
        
            
                
            
        

    
Cuckold Consequences

by Vivian White

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 1

===========================

Plap! Plap! Plap!

My nails were digging into my palms.

“Oh, holy fuck! FUCK OH GOD!” Julie screamed. The bed groaned under the weight and vigorous activity on the mattress.

I was sitting across the room, in the dark, watching. Forgotten. Pushed aside… again.

“FUCKING TAKE IT.” Plap! Plap! Plap! “Who’s fucking cunt is this!” Devon’s voice was gruff and pitched low, panting with effort. Hands on Julie’s narrow hips, he gripped tightly. Her ass jumped and rippled red from his harsh slaps and spanks, as well as the friction of his pale, hairy stomach that was smacking into her repeatedly. His horse cock thrust into her tight little pussy recklessly. Her lips gripping and dragging over his shaft with slick squelches.

“Yours! Oh fuckin’ shit yours, baby! Yours, daddy! Please don’t stop!” Julie’s voice cracked, mixed with pleasure and pain.

The lights on either side of the bed lit them, but left the rest of the room in shadows. My chair was uncomfortable, rigid and too short for my long legs. Light glinted off my glasses as I watched my wife… my beautiful wife, get owned. Railed. Completely destroyed. And she was loving it.

Devon grabbed hold of her honey colored hair, long and sweaty and matted from their efforts over the last half hour, and pulled her head up from the bed. Her eyes were blazing gray blue, rimmed in red. He pulled her hair like it was a bridle on a horse, making her look at me as I sat feeling impotent and pathetic. 

It was all winding me up more and more. Pressing me like a spring, ready to break.

“Fucking look at your weak little husband. Tell him who owns this pussy!” Devon’s voice was harsh, commanding, almost hateful.

“Ohhh f…fuck…. It’s his. My pussy belongs to Devon, honey…AAAHHH!” Devon slapped Julie’s ass cheek so hard the snap filled the room and his hand print was visible on her pale skin. He paused for only a second, then thrust deep and firm back inside her slick tunnel. “Don’t call him that. He’s a limp dick! Call him a fucking limp dick unworthy of this little cunt!” He pushed and ground inside her, making her whine until she said it.

“That’s fucking right. You love me! Not that pathetic little shit.” He kept his grip on her hair, making her look me in the eye.

“Yes daddy! Yes, I fucking love you. Love your cock. Use me please. Don’t stop! Fuck meeeee!” She cried, tears in her eyes. His cock rammed deep again, balls swaying and slapping her clit rough and hard. He pulled her up, lifting her from her hands onto her knees and arching her back. Her B cups bounced furiously, arms dangling as he rutted her like an animal.

I could see his cock pistoning deep into her. Her bald slit was puffy and red, lips gripping hard and swollen and dripping frothy cream. “Look, limp dick. Look what I’m doing to your little wife. She’s not yours anymore. This pussy is fucking mine!” He laughed and then grabbed her by the back of the neck, slamming her back onto the mattress, face to the side. Devon squatted behind her and continued ramming downward into her pussy.

She was crying. Whimpering. Gasping in orgasmic grief.

“Take it. Take it. Fucking take my cock, you slut.” Devon chanted it like some sort of magic spell.

Plap! Plap! Plap! Plap!

The smell of sex, musk, sweat, salt, and ass filled the room. I gripped the arms of the chair, nails digging grooves into the wood. One of my nails cracked and started to bleed. I didn’t feel it. I was numb. So numb. My eyes itched with unshed tears. I was thankful for the shadows. If they saw me like this, it would only make me look and feel even more pathetic.

This wasn’t what I wanted. Not anymore. Not like this.

Julie arched, face down and ass up, getting reamed hard and deep. She was in a trance of pleasure and euphoria. Panting. Words tumbled out of her mouth, but most were incoherent or so filthy my brain tried to bleep them out.

“Yeah! Fuck yeah! Your little cunt is mine, you stuck-up bitch. Take it!” Devon’s face was red, slick with sweat. His jaw was set, teeth grinding as he drug his hands into Julie’s hips, making her ass shake and thighs ripple with every thrust. “Ever think you’d be taking a cock like mine? Huh? Well, now you know you’re not better than me. You’re just a lowly cock slut and I’m your fucking master!” His hand slapped her ass again, making it even redder.

Salty, warm tears dripped down my cheeks. I should be stopping this, but I couldn’t move. We’d been doing this for months now. Almost an entire year. At first… at first, it had been intoxicating. New. Adventurous. It was exciting and erotic. Seeing Julie pleasured, such a huge dick splitting her open. And the dichotomy of Julie’s beauty and Devon’s somewhat basement dweller look just added to the taboo and excitement.

But now, all I felt was bile in my throat. My stomach clenched and my cock shriveled. And yet… my balls still ached and contracted with the urge to cum. Balls as blue as the ocean. Julie hadn't fucked me in ages.

Devon continued his assault. Splitting her cunt open with his thick cock, ramming to depths I’d never be able to reach. Julie makes sounds that would put most porn videos to shame.

I grit my teeth. Devon’s flabby stomach bounced on my wife's ass as he ground her into the bed. Stretching pink lips becoming puffy and raw from his girth and frothing cream and continued stimulation.

In all the blogs and articles I’d read, cuckolding was about emotion, denial, titillation, often humiliation. There were men out there that would kill to be sitting where I was. Seeing and hearing what I was experiencing would have been enough to make them ejaculate without even touching themselves. And for a little while… I was one of those men. But now… now I felt a wave of clarity breaking through the fog in my brain. All my twisted desires and perverted thoughts seemed to have played themselves out. It was as if I’d been sprinting and had finally hit the wall. Now I was stumbling, about to fall flat on my face, my lungs collapsing and heart exploding.

The thrill had faded, and the scales had fallen from my eyes. What I was looking at wasn’t an inclusive spicy adventure anymore. This wasn’t the woman I had married. She’d changed. And that was my fault. I started this. What right did I have to complain? And didn’t Julie have a right to her own body and desires? She had come along this journey reluctantly but now was riding the rollercoaster in the very front with her hands up waving and screaming with unrestrained excitement.

Me? I’d been pushed to the very back of the ride. Maybe not even on the ride. I was waiting at the exit, looking at the pictures taken of those having fun. I was a spectator in my own marriage, in my own home. It had been over a month since I’d touched Julie in any sort of intimate way beyond some goodbye kisses. And those were fairly chaste. She liked to playfully tell me I “didn’t deserve” to touch her breasts, to feel her pussy or ass. Devon had claimed them. She always said it with a playful, seductive twinkle in her eye, but I didn’t feel titillated about it. It may be a game to her, but those words were knife digging into my bones. I rarely saw her naked, except when she was servicing Devon. 

I was left to satisfy myself, while she was taken to heights unknown, by a man that didn’t remotely deserve her, even if he did have a massive cock and the skill to use it.

Devon hadn’t earned her love. Her respect. Her hand in marriage. But he was the one whose dick was balls deep inside her. And he was the one she was screaming for. Screaming for him to cum inside her, to fuck her any way he wanted.

My eyes were hot with tears and my mouth was dry, like it was full of cotton.

I couldn’t do this anymore. I couldn’t.

I wouldn’t…

—

Devon’s cock was so deep. Julie could feel it in her stomach every time he rammed it home, hitting her cervix painfully, repeatedly, with his never ending stamina and determination to have his cock reach every hiding spot within her pussy. Her lips were stretched to their limit when he bottomed out inside, wrapping around his base and squeezing. Her body convulsed on its own, orgasms acting like waves on a beach. Crashing in one on top of the other, never letting up.

Julie’s mind was on fire. Vision blurry. Gasping as she tried to keep her breath and to keep from passing out. Devon had fucked her hard before. In fact, nearly every time he’d been inside her, he was firm and in control and never gentle. But this time, tonight, he was relentless. It was like he was on a mission to just ruin her completely. And he was definitely on the verge of succeeding.

He turned her over from her downward dog position, flipping her to her back. She groaned and lay there, head off the side of the bed and legs opening of their own accord. Her smooth mound was now puffy and pink from the assault. Devon was lying on her. He pushed her legs open further, and she felt a pang in one of her thighs as a muscle cramped. Her face twisted in pain, but it didn’t matter. Devon didn’t notice. His cock was at her entrance again and then he was inside.

“Fuck! How are you always so tight, fucking bitch!” He held her thighs and thrust his meaty hips into her, sweat dripping down his hairy chest and belly. Plap! Plap! Plap!

They were drenched in sweat. The sheets were stained and ruined. The smell of sex and sweat would never come out. Julie looked down at her pussy, amazed that she could take something so huge inside her. It was intense and her eyes rolled for a moment as his cock head rubbed her g-spot. Another orgasm rolled over her. She shuddered, letting her head fall back and off the edge of the bed to see the room upside down.

She expected to see the shadow of her husband in the corner. He was always there. Present. Watching. Like some other worldly observer. Her body was being taken, used for pure unadulterated pleasure. A body she’d pledged to Tom on their wedding day and even before that. She wanted him to see her in ecstasy. Making sure her eyes conveyed the painful bliss she was in, she looked over at her husband’s chair.

It was empty.

Where was Tom?

Devon grabbed Julie’s neck and her eyes darted to meet his blazing, hungry stare. He started squeezing, choking her, cutting off her air and sending her body into a spiral as her brain was denied oxygen.

“Take it! Take it! Fucking take my cock you whore. Yeah. Like that. Let your husband see me own his pretty little wife. Fucking own you. Mine. Say it!”

But Tom’s not there. Julie's brain sent the message, but it didn’t click. Her words were impossible to get out even as she tried to say, “Yours. Yours. All yours.” It just came out as a choked mess. Her vision blurring as he kept thrusting, another orgasm building.

“I’m gonna fucking cum. I’m gonna cum in your cunt, Julie. Look at me when I cum inside your married cunt!” Devon roared and tightened his grip. Her face turned cherry red, lips blue, eyes wide.

Julie’s orgasm exploded, sending hard tremors through her. Gushing wet juices flew and spit around Devon’s cock as he thrust again and then rammed one last time. His cum rushed out in a torrent like a spewing firehose. Pleasure. Pain. The need to breathe. It mixed and turned and tumbled inside Julie as she wept, screamed, gasped and then, head falling back one more time to see the empty chair across the room, she fainted.

—

Julie’s eyes opened slowly. Her head was pounding. It felt like she had a hangover. Everything ached and her pussy felt like it was on fire. Her hand drifted to between her thighs and felt along her skin, her lips, feeling how sensitive her vulva was and inside feeling a throbbing pain and ache. Her hand also came away sticky and wet, the leaking cum from her vagina still warm.

Pee. I need to pee.

The thought was vague and foggy, but insistent.

Getting up was an effort. Rolling off the bed and seeing Devon laying sprawled out snoring deeply made Julie grimace. She quickly shuffled to the bathroom and relieved herself, then cleaned herself up before coming back out to the bedroom. Putting on her fuzzy gray robe, she tied it loosely, allowing it to hang open enough to show the curve of her breasts and stomach and pussy.

Tom wasn’t in the room. Something about that itched at Julie. Her eyes went to the chair her husband usually sat in during her activities. He’d been sitting there for months now, watching her break every rule of their relationship and marriage and agreement for this new lifestyle. She’d had adventures outside this room, without Tom. Things she’d only ever hinted about or joked about, Devon had made reality but she hadn’t told Tom. He didn’t know how far down she’d gone into this whirlwind of sexual exploration.

Tom had been a good cuckold, letting her degrade, belittle and humiliate him while she was used and abused in all the best ways. It sent a thrill through her and made her nipples harden under the robe even just thinking about it.

Her pussy started to warm up and she bit her lip. With an effort she pushed past the thoughts about how she’d been pulled out of her little church girl shell to become a complete slut. Owned by a man like Devon, allowing him to take her any way he wanted. Her hand moved between her legs, touching herself with a soft breath, feeling herself throbbing again. Her eyes went back to the chair. The empty chair.

Usually, Tom fell asleep in there after jerking off watching. But… he’d been missing when she’d looked over during the final moments before she’d passed out. Had he gone to the bathroom? Maybe to get a drink of water?

Brushing back her hair, a waterfall of honey locks that were sweaty, tangled, she slipped out of the bedroom and down the hall to the kitchen. The house was dark. She grabbed a glass and filled it with water, taking two long gulps. She was definitely dehydrated. It had been the most intense session yet. She could still feel the jolting in her bones as Devon had laid into her, filling her pussy so completely over and over. 

Getting another glass of water, Julie downed it more slowly, then put the glass in the sink and went to the living room. Maybe Tom had been uncomfortable in the chair?

Sure enough, there was a dark form on the couch, covered in blankets. It was quiet. She couldn’t hear Tom’s breaths. Usually he breathed very heavily and snorted on occasion in his sleep. It was cute. But he was still, quiet, and it sent a chill down her spine. Quiet, like when he was sitting across the room in the dark, while she was being fucked.

Julie moved into the room and sat on the edge, not wanting to disturb her husband. “Tom…” she whispered.

No answer. 

Surely he wasn’t that deep asleep. Maybe… maybe he was awake and listening, but not wanting to talk. It wouldn’t surprise her. After what she’d just done in front of him. Said. Maybe he was still processing. Upset.

“Tom, honey...” She hesitated. “I… I know tonight was… um, intense…” She licked her lips. “It’s… it’s just sex talk, you know…” That wasn’t true. But she couldn’t let Tom think she didn’t respect him, or didn’t still love him. She did love him. Completely. But her love had changed. Tom wasn’t the sexual dynamo that Devon was. He didn’t make her feel like Devon did. Desired. Worshiped. An object of pure sex to be pleasured and used. Tom was great, but… 

“I know it was probably hard. Seeing me like that. Doing those things and saying those things but… It’s just sex. Just the heat of the moment kinda stuff, ya know?” Julie wasn’t sure if Tom was listening. He really could be asleep, and she was just talking to herself. But that seemed okay, too. Her words made her feel better, even if they weren’t reassuring her husband.

This whole adventure had been a rollercoaster. Moving so fast and furious and driving towards an exciting potential end. Though what end, Julie wasn’t sure. Before all this, they’d been thinking about kids. Now… now they had put that on hold for this fantasy. However, Devon had been whispering things about impregnating her. Of getting her off birth control. Letting him put a baby in her. She couldn’t deny that the taboo of it was exhilarating. Maybe she could talk Tom into it? Would it be so bad? They wanted kids. Did it really matter if the child was biologically Tom’s?

She looked at her husband’s sleeping form. “I love you, honey. I’ll see you in the morning, okay? We can talk about… about anything.” Standing up, she turned to face her husband’s sleeping form so her exposed vagina was next to where his head was under the blankets. “Wanna see what he did to me before I go back to bed?” She whispered it seductively, breathy, hoping to ignite that jealous desire in her husband she loved seeing. Before she’d started denying him, this sort of thing had led to some very amazing reclamation sex.

Tom didn’t stir.

With a sigh, she pulled her robe closed and walked back to the bedroom. Devon was still lying prone across the bed, snoring and sniffling, his pasty, sweaty, naked body exposed since the covers had slipped off the bed. Julie picked up the sheets and put them back, quickly slipping under them, still wearing her robe, and cuddled close to Devon. She hated his snoring, and how his rough hair always rubbed against her, but his softness and heat were comforting in their own way. Her fatigue took over, and she fell asleep, thinking everything was fine.

—

I didn’t stay at home. I left my bedroom while my wife was screaming out in orgasm and spewing filthy, degrading words, all directed at me. For a moment I considered just curling up on the couch, plugging my ears and trying to go to sleep. But even as I’d tossed the blankets onto the couch, I knew that nothing short of deafness would block out the sounds of bodies slapping, screaming, grunting. The smell of sweat was wafting through the house. It made my stomach churn. 

So I did the only thing I could do. I left.

I drove away like I was abandoning my life. All the thoughts going through my brain were screaming at me to just keep driving. To go forever or until the gas ran out, and I found myself somewhere new. Start over. Become a new man. Start a new family. But… I wasn’t that stupid.

Muscle memory took over, and I drove to my office downtown. I parked in the garage and thankfully had my backpack, so I could use my keycard to get into the building. My office was small, but cozy. There was a decent chair I could recline in and put my feet up on my desk to get some shuteye. It was quiet in the building, which allowed me to think. Thinking wasn’t something I’d done in months. My dick had been in charge. My libido, hormones, and my primal animal brain had been driving my actions. It was those things that had led me to allowing my wife to indulge in sexual exploits with a man I’d never have ever considered a threat.

This was my fault. All of it.

I’d pushed Julie. Pushed her at the Christmas party. Pushed her after, even when she’d expressed concerns about the fantasy and the reality. And then, she started liking it. Somewhere along the line, our fantasy of me watching her have sex, of seeing Devon with his massive cock fuck her and do things to her that I probably wouldn't have dared, had gotten twisted. 

This wasn’t a fantasy for both of us any more. Now, it was Julie and Devon. They were meeting without telling me. Indulging in things, fantasies and activities, that they either wouldn’t tell me about. However, Devon had teased me with photos and video clips that gave me just a little glimpse of how depraved my wife had become. Before, Julie would have teased me and told me, all while giving me a blow job or a hand job or having sex. Now… Now I was lucky to sit in the corner and watch. In my own house. My own fucking house!

I gripped the arms of my chair as I leaned back and grit my teeth. When did it go wrong? Was it that very first time? Allowing someone like Devon into our lives, into our marriage? Or was it after, when Devon had pushed us further? Talking down to me. Denying me. Making me sit further away rather than be right next to the action. 

But I couldn’t put it all on Devon or Julie. 

I never stopped her. Never confronted him. Never pushed back.

It was my fault.

Tears came again, and this time I didn’t suppress them. I cried silently in my office. Cried because I knew I’d lost my wife. She probably hadn’t even noticed I was gone. Did she even care if I was there to watch anymore?

I cried for several minutes before I could compose myself. I dried my eyes, leaned back, and pulled out my phone. Julie hadn’t called or texted. She didn’t know I was gone. Or she didn’t care. Putting my phone down, I looked up at the ceiling and tried to figure out what I was going to do. 

One thing was for sure, things couldn’t continue the way they were. I was no longer certain I wanted to continue living.

—

The morning came too soon. Whatever sleep I had got in my office wasn’t even remotely enough. I felt stiff and sore from how I’d slept. Shuffling out of my office, still in the jeans and t-shirt I’d been wearing last night, I looked around the still quiet office. Thankfully, the office had a lax dress code. Plus, since I was a UI Designer, it really didn’t matter what I wore. I could come to work in pajamas and people wouldn’t even notice.

In the breakroom, I caught my reflection in the chrome refrigerator. To say I looked rough was an understatement. My face had scruff, hair askew and eyes red from crying and lack of decent sleep. I went straight to the coffeemaker and started a pot, making sure it was dark. No need for sugar or cream this morning. I was gonna go straight black, probably all day. The coffee began to percolate as I stood in front of the machine, watching the coffee drip into the carafe. It was like watching my life drip, drip, drip away.

“Whoa. Someone had a rough night. Please tell me you’re not hungover. We really can’t have HR breathing down our necks again after what Terry did last month.” The voice jolted me from my trance and I turned to see Gwen, my team lead, walking into the breakroom. 

Gwen was dressed in a smart black pencil skirt and a red silk blouse. She rarely dressed so professionally unless she had to give some sort of presentation. I tried to think if we were supposed to be giving any sort of report, but my brain was moving like molasses. Running a hand through my hair, I attempted to straighten it and turned my attention to her. She was a tall woman with auburn hair she kept in a messy bun. Her eyes were a deep green like a stormy sea and her figure was toned and slim, chest large enough to push against the blouse in a seductive manner. Her black heels clicked on the linoleum as she came over, putting down her laptop on the table, stood next to me, ass pressed to the counter, arms folded.

“Not drunk.” I muttered and stifled a yawn.

“Then what’s up? You look like my son after a gaming marathon.” She grinned, her pink colored lips shiny from the fluorescent lights humming overhead.

I rolled my eyes. Her son, Danny, was almost fourteen, and being compared to a teen with a gaming addiction didn’t bode well for how I was looking. Gwen was admirable for being a driven businesswoman, as well as a single mother. Her husband had made the grave mistake of dicking down his secretary back when Danny was only four. She’d quickly given him the boot and won a very lucrative legal divorce settlement.

Her happy-go-lucky attitude shifted, and she raised an eyebrow. “Seriously, you good? Something going on? You’re not sick are you, because I’d rather you take that shit home and we get a little behind on the project rather than everyone having to call out sick and the timeline get pushed back even worse.” She stepped closer and put the back of her hand to my forehead.

Her touch was like a branding iron. It was hard not to have a crush on Gwen. Everyone in the office did, straight and otherwise. She was kind, smart, didn’t take shit, but wasn’t a slave driver. She was a fair and conscientious team lead. A true diamond among the muck of corporate life. Also, she was probably one of the sexiest women in IT anywhere.

Satisfied that I didn’t have a fever, she folded her arms under her breasts. “Spit it out. I’m not kidding. You look like shit.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose for a second before turning to pour myself a cup of coffee. “It’s… kind of a private matter.” That was true enough, though so vague that it wasn’t much of an excuse.

“You slept in your office.” The statement made me jolt and nearly spill my coffee.

“What?” I look at her like she can read my thoughts, and right now my brain is a minefield of taboo, kink, humiliation and pain. I don’t want anyone seeing that. Hell, I don’t even wanna see it. But I don’t have the luxury of being outside my brain.

Her posture softens and so does the concern that was formerly harsh on her face. Now she looks like she’s worried about me and not just how my foul look might affect the project. “I know the look from experience.” Her cheeks turn pink for a second, highlighting a few freckles that were sprinkled across her cheeks. “When Tristan was… well, when we were in the thick of all that shit, I spent some time in my office instead of going home. Not the smartest thing, but I needed some space, even from Danny. There’s really no mistaking the look.” Her eyes rove over me, my wrinkled clothes and five o’clock shadow and blood-shot eyes.

