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Prologue

Walker had lost track of MacKenzie (“Mac” to all her friends) shortly after they’d arrived at the party. It hadn’t been hard to do; they were just friends, after all (a fact that Walker hadn’t needed Mac to remind him of for years now), and frequently did their own things even when they hung out together. Also, there must have been hundreds of people packed into the frat house for the end-of-semester party, primarily jocks and other jerks.

Walker spent much of his time at the party looking around for people he knew but didn’t have much success. He spent some time chatting with a busty brunette named Dove, who’d been in his accounting class the year before, and got the sense that she might be open to more than just chatting. As usual, Walker’s mind was on Mac and what she might be up to, so he blew off Dove’s obvious attempts at flirtation.

After extracting himself from the conversation with Dove (which at one point consisted of her asking him what he thought about her ass in the tight leather pants she was wearing), Walker began looking in earnest for his friend. Not finding her on the main floor, he headed upstairs.

On his way up, two skinny blond guys passed him on their way down. They were both laughing.

One of them said, “What a slut.”

The other one said, “Can’t believe she’s still going.”

Walker’s heart sank as he continued up the stairs.

At the top of the stairs, Walker stood still for a moment, listening to the sounds coming from the first bedroom to the right. The door was wide open, and the noises coming from the room were unmistakable.

Moaning. Gasping. Laughter. Slurping sounds.

“Fuck, she’s so tiny,” a man’s voice said. “Makes Chris’s micropenis look big by comparison.”

Roaring laughter drowned out the slurping sounds.

When the laughter stopped, the slurping continued for a moment and then stopped. “Boys, I have one hand free,” said a woman.

Mac.

As if Walker didn’t already know it was her.

He almost turned around and went back downstairs. He felt an almost overwhelming urge to leave the party entirely, pretend he didn’t hear what he heard and know what he knew. Instead, he slowly, tentatively, approached the bedroom where his best friend was apparently getting railed by who knows how many guys.

The sight of her took his breath away. He’d seen her breasts before, as she’d changed clothes in front of him a time or two (girls change clothes in front of their besties all the time, right?), but he’d never seen her completely naked. And he’d certainly never seen her surrounded by four mostly naked men, her face and hair sticky with the cum of other guys who’d been there before these four.

Mac lay on the bed, her ass all the way to the edge with her legs hanging over the end. One guy was standing between her legs, thrusting away inside her pussy. Two others were on either side of her; she was stroking their cocks with her hands. The fourth, apparently “Chris,” knelt on the bed next to her head, feeding her his little cock. It probably wasn’t actually a micropenis, but Walker could tell it would’ve looked pretty small shoved in the face of a normal-sized girl. Mac’s petite body probably gave all these guys ego boosts when they saw their cocks in her hands, mouth, and cunt.

The guy between her legs grunted and held still for a moment, his legs quivering. Walker felt sick to his stomach when he realized he’d just seen another man come thanks to Mac’s pussy. When the guy pulled out, Walker saw that he hadn’t been wearing a condom, and the sight of milky, white cum seeping out of Mac’s reddened lower lips made Walker’s stomach churn. He thought he might vomit.

Despite the nausea that threatened to overwhelm him, Walker had an erection the likes of which he’d never had before.

The guy who’d just come backed away from Mac and plopped down, bare-assed, into a chair in the corner of the room, where he watched the rest of the action. The other three seemed content to stay where they were, leaving Mac’s pussy, still exposed by her spread legs and still leaking spunk, available for the taking.

Walker’s heart pounded. He couldn’t stop staring at his friend, at the forbidden fruit that seemed like it was finally his to savor. He unzipped his pants, freeing his rock-hard cock, and walked toward the bed.

He was inches away from shoving his cock into Mac’s pussy. Her head was turned toward Chris, who was fucking her face with joyful abandon, so Walker probably could’ve started--and maybe finished--fucking her without her even knowing. But that didn’t seem right.

He had his cock in his hand, pointed toward her opening. It took every ounce of moral strength he had not to rub himself against her as he said, “Hey, Mac.”

Mac let Chris fall out of her mouth as she turned her head, raising it slightly off the bed. She looked at Walker’s face, then down to his cock in his hand, and then back up.

“Walker,” she said, breathing heavily, “what the fuck are you doing?”

An unbidden rage flooded through him when he realized what was about to happen. Or, more accurately, not happen. “What everyone else is doing, apparently,” he snapped.

“Walker, don’t,” she said.

Walker looked from one of her hands to the other as she continued to jack the two men on either side of the bed. It wasn’t fair that these strangers got to do something he’d wanted so long to do. It wasn’t fair that she was giving these assholes so much pleasure when they probably didn’t even know her name. When he was the one who actually cared about her.

In hindsight, he’d scold himself for having those thoughts, but at that moment, his lust for her--his love for her--blinded him. He wanted nothing more than to just shove the other guys aside and take what he wanted.

But he couldn’t do that. It just wasn’t in him to force himself on a woman who’d said no. He wouldn’t do that to a total stranger, and he certainly wouldn’t do it to his best friend, who he’d loved since they were in high school.

“Okay,” he said meekly and zipped up his pants.

Chris’s little cock was back inside Mac’s mouth before Walker even left the room, and one of the two guys she’d been stroking moved between her legs to fuck her.

Walker went downstairs, planning on leaving the party. Instead, Dove stopped him, noticing he was upset. She didn’t pry too much, and he didn’t tell her, but she asked him if he wanted to go back to her apartment so she could try to make him feel better.

Six months later, Walker asked Dove to marry him. He and Mac didn’t talk about the night at the frat party for more than 20 years.


Chapter One

Despite his more or less happy marriage to Dove, Walker had always loved Mac and probably always would. His love manifested in a purely platonic way in middle school and grew into something beyond platonic throughout high school and their adult lives.

Throughout their college years, Walker was aware of Mac’s bedroom (and bathroom, and under-the-bleachers-at-home-football-games) activities, none of which ever included him, but he tried to ignore them. Mac had cautioned him against seeking more than friendship, not (according to her) because she didn’t like him or find him attractive but because she didn’t want to risk losing the best friend she’d ever had.

He didn’t want to risk that, either, but sometimes the lack of “more than friendship” gnawed at him.

And “sometimes” meant “all the goddamn time.”

Petite and blond with a gorgeous face and perky little tits, Mac’s sex appeal was enough to turn any guy’s head, but that’s not what kept Walker interested. She was empathetic and kind, understanding and wise, and had often been a shoulder for Walker to cry on. He often went to her when he had problems with his marriage, and she came to him for advice about the sometimes questionable morality of her sex life (she was desperate not to be called a homewrecker but frequently failed to do--not do--the one thing that’d get her branded as such).

Dove knew all about the special relationship her husband had with Mac and was, in fact, friends with Mac herself. Although somewhat jealous of how close the two of them were, Dove never felt threatened by Walker’s manic pixie dream girl because she’d seen from the beginning that he was in an eternal friend zone.

And Dove was hardly the perfect wife anyway.

---

“Fuck,” Walker moaned, raising his hips. “That feels so good.”

Walker had been away for work all week and had intentionally abstained from masturbating, looking forward to the greeting sex Dove always provided upon his return. Dove had only been working his dick with her magic hands for a couple of minutes, but he was already close.

“Oh, yeah?” Dove asked, slowing down her stroking. She gently flipped her index finger along the sensitive underside of his cockhead. “You like that?”

“Yeah,” he whispered.

“Robert liked it, too,” Dove said. “I think he liked my hands more than my pussy.”

Walker groaned, feeling both the metaphorical knife to the gut and the hastening of his climax that always worked together when Dove talked about her indiscretions.

“Not Cal, though,” Dove said, whispering the words into her husband’s ear as she resumed stroking him quickly. “That guy loved my pussy.”

“Fuck,” Walker said.

“You are leaking precum like crazy, baby,” she said, working the slickness coming from his tip around and around the head of his cock. “You must be close.”

“I am,” Walker whispered.

“Now, Winston… that dude always had precum going on,” Dove said, jacking him again. “I think he was horny 24/7. Always was when I was with him, anyway.”

“Who wouldn’t be?” Walker asked. “So fucking sexy.”

“Damn right I am,” Dove said. “And with Winston, he got off on knowing I was married. And that I always fucked him right here.”

Walker choked back a sob as his pleasure built.

Dove stated the obvious to drive home the point. “In our bed.”

That did it. Walker groaned again when he felt his orgasm arrive. Just before the first blast of cum erupted from his cock, Dove let go of him. His cock twitched madly as he came, and he cried out in frustration as Dove giggled at his not-quite-satisfying climax.

“Was hoping you might last a little bit longer,” Dove said, wiping her hands on his stomach and adding the precum from them to the cum from his ruined orgasm. “Was that good for you?” she asked, kissing him on the cheek.

Ignoring the wound in his stomach from the metaphorical knife to the gut, Walker smiled and said it was.

---

Things might have been very different if Walker had never told Dove that he got off when he found out about her cheating. It had happened three times that he knew of, all during the last ten years. The first time he’d demanded a divorce, but they worked through it, and he believed her when she said it would never happen again.

After they reconciled, Walker couldn’t stop thinking about Dove’s infidelity. About the man--Cal--who she fucked. To this day, Walker never told her about how he’d stalked Cal on social media, finding out everything about the man who’d made his wife stray. At first, he told himself he just wanted to know what this guy might have had that he himself didn’t and what he might be lacking so he could work on it to ensure she never cheated again.

He was lying, and the erection he got whenever he saw a picture of Cal told the truth.

Ashamed and confused, he didn’t jack off to the thought of Dove and Cal even though his urges were leading him in that direction. The second time she cheated, though, with Robert, was a whole other story.

It might have helped (“helped!”) that he caught them in the act. He was supposed to have been away for work but got back in town early and wanted to surprise Dove. He opened their bedroom door, eager to see his wife after a week away. He saw her, alright, sitting up in their bed with Robert’s massive cock in both her hands.

Robert had made eye contact with Walker before Dove did, and he immediately looked guilty. Not guilty enough to avoid coming all over himself, Dove’s hands, and Walker’s bed, but guilty nevertheless.

That night, he told Dove he was going to sleep on the couch. He also masturbated on the couch, with images of Dove making Robert come fresh in his mind.

Walker eventually told Dove about this, but not that it had become his go-to fantasy when masturbating. He also didn’t tell her that whenever he watched porn by himself, he made sure to find actresses with big boobs and dark hair instead of the Mac-like blond waifs that had been his previous choices.

Dove hardly tried to hide her affair with Winston, which ended with Walker catching her in the act once more. “In our bed.”

The only difference this time was that she was the one who was making eye contact with Walker when she came on Winston’s dick. That, and this time Winston wasn’t even out of the house before Walker started jacking off, and Dove walked in on him as he finished.

Walker hated how much he enjoyed Dove’s sluttiness, but he reasoned that leaning into it would eventually make the pain go away, leaving only pleasure behind.

Dove didn’t cheat again, as far as Walker knew, and as time went on, he got closer and closer to his pleasure-filled, pain-free goal. He never quite got all the way there, but he got pretty close.

Getting close to something he wanted but falling just short of it seemed to be his lot in life.

---

He’d just finished wiping the cum off his belly and chest when Dove said, “So, Mac called me today.”

“Oh, really?” he asked. “What’d she want?”

“She wants to take us out to lunch so we can meet her new boyfriend,” Dove said. “Gavin, I think she said his name was.”

“Sounds like an asshole,” Walker said.

Dove laughed. “You say that about all her boyfriends.” She rolled her eyes. “And we both know why.”

“Wonder why she didn’t call me?” Walker said.

“Because the last time she wanted us to meet someone she was seeing, you told her no thanks,” Dove replied. “She’s your best friend, and one of my better friends. She just wants us to get to know other people in her life.”

Walker shrugged. “Not sure why it matters. How long was she dating that last guy? Two weeks?”

“Three months,” Dove said, playfully slapping him on the shoulder.

“Ah, a new record then.”

“Now, who’s being the asshole?” she asked. “Anyway, we’re meeting them tomorrow at Rooster’s.”

“That’s cool,” Walker lied, rolling over to go to sleep.


Chapter Two

Walker parked the car next to an annoyingly giant pickup truck, the kind he always assumed was driven by a man with even more sexual hangups than himself. His feelings on the matter were only further reinforced in this case when he saw the bumper stickers advocating for less gun control, more prayer in schools, and a certain grifter politician with orange-tinged skin.

“What an asshole,” Dove said, looking at the truck.

“His cock’s probably even smaller than mine,” Walker said.

Dove nudged him with her shoulder. “Stop it. You’re hardly small.”

“I know,” Walker said. “I’m perfectly average. Unlike your other guys…”

“They were, too,” Dove said. “Well, except for Robert. There’s a reason I mostly did him with my hands because… ouch.”

Walker held the restaurant’s door open for his wife, feeling the familiar and not-quite-unpleasant mixture of gut-stab and cock-twitching.

The Rooster’s hostess asked them how many were in their party, and Walker told her they were meeting someone who was already seated. They looked around the restaurant for a moment before seeing Mac, who waved at them. She was sitting at a booth next to a handsome, muscular-looking guy wearing a camouflage shirt and a red ballcap.

When they got closer to the table, Walker saw the ballcap had the letters “MAGA” on it, and his stomach churned.

“Hey, you guys!” Mac said, standing up. She hugged Dove and kissed her cheek. Something about seeing his tiny blond friend kiss his curvy, dark-haired wife gave Walker an inappropriate thought he’d surprisingly never had before.

“Hi, Mac,” Walker said, opening his arms for a hug that didn’t happen.

Mac sat back down, and Walker and Dove slid onto the seat on the other side of the booth. Sitting across from his old friend and her unlikely boyfriend, Walker was amazed at the size difference between the two. Gavin had to be twice as wide as Mac and looked to be at least a foot taller. He started thinking about how the other man could probably pick up Mac like she weighed nothing and throw her across the room. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat as the erection begun by Dove talking about Robert grew even more.

“So, this is Gavin,” Mac said. “And these are my good friends, Dove and Walker.”

Gavin didn’t acknowledge the introduction. His eyes were glued to one of the many televisions installed above the bar in the middle of the restaurant. Walker glanced at the TV and saw a football game in progress. He wasn’t sure which teams, as he’d never been much of a sports guy.

“Nice to meet you,” Walker forced out, extending a hand to shake Gavin’s.

Gavin took his eyes off the TV and nodded at Walker. “You, too,” he said, crushing Walker’s hand in his grip. “Mac tells me you’re one of her oldest friends.”

“I am,” Walker said, trying to ignore the implications of the other man’s red ballcap. “Met her in middle school.”

“And never fucked her?” Gavin said. The question was so unexpected, so bold, that Walker merely blinked, and Gavin laughed. “I had her on her knees within the first hour.”

Mac slapped Gavin on the back of his head. “Stop!” she said, but there was no anger in her voice. Everyone at the table knew how quickly Mac fell into bed with new guys, and she was hardly embarrassed about it. She embraced her sluttiness and wore it like a badge of honor, refusing to let anyone make her feel ashamed about what she chose to do with her body.

“So, Gavin, what do you do for a living?” Dove asked, apparently thinking a change of subject was in order.

“I do my dad’s accounting,” Gavin said.

“His dad owns Backwoods Burgers,” Mac said.

“Backwoods Burgers and Barrels,” Gavin snapped. “Get it right.”

Mac rolled her eyes. “Of course. Backwoods Burgers and Barrels, the Town Centre Mall’s finest fast-casual restaurant slash gun store. For when you really need a 1000-calorie cheeseburger and want to shoot up a cardboard target that looks suspiciously like a certain Democrat President.”

“You’re lucky you use that liberal tongue of yours to do things other than mock me,” Gavin said.

Walker was grateful for the sudden appearance of the Rooster’s waitress, hoping the distraction would be enough to allow his raging hard-on to subside. They ordered drinks and appetizers and chatted about mundane things for a few minutes.

“I’m guessing if they’re your friends, they voted for the current Idiot-in-Chief,” Gavin suddenly said. He seemed prone to making rude, shocking statements out of the blue.

“For me, it came down to the lesser of two idiots,” Walker said, unable to help himself.

Gavin scoffed. “Figures. Next time’ll be different. No more stolen elections.”

On and on it went, while they were eating their appetizers and then their meals. Gavin would spout off inane political opinions, sometimes taking a break to comment on the football game he was watching. Walker and Dove kept mostly quiet, choosing not to make a scene. At times Mac would interject with a question about a movie or TV show she knew Dove liked in an attempt to ease the obvious tension around the table.

When they were finished eating, the waitress brought them their check, which Gavin paid in full with no comment.

“I need to use the ladies' room,” Mac said. “Wanna tag along, Dove?”

“Sure thing,” Dove replied.

The two ladies got up and left the two men alone. To Walker’s great relief, Gavin didn’t say another word, instead remaining focused on the football game. It seemed like a long time had passed. Walker was about to text Dove to ask her if everything was okay when she and Mac returned to the table, giggling like schoolgirls.

“What’s so funny?” Walker asked.

“Tell you later,” Dove said, looking at Mac, who simply nodded.

As they all walked away from the table, Mac said, “Well, this was fun,” although Walker wasn’t sure that was true for any of them. “We’ll have to do it again sometime.”

“I look forward to it,” Dove said, placing her hand on the small of Mac’s back.

Seeing that simple gesture made Walker envious, as he had been so often in his life.


Chapter Three

“So, what were you and Mac laughing about?” Walker asked Dove that night after they’d gone to bed.

“Well,” Dove said, reaching her hand under the covers. She started rubbing his cock. “Mac had a proposition for me.”

“Oh, yeah?” Walker said, stiffening immediately at her touch.

“Oh, yeah,” Dove said, stroking him now through his sweatpants.

“What kind of proposition?”

Dove moved her hand into Walker’s sweatpants, grabbing his cock.

“She wants to do something special for Gavin,” she said.

“That’s nice,” Walker said, enjoying his wife’s work down below but not really caring about Gavin or what it was that Mac wanted to do for him.

“I hope you think so,” Dove said, “because she wants my help.”

“Okay,” Walker said, focusing more on his pleasure than what she was saying.

“Okay?” Dove said. “So you wouldn’t mind me helping our friend out?”

“Of course not,” Walker said. “Why would I?”

“You just didn’t seem to like Gavin very much,” Dove said.

“Dude’s a right-wing blowhard,” Walker said. “Can’t stand him.”

Dove stroked faster now and leaned toward Walker so her lips were right next to his ear.

“He wants a threesome,” Dove whispered. “Poor guy’s never had one.”

Walker groaned, feeling his orgasm quickly approaching. “Neither have I.”

“He thinks I’d be perfect for one,” Dove said.

His cock was almost at the point of no return, but Walker almost asked her to stop. His mind reeled and his stomach churned as the implications of what she said sank in, but the practically painful buildup of pleasure in his groin demanded to be released.

“He wants to fuck me, Walker,” Dove said. “He wants to fuck Mac and me at the same time.”

He started coming at the sound of his friend’s name, whispered into his ear in what he would later realize was an intentionally raspy, sexy way by his wife. Dove giggled.

“Looks like you want that, too,” she said, squeezing and stroking him as he filled his sweatpants with cum.

He wanted to tell her how much he didn’t want that, but he couldn’t. He never lied to his wife.

---

“You’re actually considering it?” Walker asked the next morning as they ate breakfast.

“Yeah,” Dove said. “I think I am.”

“The guy’s an asshole,” Walker said. “I think I might literally hate him.”

Dove shrugged. “It’s not like I like him that much, either.”

“So why would you fuck him?” Walker asked. “Why would she?”

“I’ll ignore that you seem just as concerned with her being with him as you do me being with him,” Dove said.

Walker sighed. “I just don’t get it. I guess the sex must be really good.”

“She says it is,” Dove said. “Best she’s ever had.”

Walker rolled his eyes. “That’s a tough target to hit.”

“You slut-shame your friend a lot for someone who gets off on his wife being with other men,” Dove pointed out.

“Would this just be a one-time thing?” Walker asked.

“Probably,” Dove said. “I don’t know.”

“Any chance I could get the same deal?” Walker asked.

“A threesome?” Dove said. “I’d be fine with that, in general. A threesome with Mac? I’m not sure.”

“Why not?” Walker asked, hoping he didn’t sound like he was whining.

“I know how you feel about her, Walker,” Dove said. “For all my indiscretions, I never fell in love with anyone else when I fucked them. If it were just about sex with her, it’d be different. But it’s not.”

All the old, embarrassing thoughts of unfairness came rushing back, but to Walker’s credit, he didn’t honor any of them by giving them a voice.

“Besides, it’s not just me you’d have to convince,” Dove said. “If she’d be on board with it, I’d consider it, too.”

---

“No,” Mac said over the phone when Walker asked her if she’d consider a threesome with him and Dove after the one with Gavin. “And you already know why. We’ve been over this a dozen times before.”

“But I love you,” he blurted out, surprising himself with words he’d never spoken aloud.

“I love you, too, Walker,” Mac replied. “Platonically, like it’s always been. I don’t want to change that.”

“And you don’t care that things would change between you and Dove if you fucked her?” He was getting angry now and wasn’t sure if he was doing a great job of hiding it.

“They definitely wouldn’t,” Mac said, oozing confidence. “She’s shown she can have sex with others and not get attached. You’re already attached to me, Walker. I don’t want to ruin our friendship, and I don’t want to break your heart.”

“So, you’re just thinking about me, is that it?”

“Not entirely,” Mac said. “As I said, I value our friendship, so some of it’s entirely selfish. And I don’t want to damage your marriage. You and Dove are great together.”

“We are,” Walker said. It was true, and Walker hoped, on some level, Mac was jealous of that fact, either because Dove had Walker or that Walker and Dove had a relationship unlike any Mac had ever found. “But don’t you think it might do some damage if she fucked you and your dickhead boyfriend?”

“You guys only got stronger after she cheated on you,” Mac pointed out. “And you discovered something about yourself--something you enjoy--because of it. This would be a controlled situation with someone who cares about the two of you and your marriage. A situation that couldn’t possibly result in you losing her, and one you’re guaranteed to get off on even more than those other times. Seems like a win-win to me.”

“Maybe,” Walker said. He felt confused, and the stirring in his pants didn’t help matters.

“Tell you what,” Mac said. “Gavin and Dove weren’t sure we should let you be there, but I think you should be.”

“Be there?”

Mac laughed. “C’mon, Walker, tell me you don’t want to watch.”

He couldn’t. He never lied to Mac, either.


Chapter Four

After a few more conversations with Dove and Mac, Walker gave the threesome his blessing. Dove relented on her reluctance to let him watch, and Mac told him that Gavin had come around on the idea, too. Despite his kink, and the chance to see Mac naked again after all these years, Walker was hesitant to take them up on the offer to watch. Even though he’d come to love the fantasy, he’d always had conflicting emotions when thinking about his wife with other men.

This time, for obvious reasons, those conflicting emotions were in overdrive. This time, he’d be cuckolded not once, but twice.

By the only two women he’d ever loved. All at the hands of an obnoxious jackass.

He could hardly hold back the tears as he jacked off thinking about the big day.

---

When the big day arrived, Walker helped Dove get ready. He took her shopping for new clothes and underwear just for the occasion. He helped her pick out a new tank top and jeans, which were tight enough to show off her huge tits and round ass. The lingerie they bought was so skimpy Walker told her she might as well just not wear it, and she said she wouldn’t be wearing it for long anyway.

