up the phone without a goodbye and allowed the phone to drop to the bed beside her. She grabbed her pillow and squeezed it tightly, curling into a ball around it and sobbing.

		She was still in this position and crying when she heard the doorbell ring. She quickly dried her face with her shirt and rushed to answer the door.

		“Rach, are you okay?” her mother asked as she pushed her way past Rachel and into the house. “What’s going on?”

		“Please, just go get the kids packed and take them for the evening. Eric will be home soon,” Rachel begged, wiping her nose with the back of her sleeve.

		“Alright,” her mother said gently, and she headed upstairs to help the children pack.

		After kissing the kids goodbye and telling her mother she would call her, she quickly took a shower and tried to clean herself up. She was sitting on the sofa sipping hot tea when Eric walked in the door. He set his briefcase on the floor in the foyer and started to head upstairs to find Rachel as he always did after work.

		“In here,” she called to him.

		Eric turned his head and smiled at her, and he walked across the living room, leaned over, and planted a kiss on her cheek.

		“Why is it so dark in here?” he asked, glancing at the curtains, which were drawn.

		“I feel dark,” she muttered, taking a delicate sip of her steaming hot tea.

		“Why?” he asked, sitting slowly down beside her. “What’s wrong?”

		“How’s Terri?” she asked, refusing to look at her husband.

		“Huh? What does she have to do with anything?” he asked.

		“I hear you and she had fun last week at the Pink Pony,” she said flatly.

		Eric paused, his eyes shifting uncomfortably around the room.

		“What do you…” his voice broke, and he cleared his throat and continued. “What do you mean?”

		“Don’t you dare like to me,” she snapped, finally turning her eyes to meet his. “I’ve seen the emails, Eric. I know what you and Terri have been up to when you were supposedly working late!”

		“Wh… what were you doing in my email account, anyway?” he demanded.

		“If you must know, I went to log into my account and yours was still logged in,” she said, setting her teacup down on the coffee table with a bang. Tea splashed everywhere, but she ignored it. “If you’re going to have an affair, you might have the courtesy to log out of your email so your wife doesn’t have to see it!”

		“Rachel, look, I…”

		“I don’t want to hear it,” she said flatly, cutting him off. “I want you to pack your stuff and get out tonight. My mother has taken the kids for tonight, maybe for two nights, to give you time to get your stuff out of the house.”

		“I’m not going anywhere!” Eric shouted. “This is my house, too! Have you forgotten I paid the down payment? I’ve paid the mortgage every month!”

		Rachel narrowed her eyes at him and snarled, “How… dare… you!”

		She jumped to her feet and flew from the room, stomping up the stairs and slamming their bedroom door behind her. She could hear Eric’s footsteps on the stairs as she snatched a suitcase from the closet and threw it onto the bed. Eric barged in as she started tossing her clothing into it.

		“What are you doing?” he demanded. He grabbed her wrists and shouted, “Stop it!”

		“I’m leaving, Eric!” she yelled. “I’m packing my stuff and the kids’ stuff and we’re moving into a hotel until we can find a place to stay!”

		“Please, baby, don’t do this,” he begged. “Don’t go. Don’t take the kids. Baby, I’m sorry. I made a mistake!”

		“A mistake?” she shouted. “A mistake is forgetting to pick up milk on the way home from work or putting a red shirt into washing machine with white clothes and accidentally dying the whole load pink! A two plus month affair is not a mistake!”

		“Baby, come on,” he pleaded. “Don’t leave, please. I’ll do anything.”

		“You’ve done quite enough,” she spat, jerking away from his grip and stomping to the closet to yank more items off their hangers and thrust them into the suitcase.

		Eric jumped in front of the closet door and spread his arms, blocking her access to the closet.

		“Baby, stop!” he begged. “Please, please, don’t do this! I’m sorry!”

		“Yeah, you’re sorry,” she scoffed. “You’re a sorry piece of shit to do this to your wife… the mother of your children!”

		“I don’t know what I was thinking,” he said. “But, baby, I’ll do anything to fix this. Name it. Anything. Just don’t leave. Don’t take away my family. Please.”

		Rachel crossed her arms in front of her chest and glowered. Her eyes were narrow and flashing with fiery vengeance.

		“You’re not the man I married,” she growled.

		“I’ve made a terrible mistake,” he said.

		“You sure have,” she agreed. “And it’s cost you your family.”

		She turned away from him and opened a drawer, pulling out underwear and tossing it into the suitcase. He rushed over and slapped the suitcase shut.

		“Baby, stop this,” he begged. “Please. I’ll do anything. Just give me another chance!”

		She could see Eric’s eyes beginning to glisten. She remembered how those eyes had done the same thing on their wedding day as soon as she said, “I do.”

		“I don’t know, Eric,” she mumbled. “This is… it’s unforgiveable.”

		“Look, just don’t make any rash decisions tonight,” he said, touching her arm gently. “Just stay here tonight and think about it before you decide what to do. I promise I won’t bother you.”

		She sighed and said, “Fine. I’ll stay tonight. But I’m sleeping on the sofa.”

		“I understand,” Eric said.

		

	


		Chapter Two

		 

		The evening dragged on. Eric had been in bed for hours, but Rachel found it impossible to sleep. Her heart ached, her stomach still churned, and her head pounded.

		How could he do this to her – to his children? After all they’d been through together, she never thought he would do something like this. She started to wish he knew how it felt… how much pain it had caused her.

		She gasped and bolted upright on the sofa, saying, “That’s it!”

		She made a quick telephone call to put her plan into motion. The person she called was thrilled to help her, and she immediately snuggled up on the sofa and fell asleep.

		 

		*****

		 

		The next morning Eric nudged her gently and said, “Baby, did you think about things last night?”

		She yawned and rubbed her eyes groggily. Then a slight smile crossed her lips. She said, “I did.”

		“And?” he asked eagerly.

		“If you promise to cut off all non-work-related communication with Terri, and you consent to one thing, I will forgive you and stay,” she said.

		“I’ve already sent Terri a text and told her it’s over and to never contact me again,” he said quickly. “That’s over forever. It will never happen again. But what’s the thing you want me to consent to?”

		“Well, you said you would do anything… anything… if I would stay, right?” she reminded him.

		“Right…” he said nervously.

		“Okay, so my condition is this. I get to tie you up and have my way with you, and while you’re tied up I can do absolutely anything I want, and you can’t get mad. Deal?”

		Eric’s eyes widened. Rachel had never been particularly open-minded sexually. Bondage was something that never crossed his mind to suggest to her. To think that something so sexually exciting would be not only an option, but actually suggested by his wife, was thrilling.

		“That’s it?” he asked cautiously.

		“That’s it,” she nodded. “But remember, no matter what I do while you’re tied up, you can’t get mad. That’s the deal.”

		“Absolutely, honey!” he agreed excitedly. “Oh, baby, thank you! You are such a wonderful wife, and I love you so much!”

		“Be prepared for this to happen when you get off work tonight,” she warned him. “I’ll be waiting.”

		“Yes, baby!” he said. “Anything!”

		 

		*****

		 

		When Eric got home, Rachel was already waiting. She greeted him in a sexy black lace tank top and matching panties and instructed him to go straight to the bedroom. Once there, she made him strip down to his boxer shorts and sit in a chair, where she bound his ankles to the legs and his wrists together behind him. Then she bound his body to the chair with thick rope.

		“Mmm, sexy!” he commented, winking at her.

		She smiled down at him and licked her lips. “Are you ready for this?” she asked.

		“Oh, yes, baby! Yes!” he said.

		“Alright, you stay right here, and I’ll be right back,” she told him.

		She left the room and returned moments later. A look of utter confusion spread across his face as his older brother, Shawn, entered the room with his wife. Shawn was shirtless and wearing nothing but gray boxer shorts.

		“Hello, brother,” Shawn sneered down at his bound brother.

		“What the fuck are you doing here?” Eric spat.

		“Ask your wife,” Shawn said, wrapping his arms around Rachel and fondling her breasts lewdly.

		“What the… get your hands off my wife you fucking prick!” Eric shouted, struggling to free himself from his bonds.

		Rachel closed her eyes and leaned back against Shawn, sighing with pleasure at the feeling of his strong hands caressing her breasts. His lips brushed lightly against her neck, and she moaned softly.

		“Stop it!” Eric shouted. “Motherfucker, I’ll fucking kill you!”

		“Do you forget why it is we stopped talking ten years ago?” Shawn asked, running his hands back behind Rachel and squeezing her ass firmly.

		“Of course I do,” Eric snarled.

		“Then you’ll remember that I was dating Rachel first, and you took her away from me,” Shawn snapped.

		“She fell in love with me!” Eric yelled.

		“Yeah, because you told her I was seeing Katie Pearson behind her back!” Shawn yelled back.

		“You were!” Eric screamed. “I fucking saw you at her house!”

		“I was there, yes,” Shawn admitted. “I went to buy an engagement ring from her for Rachel, because Katie was selling hers after she caught Rich Tyler cheating on her with that chick at the movie theater. Remember? I told you that at the time, but you still told Rachel I was cheating on her and I wasn’t!”

		“I didn’t believe you then, and I don’t believe you now,” Eric said.

		“Of course not, because you wanted Rachel for yourself,” Shawn said. “So when Rachel called me up and told me you were cheating on her, of course I was all too willing to help her pay you back. After all, you took her away from me because you were supposedly so outraged that I would cheat on her."

		"I'll fucking kill you!" Eric shouted, spitting at his brother and jerking violently in his restraints.

		"Now, now," Rachel said. "Remember our deal, Eric. No matter what I do, you can't get mad."

		Eric opened his mouth to protest, but the look on Rachel's face told him It would be unwise to do so, thus he quickly closed it again.

		"Good boy," Rachel commented.

		She turned toward Shawn, who gathered her in his arms and kissed her passionately. Eric cried out in protest and tried to kick at the chair, but his restraints held fast. He watched helplessly as his brother thrust his tongue into his wife's mouth and squeezed her ass.

		His brother’s hands traveled slowly up his wife’s back, his fingers finally tangling into her blonde hair. He yanked her hair, pulling her head backward so he could kiss her even more passionately. They held their lips slightly apart so that Eric could see their tongues slipping and sliding against each other.

		Shawn scooped Rachel up into his arms and carried her over to the bed. She crawled to the center of the bed and Shawn climbed behind her, lifting her hair out of the way and kissing her neck. He grasped the strap of her tank top and pulled it down, exposing her smooth shoulder which he kissed gently. His left hand cupped her breast, and she rested her hand over his.

		A wisp of Shawn’s long, dark hair fell across Rachel’s shoulder, and she shivered. Shawn’s hand slid the strap of her lacy tank top further down her arm, tickling her skin. Then he took the other strap and lowered it, finally pushing her top down enough to reveal her breasts, which he then cupped in his hands as he nibbled her neck.

		“Oh, Shawn,” she whispered, “your touch feels so good.”

		“God damn it!” Eric growled. “How dare you!”

		The corner of Shawn’s lip curled upward in a sly grin. He looked his brother square in the eyes as he slid his hand slowly down Rachel’s belly and inside the waistband of her panties. He spread her pussy lips apart with his fingers and began to rub her clit in circles. She moaned softly.

		“I’ll fucking kill you!” Eric spat.

		“Remember, Eric, you can’t get mad,” Rachel warned him. “You remember our deal, don’t you?”

		“I said I wouldn’t get mad at you!” Eric shouted. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t get mad at him! I didn’t know anything about him!”

		“No, you said you wouldn’t get mad,” she reminded him. “Full stop. Besides, you said you would do absolutely anything if I would stay. So this is it, Eric. You get to see how it feels to know the person you love is fucking someone else. Suck it up!”

		Eric’s face wrinkled into a scrunched up look of shock and fury, but he said nothing. From across the room, Rachel could see his pulse throbbing in his temples, and his veins bulged all around his face.

		Shawn grabbed Rachel and threw her down onto the bed. He climbed on top of her and began to kiss her passionately, his right hand cupping her breast and squeezing it.

		Rachel felt his hardness pressing against her inner thigh. She wiggled her hips, moving herself so that his cock was pushing against the thin fabric of her boy-cut lace panties. She could feel the moistness of his precum on her skin.

		Shawn ran his hand down the flatness of her stomach and began to massage her clit through her panties. Her wetness was already soaking into her panties.

		He slid down toward the foot of the bed and grabbed the waistband of her panties, tugging them. Rachel lifted her ass and made it easy for Shawn to slide them down her smooth legs. Shawn looked back at Eric and grinned wickedly, throwing the panties into his brother’s face.

		Eric said nothing, but he glared stormily at Shawn and spat at him, letting him know there would be hell to pay when all was said and done.

		Shawn chuckled and turned back toward Rachel, whose glistening pussy was ready and waiting for him. He spread her lips apart and rubbed her clit gently with his thumb. Then he bent his head and slid his tongue across her clit, and she gasped with pleasure.

		Her hands went to the back of his head, tangling in his thick, dark hair and pushing him into her. His tongue slipped inside her, tasting her sweet juices. He swallowed them eagerly and dived in for more.