I let out a breath and looked down at my coffee, swirling it in a circle. “Yeah. Uh, I did.”

She nods, but doesn’t say anything.

“Uh, is that cool?” I look up, worried.

“Well, it’s not against the rules or anything. And, I’m just your team lead, not your ‘boss boss’, ya know. So, it doesn’t really matter what I think. However, if it becomes an issue in regards to the project, then, well, we might have to have a talk.” She unfolds her arms and smooths out her blouse and skirt absently, giving herself a second to think. “Is this going to be a…” Her eyes look up at the ceiling for a second then back to me, “Is it going to be a frequent thing or, just a one off?”

That’s the question, isn’t it? Am I going to sleep in my office again, or am I going to go home?

I almost scoff at the idea. Home. That’s not home anymore. Somehow I’d lost it. I’d broken everything with my fantasies and depraved wants. I’d let Devon into our home. And that wasn’t the worst of it. Julie worked with Devon. He was everywhere. He’d infected and tainted everything, and all with my blessing. Now Julie wasn’t mine anymore. How could she be considering the things she said and done? Even if cuckolding was about this sort of dynamic and treatment, that didn’t mean the words and actions didn’t hurt.

It was supposed to be part of the fun. Part of the thrill. This is what cuckolding was according to countless blogs and websites. But even if it had been exciting for a little while, at some point we’d driven off the agreed upon path. 

I wasn’t happy with this. Truth be told, I hadn’t been happy for weeks. But I’d kept it up. Kept watching as my wife was fucked completely I didn’t know how I could ever compete. I’d put up with it, because Julie loved it. She couldn’t resist Devon. Evidenced by all the activity she’d been involved in behind my back. I still had the videos and pictures Devon had sent me to torture me. How fucked up was it, that I was furious and sad, considering abandoning my life, even thoughts of suicide, but I couldn’t let go of the pornographic media of my wife?

My grip tightened on my coffee cup, almost crushing it. A little coffee spilled over on my hand and I didn’t even flinch.

“Hey…” Gwen put a hand on my shoulder. “You don’t have to say anything.” She patted my back. “Listen. You look like hell and you can’t mope around here looking like the cat wrestled you and then dragged you in. So…” She turned from me and pulled an ID badge from her laptop bag and handed it to me. “It’s to the gym upstairs. Go take a shower. Shave that scruff because you look ridiculous, and then get back down here so we can go over the wireframes for the site again. The muckety-mucks upstairs don’t like how some things are “flowing”.” She rolls her eyes.

I take the badge, looking at the horrible screened photo on the front. Somehow it was worse than DMV photos for driver’s licenses. But even in this horrible photo, she looked cute. “Thanks.” I said, taking a quick sip of my coffee before tossing the rest in the sink and the cup into the trash.

“Don’t take too long. Gonna be a banger day for this thing and I wanna keep on schedule so we don’t have to pull any late nights.” Satisfied, she grabbed her laptop bag and started for the door.

I watched her hips sway in her skirt, unable to keep my eyes off the very flattering behind she had, even if it was on the smaller side. Julie was a more full-figured woman, a bit of an hourglass curve to her. Gwen was much more slim and straight, with subtle curves that hinted at the possibilities. I didn’t see any panty lines.

Geeze, I needed to get my head on straight. I was still frustratingly backed up from last night. 

I hadn’t cum like I usually did. Maybe I could take care of it in the gym shower.

With a defeated sigh, I pocketed the badge and headed to the stairs to get myself cleaned up, and try to forget that my whole life had imploded.

—

Julie spied Devon in the bathroom while she was in the shower, washing off the sweat and cum from the previous night. Steam had fogged up the glass doors, but she could still see the barrel of a man through the glass after rubbing off the moisture. Devon was a squat, pale, hairy man with a sizable saggy ass, and thighs that rubbed together when he walked. His cock was massively thick and long, hanging almost to his knee. It was the one thing about him that he seemed to think actually mattered. He had an arrogance about it. 

He was standing at the sink, using Tom’s razor and shaving cream to shave his neck hair and trim up his pathetic excuse for a beard. More like exaggerated overgrowth of scruff. Something about him taking Tom’s things… it sent a shiver and a tingle through her nether regions. Julie bit her lip. Devon was distasteful. He wasn’t polite, was highly abrasive at work. He probably would have been fired a long time ago had he not been so damn good at his job. Besides, it seemed widely accepted that IT people were just weird and couldn’t be expected to conform to more conventional social norms.

Pulling her eyes away from him, she finished washing the soap from her hair and turned the water off, stepping out of the shower to towel off.

“Come suck my cock while I shave,” Devon ordered. And yes, it was an order. It was gruff and expectant as he angled his chin up to trace the razor along his neck.

Julie hesitated, dripping wet and looking for a towel, but couldn’t find one. Devon snapped his fingers and looked at her from the reflection in the mirror. His eyes bore into hers and drew her in. She stepped across the slick floor, careful not to slip, and knelt in front of Devon as he continued shaving. His cock was semi hard, dangling between his hairy thighs. It was a horrible, beastly beauty and Julie almost forgot her name looking at it.

Taking it in her wet hands, she started stroking it, getting it stiff before putting the thick head in her mouth. Her eyes drifted up to watch the man arrogantly using her husband's razor as he got a morning blow job. She hadn’t done this for Tom since… well, probably since their first year of marriage when they’d been all over each other. Time and responsibilities had stolen that passion and spontaneity from them, but Devon had dragged it back full force into their lives.

A hand drifted to Devon's heavy, prickly balls. She fondled them gently as she swallowed half the length of his meaty cock. He tasted like sweat, salt and pre-cum. He hadn’t taken a shower. Devon barely cared how he looked or smelled at work, but Julie had an image to maintain as the head of the Design Department. Coming into the office looking like she’d been fucked, and smelling like cum and sweat was not something she could do.

The man grunted, feeling Julie's mouth swallow his girth, and he grinned as he continued shaving. Her groans and grunts and slurps filled the echoey bathroom. Once upon a time, only a few months back, she would have tried to be a bit more demure about her oral skills. Devon had fucked that behavior out of her. Now she slurped, gulped, glugged and snorted and gagged on his cock like it was everything she needed to survive.

Spit dripped down his shaft and along his balls, into her hand as she stroked his testicles, and down her chin to her wet chest and nipples as she gulped down the massive thing that made this man appealing.

Julie glanced at the door. It was open. Good. Tom would probably be up soon and come to shave. Let him see Devon taking his place. Using his toiletries with his wife on her knees servicing him. She wanted to see that devastation and lust and jealousy in her husband's eyes. She’d missed it last night. Maybe this would make up for that loss.

Tom never came.

Devon did. His cock became ragingly erect and was slowly thrusting down her throat. She squeezed his base and gagged on the amount that he was giving her before he gripped the edge of the sink and began to shoot his morning load straight into her throat. She gagged, gurgling and almost spitting up his cum. Some of it drooled around the corners of her mouth and down her chin. It dripped onto her chest before she gained control and swallowed. Swallowed. Swallowed.

Her lover grunted with the last bit of semen dripping from his cock, pulling it from her sucking lips. He gave her a gentle smack with his cock against her lips. “Good girl.” He chuckled and smacked her cheek with his cock, then went to get his clothes.

Julie remained on her knees for a moment, gasping and slowing her heart before getting to her feet and going to the linen closet for a towel.

Once she was dry, she went to her dresser. Devon had already dressed and was gone. They couldn’t be seen going to work together, and besides, Devon liked getting to the office super early to get a jump on work. There were always dozens of tickets that had come through from various employees needing computer assistance. The man was dedicated to his job. And even though he was having fun with Julie, he had made it clear he wouldn’t put his career on the line even for her pussy. In a way, Julie admired that.

She picked out a pair of pink thong panties that were practically see through and a cute matching bra that made her tits perk up. Not that they were sagging, but age had started to catch up with her. Next, she put on a pair of black slacks and a silk white blouse, then a blazer to finish the outfit and a pair of red chucks. It was all business until it came to footwear. Then it was about comfort. Besides, being part of the design department sort of lent itself to dressing a little eccentric.

The kitchen was quiet. There wasn’t any coffee brewing like usual. Tom was usually up early and had the coffee ready, and was making breakfast. Julie started the coffee and left the kitchen to go to the living room. Maybe Tom was still asleep or wasn’t feeling well. Maybe that would explain why he left last night. If he was feeling sick, he probably didn’t want to kill the mood by throwing up everywhere.

Suddenly Julie was walking a little quicker down the hall, worried her husband had been up all night with some sort of virus. What if he had a fever or worse? Had she really just traded orgasms and sex at the expense of her husband's health?

The blankets were piled on the couch, but no sign of Tom. It was hard to tell, but the blankets looked almost exactly like they had last night. Had Tom even been out here? Under these blankets? Had she been talking to herself last night when she came to the couch? But where else would Tom be?

She went to the guest room, but it was still exactly as they’d left it with the sheets and quilt folded neatly in a pile in the center of the bed. No sign of her husband. The house wasn’t overly large, so there really wasn’t anywhere else Tom could be. When she checked the driveway, Tom’s car was gone. So that meant he wasn’t home. But when had he left? She usually heard him leave, and he never left without giving her a kiss.

Julie stood on the porch, looking at the empty driveway and hugged herself. Something wasn’t sitting right with her, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. Maybe Tom had just needed to get to the office early. She knew he was working on a project that was coming due by the end of the year. The client was micromanaging, making progress slow and achingly tedious. 

That was it. He just needed to get to work early.

She brushed off her concerns and pulled out her phone from her pocket, shooting off a text.

Missed you this morning. <3

For a second, she considered sending something teasing about last night. How he’d missed a good show. Letting him know that her pussy was still aching and sore from Devon’s hard fucking. She decided against it. If… and it was a big if, Tom had been upset about last night, she didn’t want to push things. He needed to focus at work and getting those sort of racy texts in the morning wouldn’t help. She’d talk to him tonight. Make a nice dinner and discuss anything, if there was anything even to talk about.

Already thinking of the ingredients she’d need to make pork chops, she pushed aside the distressing absence of her husband and the routine they’d made and went back inside.

—

I sat on one of the benches in the gym on the sixth floor of the office building. It’s a private gym reserved only for managers and the higher ups, but some of the lower-level employees and team leads often got special privileges from time to time. Hence, Gwen having a badge and access. This early it was still fairly empty, only a few people either jogging on the treadmills or using the stair masters. I took a quick shower and shaved well enough that I didn’t look like some bum that walked in off the street. Behind me, lockers lined the wall and a door between banks of lockers led to the men's and women's and gender neutral changing rooms. 

It struck me as progressive when I started at Quintessential Pixel, QP for short, that they’d have gender neutral bathrooms and changing rooms in their gym. Their exact instructions were “use whichever one you want, but cause a problem and we will drop-kick you to the curb”. Not sure if that was something HR had given their blessing to say, but it didn’t stop the managers from saying it. It was refreshing.

I pulled out my phone and stared at the text from Julie. How long had it been since she’d woken up and found out I wasn’t there? Hours? Maybe she’d woken up just a few minutes ago.

My brain kept trying to bombard me with possibilities, but I shut it down fast and shoved my phone back in my pocket. It buzzed again. I pulled it back out to see a message from Devon. I grimaced. The last person I wanted to talk to or see a message from was the man that had essentially stolen my wife. My fist clenched my phone. I felt it groan against my grip. The smart thing to do would be to push the notification aside, put my phone away, and head back down to my office.

But I’m not smart. I’m broken. 

Only a broken, fucked up man would allow another man to use his wife like Devon was using mine. Only an idiot would sit in the corner and let himself be completely humiliated and sidelined in his own home and in his own marriage. It didn’t matter that there were whole communities out there that would disagree with me. That lived this life unscathed and happily. I was a hypocrite of the highest order, because I’d been enjoying this. And now I was making a heel turn. Maybe others could do this, but I wasn’t built for it.

I hung my head, gave a quick glance around the gym to make sure no one was close by, then turned the volume down on my phone. Devon was notorious for sending me videos that were on the loud side. Like the one he’d sent last week… the one that had nearly broken me and had started unraveling everything.

The message was just a picture. Julie was on her back, legs up and reaching down to pull her cheeks apart, showing the camera a full view of her asshole and pussy. They were glazed in thick white cream. Her face was sultry, looking into the camera with intense stormy eyes. I'd fallen in love with those eyes freshman year of college. The look on her face was familiar, the pale, flushed look and sweaty complexion of a woman who’d just been fucked.

Under the image was a text, “I fucking love filling your wife with my cum. She can take so much!” 

I muttered a curse and pocketed my phone, feeling my erection down my thigh and cursing myself for being so fucked up. My brain must be wired wrong. And it’s not that I was judging people who were in the lifestyle. I’d learned a lot about hotwifing and cuckolding over the last year. For some people, the dynamic really seemed to work. I thought it would work for us. But something… something in me just couldn’t take it. Not anymore. 

Maybe it was just nerves and jealousy. Who knows, maybe I just needed a minor break and then it would be fun again. Obviously, I was still getting aroused. Painfully so. Shit, my erection wasn’t going away. I hadn’t cum last night, and it seemed my balls were still percolating like the coffee I’d brewed this morning. I wanted to be stronger than my desires, stronger than my stupid libido. But… as we’ve established, I’m broken.

The men’s locker room had a couple of people milling around, showering and using the stalls. It wouldn’t be hard to duck into one of the stalls. They were floor length and fairly insulated so whatever went on in them was kept largely a secret from the outside world. As it should be. I was a huge stickler when it came to bathrooms. I always found it appalling how many bathrooms seemed to be an afterthought, and were so poorly designed and outfitted that it would probably have been better to just go and take a shit in the woods.

Something about jerking off with other men around brought back feelings of sitting in that uncomfortable chair, watching Devon and Julie. I didn’t want to stir up that feeling, so I slipped into the gender neutral bathroom. Thankfully, it was empty, and I went to one of the stalls and closed myself in. Locking the door, I sat down on the toilet, pulling my pants and boxers down.

It felt good to let my cock free of its constraints. Like a weight had been lifted. I pulled my phone out and considered what I should look at or watch to help me snap one off quickly. Porn was easy enough, there were thousands, millions of options there. Biting my lip, I let my thumbs type out “hotwife porn” into the search bar. Millions and millions of results came up. I flicked and scrolled through the videos, trying to find a thumbnail that could hold my attention. My mood would always dictate what I chose, and since being introduced into this cuckolding lifestyle, I’d developed a taste for married women doing naughty things. Somehow, it was easier to watch when it wasn’t my own wife. I’m sure there was some philosophical, psychological idea about that. Disassociating my situation and life from what I would search for and enjoy. But I hadn’t done well in those classes in college, so I didn’t really jump down the rabbit hole of psychoanalyzing my fucked up brain.

A video caught my eye, and I clicked. It was a recent upload, only within the last week, from a Swingers/Hotwife site that I’d frequented over the past months. When Julie had started cutting me off, I’d retreated to the internet world and found a few places that always had a lot of good quality, but amature, videos. There was something about those that appealed to me the most. Polished porn just wasn’t cutting it. It was so fake. I wanted something a little more raw and real.

It wasn’t a long video, clipped to be short and obviously wanting viewers to subscribe to the site to see the whole thing, but there was enough that I knew I could get off if it was explicit enough.

The room was decorated in dark reds and blacks. Patterned wallpaper with twisting, vine like designs and lamps on either side of the king-sized silk sheeted bed. A man lay back, groaning, wearing a face mask that covered his eyes and nose. It made him look stupid. I hated those things. A woman was riding him, squatting with her feet planted on either side of his narrow hips, small ass bouncing and revealing a sizable, thick cock splitting her hairy pussy. It was fine amber colored hair, a bit wild and untamed, but not a jungle. The only thing the woman wore was a dark purple, cupless corset. Her small chest bounced as she rode steady and firm, ass slapping the man’s legs over and over with a soft smack smack smack. Her dark reddish hair, hard to tell the exact color because of the lighting of the room, was damp and pulled back in a ponytail. Her face was covered with a lace eye mask.

“Fuck. Fuck.” She was breathless, moving up and down. The camera shifted from behind her, seeing her cheeks clap a little, making her asshole flash, to the front to get a POV from the man’s perspective.

The hairs on the back of my neck stood up for a moment, hearing the woman’s panting words. Something about her sounded… familiar? Maybe. I could just be imagining it.

A thick cock was splitting the woman’s lips open wide. Thick white cream gathered around his base, among his pubic hair. The woman had her hands up in her hair, almost undoing the ponytail as she arched and groaned at the ceiling. “Holy fucking shit. Yes. Yes.”

The man reached up to her hips and pulled her down forcefully. “Fuck you’re tight. Yes, squeeze me like that slut. Fucking hell yes, you’re good.”

Moaning, the woman put her hands on her little tits and pinched the pink nipples, making them stand out even more. “Oooooh god, yes. Please….”

The video jump cut to the woman on all fours, ass up and head pushed down by the man as he pounded into her upturned pussy. Hard and fast thrusts, balls slapping the woman’s clit as she squealed. “Oh shitshitshit fuck please! Please! Yes! Like that. Fuck my pussy!” For a minute, the video captured the hard and fast fucking from behind, and then cut to a new position. Now she was laying on her side, leg up and the man behind her thrusting into her.

She was screaming. “Fuuuuuuck! Fuck me, you fucking dick, oh god yes!” Her lips were dragging against the man’s shaft, more cream dripping down it as he held her leg and was panting with his movements. 

The scene moved to the woman laying on her back, legs up, knees bent to her tits and the man thrusting and groaning animalisticly deep. “Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck yes. Take it, baby. Ohhhh shit!” His balls were contracting. The woman’s asshole puckered and pussy lips gripped the man’s base.

I watched close, listening intently since I had the phone at a low volume hoping nothing would carry too far beyond the door. The woman was beautiful. Slim but still with a nice curve to her hips and stomach. If I had to guess, due to a few stretch marks, she was probably a mom. That made things even hotter. At some point I’d developed that fetish too. A mom doing slutty things just felt so taboo and erotic.

My hand was moving fast, the friction making my erection burn and getting me close to the finish line. Thankfully, it was easy to block out thoughts of Julie and Devon when I had something right in front of me that was equally erotic, if in a different way.

Both of them were cumming. The man was clearly shooting his load into the woman’s tight little canal as she moaned and her thighs quivered in orgasm.

After a minute of those deep moans and close up of their intimate contact, the man pulled out. Everything was wet and glistening and dripping. Thick cream dripped out of the woman’s pussy and down her ass crack, glazing her asshole. 

Her thighs were shaking. “Oh, fuck.” She whispered between breaths. “Holy shit, that felt good…”

Again, something about her voice tickled the back of my brain but it quickly blanked as my fist pumped and my cock exploded into the tissue I had wrapped around it. The last thing I wanted was to have to clean off my shirt of cum or my pants. I grit my teeth, sucking in shallow breaths as the orgasm washed over me. The tissue stuck to my skin, soaking through the thin paper. It was intense but lifted the fog in my brain.

I leaned back against the wall, taking deep breaths and robotically closing the tab on my phone and shoving it in my pocket. It took a minute to clean and compose myself. My nerves were still on edge, but it felt like it was far more manageable. Post nut clarity for the win. I sat back on the toilet, pants back on, and put my face in my hands. Last night I’d felt wound up like an overly coiled spring, ready to burst and break. Now I was unwound. I was free of the pent up arousal. Things were clearer, but I still didn’t have a full solution. I let myself dry sob. No tears, just hiccupping breaths and gasps as I mourned what I felt was my marriage, failing and falling apart, even if I was the only one that knew it.

Was there a way I could talk to Julie about this? Would it make a difference? Would she listen?

This made the tears come. I wasn’t at allsure that my wife… love of my life and partner through so much, would side with me, and that was what really broke my heart. I wasn't even really sure she loved me any more.

To be continued…

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 2

===========================

I stared blankly at the whiteboard wall as if it was an endless void. Sticky notes and a million different little multicolored dry erase notes, arrows and acronyms and examples tried to span that vast space. Usually, it would all make sense to me. My mind would take the mess and organize it, and then from that mess I’d translate it onto my computer, ironing out all the bumps and bugs so that the proposed project would flow and be user friendly. But my head couldn’t come down from the clouds, or rather up from the depths of the hell, I felt I was in.

Gwen was on the other side of the glass conference table, leaning on it with her hands and talking fast and technical with Scary Carrie. My eyes drifted to Gwen’s blouse, one of the top buttons was undone and I could see the slope of her cleavage. It was hard not to look. There was evidence of lace, purple by the looks, that denoted her bra holding those amazing breasts. I had to readjust in my seat, trying to be discreet, but because the conference table was glass it was hard to be inconspicuous.

Scary Carrie had her hands in the air, a red Expo marker in one hand and the cap placed on her middle finger on the other hand. The woman had earned her nickname, and unlike some people, she owned it. She’d even gotten some stickers printed up and slapped them on her laptop and other accessories that declared “Property of Scary Carrie. Don’t make me go King on your ass.” She had a short bob of dyed white hair and shocking pink eyeshadow that made her grey eyes pop. Her figure was slim but with curves like rolling hills that swayed in all the right ways when she was rushing down the stairs. She refused to take the elevator, saying she had to stay in shape and going to the gym wasn’t her thing. Her black sweater and black jeans fit nicely and though they were fairly simple, they had the air of sophistication like some aristocrat.

I watched the two bicker over the placement of buttons, how they would lead a customer/user through the experience to get them to the end goal of the site we were working on. It didn’t really matter ultimately what the details were, it was always the same. Get the user to become a paying customer. Everything had to work towards that one goal. And then from there, make sure that they were happy with the experience and could get where they needed to go, to give the client more of their money.