He sat next to her when she bathed, and they talked about mundane things like a new restaurant they wanted to try and the recent death of an actress who hadn’t been popular since the 90s. They didn’t discuss Mac or Gavin or what Dove would be doing with them in only a couple of hours, although it was all Walker could think about.

After her bath, Dove dressed in her new lingerie, tank top, and jeans. They walked out of the house and got into the car. Walker turned the key and backed out of the driveway like they were going to the grocery store or something instead of to Gavin’s apartment, where his heart would break and his cock would fill with blood and yearning.

---

Mac opened the door before Dove even finished knocking. The nipples of her perky little breasts were visible through the sheer material of her nightgown, and Walker couldn’t help but glance down to see if she wore panties. A dark, thin patch of pubic hair quickly answered that question.

Mac threw her arms around Dove and kissed her cheek, laughing giddily, then turned her head to smile up at Walker.

“Come on in,” Mac said. “We’re so excited this is happening!”

The second thing Walker noticed about Gavin’s living room was the giant deer head mounted above the couch, which sat along a wall on the side of the room farthest from the door. The first thing was Gavin, completely naked, seated in the middle of that couch. His formidable cock--not porn star huge but bigger than Walker’s because of course it was--was already erect, no doubt thanks to some pregame attention from Mac.

“So we’re just gonna skip to the fun stuff?” Dove asked, mirroring Walker’s thoughts.

“Gavin was afraid someone would lose their nerve if we waited,” Mac explained.

Walker frowned at that, knowing he was the “someone” Gavin was worried about. The way Dove stared, practically drooling, at Gavin’s shaft made it clear she wouldn’t have any issues getting to “the fun stuff.”

Gavin patted the couch on either side of him. “Have a seat, ladies. Walker, you can sit in the recliner.”

Mac went and sat down without hesitation. Dove turned to Walker and smiled.

“You okay, baby?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he said, which wasn’t exactly true, but he moved past her to sit in the recliner, which was facing the couch.

Mac made eye contact with Walker as she stroked her boyfriend’s upper thigh. After what seemed to be a long time, Dove joined the couple on the couch.

“Just let us know if we need to stop,” Dove said.

“Yeah,” Mac agreed. “We don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”

“Well, too uncomfortable,” Dove said, and the three of them laughed as Walker felt his face reddening with embarrassment.

Gavin sighed as Mac wrapped her tiny fingers around his big cock. He turned his head to face Dove so that their lips were only inches apart. Mac began stroking Gavin, who then kissed Dove.

Despite his misgivings about Gavin and his feelings for both Dove and Mac, Walker thought he’d be fine with a lot of things. He thought he’d be perfectly okay with Dove touching Gavin’s cock--maybe even sucking it--and that he wouldn’t enter any potential deal-breaking territory until Gavin went to fuck Dove.

But he was wrong. Seeing his wife’s juicy lips brushing against Gavin’s awful mouth, followed by what had to be serious tongue action between the two, was too much to bear. Walker couldn’t handle that, so he knew he wouldn’t be able to take anything more.

“Stop,” Walker said. “Please.”

Gavin pulled back from Dove, and Mac took her hand off his cock. He laughed.

“Seriously?” Gavin said.

“I’m sorry,” Walker said, knowing his face must still be flushed red. “I can’t do this.”

“You’re not doing anything,” Gavin said. “And the people who are are more than willing and able to.”

“Maybe you should go home, Walker,” Mac said. “If it’s too much.”

As terrible as watching this might be, Walker thought not witnessing it would be so much worse. Knowing what they were doing but not really knowing would be its own kind of hell.

“She’s right, Walker,” Dove said. “Maybe, if you’re up for it, you can watch another time.”

Walker looked at his wife as if she were a stranger. “Another time? You’re planning on doing this again?”

Gavin laughed again, and this time Mac joined in. Dove’s face went red, matching Walker’s own.

“What’s so funny?” Walker asked.

Gavin patted both women on their thighs and stood. He walked slowly to Walker, his cock swinging ahead of him. He bent forward, placing both hands on the arms of the recliner as he leaned toward Walker’s face. Walker felt Gavin’s cock touch his pants leg and looked down to see sticky precum smeared there.

Walker felt like he might vomit.

“It’s already happened, Walker,” Gavin whispered, his hot breath assaulting Walker’s face. “This is us doing it again.”


Chapter Five

“What?” Walker asked. He’d understood every word Gavin had said, but the combination didn’t make any sense.

“Gavin, don’t,” Mac said from the couch.

“Last time you were away for work,” Gavin said. “Mac and I got together and fucked the shit out of your sweet, sexy wife. Dove felt guilty, so we concocted this scenario to get you on board.”

Walker couldn’t breathe. His mouth suddenly felt parched, and he broke out into a sweat. He started to ask Dove if it was true, but he didn’t need to. He could tell by the look in Gavin’s eyes that the awful man was telling the truth.

And enjoying what that truth did to Walker.

“You fucking asshole,” Dove snapped. “Why would you do that?”

Gavin stood upright, and a string of precum connected his cock to Walker’s pants leg for a moment before breaking loose and hanging from Gavin’s tip.

“I just wanted him to know there’s no point in stopping this now,” Gavin said. “And, also, to make him feel a little better. You’ve already fucked me once, and nothing changed between you two. And nothing will, no matter how often you come on my dick, right?”

Walker looked at Dove, who wouldn’t make eye contact. She’d never been able to come from vaginal intercourse with Walker and, in fact, told him that she’d only ever achieved that feat with Winston. His heart sank.

“If you want us to stop, we will,” Mac said. “Regardless of what’s already happened.”

“What’s the point?” Walker asked. “Do whatever you want.”

Gavin smirked as he suddenly reached down to grab Walker’s erection, which by now was straining uncomfortably against his pants.

“Holy shit, you are harder than I am right now,” Gavin said. He moved to the side, his hand still gripping Walker. “See, girls? He’s fine.”

“You’re such an asshole,” Dove said.

“I think everyone here knows that,” Gavin said. “But you still want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

Dove looked at her husband, who simply shrugged.

“I do,” she said, not taking her eyes off Walker. It was the second time she’d ever said “I do” while looking Walker in the eyes, but this time was very different from the first.

“Good,” Gavin said, returning to his position between Mac and Dove. He reached around to the back of Dove’s head and grabbed a fistful of her hair. “Then let’s get started.”

Gavin shoved Dove’s head down toward his crotch, and she had her mouth open in time to take his cock into her mouth. Walker wanted to look away but couldn’t, his gaze fixed on his wife’s lips as they stretched to accommodate Gavin’s cockhead being shoved between them. Wet slurping sounds filled the room as Gavin moved Dove’s head up and down on his shaft, pushing her down far enough to gag her when the tip of his cock breached her throat. Dove coughed, oozing saliva and precum from the sides of her mouth as she slid up and down the entire length of Gavin’s shaft. Mac sat silently, watching the whole thing and occasionally glancing over at Walker.

“She ever suck your cock like this?” Gavin asked Walker, who ignored him.

“Leave him alone,” Mac said.

“Why?” Gavin asked. “Look, he obviously likes this.”

Mac looked back to Walker, who suddenly realized he was stroking himself through his pants. He stopped.

“You ever see his cock, babe?” Gavin asked Mac.

“Once,” Mac snapped. “You know that.”

“Oh, yeah,” Gavin said. “That time he walked in on all those guys running a train on you. How’d that turn out, Walker?”

Walker didn’t say anything.

“Stop it,” Mac said, trying to sound playful, but Walker knew she was upset.

“That’s what you told him, wasn’t it?” Gavin asked. Before she could answer, he asked, “What’d you think of his cock?”

Mac smiled at Walker. “I thought it was nice. A good size that wouldn’t hurt… unlike some people.”

Gavin sighed mockingly. “I tell ya, Walker, having a cock this big is a blessing and a curse. Of course, your wife doesn’t seem to mind.”

Walker rolled his eyes at Gavin’s hubris. Gavin’s cock was big, but Walker doubted most women would have any real issues with it. Even anal probably wouldn’t be too bad with the proper preparation.

Dove started to pull away from Gavin’s cock to say something, but his hand held her head firmly in place. She resumed sucking.

“Take it out,” Gavin said. “Let Mac see that cock she seems to like so much.”

Walker almost told him to go fuck himself but instead unzipped his pants before he knew what he was doing. He reached in and freed his cock, holding onto it and stroking it slowly.

“Go suck it, babe,” Gavin said, nudging Mac. “I know you want to.”

“Gavin…” Mac said.

“Look at the poor bastard, Mac,” Gavin said. “I feel so bad for him, I almost want to suck his dick.”

“I’m sorry,” Mac mouthed silently to Walker. “I can’t.”

“She won’t do it,” Gavin said, shrugging. “I tried.” He gasped. “I’m super close to filling up your wife’s mouth. Is that okay?”

Walker wondered what would happen if he said no, but he never got to see. Dove tried again to pull away from Gavin’s cock, but again he held her down as he raised his hips toward her. Dove coughed and gagged as Gavin’s midsection twitched against her face before cum began seeping from the sides of her mouth.

Finally, Gavin let go of Dove’s head, and she jerked back. Her makeup starting to run from the sweat and drool on her face, she gasped and coughed, choking down what she could of Gavin’s spunk. She took in large mouthfuls of air as she wiped cum from her chin.

Walker wanted desperately for Dove to look at him, give him some visual sign that she was okay, but she wouldn’t turn his way.

“Take off your clothes,” Gavin said. “Both of you.”

Dove nodded and did as he ordered. Mac waited until Dove had her clothes off before slipping out of her nightgown.

Walker, still slowly stroking his cock, looked from his wife to Mac and back again, awed by their beauty and how different they were. He knew Dove often resented his attraction to Mac, and of course, it was an incredible attraction, but he thought his wife was every bit as beautiful. He wanted them both more than he wanted to breathe.

Gavin stood up and went to stand next to Walker. “I need to recharge,” he said. “Walker and I want to watch you two for a bit. Why don’t you both eat like you’re starving?”

Still breathing heavily from her oral exertions, Dove lay back on the couch. Mac moved to position her head between Dove’s legs, her pussy only inches above Dove’s head. In one movement, Mac lowered her mouth to Dove’s pussy while her own pussy met Dove’s tongue. The two women began licking and kissing each other’s lower lips like their lives depended on it.

As if they were starving, and pussy was the only item on the menu.

Dove had told Walker she’d never been with a woman before, but looking at the way she tended to Mac’s pussy that was hard to believe. Walker knew Mac had been with several women over the years, and her expertise in this area was on full display now. Both women squirmed and moaned, enjoying the other’s attention. Walker could smell their combined arousal as they worked.

Mac spread Dove’s asscheeks with her hands and began gently massaging Dove’s asshole. That sent Dove over the edge, and she came, squealing into Mac’s pussy. Mac giggled when she realized what was happening, and her own orgasm quickly followed. Mac pressed her crotch against Dove’s face as she came, causing Dove to cough and gasp for air like she had when choking on Gavin’s dick.

Mac collapsed onto Dove, who raised her head up to get air. This time, both women were panting.

Walker, stroking his cock, jumped a little when Gavin patted him on the shoulder. “Good show, huh?”

Walker surprised himself by nodding, but after all, it was a good show.


Chapter Six

After letting Dove and Mac rest for a few minutes and assuring everyone (quite loudly) that he was ready to go again, Gavin announced that it was time to move to the bedroom. Mac told Walker it was okay for him to wait in the living room if he wanted, but he declined and went with them to the bedroom.

Dove still hadn’t said anything more to her husband and wouldn’t even make eye contact.

Walker sat in a wooden desk chair at the end of the bed--the “cuck chair,” as Gavin put it. Gavin positioned the women beside each other on the king-size bed, facedown with their asses in the air. From his vantage point, Walker could see both of their pussies, gleaming with their own juices.

Gavin got onto the bed between them and shoved fingers into both pussies, making Dove and Mac moan in unison. He moved his thumb around both of their assholes as he fingered them, and a new panic shot through Walker.

As far as Walker knew, Dove had never had anal sex. She’d told him as much and had always denied him access to her rear hole, no matter how much he’d asked. The way she was twitching her ass now, though, at the mere touch of Gavin’s thumb, terrified Walker that his wife was about to give this terrible man something she’d never given him.

Of course, maybe she already had…

Gavin moved so he was behind Mac, not taking his fingers away from Dove’s pussy and ass. Walker couldn’t see Gavin’s cock or Mac’s pussy from his angle at this point, but it was apparent what was happening: Gavin was guiding his big cock into his girlfriend’s wet and waiting cunt. Mac’s cries of discomfort mixed with pleasure were muffled by her pillow.

As Gavin began thrusting into Mac, Walker turned his gaze from the awful man’s ass to his wife’s bottom. Gavin had removed his fingers from her pussy and focused entirely on her ass. He’d completely worked his middle finger inside her anus and slowly moved it in and almost all the way out.

Dove’s moans from Gavin’s anal intrusion were louder than Mac’s from being fucked.

“I know something about your wife you probably didn’t know,” Gavin said as he had his way with both women. “She fucking loves anal.”

And, just like that, a wave of resignation washed over Walker. The metaphorical knife wound in his gut was deeper than ever, but with it came an odd mix of acceptance, regret, and disappointment that was equal parts pain and relief. He wanted to cry, but at the same time, he was hornier than he’d ever been.

He felt dizzy as the paradoxical potion known as cuckold angst rocked his heart, mind, and cock.

Mac cried out as she enjoyed her second orgasm of the evening, this time thanks to her boyfriend’s cock. Next to them, Dove continued to twitch her ass against Gavin’s hand. Walker noticed there were two fingers moving in and out of his wife’s asshole by now.

“Do me a favor, Walker,” Gavin said as he pulled out of Mac, who collapsed, panting, onto the bed. “Get me the lube out of the top drawer of the nightstand.”

Walker stood and did as he was told without argument, without even thinking about what the lube would be used for.

“Lube her up,” Gavin commanded as he moved behind Dove.

Walker looked at the tube in his hand. It read “Easy Anal.” He looked up at Gavin and said, “I don’t…”

“Put some lube on your wife’s pretty little asshole,” Gavin said, laughing. “I know you’ve never done it before, but it’s not that difficult.”

Walker stood there, holding the anal lube, his brain short-circuiting.

“If you don’t, I’ll fuck her dry,” Gavin said. “It’ll hurt, and she’ll blame you as much as me.”

Walker nodded, swallowing hard. He squirted a generous amount of lube onto his free hand and began rubbing it into his wife’s anus. His pinky finger slid against her sopping wet cunt as he rubbed the lube into her ass. She moaned at his touch, and he smiled.

“Thank you, baby,” Dove said. It was the first thing she’d said to him since saying “I do” earlier.

“My turn,” Gavin said, turning so his cock pointed toward Walker.

“I’m not going to do that,” Walker said.

“It’ll be easier on her if you do,” Gavin said.

“Please, baby,” Dove pleaded, her ass twitching again.

“Yeah, please, baby,” Gavin said, mimicking Dove’s voice.

Walker sighed and squirted out some more lube. Then he reached out and touched another man’s cock for the first time in his life.

As Walker worked the lube onto the shaft, starting with the bulbous head and working his way down the entire length of it, Gavin sighed and moaned. It was a little over-the-top, as if Gavin was exaggerating, but who knows? Maybe he enjoyed it. Walker couldn’t exactly say the feeling was mutual, but it also wasn’t terrible. His regret over doing it stemmed more from the fact that it wasn’t his own cock he was lubing up to enter his wife’s ass instead of the act itself.

“I think that’s good,” Gavin said. “Now, get out of my way.”

Walker remained standing next to the bed instead of returning to his chair. Dove had her head turned so she could see her husband. She smiled as Walker squirted a third round of lube onto his hand and began stroking his own cock.

“You ready, Dove?” Gavin asked, rubbing the tip of his cock between Dove’s ass cheeks. “I’ll be a little more gentle than last time.”

Walker groaned as he felt the metaphorical knife go deeper. He stroked himself faster.

“I’m ready,” Dove said, not breaking eye contact with Walker. “Thank you.” Walker wasn’t sure which man she was talking to.

A moment later, Dove’s eyes went wide, and she gasped. Walker didn’t take his eyes off her face to look, but he knew Gavin had penetrated her. Dove’s head barely moved for the first little bit, so Gavin must have been sticking to his promise to be gentle. Walker imagined the other man slowly feeding his cock into Dove’s tight little hole, and part of him desperately wanted to see it. Most of him, though, the part that won the argument, wanted to see nothing other than his wife’s pretty face as her most untouchable place was violated.

Dove closed her eyes, smiled, and sighed. “I’m good,” she said. “Go ahead.”

Suddenly her face was shoved into the pillow, her smile morphing into a grimace of pain. Gavin grunted as he mercilessly fucked Dove’s ass.

“I tell you, Walker,” he said as he pounded away. “The only thing better than knowing you’re getting something another man wants but can’t have is having him there to watch the whole thing.”

“Oh my God, Gavin,” Mac said from her side of the bed. She giggled when she said it.

“It’s true,” Gavin said. “He can’t have you, and he’s never done this to his own wife in all their years together. And even if either of those things changes, he’ll always know that…”

His next several words were punctuated by Dove’s head slamming into the pillow, each time more forcefully than the last.

“I…”

Head slamming. Dove moaning in pleasure and pain. Walker stroking.

“...did it…”

Dove crying out. Mac laughing. Gavin grunting.

“...first!”

The word trailed off as Gavin growled. Suddenly, Dove’s head stopped slamming into the pillow and shook a bit as Gavin unloaded into her ass.

When Gavin pulled out of Dove, Walker couldn’t resist looking down there anymore. Gavin’s cock was coated with his own cum, the rest of which was busy rushing out of Dove’s ass and sliding across her pussy before dripping down to the bed below. Gavin sat back on his legs and patted Mac’s thigh.

“Clean me off, babe,” he said.

Disregarding all thought of the sanitary, Mac scrambled around and took Gavin’s deflating cock into her mouth, sucking and licking him for several moments. Dove collapsed onto the bed and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs.

“Your wife needs to come again,” Gavin said. “Mac got to twice, but Dove only got to once. Why don’t you help her out?”

“It’s okay, baby,” Dove said. “You don’t have to.”

Walker looked at Dove’s pussy, now with a thin layer of Gavin’s cum that had seeped out of her asshole. The metaphorical knife was even deeper than before.

Walker crawled onto the bed, between his wife’s legs, and started licking.


Epilogue

They were all hungry when it was over, and Gavin announced that he and Dove would go out to get food. They got dressed while Mac lay on the bed, covered by a sheet, and Walker sat in the chair at the edge of the bed. Before they left, Gavin leaned down to whisper in Mac’s ear. Mac shook her head, and Gavin whispered something else. He kissed her on the forehead and came over to Walker.

Putting a hand on Walker’s shoulder, Gavin said, “Thanks for being a good sport about all this. It was fun.”

Walker nodded.

“Now it’s your turn,” Gavin said, nodding toward Mac. “You deserve it.”

Gavin and Dove left.

Mac threw off the sheet, again revealing her lithe, naked body. Walker got up and went to her, unzipping his pants. He hadn’t come yet and had started to soften after he’d made Dove come with his tongue. The sight of his old friend lying there, presumably waiting on him to finally have her, stiffened him again.

Mac looked at his cock and then up to his face. She smiled. “Come and get it.”

They both laughed at that, but there was something wrong. She may have been smiling, but her eyes told Walker how she really felt. The head shake she did when Gavin whispered his instructions into her ear flashed through Walker’s mind.

“I can’t,” Walker said, hating himself for saying it.

Mac laughed. “Of course, you can,” she said. “Really. I don’t mind.”

“Yeah,” Walker said, zipping up his pants. “You do.”

He covered her up with the sheet, kissed her forehead in the same place her boyfriend had, and went home.


What He Couldn’t Do


Chapter One

“So, how do you think he’s going to take it?” Steve asked as I drove us to the house I shared with my husband of seven years.

“Do you really care?” I asked.

“Of course I do,” he said. He rolled a metal cock cage around in his right hand. “Not as much as I care how you’re going to handle it, but I don’t want to completely destroy the man. I’m not a monster.”

Believe me when I tell you, despite what you may think of him after you hear about this evening, that’s true: he’s not.

I smiled and patted his knee with my right hand. “I know. But I also know once you make up your mind about something, it’s a done deal.”

“That’s not entirely true,” he said. “You can call it off whenever you want. All of it, or any part of it.”

“I know that,” I told him. “And you know I’m not going to.”

“Even the part you said yesterday you’re really not sure about?” he asked.

I tried to suppress my shiver as much as I could. Steve said he wanted to do something in front of my husband we’d never done privately, which was a pretty small list.

“Pretty sure,” I said, voice hitching.

Confession for you: I wasn’t sure at all.

“What about if I turn your poor, dear husband into a sniveling mess?” he asked.

“Definitely not then,” I said, laughing.

I pulled into the driveway and shut off the car. I started to open my door, but Steve stopped me.

“Take off the coat when you get out,” he said.

I blinked. I was wearing a long coat that covered my bondage outfit. The outfit Steve made me put on at his place before we left to come to mine. If I took off my coat, my neighbors might see me walking into my house dressed in a tight black corset, a black skirt so short it would barely cover my otherwise naked ass cheeks, and a black lace collar around my neck.

“I’m serious,” he said after a moment.

“But the neighbors might see.”

He laughed. “They might. But it’s not that far from here to the door. There’s a chance no one will see.”

I swallowed hard. I’d agreed to give myself to Steve completely, and not just on the weekends like our original arrangement called for. When we talked about making this change, I assumed it just meant he could fuck me whenever he wanted. Well, that and denying Ralph the pleasure of fucking me without begging Steve for permission.

I hadn’t thought about him making me do things like walk from my car to my front door in my corset and collar.

But I was his, so what choice did I have?

I mean, I could’ve used my safe word. And he would’ve respected that. I bet he wouldn’t even be disappointed. But I would’ve been disappointed in myself.

I got out of the car and took off my coat. Between the slight chill in the air and the thrill I got from having my real self so exposed right outside my house, my nipples were rock hard and straining against the leather material that barely covered them.

If anyone saw me as I walked quickly from the car to the front door, I never heard about it. Steve followed along behind me, carrying my coat and the cock cage meant for my husband, but kept enough of a distance that he wouldn’t block the view of anyone who might be around. He had a duffel bag slung over his shoulder. Inside were items made of plastic, metal, and nylon that threatened both pain and pleasure.

Ralph got up from the recliner he’d been sitting in when I opened the door. His eyes widened when he took in the sight: his wife dressed in an outfit made only for sex, and his wife’s lover standing behind her.

Since it was a Wednesday, I shouldn’t even be seeing Steve today, according to the original contract I had with him. The fact that he was here with me, with me dressed like his little whore, meant something very different was going on.

If my pussy hadn’t been gushing for the entire drive from Steve’s place, I probably would’ve felt sorry for the poor man.

“Hey there, Ralph,” Steve said, greeting my husband as if he were coming over to watch football or play cards instead of doing God-knows-what to his wife in front of him. He held out his hand for Ralph to shake. “How’re things?”

“Things are fine,” Ralph said, not taking his eyes off of me as he shook Steve’s hand. He winced when Steve gripped a little too tightly, but he tried not to show it. “What’s going on, Kate?”