		He slid a finger inside her slippery hole and curved it upward, massaging her G-spot as his tongue lapped at her clit. She began to moan, gripping his head and holding it firmly in place as he brought her closer to the brink.

		“Oh, god, yes,” she whispered. “Lick me, Shawn. Make me cum!”

		Shawn groaned and began to rub his cock against the bed, humping the mattress passionately as his tongue flicked rapidly over her clit and his finger fucked her pussy.

		“Oh, god… ohhhhhh, god,” Rachel panted. “I’m gonna cum!”

		Shawn’s tongue slid up and down rapidly over her clit, and she clasped her thighs tightly around his head. She lifted her hips off the bed, pushing herself against his face, and she cried out as her body began to tremble with orgasm.

		Her orgasm began to subside, but Shawn kept licking her clit every few seconds, sending shocking jolts through her body and making her gasp each time. Finally, he moved slowly away from her, wiping her juices off his chin with the back of his wrist.

		Rachel sat up, still panting with exhaustion, and grabbed his cock, which was bulging inside his boxers. She squeezed it, then rubbed it through the fabric of his shorts.

		“Suck me, baby,” he groaned, and she pulled down his boxers, unleashing the beast.

		“Oh, Shawn!” she gasped. “It’s huge!”

		“Much bigger than my brother’s, huh?” Shawn chuckled, casting a rude grin at Eric.

		“Fuck you,” Eric snarled, his eyes narrowed into slits.

		“No thanks, dude,” Shawn returned. “Fucking your hot wife is plenty for me!”

		Eric jerked in the chair, banging it loudly on the floor over and over. He twisted in his bonds, trying to get out of them, but they held fast.

		Rachel bent her head and placed her lips around Shawn’s cock. He closed his eyes and leaned his head back, enjoying the sensation. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock as she plunged it deeper into her mouth and down her throat.

		“Mmm-hmm,” he moaned. “Take it deep.”

		Her eyeballs bulged and she choked slightly as his length filled her throat, but she continued to bob her head up and down, taking him in as deeply as she could.

		“Play with my balls,” he said.

		Rachel’s soft hand grabbed his testicles and began to massage them gently. Her tongue licked around and around his shaft as she sucked him.

		“I want in that pussy,” he said suddenly.

		He grabbed her lacy top and pulled it up over her head, exposing her breasts. They were firm for a mother of two, and quite perky. He grabbed them and brought them together, sucking her nipples. Then he pushed her backward and spread her legs.

		Shawn grabbed his cock and positioned it between her legs. He rubbed the swollen head between her pussy lips and lubricated it well.

		“God damn it, Shawn,” Eric begged. “Please don’t do this!”

		“Hey, you took her from me,” Shawn said. “I think this is only fair considering what you just did.”

		With that, Shawn shoved his cock inside Rachel, who cried out as his hugeness entered her.

		“Nooo!” Eric shouted, his voice edged with intense pain. “God, no! Stop it! I get it, Rachel! I get it, and I’m sorry! Stop this!”

		“Fuck me, Shawn!” Rachel yelled, ignoring her husband’s pleas. “Fuck me hard!”

		“You got it,” Shawn agreed, and he grabbed the backs of her knees, pushing them toward her, and began to plunge deep inside her.

		With each thrust, she cried out. His cock was slamming against her cervix, sending jolts of pain and pleasure through her body.

		“I feel better than Eric, don’t I?” Shawn asked. “Admit it!”

		“Mmmm,” Rachel responded. “You feel soooo goooood!”

		“I’m better than my brother,” Shawn said. “Admit it! I’m bigger and I fuck better!”

		Rachel glanced over at Eric, and she noticed a huge bulge in his boxers. She gasped and said, with a huge grin on her face, “Why, Eric! I think you’re enjoying this!”

		“Get off my wife!” Eric yelled, ignoring her.

		“I won’t get off her, but I’ll get her off!” Shawn retorted.

		Shawn leaned forward and wrapped his arms around Rachel. He sucked one of her nipples and began to hump her rapidly. As his huge dick jack hammered her, she began to pant and moan. Her fingernails dug into the flesh of his back, and she wrapped her legs around him, trying to pull him deeper inside her.

		“I’m gonna cum, Shawn!” she yelled.

		“Cum all over my dick, baby!” he groaned. “I’m gonna fill that pussy with my cum!”

		“Oh, god!” Eric shouted. “No! Don’t cum inside her you fucking prick!”

		“Ahhhhhh,” Shawn groaned as his cock began to pulse wildly inside her.

		“Fuck! Fuck!” Eric shouted.

		Rachel’s whole body trembled, and her pussy throbbed around Shawn’s cock as she came. Shawn’s cock continued to pulse, shooting load after load of cum deep inside her.

		As her orgasm subsided she pushed Shawn off her and walked over to her husband, who meekly watched the cum dripping down her inner thigh as she made her way across the room. Rachel pulled Eric’s boxer shorts down and revealed his raging erection.

		“It turned you on, didn’t it?” she demanded to know.

		Eric said nothing, but his face burned hot with embarrassment. There was no denying his erection. The evidence stood rigid before her.

		“You’re going to fuck your brother’s cum right out of me,” she told him.

		She straddled him as he sat still tied up in the chair. He opened his mouth to object, but she shoved her hand over it and pressed hard to shut him up. She lowered herself onto his cock, and Shawn’s cum oozed out of her and dripped all over him.

		Eric’s cock twitched inside his wife. She began to slide up and down on his cock. She was slippery with his brother’s cum.

		Rachel removed her hand from Eric’s mouth and wrapped her arms around his neck. Her breasts were smashed against his chest, and rubbing up and down against him as she bounced in his lap.

		“Oh, yeah, baby,” she moaned in his ear. “Fuck your brother’s cum out of my pussy. Cum inside me!”

		Eric gritted his teeth, trying desperately to contain his excitement. He didn’t want his brother or his wife to know how intensely he was aroused, but he couldn’t keep it hidden for long. Excitement was building, and he was about to explode.

		His lips were pressed tightly together, and his breath was escaping his nose in shudders. A small groan was nearly suppressed, but Rachel heard it, and it fueled her fire.

		“Oh, god! I’m gonna cum, Eric!” she whispered into his ear.

		Eric could no longer contain his passion. As his wife’s pussy began to clench around him with orgasm, his cock twitched, and then began to spurt. He released the breath he’d been holding and groaned loudly as he ejaculated deep inside his wife’s dripping pussy.

		She stood up and stepped backward, and Eric looked up at her sheepishly. She stared down at him for a few long, agonizing moments.

		“You’re forgiven,” Rachel said. “But don’t you ever let me catch you cheating again.”

		“Never!” Eric promised.

		“You,” Rachel ordered, glancing back at Shawn. “Get out.”

		Shawn gathered his clothes and made a silent exit. Rachel watched him leave, and then turned back to Eric.

		“Do you see how it feels?” she demanded.

		Eric’s eyes turned toward the floor, and he murmured, “Yes, baby. I’m sorry.”

		Rachel nodded, and then said, “Never again.”

		“Never again,” he promised.

		Rachel kissed him, and walked around behind him to untie his wrists. She missed seeing the sly grin on his face that would have let her know he had other plans.
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		“Just up here,” I said breathlessly. “I swear: two more minutes, three tops and we can make camp.”

		Stacey didn’t reply. When I looked back down the hill, my wife was glaring up at me, her oversized backpack dwarfing her slender form. I had the camera gear, so she’d had to carry the tent, the stove, the sleeping bags, the food and the water.

		“You sure you don’t need me to carry something?” I asked uncertainly.

		“Oh no,” she told me, her voice dripping with poison. “You need to travel light, so you can start snapping as soon as you see a fucking antelope.”

		“Deer,” I said automatically.

		She gave me a withering glare.

		I was sure it was just the tiredness making her grouchy. It was true, after all—I did have to travel light, or I’d miss the shot. And getting the perfect shot of a deer was the point of this whole camping trip. I mean, sure, we’d also be camping out together under the stars and doing that whole romantic thing, but the main focus was to get great wildlife photos. Stacey understood that. Well, I was pretty sure she did.

		Getting close to the wildlife was why we were so far away from the tourist routes, way up in the mountains where you could walk all day and not see another living soul. I hauled myself up another few feet, my camera bag slapping against my back. Everything would be fine. I’d get some great shots for my wildlife blog, then I’d cuddle up with Stacey in a sleeping bag and she’d soon forget her anger.

		I paused for a second. Thinking about it, our relationship could use a little less anger all round. Ever since I’d quit my job to pursue my blog full time, Stacey had been angry and resentful, complaining that I was ignoring her in favor of my “hobby.” Ridiculous, but…maybe I should make some time for us, while we were on the trip.

		Yes, that’s what I’d do. I’d get all the photos I needed, and then I’d make sure I spent some time focusing on my wife. Just so she knew she was my priority.

		A half hour later, Stacey complained that we still hadn’t stopped to make camp—but I knew I was so close to glimpsing something that I insisted we plough on. A few times I’d sworn I’d seen the trees moving ahead of us and anticipation was making me hurry. With Stacey trailing a little way behind, I bust through a screen of branches and—

		I had a glimpse of a big, humanoid shape in green and brown, and in the dim light that made it through the branches above I almost thought I’d run into Bigfoot. Then it turned around and I realized it was a man, dressed in camouflage gear. And swinging around towards me, muzzle rising towards my chest, was a rifle.

		“DON’T SHOOT!” I screamed, my voice breaking shrilly. I flung myself flat, landing on my ass in the dirt. We stayed there for a second, the rifle now at head height to me. And then the man threw back his head and laughed, a deep ringing sound that echoed off the trees around us.

		Another man strolled out of the trees next to the first, his rifle slung over his shoulder, and looked down at me curiously. “Well,” the newcomer said in a bass rumble, one hand going up to stroke his short golden beard, “you can bag it if you want, but there ain’t much meat on it.”

		Both of them laughed again and the first man finally lowered his rifle. They were grinning down at me, so I smiled back to try to show that it was all in good humor. The truth was, the crack about my size stung a little. I’m not all that tall—about 5’6”—and I’ve always been on the lean side. Okay, skinny.

		I had time to get a better look at the two of them now. The one who’d pointed the gun at me was the bigger of the two, although both of them were well over six feet tall, and both had the sort of broad shoulders and big chests I’d always wished for. They were both blond, but the bigger guy was clean-shaven with close-cropped hair while the other one had a beard and wore his hair a little longer. They had the same blue-gray eyes, but there was something about the bearded guy—a hardness in his gaze. They were both intimidating as hell, standing there with their guns, but weirdly it was the smaller guy, the one who had his rifle slung on his back, who scared me more.

		The smaller one stepped forward and offered me a hand up. “You gotta be more careful,” he told me. “Jacob here almost blew your gizzards out.” His accent wasn’t quite backwoods and wasn’t quite city, either. A local boy who’d been well schooled, maybe.

		“Sorry,” I muttered, as though it was my fault. I took his hand and felt my slender fingers almost crushed by his warm, firm grip as he lifted me up. I smiled nervously in thanks and started dusting myself off. It sank in that these guys were hunters—the living, breathing manifestation of everything I hated. “We’ll get out of your way,” I told them, and took a step back the way I’d come.

		“We?” muttered the one with a beard. And just at that second, Stacey burst out of the trees, the tin cups that hung from her backpack clanging together. Everything had happened so fast that I hadn’t really thought about the effect my desperate scream would have had on her. She’d obviously raced up the mountain to find me, despite the huge load she was carrying, and her eyes were huge and panicked as she panted for air.

		“It’s okay!” I said quickly. “I just sort of blundered into them and nearly got myself shot. My fault. We should head back down the mountain and around—they were here first.” And I don’t want to run into them again and get my head blown off, I thought. I smiled at the two hunters to show that there were no hard feelings, but they weren’t looking at me. They were looking at my wife.

		“Well,” said the one with the beard. “Lookee what we have here.”

		Stacey’s about the same height as me—maybe an inch taller, and a lot taller if she wears heels. At that moment, though, she was in cut-off denim shorts that showed off almost the entire length of her long, tan legs and a tight vest top. The scoop neck had helped to keep her cool on the long hike, but it also revealed a lot of cleavage, her full breasts straining at the fabric as her chest rose and fell. Her mouth was hanging open as she panted, her hands on her knees, and for a second she just stared back at them, her mouth a red-lipsticked, gaping “O”.

		“My wife,” I said. “Stacey. I’m Doug.”

		“You’re his wife?!” It was the first time the bigger guy—Jacob—had spoken, and his voice was even lower than his friend’s. I bristled at little at that. I mean, I’ve always know that when I married Stacey, I was shopping way outside my price range, so to speak. Her long, pale blonde hair wouldn’t look out of place on a supermodel, even tied back in a loose ponytail. And those big, green eyes that seem to flash when she gets angry and get so sexily heavy-lidded when she’s aroused—they’d make any man offer up thanks. I was lucky, and I knew it, but it wasn’t for these couple of hicks to point out.

		What really hurt was when Stacey, instead of getting annoyed, sort of giggled. She’s always been a little less serious than me—what can I say? I’m a serious person—but even for her, that was unusual. I started to wonder if I’d really pissed her off, dragging her along on this trip. Or, worse, if I’d underestimated how resentful she was at home.