Next to me, Jami had their headphones on, a large pair of neon green Bose, their laptop open and clicking around other sites at lightning speed, checking out the competition and other examples that we were trying to emulate. Their hair was cut tom-boyish short and was a deep nut brown that had a natural shine to it that most of the girls at the company envied. They tapped at their little gold nose ring, a little tick they had when they were deep in thought. I wasn’t sure if they were actually listening to something or just keeping their headphones on to stay out of the conversation. They wore an old acid washed jean jacket, shredded up pink jeans and a t-shirt with some sort of pop-tart cat throwing up a rainbow. Jami always pushed the bounds of the dress code.

I sat back and looked up at the ceiling, hands scratching at my head as I tried to pull myself up out of this horrible funk. But how was I supposed to do that? My marriage was all but over. I couldn’t shake the feeling, the thoughts, that it had all just come crashing down. But that didn’t seem right either. I hadn’t talked to Julie about any of this. Maybe, if I just went up to her and sat down and had a heart to heart we could work it all out. Maybe she’d understand and tell Devon to take a hike.

But then the vision of her being pounded into our bed. Screaming bloody murder as she was forced to have orgasm after orgasm. That look in her eyes of lust and desire and complete and utter surrender was undeniable. She was lost in this world we’d stepped into. One conversation wasn’t going to end it. She'd been doing things with Devon for months and not telling me. I couldn't trust her.

A sharp whistle made me jump and nearly fall back in my chair. I grabbed hold of the table and kept myself from tumbling over and looked at Gwen, standing with her arms under her breasts and giving me a raised eyebrow. “Earth to Tom. Did you hear my question?”

I leaned forward and pushed my laptop away from me so I could rest my elbows on the table. “Nope.” There was no point in trying to fake it. I hadn’t heard a thing they were saying.

Gwen sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose with a very loud and over the top sigh. “Well, I guess I can’t blame you. I think we’ve just hit a wall.” She turned on her heel to look at the whiteboard. Her skirt was defining her posterior really well.

I put my face in my hands. I needed to stop objectifying my Team Lead and get laid or something. My brain was already fogging over again with that obstructing feeling men got when they had a buildup of arousal that they hadn’t been able to release. My little snap off this morning hadn’t been enough, it seemed.

“Okay.” Gwen turned back, hands on her hips. “Let’s take a break. Go… I don’t know, get some more coffee and a snack. Take a walk. Do something to get our minds off this for a while and come back in twenty.” She looked at her smartwatch. “Yeah. Twenty. Shoo, shoo.” She waved her hands at us.

Jami looked up from their laptop and reached for their large boba that was sitting on the table. They weren’t going anywhere, it seemed. Though, they did migrate away from looking at websites to starting up some online game that I couldn’t for the life of me figure out.

I pushed myself up and headed for the glass door. Every conference room was essentially a glass box, putting everyone on display except for the one whiteboard wall where they could project powerpoints, videos, or write all over. I pushed out into the hall, hearing Gwen muttering something about changing… something. Probably still going over the project, even though she’d told us to take a break. The woman was a machine and hardly ever stopped. But damn if she wasn’t good at her job and friendly to boot.

The break room was bustling with people grabbing their lunches from the fridges, getting snacks from the machines or the free ones that were put out. There was a slow hum of noise and chatter that helped keep my brain in a state of static. I grabbed another cup of coffee, probably my seventh of the day, and robotically walked out of the room towards my office. I stirred the coffee absently as I walked.

My phone buzzed. I stopped in the hall and gave a quick look around. The hall was empty. I pulled up the message from Julie.

Thought you deserved a treat.

Below the message was a selfie of Julie in a bathroom, one of her feet propped up on the countertop. She’d removed her pants and her pink, low cut thong was clinging to her pussy. Clearly defined and the smooth indent of her slit enticing.

I stared. I wanted to be titillated. Aroused. And yes, my dick did jump. How could it not? My wife was attractive. And I loved her. Fuck, did I love her. But all I could think as I stared at her flashing her panties was, did she show Devon first? Did she show him more? I knew she had. This wasn't really for me.

I locked the phone and shoved it in my pocket and marched to my office door, wanting to just shut myself away for the twenty or so minutes I had before I had to go back into that stupid fish tank and go over which page should go where for… what was even the site for? Some energy drink or wellness product. Maybe an MLM or something. I couldn’t remember. Probably not a good sign. Maybe I should just go home. At least Julie wouldn’t be there and I could…

I pushed open the office door and stepped in.

Gwen froze, standing in the middle of the office with her skirt folded on the desk and a pair of dark jeans in her hand.

My eyes locked on hers for a second and then shot down to see she was wearing a pair of strappy, low back purple panties that rested high on her hips and clung to her pussy so tight they almost looked like paint. I stared at her crotch, and then my eyes bounced back up to meet her gaze.

“Um… mind at least closing the door?” She didn’t look away from me as she bent down to start putting on her jeans.

In a daze, I let the door go and it closed behind me.

——

Julie finished buttoning her pants, giving another quick look towards the bathroom door, nervous someone might come in even though this restroom was on a largely deserted floor. Very few  people came to this floor since Cloud Creative had restructured and renovated the building. They’d left the fourth floor as a sort of limbo for storage, random meetings, lunches, parties. It was a catchall for events and whatever else anyone could think of. As such, during the work day, it was typically empty and this bathroom, at the far end of the floor, was especially quiet and secluded.

Taking a look at herself in the mirror, she straightened her blouse and brushed back a few strands of hair from her face. Her eyes darted back to her phone sitting on the counter. Usually Tom would have texted back by now. Selfies of her underwear were always a treat for him, especially lately. They hadn’t had sex in… what was it, a month? Something like that. He must have been backed up, even with all the masturbating he’d been doing watching Devon fuck her. But a hand was never a satisfactory replacement for a pussy. 

She’d been sure to tease him over and over, making that desire build up so that when she finally lifted the embargo on her intimate areas, he’d be ravenous. There was a part of her that shivered just thinking of Tom grabbing her and just using her like Devon did. Of course, that wasn’t her husband’s style. But a girl could dream. So far he hadn’t texted back. He hadn’t even replied to her text this morning. He must have been really busy.

That must be it.

Julie caught her own eyes in the mirror and saw something… worry. She shook her head. There was no reason to worry. Tom loved her and she was in love with him too. Sure, their lives had changed in the last several months, but that love hadn’t. Maybe it had shifted a little, from a beautiful caterpillar into a new blossoming butterfly. Devon was a cocoon that had made that transformation. Okay, so the metaphor was flawed, kinda stupid, really. But it was apt enough.

A buzz from her phone made her heart skip, and she grabbed it, hoping it was Tom texting back with some thirsty message.

It was Devon.

Of course. She’d sent him a picture too, before she’d sent her panty picture to Tom. Devon got something more intimate, she’d pulled her panties aside to show the smooth slit that was still a little sore from last night. As professional as Devon was in the workplace, he still wanted pictures throughout the day, some more chaste than others. She’d sent this one voluntarily. No request needed.

Usually her pulse quickened when Devon texted her, the anticipation of what he would want from her or what he might say or ask, but this time there was a little drop in her stomach, seeing that it was him instead of her husband. She pushed the worry away and opened the message.

Room 409. Five minutes.

It was blunt. It was short. Julie was already out the door and walking towards the office on the opposite side of the floor from the bathroom before she’d even finished reading the text.

Her heart began to race. As she marched in her heels, she kept an eye out for anyone that might be lurking on the empty floor, but it was deserted as usual so she made it to the old office without notice and slipped inside. The room was still furnished with a desk and a couch with old mauve suede upholstery. A fake plant stood in the corner and the one, tall window to the side of the door had yellowing blinds that were tightly closed. The windows at the back of the office were open but tinted against the morning sun, reflective on the outside so no one could look inside.

Julie started to undress, slipping her pants off and folding them, placing them on the empty desk. Next was her blouse, stripping down to just her sheer pink underwear and heels. She took a seat on the couch, leaned back and opened her thighs wide so her panties were plastered to her pussy. It was only a minute later that Devon came in. No knock. No sly peeking in, just barging in like it was his office.

The door clicked shut behind him and he turned to see her on the couch. Julie put on her most sultry look, hands on the inside of her thighs caressing her skin as she felt Devon’s eyes scour her. As much as she enjoyed this, it also drove her crazy with nerves. What if someone decided to come to the floor? What if there was a sudden surprise party? What if? What if? But the thrill was part of the arousal and it had quickly become addictive.

Loosening his tie, Devon smiled. “Touch yourself.” His voice was gruff, no nonsense. He undid his belt under the pudge of his stomach, unzipping his fly as he came closer.

Julie moved her hand to her crotch and began to rub along the sheer material covering her slit. Her breath was coming in short little gasps as she watched Devon tower over her. His pasty skin and hairy arms and scruffy face looked sweaty. The harsh overhead lights didn't do his complexion any favors. His pants fell to the floor and then his boxers quickly followed, the massive pole between his legs dangling deliciously. It was beginning to rise and harden already and Julie felt her breath hitch as her finger traced her clit inside the panties.

He pulled his tie off, eyes never leaving Julie’s as she touched herself. His button down was dangling around his waist. Julie was panting as her pussy became warmer from her circular touches along her clit and folds, pressing the thin material against herself, feeling moisture soak through.

There was still a part of her that couldn’t believe she was doing this. That she was so readily following this man’s direction. Devon was not the sort of guy she’d ever have let touch her, not under normal circumstances. It wasn’t necessarily because he looked slobish. If he’d shaved and taken just a little better care of himself, he’d have been almost a teddybear sort of cute. It was more his personality that was detestable. 

Devon was arrogant. He felt like the world owed him something because of how he’d been treated in grade school and highschool and, no doubt, in college. As smart and talented as he was, he just wasn’t valued by the masses and was rejected or bullied. Now that he was an adult, most of that was behind him, but he still carried that chip on his shoulder.

Every look from the man had this air of condescension. Entitlement. But that was also what was strangely attractive about him. Not at first, of course. That first night at the Christmas party, Julie had been almost disgusted with him. But seeing such a massive appendage, well… some things could be overlooked in light of a greater reward. Devon had worn her down over the next weeks and months. Encounter after encounter, starting with Tom being present and the couple having boundaries. But Devon broke each rule. Pushed them further and further into a world of depravity. He started taking Julie when Tom wasn’t around. Devon would film and take pictures, sending them to Tom, to tease him. Now, they were doing things alone. And even though Julie would come home and tell Tom later, that changed too.

Julie started having sex with Devon and never telling Tom. He still didn’t know about several of the things she’d done with Devon and others at his insistence. Devon had broken a conservative wall inside of Julie and the flood had come rushing in. Sexual pleasure and depravity and eroticism that she thought had only existed in stories and on websites. Devon had opened Julie’s eyes to a whole new world, and she didn’t want to go back to that dark and dismal life of plain sexual intercourse. She wanted to FUCK.

The look in Devon’s eyes, dark brown and burning, told Julie he viewed her as a slut. Holes. A woman to be used for his own gratification. She was his. It sent chills through her and her fingers pressed harder against her clit as he came to stand directly in front of her. His cock was stiff. Leaning down, he wrapped his tie around Julie’s neck and carefully tied it so that he could pull on one end and the loop would tighten, like a noose.

Julie trembled as the silk gripped her neck tightly, making her breath catch as her windpipe was constricted just a fraction.

“Pull those aside.” Devon instructed, looking down at Julie’s panties, holding the end of the tie in his hand like a leash.

She didn’t hesitate. Her fingers pulled the soaked material aside. The smooth labia was puffing and slick with her juices, her need.

“Open.” He growled, lips turning up in that telltale sneer of condescension and entitlement.

Julie pulled open her lips, showing the glittering pink of her inner sex.

Devon moves closer, his thick cock head gently pressing against the tight slick opening of her vagina, probing. Pressing, then moving back, making Julie groan as she watched his massive dick preparing to stretch her.

“Tell me you want it.” He breathed the order, expecting a quick answer.

Julie looked into his eyes. “I fucking want it. I want your cock inside me. I need you to stretch my little pussy…” Her words cut off as the tie tightened around her neck. Devon slid inside her, stretching her tunnel wide as he moved smooth and firm, never stopping until he was down to the root inside her. Julie groaned like a feral animal.

“Yeah…squeeze that married pussy. Show me you love it.”

“Yesyesssss oh fuck I love your cock Devon. Please! Please fuck me with it, please.” She groaned, head falling back as she struggled to breath against the tie around her neck. The inner muscles of her vagina squeezed his girthy member as he held it inside. As wet and slick as she was, her lips and inner walls were gripping like a velvety vice. Devon slid back out slowly, then thrust back inside.

Julie’s tits jumped in her bra with each thrust. It was forceful and direct. The sort of motion that spoke of domination and ownership. Devon owned her. Julie was his, body and mind and soul, if only for this moment.

The motion continued, in and out of her slick folds. The noise from her pussy was loud in the empty office. Echoing so crudely that Julie blushed with embarrassment. Devon was mostly silent, in control, watching her, holding the leash/tie and thrusting in steadily and rhythmically. Every time his cock bottomed out inside Julie, his balls smacked her ass, hairy and coarse, starting to irritate the skin on her cheeks. Her mons started to turn pink with his pubic hair scratching at her sensitive smooth skin.

“I fucking love it.” She gasped, her pussy clenching.

“Cum on it Julie. Cum on my fucking dick you slut. I want you to feel how wide I’m stretching you. How much bigger I am than Tom. That limp dick could never make you feel like this.”

The words stung. They always did. She loved the dirty, kinky sex talk. But the talk about Tom, about how he was a ‘limp dick’ or ‘pathetic’,’ always itched. She loved her husband. And he was actually really good in bed. Not like Devon, of course. Devon inspired an inferno of lust and desire. Tom had been her first, and the feeling of him was… it was love. Not fucking. If she was honest, Tom had never fucked her. He’d only ever made love to her and as much as she enjoyed that, she now knew there was more to life than just the passionate intercourse of a married couple.

Devon picked up the pace. Grunting between thrusts as his balls began to fill with his thick load and slapped more firmly against Julie’s ass.

“Yesyesyes like that. Please. Please fuck me, sir. Please. Oh god I’m gonna cum!” Julie was breathing hard, labored, the tie so tight around her it was nearly choking.

“Take it. Take my cock. You fucking love me, don’t you. You love me fucking that slutty cunt. Stuck up bitch, always looking down on me. Now where are you? You’re spreading your married legs open for my cock. Taking my cum. You’re a fucking whore. My whore. Say it.” He gave her cheek a slap and she gasped, tears pooling in her eyes. It wasn’t hard enough that it would turn her cheek pink for too long, but it had been a surprise.

“I’m your whore.” She gasped between shaking thrusts and the rushing orgasm that was flooding through her veins.

“Married whore. Say it!” He grit his teeth and glared down at her, pulling the tie tighter.

“Ma…married….wh…whor…whore!” She gasped, trying to breathe.

“That’s right. Fucking whore.” Devon’s words were becoming pitched and strained as he started thrusting harder, faster, leaning forward, dropping the tie and putting his hands on the back of the couch, bracing himself as he began to pump into Julie like he was in a race. The slaps of skin, wet splashes from her pussy made the whole room echo their sexual soundtrack and smell more and more like lust and sweat. “Take it. Take my fucking cum in your married whore cunt!” He leaned down and kissed Julie hard on the mouth, passionate and possessive.

Julie cried out into his mouth as her orgasm burst over her like a firework, and then Devon’s cock began to pulse and throb and shoot his massive ropes of cum inside her pussy. Coating every little nook and cranny and wall. It painted her cervix, dripping and sticky. She could feel it. His thrusts continued as he ejaculated inside, the cum starting to leak out around their seal and dripping down her ass crack.

They shook together in their mutual orgasms, riding the pleasure of being stretched, being clenched, and letting their fluids mix and drip before finally taking slower, more measured breaths.

Devon moved back, his cock popping out of Julie’s pussy. It was thick and wet, and it uncorked a thick stream of cum oozing out from her little hole. “Cover that up. I want it inside you the rest of the day.” He ordered as he pulled his tie off her neck.

Julie lay on the couch for a moment, catching her breath, feeling the thick semen dripping and clinging inside and out. Her hand reached down automatically and pulled the little panties back, effectively closing off the flow and making whatever leaked out stick to her skin. She touched her neck, hoping the silk hadn’t made any marks.

A shadow fell over her and Julie looked up seeing Devon putting his tie back on and standing in front of her with his messy cock hanging between his thighs. He glanced down at her as if he was waiting for something. “Well? Clean that up cunt.”

Brushing back her hair, now a bit sweaty, Julie scooted forward on the slick and now messy couch cushion, and leaned in beginning to lick around the cum dripping head of Devon’s cock. She let her lips glide over it, kissing and sucking. Her tongue darted out and licked along the veins, the skin, tasting the sweat and juices and cum. Leaning down she licked the cream around his base and the bits that had dripped down his heavy sack.

Devon reached down and bounced his cock on Julie’s face as she was suckling his balls. The grin on his face was so misogynistic. It was everything that Julie had fought against in her life trying to be a professional woman. Independent and strong. Now she was degrading herself for this massive cock and she just couldn’t feel bad about it. Maybe she was betraying her sensibilities, but it was for mind blowing sex. Wasn’t that an even trade?

She moved around, kissing every inch of Devon’s massive dick. Sucking the tip to get out any lingering cum and licking her lips, swallowing the little drops that squeezed out onto her tongue. The groans escaping her lips and throat were pornographic. She’d always thought those girls were faking it, and to be sure most of them were. But that fake experience was based on reality in some way. And this was it. Desire and surrender. Julie made out with Devon’s limp cock, her saliva coating it and sliding down it as she licked up every trace of her juices and his cum.

It went on for minutes, but they seemed like much much longer before Devon unceremoniously stepped back. “Enough.” He turned away and went to pick up his pants. Bending over and flashing his hairy fat ass at Julie with his balls and cock hanging between his thighs as he pulled his boxers and pants back on. He was done with her for now.

That was fine with Julie. No matter how fast or short the session was with Devon, it left her exhausted. She looked up at the old, yellowing tile ceiling and let her mind drift for a few heartbeats before she heard Devon walk out the office door. Once he was gone, she got up and walked to the desk where she’d left her clothes. She pulled out her phone to check her emails and messages.

Work was mostly quiet thankfully, but she did have a meeting in about half an hour so she needed to clean up so she didn’t walk into the conference room smelling like sex and looking like she’d just been railed.

Tom still hadn’t texted. 

She knew he’d seen the message, they had read receipts on. So why wasn’t he replying? Work couldn’t be so crazy that he couldn’t at least shoot off a quick emoji, could it?

She chewed at her lip as she got dressed. Constantly looking at her phone, wondering if maybe she should call. She used to do that all the time during lunch hours. Just to say hi, that she loved him, to talk about dinner or whatever they might have planned for the evening. But it’d been a while… how long? 

Julie paused as she was buttoning up her blouse, realizing she couldn’t remember the last time she’d called Tom during the workday.

Something in her stomach flipped. She put a hand to her chest, feeling like she had heartburn. Suddenly, everything felt dirty and closed in. Grabbing her phone, she quickly pulled up Tom’s contact and hit call.

The phone rang. And rang.

And rang.

Julie gripped the phone, pulling it from her ear and looking at the screen. A picture was displayed of Tom with a wide, sweet smile. His hair longer than he kept it now. She was on the edge of the picture, lips puckered, kissing his cheek.

The phone kept ringing.

And then it went to voicemail.

——

Gwen shimmied her jeans up her thighs, surprisingly toned and pale, then over her ample bottom and quickly buttoned them and zipped them, pulling her blouse down to hide her taut stomach. “Well, now that you’ve got an eyeful, what can I do for you?” She loosened her hair bun, and let her auburn waves fall around her shoulders, running her fingers through it as she walked around to the other side of her desk and sat in her chair.

“I…uh… sorry I didn’t mean…” I stammered, the image of Gwen’s panties and the clear view of her vagina burned into my brain. This wasn’t helping my blue balls issue at all!

“Chill, Tom. We’re adults. And I’m sure you’ve seen it all before. If we went to the beach together or the pool you’d see just as much.” She grinned and leaned back in her seat, arms crossed over her chest.

I swallowed hard, a lump in my throat so big I felt like I was going to choke. It was hard to meet Gwen’s eyes. She was right. We were adults. This really shouldn’t be that awkward. But still… I’d seen a crease in her panties…

I bit the inside of my cheek to stop that thought from taking flight. “Right. Sorry again. I really didn’t mean to barge in…” I looked back at the door, shaking my head at how up my ass my head must have been to misjudge Gwen’s office with mine. She had a freaking picture of Spider-Gwen on her door, for goodness' sake.

“Yeah, what’s with that? Ever hear of knocking? I mean, a girl could be changing…” She cocked her head and kept that playful, cute grin on, but her eyes betrayed the curiosity she genuinely had.

I slouched down in one of the chairs she had facing her desk. “Sorry. It was an accident. I was distracted and just walked into the wrong office.” I pushed a hand through my head and sighed.

“Tom…” Gwen leaned forward, elbows on her desk. “Is everything okay? You’ve had your head in the clouds all morning. Barely contributed to the meeting. And right now you seem more than just distracted, you seem down right lost.” The concern on her face made my chest tighten. 

The last thing I really wanted was someone’s sympathy. As fucked up as everything was, it was my own damn fault. How could I ask anyone to feel sympathetic for me when I was the one that had led me and Julie down this road? If anything, I deserved people’s scorn. What husband let this happen? Lost control like this? And for what? A few good jack off sessions? Some fantastic sex? Sex that I’m not even a part of anymore?

I gripped the arm of the chair and winced, reminded of the broken nail that had happened last night. The nail started to ooze blood when I lifted my hand.