When I hesitated, Steve gave my ass a playful slap, and I jumped.

“Go ahead, Kate,” Steve said. “Use your words, babygirl.”

“Babygirl?” Ralph said. The pet name sounded strange coming from him.

“You didn’t know I call her that?” Steve said. “You know what she calls me?”

My face flushed because I knew what was coming next.

“No,” my husband said, and I dreaded his following words. “What does she call you?”

“Tell him, babygirl,” Steve said. “Tell him what I am.”

I swallowed hard, hoping the moment’s hesitation wouldn’t earn me an extra punishment later. And then I said it.

“Daddy.”

The word hung in the air, my breathy excitement that always accompanied saying it impossible to hide. My husband winced, metaphorically clutching his pearls. Don’t judge me for barely stifling a laugh at that; if you’d seen it, you would’ve laughed, too.

Steve took that moment to drop his duffel bag onto the floor, making a thud that made my husband jump.

“You should go ahead and tell him what’s going down,” Steve said. “It’s better if it comes from you. So he knows how much you want it.”

The only way to do this was to rip the bandaid off, so I did.

“We’ve decided weekends aren’t enough,” I said. “Our arrangement is now a 24/7 kinda deal.”

“Meaning what?” Ralph choked out.

“C’mon, Ralph,” Steve said. “You know what 24/7 means, right? It means she’s mine to do with as I please, whenever I want.”

“Except for work,” I pointed out.

Steve nodded. “Of course. Can’t have anything interfere with Kate’s job since she’s the breadwinner of your household. If she didn’t make so much more money than you, it might be a different story, but I won’t do anything that might cause you guys to end up homeless.”

“You make way more money than both of us combined, Daddy,” I said, surprising myself with the cruelty of my own words. “You wouldn’t let me come live with you?”

Steve put his arm around me and pulled me close. “Of course I would, babygirl. But we don’t want your hubby to be homeless either, do we?”

I giggled and said, “No, Daddy, we wouldn’t.”

“You still need to explain to your husband what’s happening this evening,” Steve reminded me. He was always so helpful when I got distracted.

I looked at my husband, standing there in the shadow of my Daddy. Steve was almost a foot taller than Ralph and about as much broader. Needless to say, he was bigger than my husband in every way.

Well, all but one, but at the time, I didn’t think that one would matter much this evening.

Ralph was trembling and looked as if he might need to sit down soon. I almost felt sorry for him.

Almost.

“You’ve always begged for this,” I said.

“For what?” Ralph asked, sweat on his forehead.

“To watch,” I said. “To see what it’s like when I’m with him.”

“Just a fantasy,” he whispered.

I walked closer to him and felt an immense sense of pride when his eyes darted down to my cleavage. My breasts aren’t the biggest ones around, but the corset I wore accentuated them perfectly, and my poor husband had never seen them like this.

“It’s my fantasy, too,” I said. “I want to share it with you, and my Daddy has generously agreed.”

I imagine my Daddy was smiling behind me. He did more than agree to this -- he insisted.

Ralph swallowed hard. “Okay,” he said.

His immediate agreement surprised me. I figured he’d come around, and, really, he had no say in the matter. And he had fantasized about it. Whenever he tried (and usually failed) to fuck me, it was all he wanted to talk about. I just didn’t know if he’d be so willing to follow through on the fantasy now that it was so tantalizingly and fearfully close.

I never told him, but he had never in our time together made my pussy as wet as it was when he said, “Okay.”


Chapter Two

I was surprised at how agreeable Ralph was to being tied to a kitchen chair facing our bed.

It was my idea, something I’d read in this nasty little story about a swinging party gone wrong. One of the husbands ended up tied to a chair and watched his friends bang his wife. Pretty twisted stuff, but it would have nothing on the evening Steve had planned.

Ralph didn’t even object to the cock cage. My husband was full of surprises this evening. I think I’d underestimated the lengths to which he’d go to live out his fantasies. Or maybe it was just his desire to please me, which had always been strong despite his inability to do much about it.

Either way, I was turned on and dripping wet before Steve even started with me.

After securing Ralph, Steve made me strip for him, discarding everything except for my collar. I was disappointed that I’d been made to wear the sex outfit for so short a time, but I suppose it served its purpose of getting my husband all out of sorts. Once I was naked, Steve made me lie on the bed and used nylon straps similar to those binding my husband to tie my wrists and ankles to the bedposts.

Then he left the room. He’d been gone for what seemed like a long time, but to be honest, I’d been in a daze for a bit, so I have no idea how long it was. I lay on the bed and looked at my husband. Tied to the chair, a cage on his cock, and a ball gag in his mouth. He looked pathetic. Weak. Pointless.

I’m not sure I’ve ever loved him more.

I might have a bit of a mean streak, I’ll admit. Degradation porn is my jam; there’s just something about seeing people — consenting adults, of course — used and abused that speaks to me on some level I don’t fully understand. Seeing Steve mistreat my husband by shoving him down onto that chair and using more force than necessary to tie him to it was a special kind of thrill. Given Ralph’s fantasies, I knew he was okay with it, at least to some extent, so that helped lessen the guilt.

I like it when I’m mistreated even more, though, and Steve is a master at that. Ralph doesn’t have a cruel bone in his body, which is unfortunate because he’s perfect for me in so many other ways. Steve can speak to me in a language Ralph just can’t. I used to be upset about it, but I got over it quickly.

We need what we need.

Finally, Steve came back into the room. He was nude, except for a metal chain around his neck, from which dangled the key to Ralph’s cage. Some silly part of me thought of it as Steve’s collar, though it meant something very different from my own.

My eyes shot, unbidden, to his massive rod, not quite fully erect yet but already outdoing my husband by several inches. Especially in my husband’s current… condition.

I had no idea what I was in for. What we were in for. Sex with Steve is always a great time, but he’s a random, unpredictable lover. You never know what you’re going to get with him, for better or worse. He sometimes seems content to flog me for an hour, whereas at other times, he’ll get bored after only a couple of whacks and move on to something else.

It’s exciting and more than a little scary.

Steve knelt so he was eye level with Ralph. He flicked the cage encasing my husband’s meager member with his finger. He laughed.

“Poor little guy doesn’t even look uncomfortable in this thing,” he said. “You probably don’t need the cage to guarantee you never satisfy her.”

I couldn’t suppress a giggle. Not that I tried very hard. Ralph moaned through the ball gag in his mouth.

Steve stood and waved his massive cock around inches from Ralph’s face. He patted my husband on the shoulder.

“I hope you enjoy this. I know she will.”

With that, my Daddy came over to the bed.

He just stood there for a moment, looking me over. My eyes followed his as they traced every inch of my exposed body. From my long, dark hair to my mouth that was so eager to taste him, down to the tits he liked to maul. Down to my stomach, flat and smooth.

He moved to the foot of the bed and knelt so he was eye level with my exposed cunt. My perfect pussy, as he liked to say, was already slick with desire for him. My “sweet little asshole” (his name for it, not mine) hoped it wouldn’t be left out of the fun this evening, too.

He was inspecting me. Making sure I met his expectations. It was a formality because, of course, I always did. Or, at least, I hoped it was. If I ever fell short of Daddy’s exacting standards, he never let me know.

And I have a feeling he would have.

After a few moments of staring at my dripping snatch, Steve stood up and walked around to the opposite side from which he’d started his inspection. He was now facing Ralph, and he looked my husband in the eyes when he spoke.

“I feel sorry for you,” he said, his voice laced with terrible sincerity. “You have no idea how to use her in the way she deserves.”

I thought Ralph might cry, but he held it together.

“It’s okay, though, buddy. Pay attention, and you may learn a thing or two.”

He looked back down at me.

“Hey there, babygirl.”

“Hi, Daddy,” I replied.

Unlike Ralph, I wasn’t wearing a gag. I know Steve considered it, and I quite enjoy wearing one, but I had a feeling he wanted to hear every word coming out of my mouth tonight. And, more to the point, he wanted my husband to hear every noise I made.

Ralph moaned again when he heard me call Steve “Daddy.” If that got him going, I wondered what the rest of the night would do to the poor man.

But Ralph wasn’t the only one being tortured. Steve is not a patient man -- of that, I can assure you -- but tonight, he showed incredible restraint. He moved his hands along my body, reenacting the visual inspection he had done moments earlier with a physical one. His fingers barely touched my skin, as if he were scared to touch me.

I can tell you from many previous experiences that my Daddy has never actually been scared to touch me.

“So pretty,” he said, his fingers sliding along my side. I shivered.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said.

His hand moved across my neatly trimmed pubic hair so slightly I couldn’t feel his touch. I thought I could feel each hair move, and my pussy throbbed in response.

“So wet for me already,” he said, his hand now so close to my leaking cunt and yet so far away. “I love that my babygirl is so eager to please.”

His voice was soft. Sweet. Loving.

I knew what he was doing, what he always did. He was softening the blow. Buttering me up, as my mom used to say. Killing me with kindness before he killed me for real.

Metaphorically, of course. Not “for real” for real. Don’t be silly.

But it’s kind of what it feels like when he stops pretending to be sweet. When he takes me and makes me his. Like I’m dying. Like whatever I am when he’s done with me is different from what came before.

Each and every time.

You’ll see.

I thought he was going to move on, I really did. I thought he’d continue his inspection, letting his fingers torture me by moving from my crotch to my thigh, along the length of my leg, and down to my toes. And then start with my other foot before moving back up the entire length of my body.

But, no. He lacked patience tonight after all, perhaps because my husband was watching, and he was eager to show him how his wife wanted to be treated.

I was not prepared for him to jam his fingers into my pussy. At least, my mind wasn’t prepared. My pussy didn’t act surprised in the least.

He worked at my cunt like a skilled craftsman, twisting and turning as he slid various fingers in and out. I don’t know how many fingers he had in me at any given time, and I didn’t care. He knew just how to open me up, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if he’d have given me my first fisting experience right there in front of my husband.

Steve was relentless, pulling his fingers almost entirely out of me and then ramming them back in with even more force each time. My body thrashed against my restraints as I cried out again and again. I was vaguely aware of tears forming along the edges of my eyes.

Ralph was going mad in his chair, straining his own restraints but not enough to break free. He was screaming pointlessly through the ball gag. He was no doubt worried about the abuse I underwent, but he had forgotten one crucial point.

I had a safe word, and I wasn’t using it. I wasn’t even using my “slow down” word. Yes, I was in pain, but I loved every minute of it.

Just like Steve knew I would. And just like Ralph didn’t know -- really know, I mean, despite the various conversations we’ve had about what I’d like from him in bed.

Steve slowed down, threatening to pull out, and my body shook in protest. He suddenly became gentle again, using one finger to massage my clit, now rock-hard and desperately yearning for the attention he was giving it. The difference between the assault he had performed and the mercy he now displayed was night and day.

I was so fucking close to coming already, and he’d barely gotten started.

“Please,” I said.

“Please, what?” he asked, slowing down.

“Fuck me,” I said.

He laughed. It wasn’t good-natured. He was mocking me. My face flushed, my heart ached.

“Oh, babygirl, it’s way too early for that. In fact, I might not fuck you tonight at all.”

I let out a sound that was awfully close to a sob.

“Don’t worry,” he said. “You won’t be left completely unsatisfied. If you promise to be a good girl, that is.”

“I’m so good,” I said. “You’ll see.”

“Too good for him,” Steve said, nodding at Ralph, who was actually whimpering now.

“So much better than he deserves,” I agreed.

Steve took his hand away from my pussy completely. I thought about begging for him to put it back, but I knew it wouldn’t matter. I could see in his eyes he was in the mood for something else now.

He flashed me a wicked smile as he moved both hands to my tits. He pinched both nipples as hard as he could, making me squeal. Then he started choking me.


Chapter Three

I gagged as Steve held me by my throat, my body doing its best to flail. My pussy was wetter than ever, and I could feel a puddle of my own juices forming below my ass. I looked up at him and smiled as best I could.

My husband made so much noise Steve looked from me to him to make sure he hadn’t somehow managed to free himself.

“Calm down,” Steve said. “She’ll let me know if it’s too much.” Looking back down to me and releasing his grip just a bit, he asked, “Isn’t that right, babygirl?”

Streams of tears running down my face into my hair, I still smiled. “It’s not going to be too much, Daddy.”

“We’ll see,” he said, pulling his hand away.

“Why’d you stop?” I whined.

More than likely, he just decided he was bored with the choking, but he didn’t answer. Instead, he went to his duffel bag and pulled out a large, black marker. He got up on the bed, between my legs. His cock came to rest on my pubic bone, and without even thinking, I rose up to push against him, hoping against hope he’d slip inside.

He started writing on me with the marker. By the time I was able to look at myself in the mirror later, a lot of what he had written had been smeared away. But Ralph saw it all and remembers it all very clearly.

And I’ve seen the pictures, of course.

On my forehead, Steve wrote “Empty.” To this day, I flush bright red when I think about that.

Around the top of my right tit, he wrote “Useless” and around the top of my left, “Whore.”

And on my stomach, he wrote “$2” and an arrow pointing from there down toward my cunt. Then, he made a slash through “$2” and wrote “Sale - $1” next to it.

When he was satisfied with his work, Steve grabbed his phone from his bag and took pictures. Dozens of them, from all angles.

“You’re gonna be a hit on Reddit, babygirl,” he said as he snapped away. When Ralph protested uselessly through his ball gag, Steve turned to him and said, “Don’t worry. I’ll blur out her face. Except for the ones I send you.”

God, he knew just what to say to get me even wetter.

When he was done taking pictures, Steve went back to his bag. He pulled out a Hitachi Magic Wand. He plugged it into the outlet next to the bed and turned it on. He shoved it against my clit.

I’d been so worked up for most of the evening I knew it wouldn’t take long. Delicious warmth filled me, starting at the point of contact and radiating out in every direction. I closed my eyes, gripped the bedsheets, and surrendered to my Daddy’s generous gift.

“You like that, babygirl?” Steve asked.

“You know I do, Daddy,” I managed to get out through trembling lips.

“You better,” he said.

I came fast, and I came hard.

“That’s my good girl,” Steve said as I shook from the explosion happening between my legs.

Before I’d even come down from the first climax, I came again. And then again, even though it was becoming uncomfortable. I tried scooting away from it, but it was useless. He kept it held against my pussy, and I felt another climax building.

“It hurts,” I said. “I need a minute, please.”

He smiled and pressed the wand even harder against my pussy. “That’s not the safe word.”

“Oh my god,” I said. “I can’t…”

“Yes, you can,” he said.

And I did, coming again. He still didn’t let up.

“Stop,” I said, but if I really wanted him to, that wasn’t the word to use, either. “Just for a minute.”

“No,” he said.

I think I started crying; I don’t actually remember. There were tears on my face when he finally stopped, so I must have.

“Leave her alone!” Ralph shouted, startling Steve and me. He had worked the ball gag out of his mouth. “Motherfucker!”

Looking Ralph right in the eye, Steve turned the wand up to its highest setting. “I’m waiting on the lady to tell me to stop as if she means it. I haven’t heard that yet.”

I screamed through yet another orgasm, and Ralph screamed, too.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I opened my mouth to speak my word, but Steve pulled the wand away from me and turned it off. I marveled, once more, at his ability to know where my limits are and take me to them every time.

Putting the wand down, Steve walked over to Ralph and lifted his cock cage with one finger.

“Well, look at that. Now it’s uncomfortable in there. Just straining against it with all its might. Which, admittedly, isn’t much, am I right?”

“Shut up,” Ralph said.

“You want this as much as she does,” Steve said. “You’re a cuckold, she’s a submissive, and I’m here to provide relief for all. It’s really a win-win.”

“You can taunt him from here, you know,” I said. “Please, Daddy.”

Steve put a hand on Ralph’s shoulder. “Your wife is going to get the fucking of her life. I’ll leave the gag out. Feel free to give me your thoughts on what you see.”

As Steve turned to come back to me, Ralph said weakly, “Just don’t come inside her.”


Chapter Four

Steve stopped and turned back. “What did you just say?”

“Don’t come inside her,” Ralph said again, and I could tell he was trying to sound more confident. “She’s not on birth control.”

Steve laughed. “You think I don’t know that? You think I haven’t done it before? Several times?”

Ralph let out a pathetic whining sound.

“You’re not in charge here,” Steve said. “And you want to know the really twisted thing? Neither am I.”

I thought Ralph might start crying as Steve came back to me. He climbed onto the bed and stroked his cock as he rubbed it against my pussy.

“Tell your husband where you want me to come, babygirl.”

I sighed. “Wherever you want, Daddy. I’m all yours.”

It was better this time than it usually is. My Daddy’s bulbous head pushing into me, I mean. It was the first time my husband saw another man enter me, and it’s something I know neither of us will ever forget.

I smiled as Ralph’s little cock twitched, the cage around it bouncing against his inner thigh. I was fascinated by it, his inferior penis, even as the thick and veiny monster belonging to my Daddy filled me up.

I couldn’t look away from it, from my husband. Even as Steve stretched me, sliding effortlessly into my slick and welcoming cunt, my thoughts were consumed by the man I married.

Until the man fucking me grabbed my face and turned it toward him.

“Look at me when I fuck you,” he commanded. “Like a good little whore.”

I smiled up at him and started to move my hips to match his rhythm. “Yes, Daddy. Like your good little whore.”

I didn’t look away from him again until he told me I could.

I probably wasn’t going to come again, I knew that. I usually require more direct clitoral stimulation than what Steve provided as he slammed into me. And I’d already had more orgasms than I’d wanted. But what was happening now wasn’t about me. It was all about him, for him, for his needs and pleasure.

I tried to help, I really did, pressing my midsection into his as he rammed me. But, restrained as I was, he didn’t notice what I did. It was pointless. I was pointless. I was just a warm place for his giant cock to go, a receptacle for its eventual expulsion.

A filthy slut with an empty head and a “Sale - $1” sign pointing to her sloppy, wet hole.

I was in heaven.

But I wanted more.

“Can you untie me?” I asked. “My hands, anyway? I want to hold you.”

He looked at me so intensely my heart ached. In those dark eyes, I saw so much: lust, need, obsession. They were the eyes of a man who knows what they own and what to do with what they own. There was even compassion, in a way.

But only a little. Not nearly enough to satiate me as he did in so many other ways.

Steve is not a compassionate man, in general. He can be when he tries, and he can switch it on and off, but it’s not his default.  So when I asked him to untie me so I could hold him, feel closer to him, I wasn’t expecting him to say yes.

I wasn’t expecting an answer at all, and I didn’t get one. Except for his continued pummeling of my well-used cunt, and his increased breathing which told me his relief was close at hand.

“Look at him now, babygirl,” he said. “Look your husband in the eyes when I fill you up.”

I did as he said and was surprised to see Ralph looking back at me with lust in his own eyes. I’d expected him to look upset, but he was anything but. He’d been crying, I could see that, but now his eyes were clear and hyper-focused on me. I smiled at him, and my eyes went wide as with one final push inside me, my Daddy unloaded himself.

I sighed when I felt the heat of his cum coating my insides. As usual, there was a lot of it, wave after wave of it erupting out of him before he finally extracted himself. It wasn’t lost on me that Ralph looked away from my face down to my crotch as Steve pulled out, no doubt hoping (fearing?) to see the prodigious amount of cum that had started dribbling out of me.

“Look at you,” Steve said to Ralph, who stared at my Daddy’s cock. A string of cum connected the two of us, and Ralph seemed transfixed by it. “I think hubby liked what he saw.”

I laughed. “I think so, too. And I’m glad.”

“He’s probably not going to like this next part very much,” Steve said.

He moved up the bed so his cock was dangling above my face. Even though he came only moments earlier, it was still a nice size and almost hard. He waved it close to my lips, and my mouth opened for him.

He fed it to me, and I suckled the tip, cherishing the taste of myself and the remnants of his cum. I wasn’t sure what the big deal was; surely he didn’t think Ralph would be taken aback by me sucking his cock after watching with apparent glee as he shot his load into my unprotected womb.

But the cock-sucking was a ruse.

Before I’d begun really getting into it, he pulled out of my mouth. He turned around so he was facing away from me and started lowering his ass toward my face.

This was it: the thing we haven’t done before. I wasn’t exactly opposed to trying it, but something about having my first time eating ass be in front of my husband felt wrong. There was no way I could let this happen, was there?

And yet.

I didn’t belong to my husband anymore. Not entirely, and not at that moment. I belonged to my Daddy and longed to please him above all else.

“Kate, stop,” Ralph said, barely above a whisper. “Please.”

No, no, no, no, no, I thought as Steve pulled apart his ass cheeks for me. Not here, not now, not like this.

My mind was screaming at me just to say my safe word. Steve would stop in a heartbeat, I know he would have.

But I extended my tongue, and before I knew what was happening, I was licking at Steve’s anus.

“What a fucking slut she is for me,” Steve said. “She ever do this for you, buddy?”

Ralph didn’t answer, and, God, I wanted to see his face, but I was too buried in my Daddy’s ass to do so.

It wasn’t unpleasant. I had no idea what to expect, of course, but I limited my licking to the outer edges of his asshole, and it was relatively tasteless and odorless. I could detect what must have been body wash. When Steve had excused himself after tying Ralph up earlier, he must have done the thoughtful thing and tidied himself up for me.

Very considerate, my Daddy could be.

Still, I felt like crying out of shame. I know that seems funny given everything that had already happened, but this was on another level entirely. If there had been any doubt that Steve utterly owned me, that doubt was now erased.

“I had no idea how good this would feel,” Steve said. “Your wife eating my ass, I mean. She’s a fucking pro at it, too! If she tries to tell you she’s never done this before, she’s a fucking liar.”

I hadn’t, and the thought of what Ralph was being subjected to stung. But it also turned me on, and I increased the speed and the area of my licking. I kissed and licked my Daddy’s ass like a fucking pro, just like he’d said.

I was a goddamned natural ass-licker, and I was ashamed of it and proud of it at the same time.

“Fuck if I’m not ready to go again,” Steve said. He pulled his ass away from me and got off of the bed.

I wanted to look at Ralph to see if things were okay, but I couldn’t bring myself to make eye contact. Instead, I leaned into my role as the useless, needy slut.

“You gonna fuck me again, Daddy?” I said. “Or let me suck it again?”

“I have a better idea,” he said, walking over to Ralph. He waved his cock in Ralph’s face.

This time I mustered the courage to look at my husband, and the lust he’d had in his eyes before was replaced with something else. Something I couldn’t quite make out. Fear, maybe?

It took me a minute to realize what Steve had planned, but Ralph figured it out before I did.

“Open your mouth,” Steve told my husband.

Ralph’s eyes shot to me. I shook my head.

“No,” I said. “You don’t have to, honey.”

I knew he didn’t want to; I could see it in his eyes. Even if he’d normally be okay with it -- which I don’t think would be the case -- this wasn’t the time. Tears formed at the corners of his eyes, and he shook his head.

But he opened his mouth anyway.

“Steve, stop,” I said. “This is too much.”

“He wants it,” Steve said. “Look at him.”

Ralph had his eyes closed, waiting for the inevitable. But I couldn’t let that happen.

Quietly but firmly, I said, “Ralph.”


Chapter Five

In the year I’d been calling him Daddy, Steve had done lots of depraved things to me. Sure, the ass-eating thing in front of my husband may seem extreme, but that’s nothing compared to the time he kept me chained to a post in his basement for an entire weekend. My only company was a bucket to piss in and four of Steve’s friends who came by and did whatever they wanted with me the whole time.