		The bearded man took a single step towards her. “I’m Sean,” he told her, then nodded at the other man. “That’s Jacob. My brother.”

		Brothers. That explained the similar look.

		“What you two doin’ out here?” Sean asked. He suddenly seemed a lot friendlier. For the first time, he seemed to notice my camera bag. “Oh—you takin’ pictures?”

		“Yes,” I said happily.

		“Of you?” Sean asked, grinning at my wife. “Like, all arty n’ shit, of you stretched out naked, sunnin’ yourself on a rock?”

		My jaw dropped. I couldn’t believe he’d just said that! But instead of blushing, my wife just giggled again, and looked at the floor. Then looked up…straight into his eyes.

		“No,” I grated. “Wildlife. Deer.”

		Both of the hunters turned to face me. It seemed like they had trouble tearing their gaze away from my wife. “Oh,” they both said, and I’d never felt so patronized in my entire life. What was wrong with taking pictures? I just wanted to show the world what a great photographer I was—better than destroying beautiful, noble creatures just to mount their heads on the wall!

		“Well, anyway,” I said. “We’ll head back down and swing around so we don’t come too close to you. Wouldn’t want another close call.” And I walked past Stacey to go back the way we’d come.

		But as I passed her, she grabbed my arm. “What?” she said in a low, venomous hiss. “You expect me to walk all the way down there, and all the way back up again just so you can stay out of their way?”

		I reddened. I didn’t like anyone to see us argue. I mean, we didn’t argue, most of the time--only the last six months or so. It wasn’t like we had problems. Sean and Jacob were only about six feet away, and could hear every word we said, even though they were politely trying to pretend they couldn’t. “They were here first,” I told her. “And I don’t want to be creeping around in the forest near guys with guns!”

		“Hey,” called Sean. “I got an idea.”

		We both turned to them.

		“Why don’t we join up?” he asked. “My brother and I, we hunt this area all the time. We can show you where the deer are, and let you take your pictures. Long as you don’t mind us baggin’ ‘em afterward.”

		My jaw dropped. God, no! I couldn’t imagine anything worse than having to stand there and watch them shoot some poor, defenseless deer. But when I looked across at Stacey, she was grinning, her eyes shining. I guessed that she was entranced by the idea of not having to trek back down the mountain, and at me maybe getting my photos ahead of schedule. Before I could stop her, she said, “Sure! Thank you!”

		My insides churned. Now that she’d said it, I didn’t want to argue. The only thing I hate more than hurting animals is confrontation.

		Sean looked across at me, grinning. “How about it, Doug?” he asked. He kept speaking to me, but glanced across at Stacey. “You mind if we bag your cute little deer?”

		“No,” I said. “That’ll be fine. Thanks.”

		 

		***

		 

		We trekked as a group farther up the mountain. Sean led the way, followed by my wife, followed by Jacob, with me bringing up the rear. I’m not sure how they wound up with her between them—it just sort of happened that way.

		Jacob offered to swap backpacks with my wife, trading her huge pack of camping gear for his much smaller one, and she looked at him like he was the second coming. Anger twisted inside me—I could have carried her pack for her, but I had my camera bag—and besides, she hadn’t asked. Well, not in so many words.

		“You sure have a lot of stuff,” Jacob said as he shouldered her pack.

		“Well, better safe than sorry,” I said from behind him.

		I meant it half as a joke, a comment on my own over-preparation, but he just sort of stared at me, and so did Stacey, and I felt about an inch tall.

		We resumed climbing and, looking up, I admired Stacey’s long, toned legs. Her cut-off shorts were completely impractical, of course. I mean, they were sexy as hell, clinging to her ass like a second skin, the frayed edges drawing my eyes to the very tops of her golden thighs, but I’d told her time and again that she’d regret her choice as soon as it rained.

		I looked up at the deep blue sky. My sensible waterproof pants were starting to seem sticky and cumbersome. It also occurred to me that, as good a view as I had of Stacey’s legs, the view Jacob had from right behind her must have been even better.

		After another half hour or so, we stopped on a small ridge for a break. The view was incredible—we could see for miles down the side of the mountain and out across the valley. Sean, Stacey and Jacob walked right up to the edge and stood looking out. I hung back a little—I’ve never been all that good with heights.

		“My legs,” said Stacey, “are killing me.” She sat down on a rock and stretched her legs out in front of her as she looked at the view.

		The sun was pouring down over the treetops like liquid gold. I realized I was missing a great shot and whipped out my camera, rattling off shot after shot of the landscape.

		“You should shoot your wife,” said Sean. “That view right there’s a hell of a lot better than any mountain.”

		Stacey let out an embarrassed little giggle, but didn’t argue. And, when I lowered my camera and looked down at her, he was right. With her long, shapely legs stretched out in front of her, Stacey looked as good as any model. How had I not noticed that?

		I tried shooting her, but I’d missed the moment, missed her looking wistfully out at the landscape. Now, she was casting glances at Sean, and there was a gleam in her eyes. My stomach lurched. She couldn’t be…interested in him, could she? Not some mountain hick? No, of course not. She was probably just trying to make me jealous.

		Well, fine. I’d just not react. I wasn’t going to get caught up in childish games.

		Stacey groaned and shifted her legs a little. “I seriously don’t think I can walk much farther.”

		Sean strolled over and knelt down in front of her. “Lift your leg a little,” he told her.

		She lifted it, and he placed her heel gently in his lap. And then he started to massage her calf, strong thumbs working at her aching muscles.

		I opened my mouth to say something, but just as I did Stacey let out a long moan of ecstasy. “Oh, God! Sean, that’s wonderful!” she said.

		Now that she’d said that, I didn’t want to interrupt. I didn’t want to look like I was being jealous or petty—I mean, it wasn’t sexual. It was only a massage.

		Jacob sat down next to me, looking out at the landscape…or, maybe, looking at my wife. It was hard to tell.

		Sean’s hands worked their way higher, up above her knee, now. His fingers were somehow both firm and tender as he rubbed and stroked, and her cut-off shorts meant that he could go high—very high—before he encountered any cloth. I watched as he massaged the very tops of her thighs…and then one hand slid around to the inside. Stacey stiffened, and I was worried for a second that she was starting to get uncomfortable. I rose from my seat—

		And then I saw her eyes half close, and her teeth lightly bite her lower lip. She was getting off on it! This guy was fondling my wife’s leg, inches from her pussy, right in front of me, and it was turning her on! I started to say something, but at that second she turned her head and stared straight at me, and I thought I understood: she was baiting me a little, teasing me. We wouldn’t be around these guys for very long, and she was taking the opportunity to teach me a lesson. She probably wanted me to apologize or something. For what? I hadn’t done anything wrong!

		No. I made my mind up. I wasn’t going to rise to the bait. If she wanted to let some hick paw at her, fine. It would be over in a minute, and then we’d be on our way, and soon we’d part company.

		Sean slowly lowered her leg and picked up the other one, and the process was repeated. This time, Stacey didn’t look at me—not even when Sean reached her inner thigh, and stroked the soft skin there for what seemed like minutes.

		“Thanks,” she told him when it was over. “That feels much better.”

		 

		***

		 

		We moved on and, just as they’d said, Sean and Jacob led us right to the best place to see deer. It was a watering hole, and as they moved a branch aside I found I was maybe thirty feet away from a beautiful deer, bending its head down to sip at the water. I pulled out my camera and started snapping. The light, the reflection of the deer in the water—it was all perfect, probably the best opportunity I’d ever had, and I got some great shots.

		All too soon, a hand came down to gently rest on my shoulder. I’d known it was coming, but I was still reluctant to move. I knew what would come next. But a deal was a deal, and I carefully moved aside and made space for the brothers.

		To my surprise, though, Sean waved Stacey forward. “You want to take a crack?” he whispered.

		I blinked. Wow, had they ever misjudged her! Stacey wasn’t as fervent in her anti-hunting views as me, but she’d certainly never shoot an animal.

		“Are you sure?” whispered Stacey. “What if I miss?”

		I couldn’t believe my ears. Was she actually considering it?

		“Jacob’ll get it if you do,” Sean told her. “Come on. Down on one knee.”

		I watched in horror as he showed my wife how to kneel down and pull the stock of the rifle into her shoulder. She actually gave me a little grin, like isn’t this cool?! And then she was sighting down the barrel.

		The shot rang out, Stacey giving a little yelp of fear as the gun kicked back against her. It looked like she missed, and the deer darted for the forest, but a second shot rang out and the animal fell on its side, cleanly killed.

		I followed along behind the others as they trooped out of cover to inspect the kill. I was in total disbelief.

		“Looks like you winged it,” Sean said, pointing at a nick in the carcass. “Good shot, for a first timer.”

		He clapped her on the shoulder, squeezing slightly, and Stacey clapped her hands together and whooped. I felt ill.

		“Hey, we should celebrate,” Sean said. “How about we all camp together? Get a fire going? I could cook up some venison steaks.” He nodded down at the deer.

		I blanched. “You’re going to eat it?”

		He looked at me strangely. “Well, hell yeah! Why do you think we’re out here huntin’? You think we’re goin’ to put its head on the wall?”

		I felt like a shamed child—that was exactly what I’d presumed. “We’ve got what we came for,” I said. “We should head back.”

		Jacob pursed his lips and shook his head. “Pretty risky, heading all the way down the mountain at night. You sure you remember the way back? There are some nasty drops.”

		“You hear that?” Stacey asked. “You want to get us killed?” She turned to the brothers. “We’d love to camp with you. Do you know a place?”

		They did, of course.

		 

		***

		 

		I didn’t get it. Stacey should have been disgusted by these guys. They were so totally unlike us, so rough and almost…primitive. As I watched Sean slice steaks from the deer carcass, stripped to the waist to avoid getting blood on his shirt, I felt ill. Yet Stacey was leaning forward from her place by the fire, watching him intently, her eyes shining.

		I muttered something to them about going to relieve myself and wandered off into the trees. The moon was out, so there was enough light to see by.

		I was just about to take a piss when I realized Jacob was next to me, about to do the same. He’d crept up on me without making a sound—years of hunting practice, I guessed. And then I watched as he pulled out his still-soft cock and started pissing.

		I gaped. I wasn’t deliberately checking him out, or anything, but it was difficult not to look. Even while soft, his cock was at least twice the size of mine—thicker and longer. Hard, it looked like it would be enormous!

		Then it got worse. “Ain’t you gonna go, too?” he asked.

		I could feel myself flushing. I knew I was much, much smaller than him, but I didn’t have a choice. I unfastened my pants and tugged out my cock, the night air making it shrink even smaller. I was so intimidated, I couldn’t even go.

		He didn’t say anything. He didn’t make fun of me, or point out how small it was, and that made it worse, somehow. I could feel his mocking eyes on me for the whole time he pissed, and then he zipped up and walked away. I had to stay there for a long time before I could go myself.

		 

		***

		 

		Back at camp, the venison steaks were on the fire and the two brothers had settled themselves either side of Stacey. Both of them had their shirts off now, their chiseled bodies gleaming in the firelight. The fire was a little closer to the rocks they were sitting on, and the wind was blowing the smoke away from them. I told myself that was why Stacey had chosen to sit there.

		I had no choice but to sit across from them on the more distant rock, the smoke in my eyes and the night chill soaking into me, straining forward to reach the fire’s warmth.

		“Sean put a steak on for you,” Stacey told me. “Isn’t that nice of him?” And she looked adoringly into Sean’s eyes.

		She is trying to make me jealous, I thought. “Yes,” I said with a plastic smile. “Very nice.” All I wanted to do was crawl into our tent and pull her into my arms. I’d soon show these two hicks that I was the only guy she was interested in. They didn’t realize that she was just baiting me, but they soon would.

		Sean brought out some cans of beer and offered them round. Stacey didn’t normally drink beer, but she immediately started knocking it back.

		The venison was, I had to admit, delicious. I’d never tasted meat that was so fresh and, however guilty I felt, it was incredible.

		“I’m cold,” Stacey said. “Is anyone else cold?”

		She was sitting far closer to the fire than I was and had a man on either side of her—I was the one who should have been complaining about the cold, but I didn’t want to say anything. Her words had an immediate effect on Sean and Jacob, though. They both snuggled in close on either side of her and Sean put his hand on her bare thigh, slowly rubbing. “You are cold,” he said.

		A second later, Jacob started to do the same. She sat there sipping her second beer, her eyes half closed. Occasionally, she’d cast a glance at me. Part of me was desperate to say something, to tell her—even though I didn’t quite believe it—that I’d been wrong, that I had been ignoring her and that I was sorry, and could we please now just go to our tent and make love?

		But I couldn’t do it. I still felt I was mostly in the right and I didn’t want to look like the whiny husband in front of these guys. The mature thing to do, I decided, would be to let her make a fool of herself and, when they’d groped her a little and we’d gone to bed, she’d realize her mistake and apologize. I was sure that was the answer.