“Geez Tom! When did that happen?” Gwen saw the injury and was already pulling out a drawer and grabbing a bandaid. It was such a mom thing to have bandaids stashed somewhere. She came around the desk, sat on the edge and took my hand, quickly applying the bandaid to my finger. “Something’s going on Tom.” It was a statement, firm and stern, like a mom talking to a child. “I get if you don’t wanna talk to me about it. Private lives and all. But I’m not just your team lead or whatever. I can be a friend too. All the corporate bullshit aside, due dates and yada yada, your health is much more important. So seriously, what’s going on?” She kept hold of my hand, gentle and thoughtful. The look she gave me was filled with so much concern. Concern I didn’t deserve.

I let my head roll back and sighed, staring at the ceiling for a second before looking back at Gwen. “It’s just… some stuff at home. With Julie.” I didn’t want to spill everything. But Gwen deserved to know something, if only so she would let up on all the questions and allow me to deal with whatever my situation was turning into.

Gwen nodded and patted my hand. “Yeah. Been there.” She let my hand go finally and a part of me missed the softness and warmth that her grip had given me. “Is she… sorry, I guess I shouldn’t pry. Details are for you to share, so I won’t speculate. But if you need some time to sort things out, time off, you just need to ask. Me, Carrie, and Jami can totally pick up the slack if you really need some time.” She put her hands on the desk to steady herself and crossed her legs in front of her as she leaned.

It was hard not to notice how tight her black jeans were and how they came together in the little V of her crotch, just as tight against her sex as her panties had been.

Stupid! Stupid! Stop ogling your fucking boss!

I turned my gaze to the wall, looking at one of the many old school cartoon posters Gwen had on her wall. This one was of Rainbow Bright. It looked so cheerful. And I felt like the villain, all the shadowy gray, colorless bad guys that wanted to take away the colors of the world. How utterly pathetic was I? Suddenly I was feeling like an emo teen. But if anyone deserved to be down in the dumps and gloomy, it was me.

“She’s not cheating.” I muttered. I hadn’t meant to say it out loud, but it just slipped past my lips into the room.

Gwen stayed quiet, watching me with her dark green eyes. There was nothing but patience and interest, the desire to help, in her gaze.

“Just…” What could I say? What should I say? Maybe it was best to just take what she was offering. Take some time and go home and try to work this out. Tell Julie how I’m feeling. Or… or just tell her I want to stop. That this isn’t what I want and it’s tearing me apart. 

But I could see the argument coming in those choices. It was a fight I didn’t want to have and, truthfully, didn’t think I would win. The only thing I could see on the horizon was separation, maybe even divorce. Just the thought made everything inside me tighten up, my jaw clenching and teeth grinding. “It’s just… bedroom stuff.” Fuck, why was I saying that?

Gwen didn’t seem phased. Her head just bobbed gently, like one of those little bobble head toys people kept on their car dashboards. “Yeah. I get that too.” She sighed and looked down at the floor a second, her brow furrowing as if she were considering something. Her fingers drummed against the desktop. Then she pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed. “I’m sorry about that, Tom. Is it like a medical thing or…” Her eyes came up to meet mine. As much as I wanted to be a mature adult, I couldn’t help blushing and looking away, embarrassed.

Whatever she took from my silence and lack of eye contact, it seemed to help her make her decision. She stood up and patted my shoulder. “Listen, it happens to the best of us.”

Us? My eyes darted to her face, but she wasn’t looking at me, she was looking off into space.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of. Intimacy is hard. Especially if your partner or someone did something to hurt you. It kinda… breaks you a little. Fractures something that should be nice and beautiful and fun and makes it full of sharp edges. It’s hard to fix that sort of thing.” Finally, she turned and looked down at me with a wide smile. “But there are ways to get back on track.” She patted my shoulder again and walked back around to sit in her chair on the other side of the desk. She tapped her phone to check the time and nodded to herself. “We should get back to the meeting room. Twenty minutes is up and we need to get back to work. Are you good or do you wanna take the day?”

I sighed and shook my head. My phone started buzzing. Pulling it from my pocket, I saw it was Julie calling. The screen was lit up with a picture of Julie on a beach, the sun setting behind her. Her white sundress billowing in the breeze and the light shining through the thin material to show a narrow gap between her thighs. Her smile was seductive and sweet.

I just stared at it as it buzzed. And buzzed.

Gwen watched me, eyebrow raised in a question.

I didn’t meet her gaze, and just kept my eyes on my phone as it buzzed. I let it continue before finally… the phone sent her to voicemail. It took the choice away from me. I put it back in my pocket. “Let’s get back to the others.” I got up from the chair and walked out into the hall, Gwen following after without a word.

——

The day dragged on. Everything went in one ear and out the other as we hashed out details for the website. Jami typed notes furiously as we all talked at once. As much as my brain and heart weren’t into the project at the moment, I was able to keep up and contribute, if shallowly.

Carrie finally relinquished her red Expo marker to Gwen, signifying she was satisfied with where they had landed in regards to how the main structure of the site was going to be, though she still had problems with some of the tertiary pages and how things flowed to them, but that was going to be an argument for another day. It was five o’clock and we were all exhausted from the constant back and forth and mental energy we’d expended.

“Who’s for drinks?” Carried asked as we were gathering up our stuff.

Jami, for once, had their headphones off and was holding up their phone to take a picture of what we’d plastered all over the white board wall, just in case some well-meaning but clueless night janitor decided to clean off the wall and erase all of our work. It’d happened once before and we had all learned our lesson. Never leave without a backup. They shook their head when Carrie snapped her fingers to get their attention. “Got a thing tonight.” Jami said, cheeks getting a little rosy, but they quickly hid it by stuffing their phone into their jacket and grabbing their laptop, stuffing it into their backpack.

Carrie rolled her eyes and turned to Gwen. “You? Wanna get a little tipsy?” Her hand was on her hip and she tapped her foot expectantly.

Gwen sighed as she gathered up her things from the table. “Can’t tonight. I’ve got a few more things to finish up before I leave and then I’m meeting some friends. Sorry, maybe tomorrow.” She shrugged and blew a kiss to Carrie before exiting the meeting room.

“AAAHHHH!” Carrie groaned, exaggerated and exasperated, looking up at the ceiling before letting her head lull and look over at me. “Don’t suppose the wife would let you out for a few drinks?”

I slung my computer bag over my shoulder. “Gee Carrie, thanks. I feel so welcome and valued.” I rolled my eyes and held onto the strap as if it was a lifeline. The truth was I didn’t know where I was going to go. Going home just didn’t seem right. Most likely I’d go to a hotel. But even doing that didn’t seem comfortable. Maybe a few drinks wouldn’t be so bad. Loosen me up. Help me make a decision.

“Come oooooon.” Carrie groaned, stamping her foot like a child and grabbing her backpack. “The first rounds on me. Please.” She said the last word like it was an insult.

I chewed the inside of my cheek for a minute. Looked down at my phone, noticing two more texts from Julie and another missed call. Jami passed by me and patted my arm with a smile and then was out the door. I watched them go for a minute and then took a deep, grounding breath. “Sure. Why not.”

“Fuck yeah!” Carrie held up her fist like the bad boy from the Breakfast Club at the end of the movie and started marching towards the door. “Off we go! To the Glass Half Full!”

I shocked my head at her strange brand of enthusiasm and followed, hands in my pockets and life crumbling bit by bit behind me.

——

Julie sat at the dining room table, plate in front of her loaded with succulent smelling pork chops, mashed potatoes and bright steamed broccoli. She scraped her fork along the edge of the plate, staring at the food before looking up at the plate she’d set up on the opposite side of the table. It was a small dining table, not like those long monstrosities people would see in movies where someone would sit at one end and then be a mile away from the person at the other. This was a cozy, romantic table.

There was a bottle of red wine in the middle with two glasses waiting to be filled. She hadn’t opened it yet, wanting to wait for Tom to get home and surprise him with dinner. He hadn’t answered any of her texts, asking when he thought he’d be home. And when she’d tried to call again, it had gone straight to voicemail.

She tapped her fork against the plate, trying to keep dark thoughts at bay. Had Tom maybe been in an accident? Was she just waiting for the police to call or to knock on her door with the terrible news? She put the fork down and tapped her phone, checking the time. 

8:30 PM. 

No messages.

A sinking feeling started to settle into Julie's stomach. It strangely put pressure on her bladder making her want to pee. Like when she used to feel when she was going to get up in Debate in school to argue her position on some issue she just didn’t care about. Nerves. She was nervous. It was like something was coming but she didn’t know what and couldn’t read the room. She nibbled at her lip, fingers pulling at the hem of her skirt. She’d decided to put on Tom’s favorite dress, a cute sunset blue dress that cinched at the waist and had a deep neckline that showed off a decent amount of her cleavage, but not too much to be considered lewd. 

Her phone began to buzz with a message notification and Julie nearly flipped over her plate as she fumbled, reaching for it, her fork tumbling to the floor with a sharp metallic clatter.

It was from Devon.

For the first time in months, Julie felt utter disappointment seeing that it was her lover. She tapped the message open, “You’re about to join a new club. Be ready for it.” That was all it said. Ominous, cryptic, and teasing. Devon wanted Julie to squirm. His previous surprises had all been sexually exploratory. Pushing Julie’s boundaries and taboos. He’d broken down so many walls she couldn’t really even remember who she was before.

That thought made Julie set her phone down and look around the dining room. Pictures hung on the wall of her and Tom’s wedding. Of vacations. Family get togethers. It was the facade of a picture perfect life and relationship. But when Julie looked at the woman in those photos, all she could see was someone who had been sexually repressed. A sexual goddess cooped up inside a shell that she didn’t realize was surrounding her.

It wasn’t Tom’s fault. All he had done was help crack the shell. Devon had shattered it and introduced her to earthly, carnal delights. Those experiences had transformed her. She blossomed into something new.

She should have felt liberated. Free.

Julie picked up her phone and dialed her husband again, putting it on speaker. Just like before, it went to voicemail after a few rings. Tom’s voice filled the quiet, empty house. “Hi, this is Tom Merrick. Sorry I can’t answer right now. Just leave a message and I’ll call back.” The beep came after and made Julie cringe.

“Um. Hey honey. Uh, not sure why you haven’t called back or answered my texts. But… well I was just wondering where you were. Will…” She hesitated, afraid to ask the question and unsure why she wanted to ask it at all, but the words came tumbling out. “Will you be… coming home?” Her voice cracked and she tried to hold back the emotions that were threatening to overwhelm her.

She waited. Wondering if maybe Tom would pick up. But he didn’t. The call ended.

Everything became quiet. Empty. She leaned back in her chair, eyes hot and watery. The pictures on the wall seemed to taunt her. They were of a woman she didn’t know anymore, she’d left that person behind. But, for the first time, Julie wondered if in leaving that person behind, she’d left Tom behind too.

——

Meanwhile… At Club SWAY

Club SWAY was exclusive. Upscale. But not in the way that some sex clubs were. It didn’t just cater to the rich and privileged, but to those that were curious and wanting to explore. Those that needed a safe place to discover themselves or recover their sexual identity.

Where the funding came for the club, no one was quite sure. Some speculated it might be a shady deal, getting people to come in and then maybe holding them for blackmail. But nothing like that had ever happened. Everyone that came was treated fair and equal and no one had ever been exploited. Whoever was in charge, they ran a tight ship and didn’t go for anything exploitative. At best, the only thing that did happen was that some sessions were recorded and posted online to various websites, mostly Swingers or Hotwifing sites, considering the majority of their clientele. This could have been part of how the place was funded, but no one could confirm if those videos were even monetized.

Everyone was required to wear a mask when entering. Lockers were provided for peoples belongings in private rooms, the size of old school phone booths. Through an app that you could only get by being accepted into the club, you could make requests for outfits or items of clothing or toys to be placed in your locker to use while you were at the club. Each member was designated with a code name of their choice, but it couldn’t be related to their person in any way.

Jami had chosen the name Bright. They’d chosen it because they had always felt so dim in the world, and in this place they wanted to come alive and shine. Being invited to SWAY was thrilling and terrifying. This place was about exploration. Sexual enlightenment and a journey to discover. They undressed in the sensually lit booth, folding and tucking their clothes away into the bin at the bottom of the locker and then pulling out the ziplock package provided with the outfit they had requested.

A chill ran down Bright’s spine as they opened the package. The panties they pulled out were soft pink satin with a waistband that was frilly delicate black lace, two pink bows where the little triangle of material attached to the waistband. Pink garter straps dangled from the waistband. Next they pulled out black stockings with the same lace frills along the tops. Lastly, was a matching satin bra that would barely hold their small breasts and a pink headband with a bow. There was also a small makeup kit with lipstick and some eyeshadow and eyeliner.

Bright applied the makeup first, just some light eyeshadow to make their light blue eyes pop, and then the glossy pink lipstick. They put the headband on, though it wasn’t necessary to hold their hair back since their hair was so short. The bra fit snuggly against their chest and their pink nipples were almost peeking out from the black lace trim along the tops of the bra cups. Stockings were always a bit of a hassle, but Bright managed to slip them on, feeling their compression against their skin and squeezing the tops of their thighs. Lastly they slipped the panties on, pulling them up and carefully tucking their penis into the soft silk. The thong back slipped up between their cheeks and in the front the bulge of their cock and balls was prominent and strangely sensual. 

They took a moment to look themselves over. Adjusting the lingerie in some places and clipping the garter straps to the stockings. Their skin broke out in goosebumps as they stared at themselves. So cute and sexy and erotic. After dressing, they packed away the rest of their belongings into the locker, then put on the digital wrist band that would serve as their key to the locker and the booth so only they would be able to access it.

Before they left the booth, there was one last thing they were required to do. On the back of the door was an assortment of masks. Some that would cover the whole face, others half masks or simple eye masks. Bright picked a pink lace eye mask and tied it on tight, then exited the booth and made their way down the hall to the main entrance.

“Evening Bright.” A cheery voice, pitched low like they were talking in a movie theater, greeted Bright as they stepped into the main lobby.

Bright bit their lip when they looked to the woman standing before them. Slightly taller than them, the woman had her hair tied back in a ponytail, a dark green lace eye mask covering the top part of her face leaving her soft cheeks and sweet lips and smile visible. She had a green leather collar around her neck with a little charm hanging from it that looked like a snowflake. Her breasts were held up by a shelf bra, putting them on display, perky and soft. Around her waist was a green leather garter belt that attached to shiny green latex stockings. She wore nothing else. Her vagina was on display, smooth and puffy and beautiful like something from a painting. Her figure was slim and toned, but had some curves to it that spoke of age and possibly children.

“Evening, Cherish.” Bright smiled at the woman. She’d been the one to introduce them to this place and so Cherish acted much like a mentor for Bright.

“Come on, let’s go get a drink before your session.” Cherish beckoned, turning and walking across the dark lobby floor, her ass jiggling, framed by the garter belt. It was enticing for Bright to follow. They didn’t have a preference for Men or Women or any other, but Cherish was definitely someone that Bright could see being comfortable with. Hopefully tonight she’d join in instead of simply watching.

There was a bar on the far side of the lobby that was backed by a large open kitchen area where simple treats and Hors d'oeuvres were being prepared. The bartender, a tall man with well defined muscles wearing only a bow tie and a skin-tight black speedo greeted them with a smile and took their orders. Cherish had a rose champagne and Bright ordered a Sex on the Beach. They stood next to the bar sipping at their drinks for a moment before Cherish put a hand on Bright’s exposed lower back. “I’m excited for you tonight.”

“Me too.” Bright replied, too nervous to say much more.

“It’ll be alright. I’m going to be with you.” Cherish sipped from the tall fluted glass.

“With me?” Bright raised an eager eyebrow.

The smile the woman gave Bright was infectious. “Yes. Tonight I’ll be with you.”

A blush rushed all through Bright's body.

“And are you still okay with it being filmed? If it is, it’s going to be posted to the site. You can always say no.” Cherish said, sincere and gentle in her explanation.

Bright thought for a moment. The idea of others on the internet watching as they… performed, was very scary to say the least. But it was also extremely exciting. However, the thought that maybe someone would recognize them was enough to make them want to throw up. With some slow deep breaths, they swallowed back the feeling of bile in their throat and closed their eyes, thinking. They imagined what would happen tonight. Of cameras filming closely. Documenting their exploration and discovery. It sent chills all through their body and made their nipples hard and their cock, tucked into the satin panties, try to expand but was held down painfully and pleasantly.

“I’m okay with it.” They replied and smiled wide.

Cherish nodded and patted Bright’s shoulder. “But, before we go and get settled. There’s something I want to talk with you about. Get your opinion on.” Cherish set her glass down and gave Bright a very serious look.

Bright nodded. “Of course. I’m happy to help. What is it?”

For a moment, Cherish didn’t say anything. She tapped a lovely, green painted nail against her soft lips. “Well…” Again she hesitated. “I’d like to talk about a possible new member…”

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 3

===========================

Tom didn’t come home.

Julie waited up late into the night, her phone gripped tightly waiting for something, anything. When it became clear near midnight that Tom wasn’t going to answer his phone and wasn’t going to be coming back, she opened the Find My Phone app and searched out her husband's location.

He was at a hotel downtown.

A hotel.

This had made Julie sit down slowly on the couch, staring at the little icon on the map screen. Why would he be at a hotel? She thought about it so long and hard while biting her lip that it started to bleed. Finally she got the courage and called the hotel, asking if a, Tom Merrick was staying there. She wasn’t really sure if hotels were allowed to give that information out, but either they were or the front desk receptionist didn’t care.

“Yes. He’s in room 302. Would you like me to ring his room?”

“Yes, please.” She hoped her voice didn’t sound strangled. The phone rang on the other end for a minute and each tone that came through the line sent a jolt through Julie's bones. Finally, the phone was picked up.

“H…hel…hello?” It was a female voice. Groggy. Disoriented.

Julie didn’t say anything. Her breath stopped. Her heart skipped.

“Is someone there?” The voice grumbled.

She let the phone drop from her ear and pressed the End Call button.

Tom was in a hotel with another woman. But… but why? A chill ran through Julie’s stomach. Her eyes suddenly felt hot and tears were dripping down her cheeks. What the fuck was going on?

— —

My head was throbbing. “Fuck…” I muttered, sitting up in a bed that was way too soft to be mine. The room was blurry as I rubbed my eyes, trying to rid it of the crusty eye boogers that had made their home in the corners of my vision.

I was in a hotel room.

Okay. That’s not too surprising. I wasn’t about to go home right now. Facing Julie was… it was too much. My brain was revolting against my dick. It would be too easy to slip back to the life that I’d found myself in, and I didn’t want it. I had to build up a resistance. I needed to figure out what I wanted to do and how I could do it. And what even IT was.

I let myself fall back onto the bed, which wasn’t a great idea because it made my head bounce and my blazing headache worse. It was then I realized… I was naked. There were marks on my chest. I smelled like stale sweat and something else. 

“You okay?”

The voice made me jolt up, despite the pain in my brain. My eyes latched onto the bathroom door that was now open and Scary Carrie was standing there drying her hair with a fluffy white towel. Besides the towel… she was naked.

My eyes flowed over her body like the droplets escaping from her hair as she rubbed the towel over her head. Her breasts were perky, the size of a melon with large dark nipples. She had a pear-shaped figure, slimming down along her waist and then flaring out with lovely hips. A light trail of auburn hair led the eyes to her plump lipped vagina. Her thighs were strong and slightly thick. A rush of blood went down south and I grabbed the tangled bedsheets to cover my emerging morning erection.

Carrie stared at me with her eyebrow raised, completely unembarrassed about being buck ass naked in front of her married coworker.

“I…uh…um…” I stammered like I was some pimply faced boy at the homecoming dance.

She cracked a smile. “Geez, you must have really been wasted last night if you’re looking at me like you’ve never seen me naked. You got a pretty good look last night.” She turned with a laugh, her magnificent ass jiggling as she went back into the bathroom for a second, coming back out with another towel, drying off her back.

I watched her. Unable to look away for a plethora of reasons. One, she was hot. I’d always known Carrie was good looking, but she’d been hiding some of her assets, it seemed. Second, she was so casual about this. Why? Third… Why in the world was I in a hotel room with Scary Carrie?

Too many questions and my brain was moving too slow. What happened last night? I shut my eyes trying to think through what happened after we left the office. We went to The Glass Half Full, a bar in downtown that was a hotspot for after work hangouts and networking with clients. Their drinks were decent if a little overpriced, but the atmosphere was friendly and clean, which was saying a lot compared with other bars downtown.

I massaged my eyes, pinching the bridge of my nose, trying to push the pain in my skull away so I could remember…

— —

Me and Carrie were at the bar. Doing shots. Three in and I was already feeling a heavy buzz. I hadn’t eaten much and mixing an empty stomach with booze made for bad choices. Like opening my mouth too much and talking.

Oh, shit, did I tell Carrie about…

No… no. I didn’t. A little relief flooded through me, but the night came back, drifting up through the murky haze of my memory that was tinted with alcohol and frustration.

“Seriously?” Carrie had stared at me, leaning close as we sat at the bar after slamming down our fourth shot.

I was nodding as I twirled the shot glass around on the bar before the bartender came over and snatched it so I couldn’t break it. “Yep.” I muttered. My words were a little sluggish. “Over a month.”

“Fuck that!” Carrie groaned. “I don’t think I could go a full week without getting fucked.” She grabbed a plastic stirrer from a glass behind the counter and stuck it in her mouth, chewing it like some country bumpkin might chew on a stalk of wheat.

I groaned and put my forehead against my arms on the bar. “It’s fucking torture. I mean, you know I can do things myself, but it’s not the same.” It didn’t even occur to me that talking so openly about my sex life, or lack thereof, wasn’t a good idea. Especially with a coworker.

Carrie patted my back. “I get it. Dildos and vibes are nice, but no substitute for a good cock.” She twirled the end of the stirrer around her finger.

“Are we gonna have to have a talk with HR tomorrow? Is this sexual harassment?” I lifted my head and put my cheek in my hand, giving Carrie a goofy grin.

She rolled her eyes. “Off the clock Tommy Boy. We can talk about anything we want. Sex is a part of life. And if you’re not getting any, ‘specially when you’re married, then that’s something that’s gonna be a big deal.”