I’ve still never told Ralph about that little adventure.

And I’ve loved every minute of our time together. Every awful thing he’s said to me has been music to my ears. Things that to someone who doesn’t share my proclivities would seem abusive -- the slapping, the choking, the humiliation -- are things I can’t get enough of. Steve has been great at pushing me right to the limits of what I can take without ever going over.

I have no complaints and no regrets.

But.

I couldn’t let him make Ralph do something he didn’t want to do. Even if he would do it out of a misguided sense of making me happy, which perversely turns me on, I couldn’t let it happen.

So I said my safe word.

“Ralph.”

Steve sighed but backed immediately away from my husband. Ralph looked relieved.

“Your safe word?” my husband asked.

“Yeah,” Steve answered for me. “It’s your name. Weird, huh?”

“Untie me,” I said, and Steve came to do so.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I maybe got a little carried away.”

“Yeah,” I said. “You did. But it’s okay. It happens.”

I sat up and scooted to the edge of the bed. I tapped the cock cage key hanging around Steve’s neck. He nodded and lifted the chain over his head, handing it to me.

“I’ll untie him,” he said.

“No,” I told him. “I’ll take care of it. You should go.”

He frowned. He had the look of a man who was being dumped.

I stood up and threw my arms around his neck. I pulled his face toward me and looked him in the eye.

“It’s okay,” I said. “Everything’s fine. I just need some time with my husband.”

“But your aftercare,” he said.

“Ralph can take care of me,” I said.

He winced as though I’d smacked him. As vicious as he could seem in the heat of the moment, my aftercare was one of his favorite parts of our dynamic. Taking it away from him was a punishment, and one I don’t think he deserved. But I needed something else this time, something he couldn’t give me.

I took his head in my hands and pulled him to me. We kissed full on the lips as passionately as two lovers who’d been separated for entirely too long.

“We’re good,” I told him, lips still touching, “and always will be. We might rethink the 24/7 thing, but we’re good. I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay?”

He nodded and left the room.

I untied Ralph. I unlocked his cage and tossed it to the side. I took off my collar and threw it on top of the cage.

“Are you okay?” we both said at the same time and laughed.

“I’m fine,” I said stupidly as if I was the one we should be worried about.

“I’m glad,” he said, using a finger under my chin to tilt my face up toward him.

“How are you?” I asked. “For real?”

“Can I show you?” he asked.

I nodded.

And he took me.

God, did he take me.

He was out of the chair, and I was in his arms, and we were on the bed before I knew what was happening. His lips went to my breasts, his hand to my pussy. I squeezed my legs tight around his arm and let him finger fuck me to the best orgasm I’d had all evening.

He grabbed my hips and turned me over, and I let him position me how he wanted: so that I was on all fours, spread apart for him. He guided his cock, so much smaller than Steve’s but not nearly as small as you might be picturing, into my messy cunt, and he fucked me with everything he had.

Which, granted, wasn’t as much as Steve. But it was plenty.

When he said, “I love you so much,” it pushed me over the edge to yet another climax.

It wasn’t like with Steve. There was no smacking, no choking, no name-calling. Hell, there wasn’t even much biting.

But there was love. There was tenderness. And there was desire, even more than the considerable amount Steve had for me.

Ralph loved me so much he was willing to let another man tie me up and fuck me in front of him. He was so ready to do what I wanted -- or what he thought I wanted -- that he would’ve sucked another man’s cock for me.

Steve could do a lot for me that my husband couldn’t, and I’d come to terms with that fact long before the night I made Ralph see it for himself.

But Steve couldn’t do everything for me.

What he couldn’t do was promise to be there for me if I get sick or when I get old.

What he couldn’t do was be the man who let himself be tied to a chair and ridiculed while another man abused me and still want me.

What he couldn’t do was make me come by telling me he loved me.

With one final shove, my husband spilled himself into me, and we collapsed together onto the mess I’d made of our bed.

I realize that was a metaphor right there, and it was an intentional one. This whole thing is a mess, but it’s one I think we can learn to live with. We’re going to have to.

We need what we need, after all, and no one should be ashamed of that.


My Wife… HIS Sugar Baby


Chapter One

It was sex night, and I was excited.

Money had been really tight lately, ever since I lost my job, and I could only afford four doses of that little blue pill each month. You might think that someone my age--mid-20s--would be too young to need that little blue pill, but if so, I might ask you to take your ill-informed opinion elsewhere. Erectile dysfunction affects 26% of men under the age of 40, so it’s more common than you might think.

Anyway, since I need a little help in the performance department and can only afford that help a few times a month, my wife Briar and I schedule one sex night per week.

And tonight was the night.

I took my pill right around the time Briar usually gets home from her last class, knowing it would take her an hour or so to shower and get ready for our bedroom fun. The little blue pill is most effective when taken about an hour before you need it, you know.

I always swelled with pride when I thought about how hard Briar worked for us. In addition to having a part-time job that helped pay our bills along with my unemployment (which ran out about three weeks ago), she also maintained a full course load at Blackstar Institute of Fine Art, which included the summer classes she was now taking. Despite how tired all of this must have made her, she never seemed to lack enthusiasm for our weekly sex nights.

Or her solo sex nights, where she would let me watch while she spent quality time with a huge vibrating dildo an old boyfriend had gotten her years ago. She’d gotten a lot of use out of that thing in the couple of years since we got married. I kept asking her if she wanted me to get her a new one, but she would just laugh and ask, “With what money?”

I’d also ask if she wanted me to use it on her, and she’d just close her eyes and ignore me while she used it on herself.

She called the thing “Heath,” and I never mustered the courage to ask if that was the name of the boyfriend who’d gotten it for her.

Briar was about fifteen minutes late getting home compared to usual, but that was no big deal. She probably stopped to pick something up from a store along the way home, and we had plenty of time. That miraculous blue pill keeps me ready to go for several hours after taking it.

I was lying in bed, already naked and covered with a sheet, my heart racing with anticipation for the night’s events, when Briar came into the bedroom. Even though she’d worked the first half of the day and gone to school the second, her makeup and long brown hair were still on point. She had a cute, innocent-looking face that belied a devilishly dirty mind and a tight little body that I could hardly believe was mine to do with as I pleased. Once a week, anyway.

But the look on her face told me she had things other than our weekly sex night on her mind.

“So I stopped by the grocery store on the way home to pick up some wine for tonight,” she said. “And our debit card was declined.”

My heart started racing some more, but not because of sex night.

“I checked the balance, and we’re in the red by $25 or so,” she went on. “And there were some Amazon charges I didn’t know about.”

I swallowed hard. “Yeah…”

Briar sighed. “What’d you buy, Ian?” she asked. “Please don’t tell me more model cars.”

“I thought we had enough money,” I said.

“Well, obviously we didn’t,” Briar said. “They cut my hours at work the last couple of weeks, so I’m not getting paid as much. You know that.”

“Didn’t take it into account. Sorry.”

“Regardless, you know how tight things are now,” Briar said. “We’re barely making it paycheck-to-paycheck. I know your model kits aren’t that expensive, but right now, every penny counts.”

“I know,” I said. “Again, I’m sorry. I’ll try to cut back.”

“Cut back?” she said. “You need to stop buying those things completely, at least until we’re in a little better shape. I don’t suppose you’ve had any luck finding a job, huh?”

I shook my head. “Nope. Job market’s tough right now.”

“It’s actually not,” she said. “Everyone’s hiring. I think you’re going to have to take a retail or fast food job until you can find something else in tech.”

“You may be right,” I said, secretly offended that she’d suggest I take a demeaning job like that when I was capable of much more. I was, however, worried this talk about finances might have soured her mood for sex, so I didn’t want to argue about it. “So, are you gonna get ready, or…”

Briar opened the dresser drawer that contained her panties, and I breathed a sigh of relief. She was going to shower and get ready for sex night after all.

“At least you paid the mortgage, right?” she asked, pulling a thong from the drawer. “So we won’t be homeless in a week or two.”

She laughed at that, but I didn’t. She turned slowly around to look at me.

“You did pay the mortgage, right?” she asked again.

I resisted the urge to remind her that when we bought the house, I didn’t think it was a good idea to do so given the economy, combined with our age and our always shaky financial situation. That would not have helped my dwindling hopes for a satisfying resolution to this evening at all.

Not that my guilty admission would, either.

“I… forgot,” I said.

“We have a negative checking account balance, and the mortgage hasn’t been paid?” Briar asked, dropping her thong back into her dresser drawer. “We’ve been late paying it so many times. This time we’ll be evicted.”

“When do you get paid again?” I asked, worried again that I’d wasted this week’s dose of that little blue pill.

“Friday,” she said. “A week from today. But it’s not enough to pay the mortgage. I told you, my hours have been cut. I was hoping you’d paid it with the last of your unemployment money, but I guess all of that went to model car kits.”

“What about your OnlyFans?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Briar replied. “Haven’t had any subscribers for months.”

“Maybe you should start posting more than feet pics,” I said, trying to be helpful.

“Maybe you should have tried harder to get a job,” she snapped. “I’m working and going to school already. The feet pics were just something I thought I could do to bring in some side money. I’m not comfortable showing my whole body and face on there.”

I shrugged. “Maybe you need to step out of your comfort zone,” I said. “You’re gorgeous and sexy. I bet a lot of guys would pay to see that body in action.”

It was half a joke and half a sincere compliment, but all Briar did was roll her eyes. “Next, you’re going to tell me to go find a sugar daddy. Is that what you want?”

“I could probably buy a lot of model car kits if you did,” I said.

It was a joke, but Briar didn’t laugh, and the only use I got out of my little blue pill that night was with my own hand, later, in the bathroom, while Briar slept.


Chapter Two

The next day, Briar’s mood seemed better. I tried to bring up options to pay for the mortgage, but she said we’d worry about it later. She had the day off of work and wanted to have some fun. It was summertime and the weekend, and there were usually several free events around town. We set off in our car, a ten-year-old, reasonably reliable sedan that was a far cry from the classic cars and hot rods I spent so much time building in 1:25 scale, looking for free stuff to do.

I glanced over at Briar as I drove. She’d spent over an hour getting ready before we left, and it was well worth it. Her hair and makeup were perfect, and she wore this cute red sundress with white polka dots. I felt a little guilty that I was just wearing a t-shirt and shorts and hadn’t even bothered to brush my hair. I wondered if she was sometimes ashamed to even be seen with me.

Driving through the park near our house, I spotted trucks and tents around the central plaza near the big fountain. I nodded toward it and told Briar there must be something going on at the park, which is a fairly common occurrence this time of year.

I saw exactly what it was as we got closer, and my pulse quickened. Briar sighed heavily.

“Great,” she said. “A car show.”

“We don’t have to stop,” I said, although it would’ve killed me if she took me at my word.

“No, it’s okay,” she said. “Just try not to buy anything. Vendors at these things always overcharge.”

“Can’t buy anything anyway,” I said.

“Right,” she said. “Even better. I guess.”

We parked and walked into the event. There were dozens of cars staged on the grass throughout the park, everything from a 1938 Beetle to a brand new Corvette and everything you can imagine in between. We weren’t there very long until the true star of the event--in my mind--caught my eye.

It was a car I had at least half a dozen models and miniatures of: a 1955 Chevy Bel Air, painted Gypsy Red. And yeah, I know it’s maybe the most popular car ever made, but it got that distinction for a reason, okay? I’m not ashamed to admit I like something everyone else likes, even if I can’t ever have it for real.

Briar even seemed impressed by it, or at least made a good show of it. As she walked around it, I noticed the car’s color closely matched the red of her sundress. I imagined shoving her back onto the hood, lifting up the sundress to discover she wasn’t wearing panties. For a moment, I lost myself in the fantasy of fucking her right there, on top of my favorite car, in clear view of all these people.

I forced myself to snap out of it and returned to admiring the car.

Resisting the urge to touch it was tough, but I did, even as I looked at the luscious interior. The car hadn’t been modified at all and was in perfect condition. I didn’t even need to pull out my phone and look at the folder of Bel Air pics I had there to appreciate the work that had gone into preserving this beauty. It looked like it had just rolled off the assembly line in 1955.

“You’re going to get drool all over it,” Briar said. My heart skipped a beat when I looked at her and saw that she was smiling when she said it.

“I wonder who owns this thing,” I said after making my fifth trip around it. No one was standing nearby, and it didn’t have a sign naming its owner in front of it or behind its windshield like a lot of the other cars did.

“Why?” Briar asked. “You gonna offer to buy it from them?”

“Very funny,” I snapped. “Just wanted to compliment them on their work.”

“Let’s look around some more,” Briar said. “Unless you wanna stay here and fuck this thing or whatever.”

“Fine,” I said, taking a last look at the Bel Air as we walked away.

We walked up and down a couple more rows of cars, and Briar was patient enough to let me stop and look at some without sighing or otherwise complaining too much. I talked to some of the owners and felt like I bonded with them somewhat. Sure, my hobby featured fake cars much smaller than the ones they had but was otherwise pretty similar. Right?

“What is that thing?” Briar asked, pointing to a strange custom Porsche.

We walked closer to the weird, orange vehicle, and I told her it looked like what would happen if a 1970 Porsche 914 and a pickup truck loved each other very much. The sign displayed in its windshield confirmed my hypothesis. It was a one-off custom Porsche 914-6 GT.

Its owner--Paul Morris, according to the sign--walked around from the back of the vehicle as we looked at the front. A fat, balding man wearing a NASCAR t-shirt, he whistled when he saw Briar.

“I’m gonna have to ask you to stand to the side, pretty lady,” he told her. “No one’s going to see my hard work with you standing there.”

Briar blushed. “Why, thank you, sir,” she said.

“I’m serious,” Paul said. “You’re much better to look at than my truck.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” she said, reaching out to touch his wrist.

I looked at her like she was crazy. Why was she humoring this guy’s flirtation?

“I like the sound of that,” Paul said.

After a few more minutes of the old guy flirting with Briar--and her flirting back for some reason--and him telling us how much money he’d spent to customize the Porsche, we moved on.

“All of these people must be pretty well-off, don’t you think?” Briar asked. “Compared to us, anyway.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Most of these guys have multiple cars, too.”

“Can’t be cheap to buy them in the first place,” Briar said. “Much less repair them if needed, restore them, paint them…”

“A lot of them have more money than we’ll ever see,” I said.

“It’d probably be insanely easy to find a sugar daddy at one of these events,” Briar said. “Don’t you think?”

I glanced at her face, expecting to see a smile indicating she was joking. Instead, she seemed to be looking from car to car--owner to owner--as if contemplating the idea.

“I suppose,” I said. “But c’mon. You’d never seriously consider--”

“Consider what?” she asked. “You’re the one who thinks I should be using my body to make money, right?”

I laughed nervously. “Yeah, on OnlyFans. That’s not exactly the same thing.”

She shrugged. “You’re right. Being someone’s sugar baby would bring in a lot more money. I’m glad you see my point.”

“Your point?” I asked. “I’m not sure I like where this is going.”

“We need more money than I’ve been able to bring in through my job,” Briar said slowly, as if explaining something complex to a child. “And way more money than you’ve been willing to try to make by getting a job in the first place.”

“That’s not fair,” I said, my voice cracking.

“If I found a sugar daddy, all our money problems would go away,” she said. “And all it would take is… servicing… some old dude every now and then.”

Before I could lodge a protest at her out-of-control train of thought, she gasped.

“Or some not-so-old dude…” Briar said, changing the direction she’d been walking to head toward a white Mustang.

I caught up to her quickly. “Really?” I said.

“I’ve always had a thing for Mustangs,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “But that’s a 20th Anniversary GT350.”

“So?”

“That’s like, the worst Mustang ever produced,” I explained as if it wasn’t evident by just looking at it.

“Still a Mustang,” Briar countered. “And a convertible! And get a load of its owner…”

I looked at the man Briar was looking at. Younger than most car owners here, the guy couldn’t have been older than mid-30s. Ruggedly handsome with a scruffy beard, he wore a muscle shirt that showed off his tanned, toned biceps.

“Nice stallion,” Briar said, walking up to the Mustang’s owner.

“Thanks,” he said, putting his hand on his car’s roof. “It’s not much, but I’m proud of it.”

“I wasn’t talking about the car,” Briar said, winking.

“For fuck’s sake, Briar,” I said quietly, grabbing her wrist. “This is embarrassing.”

Briar pulled her arm away. “If I’m embarrassing you, maybe you should go home.”

“Good idea,” I said. “Let’s go.”

“I didn’t say I wanted to leave,” she said.

I grabbed her wrist again. “Too bad. We’re going.”

“Hands off, dude,” Mr. Biceps said, taking a step toward us.

“Back off,” I snapped. “I’m her husband.”

“I don’t care who you are,” said the owner of the worst Mustang ever produced. “Doesn’t give you the right to drag a woman around.”

Briar pulled her wrist away again. “He’s right, Ian.” She turned to the other guy, saying, “Thank you so much. But as you can see, I can take care of myself.”

The other guy looked her up and down. “I can see that.”

“I’m going to hang out here and talk to my new friend,” Briar told me. “Why don’t you go home and play with your model cars? I’ll find my own way home in a bit.”

I was furious, but Mustang guy crossed his arms and shot me a hateful look. There was no way a confrontation would end well, and I didn’t really think Briar would cross any lines.

Looking back, yeah, that was dumb of me.

I walked toward our car, glancing toward the Bel Air one last time before leaving.


Chapter Three

I didn’t see Briar again for over three hours. After the first hour, I tried calling and texting her to see when she’d be home but got no response. It wasn’t until I got into the car to return to the park that I realized she’d left her phone in the car. I panicked as I went back to the car show, worried that if she got herself into any kind of trouble, she’d have no way to call for help.

When I got to the park, the car show was winding down. Most of the attendees had already left. The guy with the awful Mustang was gone, and I couldn’t find Briar anywhere. Had she actually left with that asshole? My stomach churned at the thought.

The Bel Air was also gone, so my return trip to the car show was filled with disappointment. I went home and paced the floor for the next two hours.

I had to go to the bathroom and was just coming back into the living room when Briar got home. I can’t describe the look on her face in any way other than “guilty.” My heart sank.

“What happened?” I asked, not sure I wanted to know.

Her face went red. I usually love it when she blushes, so much so that I sometimes go out of my way to tease her until she does. Now, though, it only intensified my fears.

“Nothing much,” she said, avoiding eye contact while walking over to sit on the couch.

My heart pounded, and I felt dizzy. “Are you okay?”

She smiled. “I’m fine.”

“You didn’t fuck him, did you?” I asked. It felt like a crazy thing to ask, but I had to. “The Mustang dude.”

Briar laughed. “Oh, no. Turns out Mustang dude--Elliot--is gay. Nothing to worry about there.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, but something still wasn’t right.

“What’s going on, then?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Briar said. “Good news is, I can pay the mortgage now.”

I sat down--no, collapsed--next to her on the couch as the weight of what she said seemed to crash down on top of me. Relief over not being evicted, which would have been at least mostly my fault, did battle with worry over what she must have done to get that much money so quickly. I felt like crying but couldn’t, and for some reason, my cock was stiffer than it usually is after an hour on the little blue pill.

“I’d tell you about it, but I don’t think you really want to know,” Briar said, turning toward me and putting a hand on my thigh. When she did this, her finger accidentally brushed my erect penis, straining toward her through my pants. “Or… maybe you do?”

I looked down at my lap.

“I’m… I’m not sure,” I said.

“It was just… this,” she said, unzipping my pants. She started stroking me. “And only this.”

Looking back, I don’t even know what all was going through my mind. As Briar worked, I was overcome with an odd mix of arousal, sadness, pleasure, and pain. She alternated between rapidly stroking me and slowly teasing me with her expert fingers. I went from thinking that earning the mortgage payment for a simple handjob wasn’t so bad to wondering what else she might have promised to do in the future for even more money.

I also went from caring a whole lot to not caring much at all. Either way, I didn’t want her to stop doing what she was doing, so I kept my damn mouth shut about it until it was over.

It didn’t take long. As Briar brought me closer and closer to my climax, I lifted my hips off the couch and closed my eyes. I imagined her jacking off the Mustang guy even though he was gay, and then moving from car to car, pleasuring each owner in turn, searching for a sugar daddy, before finally getting to Paul Morris. Paul leaned back against his odd car-truck as she worked his cock with both hands and told her he’d take care of whatever she needed.

Fantasy-Briar smiled when she looked up at Paul and said, “Thank you, Daddy.”

I came all over myself and Briar’s hands at the same time that the Paul in my imagination painted my wife’s face with his cum.

We sat there in silence for a few minutes, my spunk cooling on my pubic hair, my jeans, and her fingers. We both started to say something simultaneously, but Briar stopped and nodded for me to continue.

“And that was it?” I asked.

Briar looked away and said, “More or less.”

Her words may as well have been knives stabbing me in the stomach. It was a sensation I would grow accustomed to in the near future.

I couldn’t bring myself to ask who it had been. I knew Elliot of the Mustang was eliminated, despite what she’d done for him in my daydream. I wondered if it might have been Paul Morris, who hadn’t exactly hidden his desire for my wife from either of us. The idea disgusted me, despite what happened when I imagined it while Briar was getting me off. The man was a pig, and the thought of Briar lowering herself to perform sex acts for him turned my stomach.

The truth, as it turned out, was so much worse.


Chapter Four

The next several days were weird. For the most part, we went about our lives as normal. Briar went to work and school, and I half-heartedly searched the local newspaper and online for a job. We watched a little TV, went for a walk in the park (where there were no cars or their lecherous owners anymore), and even had an early sex night.

But in addition to these normal and happy activities, Briar also got a couple of phone calls that made her leave the room. I only tried to listen in on one, but it was more than enough. The giggling I overheard would have told me everything I needed to know about who was on the other end of the line (her sugar daddy, even though I still didn’t know his name), but that wasn’t the worst part.

Her calling him “Daddy” was.

The name Fantasy-Briar had used for Fantasy-Paul.

I suppose I knew it didn’t have to mean anything in terms of my prophetic powers, but I became convinced that it was Paul Morris she’d given the handjob to in exchange for our mortgage payment. I became confident that it was Paul Morris who made her giggle on the phone. And I was convinced it was Paul Morris who had ordered the packages from Amazon that showed up on our doorstep addressed to Briar.

I should’ve opened the packages, but I didn’t. I brought each one inside as it arrived and set it on the kitchen table for Briar to open when she got home each day. When I asked her what was in them, she said, “Some things from you-know-who.”

“Your sugar daddy?” I asked, and she just giggled some more.

That Friday, she surprised me when she got home from class by insisting on another sex night for the week. I hadn’t taken my little blue pill, but she said she’d make sure I didn’t need it.

And she did.

---

The next day, Briar told me she was going out that evening. She started getting ready in the afternoon, showering and doing her hair and makeup, and trying on a couple of different outfits I’d never seen before. I assumed the new clothes were from Sugar Daddy’s Amazon deliveries.

She settled on a new sundress. It made sense since sundresses were a favorite of hers, and she’d been wearing one when she first met the dude. This one was light blue with little white flowers all over. She looked very pretty, and sweet, and innocent.

“So, what’s on the agenda for the evening?” I asked, trying to appear nonchalant even though the mere act of asking came with great struggle.

Briar stopped applying her mascara long enough to shoot me a side-eyed glare. “Do you really want to know?”