		So I sat there, watching their big, dirt-stained hands on her smooth thighs, rubbing slow circles closer and closer to her pussy. The fire died down, and soon I couldn’t see exactly what was going on down there. I saw Stacey catch her breath, though, and glance across at Sean. And then at Jacob. What had they done? Slipped a finger under the cuff of her shorts and against her panties? Under her panties? I couldn’t be sure. All I could do was sit there on my rock, sipping my beer and stewing.

		Something else was happening, too. The sight of her being groped was doing something to me I didn’t want to admit. I tried to tune it out, but after a while the feeling of my cock getting stiffer and stiffer in my pants was too much to ignore. Why is this turning me on?!

		I realized that Sean wasn’t looking at my wife anymore. He was looking directly at me, and so was Jacob. And, after a while, Stacey started gazing straight at me, too. Everyone seemed to be gauging my reaction, waiting to see what I’d do.

		I stood up. I stared at my wife, my heart full of pain and anger, but my jaw set. I wasn’t going to plead with her to come to bed with me.

		“I’m going to bed,” I said, and walked to our tent without a backward glance. Nobody said anything. They let me march straight into our two-man tent, which stood only a few feet from the one the brothers would be using.

		I climbed into my sleeping bag fully clothed and waited for my wife to join me.

		She didn’t.

		I lay there fuming. How long was she going to tease me, sitting out there with those two idiots? I decided to lie there and tough it out. What was the alternative? Storm over there and demand that she come to bed now, like some petulant child? No. I was an adult and so was she, and I trusted her not to let things go too far. She’d come to bed in another few minutes, probably embarrassed that she’d let them touch her.

		But a few minutes went by and she still didn’t come. Very slowly, I inched my head up off the pillow and sneaked a look through the tent flap.

		I had a clear view across the campfire to them, and what I saw shocked me to the core. Sean had one hand on her upper thigh and the other on her cheek, and was gently drawing her head towards his. As I watched, he kissed her—not a stolen peck but a slow, languid kiss, as if they didn’t care if I saw. Meanwhile, Jacob was still rubbing her other thigh, and as I watched he reached out with his other hand and cupped her breast.

		I froze, not believing what I was seeing. How could she do this to me?! Neither of us had ever cheated—it was unthinkable!

		I suddenly realized that I’d got it all horribly wrong. She hadn’t been trying to get a rise out of me. She’d been pushing the limits, exploring how far I’d let her go with these two guys. And all I’d done, the whole time, was keep backing down and letting her. And now it had gone too far. Now she’d actually let one of them kiss her—as I watched, I could see Sean’s cheeks move…the bastard had his tongue in my wife’s mouth!

		It was suddenly clear to me that I’d massively, massively underestimated how bad things were between us, how frustrated Stacey was over me spending all my time on the blog. When was the last time we’d made love? A few weeks? More like a month. I winced.

		I heard Stacey moan in pleasure and a hot rush of humiliation swept through me. God, how would we deal with this tomorrow, in the cold light of day? I couldn’t just go on, knowing she’d cheated on me! And yet…I couldn’t march out there and demand that they stop, either. What would Sean and Jacob do, if I tried to take her away from them? Each of them was close to twice my weight, and they had guns. And what if she didn’t want to leave them? What then?

		Muttered voices. Sean had broken the kiss and was saying something, too quietly for me to hear. Stacey was listening, her mouth open, panting slightly. She nodded.

		Sean looked round towards the tent, and I immediately flopped back down on my pillow. I don’t know exactly what was going through my head, only that I didn’t want to be caught watching them and not doing anything. As I lay there, I heard Sean whisper, “Let me check he’s out.”

		That was it. If I pretended to be asleep, it would explain why I hadn’t intervened. Then, in a moment, I could “wake up” and sleepily demand to know what was going on, Stacey could rush to bed and it would all be over. I knew I’d been far too passive. I had to correct my error—I just needed to do it without losing face.

		I closed my eyes and lay there, trying to breathe slow and deep.

		I heard Sean’s boots come right up to the entrance of the tent. For a moment, he just knelt there watching me. Then: “Doug. Oh, Doug?” he whispered.

		I didn’t react. He’s just testing to see if I’m asleep.

		“Wake up, Doug. We’re about to fuck your little wifey.”

		He was just kidding, of course, making fun of me while I slept. Stacey might have gone too far and kissed him, but she wouldn’t go any further. She certainly wouldn’t fuck him. I knew I had nothing to worry about.

		I heard him move closer. He was actually inside the tent now. “Better wake up, buddy, or I’m going to shove it right up that hot blonde snatch. And then my brother’s going to do the same.”

		He was just joking. He thought I was asleep and oblivious. There was no way he could know I was lying there awake.

		“Or maybe you’d like to see that? Maybe you’d get off on seein’ us givin’ it to Stacey.”

		Oh shit! I suddenly realized that my cock was hard as a rock and, lying on my back as I was, it was standing up like a tent pole under my sleeping bag.

		I heard him chuckle and a cold chill went through me as he moved away. What if I’d been wrong? What if I’d horribly misjudged this whole situation?

		I strained my ears as I heard him return to the campfire, but the crackling of the wood made it difficult to hear. I thought I caught, “…asleep.”

		And then I heard two sets of boots and—my heart lifted—the softer footsteps of my wife. They were all coming to bed after all.

		I heard my wife’s footsteps stop at the entrance to my tent, pause for a second…and then walk next door to the brothers’ tent.

		No! She couldn’t!

		But I heard her soft giggle as she crawled in and then the sound of hungry, wet kissing. My eyes opened and, as quietly as I could, I turned on my side.

		I could see the outline of their bodies through the thin fabric of the tent, silhouetted by the firelight. One of them—Sean, I thought, was on his back on the ground, with my wife straddling him. The other one, probably Jacob, was sitting behind her, kissing the back of her neck.

		God, did they really mean to…but they couldn’t—not right next to me!

		But they think you’re asleep, I realized. Or even worse, Sean knew that I was awake, and thought that I was turned on by the whole thing—he’d seen that my cock was hard. But it wasn’t like that! I didn’t want to see my wife get fucked by someone else!

		Did I?!

		I tried to control my breathing as I watched Jacob reach down and hook his fingers under my wife’s vest top and then draw it up and over her head. She didn’t protest at all—in fact, she lifted her arms to help him. And then Sean—I was sure it was him, now—sat up so that he could lick the soft valley of her breasts. “You got great tits, honey,” he told her. “Just right for pleasurin’ a couple ‘a guys.”

		I caught my breath. How could he talk to her like that?! And yet Stacey’s only reaction was to writhe a little atop him, as if his words actually made her hotter.

		I saw Jacob unhooking her bra. Seconds later, he’d stripped it off and her full breasts were bouncing free, the silhouettes so clear that I could actually see her nipples. And see Sean’s hungry tongue lapping at them as he crushed her breasts to his mouth. I heard my wife’s gasp of pleasure, saw her arch her back and thrust her chest towards him. Jacob did something to the back of her head, and her silhouette changed—I realized he’d undone her ponytail and let her blonde hair hang loose down her back. Then the two bodies were twisting together—he was bending her head around to kiss him, while Sean sucked on her breasts.

		I had to stop it. I had to pretend to wake up and march in there and yell and scream at them. I tensed my muscles, ready to leap up….

		But what then? Once I’d ripped open the tent flaps and caught my wife half-naked with two men, what would I do? Drag her back to our tent, and sleep next to the two men who’d tried to cuckold me? Pack away all our gear, and try to make it down the mountain in the dead of night?

		What if Stacey simply said “No”? I had a nightmare vision of her looking around at me, eyes half-closed in lust, and telling me to get lost. What then? Sit alone in our tent, pretending not to hear them, as they satiated themselves? And the next day, whether she obeyed me or not, what would happen? Would our marriage survive her infidelity?

		Stacey let out a low groan as Jacob wound his hands around her from behind and started to fondle her breasts. I could see the outline of her nipples as they slid between his fingers. I imagined how they must feel, spit-wet from Sean’s mouth.

		There was only one thing I could do. I had to lie there and pretend to be asleep, and in the morning pretend that I’d slept through the whole thing: the kissing, Sean coming to check on me, and this. I had to tough it out and do nothing. Tomorrow, Stacey would no doubt regret it all and would be relieved that I was oblivious. We could carry on as normal…and in future, I’d be much, much more careful in how I treated her.

		I was hoping that it wasn’t going to go much further—that after some fondling, Stacey would realize that things had gone too far and flee. But then I saw Sean pull her into a kiss and then sink back down onto the ground, forcing her to go up onto all fours to avoid breaking contact. That seemed to be the signal for Jacob to reach around her hips and tug down her shorts—and with it, I assumed, her panties. She didn’t protest as he stripped them off her legs and, when he got to her feet, he pulled off her boots, too.

		My wife was now utterly naked, in the tent of two men.

		She writhed on top of Sean for a few moments, her breasts squashed against his chest. Jacob moved back and the two of them rolled over and over, first her on top and then him, as lost in their passion as two honeymooners. There was no guilt, no furtiveness—either they both believed I was fast asleep or, just as worryingly, believed I was awake and loving it.

		I wasn’t, of course. I mean, my cock was hard, but I wasn’t stroking it. God, I wouldn’t do that—I wouldn’t jack off to some guy fucking my wife! What would that make me?

		Sean rolled my wife over again and then seemed to settle lower, and I saw my wife’s leg press hard against the fabric. He’d spread her legs.

		“That’s a sweet li’l pussy, Stacey,” I heard him growl. “I like the little strip of hair. Good to know your hair ain’t dyed.”

		I flushed. He was staring right at her! The bastard was staring right at my wife’s naked pussy! I wanted to storm in there and tear him off her, but I was terrified of what the consequences might be—both for myself, faced with two enraged, armed men and for my marriage.

		Sean knelt up and his outline shifted and changed as he pushed his jeans down his thighs. Then I heard my wife gasp. Sean chuckled. “Bigger than you’re used to, huh?”

		“I caught a look at Doug when he was taking a piss,” Jacob said. “Guy’s got a dick like a fucking field mouse.”

		Sean stayed on his knees and, for just a second as he twisted, I saw his cock silhouetted. Jesus, he was huge! I’d thought that Jacob was big, but Sean would tear her apart! He couldn’t stick that thing inside her!

		“How long you been married?” he asked my wife.

		“S—Six years,” she said. Her voice was tight with lust, and my guts twisted.

		“You ever have another man? You ever cheat on him?” Sean asked.

		“No,” Stacey said, and my heart lifted. Then: “J—Just once. At a convention, a few years ago.”

		A cold shock went through me and I clamped my mouth shut to ensure I didn’t cry out. Jesus, I remembered her going to that convention! She’d come back so happy, and she’d been so attentive and horny for weeks afterwards—now I knew why.

		“Well,” said Sean, “I guess you’re about ready for a real man, then.” And I saw him start to move towards her.

		“I…W—Wait, I’m not sure—You’re so much bigger than him,” gasped Stacey. I flushed red with humiliation.

		“She wet?” asked Jacob.

		I heard Stacey cry out in shock, and guessed that Sean had just shoved his hand between her thighs.

		“Like a faucet,” Sean announced. “Don’t worry, honey, you’ll soon get used to it. Human body’s a wonderful thing.”

		He moved closer and she let out a sudden gulp of shock. “G—Go slow,” she begged.

		I saw Sean’s hips move—slowly, as she’d asked. “It’ll fit, honey. You’ll stretch.” He gave a long, low growl as he pushed forward, and Stacey moaned—a keening cry that rose to a sudden peak. I imagined the thick head of him opening her wider and wider, her soft pink lips tight around him. “You’ll stretch,” he grunted. “’Course, I can’t guarantee you’ll stretch back.”

		God, no! He was ruining her!

		And then, with a sudden jerk of his hips and a groan from my wife, he was in her—the head, at least—and he began to move. She stayed quiet at first, and I was worried that his size was hurting her. But after just a few strokes, she started to moan. Then I saw her knees slowly rise until her feet were flat on the floor. For a few minutes all I could hear was their panting, and then as he moved faster I started to make out the wet slap of flesh on flesh.

		“That’s it,” I heard Jacob say quietly. “Fuck that pussy. Let her know what she’s been missin’.”

		Almost at the same time, I heard Stacey’s cries begin to rise in tone, and I knew what that meant. He seemed to be all the way in her now, and from what I could make out from the silhouettes he had his elbows on the floor and was mauling her breasts with his hands. His thrusts became faster, harder, and he started to grunt as he slammed into her. “Tight,” he gasped. “Tightest, hottest cunt I’ve fucked in a while. You hear that, honey?”

		She let out a moan. I couldn’t believe how they were talking to her. Surely she couldn’t like being talked to like that?! Yet her cries were spiraling upward and from the way she was arching her back, I knew she was getting close.

		“Fuck yeah, Stacey,” I heard Jacob say. “Come for us. Come right on that strange cock pumpin’ into you. Come nice and hard for us.”

		And something about his words must have sent her over the edge because, with a long, high cry, she climaxed. I saw her head come up off the ground and then tip back as she shuddered and moaned. As she slowly went limp, I saw Sean ease his pace, and realized he hadn’t come yet.