I nodded and sighed, then put my face in my hands. “I hate to say it. It’s such a guy thing. But I’m fucking horny, Carrie. Think it’s fogging up my brain. Work feels like I’m trying to wade through molasses.”

Carrie looked away towards the mirror behind the bar, lined with all the various bottles of alcohol, specials written in colorful markers on the mirror and polaroids of customers and a few that were circled in red, a note saying Do Not Serve written in red lipstick. “Can’t you go home? I mean, is something wrong or…” As buzzed as Carrie seemed, she wasn’t clueless.

“Something like that. We are…” I tried to think of the best way to say, I’ve been replaced in my marriage by a fat, big dicked, bastard and it’s all my fault. I lost control. I allowed my wife to slip away and give into pure unadulterated sexual pleasure and convinced her I was okay with it. Convinced myself that I was okay with it. But thanks to some sort of stupid God sent epiphany, I realize that as fun and erotic as all of this has been… I just want my wife back. I want my marriage. I want what I had that I didn’t realize was perfect until it was dragged through the mud. Now I’m trying to pull myself out of the mud pit and clean myself off, but I don’t know how. I don’t know if there’s a hose strong enough to wash it all away.

“We are taking a break.” I finally muttered and sat up, giving my cheeks some sharp slaps to help me sober up.

“Hmmm.” was all Carrie said and then waved to the bartender for another shot.

Like the flowing alcohol, the night from there shifted and rippled. It was a blur of drinking, laughing, and then leaving the bar. I needed to find a hotel and though we weren’t wasted or even really drunk, we certainly weren’t safe to drive. Carrie asked if she could come with me, crash on the extra bed. Seemed like a reasonable idea. And having company instead of going and wallowing in a hotel room all alone seemed like a lot better choice.

Okay, so Carrie came with me. Fair enough. Drinking and driving was a stupid idea, so getting a place to crash was sensible. Though she could have called an Uber or something. But why waste the money, seemed to be her reasoning.

Okay. Okay. She just came to crash in the room with me. And she was naked because she took a shower. Okay. That wasn’t such a big deal. And the fact she was so free with her body and unembarrassed wasn’t something I could hold against her. Some people were just more comfortable with their bodies than others. Obviously, I wasn’t one of them. Before all of this mess with Devon, I never even changed in a locker room in front of other men. Not exactly because of embarrassment, it was more of a feeling like they were judging me. The watchful eyes of the judgemental.

It’d taken several times of watching Julie fuck and get fucked by Devon before I finally pulled my cock out and masturbated. That had been somewhat of a revelation. But instead of being liberating, it had been humiliating. It should have felt good. It should have been freeing and exciting. Instead, I’d felt dirty and worthless and neglected.

All those feelings and then some were being tossed around inside me like a dryer set on max spin.

We stumbled into the hotel room. I remember that. The cliche drunks, laughing at nothing and everything.

“You must be pent up like a motherfucker.” Carrier laughed, tossing herself onto her back on the bed.

“Not a motherfucker.” I grunted, scrubbing my hands through my hair. “Maybe a Carrie fucker?” I grinned stupidly as the room tilted and I stumbled a bit, grabbing hold of the dresser for stability.

Carrie propped herself onto her elbows looking at me with slightly glazed eyes and a grin. “Sure.”

Before I could even ask what she was saying ‘sure’ to, she was unbuttoning her jeans and wiggling them down to reveal a pair of dark leopard print, seamless cheeky panties. She kicked the pants off, tumbling back on the bed for a second. Her legs popped up like she was a weeble wobble, exposing her jiggly ass, before rolling over and scrambling to get on her knees and turning back to me. Her sweater was up around her head, showing off her matching bra before she paused. “Mind helping?”

I was standing dumbstruck. But then I moved and helped her pull her sweater off, tossing it to the floor.

“There. Well? Do you need help or something?” She asked, reaching behind her to unclasp her bra.

“Carrie… I… I was kidding. And we’re drunk.” I started to protest.

“Oh, fuck off.” She laughed. “I’m of sound mind, Tom. I’m buzzed, sure, but neither of us is so out of it we don’t know what we’re doing.” Her bra loosened, and she slipped it off fast and tossed it to land with her sweater.

Her breasts were fantastic. Soft and perky, with large nipples that were already hard. She brushed back some strands of white hair from her face before tying her short bob into a ponytail.

“I… but…” I stammered. 

“Chill Tom. It’s just sex. You said you and your wife were on a break. And you haven’t fucked in over a month. Let me give you a little charity.” She winked and shuffled forward on her knees to the edge of the bed and pulled me towards her by my belt loop. “Come on, let's get these off. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t wonder what you were packing sometimes.”

Before I knew it, any resistance or objections I had were thrown out. Why shouldn’t I have a little fun? Julie went around fucking Devon and anyone that he wanted her to. I’d seen her in threesomes. With women. Doing things that she never told me about. That she kept from me, but Devon rubbed in my face. She’d do it for him, but not for me. I wasn’t special enough. It was unfair. Even if this was my fault, Julie had dove in head first now. She was in the deep and she didn’t want to swim back to the surface. I may have started it, but she kept it going.

Carrie pulled my pants down along with my boxers, my slightly flaccid cock bouncing free. “Oh fuck, that’s nice!” She grinned and grabbed hold of me.

My gasp made her jump, and she let go, looking up at me like maybe she’d hurt me.

I blushed. “S…sorry, like I said. It’s been a while. I… no one has touched me…” I didn't bother telling her that I now associated sex mostly with pain.

“Oh wow. Well, let's change that.” She took me back into her soft hand and leaned forward, giving my tip a warm, wet kiss.

“Oh, fuck.” I moaned and almost immediately pre cum was leaking out, sticking to my coworkers lips and leaving a long shimmering string between us as she moved back.

“Fuck Tom, your cock is really nice.” Carrie started stroking me. I was smooth. I often kept it shaved because my pubic hair chafed and itched all the time. Plus, it made it look a little bigger. So I had that going for me, which was nice.

I knew I wasn’t overly large. Nothing to write home about. But I was a respectable seven inches, not that I’d measured, and slightly curved with a thick head. Nothing like the mammoth thing that Devon had swinging around. Before, I would have believed Carrie that I had a nice penis. Now I felt like she was just being nice. But, considering my current situation… I’d take it. Even if I didn’t deserve it. I knew she was just pitying me.

She continued stroking, smiling and looking at my cock in her hand, moving back in to kiss along the head and lick around the mushroom rim, making me groan. “Like that, huh?” She giggled and pressed her lips to my tip and slowly let her lips open, sliding along the head and swallowing it into her warm mouth.

“Oh, fucking shit!” I groaned and reached down, grabbing her little ponytail. “Fuck Carrie. Are you really sure…”

My cock popped out of her mouth and she looked up at me, stroking and giving me a playful glare. “Tom, shut up and let me blow you.” With that, she went back and took my head and another inch into her mouth.

I took her advice and shut up. Her hand moved up and down my smooth shaft and her mouth followed, tongue lapping along the underside of my cock as she swallowed, then dragging it as she moved up. Carrie grabbed my balls and fondled them, fingers pressing against my taint as she did.

“Shhhhhiiiit.” I moaned. The sensation was intense. I hadn’t had sex in so long. I hadn’t realized I was so used to my hand. A woman’s mouth and grip were a completely different universe. I kept hold of her hair, gently guiding her up and down as she swallowed more and more.

Finally, she took it all. Pressing her nose to my waist and breathing heavily through her nostrils.

“Oh god fuckfuck.” I gasped, looking down at her as she deep throated me, moving her head back and forth and gargling against my cock before pulling off and gasping. Spit dripped down her chin and strings fell from her lips and my dick.

“Your cock is the perfect size!” She chuckled, wiping her chin and looking up at me with a pleased grin. “Why in the world would your wife not want it?”

The question itched at me. It sent an icy feeling down my spin and made my jaw clench. She didn’t want it because someone had stolen her from me. Didn’t want it because he was bigger. Better. More dominant. Whatever the reason, she’d sidelined me and it was fucking infuriating. The shots had done a number on the wall I’d built around my feelings. Poked holes in it and now my pent up anger and frustration was leaking out. Add to that my cock was painfully hard, my balls as blue as cue balls, and this woman in front of me was saying my cock was perfect and nice and more than willing to take it.

I gripped her hair, staring into her eyes with my anger seeping through, and brought her back to my cock. She met my gaze and didn’t flinch. Maybe she saw my anger. Maybe she saw my need. Or… maybe she was just as horny as I was. She didn’t resist. Her mouth opened and she let me push her down all the way, slow and steady, till she was groaning around my cock. She let me move her back and forth.

Glug gluk glluuglgllkk. Every time she moved up and down, lightly gagging, spit dripped down her lips and chin and onto her tits and nipples. It slid down my shaft and balls and thighs as I rhythmically fucked her mouth. Not one sign of protest or signal that she needed to stop or to breathe. Carrie was a pro.

She sucked me for as long as I made her. My buzz was wearing off as my arousal took control.

Finally, I pulled her off and let her go. Carrie fell back on the bed gasping, her face glistening with spit and saliva, dripping all over her chest. My cock was dripping, slick and lubed up and so red and pulsing, I thought I might faint from the lack of blood in my brain.

Breathing hard, trying to catch her breath, Carrie looked up at me. “Well?”

I stood at the end of the bed, trying to not fall over. “Well, what?”

She reached down and pressed a finger to her pussy, a dark spot of wetness appearing through her panties as she moved the finger up and down. “Gonna help me?”

I let myself fall forward and crawl onto the bed, thankful that being on my hands and knees took away the tilting feeling I was getting while standing. Carrie fell back again, laying with her arms over her head, her breasts laying flat against her as she breathed, jiggling slightly with every inhale. I moved between her legs, my cock bouncing and throbbing.

My hands fumbled with her panties, somehow not able to figure out how they worked. Carrie reached down without a word and wiggled out of them. After a minute, we had them off and they vanished somewhere in the room behind me. I moved, aiming my bare cock towards her lips, plump and warm. As eager as I was, my mind was clear enough to know I should enjoy this.

I let my head slip between her lips, gliding slowly, finding her clit and circling it with my opening, leaking pre cum over it.

Carrie was panting, sucking in hissing breaths through her teeth as I moved my cock along her slit. It never occurred to me to get a condom. Maybe somewhere in the back of my brain it tried to call to me, but my buzzed and bloodless brain wasn’t listening. Carrie didn’t say anything either. So, when I finally nestled my tip into her opening, feeling the heat and moisture like a burning cave on fire, I just pushed in.

“OH…OH fucking god!” she gasped, her thighs trembling and opening wider as I guided my cock inside. My head vanished. Her lips squeezed around the rim.

“Carrie… holy fuckmmmm.” I groaned with animal intent and continued pushing. The ridges inside were warm. Muscles clenched. She was a boiling cauldron inside and I was stirring the pot. My hands took her hips, gripping hard to gain better leverage and pushed deeper.

“Ohmyffffffuuuuckkkk.” She groaned louder, so loud I was sure the other guests could hear through the walls on either side of our room. “Yes! Oh, shit, yes fucking yes, you’re so good. Oh, my god right there. Stop! Stop! THERE!” She reached down, pressing a palm to my stomach. I was half inside her and the curve of my cock was rubbing against the gathering of nerves inside her.

I held still, flexing my cock inside her so my head rubbed that sensitive spot again and again..

“Fuck. Fuck. Geez Tom! HOLY SHIT!” She kept her hand on my chest, holding me at bay for a moment as she bit her lip and squeezed her eyes shut, a tremor running through her body. “O…okay… rub…back and forth, just there!”

I listened and moved out just a little, then back in the same amount. Gliding along her g-spot, making her hand turn into a claw, nails biting into my skin.

Huh. So that’s where those marks on my chest were from.

I moved like that until Carrie finally fell back with a deep, wanting groan. “Fuckme! Fuck me Tom! God just fuck me!”

I thrust inside hard and firm and she arched back, crying out, her tits bouncing. I quickly grabbed them and started pounding faster, squeezing her tits as hard as I dared, making her writhe and gasp with bottomless pleasure. Our skin slapped. My balls smacked against her ass as we fucked with relentless abandon. Carrie’s pussy was tight and so fucking warm. It’d been so long since I’d felt Julie, felt the inside of her around me, I’d practically forgotten what it was like. But I was sure it hadn’t felt like this. Never like this. Even when she had let me fuck her she'd been so stretched out by Devon I could barely feel her. Or maybe it was just the alcohol.

I didn’t care. What I did care about was how good it felt. Not just the pleasure, but the slow releasing of my anger and frustration. It was seeping out through my pours as I fucked my coworker. It was being breathed out through my grunts and groans. 

I started ramming harder, making Carrie’s entire body jump and her voice strangle out a cry of rapture.

The feelings in me bubbled over, urging me on. I pulled out of Carrie and flipped her over, pushing my hand against her upper back so she stuck her ass up in the air and her head pressed to the bed. She didn’t resist. Her body was flush with sweat and heat.

Her ass up, round and beautifully bouncy, I slapped it so hard a red mark appeared as she cried out. I did it again. Another cry of satisfaction.

My cock was rock hard and messy with her wetness. I pulled open her cheeks, spying her asshole and pussy, slightly open and dripping with desire. My head was spinning, but not from the shots. Everything about Carrie was intoxicating. I could smell her sweat, her musk, her arousal, the alcohol from her breath, a light scent of shampoo that I couldn’t put a name to. Her body was soft but firm in that healthy way of a well-maintained body. Skin fair and slick with perspiration.

Carrie reeked of sex. It was coming off her like a heat mirage from the asphalt. Julie was never like this with me. Our sex, though satisfying, hadn’t been very adventurous. And I’d never seen Julie in this position, at least not with me. Carrie was offering herself up to me. Exposing herself in a way my wife refused to do with me.

I moved my hand along her back to the nape of her neck and took hold of it. Her back arched as I did, her ass pushing up more. I slapped her left cheek, then right. She whimpered in pain, but pleasure, too.

My eyes moved all over her. Drinking her in. Swallowing her like I did those shots from the bar. I wanted to fucking own this woman. I’d been deprived of my own wife. She’d been used in front of me over and over. I’d been made to feel worthless and less than and inadequate. But Carrie was giving herself to me. No resistance. 

Maybe it was our buzzed state. Tomorrow could be a very bad day, waking up to what we’d done. She might report me to HR. Or press charges. Or…or… or…

Carrie looked back at me, her face still pushed into the sheets. “Do it.” She whispered huskily. “Fucking own me.” Her words came out as a needy growl. She’d read my mind, or maybe just my body language. Or, it was what she wanted and she was just telling me. Simple as that.

I didn’t need to hear more. I got out of my head fast, moving my hands to her ass and spreading her wide and diving in. My mouth found her sweaty asshole, and I pressed my tongue hard against the ring and invaded. Julie never let me touch her asshole. She’d always push me away or laughed me off. But I’d seen her get ruined anally by Devon. Another thing that was taken from me. But Carrie was wide open. No pushing me away. No saying it was gross. Carrie’s ass was on the table, and I was going to take it.

“OHFUCK! WHATTHESHITFUCKOHGOD!” Carrie cried into the sheets, biting at them and gasping as I licked and probed her asshole. Giving her cheeks hard slaps, making her muscles tense. “Yesyesfuckingfucck yes.”

After a minute, I moved back, making her gasp with want. But that didn’t last long. I got to my feet, squatting behind her, holding her ass, and firmly pressed the head of my slick cock against her asshole.

Biting her lip, Carrie looked back at me with her one visible eye, red with desire and tears. There was no hint she wanted me to stop. Every indication was that she wanted me to continue.

With a low grunt, I pushed my cock against her anal ring. It resisted at first and Carrie whimpered like a puppy, but I didn’t stop. I added pressure, and her asshole opened. Swallowing me with its tight grip. “FFFFMMMMFMFFMFM.” I groaned unintelligibly.

“Ohhh God fuck! Oh fuckingfuckingfuuuuuuck!” she cried, her body shaking with the sobs of pain and ecstasy.

I pushed deeper. Deeper. She was offering, and I was taking. I held her ass tight and drilled down slowly and steadily until I was completely inside her ass. Carrie didn’t have words anymore, just mutterings and gasps that sounded like they might be words, but wouldn’t come together properly.

It took concentration. Her ass was so tight. But I moved in and out. Thrusting into the tight back door of my coworker. Her asshole squeezed tight and puckered and dragged along my shaft. It began loosening up, allowing me to move more fluidly and faster. I was squatting behind her and my thighs were burning with the strain, but I didn’t care. Fuck feeling pain or fatigue. I was doing this. I wasn’t going to be denied anymore. I wasn’t going to be pushed off. And unless Carrie told me to stop, then I was going to do anything and everything.

We groaned together as I fucked her ass diligently for several long minutes. It was intense and so fucking tight. But Carrie took it eagerly and willingly. As much as I loved the feeling, I wanted to feel her pussy again. To feel that wet warmth of a woman’s tunnel.

I pulled out of her asshole, seeing it gape slightly as I popped out and admired the sight, knowing that I’d done it. It was me. Not Devon. Not someone else I was watching. ME.

Pushing away the narcissism that I felt burning in my chest, I gave her ass a slap and repositioned, aiming my cock to her slit. A few slow rubs were all I could tolerate before pushing my cock back inside her pussy. I slipped in easily and all the way, balls slapping her clit once I bottomed out. Grabbing her wrists, I pulled her arms behind her back, and I began squat thrusting inside her, pulling her arms back hard, making her arch, head off the bed trying to take in enough air to scream as I used her.

“Ohhhhhh myyyyyyyyy goooooooooodddddddd!” Her voice wavered and shook as I rammed her tight little cunt. Her ass grew red as my thighs slapped her cheeks.

I didn’t let up. I was straining and sweating and felt like my lungs were on fire as I was holding my breath, thrusting and pistoning into my coworker’s depths.

Carrie cried. I could see it. Tears streamed down her cheeks as I pulled her arms, restraining her and fucking her like she were a toy. As much pain as she was experiencing, she never told me to stop. She never looked at me like she hated me or disrespected me or wanted me to go away. Carrie’s tear-filled eyes screamed that she wanted it, and more.

I let her arms go and leaned forward, palm pushing her head against the bed.

“Cumming….” She gasped into the sheets. “CCCCCUUCUCUCCUMMMINGNNNGN” She was bouncing on the mattress as I went even harder and faster. All my anger and frustration was focused in my hips, my thighs, hammering into her so she felt every inch.

Carrie’s orgasm rocked her, making her pussy clamp down so hard I cursed, my cock getting swallowed in the velvet burning tunnel of her depths. “FuckingshitCarrie Fuck! I’m … ohOH FFUUUUUUCCCCK!” And suddenly I was bursting inside her. Long, backed up loads that wouldn’t come out from self stimulation. I held her head down as she cried through her orgasm, her ass and thighs shaking violently and her pussy squeezing and milking me as I shot rope after thick rope deep inside. I felt a gush of warm wetness. Carrie was squirting as I filled her up with semen.

“Ohshitfuckyesyesgodyes!” I wasn’t sure if that was me or her or both of us yelling.

My balls were convulsing painfully as they continued unloading, and cum started dripping out around her lips.

All at once, the room went quiet. The only sounds were heavy breathing, panting, and the air conditioner blowing, trying to cool off me and Carrie as our bodies were aflame and drenched in a thick layer of sweat.

I kept my hand firmly on Carrie, pressing her down. My cock still buried deep inside her. Spasming once, twice, three times, a little more cum shooting into the already flooded tunnel.

Then, I fell to the side of the bed, swallowing air as fast and deep as I could. Carrie collapsed onto the bed next to me, still face down.

We didn’t say anything. There was only breathing. Carrie’s breathing evened and slowed as she fell asleep. I wasn’t far behind, my mind going black and everything just fading away. It was the first time in a while I’d gone to sleep and didn’t have any nightmares.

— —

Everything rushed back to me. Wow, did everything come back. My eyes went to Carrie as she was finishing drying off, tossing the towel into a corner and walking over to the dresser looking around curiously. “Geez, where’d you throw my panties…” she muttered, bending down to look behind the television, exposing her ass to me.

The ass I’d fucked.

Shit!

“Uh…” There were so many words tumbling in my head. I couldn’t grasp on to what to ask or say next, so I just stopped trying and let whatever words that would come take charge. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?’ Okay, that was embarrassing.

Carrie stood back up, panties in hand, and slipped them on. “What? I mean, kinda. But not in like a violent way or anything. I like a little roughness sometimes and you rang the bell just right.” She winked as she went over to her pile of clothes.

“Oh, right, okay.” I stammered.

She glanced at me as she was putting on her bra. “Don’t worry Tom. You didn’t do anything I didn’t want. If I’d wanted to stop, I would have stopped you. I’m a brown belt in karate.” The grin she gave me was sly, but also hinting that she could have kicked my ass from here until next Sunday without a single problem.

“Ah, okay then.” I managed a smile.

Bra on, she pulled on her sweater and then grabbed her pants. But instead of putting them on, she sat down next to me and put a hand on my thigh. “Tom. It was just sex. Fun. We both obviously wanted it. I mean, considering if what you told me last night was true about it being over a month, you seemed pretty wound up. Nothing like some post nut clarity, right?” Her smile was genuine as she watched me with just a hint of concern.

“Yeah. I mean… you’re right, I guess. It’s been a while. Or… I guess that’s past tense now.”

Carrie sighed. “Do you wanna talk about it? I know I’m not the best person to confide in. I’m sort of a loud mouth. But I can keep a secret, er, I mean, I can keep your confidence.”

I let go of the sheets and scrubbed my hands over my face, trying to gather my wits. “No, it’s alright. It’s something I’ve gotta work through myself. But… well, I guess last night kinda complicates things…”

Standing up, Carrie put on her jeans. “Is your wife cheating?” It was a blunt question, but surprisingly, it didn’t take me off guard. After the things I’d confessed last night, though vague, it definitely lent itself to the idea that maybe I was dealing with marital infidelity.