“Are you going to fuck him?” I asked. Despite my best efforts, it came out as a whine.

Briar sighed. “It doesn’t have to mean anything,” she said. “If you don’t let it.”

“If I don’t let it?”

“If the thought of what I’m doing to stabilize our finances disturbs you, just don’t think about it,” she said. “Simple as that.”

I laughed a humorless laugh. “Just don’t… just don’t think about it?”

She nodded. “You got it. It’s not any different from me choosing to not think about you spending the last of our money on model car kits instead of this month’s mortgage.”

There it was again. That knife-to-the-gut feeling.

“Don’t act like this doesn’t benefit you,” Briar said. “Besides the fact that we’re not homeless right now, you’ve come three times within the last week, twice without needing your little blue pill. When’s the last time that happened?”

I couldn’t argue with her there, and my cock twitched as I thought about it. I didn’t know if our improved sex life was due to Briar feeling more sexual and empowered as a result of becoming a sugar baby or to the conflicted arousal I felt by constantly thinking about it--or both--and I certainly didn’t know if it would continue. Regardless of what exactly was going on, there was one truth I knew, and I told her.

“I’m just scared,” I said. “Scared of being replaced.”

Briar gently patted my cheek. “Oh, Ian. Sebastian won’t replace you. He can’t. You’re my husband, and nothing will change that.”

“Sebastian?”

She blinked, perhaps realizing the impact of telling me the name of her sugar daddy for the first time. A crazy idea ran through my mind at the sound of that name, as it’s not extremely common, and I had known a Sebastian once upon a time. I brushed that thought aside, thinking there was no way the universe could be that cruel.

“If it helps, I don’t intend on actually fucking him tonight,” Briar said. “And maybe not ever. We’ll see.”

“So, what? Another handjob?”

She shrugged. “I said we’ll see.”

A horn honked from outside. It was a sound I recognized, but, just like when I heard that her sugar daddy’s name was Sebastian, I told myself it couldn’t be what I thought it was.

But damn if it didn’t sound just like the horn of a 1955 Chevy Bel Air.

---

Briar tried to get me to stay in the bedroom until she left. She didn’t think it was a good idea for me to actually see her leaving with her sugar daddy just yet, and in hindsight, she was probably right. And I did try to do as she asked.

But I couldn’t help myself. I was in the living room just as she closed the front door behind her, and I was out the front door before she’d made it all the way to her sugar daddy’s car.

Before she’d made it all the way to the Gypsy Red 1955 Chevy Bel Air we’d seen a week ago at the car show.

I picked up my pace so I was right behind her as she opened the passenger-side door of the Bel Air. And as she sat down on the passenger side of the car’s bench seat, I locked eyes with Sebastian.

Her sugar daddy, and my former boss.


Chapter Five

“Sebastian?” I said.

“Oh, God,” Briar said. “You two know each other?”

“I have no idea who he is,” Sebastian said.

I’d only met Sebastian a couple of times, but it’s not like I’d ever forget him. He was just how I remembered him: an okay-(average)looking guy with good skin, perfect teeth, and a full head of velvety, albeit white, hair despite being in his 60s. I suppose you (or Briar) might call him attractive, but he was really nothing special. He was what I imagined I might look like 40 years from now if I started taking better care of myself and ended up having the money to do so.

I pointed an accusatory finger at her sugar daddy. “He’s the reason I don’t have a job!”

Briar looked at Sebastian and then at me. “Your company’s new owner shut it down because it wasn’t profitable…”

“He’s the new owner!” I snapped. “And it was profitable. Just not profitable enough, right, Sebastian?”

“I assume you’re referring to OhioTech,” Sebastian said. “I’m sorry about your job, but it was just a business decision.”

“A business decision that cost me my livelihood,” I said. “And is making my wife do who knows what with you. Pretty convenient, wouldn’t you say?”

“Ian, he didn’t know,” Briar said.

“But you knew!” I said. “I’ve mentioned his name dozens of times!”

Briar shrugged. “You lost your job a year ago. I seriously didn’t remember the new owner’s name. And even if I did, why would I assume it was him?”

“I can’t believe this,” I said, on the verge of tears. “At least this can’t go any further, right?”

“What do you mean?” Briar asked.

I blinked. “You can’t be serious. You’re not going to continue this, knowing what he took from us?”

“We still need the money,” Briar said. “What does it matter who he is?”

“We need the money because he took my job!” I yelled.

“We need the money because you haven’t found another job,” Briar pointed out.

Sebastian laughed at that, and I felt my face flush red.

“You should let him drive the car,” Briar suggested. “He loves this thing.”

Sebastian looked at me. “Is that true, Ian?”

I shouldn’t have humored him. I should have insisted my wife get out of his car and come back into our house with me. Part of me was scared she wouldn’t do it, no matter how insistent I was. No matter how much I begged.

And part of me wanted to drive the damn car.

Sebastian got out of the driver’s seat and slid into the backseat. “Go ahead, Ian, take ‘er for a spin.”

Still seeing red, I walked around and took a long, hard look at the steering wheel before getting behind it. As soon as I sat down, Briar got out of her seat and moved to the backseat next to Sebastian.

“What are you doing?” I asked, turning to look at her.

“Just drive the car, Ian,” she said. “You might not get another chance.”

“Fine,” I said and started driving.

I drove for a couple of blocks while my wife and her sugar daddy had a whispered conversation behind me. I couldn’t make out what they were saying, but Briar seemed to find Sebastian pretty entertaining if her giggling was any indication. After a bit, they stopped talking, and I could hear the telltale smacking sounds of lips kissing.

I glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Sebastian pull away from Briar before saying, “Hey! Eyes on the road! I don’t need you wrecking this thing!”

“Yes, sir,” I said, feeling a wave of nausea hit me as Briar laughed at what I’d said.

Sebastian whispered something else I couldn’t hear, to which Briar replied loudly, mockingly, “Yes, sir!”

“I’m glad you agree,” Sebastian said. To me, he said, “Ian, do you know how to get to Ferrell Court?”

“Yeah,” I said. “Why?”

“Good. Take us there. 4220 Ferrell Court.”

I almost said “Yes, sir” again, God help me. I didn’t, but I drove us to that address nonetheless.

4220 Ferrell Court was a huge, stone monstrosity of a house with a wrought-iron fence around it. A bronze plate affixed to the fence next to its gate had Sebastian’s last name on it.

“Tell you what,” Sebastian said. “I’m going to let you continue your joyride while I give Briar the grand tour of my home. You be careful with my girl, and I’ll be careful with yours.”

Briar slapped Sebastian’s shoulder and giggled. She sure was doing a lot of giggling these days.

The two of them got out of the car on the passenger side. Briar walked around to the driver’s side and leaned into the window.

“Have fun,” she said, kissing me on the cheek.

“Please don’t fuck him,” I pleaded. “Anything but that.”

Briar looked past me to where Sebastian stood next to the passenger-side door. The window framed his crotch almost perfectly.

“Anything?” she asked, raising her eyebrow and licking her lips.

I groaned.

“I won’t fuck him,” she said. “Tonight, anyway. Probably.”

My heart sank as she walked back around, took Sebastian’s hand, and went through the gate with him.

---

I don’t know how long I drove around, but I didn’t do a very good job of “just not thinking about it,” as Briar had suggested. It was all I could think about.

I imagined my wife on her knees in Sebastian’s bedroom, sucking on his cock, which probably didn’t need help from a little blue pill to be long and hard for her. I imagined Sebastian helping Briar to her feet and then kneeling himself, reaching up under her sundress and pulling down her panties. I imagined him turning her around to face his bed, shoving her face-first into it, and then entering her from behind.

My chest felt hollow, as if someone had taken a spoon, or an ice cream scoop, and dug out everything that should have been there. My cock stiffened, and I felt shame and lust and a giddy excitement and loss, all at the same time.

It wasn’t all bad, no, but I think if I could choose not to feel any of it—to just not think about it—I would.

All I could see was the two of them fucking, which meant I didn’t even see the four parked cars I sideswiped. I snapped back to reality and slammed the brakes, which was almost enough to stop me from hitting a telephone pole.

Almost.


Chapter Six

“He is really angry,” Briar whispered to me as we watched Sebastian pace around the remnants of his Bel Air. “On the way here, he said he wished he’d never met me.”

“Kinda wishing that, too,” I said.

“All he got out of this was a handjob,” Briar said, shaking her head as if pitying Sebastian. “I mean, I was just getting ready to blow him when you called about this, but--”

There it was again, that hollow feeling in my chest, accompanied by the stiffening of my cock.

“Don’t tell me you feel sorry for him,” I said. “He’s the one taking advantage of a situation he put me in. Fuck him.”

“Hmmm,” Briar muttered.

“Not like that,” I said.

Sebastian watched as his beloved car was towed away and then walked over to us. Refusing to make eye contact with me, he looked at Briar.

“I should make you two get an Uber home,” he said.

Briar nodded. It almost looked like she was ready to cry.

Sebastian sighed. “Get in the car,” he said.

Sebastian got into the car he’d used to drive here--a perfectly sensible, boring sedan--and I got into the backseat. When Briar tried to open the front passenger side door, she found it was locked, and Sebastian didn’t unlock it for her. After a moment, she got into the backseat with me.

We were all silent on the way to our house.

At the house, Briar and I got out of the car, and I started walking away. I stopped when I noticed Briar wasn’t following. I turned to see her stepping around to the driver’s side of Sebastian’s car.

She tapped on the window.

He hesitated for a moment before lowering it so she could talk to him.

She leaned toward him. I couldn’t hear what was said.

Briar stood up and addressed me over the roof of the car. “Go inside, Ian. I’ll be in in a minute.”

I nodded and went inside.

I sat on the couch and waited patiently for Briar to come in and hoped she wasn’t too upset with me. Despite the roller coaster of an evening I’d had, I was hornier than I could ever remember being. I still felt that hollowness in my chest--and now I couldn’t get Briar talking about starting to blow Sebastian out of my head--but if anything, that only increased the intensity of my lust.

And also, I felt a sort of triumphant feeling. Of course, I didn’t mean to wreck Sebastian’s car, but doing so cockblocked the bastard so I couldn’t feel too horrible about it. And if Briar was open to yet another sex night with me this week, it would mean I got to enjoy her on a night he was supposed to.

I don’t feel great about thinking about my wife as some sort of trophy to be won, but there it is. And even if I didn’t “win” her tonight, even if she wasn’t up for sex with me, at least Sebastian wouldn’t have the trophy either.

The door opened, and I held my breath as Briar walked in…

… followed by Sebastian.

“What’s going on?” I demanded. As if I didn’t know.

“We’re going to pay Sebastian for the damages you’ve caused to his car,” Briar said. She sounded so businesslike I thought she was talking about money.

I swallowed hard and looked at Sebastian. “You know we can’t afford that. And don’t you have insurance?”

“It’s not about money,” Briar said, raising both eyebrows.

I suddenly understood. “He’s making you--”

“I’m not making her do anything,” Sebastian said.

“He’s right,” Briar said. “He was perfectly content with driving away and forgetting about me. This was my idea, and it’s the least we can do.”

“‘We?’” I asked.

Briar walked to me, putting her hands on my knees and leaning in. My still-hard cock pushed helplessly against the inside of my pants, yearning for her.

“I want you to watch,” she said softly. “You wanted me to use my body to get us out of dire financial straits, so I want you to see what that’s like in its purest form. I want you to see another man inside me and know you put him there.”

“I didn’t, though,” I whispered.

“Didn’t you?” she asked.

I looked away from her, glanced at Sebastian, and felt like throwing up.

“It’s your choice, though,” she said. “I’m not going to force you to watch. You can stay out here, or leave the house.”

“You’re going to do it here?” I asked, having trouble breathing.

Briar nodded. “What’s it going to be? Are you going to be there with me, or will you forever wonder? Forever imagine it? Forever see it only with your mind’s eye and not your real ones?”

It was like she knew I’d been obsessively thinking about it this whole time.

I made the choice I’m not sure most men would make, but it was the only one for me.

---

I got a chair from our kitchen table and brought it into the bedroom so I’d have a place to sit. Sebastian and Briar didn’t waste any time, kissing and fondling each other through their clothes as I sat down.

They fell to the bed sideways. As I was sitting to the side, I was treated to a view of my wife’s bare legs and Sebastian’s hand snaking up one of them. When he got to the hem of her sundress, he lifted it up, and I was surprised to see she wasn’t wearing any panties. Had she gone bare like that to his house in the first place or found time to lose her panties after they got here? I never knew.

Briar spread her legs, allowing him easy access to her glistening pussy. I could see--and smell--how aroused she was already. I watched as the other man’s fingers breached her cunt, first gently rubbing the outside lips before roughly going inside.

One finger, first.

Then another.

Then a third.

Sebastian wasn’t gentle as he finger-fucked my wife, and she wasn’t shy about how it made her feel, moaning and gasping and squealing.

After a couple minutes of this, Briar reached for Sebastian’s belt. He kept doing what he was doing while she undid his belt and unzipped his pants. When she freed his cock and started stroking it, I gasped.

It was stiff and leaking precum, ready for my wife’s attention, but…

It wasn’t huge.

It wasn’t like a porn star’s.

It wasn’t even bigger than mine.

I think it may have been better if it had been. If Sebastian had been hung like a horse, like in porn or erotica, it might have made seeing my wife be so excited about him a little bit easier to take. If she could get something from him I couldn’t give her, even if it was as simple as a giant cock she couldn’t wrap her little hand around, I could almost be okay with this.

But then, I guess he could give her something I couldn’t. Money. Financial freedom. Less worry about being evicted and the future in general. I simply wasn’t enough to satisfy her needs and never would be.

I wondered if Sebastian, so much older than me, ever needed help getting an erection like I did. I somehow knew he didn’t.

The hollowness in my chest grew and grew and grew.

And so did my cock.

By the time they were naked, I had my dick in my hand. By the time he was mauling her little breasts and pinching her nipples, I was moving my hand. By the time she was sucking his perfectly average cock, I was stroking my own. And by the time he was perched between her legs, aiming his perfectly average cock toward her soaked and waiting slit, I was on the edge of orgasm. I briefly registered that the hollowness in my chest seemed to be gone, and I smiled.

I came when he entered her, and the hollowness came back in waves.

Holding my deflating cock, I choked back a sob as my wife screamed, “Yes!” when he thrust all the way inside her.

I don’t know how much time passed as I sat there, watching Sebastian’s ass as he pounded my wife. Briar screamed “Yes!” a few more times, moaned more than I’ve ever heard her in all our time together, and wrapped her legs around Sebastian’s waist.

“Don’t stop, I’m so close,” she said. “Don’t stop don’t stop don’t stop…”

I’ve never given her an orgasm purely from vaginal intercourse, so it seemed like this was another need Sebastian could satisfy that I couldn’t. I was vaguely aware of a tear going down my cheek even as I felt my cock stirring again.

Looking down at myself in disbelief, I started stroking again as Sebastian sent my wife over the edge. Her legs fell from Sebastian’s waist, twitching as he continued thrusting away.

“I’m close, too,” Sebastian said calmly. “Should I--”

Briar wrapped her legs around him again so he couldn’t pull out. Unbelievably, I was close to another orgasm myself, but this time I was still aware of the hollowness. I wondered if I’d ever not feel it again.

With a savage grunt, Sebastian shoved into my wife one final time and remained still for a moment.

Briar giggled her trademark giggle as the other man filled her up.

Sebastian pulled out of Briar and collapsed next to her. I stared at her swollen red lower lips, my heart pounding as I stroked faster and faster. Sebastian’s cum began seeping out of her, sliding slowly down her lips and her perineum before pooling on the bed sheets.

Our bedsheets.

And I came again, watching the evidence that my wife had pleasured another man--a better man--stain my sheets.


Epilogue

We don’t have to worry about the mortgage anymore, or most other things.

I also don’t need that little blue pill anymore. I flushed what I had down the toilet shortly after watching Sebastian fuck my wife for the first time.

I’ve learned to live with the hollowness in my chest. I can’t say I like it exactly. Some days I hate it and question my sanity. Most days, I recognize it--accept it--as the price I have to pay for Briar being happy.

For being able to pursue her education without having to work. For not having to worry about me screwing up and getting us evicted. For not having to constantly ask me how my job search is going.

I brush my teeth and take one last look at myself in the mirror. I’m no Sebastian, but I think I look okay. I text Briar that I’m leaving the house.

See ya soon, she texts back, adding a kissy-face emoji at the end.

I walk out of the house and get into the recently repaired 1955 Chevy Bel Air that started this whole sometimes maddening, sometimes enjoyable adventure. Sebastian hasn’t given me the car, but he lets me drive it as much as I want. I try not to think about obvious parallels or meanings or whatever with that, but it’s hard.

I pull away from the curb and start heading toward 4220 Ferrell Court, where Briar has been staying almost full-time for weeks now. I haven’t seen her for a few days, and I’m looking forward to doing so.

I’m picking her up for sex night. I’m pretty excited about it. She said this time, I might get to fuck her when Sebastian’s finished.


Careful What You Wish For


Chapter One

Noah looked at the screen, his eyes locked on the moment when a hapless husband named Tim had his hand on another man’s cock that was twice the size of the one Tim sported. The tip of the other man’s cock was inches away from the swollen, dripping pussy lips of Tim’s wife and would soon be inside her, thanks to Tim’s help.

The people on the screen weren’t porn stars and were not, in fact, anything more than black letters on the white digital pages of a Google Doc. They were characters in Noah’s latest story.

Noah knew he’d probably never get rich off of writing hotwife erotica. Hell, he’d probably never make enough to be able to quit his day job as a warehouse manager. Still, he’d made more money off writing short stories of incredibly filthy and improbable sexual shenanigans than he had writing anything before. Earning a few hundred dollars a month for coming up with different ways to get women fucked by men other than their husbands wasn’t something he’d ever thought possible, but here he was, tapping away at his keyboard in his home office.

A tapping at the doorway made him stop tapping at his keyboard.

“Can I come in?” his wife, Everly, asked.

“Of course,” he said, turning his chair to look at her.

She was dressed in her standard post-bath attire, or at least what had become normal since both kids had done what kids are supposed to do: grow up and move out. Wearing nothing but a pair of black cotton panties, her large breasts were frequently on full display, sporting what Noah described as “crinkly” areolas surrounding her always hard and lickable nipples. Noah stared at those round and tantalizing orbs for a moment before letting his eyes linger down to her stomach, an area Everly called her “pooch” that had always been a cause for concern for her but which he’d never had an issue with. Lately, she’d taken to working out, focusing on her abs, and what had been a non-issue to him in the first place was only getting better and better.

Noah’s eyes continued their downward trajectory, landing upon strands of dark pubic hair, so different in color from her dyed, flame-red hair, poking out from either side of her panties. Noah smiled when he thought about their conversations over whether or not she should shave down there, and he realized he’d never written a shaved woman into one of his books.

He knew what he liked, after all.

Everly held a stack of papers in her hand, the story Noah had finished before beginning work on the one currently on his screen. The papers were visibly wet.

Everly saw him looking at the papers and smiled. “I finished reading it in the tub. I might have dropped it in the bathwater.”

“Because you fell asleep since it was so boring?” Noah asked.

Everly blushed. “Not exactly. I… got carried away toward the end, and it slipped out of my hand when I…”

“When you what, honey?” he asked, wanting her to say it.

“When I came,” she said. “You know what usually happens when you send me off to read one of your stories. And you like it.”

“That I do,” he said as she bent down to kiss him. “It means I’m doing a good job, which might lead to more sales.”

“Is that the only reason you like it?” she asked with a smirk.

When she said this, she reached down to touch Noah’s cock, which was somewhere in size between the two male characters on his computer screen and quite stiff.

“Mmmm,” she whispered, looking at the document on the screen. “Are you excited because of what I told you I just did or what you’ve been writing?”

He didn’t answer, simply closing his eyes and moaning.

“Or could it be… both?” she asked, grabbing hold of his rod through his sweatpants.

Everly dropped to her knees next to Noah’s chair and tugged at the waistband of his sweatpants.

“What are you doing?” he asked her.

“Be quiet and keep writing,” she said as she freed his cock and began stroking it.

He did his best, but it was challenging to concentrate given what she was doing.

“That’s it,” she said, reading the story on the screen while picking up the pace with her stroking. “Make that worthless hubby stick a better man’s cock into his wife’s juicy little cunt.”

“God,” Noah muttered. He was already close to having a very messy keyboard.

“What a slut the wife is,” Everly said. “Fucking who knows how many guys because her husband just isn’t adequate. But you like women like that, don’t you?”

He had no other choice but to answer in the affirmative. It was obvious it was what she wanted to hear, and with what she was doing, he’d have said anything she wanted him to say.

“What would you think if I were a woman like that?” Everly asked, pausing her stroking and moving one finger in a circular motion on the sensitive underside of his cockhead. “If I fucked another man with a really big cock would you want to see it?”

“Maybe,” Noah whispered helplessly, twitching in his seat.

“Would you want me to wrap my fingers around your little cock while he fucked me from behind?” she asked, wrapping her fingers around his cock, which he had never thought to be particularly little.

“You’d never do that,” he said, but the way she was acting, he actually wasn’t so sure.

“This is less about what I might do and more about your potential reaction to it,” she said, stroking him again.

Noah’s hands fell away from his keyboard as he focused on enjoying his wife’s attention.

“Imagine what it would be like,” Everly said as his pleasure built. “You, looking into my eyes as a giant cock fills me up like you never could. Me, struggling to give your inferior cock even a minimum amount of attention as our bed shakes while the other guy fucks me. You, telling him he needs to pull out since he’s not wearing a condom and the both of us laughing at your feeble request.”

“I think the wrong person is writing erotica,” Noah said, his words a struggle to get out as he felt the inevitable happening.

“I’m just recapping any number of your stories,” Everly said. “Just repeating the things that have come out of your filthy mind, through your naughty fingers, and into your books.”

“It sounds so much better when it comes out of your mouth,” he said.

“Speaking of my mouth, would you like a close-up view as our imaginary friend with the giant cock feeds it to me?” she asked, really pumping him now. “As he comes so much and so hard I can’t contain it all, and it spills out the sides of my mouth and drips down to our bed sheets?”

That was what did it: her describing another man coming in her mouth. Noah’s cock erupted, spewing hot, sticky seed all over his keyboard. He moaned while Everly laughed, both satisfied with how things turned out.

“You made quite the mess,” Everly said, wiping cum from her hands onto his sweatpants.

“You did it,” Noah said.

She stood up and kissed his forehead.

“I’m going to bed,” she said, walking toward the doorway. “Sorry about your keyboard.”

Noah wasn’t. He wasn’t sorry at all.


Chapter Two

Everly finished off the turkey sub Noah had dropped off for her lunch as she started the last page of the story that Noah had also dropped off. It was the one he’d been working on after her bath last night, the one with inadequate hubby Tim guiding a better man’s cock into his own wife’s pussy.

Noah said Everly had inspired him to finish it, and he stayed up half the night doing so.

It was good, one of his best so far, and entirely too steamy for her to be reading in the breakroom of the Terrific Tykes Child Care Center, where Everly had been a teacher for the last three years. By the time she read the story’s final line, she was soaking wet down below and contemplated going to the restroom to scratch her ever-present itch.

But that was not meant to be.