		“Turn over,” he told her, and it was an order, not a request. I saw her quickly kneel up and turn over onto her hands and knees and, with his hands on her hips, Sean drew her back a little towards the door of the tent, as if to make room. Then he was moving back into her, and I could both see the silhouette of that thick, hard cock sliding into her and hear her sudden cry as his size stretched her again. He went in more easily this time, and the thought ate at me—what if he really had stretched her forever? What if now, she’d barely be able to feel my cock?

		Sean started to thrust into her and her moans became groans—I realized he could enter her deeper in this position. Then I saw Jacob’s outline shuffling down to the head end of the tent, and I realized with a shock why Sean had made room there.

		I saw him lower his pants and then move towards her face. “Open wide,” he told her. “I got a treat for ya.”

		I swear I heard her draw in her breath in shock. I don’t think she’d been expecting that—not two of them at once. But she didn’t protest. I saw him move forward on his knees, and then their silhouettes joined as his cock slid into her mouth.

		Stacey was good at giving head. She didn’t do it for me often, but when she did, it was amazing. She knew exactly how to swirl her tongue around the head, exactly how hard to suck, and in what rhythm.

		“Damn,” said Jacob. “She’s got a hell of a mouth on her. You hear that, honey? You suck like a pro.”

		Stacey couldn’t argue with her mouth full, and I wondered if she wanted to. I saw him push forwards a little, and she gave a little “Mmmf!” as he went deeper.

		“Think she takes it all the way down?” Jacob asked.

		No, I thought. At least, not for me.

		“Think we should wake up her hubby and ask him?” Sean chuckled. Then, in a stage whisper, “Hey, Doug—does your wife deep throat?”

		I lay there wishing a thousand horrible deaths on him, but I couldn’t respond.

		“Fuck it,” said Jacob. And then, as his brother fucked her from behind, he pushed suddenly deep.

		I heard my wife’s strangled moan as the cock slid right to the back of her mouth…and then a gagging sound, and I knew he’d pushed into her throat.

		“Oh yeah,” Jacob groaned. “Oh, that’s it, baby. Fuck, yeah.”

		Sean started to fuck her harder, and Jacob’s hands came forward to cup Stacey’s hanging breasts. He started to squeeze them, kneading, and a few times I thought I saw him pinching her nipples. She bucked and moaned between them. “Yeah,” Sean told her, “Yeah, isn’t that better than your needle-dick husband? This is what it’s like with real men.”

		Both of them started to thrust faster, and I could hear the wet suck of her mouth on Jacob’s cock, the slap of Sean’s groin against her ass. And then, just as they seemed about to reach their peak, they stopped.

		Without words, Jacob moved back and I heard a gasp and then a pant from Stacey as his cock slid from her mouth. They changed places and I couldn’t make out what was going on for a moment. Then it became clear: Sean was now lying underneath my wife on his back, and Jacob seemed to be moving behind her. I heard Stacey groan as Sean lunged up into her pussy from beneath.

		“That’s it, Stacey,” Jacob told her. “That’s it. Now get ready for somethin’ that limp-dicked husband of yours prob’ly never thought to try.”

		He moved closer in behind her, right in behind her raised hips. And then—

		“Ah!” said Stacey suddenly. “God, wait! I don’t—I’ve never—”

		Sean let out a low snigger. “You do now, honey.”

		They were trying to fuck her ass! God, they couldn’t!

		Jacob’s hips inched forward just a little and Stacey let out another moan, although she didn’t ask them to stop.

		“God,” Jacob muttered. “She’s so tight!”

		“Not for long,” panted Sean. He had hold of her hips now, and was pulling her down onto him while his mouth sucked and nipped at her breasts.

		“God!” moaned Stacey shrilly. “God—So big!”

		Jacob groaned and his body started to move forwards. It was horrifying, watching her slender body, all curves and grace, trapped between the two hulking men, the silhouettes moving gradually closer and closer, and I knew that with every millimeter more and more hard cock was being forced inside my wife.

		I realized I had my hand inside my pants and was stroking my cock. I didn’t know when I’d started, but I couldn’t stop. I was watching my wife be fucked…used by these two strangers, and nothing had ever turned me on more in my life.

		Jacob gave a sort of growl and pushed forward even more, and Stacey’s moans rose higher. And then he stopped, and I realized he must be all the way up inside her. Just the thought of both of those huge cocks inside my wife’s body made me feel ill…and heady with arousal.

		My wife was leaning forward over Sean, panting. “God, so—So big, so…God, so deep. I—I don’t know if I can—”

		Sean chuckled—an unpleasant sound. “You want us to pull out, honey? You want to go back to Doug?”

		A pause. Long enough for me to hope.

		“No,” she said quietly. Then: “F—Fuck me.”

		“Louder,” Sean told her.

		“Fuck me,” she said more clearly.

		And they did. Sean started lifting her up on his cock, then dropping her back onto it, impaling her. Their bodies separated just enough that I could see the silhouette of the thick column of flesh standing stiffly up between them. Behind her, I could see Jacob’s cock ramming into her ass again and again, his hands on her firm cheeks as he pounded her from behind. Sean’s head was straining upwards to capture my wife’s breasts as they hung like ripe fruit above him, swaying and bouncing.

		“Ah!” I could hear my wife grunting now, tight little explosions of air as they pounded her, almost involuntary. “Ah! Ah! Ah! Ah!”

		My hand was pumping my cock now. I’d never been harder, never been more out of control.

		“That’s it,” I heard Sean say. “Ready for a nice big load.”

		His words took a second to penetrate my brain. Load. He was going to come inside her…and it sounded like he wasn’t using a condom!

		Jacob, was grunting too hard to speak, sawing his length in and out of her tight rear passage. I could see her start to jerk and twitch between them, her long hair thrashing, her breasts stroking against Sean’s chest. “Yes,” she whispered, “Yes!”

		And then it happened. Sean gave a final, guttural moan of victory and pushed his hips up hard into her, making her gasp. Jacob, too, pushed forward, burying every inch of that big cock inside her. All three of them went silent for a second and my only clue that my wife was being filled with their seed was her tiny pants as she felt each spurt inside her. At the same time, I felt myself shoot in my pants, too late to catch it or do anything about it. It jetted over my hand, leaving sticky ropes across my thigh.

		In the other tent, there was no kissing, no cuddling. I saw my wife pull her clothes back on and then she was creeping out of the door. Seconds later, she crawled into my tent and I pretended to be fast asleep as she slid into her own sleeping bag beside me. She seemed to fall asleep in seconds. The brothers, though, snickered and chattered about how good she’d been for a good half hour, and I was forced to listen to every painful word.

		 

		***

		 

		The next day, everyone was outwardly polite. There was no mention of what had gone on the night before and the brothers even helped us to pack our tent away and pointed us in the right direction down the mountain. I could see laughter in their eyes when they looked at me, though, and the lust-filled glances they exchanged with my wife when they thought I couldn’t see.

		We trekked down the mountain in silence. This time, I carried the heavy pack and my wife the much lighter camera bag. It wasn’t until we were back in the car that I finally spoke. My resolution to stay silent about the whole thing, to make her believe I was oblivious, had lasted only a few hours. I just couldn’t bear it.

		“How could you?” I said, my chest tight. “How could you do that to me?”

		I expected her to go pale with fear and guilt. I expected her to plead and apologize and maybe cry. But she turned to look at me, apparently unsurprised, and certainly unashamed. “How could you?” she asked. “How could you lie there and watch, and get off on it? What kind of man are you?”

		My jaw dropped. She wasn’t afraid at all; she was angry!

		“You think I didn’t know you were awake? You think we all didn’t know? We could see your silhouette, Doug—“

		No!

		“We could all see you jacking off while they fucked me. We all know what a sad little thing you are, jerking your cock while real men give me what I need.”

		God, no!

		“Don’t try to deny it. I know now what turns you on. I don’t have to feel guilty any more. We’re going to make all sorts of changes when we get home, starting with these godawful photography trips.”

		I dropped my eyes, unable to meet her gaze.

		“Oh, I’m not going to stop them, Doug. Oh, no. I mean, we’ll cut down on the boring photography part, and from now on you can carry the goddamn tent. But coming up here and meeting up with those guys? Oh, that we’re going to start doing every month or so. And when it gets too cold, Sean says there’s a cabin we can use.”

		I felt like I was going to be sick.

		“Do you think I want our whole neighborhood knowing my husband’s a cuckold? We’ll come out here, nice and private, and Sean and Jacob can give me what I can’t get at home. And maybe, Doug, maybe, if you’re very, very good, I’ll let you watch.”

		She stabbed the gas pedal and we pulled away. I sat there frozen, clutching my camera bag to my chest. And in the rear view mirror, I thought I could see two figures up on the mountain, waving a mocking goodbye.
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		Chapter One

		 

		“Again, Roger?” Charlotte whined. “Am I ever going to see my husband again?”

		“Honey, I know you’re lonely, but I’m doing this for us,” Roger explained. “I won’t have to work long hours forever. As soon as I get this company turned around, I can cut back on hours and be home more.”

		“Roger, I’m horny,” she said frankly. “I’m horny and I’m bored with my fingers. I need cock!”

		“I know, and I wish I were there to give it to you,” Roger said. “I have to go, baby. The meeting’s starting.”

		“Fine,” Charlotte growled glumly.

		“I love you, Charlie,” he said. “See you late tonight.”

		“Whatever,” Charlotte grumbled, and she slammed down the phone.

		She slouched into the chair at her desk and placed her elbow on the desk. Her chin leaned onto her hand and squished her cheek until her eye closed. She sighed heavily.

		She took her mouse in her hand and clicked to open her email. Spam filled her inbox, and she rolled her eyes. She was just about to click the “delete all” button when something caught her eye.

		 

		Lonely Wives: Meet Men for Affairs!

		 

		The email subject grabbed her attention and she clicked it eagerly. Inside was a link to a website, and she clicked the link and was taken to a site that claimed to hook up lonely married men and women for discrete affairs.

		She shrugged and filled out a quick profile. She located a few particularly lucious pictures of herself that she’d sent to her husband recently in an attempt to lure him home and uploaded them, and mentioned in her profile she was looking to put together a group of men to take her all at once.

		She had a plan…

		 

		*****

		 

		The next day, the doorbell rang. Charlotte opened the door and greeted a tall, muscular black man. Soon, he was followed by a bulky Hispanic man, and then a beefy white bodybuilder.

		“No names,” she instructed them. “Just come upstairs, fuck me, and get the hell out. Capice?”

		All three men nodded their understanding, so she led the three men into her bedroom. She instructed them all to get undressed while she set things up. She adjusted the camera to be sure it captured the whole bed properly, and then she clicked the “Send” button on her cell phone to text her husband the URL to the live feed.

		The message read:

		 

		Click this URL. There is something you MUST see, RIGHT NOW.

		 

		He texted back with:

		 

		Okay, sweetie. Clicking it now.

		 

		Charlotte raced over to the bed and said, “Come join me, fellas!”

		The three muscular men, now naked and already sporting partial erections, made their way over to the bed. She grabbed the black man and pulled him down on top of her, kissing him deeply. His hand slid up her thigh and underneath her skirt, rubbing the crotch of her soaking wet panties.

		“Your husband watching on that thing?” the Hispanic man asked.

		“Yep,” she said, leaning her head back as the black man kissed her neck.

		“Hey, man!” the Hispanic man said, waving at the camera. “Hot wife! We’re gonna enjoy this shit!”

		“I wanna eat that pussy,” the black man said.

		He grabbed her panties and pulled them off, and she leaned back, spreading her legs wide to allow him access. His dark head bent forward, and his pink tongue snaked between her juicy pussy lips. She moaned softly as his tongue teased her clit.

		“Mmm, my husband never does this,” she purred. She lifted her head and looked directly at the camera and added, “Take notes, honey! This is how a real man treats his woman!”

		The Hispanic man positioned his cock in front of her face and said, “Suck me, beautiful.”

		She eagerly parted her lips and took his fat cock between them. The white man’s hand slipped inside her dress, fondling her breast and pinching her nipple.

		The Hispanic man began to pump her mouth eagerly, groaning with pleasure as she nearly gagged on his massiveness. He was easily half again as large as her husband.

		The white man grabbed her hand and placed it on his cock, and she began to rub it as he continued to fondle her breasts under her dress. The Hispanic man continued to thrust his cock into her mouth, gagging her on its length.

		The black man continued to lick her pussy, pushing two fingers inside her and curving them upward, rubbing her G-spot as his tongue masterfully teased her clit. She dug her heels into the mattress and pushed herself against his mouth as he licked her.

		Charlotte’s body began to quiver, and her moans were muffled by the Hispanic man’s cock. Her body went rigid and she rolled her head back, closing her eyes and letting pleasure roll over her body like a tidal wave.

		When she finally relaxed, the black man grasped his huge black cock and pushed the fat head against the dripping wet entrance to her tunnel. Her pussy quavered with excitement, and he began to push it inside her.

		He slid his length slowly inside her, grasping her waist as he slid forward. Then he pulled slowly out again, teasing her. For the first few thrusts, he moved slowly, stretching her out and tempting her. Then he grabbed her upper thighs and thrust forward hard, his cock head slamming into her cervix.