I fell back on the bed with a groan. “It’s complicated. But, I guess kinda.”

Carrie was buttoning her jeans and watching me for a minute.

“I don’t wanna get into it.” I explained.

“Fair enough. I’m not your therapist. But I’m willing to listen.” She brushed back her damp hair, running her fingers through it to comb out the tangles. “Wanna share a ride to work?”

I looked over at her as she went back to the vanity sink and mirror and grabbed the tube of complimentary toothpaste. There weren’t any disposable toothbrushes, so she squeezed out a dollop onto her finger and started scrubbing her teeth while watching me in the mirror.

“Are you not gonna go back to your apartment? Change clothes?” I looked at my own clothes and started trying to figure out what I was going to do. Could I just go to a store and get some new clothes? Seemed like a waste. And if I was going to be staying away from home for a little while, which was quickly becoming a better idea, I was going to need more than just a change of clothes.

“Not the first time I’ve come to work in the same clothes.” Carrie answered after spitting in the sink and cupping some water in her hand to rinse.

“Yeah well, I haven’t. And it might raise some eyebrows if we both were in the same clothes from yesterday.”

“Walk of shame, huh?” She asked, leaning against the wall, folding her arms under her chest.

I rolled my eyes.

“We could always just tell half the truth. We got drunk and just grabbed a hotel to sleep it off. Trying to be responsible. No driving and all that.”


It was a reasonable answer to anyone that might ask. And it was mostly true. The whole sex thing was just… Well, it wasn’t an accident, but it wasn’t planned either. And no one needed to know our business. Just like what was going on with me and Julie. So many secrets.

I shut my eyes, letting myself float inside my head as I lay on the bed, trying to figure out what to do.

— —

Somehow, the house looked different. It’d only been a day, but as I was sitting in my car parked outside along the street, staring at the house I’d made a home with Julie and had plans for more, it felt like it was someone else's. Like I’d lost not only my wife to this life, but everything else along with her. It was all tainted. Dirty. Messy. Maybe I didn’t even want to go in and pack a bag. Just leave it all behind and start new, like I’d imagined when I left.

I scratched at my head, still damp from the shower I’d taken at the hotel. Carrie had headed off to work early, not worried at all about showing up in day-old clothes. I’d gone with her and retrieved my car, calling in a personal day so that I could come home and gather a few things. Before I’d left the hotel, I’d extended my stay for a few days. I wasn’t really sure how long I was going to stay, but it was better than nothing.

“Alright Tom. In and out. Just get this over with and go back to the hotel.” I gave myself a little pep talk, exiting the car and walking up the sidewalk and onto the porch, pulling out my keys and heading inside.

Like the outside, the inside felt strange. Oppressive. The feeling of a layer of unseen dust or decay had settled in what had been a bright and comfortable place. My fault as well. Sure, Julie held some of the blame, but the one that started the fire was more responsible for the blaze than the one that fanned it.

I made my way through the living room and down the hall past the dining room, keeping my head down so I wouldn’t see the pictures lining the walls, depicting a happy couple that was completely in love. It was like I was walking through a haunted mansion, the faces and eyes in the photos following me, sinister and frightful. They were judging me. My past self, looking upon the sorry sack I’d become.

The sound of a creaking bed frame made me stop.

My heart rate thrummed like a racing engine. I stood in the hall outside my bedroom, our bedroom. Soft, deep moans drifted from the open door. The sticky slaps of sweaty skin connecting. Grunts. The heavy breaths of a man. Delicate gasps of a woman.

Nails were biting into my palm as I made a fist at my side. My teeth grit, and my jaw tightened. I was frozen… listening…right back to being a fly on the wall…

— —

Tender wasn’t the way Devon liked to fuck Julie, but when she’d called him this morning, he’d heard the tension in her voice. Something had upset her, and she was calling Devon, not because he was a shoulder to cry on, but because he was an escape. And he wasn’t about to pass up a chance to get his cock buried inside of that hotwife. Plus, it was an opportunity to get just a little deeper, to brand himself inside her so deep and indelibly that Julie would forever associate her orgasms with him.

Julie had already called out of work and she’d caught him before he’d even left his apartment, so it was a simple decision to make. However, both of them calling out of work might seem suspicious. They worked in different departments, so both of them being absent wasn’t outside the realm of possibility. Most likely, no one was going to question it. The office was too busy lately, so someone being out sick wasn't going to be high on the watch list.

He was more than happy to come over. Julie was a fine specimen and any chance he got to use her was a delight. Part of him still couldn’t believe how lucky he was to have fallen into this strange and erotic mess. A woman he never thought he’d have a chance with, serving him and addicted to his prowess at fucking. She didn’t find him attractive, there was no doubt about that, but just like men could get around looks if a girl was willing to let them between her legs, women could overlook the fat belly, the hairy body, the condescending demeanor, if a man’s cock was thick and heavy like his.

Devon wasn’t under any impression that this little arrangement would go on forever. No doubt it would fall apart at some point. Maybe messy. Maybe a clean break. But he didn’t intend to let Julie go easily. Not that he would risk his livelihood or safety to steal a man's wife. If things got difficult, he’d cut and run. Whatever fall out Tom and Julie had was on them. But before he did, he’d make sure she never, ever forgot him.

Intentional or not, Devon was driving a wedge between the couple. Taking Julie piece by piece. One act after another. Pressing her boundaries and breaking down walls and disregarding rules. He’d had her in every hole and as many positions as he could manage. He’d dumped tons of cum inside her pussy, her asshole, her mouth. Painted her body with his ejaculations. She’d submitted to him in private, away from her husband’s prying eyes. Devon had gotten her to eat pussy and fuck another woman. Got her to participate in a threesome that still gave him chills, remembering them both between his legs servicing him like the king he deserved to be. Thankfully, he’d gotten that on film and from multiple angles. He’d even sent a few clips to Tom just to show him how much he was missing out on. The kind of pleasure Tom would never get to experience because Julie was his sexual wonder. She was Tom’s wife, but that came with limits. Boundaries. With Devon, she was limitless. And he was going to take advantage of it all for as long as he could.

He was far more adept at fucking than love making. But he knew the concept. He knew it was more about slow and tender and firm, rather than hard and deep and fast. And there was nothing wrong with changing up the routine a bit. Sensual slow sex had its perks, too. For instance, watching a married woman writhe beneath you, moaning and sweating as your cock slowly entered her bare pussy. The look on her face of pure need and want. All for him. Devon could learn to like this.

The bed rocked, creaking sharply, as Devon loomed over the woman. She lay back, her honey hair spread out like a fan around her head, eyes shut and mouth open in constant gasping moans. His hairy thighs rubbed against the underside of her upturned legs as he held onto her ankles, thrusting the entirety of his enormous cock into her tight little pussy. It stretched around him, leaving glistening juices with every smooth entrance. Her stomach tightened as he touched and pressed her cervix. She was in ecstasy under him. His stomach pressed against her when he entered fully, rubbing her soft, smooth skin with the coarse hair along his belly.

“Yes. Yes.” She moaned. Devon was moving slow, patient, breathing slow and steady to keep himself from getting over excited and losing control. He loved the sound of her voice, submitting and admitting how much she enjoyed his cock.

“Like that?” He asked gruffly, and grinned cockily. “Like me inside you? This what you couldn’t wait for. Hm? Need my cock deep in this tight little married pussy?”

Julie groaned, head moving back and forth as her chest rose with each breath and her tits bouncing with each firm, deep thrust. “Yes Devon. Fuck. Yes. I love it. I love you. Fuck Devon, please go deeper.” She whimpered.

The words were like angelic bells to Devon. I love you. He really had taken her. Taken her far away from her husband.

Where was Tom, anyway? Devon hadn’t seen him since the other night and even then only briefly when he was sitting like a good boy in the shadows watching a real man own his wife. Pretty pathetic. He wasn’t one to judge people’s fetishes and kinks in general, but Tom must have been one sick fucker to let a man like Devon use his wife like he did and just sit and watch. And Julie wasn’t much better. A latent slut had been lurking under all the business attire and uppity attitude. More times than not, he’d wanted to put this woman in her proper place when their paths crossed at work. Now here she was. In her proper place. Beneath him with his cock so deep it was almost absurd.

Everyone had a little something in them that was twisted. Sometimes it showed up. Other times it stayed buried. The Christmas party had been the moment Tom and Julie’s tiny twisted secret had burst out like a jack-in-the-box and there was no putting it back in. And Devon had been there to make the box burst. Just a little push. A little pull. And now Julie was his and Tom was AWOL. Fucking perfect.

Devon pushed Julie’s legs up further, almost in half, pressing himself deeper with his own groan. Her tunnel was so tight. So warm. Her smooth lips crushed against him, rubbing over his pubic hair, balls smacking her tight ass. “That’s it Julie. That’s it. Take me deep inside you like a good girl.”

Her hands moved to press against Devon’s heavy belly as he sank in over and over in the steady rhythm set by his heartbeat. 

The woman was trembling, writhing, feeling every ridge and vein of his cock as it plunged deep. Her eyes finally fluttered open, looking up at Devon’s sweaty red face as he kept up the pace.

“Yes…yes…more…there…like that please aahhhhahhhh…” Her mouth and eye were open in utter pleasure, hands coming up to cup his cheeks as he picked up the pace thrusting firmly into her canal as deep as he could without hurting her.

“Tell me how much you love it.” He grunted, moving his face closer to hers. Sweat dripped along his forehead and cheeks, nose touching hers and keeping deep eye contact.

“I love it. I love your cock. So big. So thick. Oh god it’s so fucking big inside me.” She was whispering, a rasping groan as her arms wrapped around his neck. “I want it. I never want it to stop. Fuck me. Make me yours.”

“You’re already mine.” He sneered and pressed his lips to hers, kissing hard and deep and probing his tongue into her mouth.

She moaned into his mouth, tongues lashing and lips slipping and teeth nipping as they fucked deep and slow. This was much more like making love. But no matter how much Julie might say it, and it was slipping from her mouth more and more, she didn’t actually love Devon. He knew that. Could see it in her eyes. It wasn’t the love she was beaming with in the photos all over the walls. This was a love of feelings. Sensations. She was in love with him because of how he made her body feel. The orgasms. The control and rush of endorphins. This wasn’t the kind of love that allowed you to sit quietly with a partner and wordlessly communicate care. This was a raw, needy, greedy love. Twisted all for self enjoyment and not selfless giving.

Devon lifted himself off of her and slid his cock out reluctantly.

Julie let out a little mewl. “N…no…wait…I was… so close.” She breathed.

“Turn over.” Devon ordered, and Julie moved without hesitation. She rolled over and got on her hands and knees, facing the headboard.

Getting behind her, on one knee and the other leg up so he could angle properly, he took hold of Julie’s hip with one hand and the other gathered up her hair and pulled so she was arching and looking up at the large photo of her and Tom at their wedding. Then, he slid easily and greedily back inside the soaked cunt of a married woman who was giving everything to him. He loved it. Loved this. And if it ever came to an end, he’d definitely miss it. But he knew for sure that this woman would never forget him and how his cock stretched her and made her feel. A part of her would always be his, and he was going to make sure it was a part that she could never dig out.

He had plans. Not just for her, but for him. Plans that hopefully would sway this woman into additional levels of debauchery and him into new heights of pleasure. But that was for later. For now, he made Julie stare at her wedding photo and fucked the velvet vice of a pussy, making her moan so deep that it made Devon’s heart and ego swell.

— —

For the first time, Julie felt dirty.

She lay looking up at the ceiling, a thin layer of sweat on her skin and a burning in her muscles from the pounding and twisting her body had taken. Next to her, Devon was asleep, snoring and snorting loudly. Sometimes she thought he had sleep apnea. She didn’t actually sleep with him often, but when she did, there was a nagging feeling that one day she might wake up and this man would have suffocated. It was a gross thought, but it was one of those things that popped up no matter what she tried. It was the intrusive thoughts that everyone encountered, the worst-case scenarios and twisted darkness that was lurking in people's brains waiting to jump out like some sort of movie slasher and ruin your day.

After he’d fucked her, making her stare up at her wedding picture as he shot a very thick load deep inside her, he’d collapsed with deep panting breaths and, after only a few minutes, was snoring. Almost a cliche really. Men rolling over and snoring after sex. But she’d cum, so the cliche wasn’t complete. At least she had that going for her.

Her hand drifted between her legs, her pussy feeling sore and warm, a thick stickiness leaking from between her folds. Looking down, she pulled her fingers away and thick, dripping strings trailed from her fingers to her mound. It was still warm. Devon came so much it was sort of unreal. A massive cock. Massive loads. But a tiny personality. Seemed like fate was cruel.

She rolled off the bed and quietly padded across the room and picked up her robe, slipping it on and loosely tying it at her waist before brushing her sweaty hair from her face. This was not how she wanted to spend her day. Sure she’d just had three mind blowing orgasms, but that didn’t distract from the fact that she’d used a personal day when she had a mountain of projects piling up. Or that her husband was…

Was he missing? She’d tracked his phone. Verified he was at the hotel by calling the hotel, but also checked his account activity and saw he in fact had gotten a room. But it was that woman’s groggy voice that had her second guessing. Maybe he’d been robbed. Some woman had stolen his wallet. But that was unlikely. A woman wouldn’t look like Tom and hotels like the one he was staying at absolutely required ID. It wasn’t a shitty motel 2 or something.

But what did that mean?

Julie knew what the implication was. She wasn’t stupid. But she didn’t want to face it. It was better to push all those bad thoughts back and wait until she had a definitive answer. But Tom still wasn’t answering his phone or texts. And that wasn’t like him. Why was he ignoring her?

She walked out to the kitchen and got herself a glass of water. The soft sound of a drawer opening made her turn. Devon was still snoring loudly from her bedroom, so it wasn’t him. It was coming from the guest room. A jolt of fear rushed through her as she stood holding her water.

Was someone in the house? Were they being robbed?

Stepping quietly, she moved to the hall and went to the open door of the guest room, doing her best to stay hidden while she peeked inside.

A suitcase was on the bed, open, with wrinkled clothes she’d had in the dryer thrown inside. The connected bathroom had its door open and there was shuffling inside, a cabinet opening and then shutting with a sharp bang. Tom walked out holding a tube of travel toothpaste, a toothbrush, and a travel toiletry bag that had a few other things stashed inside. Her husband marched to the suitcase, shoving the toothbrush and toothpaste into the toiletry bag, zipped it, and tossed it into the suitcase. He scratched at his chin, a day's worth of stubble making him look gruff and tired.

“Tom?” Julie stepped into the doorway, looking from him to the suitcase, confused. There was a rush of relief first. Tom was home. He was okay. Though he looked tired, maybe even hungover? He was wearing wrinkled clothes with a faint smell of alcohol that she could smell from where she stood. “Tom, where have you been?” She moved into the room, still confused about the suitcase.

Tom stopped as he was zipping the bag closed and met Julie’s gaze. His eyes were red, tired. He scratched at the back of his neck like he often did when he was frustrated. “Work.” He muttered after a tense minute of silence.

“All night?” Julie folded her arms under her breasts, the robe tie slipping open to reveal her nakedness.

His eyes glanced at the smoothness of her stomach and exposed privates, but looked away quickly with a grimace. That expression took Julie off guard. Usually when he saw her naked, which wasn’t often lately, he was instantly enamoured. He’d never been… disgusted? Not even when he’d seen her with food poisoning and laying on the bathroom floor all night.

“No. I got a hotel after I went to a bar with a coworker.” He was obviously skirting around the truth.

Julie’s jaw clenched. “A coworker.” She narrowed her eyes. “Would this coworker happen to be a female? And did she happen to share your hotel room? And why would you get a hotel room in the first place? Were you that drunk?” That might explain why he didn’t come home. It was a bit of a stretch, but if Tom had been wasted, then maybe calling an Uber didn’t sound like a good idea. A hotel room sort of made sense. Close by. Could crash quickly. Would have a bathroom if he needed to throw up instead of doing it on the floor of some poor soul’s car. She could accept that. But why would his coworker go with him?

“She didn’t wanna drive home, so I just let her crash with me.” He wasn’t answering the question. Instead, he finished zipping the suitcase and pulled it off the bed, standing it up and extending the handle.

“Tom. What’s going on? You haven’t answered any of my texts or calls and now you’re getting a hotel room with some woman you claim is your coworker. I’m not sure I’m gonna buy that.” She was chewing the inside of her cheek now, anger and frustration boiling in her stomach.

Tom met her eyes, and they grew hard. “So you think I’m lying?”

She took a step back. Something in her husband's eyes was… it was unfamiliar. Hard. Sharp. Angry. Tom was not the sort of man to get angry. Oh, he might get perturbed. And he’d been known to raise his voice from time to time when the occasion really called for it. But he’d never, ever looked at her like that before. Like he was ready to fight. Not literally. He’d never lay a finger on her, she knew. But… like he was ready to wrestle with her with all the words he had, to lay it all on the mat with nothing in reserve.

“Not… not lying. Maybe, maybe covering for someone or something. I don’t know. But the hotel and woman aside. Where have you been? No texts or calls about where and what’s going on. I’ve been worried.” She moved closer to him again. There was something in the way he was standing, holding onto the suitcase. He looked… defeated. Had something happened at work? Had he gotten laid off? Oh… oh shit. Did he feel like he’d failed because he’d lost his job so he’d gone on a bender? Maybe even a drunken indiscretion, and now he thought he had to leave because of it all?

Julie’s heart swelled with the idea. The love for her husband and concern for what he might be going through. She moved forward, taking hold of his hand. “Tom… was it something at work? Did you get fired? Listen, if it’s something… if something happened and… well, if maybe it led to a misstep… with whoever that woman in the hotel was, it’s okay. We can get past that. Just tell me what’s going on and…”

Tom pulled his hand away as if she were some sort of venomous snake. That look of disgust flashed across his face again. “How did you even know someone was there with me?”

“I…I uh, I called the hotel. When you didn’t come home, I tracked your phone to make sure you weren’t in a ditch somewhere and when I saw you were at the hotel and had charged a room… I called.” Julie’s feelings were being tossed around like they were tissues in a tornado. Why was Tom being so… despondent?

“I see. So you’re free to go and do things with Devon. Texting me or calling me after he’s fucked you for a few hours. But I can’t have one night of freedom?”

The sharpness of his tone cut deep into Julie. She crossed her arms again for a second, then pulled her robe closed. Suddenly, she felt exposed. Naked. And not in the literal sense. Tom was being… mean. He’d never been mean to her. Not even in their worst fights.

He looked at her with those hard eyes again. “I needed some time to think. I needed to get away. My job is fine, for now at least. If I can’t get my head out of my ass, then who knows what might happen, but that’s not the issue.” His fists tightened at his sides. “The issue is that I don’t want to do this anymore.”

Julie shook her head. “Do what?”

“This.” Tom waved his arm, encompassing…everything. A sudden sharp snort and snore broke the silence, and Tom grimaced. “That! I don’t want that. He’s sleeping in my… our bed now?”

She was rubbing her arms, confused. “He…Devon has slept in the bed before… I mean, just the other night…”

“That’s the fucking point, Julie! It’s not our bed anymore, is it! It’s THE bed. It’s the bed that you and Devon fuck like perverted rabbits and have me just sit in the corner. All I’m missing is a dunce cap. Or maybe a sash that says Cuckold. I’ve been pushed aside in my own home and I’m fucking done with it!” Tom’s face was turning red. His eyes were on fire and his fists were shaking at his sides.

Julie stepped back at the sudden assault of words. Tom wasn’t yelling, but his voice had risen to a decibel that scared her in its intensity. “W…what…Tom where is…I… where’s this coming from? I thought… I thought this was okay. That you… We… that this was what we wanted.”

She thought back to the other night. Seeing the empty chair. It hadn’t stopped her. In fact, it hadn’t slowed her down at all.

“It…it was.” Tom rubbed a hand along jaw and then through his hair, looking away from his wife. “It was Julie. And for a while… I mean, it was fun. Good even. But… now it’s not.”

“Now it’s not? So… what? Just because you’ve suddenly gotten cold feet, you’re gonna run out?” As confused as Julie was, this sudden admission had her bristling. “Tom, you’re the one that started this. You pushed me to Devon. If you’ll recall, I didn’t want to do anything with him. So what? Now that I’m having a good time, it’s not fun for you? Is it only fun when I’m resisting or feeling degraded? Is this all about you and getting your rocks off and fuck what I want?” Her fists fell to her side and her robe opened again, no longer feeling exposed, but pissed.

“That’s not what I…”

“News flash, Tom! Devon fucks me better than you. I think that’s a given by now. He makes me cum. He prioritizes my pleasure just as much as his. You pushed me to this, but now that it’s something I want, you feel you can’t handle it? Like it should only work when you’re having fun? What about when we first started? You think I liked blowing that sorry, sad sack? Hm? Oh, he was big, and it was erotic, but I fucking hated it! But because you wanted it, I went along. I gave you what you wanted. You don’t get to just pull the rug out now that you’re ‘not having fun’. Don’t be such a sissy!” The words were out before she realized it. She was taking a menacing step forward, but she stopped when she realized what she’d said. How cheap it was and how unfair. How cruel. Petty.

Tom didn’t move. Didn’t even respond to the insult she’d thrown at him.

Julie took a breath, grabbing hold of her robe for support, and tried to continue in a more calm manner. “Listen, I didn’t mean…” She halted trying to gather her thoughts. “I like Devon fucking me…” She started again.

“Yeah. I heard you professing your love for him in our bedroom.” Tom growled.

“Oh, fuck off Tom. You’ve heard me scream it at the top of my lungs when he was cuming inside me. So don’t pretend like it’s new.” Julie’s temper was beyond control now. “And yeah. Maybe I do, in a way, love Devon. It’s hard not to have feelings for someone that makes you feel so good.” Whatever calm she’d tried to hold on to slipped out of her grasp like a wiggling eel. There was truth in her words, but the way she was spitting them out, she was just being mean.