“Everly,” Leslie, her aide, said over the intercom. “I hate to bother you on lunch, but can you come here? Bradleigh is biting Bradley again.”

Everly rolled her eyes. Bradley and Bradleigh were twins who were constantly at each other’s throats. Their insufferable mother never seemed to care how much they fought and always laughed it off whenever Everly talked to her about it. Her questionable parenting choices weren’t limited to effectively giving the boy and girl identical names.

Meaning to return to the break room within a couple of minutes, Everly left her sandwich wrapper and Noah’s story on the table.

A half-hour later, once the twins were separated and wounds taken care of, Everly remembered to go clean up after herself in the break room. When she got there, she gasped when she saw Maren, the center’s director, flipping through Noah’s story.

Maren looked up from the pages and raised an eyebrow. “Is this yours?” she asked with a tone that Everly couldn’t read. Was she curious? Amused? Upset and ready to pull out disciplinary paperwork? One often couldn’t tell with her.

Everly’s throat suddenly felt parched as she replied, “Yes.”

“You wrote this?” Maren asked, the slightest hint of a grin forming on her full lips.

“Uh, no,” Everly said. “My husband did.”

“Well, well, well,” Maren said. “I was intrigued when I thought these were your words. Now that I know your husband wrote them… It seems you, my dear, are a very lucky woman.”

“What do you mean?” Everly asked.

“Any man who can write cuckold erotica with such passion and detail must surely want to experience it himself,” Maren explained. “I don’t mean to pry, but does Noah allow you to indulge yourself with other men?”

Everly’s face flushed red at the inappropriate question. I don’t mean to pry, my ass, she thought.

“Not that it’s any of your business, but we’re not like that,” Everly said.

“Like what?” Maren asked. “Are you saying something would be wrong with you if you were?”

“No, of course not,” Everly said. “But you can’t seriously think Noah would like something like that just because he writes about it. How many crime authors commit murder in their real life?”

Maren rolled her eyes and held Noah’s story in the air. “So you’re saying he doesn’t fantasize about this? That you don’t fantasize about this?”

Everly blushed again but remained silent.

“That’s what I thought,” Maren said. “Let me let you in on a little secret: I’ve been cucking my husband for four years now.”

Everly’s eyes went wide. She’d never suspected Maren’s marriage was anything other than monogamous, and she’d heard plenty about it. Maren incessantly talked about herself and her life and how happy she was with her husband, Phillip, and… was that why she was so happy with him? Since he let her sleep around?

“I don’t talk about it here, of course,” Maren said. “The staff is so family-oriented I’ve always been afraid of offending people. Disgusting them. I never would’ve figured you were into this kind of thing had I not read this.”

She held up Noah’s story again, and Everly flinched.

“I mean, I can’t say I’m into it,” Everly said. “Not really.”

“Your husband certainly is,” Maren said. “And it could be fun for you, too, if you’d let it be.”

Everly’s heart pounded, and the tingling in her pussy she’d felt when reading Noah’s story roared back.

“I have the perfect man in mind for you, too,” Maren said. “My bull is looking for a new playmate after one of his couples ended their arrangement, and I think you might be his cup of tea.” Maren eyed Everly up and down when she said this.

“Your… your bull?” Everly asked.

“Yes, my bull,” Maren said. “You know, the man the wife cucks her hubby with.”

“I know what a bull is,” Everly said. “Just not sure why you’d be okay with that.”

Maren laughed. “Oh, I’m all about sharing. Besides, I only play with Thorne once a week. What he does with his other six days is none of my business.”

That Everly had even allowed the conversation to get this far was crazy. That she was giving any consideration to what Maren was saying was even crazier. That her pussy felt like it was gushing with arousal, well, that was utter insanity.

“Would you like to see my bull?” Maren asked, smiling as she pulled her phone from her pants pocket.

Everly tried to mouth the word “yes” but could only nod.

Maren held up her phone. On the screen was a ruggedly handsome man with a scruffy beard and blue eyes, wearing a tailored suit. So different from Noah, with his soft dad bod and graying, receding hair, Thorne may as well have stepped out of Everly’s fantasies.

“He’s cute, right?” Maren said. “And wait ‘til you see his cock.”

Maren started swiping through pictures, presumably looking for a picture of said cock, but Everly stopped her.

“That won’t be necessary,” Everly said.

“So, you’re in?” Maren asked. “I can tell Thorne I’ve found him a potential new playmate?”

“No, uh, I mean…” Everly stammered.

“Tell you what,” Maren said. “Why don’t you talk it over with Noah? Tell him you know about a guy who will rock your world--both your worlds--and that a trusted friend vouches for him.”

Everly was suddenly aware that she’d been sweating. She felt light-headed, dizzy. She’d never seriously considered sleeping with someone other than her husband, but she couldn’t deny it was something she’d frequently fantasized about. After reading so many of Noah’s stories, it was hard not to. And as for Noah… it was more than just sexy stories to him, wasn’t it? It’s not like last night was the first night she’d ever gotten him off while talking about the fantasy…

“I guess it wouldn’t hurt to float the possibility,” Everly said.

“That’s my girl,” Maren said. “But make sure you do it while fucking him. He’ll be much more agreeable then.”


Chapter Three

Noah had to work late that evening. When he walked into the living room, he could smell something delicious permeating the air.

He walked into the kitchen and saw Everly in a black silk nightgown, tending to a pot of pasta sauce on the stove.

“I see why you didn’t want me to bring food home,” he said, going to her and hugging her from behind. He took a deep breath and said, “Mmmm… you smell nice.”

Everly giggled. “Go take a shower. Dinner will be ready in a few minutes.”

“I gotta take a shower to eat?” Noah asked.

“No,” Everly replied. “We’re doing more than eating tonight.”

Heart pounding and cock twitching, Noah kissed the back of Everly’s neck before heading off to take his shower.

---

The spaghetti was delicious, but it was not the most memorable part of the evening.

Everly had been teasing Noah throughout the meal, alluding to what was to come and touching his cock with her foot under the table. By the time Noah took his last bite, he had a raging hard-on. They left the kitchen, heading to the bedroom and losing what little bit of clothing they had on along the way.

The leftover pasta and sauce never made it to the fridge, but they both had things other than saving leftovers on their minds.

“What’s gotten into you?” Noah asked as Everly shoved him back onto the bed.

“Let’s talk about what’s going to get into me,” Everly said, crawling between his legs.

“And what’s that?” Noah asked.

“This,” Everly said, grabbing his cock.

Noah moaned as Everly held his cock, so it pointed straight up to the ceiling. She buried her face between his legs, lifting his balls with her nose as her tongue brushed against his perineum. Everly moved her tongue down at first, inching closer and closer to his asshole and making him twitch. Giggling at his reaction, she moved upward, lapping at his balls and gently nibbling on the tender flesh there while starting to stroke his shaft.

“I read your new story today,” Everly said between licks and nibbles.

“Oh, yeah?” Noah asked, gasping.

“Oh, yeah,” Everly said, moving her tongue from his balls to the base of his shaft while her fingers massaged his tip. “Got me all hot and bothered at work. I hope you’re happy.”

“I am very happy,” Noah said.

“Good,” she said. “I like making you happy.”

He tried to say something in response, but it was too difficult for words to come out with all the moaning he was doing.

“It got me thinking,” she said, continuing to stroke and lick. “How much of you do you put into your writing?”

“What… what do you mean?” Noah replied, feeling like he was out of breath.

“Hypothetically speaking,” Everly went on, “would you want me to fuck another man? For real, I mean?”

Noah swallowed hard. It was a question she’d never asked and one he never thought he’d have to answer. They’d danced around the topic for a long time, ever since he told her about his desire to write erotica. Ever since he told her what kind of erotica he wanted to write.

And, of course, he’d fantasized about it, imagining seeing her take another man’s cock in her hand. Her mouth. Her pussy. They’d even fantasized about it together, many times before last night. But fantasy is one thing. Did he really want it to happen?

And why was she asking?

“I can make it happen,” Everly said. “If it’s what you want.”

She already has someone in mind, Noah thought. A sharp, stabbing pain suddenly hit his gut, accompanied by waves of increasing arousal. He didn’t know what had caused this sudden change in her, the obvious leap from fantasy to impending reality, and he didn’t entirely like it.

But he couldn’t entirely resist it, either.

“How?” he whispered, barely loud enough for her to hear.

“My boss, Maren,” Everly said, releasing her hand from his cock and crawling up, so her face was directly over his. “She’s in the lifestyle.”

“Really?” Noah asked, gasping again as Everly reached down and lifted his cock to touch her dripping pussy lips.

“Really,” Everly said. “She has a bull she wouldn’t mind sharing.”

Noah’s heart thumped in his chest, the pain in his gut dissipating slowly as his pleasure built. He raised his hips, trying to shove his cock inside his wife.

“Feels like you like this idea,” Everly said, moving the tip of his cock around and around the outside of her cunt without letting him go inside.

“I don’t dislike it,” he said. And it was true. At least, mostly.

“Good,” she said. “Because the more I think about it, the more I think I want the same thing you want. And that’s to have another man’s cock inside me.”

With that, Everly positioned Noah’s cock at her center, and he easily slipped inside.

And came almost immediately.

The euphoric rush that accompanied the release of his cum inside Everly was only minimally lessened by the shocked and disappointed look on her face. Noah raised his hips even higher, getting as far into Everly’s pussy as he could, his cock still pulsing as the last of his spunk filled her up.

“Unbelievable,” Everly whispered, pulling herself off of him as soon as he was finished.

“I’m sorry,” Noah said.

She laughed. “Don’t be. Until this moment, I really wasn’t sure about this. Bringing the fantasy to life, that is. But now that I’ve seen just how much you want it, well… be careful what you wish for.”

And with that, Everly grabbed a vibrating dildo from a drawer in her bedside table. As Noah lay there, the remnants of his cum drying on his cock, Everly fucked herself with the dildo, her eyes closed. The sharp stabbing pain in Noah’s gut returned, seeming to grow as much as his cock was now shrinking.

Moments later, eyes still closed, Everly cried out as her climax overtook her. Noah wondered if Everly was imagining Maren’s bull as she came.


Chapter Four

The next day at work, Everly was lost in a daze. Thoughts of Noah’s reaction to her proposition battled for dominance in her mind with the memory of the orgasm she’d had thanks to her dildo and pretending it was Thorne’s cock.

Together it all made for another soaking wet situation in her panties.

She was eating lunch in the break room when Maren came in and said, “Thorne wants to meet you.”

Everly almost choked on her salad.

“When?” she managed to get out.

“Today!” Maren said, beside herself with glee. “Did you talk it over with Noah yet?”

Everly smiled. “You might say that.”

“Excellent!” Maren said. “I’m so excited for you!”

“Do you have his number so I can text or call him?” Everly asked. “I’ll have to go home and get ready first.”

“Nonsense,” Maren said. “You look great, as usual. You guys can just leave from here.”

“From here?” Everly asked.

Maren nodded. “When he comes by to pick up Bradley and Bradleigh.”

“Um… what?”

“Oh, you didn’t know,” Maren said. “He’s their dad.”

Everly just blinked.

“Don’t worry,” Maren said. “He divorced their bitch of a mother right after they were born. He doesn’t pick them up very often, so you might never have met him.”

“I’ve had them for almost a year now,” Everly said. “He hasn’t picked them up in all that time.”

“He works late and travels a lot,” Maren explained. “So it’s almost always Becky or her sister who picks them up.”

Everly nodded. It wasn’t uncommon for one parent--especially the custodial one--to do most of the pickups, but it was still odd that she hadn’t met the twins’ dad in all this time. She decided to reserve judgment on his parenting dedication until after meeting him. Not that it should matter when it came to bringing him into her bedroom, but she found it somehow did. She’d like to think she wouldn’t fuck someone if they weren’t an overall good person.

“So I can tell him you’re up for meeting him?” Maren asked.

“Sure,” Everly said. “But only meeting for now. Not gonna get into anything too crazy this evening.”

---

Thorne waited in the parking lot until the rest of Everly’s kids were picked up before coming inside to sign out Bradley and Bradleigh. Everly had expected him to be less impressive in real life than in the picture Maren showed her, but she was quickly disabused of that notion when he tapped on the doorframe to alert them of his presence.

Gone was the tailored suit from the picture. Instead, Thorne sported a tight t-shirt with the killer clown from her favorite horror novel on the front and jeans. His arms, which Everly couldn’t see in Maren’s picture, were toned without being overly muscular. He was tall--several inches taller than Noah--and would tower over Everly’s 5’2” body.

Everything about how he looked right now only drove home Everly’s earlier idea that he’d stepped out of her fantasies.

“Daddy!” both kids screamed in unison, running toward him.

Thorne knelt and held his arms wide. One twin slammed into his left arm, the other taking the right. He wrapped each arm around one kid and stood, lifting them both up and holding them to him as they laughed. He kissed each one on their forehead.

And then, still holding them, looked at Everly.

Everly swallowed hard as his forest green eyes met her own, similar in color to his. She tried to smile but immediately felt self-conscious as he did the same, flashing perfect teeth between perfect lips. Feeling that familiar tingling between her legs, she had the crazy hope that he was a serial killer or something that would make him less appealing. Otherwise, it’d be very easy to feel more than just sexual attraction to him, and what might that mean for her marriage?

“Hello, Everly,” he said. “I’m Thorne.”

“That’s Mrs. Sparks!” Bradleigh said. “Not ‘Everly!’”

“Right, right,” Thorne said. “My apologies, Mrs. Sparks.”

Hearing him use her married name, overly emphasizing the “Mrs.,” sent shivers down Everly’s spine. She walked toward Thorne and his kids, her legs shaking so badly she thought she might not make it.

“You know, Bradleigh,” she said, hoping the shakiness in her legs didn't extend to her voice, “I think it might be okay if your dad calls me Everly.”

“You sure about that, Mrs. Sparks?” Thorne said, his smile now more of a smirk.

It’s a good thing the kids were there, Everly thought. Otherwise, Noah might have missed out on seeing her first time with another man.

“I’m sure, Mr. Dixon,” Everly said. “Now, where would you like me to meet you for our… meeting?”

“In my car,” Thorne said, putting his kids down and turning to walk back down the hallway. “We’ll drop the kids off at their aunt’s house and then have our… meeting.”

Everly started to protest, not sure she wanted to be alone in a car with what was essentially a stranger. But Maren obviously knew him and vouched for him, so surely he was safe. It did annoy her slightly that he just kept walking without looking back as if he knew she’d follow him without question.

It stopped bothering her as soon as she realized she was doing just that.

---

Bradley and Bradleigh ran inside their aunt’s house as soon as the door was open. Thorne’s former sister-in-law came out onto the front porch and spoke with Thorne for a few minutes. Everly watched from his car as they talked, admiring the man’s ass. She didn’t realize she was massaging her pussy through her jeans until he was walking back toward her.

“How about some music?” he asked, dropping into the driver’s seat.

Without waiting for her to respond, he opened Spotify on his phone, tapped the screen a couple of times, and music began playing from the car’s speakers. It was a song by the local band 6 Days of Drowning, one of Everly’s favorites.

“How did you know?” Everly asked.

“Know what?”

“That I like this band,” she replied. “Not a lot of people have heard of them. I didn’t even realize they were on Spotify.”

He shrugged. “I didn’t know you liked them,” he said. “A lot of their stuff just has this raw, sexual energy that I like.”

The music wasn’t the only thing exuding raw, sexual energy right now.

“Is your husband home?” Thorne asked.

Everly looked at the clock on the dashboard. “He will be soon.”

“Excellent,” he said. “And where is home?”

Everly gave him her address before thinking to ask, “Why?”

“Why do you think?” Thorne asked, pulling away from the curb.

“We just met,” she replied.

“This is true,” he said.

“Shouldn’t we get to know each other a little first?” Everly asked.

“Why?” he asked. “You’re a beautiful woman whose husband wants to watch be fucked by another man. I’m an experienced bull who will give you both an experience you’ll never forget. What more is there to know?”

Everly couldn’t argue with that. Even if she could, though, she realized she didn’t want to.


Chapter Five

Noah had texted Everly when he left work, asking if she wanted him to bring home anything for dinner. When she said no, he assumed she had a surprise waiting for him like the last time.

And, of course, she did, but food of any sort wasn’t on the menu.

Noah stepped into his living room to see his wife sitting on his couch, talking to a strange man. He immediately knew who it was, of course. His heart pounded, and he felt that stabbing pain in his gut even as his cock began stiffening.

“Hi, honey,” Everly said, looking away from the man who only a moment earlier had been making her laugh about something. “This is Thorne.”

Thorne stood up, holding out his hand and approaching Noah. Noah instinctively shook the other man’s hand, noting that the guy had to be at least half a foot taller than he was. The handshake was firm but not painful, and when Thorne smiled, Noah felt instantly at ease with him. He could only imagine what that smile had done to his wife.

“Nice to meet you,” Thorne said, oozing sincerity.

“Um, you, too,” Noah said, not entirely sure he meant it.

There’s something called “cuckold angst” that Noah had read about when he first realized he had fantasies about his wife sleeping with other men. He’d even included it as a plot point in several of his stories. He’d felt it last night when Everly indicated that the hypothetical might become real. One minute exhilarating, the next terrifying, the feelings involved when one allows their partner to sleep with someone else--to fuck someone else--make for an emotional rollercoaster like no other. Vacillating between arousal and jealousy, eroticism and dread, cuckold angst is a potent cocktail of conflicting desires.

Strictly speaking, Noah didn’t want to be a cuckold. At least, not the type of cuckold he often wrote about, where the husband was denied and humiliated, often with a cage on his cock. His fantasy was for Everly to be a hotwife, fucking other men while he watched and sometimes participated without being denied satisfaction himself.

It’s a fantasy that Noah enjoyed thinking about, writing about, and even feeling in a controlled, limited way. But could he handle the full force of fantasy becoming reality?

He tore his gaze away from Thorne and looked at his wife, seeing in her eyes a lust, a hope, a question he’d never seen there before, and he knew he was going to find out.

---

Later, Noah wouldn’t remember going from the living room to the bedroom, but he’d never forget the first words Thorne spoke once they were all there.

“Undress her,” the other man commanded.

Noah nodded, facing Everly, who still had that mix of lust/hope/question in her pretty green eyes.

“Not like that,” Thorne said. “Facing me.”

Everly shrugged, and it was the same shrug she might use when Noah asked her to pick between two restaurants, and turned around to face Thorne.

Noah reached around from behind Everly and began unbuttoning her blouse. After slipping her top off her shoulders, so that her white cotton bra was the only thing preventing Thorne from seeing her soft, full breasts, Noah moved to the button of her jeans. He undid it and then, hands shaking, unzipped her. He slid her pants down, and she stepped out of them, now standing between the two men wearing only her underwear.

“Your husband has a very sexy wife,” Thorne said, lifting Everly’s chin so she was looking up at him.

Thorne’s words were like a knife to Noah’s stomach. He choked back a sob.

“Take off my clothes,” Thorne told Everly.

Everly began by lifting Thorne’s t-shirt, which had the killer clown character from her favorite book on the front. Noah suppressed the urge to roll his eyes, wondering if Everly’s boss filled Thorne in on things Everly liked as otherwise, his choice of shirt was a bit too much of a coincidence. Not that it would have mattered, once Everly saw what was beneath the shirt. The man had a firm, toned stomach and chest with taut abs that were chiseled but not overly muscular. Everything about this guy was as if the “better man” from one of Noah’s stories suddenly came to life.

And Noah suddenly felt a lot more like the hopeless cuck of so many of his stories than he ever thought he could. This feeling only intensified when Everly pulled down Thorne’s jeans, revealing that he wasn’t wearing underwear. She dropped to her knees to get his jeans all the way down his legs, so her face ended up only inches away from the other (better) man’s massive cock.

Noah had done a fair amount of online research into penis size and what women liked. He frequently came across comments from women saying overly large penises hurt too much or were otherwise uncomfortable for anal sex but also vaginal and oral, too. He didn’t let this deter him from making his “other man” characters well-endowed compared to his cuckolded husbands.

Large cocks were just visually more interesting than small or average-sized ones, and his stories were all about fantasy.

About impossible men and the women who did unlikely things with them.

Despite all his fantasizing and the fact that all his creative energies over the last couple of years had been used to imagine moments just like this one, he wasn’t prepared for what was about to happen.

Everly looked at Thorne’s cock for a moment, taking in what must have been nine thick, veiny inches. It was especially worrisome, at least to Noah, that Thorne didn’t even appear completely stiff yet. Everly turned and raised her head to look at her husband, who managed to tear his own gaze away from the enormous cock awaiting her attention to look into her eyes.

He knew what she wanted. She wanted him to tell her it was okay, wanted him to know that even though she was nearly naked in front of this perfect, naked man with his perfect, gigantic cock, nothing would happen if he didn’t want it to.

And he didn’t want it to, not really. How could he? How could any man want this? He felt nauseous and dizzy and confused.

And hornier than he could ever remember being.

What happened next, Noah would remember and think about for quite some time. However, when it happened, it seemed like it was someone else’s right hand, and not his own, that gently turned his wife’s head back toward Thorne, and someone else’s left hand, and not his own, that tentatively guided Thorne’s hefty shaft toward Everly’s lips.

Touching another man’s penis for the first time in his life didn’t bother him, but when Everly opened her mouth, letting Thorne’s red, bulbous tip slide onto her tongue, Noah had to fight hard not to vomit.

“Thanks for the assist,” Thorne said, patting Noah on the shoulder.

Despite his conflicting emotions and the churning in his stomach, Noah laughed.

Everly grabbed the base of Thorne’s cock with both hands and began sucking in earnest.

“I need to sit down,” Noah said, plopping on the edge of the bed just behind Everly.

“You… oooohhh…. You okay, man?” Thorne asked, closing his eyes and swaying as Everly worked his cock.

“I’ll be fine,” Noah said, wondering if that would ever be true again.

Gagging sounds came from Everly’s mouth as she took more and more of Thorne’s cock into her mouth. With one hand, she continued stroking him and with the other, she massaged his large, hairy balls. After a bit, Thorne gripped the top of her head, weaving his fingers through her red hair, and started moving back and forth into her.

From his vantage point, Noah couldn’t see Thorne’s cock thrusting in and out of his wife’s mouth. Instead, all he could see was the back of Everly’s head as it shook under the assault from the massive rod and Thorne’s hand holding her head steady as he used her like a sex toy. Everly alternated between moaning and gagging.

“Get ready,” Thorne said.

Noah watched as Everly began stroking Thorne even faster. And then he watched as she did something for this relative stranger that she rarely did for him.

With a grunt, Thorne stopped moving his cock and pulled Everly’s head toward him. A second later, Everly forcefully pulled away from him, choking and gasping on his cum. Through all of this, she continued stroking, and several more ropes of Thorne’s hot, sticky spunk erupted from his cock, splashing on Everly’s hair, the bed, and even on Noah’s pants leg.

“Your wife is incredible,” Thorne said as Everly, recovered now from the initial shock of his prodigious emission, licked at his still-erect cock.

“I know,” Noah said, choking back a sob.

“I didn’t expect you to come so quickly,” Everly said. “How long until…”

“Take off your underwear and get on the bed,” Thorne said. “I don’t really have much of a recharge time.”

“Oh my,” Everly said, standing up.

Everly unclasped her bra and let it drop to the floor. Thorne had his hand on one of her large breasts as she slipped off her panties, his mouth on the other. She giggled as he shoved her onto the bed behind where Noah was sitting.