		Her cry was muffled by the cock in her mouth, but her eyes began to water. The black man began to fuck her harder, and her breasts began to bounce up and down under the top of her dress.

		The white man grabbed the bottom of her dress and lifted it. She squirmed, allowing him to pull the dress higher and higher, revealing first her flat stomach, and then her lovely breasts. She pulled the cock out of her mouth and allowed the dress to be pulled over her head.

		“Roll her over,” the Hispanic man said to the black man. “I want in her ass.”

		“Fuck yeah,” the black man said. “Double penetration. I like that shit.”

		The black man rolled Charlotte over onto her side. He pushed back into her pussy, pushing down on her leg. The Hispanic man slid up next to the black man and spit on his hand, rubbing his saliva onto his cock head to lubricate it. Then he grasped his shaft and pushed it up against her puckering rosebud.

		Her ass tensed up, making it difficult to enter her. The Hispanic man slapped her ass and said, “Relax!”

		Charlotte took a deep breath and tried to relax as much as possible. The white man grabbed his cock and waggled it in front of her face, slapping her on the chin with it as the Hispanic man pushed harder against her anus. Still, she puckered tightly and refused entry.

		The Hispanic man grew frustrated, so he removed his cock and pushed one finger inside her bottom, moving it in circles and loosening her up slowly. Then he pushed a second finger inside her, spreading her apart with his two fingers. Slowly, he added a third finger, prying her apart and loosening her even more.

		When she was adequately relaxed, he positioned himself against her again and pushed inside. This time, the head slipped in fairly easily, and he was able to start slowly working his way deeper inside her ass.

		The feeling of two men penetrating her at once was maddening. She’d never experienced anything so wildly, dangerously erotic. Her head was spinning with desire, and her whole body was trembling with pleasure.

		The white man took his cock out of her mouth and pushed it between her breasts. He squeezed them together, titty fucking her. He pinched her nipples playfully and she squealed with delight.

		“Hurry up,” the white man said. “I want to fuck her. I don’t care which hole, I just want in there!”

		The black man withdrew with a grunt and said, “Go ahead, man. I want to cum in her mouth.”

		The black man and the white man exchanged places. The white man easily slipped inside her, the huge black shaft having stretched her to capacity and then some. The black man held his cock in front of Charlotte’s face, and she opened up, taking it in her mouth and tasting her own juices on him.

		His erection was so massive she could barely stretch her mouth open widely enough to accept it. The head barely fit in her mouth, and as he pushed toward her throat it scraped lightly against her teeth. Her jaw ached as she tried to stretch her mouth wider.

		“Hey, I have an idea,” the Hispanic man said to the white guy.

		“What?” the white guy answered.

		“Let’s DP her pussy,” the Hispanic man said.

		“Fuck yeah,” the white guy agreed.

		The Hispanic man slowly pulled out of her ass and she grunted. The white guy lifted Charlotte’s top leg, allowing easier access. The Hispanic man put his fingers insider her, pulling her apart. Then he slipped his rigid shaft inside her.

		The two men began thrusting, carefully matching their rhythm. Their cocks rubbed together and stretched her out even more than the black cock had. She groaned pitifully, but the sound was muffled almost to the point of being inaudible by the huge black member that invaded deep into her throat, making her gag and her eyes water.

		Mascara ran down Charlotte’s cheeks. The black man began to shudder and groan. He stuffed his cock as far down her throat as he could manage, and she could tell he was nearing orgasm.

		“I’m gonna flood your throat, bitch,” he growled at her.

		She tried to nod her approval, but she could barely move her head. Meanwhile, the two men who were penetrating her together also began to groan loudly.

		“Ahhhhhh, fuck!” the black man groaned, spewing a massive load of thick, sticky liquid down Charlotte’s throat.

		She gagged on the amount of fluid that flooded her throat. His cock pulsed and pulsed, and more and more cum shot down her throat. She wanted to spit part of it out, but her mouth was so full of his cock that she couldn’t.

		“Oh, god,” the white guy said. “I’m gonna cum!”

		“Me, too!” the Hispanic man said.

		The two men’s perfectly rhythmic thrusts became erratic. They lost their rhythm, but they continued to thrust, groaning loudly. Charlotte could feel them both starting to twitch, and then she could feel their cum hitting her cervix. Their cum mixed together inside her, and when they both withdrew from her, their cum dripped out of her and ran down onto the bed.

		The black man took his dripping cock out of her mouth and cum dribbled down her chin. She stuck her tongue far down her chin and licked it off as it dripped down.

		“I’m spent,” the black man said.

		“Me, too,” said the Hispanic man.

		“Same,” the white guy agreed.

		“Want to do this again sometime?” the black man asked Charlotte.

		“Maybe,” she said. “I’ll get in touch with you if I do.”

		The men got dressed and left, and after they’d departed, Charlotte grinned evilly at the webcam.

		“Well, honey,” she said, “I told you I needed cock, but you were too busy with work, work, work. Now you see what happens when you ignore your wife!”

		Then she flicked the camera off.

		

	


		Chapter Two

		 

		Charlotte was sitting nude on the sofa with her legs spread wide when her husband got home a little while later. He slammed the door behind him so hard the windows rattled, and he threw his briefcase onto the floor and it slid against the wall with a thud.

		“Charlotte what in god’s name were you thinking?” he shouted, throwing his arms up in frustration. “You could catch a disease or something! You could have been murdered!”

		She ignored his comments and simply dipped her finger into her still-dripping pussy, pulling out some cum. She stood up and crossed the room, shoving her finger into her husband’s mouth.

		He spat violently onto the carpet and then wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve.

		“God damn it, Charlie!” he yelled. “What are you doing?”

		“Shut the fuck up and service me!” she shouted, grabbing him around his waist and wrapping her leg around his, tripping him.

		Roger’s eyes widened as his naked wife quickly straddled his face. He tried to push her off, but she was marvelously strong. Charlotte worked out daily, and Roger never had time to. He was always working.

		Charlotte shoved her pussy into his face, rubbing it all over him. He tried to argue with her, but his voice was completely masked by her crotch.

		“You like that, Roger?” she tormented him.

		“Mmph!” he muttered, distressed, trying to push her off him.

		Roger bucked violently underneath her. The cum from two men oozed from his wife’s pussy and smeared all over his face. He nearly vomited.

		“Lick me, damn it!” she demanded. “Get me off or I’ll smother you!”

		“Mmph! Mmmmrrggghhh!” he tried to argue, but she pinned him down tightly and refused to budge.

		Recognizing the futility of his predicament, he gave in. He let his tongue snake between her labia, and he began to lap gingerly at her clit. He scrunched up his face at the foul taste of semen, and he fought hard to quell the nausea that swelled in his stomach and threatened to boil over.

		“You can do better than that, Roger,” she growled at him. “Come on, lick me!”

		Roger tried once more to kick her off, but she was just too strong. She held him in a headlock between her legs. So he took a deep breath and began to lick her as if his life depended on it – and he began to think it just might!

		“Fuck me with your tongue,” she ordered him. “Stick your tongue deep inside me. Lick their cum out of me!”

		He moaned in protest, but Charlotte grabbed a big handful of his hair and yanked it. He made a little howl of protest, but it was muffled.

		His tongue pushed inside her. As it did, cum spilled out of her and started dripping down his tongue and sliding in glops down his throat.

		“How does their cum taste?” she asked, snickering.

		The sound that he emitted from his throat was pitiful, but Charlotte only laughed at it. She began to swivel her hips in circles, rubbing herself all over his face.

		“Ohhh, god, yeah,” she purred. “Lick me! Make me cum!”

		His tongue moved faster. He knew his only hope of breathing again was to do what she wanted, to get her off. He focused on her clit, licking furiously.

		Her grinding became erratic, and she began to move her hips in small back-to-front motions. Her thighs grasped his head tightly, and he could feel them starting to quiver. She cried out, and her whole body went rigid. Then she gasped, and relaxed. She rolled off him.

		As she lay on her back on the floor, panting, he grabbed a pillow off the couch and wiped his face with it. Then he rolled over onto his elbow and glared at her in disbelief.

		“I can’t believe what just happened,” he said.

		“Well, believe it, partner,” she said. “I tried to warn you that you were neglecting me, but you wouldn’t listen. I just didn’t matter.”

		“Of course you matter!” he argued. “I can’t believe you would think that!”

		“Then show me!” she shouted, sitting up and jabbing a perfectly-manicured finger into his face. “If you don’t give me attention I will get it elsewhere!”

		Then her eyes happened to notice something in her peripheral vision. They traveled to it, and then swelled. She gasped.

		“You liked it!” she shrieked.

		“No the fuck I didn’t!” he protested.

		She grabbed his erection and looked straight into his eyes, saying, “Liar!”

		“Of course I’m going to get hard when my wife is naked right in front of me,” he argued.

		The corner of her lip twitched, and then it curled up into a naughty smile. She rubbed his hardness through his pants.

		“No, you liked it,” she said.

		He opened his mouth to argue, but he couldn’t find the words. Maybe she was right. It had turned him on watching his wife getting gang banged on the webcam. Hard it turned him on when she dominated him? When she made him lick their cum from her? His cock twitched in response.

		“Well, maybe…” he admitted.

		“You did,” she said. “You did, and you want me to do it again, don’t you?”

		“No!” he snapped. “Absolutely not! This was dangerous! Those men could have been killers! They could have given you a disease. You may still have one! Fuck, now I may have it.”

		“That’s part of the fun,” she said, still stroking his cock through his pants. “It’s dangerous.”

		“Charlie, you can have fun without risking your life,” he argued.

		“Not this much fun,” she said.

		She unzipped his pants and pulled out his erection. Sure, it wasn’t as large as the three she’d experienced earlier in the day, but it was her husband’s, and it was beautiful. She wrapped her lips around it and began to suck him. Her tongue swirled around it as she dipped her head downward, and it flicked the underside on the way back up.

		“Mmmmm,” he moaned, stroking her head.

		She gently rubbed his balls as she sucked him, teasing him. Her tongue rapidly flicked the sensitive area at the head’s base. He groaned.

		“Do you want inside me?” she asked him.

		“God, yes,” he said, nodding.

		She threw one leg over him, straddling him. She leaned forward, reaching behind her and grabbing his hard shaft. She positione the head at her entrance, and then sat back on it. It slipped easily inside her slippery tunnel.

		Charlotte began to ride her husband slowly at first. Her hands slid under his shirt and began to explore his stomach, chest, and back. She grabbed both sides and ripped, popping buttons and exposing his chest, which she leaned forward and began to kiss, stopping to suck his nipples.

		Roger ran his hands up and down his wife’s narrow waist, encouraging her to ride him faster. Her hips moved more rapidly, and he could feel the cum swelling in his balls.

		“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted.

		“Cum, Roger!” she cried. “Cum inside me!”

		Roger groaned loudly as he released inside her. He grabbed her hips and shoved himself deeper inside her, thrusting with each squirt. She began to tremble, and she moaned softly as orgasm washed over her own body. Finally, she collapsed atop him, utterly spent.

		As they lay there together, Charlotte knew this wouldn’t be the last time she’d do this. Her husband enjoyed it, and she did, too!
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		More and more often, Alex found his fantasies drifting into unusual territory as he masturbated in the shower, alone with his thoughts. Normally he would think about the hot, young large busted brunette who just started working in his office, imagining her squatted down on her knees, eagerly sucking his cock, begging for a promotion, willing to do absolutely anything he commanded in order to get what she wanted. Other times he would re-live a play-by-play re-enactment of the last time he had fucked his hot, young wife, Gabrielle, twelve years his junior. Lately though, it wasn’t himself that he would imagine in bed with her. Instead, in this new fantasy he would find himself walking in on her having an affair with his business partner Mike, am aggressive, hulk of a man who was known around the office for his countless affairs, not to mention his monster size cock that would rival the world’s most notorious porn star.

		One night while Alex and Gabrielle were having a drink in a local bar, he spotted Mike across the room and signaled for him to join them. As Mike was walking towards them Alex leaned in and whispered to Gabrielle, asking her if she found him attractive. Her face had instantly flushed in a crimson red that revealed her truth, and while she initially tried to brush it off, eventually she admitted that, yes, she most certainly did. It had been obvious to Alex anyway. After all, Mike was a fit, well-travelled millionaire who was only a year older than Gabrielle. With his chiseled, masculine face, streaked blonde hair and impossibly blue eyes, it was no surprise that Gabrielle couldn’t help but admit that he was definitely sexy and someone she would sleep with if she were single.

		Alex decided that tonight was the night to let Gabrielle go wild and to give her exactly what he knew she desired. A young, hot buck in bed who would fuck her hard and wild for hours on end. After all, he knew that he wasn’t satisfying her incredible sexual appetite. She was so much younger than him that he simply couldn’t keep up.

		“Go talk to him. See what he thinks about being with you. You’re a gorgeous young woman and I’ve heard that he’s a stallion in bed. I think it would be really hot to see you fuck him.”