And it was working.

Tom’s eyes glistened with unshed tears. “Fine Julie. Fine.” He took hold of his suitcase and brushed past her, heading out into the hall.

“Tom… wait…” She rushed after him.

He was already in the living room, walking so fast like he was about to miss the last flight to a far off destination.

“Tom! Stop!” Julie lunged, her robe slipping off completely, and grabbed hold of Tom’s arm. “I’m sorry. I… listen, we can talk about this. If you’re having problems, we can…”

“I don’t want to, Julie. Or…” He pried her hand off his arm, but didn’t turn to look at her. “Maybe I just can’t right now. Truth is, I don’t even know what I want. I saw you with him the other night, like all the other times before and… and for the first time, I felt sick. I felt alone. And I couldn’t stop it. And I knew you wouldn’t have stopped if I’d asked you to. You probably didn't even notice I left.”

“Of course I would have!” She said desperately, tears coming to her own eyes now. But somewhere in the back of her mind she heard, would I have?

“No… you wouldn’t. I was gone for a whole day, and you say you were worried. I believe that. But… You didn’t try to find me besides tracking me on your phone. And only that when I didn’t come home late after work. You’re so offended that I might have been in a hotel room with another woman, but here you are, Devon fucking you and falling asleep in OUR bed, like it was just another day. Doesn’t feel like you were missing me.”

“That was only because…because I thought you were cheating. I called your hotel and that woman, whoever she is, answered and I just thought… I thought…” She bowed her head. “I was upset. So I called Devon this morning. Because… if you were out with someone, I wanted to be with someone too.”

“So it’s wrong if I do it. But totally fine for you?” He reached for the door.

“We never discussed what you could do. Maybe if you’d asked… we could have talked… I mean… if it was something you wanted…” Julie was floundering. On the one hand, Tom had some good points. But neither of them was handling this well. Wires were getting crossed. Emotions were too hot and out of control. Things were boiling over and they needed to turn down the heat. If they could just have a calm conversation…

Tom turned and his eyes moved along her nude body. It still had a light shine of sweat. And between her legs her pussy was glazed, a single drop of Devon’s cum trailing and drying along her lips.

“I need some time, Julie. Just… let me have some time.” He said it quietly. It was the softness of a tapping hammer to a nail in a coffin lid.

Tom pulled the door open and walked out. 

Julie didn’t follow. She stood naked in the doorway, exposing herself to the whole neighborhood. The rumble of Tom’s car filled the silence and then it was gone, driving away.

Julie took a step forward and closed the door. The sound of it shutting felt like a stone being rolled over the entrance of a tomb.

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 4

===========================

I tossed my suitcase into the open closet of the hotel room and sat down heavily on the bed. It was made, complete with new sheets and a mint on the pillow. I didn’t realize they still did that sort of thing. The room smelled nice, clean, no lingering smell of sex or booze. Pinching the bridge of my nose, I tried to keep myself calm. The whole drive back from the house, I’d been between panic, rage, and tears. Now… I just felt numb.

All the words from the fight with Julie were floating in my head like pieces of garbage in a polluted lake. Like a giant trash island floating in the ocean. It was a jumble, chaos, smoldering filth. Why did I go home? This was exactly the sort of thing I’d wanted to avoid. I didn’t want to fight. But now… now things were worse.

I’d fucked it up. Again. Fucked everything up and there probably wasn’t a way back.

I scrubbed my hands through my hair, pulling at it to distract from the pain in my chest.

My phone buzzed. I pulled it out of my pocket. The message was from Julie.

“I sent Devon home. Please come back. We can talk. I’m sorry for what I said. I was just upset. Please come home.”

I stared at the screen until it went to sleep and then tossed it onto the bed and lay back, looking at the ceiling. No matter how this all worked out, if by some miracle Julie and I found our way back to each other, that house was never going to be home again. It held secrets and memories. It was haunted. Julie’s screams embedded into the walls and the floors. If I slept in that bed again, the night would bring the echoes of those cries of ecstasy she was driven to by another man. And I’d feel like there were bed bugs crawling all over me. The left over skin and secretions from Devon as he slept in my place.

“Fuck!” I muttered. My cock was hard again. How utterly fucked up was I that even in the midst of all this turmoil and strife, after that horrible fight with the woman I still loved, I was getting turned on by the mere memory of her getting fucked?

Laughter bubbled up from my chest. Maybe I should call Carrie and have her come back for another anger bang. Didn’t seem like such a bad idea. Just hearing a woman pick up the phone had made Julie furious. Did she not see the hypocrisy? How many times had I texted her, and she messaged back a picture of Devon’s cock in her mouth or pussy or asshole? How many times had I called and heard her getting railed when I was trying to have a simple conversation about things like groceries? And the one time she calls a hotel room I’m staying in, and a girl picks up, she feels betrayed.

Though, if I were being brutally honest…I had betrayed her. Julie was just doing what we had agreed on. Yes, she’d gone behind my back too with some things she’d done, so she really didn’t have a leg to stand on. But that didn’t mean that what I did with Carrie wasn’t wrong. We’d never discussed if I could sleep with other women. It never came up. Maybe that’s what made it even more frustrating. Again, I was getting the short end of the stick. Julie got everything, and I wasn’t even a consideration.

Everything was a mess. No. Mess was putting it lightly. This was a shit show. At some point, I’d have to talk with Julie. But if that was going to happen, I wanted it to be on my terms, not a surprise visit or encounter. Walking in on Julie fucking Devon like that…

I shook my head, trying to dispel the image. But it wouldn’t go away. My arousal was like a poison and it was flooding my bloodstream. It was going to kill me. End me. I wanted it to go away, but any guy will tell you that sometimes, once you’re horny, it just won’t stop bothering you until you get it out.

But I wasn’t going to jerk off thinking about Julie. I couldn’t do that.

I grabbed my phone and quickly navigated to the site I’d been frequenting since being cut off by Julie. Sway Your Desires. It hosted tons of hotwife, swinging, cuckolding, and other masquerade type videos. Sort of like Eyes Wide Shut in real life. It was always good for jerk off content and at that moment I just needed something. Anything.

I clicked the newest video…

— —

Bright was sandwiched in the middle of the pile. The man that had introduced himself as Toro, a slim but muscular man with a large cock, lay on the bed below them. HIs cock burried deep in Bright’s ass. Bright lay against Toro’s chest, his hands on their hips as he thrust, causing Bright to thrust their own cock into Cherish, who was lying on top of Bright. Her legs were wide open and Bright’s penis plunged deep into the woman’s pussy. They were in a stacked tower on the king bed, Toro, Bright, Cherish, all laying back with legs wide towards a camera set up across from them filming the threeway.

“Yes! Yes fuuuuuck!” Cherish gasped, arching back against Bright’s chest. Bright’s tits pressed into the woman’s back as they grabbed onto her shoulders to steady her as Toro continued thrusting rhythmically into Bright’s ass.

“Good…” Bright groaned into Cherish’s neck. They bit her collarbone gently, making Cherish gasp. 

“Fuck me… fuck me Bright. Your cock is so good! Oh, fuck yes!” Cherish was whimpering with lust and delight. Toro below them both, setting the pace with his thrusts, his hips pounding up against Bright’s ass. In turn driving Bright’s hips and cock up into Cherish.

All three were sweating, glistening in the glow from the lamps surrounding the bed to get the proper lighting for the cameras.

Bright hadn’t been prepared for this. Never in their lives would they have thought of this position, but Cherish had ordered it and now Bright was on the verge of orgasm with a cock deep in their asshole, stretching it wide, and their rock hard cock deep in the warmest, velvety tight pussy they’d ever dreamed of feeling.

Cherish turned her head, angling awkwardly to find Bright’s mouth and kiss hard. “Yes…” She groaned into Bright’s mouth. “Fuck… fuck your cock is wonderful. Fuck… I want your cum Bright. I want it.”

Toro gripped Bright’s hips tighter, groaning under the two bodies pressing him to the bed, requiring more strength to continue thrusting.

Skin slapped harder. “So fucking wet!” Bright moaned, reaching around to grab Cherish’s bouncing tits. “So fucking… tight!”

“Yeessss oh fuck!” Cherish moaned, her hands going to Bright’s, moving them more firmly against her breasts, making them pinch and pull. “Fucking abuse my tits, Bright! Do it! Use me!” She was whimpering now and pressing her luscious ass back down against Bright’s hips.

“AAAAAHHHHH!” Bright groaned, squeezing Cherish’s tits so tight they were sure that the woman would develop bruises. “I’m…Oh fuck I’m gonna…”

“Do it! Fucking fill me with your cum, Bright! Oh GOD I”M CUMMING!” Cherish screamed loud, and her pussy began to squirt and clamp down on Bright’s cock. Their balls were still encased in the soft pink satin of their panties, the gentle material cradling their balls as they began to constrict.

Cherish’s juices dripped, running down over Bright’s cock and staining their panties. It sent them over the edge. “Ohhhffuckingshit oh god Cherish I’m cumming! I’m cumming inside!”

“FUCKING FILL MEEEEE!” The woman was screeching.

Toro wordlessly began grunting as his own orgasm took hold and he began emptying his load into Bright’s asshole. The feeling for Bright was euphoric, making their own orgasm doubly intense and shooting thick ropes of semen deep into Cherish’s vagina.

All three, stacked in a tower of flesh and desire, cried out in ecstasy, thick ropes of cum and pussy juice spraying, leaking, dripping down the tower of thighs and asses.

Bright’s cock slipped from Cherish’s puffy smooth pussy, thick cum dripping down between her ass, pooling along Bright’s shaft. Toro’s cock popped from Bright’s ass, a river of cum flowing out like the one from Cherish’s pussy. They lay atop each other, groaning, gasping, catching their breath. The camera zoomed in on the dripping holes, lingering on the sight for a solid minute before the video ended.

— —

The video wasn’t what I was expecting. But it worked nonetheless. I stroked furiously, watching the pussy and ass getting filled, the groans and gasps. The filthy mouth on the woman as her breasts bounced and the person below shooting their cum deep into her pussy. I was already so on edge with my frustrating hard-on that I came within minutes, almost syncing with the video as it ended on the holes dripping cum.

I let myself fall back. Thumbing the window closed on my phone and dropping it back to the bed. I’d cum all over my boxers, but I didn’t really care that I was a mess. It was just further outward evidence of my inward problems. However, the post ejaculation clarity was helping to blow the fog away from my mind.

I’d been childish when arguing with Julie. She’d been worried about me, and rightly so. I hadn’t texted or called or answered any of her messages. What was she supposed to think? And even if she was worried, was she supposed to run to the police? There wasn’t any indication I was in danger. She’d tracked my phone. Called the hotel. Should I have expected more? Should I have expected anything?

There wasn’t a straightforward answer. And that was probably what was even more infuriating. I wanted something clear cut and easy. But none of this was easy.

Maybe I do, in a way, love Devon. Those words were echoing in my head too, always rising to the surface. My wife… was in love with someone else. And of all people… it was Devon. It made my stomach turn. How could I have ever thought seeing her with him was erotic? There were probably essays and studies in psychology that could tell me why, but none of those would make me feel any better.

I’d driven my wife into another man’s arms. And sure, she probably didn’t love him the way she loved me, but… she’d made space for him in her heart. That was a significant thing. So what was I supposed to do with that? What was I supposed to do with any of this?

Divorce?

That thought was even more painful than all the others. No doubt if I reached out to friends, family, strangers on the internet, the most common answer I would get would be “divorce the bitch”. But I probably wouldn’t fare well either. I’d be labeled pathetic, small, weak, disgusting, for letting and encouraging my wife to have sex with a man like Devon. Any road I took was riddled with pain and strife. The question was, which road, which pain, was I willing to endure?

— —

Carrie threw herself down into one of the conference chairs and spun herself around like she used to do when she was a preteen. In her head she was shouting, weeeeeeeeee. But outwardly she had resting-bitch-face. She brushed back her white hair, pulling it into a small ponytail and tying it off.

“And what has you spinning with delight?” Gwen asked, standing at the whiteboard, carefully erasing the parts they no longer needed, but keeping the notes that they still needed to discuss.

“Delight?” Carried asked, folding her arms across her chest and leaning back in her chair. She glanced around the conference room. Jami’s stuff was still on the table, but they weren’t back from their coffee run. Didn’t matter that it was the middle of the day, coffee flowed like water in this office and especially for their team.

“Yeah. You only spin around like that when you’re happy.” Gwen turned and gave Carrie a cheeky smile. “Does it have something to do with the fact you’re wearing the same clothes as yesterday?” Her eyebrows wiggled. Putting the eraser down, she pulled out a chair next to Carrie and sat, crossing her legs in her slimming green jeans and leaned her elbows on the table, utterly fascinated and listening intently.

Carrie snorted and couldn’t help but grin. “Yeah. Well. I figure that’s a given.”

“It was either that or you’re a slob.”

Carrie flipped her off but kept her grin.

“So. Do tell. Who was the lucky fella? Or was it a lady?” Gwen sat back, smoothing out her black satin blouse. 

Carrie spun in her chair again, looking off into the distance, and then, glancing around to make sure no one else was close enough to listen, looked back at Gwen. “Tom.”

Gwen’s eyes widened, and her jaw gaped. “T…Tom? Tom Merrick? Our Tom?” She was stammering.

Carrie shrugged and nodded, her grin still bright.

“Wh…but…he… Carrie… he’s married!” Gwen was leaning forward now, and her face had taken on a stormy countenance. “Is Tom cheating with you?”

Carrie saw the anger simmering beneath Gwen’s forced calm. She knew all about Gwen’s messy divorce, how her husband had cheated on her. And she knew from previous conversations that Gwen didn’t put up with cheaters of any sex. If Carrie was ‘the other woman’ in this scenario, then there was no doubt Gwen was going to rain down hell and fury on both her and Tom.

“No! No. I mean, no, not exactly. Not like that. We aren’t having an affair. He and Julie are taking a break. Er, well, I think maybe it's worse than that, but he wasn’t very forthcoming last night, before or after we had sex.”

“Cheesumcrow.” Gwen muttered, a look of confusion and worry on her face as she sat back.

“I have no idea what that means.” Carrie raised an eyebrow.

“A nice way of saying ‘Jesus Christ’.” Gwen waved a hand. “So, what? Did Tom go to your place or…”

“He got a hotel room. We went drinking and afterwards were a bit out of it, plus he said he and Julie were taking a break, having problems, so he got a hotel room. We didn’t plan it. It just… kinda happened. He said he hadn’t had sex in a month…”

“Holy fuck a month?” Gwen stared at Carrie.

“Can you make up your mind about swearing? I’m getting moral whiplash.”

Gwen flipped her off. “Alright Carrie, you need to tell me what’s going on. Because yesterday morning, Tom slept in his office. And he wasn’t looking good. And when I talked to him, well, he mentioned some bedroom issues, but he didn’t say anything about him and Julie taking a break.” She bit her lip, genuinely worried.

Carrie was impressed. Gwen really was a good friend and talented team lead. Or boss. She never was really clear on exactly how she was supposed to refer to her. Didn’t matter really. Gwen was in charge. That was the long and short of it. “Well…” Carrie went over what had happened last night. How Tom had confessed to not having had sex with his wife in over a month. About being wound up. How they’d gone back to the hotel and ended up fucking. Then the morning when Tom had basically confessed that Julie was cheating.

“So…” Gwen stopped her. “He said Julie was being unfaithful. He told me she wasn’t. It’s clear that something is going on in the bedroom…”

“But it ain’t Tom. That man can fuck.” Carrie grinned mischievously.

Gwen raised an eyebrow and her cheeks colored pink. “Yeah, well… you can… fill me in on the lewd details later.”

“Five orgasms, Gwen.” Carrie leaned back, arms folded as if she were throwing down a winning hand at poker. "Five. Probably would have been more if we weren't so drunk."

The indignant look on Gwen’s face, along with her pink cheeks and saucer wide eyes, made Carrie grin all the wider.

“Fine. So the bedroom issue isn’t on Tom’s end.” She smoothed her blouse again nervously. Gwen sat back in her chair, brow furrowing in genuine concern. 

Carrie sighed. She wasn’t the most emotionally in tune person. But she could tell that Tom was having a rough go of it this morning when she’d left him to come to work. His decision to take the day off was probably the best one he’d made in a while, from what she could tell. Besides fucking her. That had been a very great decision, as far as she was concerned. And she’d gladly do it again…

In fact…

“I don’t like that look on your face.” Gwen gave Carrie a hard stare.

“What?” Carrie asked innocently.

“Don’t give me those doe-eyes. Don’t drag Tom down into your little den of iniquity, Carrie. This could be serious and the last thing Tom needs is to get all tangled up with casual sex.”

“Who says it’s casual…” Carrie trailed off, seeing Gwen’s ‘don’t give me that shit’ look. “Right. Right. Fair enough.” She put her hands up in mock surrender. “I guess you’re right. He’s… yeah, he’s off. And the only little bits I could get were that it definitely has something to do with his wife. Maybe she’s cheating… or maybe it’s more of an emotional affair? Maybe she hasn’t done anything physical but…”

Gwen was nodding, nails tapping against her arm. “I know how it goes, Carrie. Been there. Some flirting here. Friendly lunches there. And it always leads to the bedroom. Or I guess, in my case, the copy room.” She rolled her eyes, clearly remembering how she’d caught her ex husband.

Carrie sucked at her teeth gently in thought. If Tom suspected his wife was having an emotional affair, that could certainly affect a person’s bedroom performance. Which could then lead into his wife being driven more towards whomever it was that she was getting attention from. A sad and sick cycle that would spiral into an inevitable end. Obviously, Tom’s private life was his own, but Carrie did consider him a friend, just like the rest of her teammates. She didn’t want to see him suffer.

“So, what do you think we should do?” She finally asked, looking at Gwen as she was looking off into the distance and tapping her nails in thought.

“Well… you know where he’s staying, right?” Gwen mused.

Carrie fished out the hotel room key card she’d taken that morning. “Yep.”

“You still have a key? Geez, Carrie, were you planning on ambushing him or something?”

Carrie snorted. “No. I just took it in case I’d forgotten anything in the room. I was gonna give it back to Tom next time he was in the office. Before we left, he extended his stay, so I figured he’d still be there when he finally came back.”

Gwen sighed. “Well… maybe we should go see him. The last thing that man needs is to just wallow in whatever it is he has going on. Let’s drop by and invite him to dinner. Show him he’s got some listening ears.”

It sounded like a decent enough plan. Maybe not the best, but what else were they going to do? Their other option was to leave him alone. And that seemed worse than showing up unannounced and giving him sympathy. It was clear Tom needed some companionship. Carrie had felt that well enough last night when he’d been fucking her. She’d seen the need in his eyes, the frustration that had built up over time, and how he was releasing it with her. And she was happy to let him, because she liked sex a bit rough and Tom had done a good job giving her what she wanted. But if the reason for that harsh action and pent up frustration was because he had trouble at home, then that could become a dangerous mix. If you got your frustration out with sex, it could be healthy. But let it go too far and it would become toxic.

Truth be told. What she and Tom had done might have been more of a poison pill rather than some sort of liberating epiphany. 

Carrie sat back with a heavy sigh. Now she felt like crap. As great as the night had been and all the orgasms she’d had, Gwen was annoyingly right.

“So… what, are we gonna take him for burgers and probe into his unraveling marriage?” 

Gwen glanced to the door of the conference room, noticing Jami with a cup of coffee in their hand, returning to the meeting. “We will discuss it later. Come to my office when we are done here.”

Jami walked in, going back to their chair and sitting down with a huff. “Miss anything?” They asked.

Carrie and Gwen glanced at each other for just a bare moment and shook their heads. “Nope. Let’s see if we can wrap this up…” Gwen sighed and got them back to work.

— —

It was easier to get Devon to leave than Julie had imagined. After Tom left, when the initial shock of it wore off, Julie shuffled herself back into her bedroom and shoved Devon awake and told him she needed him to leave. After some groggy protests, he shrugged it off and got dressed. 

“I forgot to mention, this weekend I have a surprise for you. Or rather us. So you need to pick out your finest dress to wear to the club I’m going to be taking you to.” He was standing at the end of the bed, buckling his pants around his sizable waist. Julie was sitting on the bed watching him, robe closed tightly as if for the first time she felt self conscious about being exposed in front of Devon.

“Club?” she asked.

“It’s pretty exclusive. Had to call around, ask a few favors to get us this invite. If we are… presentable, then we can become members.”

She eye’d Devon curiously. Sometimes she thought he looked like a lumpy potato, his dark thinning hair like some sort of growth out of the top of his head. Really if it wasn’t for his cock… well, she was past that now. Even though she looked at him with a sort of abject discomfort, there was no denying that through all of these recent adventures, she’d developed feelings. Not the kind of feelings she had for Tom, the ones that lead to wedding vows and a life together. But the kind of lustful love that made her want to give herself to him. Any way he wanted. She’d present herself like a bitch if he commanded her to.

That thought sent a shiver down her spine, and her thighs rubbed together uncomfortably. She couldn't decide if it was a feeling of arousal or disgust.

“Why would we want to be members?” She asked, not really caring. The way Devon was talking, it was obviously some upscale sex club. It wouldn’t be far off from some of the places he’d already taken her; swing clubs and strip clubs. She’d had her fair share of experiences at those, so this was obviously just another place to explore.

“Believe me. The benefits at this place are killer.” He chuckled as he finished dressing and headed for the door. “I’ll pick you up at seven on Saturday. Best dress, remember. But don’t worry about the underwear, the club's gonna cover that.”

That raised an eyebrow for Julie. “What’s that supposed to mean?” She followed him to the back door where he’d parked his car so no one in the neighborhood could spy him coming and going.