“I’ve never met a man who could go again so quickly,” Everly said, scooting on her back to the head of the bed.

“I’m honored to be the first, then,” Thorne said.

Noah turned to watch Thorne crawl onto the bed between Everly’s legs. Marveling at the stiffness of the other man’s cock, which only seconds earlier had unloaded a massive amount of cum into his wife’s mouth, Noah recalled a one-star review of one of his recent books. The reviewer complained about the bull in the book being able to have multiple orgasms back-to-back, saying it was unrealistic.

Noah agreed it was somewhat unrealistic, but when writing fantasies, Noah had never been overly concerned with realism. He had, however, read that it was actually possible, though rare, and it seemed Everly’s new bull was one of the few and far between who could pull it off.

“I do need a few minutes,” Thorne said, which made Noah feel slightly (very slightly) better. “But I have an idea for how we can fill the time.”

Thorne pushed against each of Everly’s knees, spreading her legs even more than they already were. Then, he dove down and started lapping at her sopping wet pussy with his tongue.

“Oh my God!” Everly exclaimed, as the sounds of slurping filled the air.

Everly ground her cunt in Thorne’s face as he licked at her, and she squealed just like she always did when Noah licked her clit. Except she was a bit louder than usual, and the way she gripped the bedsheets, Noah knew a climax couldn’t be too far off.

Everly put her hands on Thorne’s head, stroking his hair and sighing. It was a tender, loving gesture that sent fresh waves of that stabbing gut pain with which Noah was becoming all too familiar. Noah had fantasized about an evening like this for quite some time, but Everly had never, in any of his fantasies, done anything as touching and sweet as she was doing now.

Noah swallowed hard, fighting off the urge to puke.

Thorne kept up what he was doing with his tongue but also shoved a finger, and then a second one, into Everly’s pussy. It only took another few moments, with his fingers moving in and out of her and his tongue on her clit, for Everly to signal her orgasm with the loudest squeal Noah had ever heard from her.

“Oh my God oh my God oh my God,” Everly whispered, legs shaking. “I’ve never…”

She didn’t finish her thought, but that was okay. Noah didn’t want her to, anyway.

“I’m ready again,” Thorne announced, slowly stroking his monster cock.

Everly raised her head to look at what Thorne was holding. “I don’t know if I can,” she said.

Thorne smiled. “Of course you can. Do you guys have any lube? It’s not strictly necessary, but it might make things go easier.”

“Get it for him, honey,” Everly said.

Noah got up and went around to her side of the bed. He pulled open the top drawer of her nightstand and withdrew a bottle of lubricant. They’d bought it when they’d discussed experimenting with anal sex. Those discussions had led to nothing, but the lube hadn’t been wasted, as Everly had a couple of toys that were large enough to be uncomfortable without it.

Thorne’s cock was bigger than those toys.

“Lube me up, friend,” Thorne said.

“Excuse me?” Noah asked.

“I like it when the husband has an active role in the proceedings,” Thorne explained. “Just seemed like you liked that, too. You know, earlier when you…”

When I grabbed your cock and practically fed it to my wife, Noah thought. “Yeah, I know,” he said.

“Please, honey,” Everly pleaded. “Lube up that giant cock so it doesn’t hurt me too much.”

“You don’t think it’s weird?” Noah asked.

Thorne laughed and Everly assured him it wasn’t. And Noah supposed it wasn’t any weirder than having a man with a giant cock on his bed, between his wife’s legs, in the first place.

Noah squeezed a good amount of lubricant out of the bottle and onto his palm.

Starting at the head, Noah worked the lube onto the other man’s rod. He closed his hand around the thing as he moved downward, ensuring the entire length of Thorne’s shaft was coated with the slicky substance. Noah looked up at Everly after a moment and saw her staring with rapt attention at his hand on Thorne’s cock.

“That is so fucking hot,” she said.

Noah smiled, only barely feeling the pain in his gut at the moment.

“That should be good,” Thorne said, and Noah withdrew his hand.

Noah went back around to the other side of the bed to sit down. Thorne moved closer to Everly, holding his now shiny cock in one hand mere inches away from her ready, willing slit.

As Thorne leaned forward, ready to impale his wife, Noah suddenly said, “Wait!”

Thorne froze. Everly moaned.

“What is it, baby?” she asked Noah, her words coming out as a whine.

Noah looked at them both, unsure exactly why he’d stopped them. Actually, there were two diametrically opposed reasons for him doing what he did--two completely opposite thoughts--and until one of those thoughts won out, he had no idea how the rest of the evening would progress.

One thought was he really did want them to stop. Sure, they’d already made each other come, so lines had been crossed that couldn’t be uncrossed. However, what was about to happen was on a completely different level and it was something Noah legitimately didn’t know he’d be able to live with.

But the other thought was the one that prevailed.

Noah reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. Getting it closer and aiming it at Thorne’s cock and Everly’s pussy, he opened the camera and pressed the RECORD button.

“Okay,” he barely said.

Everly giggled. “You fucking pervert, you.”

Thorne shrugged and said, “Not the first time that’s happened,” and aimed his cock at Everly’s pussy.

Everly gasped as Noah watched the massive head of Thorne’s cock breach her opening on his phone screen. It seemed to take a fair amount of effort, even with the lube, but Everly didn’t seem to be in any discomfort. Quite the contrary, she moaned and said, “Fuck, yes!”

Thorne went in slowly, filling her up gently, methodically. When he was in as far as he could go, he pulled almost all the way back out and then plunged in again, faster and harder this time. He did this over and over again, bouncing the bed and doing nothing for the sick feeling in Noah’s stomach that was growing stronger by the second.

Everything Noah had read about women finding larger cocks uncomfortable went out the window as he watched his wife being taken by this other man. Everly wrapped her legs around Thorne’s back as if to pull him even further into her, and Thorne’s thrusts became increasingly aggressive. Of course, everyone’s different, so many women may have trouble handling larger penises, but Everly obviously didn’t.

And all Noah could think about was all the times Everly tried to reassure him about his size, saying she was glad he wasn’t any bigger than he was because there was no way she’d enjoy it.

Noah jumped up from the bed and barely made it to the bathroom before vomiting.

As he threw up into the toilet, he could hear the bed--his bed, Everly’s bed, their bed--squeaking under Thorne’s relentless assault. He could hear Thorne grunting as the last mostly liquid matter came out of his mouth, and he could hear Everly moaning, begging for more, more, more, as he dry heaved for another minute or two afterward.

He flushed the toilet, wiped off his mouth, and sat there, on the floor of the bathroom, listening to the increasingly louder sounds of his wife being thoroughly fucked. He tried to cry but couldn’t.

When he noticed his cock was rock hard and straining against his pants, Noah got up and went back to the bedroom. There, watching the love of his life bouncing and thrashing beneath her new lover, he unzipped his pants and took his own cock, so much smaller than the other one in the room, in his hand and began stroking.

Everly cried out as her second orgasm of the evening overtook her, and Noah felt one approaching for him as well.

Spent, Everly went limp as Thorne continued pounding away at her pussy. Her head eventually turned so she could see her husband, standing there jacking off.

“C’mere, you,” Everly said. “Do it on my face.”

Noah nodded, walking around to the other side of the bed so his cock was near Everly’s face.

She giggled and said, “It’s your favorite, right?”

Noah smiled down at her and increased his pace.

“I’m close,” Thorne said.

“He is, too,” Everly said. “Aren’t you, honey?”

“Yes,” Noah whispered.

“Well? What are you guys waiting for?”

Thorne and Noah laughed in unison and then did something else in unison, too.

Thorne grunted loudly as Everly was flooded with another man’s cum for the first time in decades. Noah grunted a little less loudly as he erupted, blasting his wife’s face and hair with his own seed. Everly moaned and giggled and opened her mouth to taste some of her husband’s efforts.

Thorne collapsed onto the bed next to Everly, laying in the spot Noah typically occupied. Noah stood there, holding his now limp cock and looking at Thorne’s arm lying across Everly’s bare chest, as the two of them fell asleep.

He stood there for quite a while.


Epilogue

Everly woke up in a panic.

She was in a daze, even more than usual after waking up. She had no idea how long she’d been out. She could feel Thorne’s arm on her chest and it wasn’t heavy enough to impair breathing but she still felt like it was hard to breathe nonetheless.

What had she done?

But of course, she knew, and she hardly needed the cold puddle of Thorne’s cum that smeared on her ass as she moved to get out of bed to remind her.

Her heart pounding, she wondered where Noah was. The dried cum on her face put her at ease a little, as it should have put to rest any notion that he didn’t fully enjoy what happened. Still, letting herself fall asleep while another man held her in their bed had never been part of Noah’s fantasies.

Guilt threatened to consume her, and she fought off tears as she slipped on a robe and left the bedroom in search of her husband.

She didn’t have to go far. From Noah’s office, next to their bedroom, she heard the unmistakable sound of his keyboard clicking. She peeked through the open door to see him typing faster than he usually did, his eyes glued to his screen.

She couldn’t wait to see what he was writing this time.


Soaking


Prologue

To say Elizabeth Smith was the one who got away is probably an overdramatization. In order to lose someone, you had to have had them in the first place, right?

Not that I didn’t imagine she’d be mine someday. We’d known each other since kindergarten, and I think I fell in love with her as soon as I saw her bright blue eyes and soft blond curls. I can’t remember exactly when I started fantasizing about our wedding (I wouldn’t have known enough to call it a temple sealing at the time), but I know it was at a young enough age that most of my friends were more concerned with action figures and race cars than with girls.

When I turned twelve, Elizabeth was one of the few friends who attended my birthday party. My mother must have noticed the way I looked at her, the way I ignored everyone else in attendance (the way I forgot to eat a piece of my own birthday cake because I was talking to her…), because she asked me about her later that evening.

I knew enough about Mormon rules by then to know I should try to downplay my true feelings, and I remember shrugging my shoulders in an exaggerated way.

“She’s okay, I guess,” I said. Understatement of the century.

“Leave him alone, Penny,” my dad said. “Liz is just Aaron’s friend. He’s too young to be thinking what you think he’s thinking. Besides, he knows not to get involved with girls, right, son?”

Walter J. Lawson, Bishop of the Belleview 1st Ward, was wrong about one thing. I was not too young to be thinking what my mother thought I was thinking. But he was right about the other.

I knew the rules.

No dating before age 16.

No serious dating even after that.

And absolutely no sexual contact before marriage.

It was something every young Mormon had to make peace with, and most of us acted like it wasn’t the most backward, nature-denying bullshit ever. For someone like me, who genuinely had his heart set on following in his father’s footsteps one day, it was even more critical. No matter how backward or bullshitty it was.

I looked up at my father, who was waiting for an answer, and said, “Right, Dad. But don’t call her ‘Liz.’ She hates that.”

—

Of course, if anyone on Earth could make me forget about the Law of Chastity and the other senseless restrictions placed on me by my parents and my Heavenly Father, it was Elizabeth Smith. But even though we remained close throughout our middle school and high school years, our shared religious upbringing was never really in danger of being forsaken.

I told her–on multiple occasions–how I felt, and she indicated that she felt the same way. I mean, she never actually came out and said she loved me, never used the same words I used to describe my feelings for her. She framed her admiration for me in terms of friendship. Companionship. Our shared memories and interests. But that was okay. I knew how she really felt about me, even if she didn’t spell it out.

She was probably scared of what it would do to our faith if she expressed her true feelings. What she might be tempted to do. What I would do in a heartbeat.

I’m sure that’s probably it.

The closest I came to getting what I wanted–to throwing away years of work preparing to join the Mormon priesthood–was one night in the middle of the summer after we graduated. College in another city awaited Elizabeth, as did two years of missionary work for me. We were sitting on the bank of the small river that ran through the middle of town, a favorite hangout spot for our group of friends.

That night, our friends went home, one by one, until it was just us. Alone. In the dark. I felt a surge of excitement building up inside me so intense I thought I might burst. The full moon seemed to set Elizabeth’s blond curls on fire.

We shouldn’t have been alone, you know. That’s another rule that my dad felt very strongly about, and I’m sure her parents did, too. The temple garment under my clothes suddenly felt restrictive and uncomfortable and not just because I’d only been wearing it for a week or so.

It wasn’t chilly, but she said she was cold. Two seconds later, she put her head on my shoulder. I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close.

Despite my pounding heart, despite the blood rushing to my throbbing cock, I almost took my arm away. It was a purely platonic, innocent thing–I was just holding her, letting her get warm–but it may as well have been the most depraved thing I’d ever seen in my infrequent visits to a particular porn website. Despite years of Mormon teaching to the contrary, I suspected that there was nothing wrong with what we were doing–not yet, anyway–but because of the aforementioned teaching, it felt wrong.

Until she opened her pretty mouth.

“This is nice,” she said.

And suddenly, it didn’t seem wrong at all.

“It is,” I told her.

“Do you ever wish…” she started.

“Yes,” I said when it was apparent she wasn’t going to finish her question.

“It’s for the best,” she said.

I swallowed hard, knowing I couldn’t agree with her.

“Don’t you think?” she pressed on.

When I didn’t answer, she grabbed the wrist of the arm holding her and pulled my hand to her left breast. It was the first time I’d ever touched a woman’s breast. I could feel her nipple pushing through her bra, shirt, and hoodie.  I couldn’t make out what it must have looked like, couldn’t feel its actual texture or shape through all those clothes, but it didn’t matter.

It also didn’t matter that she didn’t let me touch anything else that night or that she turned away when I tried to kiss her. That she let me do anything at all meant the world to me. It meant something that I’d longed to be true for so long. That, regardless of church rules and the distance that was about to form between us, she was mine. In a manner of speaking, anyway.

I believed that for some time.

Until what happened in an apartment in Elizabeth’s college town in the fall of that year.


Chapter One

In what could be described as either an unlikely coincidence or destiny, I was sent to Lancaster, Idaho, for my mission work. Lancaster was a small city known for its manufacturing industry and Garrison University.

Garrison University was where Elizabeth was studying anthropology.

I hadn’t seen her for a couple of months. She’d left for Garrison the same day I went off to the Missionary Training Center in Provo. There wasn’t much chance to call or text her while I was training. The few times I managed to sneak off and do so, she either didn’t answer or seemed busy, which I understood. She was probably busy with classwork and acclimating to being away from home for the first time in her life.

I tried really hard not to think about being in the same city as Elizabeth, so far away from the watchful eyes of our parents and home church. It might seem strange given how obsessed I’d been with her for most of my life, but I almost wanted to have that memory of the two of us on the riverbank as my most intense recollection of Elizabeth. I really did want to be a good Mormon, a good missionary, and eventually a bishop like my father. I was scared that seeing her again in a place where we might be free to explore my (our) temptations would be too much. We’d either give in to those temptations, or I’d end up being frustrated and disappointed. I didn’t cherish either thought.

I was thankful to always have another missionary–my fellow Belleview High graduate Trevor Newton–around to ensure my resolve didn’t break. That was the whole point of missionary pairings, after all.

Of course, my duties as a missionary left very little time for anything else anyway. Every day was pretty much the same and rigidly scheduled. Wake up at 6:30 am. Pray, exercise (this mainly consisted of some stretching and a bit of dumbbell lifting), shower, and dress by 7:30, and then have breakfast. Breakfast was followed by two hours of studying the scripture and proselytizing materials. We left our apartment by 10 am to spread the good news and returned by 9 pm. The only breaks we got during the day were for lunch and dinner, an hour each.

Sundays were a bit different, as we only proselytized for half the day; the rest was reserved for worship services and supporting the local congregation. Our only “day off” wasn’t much of one; we had a “preparation day” in the middle of the week that ostensibly gave us free time between the hours of 10 am and 6 pm. But, since that was the only time we had to do laundry, shop for groceries, and take care of other necessities, it didn’t leave much time for what little entertainment we were allowed (board games, basketball, things like that).

Given everything we had to squeeze into our days, it was easy to justify not calling or texting Elizabeth. The last time I talked to her was the day before Trevor and I came to Lancaster, and it was a brief conversation at that. I was prepared to let Elizabeth be a cherished memory that I wouldn’t obsess over anymore.

It’s a little unusual that I was paired with Trevor. While we weren’t exactly friends in high school, most mission teams are comprised of people who don’t know each other at all. I suspect my father had a hand in selecting Trevor to be my companion, to try to give me a sense of familiarity since, like Elizabeth, this was the first time I’d spent any significant time away from home.

I wish he hadn’t bothered. I mean, of course, I’d say that now, given what ended up happening. Even before that nightmare, though, I didn’t like Trevor much. The polar opposite of me, Trevor was a cocky jock, a massive brute of a man who was almost as wide as I was tall. He was crude and arrogant and went way overboard when flirting with girls, if you asked me.

Also, it was apparent to me from day one that Trevor didn’t take mission work seriously. He was only doing it to get his father–who believed in the mission as staunchly as any good Mormon–off his back so he could move on with his life. I wanted to please my dad, too, but as I’ve indicated, I believed in this stuff, body and soul.

I’ll admit my dislike of Trevor might have had something to do with the way Elizabeth gave him her undivided attention whenever he was around. She laughed at every one of his dumb jokes and only playfully told him to stop tickling her when he did that, breaching both Mormon protocol and common decency. She never missed a home football game and wasn’t shy about cheering Trevor on whenever he went for a touchdown. I asked her once if she wished I was more athletic, and she just laughed.

“I could never see you like that,” she said.

I tried not to let that peculiar phrase bother me.

—

Lancaster isn’t a sprawling metropolis or anything, but it’s a big enough city I figured I might be able to go a while without seeing Elizabeth. Every first-year Garrison student had to live in the on-campus dorms, and our mission work wouldn’t take us anywhere near those. I didn’t think I’d manage to avoid her for the whole two years but figured I’d have enough time to really get over my feelings for her before running into her.

And I might have, if not for Trevor.

Trevor and I were eating at a McDonald’s near the area we were currently proselytizing, which was on the other side of Lancaster from Garrison University. I had no reason to suspect I’d be hearing the voice I heard as I bit into my Filet-O-Fish.

“There you are,” Elizabeth said, almost causing me to choke on chunks of fish and bun.

“Liz!” Trevor said, standing up.

I turned to see my dream girl throw her arms around my mission partner’s broad, beefy back. He returned the gesture, pulling her to him and even lifting her a little off the floor. I was stunned. Sure, I’d occasionally hugged Elizabeth before and had my arm around her a time or two (let’s not discuss that night at the riverbank). Still, it was expressly forbidden for unmarried members of the opposite sex to touch each other that much. I justified it myself because of how close we’d been and how enduring our friendship was, knowing we could never let it lead to more than that. But what was happening between Trevor and Elizabeth was obscene. It was such a shocking display of illicit affection, I almost didn’t notice that Trevor had called her Liz or that she hadn’t corrected him like she did everyone else who did so.

Almost.

Trevor and Elizabeth (Liz) remained in their hug for what seemed to me to be an uncomfortably long time. I sat there, chewing the bit of Filet-O-Fish that almost choked me, and waited for them to finish. The worst part about the whole thing was how hard my cock was, and the longer I stared at them in each other’s embrace, the harder it got.

The churning in my stomach told me something that wouldn’t be finished would be my Filet-O-Fish.

When they finally managed to separate themselves, Elizabeth turned to me as Trevor sat down.

“Hey, buddy,” she said. The afternoon sun blazing in through the window seemed to set her golden hair aflame. “Long time, no see.”

Like I said, it had only been a couple of months since we’d seen each other, but considering how inseparable we’d been for most of our lives, it seemed like a lot longer. Seeing her again, I was overcome with feelings of relief, of yearning, and, yes, of love. I looked into her pretty blue eyes and lost myself in them, unable to speak.

“Ooookaaaaaay,” Elizabeth said, raising an eyebrow as she sat down in the booth next to Trevor, across from me.

“Aren’t you going to eat?” Trevor said. “I can get you something if you want.”

Elizabeth raised a hand toward him. “I ate lunch already. A healthy salad.”

Trevor eyed her up and down. I hated him for it. “You look great,” he said.

I swear, I think she blushed a little. “Why, thank you, sir.”

“What are you doing here?” I blurted out.

Elizabeth shot me a questioning look. “Happy to see you, too, Aaron.”

“I didn’t mean it like that,” I said.

“I called her,” Trevor volunteered.

“You did,” I said.

He nodded. “Figured it’d be nice to catch up. We’ve been in the same town for three weeks now. Not sure why you wouldn’t have done it already.”

“Yeah,” Elizabeth said. “Seems strange to me, too.”

“Our work keeps us pretty busy,” I said pathetically.

“I found time to call her,” Trevor said. “Just sayin’.”

I think I would’ve gotten up and punched him then if I’d thought that would end in any way other than me crying on the floor of a McDonald’s in front of the woman I loved.

Elizabeth reached her hand across the table and put it on mine. I wasn’t aware until she touched me how much I’d been trembling.

“It’s okay,” she said softly. “I know you’re busy. So am I.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“When’s your next Preparation Day?” she asked.

“Tomorrow,” I said.

“Perfect. I’m free after two on Wednesdays. Maybe you and I can hang out then?”

“Just the two of us?” I asked. I tried not to look at Trevor, as if ignoring his existence would excuse the massive breach of protocol I’d suggested.

She nodded. “Just like old times.”

“That sounds nice,” I said.

“Great. It’s a date, then.”

I raised my eyebrow. Elizabeth winced.

“Okay, okay,” she said. “Not a date.”

She started laughing, and I did, too.


Chapter Two

The next day, after morning exercise, breakfast, and studying, I rushed through my weekly chores to make sure I was finished before 2 pm. Elizabeth and I had arranged to meet in the lobby of her dorm, so I arrived in an Uber a few minutes before two. It had started raining on the ride over, so I wondered how our plans to walk to the nearby park and hang out there would be affected. I’d left my umbrella at my apartment.

I was only waiting in the lobby for a couple of minutes before Elizabeth stepped off the elevator to greet me. She was wearing an oversized Garrison University t-shirt and yoga pants. I threw up a thumb to point behind me to the glass door and the rain beyond.

“Horrible weather for a walk in the park,” I said.

“I know,” Elizabeth said, sighing. “This wasn’t in the forecast.”

“So, what do you want to do now?” I asked. “Get an Uber and go to the mall or something?”

“We could,” she said, her hand moving to find mine. A couple of her fingers played along the skin of my wrist, sending tiny electric shocks all through my arm. “Or we could go up to my room and… watch TV or something.”

“Watch TV… in your room,” I said. “Everything about that is wrong.”

She rolled her eyes. “Who’s going to tell? Your companion, who’s supposed to be with you 24 hours a day and quite noticeably isn’t? Aren’t you already breaking some rules?”

My heart pounded. I felt sweaty. The urge to run–not walk–out into the pouring rain was almost overwhelming.

“No one will know,” she said, now holding my hand. “Trevor won’t say anything.”

It didn’t cross my mind to wonder how she was so sure Trevor would shirk his companionship duties. Instead, I said quietly, “Our Father will know.”

She sighed. “Aaron, don’t you think you’ve given our Heavenly Father enough of your time and energy to allow yourself to have a little fun every now and then? Especially considering what you’ll be doing for the next two years. And beyond that, when you take over for your dad.”

“I suppose.”

“It’s just hanging out,” she said. “We’ll find something G-rated to watch. It’s not like I’m asking you to fuck me or anything.”