		Gabrielle’s mind raced in a mixture of panic and devilish delight. Was this some sort of trap? Was her husband just trying to see if she would protest and proclaim her loyalty to him, refusing to bed his gorgeous, young business partner? It seemed totally out of character for him. After all, Alex had always been the jealous type and extremely possessive. Just having men look at Gabrielle would often set him into a rage so for him to suddenly push her into propositioning another man was absurd…and very suspicious. But as she watched him intently, scanning his face for any sign that he was merely testing her, she realized that he was serious. He eyed his partner, then turned his attention to her, and it was plain to see that he was getting hot by the prospect of watching his wife get fucked rough and hard by the irresistible playboy.

		Gabrielle got up from the table and slowly approached Mike, meeting him halfway as he breezed across the room. Much to her surprise, they hit it off immediately, although it was clear that Mike was a bit uncomfortable and confused, unsure as to why Gabrielle had pulled him off to the dark corner of the bar while Alex sat there watching them. They ended up talking for over an hour while Alex looked on in amusement, his partner shooting him a quizzical look every now and then to which Alex simply nodded his approval. Gabrielle finally worked up the nerve to explain what she and Alex were looking for, and proposed that he come back to their house. He agreed without hesitation.

		Back at the house, Alex poured drinks for them and watched as Gabrielle led Mike to their bed. Alone with the millionaire, her inhibitions loosened by the drinks, she pressed her body into his and began to fondle his thick cock through his jeans. As he kissed her slowly, seductively teasing her lips apart with his tongue, she felt him growing hard beneath her fingers.

		As Mike pulled her shirt over her head and began unhooking her bra, she noticed Alex silently slip into the room and take a seat in the corner. She caught his eye briefly, and then returned her attention to the handsome man who was now kissing her neck and stroking her breasts. She closed her eyes and let out a sigh.

		“Alex…you are to watch us without touching. I want you to see what another man can do to your wife.” Gabrielle’s voice was cold and calculated and it surprised even her. But the look of pure desire that flashed across Alex’s face only made her hotter, igniting a burning heat inside of her belly that only Mike could quench.

		Mike looked from Gabrielle to Alex and back again. Shrugging, his eyebrow cocked in confusion, he could only smile at the situation that he found himself in. He had always found Gabrielle to be incredibly beautiful and sexy, but he knew his business partner was prone to jealousy and so while he was very turned on he was equally surprised at the set-up.

		Alex felt a surge of jealousy as his good-looking partner began to caress his wife’s soft, curvy breasts with his perfect lips. As he slowly sucked each pert, pink nipple, Gabrielle would arch her back and sigh with desire. Her hand was exploring his bulging cock through his jeans as he made her moan. Squeezing the thick girth, rubbing the stiff shaft up and down in slow, steady movements.

		Alex stared at the man’s groin. Even through his jeans it looked insanely large. It was certainly bigger than his. His heart ached as his erection grew. He began to rub himself through his khakis to the same rhythm his wife was touching this other man.

		Gabrielle unbuttoned Mike’s shirt and let it fall to the floor, then started unbuttoning his jeans. Alex wanted to look away, but couldn’t. She tugged at his boxers, and Alex saw to his delight and horror that he had been right. The other man, now completely naked, had a perfect body. His shoulders were broad, and his chest was smooth and well muscled. His veiny cock was easily twice the size of Alex’s. It stood almost directly upright; a good ten inches long, and of such an enormous girth. The rumors around the office were true – Mike was a very well endowed individual with more cock than most women could handle. He wondered…would Gabrielle be able to take it all?

		Watching from across the room, he could tell that Gabrielle liked it. A lot. Her eyes grew wide and she fell to her knees immediately, as if to worship the monster-cock before her. Cupping his balls in her left hand, she wrapped her right around the massive shaft. She didn’t break eye contact with him as she began to swirl her tongue around the head of his penis, giving it swift, hard sucks. Her cheeks flailed, her breath quickened and her breathing grew harsh and sharp as she struggled to squeeze oxygen through the suction of her lips around his dick.

		Alex was seething with jealousy now. He unzipped his pants and stared at his hard-on, which by comparison, looked childlike. Mike was moaning now, and he grabbed Gabrielle by the hair and pressed her lips onto his throbbing cock, forcing her to take more of his shaft into her hot, wet mouth. She was still looking up at him as his enormous member disappeared into her throat. Her eyes glistened and her mascara began to run down her cheeks.

		She was paying no attention to her husband at all. It was like he didn’t even exist. She was completely focused on the gigantic cock she was busy pleasuring. The more that Mike moaned, the faster her head bobbed up and down in a desperate attempt to keep him happy…and hard. Alex heard her gag slightly as she took him all the way into her throat, but yet she didn’t give up. Her throat relaxed, aching to accept every inch of his wondrous cock but it was impossible. She could only suck half of his shaft, her cheeks puffing out as she struggled again and again to take more of him into her throat that was now coated in bile. She was blissfully devouring him, the audible sucking and licking made her desire undeniable, and Alex could only stare in disbelief at just how quickly his gentle, sophisticated wife had turned into a horny, wanton slut whose only desire was to suck and kiss the beast-like cock that was working its way into the deepest trenches of her throat.

		Feeling like less than nothing, Alex began to glide his hand over his average-size dick. It was rock hard. He had never been so turned on in his life. He knew that if he wanted to, he could cum in no time, but he wanted to milk every single second of agony and pleasure out of the gloriously hot scene that was unfolding in front of him. Never had he seen Gabrielle suck cock so wildly and hard…never had he seen such intense desire and unbelievable submission in her eyes. She would have done just about anything that Mike demanded of her at that very moment…that much was clear.

		Mike was now moaning loudly, his commands for her to suck harder…deeper, nothing short of a dangerous growl. Gabrielle’s gorgeous brown hair wound tightly around his fist as she pumped his cock in and out of her mouth as though her life depended on it. The way he was thrusting, Alex wondered if Mike was about to cum, when suddenly he used the hair-leash to yank Gabrielle’s mouth off of him.

		He suddenly pulled her to her feet and ripped off her skirt and panties before throwing her onto the bed. Roughly jerking her legs apart, he lowered his face onto her pussy. Alex adjusted his position so he could have a better look.

		Gabrielle was glistening wet, her clit a swelling pink orb.

		“Mmm,” he was now eagerly licking her, slowly teasing apart her lips, pressing his fingers into her tight little hole. Her hips rose off the bed to push himself deep into her cunt as she tugged at his hair.

		“Oh, god,” she moaned. “Oh my god, what are you doing? I’ve never felt anything like it. Mmm.”

		Alex gripped his cock and began stroking it, ever so slowly and gently, so as not to get off too soon. He tried to stifle his own moans as he squeezed his balls and rubbed the tip of his penis with his thumb.

		A deep voice crooned, “You’re so wet. You like my face in your pussy, don’t you? Jesus Christ, you taste so good. You’re dripping.”

		Mike’s fingers were slowing twisting as they plunged in and out of Gabrielle’s tight, wet cunt. He was sucking her clit and moving his head from side to side, eyes closed in ecstasy. He obviously knew what he was doing, his skillful tongue darting in and out of her velvet slit, his lips fluttering over her clit in delicate but deliberate strokes. Gabrielle was thrashing and wailing now, jerking her hips wildly as he pressed his face deeper between her thighs, and brought her to orgasm.

		A tear trickled down Alex’s cheek. He was suddenly overcome with grief. He had never received that sort of reaction when he went down on her. Not once had she came so hard when he had given her oral sex.

		He moved his hand faster over his cock and watched helplessly as Gabrielle’s spectacular orgasm caused her to squirt all over her new lover’s face. Without hesitation, Mike greedily lapped at her juices, anxious to taste every drop of her sweet nectar.

		“Delicious,” Mike growled as his tongue made one last flutter across the full length of her pussy. “Just delicious.”

		He crawled onto the bed, pulling Gabrielle on top of him. Her pussy soaking wet, she sank down onto his cock slowly, every inch of his shaft pushing her closer to another orgasm. It wasn’t easy to accept all that he had to offer, that was clear, but she tried her best, working her slender body down an inch at a time, as Mike’s huge dick was swallowed by her tight little pussy.

		“So big…” she breathed.

		She was now playing with her nipples, squeezing her heavy breasts in her hands, feeding them to Mike’s hungry mouth. He suckled hard on one breast, latching onto her beaded nipple, before his teeth sank around it, nipping gently and teasingly. Gabrielle squealed, her pussy accepting the last inch of Mike’s cock forcing him to grunt out in pleasure and surprise that she could take all that he delivered.

		She was now rocking her hips, writhing and gyrating, her skin flushed with pleasure.

		“Ooh, you feel so good. You’re so huge. I’ve never fucked anyone with such a big dick.” She looked like a stripper working the pole, her body moving in fluid, sensual waves as she slithered up and down his cock.

		Alex was squeezing his balls so tightly it hurt; his other hand pumping furiously at his dick. Gabrielle was riding her lover hard and fast, her breasts jiggling with every thrust. He was alternately gripping her ass and spanking her as he continued to crush her pussy with this monstrous pole. Her face contorted as she came again; unable to even make noise as the ripples turned to shockwaves and overtook her in a mix of pleasure and pain.

		Mike suddenly flipped her over, pressing her chest to the bed and raising her ass in the air. Grabbing her by the hair, he slammed into her so hard that she tipped forward. He was fucking her with deep, long thrusts that were driving her across the bed. He held tightly to her hips to keep her from falling off the edge. His body moved like a machine, each movement perfectly calibrated to her pleasure.

		“Do you like this, Alex? Watching me fucking your horny little wife?”

		Alex nodded, unable to speak. His fist pumped like a piston. Unbelievably, his wife was climaxing again. This time, she was taking Mike with her. His chiseled chest shining with sweat, he bellowed and shook as he unloaded his cum into Gabrielle. He pulled out and jerked the head rapidly; unleashing another jet of sticky white semen all over her ass.

		Alex bit his lip to keep from yelling as he got off alone in the corner. His cum dripped down his hand and cock, soaking his underwear and the front of his pants. He grabbed a box of tissues, making a half-hearted attempt to clean himself up as he watched the other man passionately kissing his still-moaning wife.

		Suddenly, Mike looked over at him and gestured for him to come over. Feeling shaky and weak, Alex stood up and made his way to the edge of the bed.

		“Hey buddy, I made quite a mess on your wife. I need you to clean her up for me.”

		Alex’s lip quivered as he dabbed her bottom with a tissue. “No, no, no. Get her really clean… with your tongue.”

		Obligingly, he licked his wife’s ass clean before diving hungrily into her pussy. He was both disgusted and aroused by the taste of another man trickling out of her and into his waiting mouth. Much to his anguish, she remained silent; there were no sounds of pleasure now. She then asked him if he would mind making them something to eat, that they had to get their energy up before they fucked again.

		He quietly made his way to the kitchen where he could still hear laughter and talking coming from the bedroom as he prepared a plate of sandwiches and fruit, and poured two glasses of champagne. When he returned to the bedroom with the tray of food, he found Gabrielle curled up in Mike’s muscular arms. They were gazing into each other’s eyes, caressing each other’s bodies. Even more than the sex, this was like a knife twisting in his heart.

		He set the tray on the bedside table and resumed his station in the corner. Gabrielle and Mike talked like old friends and flirted like a couple as they sipped champagne and ate in front of Alex as if he didn’t exist but to cater to their every need. As they were finishing their post-sex meal, Gabrielle dipped a strawberry into her champagne, plucked it out, and used her mouth to pass it to her lover. Mouth still full of champagne soaked berry, he sucked her nipple into his mouth.

		She giggled, “Dessert?” and rolled on top of him. She shook her breasts in his face and he playfully growled and nipped at them before pulling them one by one, and then together, into his mouth. She started grinding her pussy into his hipbone.

		“You’re a horny little slut; you can’t wait for me to fuck you again, huh? You’re already humping me,” and she nodded in agreement as she rocked harder, leaving a slippery trail of desire where her flesh met his.

		Alex already had his pants down. His dick was still shriveled and limp, but as he watched his wife enthusiastically humping another man while he sucked her tits, he felt the stirrings of arousal pulsing as the blood rushed back to his groin. He played with his soft penis, willing it to get hard.

		Gabrielle was now trying to straddle the huge cock, but her lover was tormenting her. Every time she would start to get the tip inside of her, his strong arms would effortlessly lift her body up and away from his.

		She was begging. Alex had never heard her beg for sex, but now she was pleading, “Oh my god, don’t make me wait. Please. Please let me have your cock.”

		He felt the erection returning to his limp little cock as he yanked at it. The lover was now pulling her to the edge of the bed as he stood before it. He pulled Gabrielle’s ass to the edge, spreading her legs wide and resting them on his shoulders. She was frantically rubbing her clit, still begging to be fucked. The cock was teasing her pussy relentlessly. The head would pop in, then quickly be withdrawn, followed by one long, hard thrust before another abrupt withdrawal. He finally sunk the entire length of it into her, her legs locking down on his shoulders as she tried to keep him from pulling out again. She tugged and twisted her nipples with the hand that wasn’t busy between her legs.