I felt dizzy when she said the word “fuck.” The front of my pants suddenly felt uncomfortably restrictive. The very mention of that word–even though she said she wasn’t asking for it–opened the floodgates of possibility, making me yearn again for something I thought I’d put behind me. Something which threatened to close many doors in my future.

What doors might be opened by such possibility, though?

“Okay,” I said and followed her into the elevator.

When we got out of the elevator on her floor, she said, “I don’t know when Natalie will get back. That’s my roommate. So we’ll have to be on our best behavior in case she walks in.”

She gave me a wink as she said this. I should have been relieved but felt a strange sort of disappointment instead.

We went into her room. A bunk bed sat along one wall facing a TV on the opposite wall. Two desks were under a window on the wall opposite the door. There was a closet door on the wall with the bed and a bathroom to the right of the desks.

“Here,” Elizabeth said, handing me the remote she picked up from the TV stand. “Find something to watch.”

She went to the bathroom. I looked at the bunk bed, wondering which one was hers. I hit the power button on the remote, and the TV came to life. As I flipped the channel off of one playing an afternoon soap opera, I wondered if I should sit. The thought of pulling one of the desk chairs to the space between the bed and the TV seemed awkward, as there wasn’t much room there, but the only other option was to sit on the bed. And that seemed even more awkward.

Elizabeth came out of the bathroom without her yoga pants, now wearing only her Garrison t-shirt. The sight of her smooth, bare legs and feet made my heart skip a beat.

I wasn’t aware that I was staring until she said, “Oh, sorry. Natalie and I are strictly pants-free when it’s just the two of us. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“Okay,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her legs to the TV. A kids superhero cartoon was on the screen.

“I can put my pants back on if you’re uncomfortable,” Elizabeth said. “But you can’t see anything you shouldn’t, right?”

The thought that I shouldn’t even be seeing the inside of her dorm room came to mind, and I almost laughed.

“You’re fine,” I said. And boy, she was fine.

Elizabeth sat down on the edge of the bottom bed. I remained standing. She patted the space next to where she sat.

“Well, sit down,” she said. “I don’t bite.”

I laughed and sat down next to her, leaving ample space.

“Unless you want me to, that is,” she said, putting her hand on my knee, which I promptly jerked away. “Wow, jumpy much?”

“Sorry,” I said.

“Look,” she said, sighing, “maybe we should just put all our cards on the table.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“We like each other, right?” Elizabeth asked. “I mean, you’ve told me multiple times how much you like me, and I very much value your friendship.”

“All of that is true.”

“And lately, I’ve been needing certain… things that maybe I wouldn’t have allowed myself to have in the past,” she said.

“Like what?” I asked.

She raised both eyebrows and exhaled sharply.

“Oh,” I said.

She nodded. “Yeah. You get it. Right?”

“I do,” I said. “Just not sure where you’re going with all of this.”

“I know how important the church is to you,” she said. “And it is to me, too. I mean, I know if I do something wrong, I can always go and confess, but I’d hate to confess something like… that, you know?”

“Right.”

“And it’d be even worse for you,” she said. “With your aspirations for the priesthood and who your father is… I know how much you’d hate to disappoint him. Or hurt your chances at being Bishop one day.”

My heart was pounding hard. I doubt Elizabeth had any idea how easy it would be to get me to disappoint my father. All she’d have to do is ask…

“So I was thinking,” she said, putting her hand back on my knee, “what if there was a way for us to explore certain… things… without compromising our allegiance to the church?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, visions of hand jobs and blow jobs dancing through my head. I knew many young Mormons did such things and even practiced anal sex, thinking they didn’t violate the Law of Chastity since they weren’t vaginal sex. Despite my hard, throbbing cock, I was prepared to shoot down any suggestion that might lead to an orgasm caused by any means.

No matter how much I wanted it.

“Have you ever heard of ‘soaking?’” she asked.

“No.”

Despite the implications of what she’d been saying up to this point, her face went red when she explained it to me.

“So with soaking, the girl lies on the bed, and the guy gets on top of her,” she said. “Naked.”

“That’s it? They just… lie there?” The idea sounded lovely to me, and while I was sure it would still be severely frowned upon by righteous Mormons, it wasn’t the same as sex, right?

“No. They don’t just lie there.”

“Oh. That can’t really be a thing. Right?”

Elizabeth shrugged. “Some people say it’s just an urban legend. A myth. But who cares? It seems plausible, don’t you think? And if you don’t move, it’s not really sex, right?”

“I’m not sure that’s true.”

“It’s just skin, right?” she asked, moving her hand to mine. She pulled my hand to her bare knee. “How is it any different from doing this?”

If I’d been thinking clearly, I could have come up with all sorts of reasons why it was different. Or, instead, I could have listed them off to Elizabeth since they were indeed coming to mind even in my addled state. Instead of doing that, though, I simply shrugged.

“Here’s the deal,” she said. “I’m going to try this soon–soaking, I mean–with someone. I’d much rather my first time be with someone I can trust. Someone who won’t try to take advantage of me being in such a vulnerable position. Someone who won’t start thrusting away the minute he’s inside me and turn what may be a blameless act into something that definitely isn’t.”

I swallowed hard.

“Someone I can trust not to come inside me,” she said. “Since I’m obviously not on birth control.”

My hand was shaking on her knee.

“Someone like you,” she said.

“Me,” I said.

“You,” she repeated. “Don’t you want to be the first man to be that close to me?”

I felt like crying when I said, “Yes.” It was barely a whisper, so soft I feared she didn’t hear it, so I repeated myself. “Yes.”

“Perfect,” she said. “I was thinking… next week. On your next Preparation Day. And I’ve already talked to Trevor about this. He’s more than happy to help us out.”

I understood the words she’d said, but the particular combination of them made no sense to me.

“I’m sorry, what?”


Chapter Three

Trevor had been the one who told Elizabeth about soaking in the first place. He told her that in many cases, the two participants have a trusted third party present to ensure the soaking doesn’t turn into something more.

I’d find out later, in the worst possible way, that the third party often did much more than that.

I was a nervous wreck for the entire next week. I continued my mission duties, but my heart wasn’t in it. I went through the motions, repeating my script at each door with less enthusiasm than Trevor usually did.

He tried talking to me about it once, during dinner on Saturday evening. We were having hamburgers he’d grilled.

“I get why you’re nervous, man,” he said, a mouthful of burger still in his mouth. “But it’s fine. I know all kinds of good Mormon girls who suck off guys–to completion!–and they don’t think it’s a sin. Surely soaking isn’t as bad as that, right?”

“Sure,” I said, not believing it.

“And don’t worry,” Trevor said. “I know with a girl as hot as Liz, it might be hard to control yourself. I doubt I could if she’d let me go first instead of you. But I’ll be there to make sure you don’t do anything you’ll regret.”

Fighting the urge to tell him she hated being called ‘Liz’ and ignoring my hardening cock, I asked, “What do you mean, if she’d let you go first?”

“Oh,” he said, looking away from me. “Well, uh, when we talked about it, she asked me if I’d want to help her out.”

“You?” I almost couldn’t get the word out. But, of course, him. Elizabeth–Liz–had hardly made her attraction to him a secret. My chest felt tight as I imagined him on top of her, with his dick inside… and then I noticed my own dick was straining against my underwear.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

Trevor looked back at me and nodded. “Yeah. I hesitated before answering. I mean, I don’t take this shit as seriously as you do but it still means something to me, you know? And just when I opened my mouth to tell her I would, she said maybe you’d be a better choice.”

I didn’t know whether to be relieved or upset. I was happy that she wasn’t going to let the big oaf stick his cock inside of her, but the thought that she almost chose him over me wasn’t a good one. And just because she was letting me, uh, soak her first didn’t mean she wouldn’t eventually let Trevor as well. After all, she’d only said she wanted me to be first because she trusted me. That didn’t imply anything about our future together.

Or even future… soakings.

I could feel wetness on the inside of my underwear. Must be precum, I thought with more than a bit of despair.

My stomach churned. I looked at the half of the hamburger still on my plate, knowing it was another meal I wouldn’t finish.

“If you want to back out, I’m sure she’d understand,” Trevor said.

“And I’m sure you’d step right up to take my place, right?” I snapped, angrier than even I realized.

“If she wanted,” Trevor said. “She’s a sweet girl. And hot as fuck. I wouldn’t mind at all.”

I bet you wouldn’t, I thought, keenly aware of my throbbing and leaking cock. I didn’t say another word. I didn’t speak to him the rest of the evening.

Despite my desire for Elizabeth, I hadn’t been sure I could go through with this insane plan until that evening. But now, my mind was made up. I was going to soak her before Trevor could get his hands–or anything else–on her.


Chapter Four

Wednesday came, as it has been known to do.

Elizabeth was due to arrive at our apartment at 3 pm. I’d spent the previous two hours getting ready, shaving and showering and fretting over what from my limited wardrobe I should wear. Trevor offered to do our laundry and grocery shopping himself to give me more time, which I thought was pretty nice of him. I even started to feel bad about what I’d been thinking about him the last several days.

Trevor had finished with the chores early enough to go for a jog. He returned from that just as I’d decided I was as ready as I was going to be and told me he was going to hop in the shower before “Liz” got there.

I sat in a chair in the living room, staring at the wall. It seemed like I sat there a long time, but every time I checked the clock, only a minute had passed from when I’d last looked. I could hear Trevor’s shower water running from the bathroom, just off our bedroom. I wondered if he’d be finished before Elizabeth arrived.

That question was answered as a knocking on the door startled me. I almost fell off of the chair.

I got up and went to the door. I looked through the peephole as if anyone other than Elizabeth might be there. I drew in a long breath and held it as I stared at her face, done up in more makeup than I’d ever seen her wear. As if anything she could put on that pretty face would make me want her more.

I opened the door, and she smiled. I’d like to think I smiled back, but I don’t remember.

“Hi,” she said softly.

I don’t remember saying it back, but I must have. I stepped aside to let her into the apartment. It was an unseasonably warm day, so she wasn’t wearing a jacket or sweater. A tight Garrison University t-shirt topped her typical yoga pants. Everything she wore showed off her lean body and small but perfect curves.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “You?”

“I’m great,” she said. “Are you nervous?”

I nodded.

“Me, too,” she said. “I almost didn’t come.”

I felt a hollow ache in my chest, one that would pale in comparison to another I’d feel very soon. “Oh. We don’t have to, if you’re not sure.”

She laughed. “Oh, I’m sure.” She reached for me, taking both of my hands in hers. “I want to do this. It’s just a big step, you know?”

“I know,” I said, keenly aware of how much my hands were trembling now that she was holding them. “Trust me, I know.”

“Let’s go to your bedroom before we both lose our nerve,” she said.

So we did.

“Which bed is yours?” she asked, and I nodded toward mine.

“Should we wait on Trevor?” I asked. I pointed to the bathroom. “He’s in the shower.”

“Turn around,” she said, and I did.

I heard the unmistakable sounds of her clothes coming off, dropping to the floor. Then I heard a rustle of bedsheets and the squeaking of my bed as she got in it.

“You can turn around now,” she said, and I did. Only her head and shoulders were uncovered. “Come here.”

I walked to the bed and stood there as if I didn’t know what I was supposed to do.

Elizabeth turned her face away from me and looked at the bathroom door. Trevor was still showering inside.

“Take off your clothes and get in,” she said. “I won’t look.”

That seemed silly to me, given that I was about to be naked on top of her, but it helped me actually do it. I pulled my polo shirt over my head with trembling hands and then unzipped my pants. I let them drop to the floor and stepped out of them, along with my underwear. I was concerned that my cock remained small and flaccid, as if the girl of my dreams wasn’t naked in my bed. It had had no problems getting hard at the thought of her with Trevor, but now that she was waiting on me to soak her, it wouldn’t come to life.

Surely it would respond once I crawled into bed. Once her naked body was only inches from mine. I did so then, staring at her head so I didn’t see the rest of her as I uncovered her just enough to get under the covers myself. I lay there next to her.

“This isn’t going to work if you stay where you are,” she said, turning to look at me.

I looked to the bathroom door, wondering what was taking Trevor so long in the shower. He was supposed to be out here with us to make sure we didn’t do more than we were supposed to, but to be honest, I wouldn’t mind if he wasn’t. The thought of another man watching Elizabeth and me doing anything naked didn’t sit well with me.

My cock remained soft but twitched a little at the thought of Trevor being in the same room as us–as Elizabeth–despite my conscious reservations.

I rolled toward Elizabeth and then climbed on top of her, careful to not let too much of the bedsheet move off of us.

She parted her legs, and my lower body fell into the opening. She gasped when my penis touched her down there.

“Fuck,” she said. It was only the second time I’d heard her use that word, and I felt dizzy like the first time. Although, maybe for a different reason this time. “Stick it in me.”

I reached between us, and she gasped when my fingers brushed her pussy before getting to my cock. She was already wet. Soaking wet. I laughed a little when I thought that but stopped when I felt her squirming against my hand. I left my hand there for just a moment and looked at her face. Her eyes were closed, and she was biting her lower lip.

I wanted to leave my hand where it was. I wanted to let her continue to enjoy herself, to help her enjoy herself. I wanted her to have an orgasm while grinding on my hand.

But I couldn’t. That wasn’t why we were here. I still wasn’t convinced that soaking was as small a deal as Elizabeth and Trevor were making it out to be, but I knew I had to stick to the plan. Orgasms weren’t part of the arrangement.

I raised my midsection so I could lift my hand away from her hot, wet folds. I grabbed my dick and looked Elizabeth in the eye. I’d never seen that look before, but even so, I knew exactly what it was.

Desire.

Lust.

Need.

“Do it,” she whispered.

I pressed the head of my cock–still frustratingly small and soft–into her warmth. Between her wetness and my lack of stiffness, I couldn’t quite get it inside. It kept sliding from one side of her pussy to the other. She twitched below me in frustration.

Now, I’ve since learned that sometimes men have performance problems that can be caused by a wide range of things. Nerves. Physiological issues. Heart disease. But right then, it was clear to me that my cock–which had never had problems responding to even perfectly innocent things Elizabeth had done before–wasn’t getting hard because I knew deep down that what we were doing was wrong.

“What’s wrong?” she asked. It came out as a whine.

“I can’t do it,” I said, rolling off of her.

“Can’t do what?” Trevor said, coming out of the bathroom with just a towel wrapped around his waist.


Chapter Five

His bulging pecs and biceps still glistening from his shower, Trevor looked from Elizabeth to me and back again.

“I can’t do it,” I said.

“You can’t soak her?” Trevor asked, his tone derisive.

“Apparently not,” Elizabeth snapped. I could feel the anger she projected from her eyes as she looked at me.

I stared straight up to the ceiling, trying not to cry.

“Dude,” Trevor said, laughing.

“It’s not funny,” Elizabeth said. “This is important to me, and now it’s ruined. I’m so embarrassed right now.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said, turning toward her only to see her turn away from me.

“Yeah, Liz,” Trevor said. “This is on him. You got no reason to be ashamed.”

“I should go,” Elizabeth said. “Can you guys leave the room so I can get dressed?”

I nodded wordlessly and started to pull the sheet back so I could get up. Before I could, though, Trevor spoke up.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “We can still make this happen for you.”

“Trevor…” I started to say.

“What do you mean?” Elizabeth asked, choking back tears.

“If he can’t do it,” Trevor said, “I’d be more than willing to try.”

My cock stiffened even as my heart sank.

“You’d do that for me?” Elizabeth asked.

I laughed. “For you? He’d do it for himself.”

“Dude,” Trevor said. “That’s a shitty thing to say.”

“Seriously,” Elizabeth said. “Maybe I made the wrong choice.”

Trevor tugged at his towel and let it drop. Elizabeth gasped at his cock, which didn’t appear to be fully erect but which was bigger than mine at full mast. Speaking of which, it appeared mine was ready and willing now that it was too late.

“So?” Trevor said.

“Come here,” Elizabeth said.

Trevor pulled the sheet completely off of Elizabeth and me. I expected Elizabeth to protest, but she just laughed. I was frozen, remaining there next to Elizabeth as Trevor climbed on top of her.

“Not on my bed,” I whispered, but they didn’t seem to hear me.

I should have gotten up, left the room. Left the apartment. Instead, my eyes were drawn to the spectacle next to me. Drawn first to Elizabeth’s breasts, small and perfect with hard nipples surrounded by tiny bump-lined areolas. Try as I might, I couldn’t remain focused on her breasts and instead moved my gaze down lower.

Elizabeth had her legs spread wide, much wider than she had with me. Trevor was much bigger than me (in more ways than one), so she had to accommodate his size. Her right knee pressed against my left thigh.

“Are you sure about this?” Trevor asked, his voice surprisingly soft.

No, I tried to say.

“Oh, yes,” Elizabeth said, her hands around his neck.

Trevor held himself up with one hand and used the other to guide the monster between his legs toward Elizabeth’s waiting pussy. He rubbed his member up and down the length of her wetness, creating a quite unnecessary pleasure that she didn’t seem to mind at all. She closed her eyes, leaned her head back into the pillow (my pillow), and moaned.

After Trevor had done this for a while, Elizabeth said, “Fuck me.”

“What?” both Trevor and I said.

“Uh, I mean… soak me,” Elizabeth said.

Trevor’s face completely changed at that moment. He had had a look of concern and patience, but now he smirked. His eyes actually looked different, colder, as he stopped moving his cock up and down and centered it on Elizabeth’s opening.

And then he lowered himself into her.

A strangled gasp that seemed to signal pain erupted from Elizabeth’s mouth, and her right hand flew to my left one. I grasped her hand, and she squeezed so hard it hurt.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Oh fuck, it hurts!”

Trevor stopped his downward movement. “You want me to stop?”

I wanted him to stop, or at least I thought I did. My cock, leaking precum and twitching wildly, felt otherwise.

“Don’t you dare,” Elizabeth said.

Trevor continued. Elizabeth squeezed my hand even harder.

“Oh, Aaron,” she said, looking me right in the eye. “I never knew it’d be like this.”

I choked back a sob. I didn’t even notice my free hand went down to my own cock and started slowly stroking it.

“Are you okay?” Trevor asked.

Elizabeth didn’t take her eyes off of me. “I’m so full.”

“How long should we…” Trevor started to ask.

“I don’t know,” Elizabeth said, finally turning her head to look up at him. “I just wish we could…”

“But you can’t,” I said, still stroking my cock.

“Yeah, well, you probably shouldn’t be jacking off right now, either,” Trevor said. “And yet, here we are.”

My face flushed, but I didn’t stop what I was doing.

“You know, as long as I don’t make myself move, it doesn’t count,” Trevor said.

“What?” Elizabeth said.

“If the bed was shaking, it’d move me inside you, but it wouldn’t be me doing it,” Trevor said. “So it wouldn’t count.”

Elizabeth laughed. “Why would the bed shake?”

Trevor looked at me. “Hey, bro, wanna do us a solid?”

I slowed down my stroking, not stopping completely. “What are you talking about?”

“It’s called jump-humping,” he said. “You stand up on the bed and, well, jump, so the bed shakes.”

Elizabeth laughed again. “You’re such an expert at all of this.”

Trevor shrugged. “I saw it on TikTok.”

Using TikTok was a no-no for us, of course, but considering the situation we’d all found ourselves in, it seemed like a minor concern.

“I’m not going to do that,” I said.

Elizabeth turned back to me and squeezed my hand again. “Please, Aaron. For me?”

Fuck.

I stood up and almost immediately fell on top of the two of them. I placed one hand against the wall behind the bed’s headboard to steady myself.

And then I started slowly jumping while continuing to stroke myself as I watched my mission partner bouncing on top of my dream girl.

“That’s nice,” Elizabeth said, her speech slurred. “Faster, Aaron.”

I tried to jump faster. It was challenging to brace myself against the wall with one hand while stroking my cock with the other. I suppose I could have stopped stroking, but the idea didn’t occur to me.

“That feels so good,” Elizabeth said. “But I need more.”

“Are you sure?” Trevor asked. “You want me to…”

She nodded. “Yes.”

“Wait, what’s going on ?” I asked as if I didn’t know.

“Just keep jumping,” Trevor said.

I did, even though I could tell what I was doing was having a minimal effect on things compared to what Trevor began doing.

Trevor jerked his hips, pushing down into Elizabeth so hard he made the bed bounce more than I was. I almost lost my balance again due to the force of his thrusts.

Trevor slammed into Elizabeth.

“Holy shit!” Elizabeth said.

And again.

“I’m going to…” Elizabeth said.

And again.

“Maybe you shouldn’t,” I said as if I had any chance of stopping the inevitable. As if I wasn’t getting close to the inevitable myself.

“Almost… don’t stop,” Elizabeth said.

“Come for me, Liz,” Trevor said.

“You were just supposed to soak,” I said stupidly.

Elizabeth squealed out in pleasure as the inevitable arrived. As her orgasm overtook her, she clawed at Trevor’s back, her nails digging into his bare flesh.

He kept pounding into her as her squeals turned into soft moaning and her arms fell away from him. She lay there, spent, as he continued to thrust in and out of her.

“I’m close,” he said.

My heart pounded as she came to life, wrapping her long, lean legs around him and pulling him even closer to her. The words she’d said in her dorm room ran through my mind.

Someone I can trust not to come inside me.

Why was she not telling him to stop? She needed to tell him to stop.

I’m obviously not on birth control.

“Trevor, you need to stop,” I said, not bothering to pretend to be jumping anymore.

“Don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop,” Elizabeth said. She was probably talking to Trevor but she looked up at me when she said it. Was she talking to both of us? Telling us both it was okay to finish what we’d started?

I felt like crying as I watched Trevor. As I watched Elizabeth–Liz–continue to hold him in place with her legs. As my hand picked up its pace on my own pathetic and needy cock.

Trevor suddenly growled and shoved into Elizabeth with one last thrust. He held himself in place for several seconds as both Elizabeth and I gasped at what he was doing.

“It’s so… warm,” Elizabeth said, giggling.

“Fuck,” I whispered, feeling my own pleasure build to an unstoppable level.

Elizabeth looked up at me and gently shoved Trevor’s upper body away from hers. He held himself up away from her with both hands as he started to pull his cock out of her.

And I exploded.

My legs immediately felt like jelly as thick ropes of cum found their way onto Elizabeth, splashing onto her face and into that bright blond hair. Some of it went into her eyes, forcing her to shut them even as she opened her mouth to catch some of my spunk. I felt like I might pass out when she licked her lips before swallowing what she’d captured.

Who the hell was this lustful creature?

I fell to the bed, my hand sliding down the wall and then the headboard in an attempt to make sure I didn’t fall onto Elizabeth and Trevor or, worse, back the other way and onto the floor. Trevor disengaged from Elizabeth and sat on the other side of her, on the edge of the bed.

We all remained like that for a few moments, stunned into silence.

“I’m sorry,” Trevor said.

Elizabeth laughed. “For what?”

“It was just supposed to be soaking.”

I watched in awe as Elizabeth scooped some of my cum off of her cheek with her right hand as her left hand went between her legs. She shoved my cum into her mouth as she played with what was dribbling out of her down below.

“Well,” she said, raising her hand from between her legs and looking at the string of Trevor’s cum that now connected the hand to her pussy, “I for one feel good and soaked right now.”

---
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For even more hotwife & cuckold goodness, check out Sterling Wilder’s full catalog now!
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