		Mike closed his eyes and began to slowly and rhythmically pump his hips, making her cry out with each thrust. Within seconds she was screaming, “Right there! Right there! Faster! Faster!”

		And he obliged, fucking her faster and faster, her own hand a blur as she rubbed so frantically that it looked like it would hurt. Alex’s cock was good and hard now, and he too was moving quickly, trying to keep up with the scene he was watching from the corner. As Gabrielle ejaculated, soaking both the bed and her lover, so did Alex, a small hot spurt of cum that was not nearly as much as he would have liked.

		Mike rubbed her cum onto his cock, getting it nice and slick, and began to pushing it against her anus. She clenched her buttocks tightly. “Oh, um, I don’t do that. I’ve never…”

		He cut her off, “Then I’ll be your first.”

		Alex was stunned to hear her relent. She had always been adamant that anal sex was off limits. He had been begging off and on for years, and the answer was always a resounding, “No.”

		As he sat covered in cum, his dick limp and useless once more, he watched as this other man took what he had so long desired. He was instructing Gabrielle to breathe deeply and relax her muscles as he rubbed her clit. At first, she whimpered in pain, but she didn’t tell him to stop.

		As he slowly worked himself deeper into her ass, she started to relax and enjoy it. The veins bulged in his forehead as he thrust his cock in and out of the impossibly tight little hole. Soon he was groaning and thrusting faster, and she was beginning to moan, too. He waited for her to orgasm before allowing himself to follow suit. His entire body tensed, muscles twitching, and he let out a primal, animalistic noise with triumphant in his conquest of her virgin ass.

		Alex was ready for Mike to leave. He wanted to kick him out, but remained silent as he kissed Gabrielle and told her how amazing she felt. She cooed about it being mutual, and they were soon exchanging phone numbers, still seemingly oblivious to Alex’s presence.

		On his way out the door, he said goodnight to Alex, no apologies, no shame in his blazing blue eyes – just pure gratitude for giving him his wife for the evening. He told him he was very lucky to have such a beautiful wife who was so good in bed, and that if he ever wanted him to come back so Alex could watch again, he’d be happy to return.

		When he was gone, Gabrielle turned to Alex with shining eyes. She threw herself into his arms and kissed him deeply. “Did you like that? Did I do a good job? Was it how you had hoped it would be?”

		Alex kissed her gratefully. She loved him. She was his. Yes, she had enjoyed herself, but none of this had been her idea. She had indulged his fantasy. He couldn’t be mad.

		“Yes. You were amazing. It was exactly as I had hoped it would be. I can’t wait to watch you do it again.”

		He changed the soiled sheets as Gabrielle showered, and then they crawled into bed together. Naked bodies intertwined, they both fell fast asleep, exhausted from the night’s adventure.

		A few days later, as Alex masturbated in the shower, he recalled the utter shame and rejection he had felt as he watched his wife being fucked by his friend and partner. The emotional pain and physical arousal were just as fresh in the imagining as they had been at the time. He quickly came and washed it down the drain before waking Gabrielle.

		“Sweetie? I’m leaving for work. I was wondering? Do you want to see Mike again?”

		She sleepily mumbled, “Sure, baby. Do you want to watch again?”

		He asked her if she could please set it up so that Mike would be fucking her one evening when he got home from work. “Don’t tell me when. Just surprise me.”

		A few days passed uneventfully. Each night Alex would return home, filled with apprehension, dread, and excitement, only to be relieved and let down when he entered their home to find Gabrielle alone. He wondered if it was ever going to happen at all, and the thought about asking her, but decided to leave it alone for another week or so.

		By Friday evening, he had put the idea on the back burner. In fact, he wasn’t thinking about it at all when he pulled into the driveway. He stepped into the foyer and was greeted by silence; and then he heard them. A deep, male laugh, followed by a feminine moan, were emanating from the bedroom.

		Alex’s heart nearly stopped. He felt a surge of adrenaline as he slipped out of his shoes. He tried not to make a sound as he crept down the hall. He pressed himself against the wall to avoid being seen and peeked into the room.

		Mike was sitting on the bed with his back pressed into a wall of pillows, completely naked. He was already naked? Oh my god, how long had he been there? What had they done before Alex got home? His cock jumped.

		Gabrielle was straddling his lap. Her firm, round buttocks protruded from a white thong, and she was wearing a tight white tank top, rolled up to expose her breasts. She was cupping them in her hands, rubbing them against the sides of Mike’s face as she let herself brush against his erection as she moved.

		She pressed her nipple into Mike’s mouth and commanded, “Bite it.”

		He did as he was told and she rewarded him by rubbing her ass against his cock. He grabbed her wrists and yanked her hands away from her breasts, replacing them with his own. He was kneading and squeezing them and he sucked them into his mouth.

		Her hand reached around and grabbed his dick, and she spanked it against her ass and started stroking it. Mike pulled her thong to the side and started fingering her wet slit

		Alex frantically fumbled with the front of his pants and sprung his erection free from its confines.

		Gabrielle slowly turned around so that she was facing away from Mike. Her face was now pointing towards the door. Alex wondered if she would spot him and clenched his dick tightly, hand frozen with fear, as he waited.

		She didn’t even look in his direction. She was busy mounting Mike.

		“That’s it. Take it all. Get every last inch of my cock inside that sweet little pussy.”

		She tossed her head; eyes closed, and lowered herself onto him. Alex’s jealousy rose with every crescendo of her moaning as the rise and fall of her body grew faster. Mike’s arms encircled her, and he massaged her breasts, pinching her nipples.

		Her face flushed as she bounced up and down on his cock, and her moans were turning into high-pitched screams. Alex was masturbating in the hallway, feeling like an intruder in his own home.

		Before Gabrielle could climax, Mike pressed her forward onto her hands and knees, moved into position behind her. After he thrust into her, he grabbed her under the arms and pulled her upright until she was kneeling and he was kneeling behind her, and he slowly raised and lowered himself in and out of her as she sighed, “Yes, yes, yes. Mike, oh, Michael.”

		Hearing Gabrielle say this man’s full name while he fucked her made Alex furious. His cock was going to explode when he finally came. His hand was like a vice grip squeezing his cock as he slowed down to match their tempo.

		Gabrielle was making a high pitched whining noise and Mike’s hips made slow circles, swirling his cock inside of her pussy. He was brushing her clit with the most feathery, light touch, barely making contact. He kept her in a state or ecstasy without letting her cum quickly. Alex was beginning to wonder how long this could last. Mike apparently had more stamina than him, because he was taking his sweet time.

		When Gabrielle cried out, “Oh please, fuck me hard. Fuck me like the dirty, cheating whore that I am,” Mike fulfilled her wish. He picked her up and carried her to the other side of the room and roughly shoved her against the wall. With a violent thrust, he rammed his cock into her.

		Her head slammed into the wall, and Alex was enraged by the rough treatment of his wife. He started to rush into the room to rescue her, but to his dismay, she liked this treatment. Her legs were wrapped tightly around Mike’s waist and she was clawing at his back. “Oh you’re hurting me. Yes! Yes! I’m such a dirty slut, I deserve it. Fuck me so hard, baby.”

		Was he really hearing this? She liked being roughed up? He had always taken such care to be gentle with her and treat her with respect when they made love! And she wanted this?

		He dropped to his knees, the bed separating him from his wife and her lover without obstructing his view. His throat was thick with emotion as he watched her being slammed into the wall with every vicious thrust of the enormous cock.

		He was working his cock with the same violent force as Mike’s thrusts into his wife. He was biting her neck and breasts, leaving marks on her milky white flesh. Her nails sunk into his back, drawing blood.

		Mike stopped biting her and the room shook with his moans as he furiously pumped his hips as he came for an eternity inside of Gabrielle. Alex was pushed over the edge by the sight and sounds of Mike’s orgasm. He tried to stifle the noise as his orgasm went on and on, spurting long jets of cum. Try as he might, to his dismay, he heard the strangled, squeaking escape his throat.

		Gabrielle glanced up at him, gave him an odd smile, then returned her attention to Mike. He gently placed her feet back on the floor and she fell against his body. Alex heard her whisper, “Thank you. Thank you so much. I needed to be fucked like that. No one has ever done that for me before.”

		Alex couldn’t hear the words that Mike was murmuring into his wife’s ear, but he saw the tenderness passing between them as they kissed and he stroked her hair. They moved to the bed to lie down together. This awkwardly close proximity was highly uncomfortable, but Alex wasn’t sure where to go. He was tucking himself back into his pants when Mike spotted him.

		While Alex was feeling awkward, Mike was completely nonchalant about the experience. He smiled, as if it were all so casual and light.

		“Hey man, how’s it going?”

		Alex mustered up his strength and tried to behave with dignity. He returned the greeting and asked Mike if he would be staying for dinner. Mike thanked him for the invitation, but said he had a prior commitment and needed to leave in a few minutes. Alex heaved a sigh of relief.

		After Mike had left, Alex made dinner for Gabrielle and served her in bed. As they ate and talked, Alex surprised her by cutting her off midsentence with an aggressive kiss. As he thrust his tongue into her mouth and sank his teeth into her lip, her eyebrows shot up and she moved her body closer to his.

		He grabbed at her breasts and shoved her back onto the bed. Gabrielle looked self-conscious as he moved her legs apart and began raining kisses down her body. “I’ll go shower first…”

		“No. Don’t shower. I want you like this.” He took in the musky smell of stale sex. Female juices and another man’s cum as he parted her lips and ran his tongue over her. She responded like she never had before. He tugged at her juicy flesh with his lips and she moaned loudly. He pressed into her clit and she grew louder still. He got a finger wet with her juices and penetrated her ass.

		Her hips bucked wildly as he finger fucked her ass and sucked her clit. He thrust two fingers into her slippery wet cunt and rubbed her G-spot. He felt her tighten around his fingers and moved faster.

		She drove her cunt down hard against his hand and Alex felt the satisfaction of reclaiming his wife as she came all over his face. When he looked up at her, she was staring back in awe and adoration.

		His rigid cock was begging for attention. “Get on your hands and knees.” She obeyed, and he plunged his cock roughly into her ass. She cried out in alarm, and he ignored it, delighting in the sensation of her tight ass squeezing his dick. She didn’t try to stop him. Years of pent up yearning unleashed, he plowed into her. He grabbed her hips for leverage and fucked her ass hard and fast. It was different than their usual sex. There was not exchange of pleasure. This time it was all about him. He was taking what he wanted, and she was letting him.

		When Alex’s cock began to contract, he hammered his wife even harder. When he came, it was unlike anything he had ever felt before. His hot cum filling her ass, his muscles turned to jelly and he collapsed on top of her.

		He rolled to the side, and pulled Gabrielle tight. She had tears rolling down her face, and he gently wiped them away. They held each other for a long time, neither one of them speaking. Alex finally broke the silence, “Are you ok?”

		She wound her arms and legs around him and smiled through her tears. “I’m better than ok. This is the happiest I’ve ever been, Alex.”

		He stroked her hair and kissed her cheeks. “Good. I’m glad, because I am too. Next time I’d like to see two men take you at once, or maybe even three.”

		Gabrielle first looked horrified, and then tantalized. She was already mulling the possibilities over in her head. Her husband wanted to see her get gang banged. She wondered with delight what it would feel like to have more than one cock inside of her at once. What would they do to her? To have her pussy, ass, and mouth filled at the same time and be treated like nothing more than a sex toy. Yes, she wanted it as much as he did.

		Alex was thinking about how terribly jealous he felt when Gabrielle was fucking Mike. He couldn’t imagine how emasculated he would feel watching her being serviced by a bunch of well-hung studs. Would she like it? Would she ever be able to be satisfied with him again? He knew that she was going to like it, and that no matter what he did, he alone would never be able to replicate the experience for her. He simply wouldn’t be able to compete.

		The next day, as he filled out the personal ad, Alex looked through dozens upon dozens of profiles showcasing pictures of attractive men showing off their sizable cocks. He felt inadequate just looking at the photos. This was going to be devastating. Each one appeared to be even larger than the next, and they all appeared to be larger than him.

		He grabbed the masturbation sleeve he kept in his desk drawer and filled it with lube. He slipped it over his hard-on and began to slowly move it back and forth with one hand as he typed with the other. With each new picture, he would imagine the man fucking Gabrielle and waves of heartache would wash over him, causing him to fuck his toy faster and harder.

		He heard the doorknob turn, and Gabrielle walked him. She glanced at the screen, and then at the fake flesh tunnel around his dick and giggled. He was caught. He felt even more ashamed, and the heat crept up his neck and across his face. How could she even stay with him? He was such a loser.

		Gabrielle sat down beside him and stared at the screen. She spread her legs and he saw that she wasn’t wearing panties beneath her short nightgown. She pointed at one of the profiles. “Him. Look how beautiful his cock is. It’s perfect. I can’t wait for him to fuck me.”

		Ego bruised and highly turned-on, Alex moved the sex toy over his cock in fast hard strokes. He glanced at his wife and saw that her own hand had drifted between her legs as she stared at the screen. He thought about all of the men who would soon be fucking her. He came into his little rubber sleeve, as his wife paid no attention; too busy assessing the options that were placed in front of her.
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