“Don’t you worry. It’ll be great. You’ll have a terrific time.” He walked out the door, gave a quick turn and wink, then lumbered to his car.

Julie watched him go, relieved that he was finally gone. She quickly got cleaned up, showered and dressed, putting on simple white panties and bra instead of the more sexy things she’d grown accustomed to wearing at Devon’s insistence. Now was not the time to feel sexy. She needed to be… what did she need to be?

The answer wouldn’t come to her as she texted Tom, telling him she’d sent Devon home, and that she wanted him to come back. They needed to talk properly. That whole fight had been utterly unfair for both of them. Tom was accusing her of completely shutting him out, and that just wasn’t true. Being MIA for a whole day, discovering he was at a hotel with another woman, it was beyond stressful. She’d weighed calling the police multiple times, but knew that was overreacting. Maybe once she’d found out he was alive and off having some… whatever it was with another woman, she hadn’t handled it well. Calling Devon and letting him fuck her stress and frustration away hadn’t been the right thing to do.

Worse, now that she was sitting and letting the events sink in, she realized she hadn’t just used Devon as a way of relieving stress. She’d felt alone. Tom had abandoned her and wouldn’t answer her calls. Devon had picked up right away and come over without so much as a question. True, he was just coming over because she was offering him sex. Devon was not the empathetic type. Julie wasn’t naïve enough to think that Devon actually cared about her as a person. He’d never seen her that way and whenever he tried to ‘sweet talk’, she never believed it. But she went along with it… because Tom liked it. And yes, she liked it too.

Julie flung herself onto the couch. Besides her underwear, she’d thrown on a t-shirt and yoga leggings which felt a bit too tight around the waist. She pulled at waistband and let it snap back. Had she started gaining weight? Maybe all the stress she was feeling, unconsciously there but just now bubbling to the surface to be acknowledged, was making her over eat or retain water or something. Or maybe she was just over thinking this because it was easier than addressing the actual issues, the big ones that were facing her and not as simple as changing her diet.

Why couldn’t things be simple? Like in the beginning.

She scrubbed her hands through her hair. 

Then again, in the beginning, things hadn’t been simple either…

— —

8 Months Ago - The Christmas Party

The memory was still vivid. Not even a full year old. Just eight months. Eight months to change her whole life. Her whole marriage. Maybe… maybe even ending her marriage. All because of that damn Christmas party.

Too much champagne and peppermint schnapps. A ball room full of coworkers and their spouses, chatting and eating from the buffets. Playing mock poker, roulette, craps. All set up for fun. Rather than money, people won prizes or entries into raffles for gift certificates or other fun things.

Julie had worn a form fitting, sparkly red dress, white stockings and a green Christmas bow headband holding back her honey curls. The dress was tighter than usual, her breasts pressed tightly together and puffing out around the low-cut neckline. Her heels were short, but even so, she was still a bit off balance thanks to all the alcohol. Tom had been far too handsy all night, obsessed with her dress and what she kept hinting she was wearing underneath.

They’d booked a room at the hotel where the Christmas party was being held so they didn’t have to drive home, knowing that they most likely wouldn’t be in any condition to do so. Moving around the room, Julie talked with various coworkers, introducing her husband to those that hadn’t met him yet and catching up with others. Everything moved and flowed, the alcohol making the world fluid, one encounter merging into another as they laughed and talked and drank and ate.

As the night started winding down, Julie found herself at the open bar, asking for ice water. She was far too tipsy to keep drinking and if she wanted to have a fun night with her husband she needed to lay off or she’d either fall asleep once they got to the room, or worse, throw up all over her husband attempting to have sex.

“Too much Christmas spirits, huh?” The voice was gruff and for a second Julie didn’t recognize the large man standing next to her. He was in a nice tux, not high end but definitely not cheap, that was tight around the waist because of the man’s belly and large frame. His grin was a bit… condescending? If her brain wasn’t swimming so much she’d probably say it was arrogance, but it might also just be cautious, curious callousness. The man’s eyes went directly to Julie’s exposed cleavage and while usually she’d be offended, the attention was actually nice.

The entire night of Tom fondling her and whispering things in her ear about what he wanted to do to her. Her own teasing whispers. The eyes of her coworkers on her figure in the slim dress. Combine that with the alcohol, and Julie was horny. Beyond horny. She was planning to jump Tom the second they got to their room. But a little flirting would have to do before that happened.

Leaning against the bar, she pressed her upper arms against her sides, pushing her chest out a bit more and making the softness of her breasts puff up over the neckline of the dress. “Far too much. But ‘tis the season! Giving and joyous and all that crap.” Julie giggled and took the water the bartender gave her, complete with a candy cane straw. That was a pleasant surprise.

A light chuckle emanated from the man’s chest… Devon! That was his name. Head of IT. She’d met him occasionally when sending new people to get their computers and systems set up or needing troubleshooting help. He was nice enough. Not the sort you’d ask to come out after work for drinks with the team, but… non threatening.

He was a bit taller than her, despite his sort of squat frame and large waist. She glanced up playfully through her dark lashes and sensually wrapped her lips around the candy cane straw, sipping softly.

Devon quirked an eyebrow and smirked. “Lucky candy cane.” He said, seemingly not afraid of being crass.

Julie snorted. “Yep.” She giggled and licked it a little and gave Devon a wink. Butterflies flew in her stomach at her bold and salacious actions. If it weren’t for the booze, she’d never do this. But what the hell! It was a party and most everyone here was intoxicated to one degree or another. Devon was probably as drunk as she was. He’d either remember the little flirty flash of her tongue or it would just be a fuzzy dream come the morning.

She walked away, back to where Tom was sitting at a table, his eyes wide. “What?” She asked, slipping into her chair, not bothering to pull at the hem of her dress as it rode up, exposing the little lace snowflakes at the tops of her stockings.

“Did you just…” Tom looked to Devon, whose eyes were still on her, and then back. “Did you just cock tease that man?”

“Devon.” Julie provided his name, sipping innocently at her water. “And what if I did?” She teased with a grin, her red lips slightly wet and glistening, tracing them along the slowly melting candy straw.

Tom swallowed audibly and adjusted himself under the table, making Julie grin wider and continued the slightly pornographic lick and lips trace of the peppermint candy. Her husband leaned in, his hand touching her upper thigh that was exposed. “Honey… that was fucking hot.”

Julie’s cheeks flushed. “Really?”

“I’ve been hard for you all night, but seeing you do that… I don’t know… I mean, I almost came in my pants.” Tom chuckled.

Julie swatted his shoulder. “You’re a dirty pervert, Tom Merrick.” She let her thighs open a little and Tom slipped his hand a little higher below her skirt.

“Only for you.” He whispered, leaning in a bit closer. She could smell the alcohol on his breath, mixing with the peppermint of her own.

“Oh? And would my dirty little pervert get excited if I went back over and kept teasing the big boy? Hmmm?” She bit at her lip, liking this arousing, taboo kinda fun. Tom and Julie weren’t overly adventurous in the bedroom, but sometimes they’d roleplay or talk dirty. A few times they’d discussed other men or women. Usually it was in the context of Julie teasing Tom, pleasing another man or having some sort of lesbian encounter and making him watch. Fairly typical. But they’d never really teased with an actual person.

Tom’s hand slipped higher up her thigh, the tip of his finger tracing her hidden panties. “Fuck…” He muttered.

Julie could see the fire in his eyes, and she wanted to fan it. She wanted his need to be so hot that when they got to the hotel room, he’d do things to her that would possibly make her cry. So… she slipped away from Tom’s touch, stood up, not bothering to pull her skirt down even though it was still riding up around her thighs, and walked back over to Devon, swaying her hips, holding her drink and eye fucking the girthy man as she seductively sucked on her peppermint straw….

— —

If you asked Julie how she and Tom ended up back in their hotel room with Devon… she wouldn’t be able to tell the story the same way twice. In one version, it would simply be her flirting with Devon for a few minutes before asking if he wanted to experience what her straw was experiencing. Or maybe he came back to the table with her, and Tom offered to let Devon have a surprise Christmas gift.

She did know that when Devon had excused himself to go to the restroom at one point, leaving her alone with her husband, she’d sobered up enough to tell Tom that maybe they were going too far with this game. It was just supposed to be teasing.

“Babe, it’s okay. Let’s just… I don’t know… live a little. We’ve fantasized, let's just give this a shot. It’s Christmas. Just have some quick fun and then… I guess if we don’t like it, then it’s not really a big deal. I’m not asking you to sleep with him. Just…” Tom shrugged and blushed. “Just give him a blow job or something…”

Julie glared, but she couldn’t deny the feeling of… curiosity. She’d been wound tight all night, and she desperately needed some release. If this was what would get Tom going and get her the fucking she was craving, then… why not?

So they’d ended up in the room, Tom sitting in a chair watching as Julie squatted down in front of Devon as he sat down on the bed and began unbuckling his pants. “You’d better not spread this around the office.” Julie half teased and half warned. Her eyes were serious. Whatever inebriation she’d had before coming to the room had mostly worn off because of the seriousness of the situation.

“Who’d believe me?” Devon grinned. “Besides, I’d probably get kicked to the fucking curb if I started talking like that.”

It was true. The office had a no tolerance policy for sexual harassment and if Devon started talking about getting a blow job from one of his coworkers, true or not, he’d be out on his fat ass.

Julie brushed back loose curls of hair from her face and started pulling down Devon’s slacks, exposing Star Wars boxers that made her want to laugh. Thankfully, she managed to keep her composure and grabbed the waistband and pulled them down, fully expecting to find a small bulbous little member… instead a massive limb tumbled out of his boxers and Julie gasped, eyes going comically wide.

Devon grinned wider, that hidden arrogance showing clear as day. “Not what you expected, huh?” He asked, and without a single hint of shame, reached down and grabbed hold of the base, flopping the appendage around. Julie’s eyes followed like a magnet.

“Uh…oh I…” Julie looked over to Tom and saw his eyes were as wide as hers, but she also saw his hand on his crotch rubbing firmly at the scene before him.

Fuck, what had she gotten herself into? Taking a deep breath, Julie brought her attention back to Devon. “It’s… definitely not what I thought I’d be dealing with.”

Devon laughed. “Well, let’s see how you can handle a fat dick.” He leaned back on his hands, watching Julie eagerly. “Why don’t you pull that top down? I’ve been dying to see your tits all night. I think everyone at the office has.”

Julie glared. Devon’s crass attitude was off-putting, but he wasn’t wrong. She knew people looked at her. She wasn’t the most attractive girl in the office, but she was definitely in the top tier of those that got ogled when people thought you weren’t looking. Her eyes darted back to Tom, wondering if he was gonna be okay with her exposing herself. They’d only talked about her giving him a blow job, not showing off her body.

Tom was just in a trance, watching and grabbing hold of himself like some obsessed teenager.

With a reluctant sigh, Julie reached up and pulled the top of her dress down, exposing the surprise lingerie she’d purchased for tonight. For Tom. Now it seemed like it was going to be for Devon too. She’d chosen a red and white teddy, candy cane themed. The straps over her shoulders were red, the bra cups trimmed along the top in white lace and the bottom half sheer red. Stretching down along her stomach, the teddy had little red bows along the front, the body of it white lace coming down to a slim thong bottom and the backing all sheer red that matched the bottom half of the bra cups. It clung tightly to her body and pressed her breasts up, making them even perkier than usual.

Julie shimmied the dress down and instead of just the top half, she took it all off, standing and quickly stepping out to reveal the full lingerie. She heard Tom gasp and blushed in embarrassment. This was supposed to be a treat for him, but now there was another set of eyes on her. Devon’s groans were lewd and slightly uncomfortable at how lustful they were.

“Fuck! You really go all out on Christmas, huh?” Devon grinned and his eyes darted to Tom for a second, his hand still on his cock, stroking it in front of Julie as if to entice her. “Or maybe I’m getting a little treat? A treat that was supposed to be for hubby?”

Tom gave a choking cough.

That was all the confirmation Devon needed to know he was apparently not just getting a fun Christmas present, but also intruding on something a bit more special. Julie wasn’t sure how she felt about it, but she had already come this far and she was burning up inside. She needed release, and this seemed like the best way to get it. Devon would get a fun one-off experience and then she and Tom could fuck like elves after Santa left the workshop.

Julie got back to her knees.

“Wait… spin around, I wanna see your ass,” Devon said.

Julie looked up at him sternly. “You’ve gotten enough of a look. This isn’t a strip show. Now do you want me to…”

“Fine, fine.” Devon rolled his eyes, but kept his cocky grin. “Go ahead.” He winked.

She put her hands on Devon’s cock and shivered. The feel of it was heavy, hot. A pulsing feeling echoed through the skin and through her hands as she tightened her grip. The cock was already hardening in her hands, just from her touch. Devon groaned, feeling the warmth of her palms around him. “Fuck that’s nice.” He muttered and Julie blushed. She’d given Tom hand jobs and blow jobs plenty of times, and he’d always reacted favorably, but something about the way Devon said it stirred feelings inside Julie. Something primal and frightening.

With slow strokes, she moved her hands up and down along his length, feeling it hardening more and more with every movement. The head was thick and purple and bulbous. Veins ran along the shaft, pumping the blood into it to make it firm. Maybe she could just get him off this way. No mouth. But it was clear Devon had control over himself. He was breathing steadily and watching Julie eagerly and patiently. The man knew he was lucky that this was happening, and he wasn’t going to push his luck, at least not too far.

Tom was watching her from his chair, his hand inside his slacks now, rubbing himself as he watched Julie stroking another man’s cock. The reluctance in her eyes was clear, but she wasn’t doing anything that she wasn’t choosing to do. Her husband wanted this, and she was willing to make the fantasy happen. The feeling of his eyes on her made Julie feel more bold, if still nervous.

Leaning in, she looked up at Devon. Meeting his eyes, she flicked her tongue out, and it slid along the glistening slit of his penis. The room filled with the sounds of moans; from her husband and from Devon and from herself. Devon’s taste was bitter and salty, almost tangy. The feeling of his pre-cum on her tongue made a chill run through her whole body, her nipples hardening and the heat between her legs increasing and making the lace feel damp against her lightly hairy pussy. She’d trimmed for tonight, considered shaving completely, but hadn’t wanted to go through so much trouble.

In for a penny. Julie thought and moved back to kiss the tip softly, letting her lips linger against his skin and then slipping her mouth open a little wider to take in his head, tongue sliding along the underside and licking against his frenulum as she engulfed the full mushroom of his cock.

“God fuck!” Devon groaned and watched with a clenched jaw.

Julie met his gaze and sucked gently, letting him feel the vacuum created inside her mouth, her tongue lapping at the underside of his head, stimulating it, urging his erection to new firmness. Devon was breathing heavily through his nose and watching intently as a married woman swallowed his cock.

Her eyes darted to Tom, now clearly stroking himself inside his slacks. It made her even more excited. Wanting to show off to her husband, and maybe to show Devon how talented she was. The idea of giving him this experience and knowing he’d never get it again, but having to face her at work every day was intoxicating and so fucking taboo that she felt her pussy moisten even further.

Hand wrapped around his base, she put the other on his heavy balls and began massaging them as she suckled at his cock head before swallowing more. An inch. Another. She groaned around his girth and began moving up and down, dragging her lips and flicking her rough tongue against his shaft and tip. She let her lips move up and off, kissing the tip and licking around it hungrily and then swallowing it again, deeper each time. 

“AAHHH fuck!” Devon gasped, hand reaching and gently pressing against the back of Julie’s head. There was a hesitance in his grip, unsure if he should push things further for fear he might ruin things.He pushed Julie down gently and she allowed him to, his cock reaching the back of her throat and pressing hard, making her gag slightly, only half his length inside and more burning to sink into her throat.

She let go of his cock and put her hands on his thick, hairy thighs and let her eyes drift up to look at Devon as he pressed her down further and further. She allowed her throat to open, swallowing more even as her breath was cut off and her throat resisted the penetration. Eyes watering, she gagged lightly and felt spit bubbling around her lips and dripping along Devon’s shaft to his balls, falling from them onto the tops of her breasts.

“Yes… yes fucking take it… come on, I know you can,” Devon groaned and pressed further until… The head slipped past the tight muscles and down her throat.

Julie went down to the hilt, her nose pressed to his sweaty pubic hair and wet balls against her chin as she took every inch of the monster cock into her mouth.

“Holy shit!” Tom muttered from somewhere far away. Julie couldn’t place where her husband was anymore as she swallowed this behemoth of a penis. Breaths came sharply through her nose, the smell of Devon’s sweaty musk filling her head and senses as he held her down firmly, but not hard enough that she couldn’t escape if she needed to. He was being dominant, but not forceful. It made Julie even more aroused, nipples so hard they ached and her pussy burning.

Gripping her hair, Devon guided Julie up and down, only letting half his cock out before pressing her back down. It was a steady rhythm. Sensual and erotic. Her lips dragged and gripped against his skin, his head slipping past her throat over and over, tongue lapping at his shaft, tasting more and more pre-cum as the pace increased just enough for more friction.

“Yeah… fuuuuck yeah, like that, baby. Let's put on a good show.” Devon encouraged. “Look at Tom. Look at him with my cock in your mouth.”

Her eyes went to her husband, and she saw a desperate lust. The only other time she’d seen him so needy and aroused was on their honeymoon when she’d revealed herself to him for the first time. Now he was looking at her like that again, but more heatedly.

“She looks so fucking good with my cock in her mouth, Tom. Fuck, she’s good! Man, you’re lucky. Oh, shit yes… suck it Julie. I want you to swallow my cum.” Devon’s words were soft, scratchy, authoritative.

All Julie could do was moan, swallowing him over and over. His sweaty spit dripping balls slapping her chin and his pubic hair rubbing against her nose and cheeks as she took every inch.

“Yeah…yeah… fuck, watch your wife swallow my cum, Tom.” Devon arched off the bed, his ass lifting and clenching and his hand tight in Julie's hair. She could feel his pulse quickening and his cock pulsing.

“Fuck. Fuck! Oh, shit, swallow my fucking cum, you married whore.” Devon grunted loudly and suddenly he was spurting into Julie's throat. Thick, hot shots making her gag as they went straight down into her stomach, filling her mouth. There was so much. So. Fucking. Much. Julie had never experienced a cum load this big or potent.

Devon thrust up as he ejaculated, grunting like an animal, unloading everything he had into Julie’s mouth and throat. To her credit, despite the bitter taste, she swallowed. Gulp after gulp of the thick warm protein Devon was shooting, until finally he collapsed back onto the bed breathing like he’d just run a 10K.

Julie pulled her mouth back slow, letting her lips move over Devon’s shaft and sucking up any drop that had escaped. She slid her lips off and kissed the tip, gathering up the last little drop of cum and then looked over at Tom, opening her mouth to show the white slick coating and then swallowed it with a sultry lick of her lips.

Things moved quickly after that. Devon didn’t overstay his welcome. He pulled up his pants. Said thanks, and left. As soon as the door closed, Tom was on her. Julie fell back onto the bed as Tom pushed her roughly, pulling down the top of her teddy to expose her breasts.

“Fuck, Julie. Fuck, I can’t believe you did that.” He growled, grabbing hold of her breasts and squeezing firm and almost painfully, so hard that the next morning she’d have faint bruises.

“You like me being a mouth slut for that fat slob?” Julie groaned, the pain in her chest only overcome by the pleasure of feeling Tom pressing himself against her crotch.

“You were fucking beautiful. God, you looked good with a cock in your mouth.” He let go of her breasts and grabbed her thighs, pushing them up so she was doubled over, the thong bottom of her teddy stretching tight to her sex.

“Even though it wasn’t your cock? It was fucking huge, Tom. And he came so much, I don’t think I’m going to be hungry for breakfast.” Julie grinned devilishly, and it drove Tom further over the edge with desire.

He was ripping his belt off… and to Julie's surprise, he wrapped it around her wrists over her head. “Tom?” She was confused for a second and a little scared, but then she saw the lust in his eyes, all over his face, and when he pulled open his slacks, she gasped at how hard he was. He was dark purple and throbbing. The erection was no doubt painful, and she knew there was no stopping her husband. And she didn’t want to.

Pushing her legs up, dangling over her head and doubled over so her privates were on full display and easily accessed, Tom pulled the lace aside and gazed at Julie’s swollen mound. She was so aroused, dripping, glistening, pink with desire. Tom dove in and pressed his mouth hard against her, making her yelp when his tongue dove inside her burning tunnel, nose rubbing her clit, and breath so hot it made her shiver.

“Tom…oh fuck…fuck Tom, please I’m gonna…I’m going to…” She was gasping out each word, unable to breathe properly from his assault.

“Fucking cum!” He grunted and went back to eating rough and deep.

She didn’t last longer than another minute after his words. Her arms over her head, tied, and breasts bouncing and heaving as her legs hung over her, she moaned and came hard on her husband’s tongue. Squeezing it. Feeling him dart in and out fast, slurping up her wetness.

Before her orgasm could even subside, Tom was over her, squatting down and thrusting his bare cock all the way to the hilt into her pussy.

“OH HOLY FUCK!” Julie screamed and came again instantly. Her muscles squeezing against Tom as he began to ram into her, balls slapping her ass over and over, loud and crewed as she was doubled over under him. He grabbed hold of her tits and squeezed as he fucked her raw and hard and relentless.

“Tom! Tom please oh god fuuuuuuuuck!” She cried out again, sobbing at the pleasure and the pain and the pure want for her husband. “Fucking cum inside me honey, please please fuuuuuuck!”

“Yeah… oh shit fuck, take my cock, you whore. Sucking another man’s cock in front of me. Fuck! And swallowing his cum!”

“He came more than you. So much more. Fuck, I wanna know what it's like to feel that much cum in my little cunt!” She didn’t know where the words were coming from, but the dirty talk and the heightened sense of taboo were overcoming them both. They were in a whole other world.

“You cheating little bitch. Fuck…. Oh, holy fuck! Julie… fuck honey, I’m…” He was tensing up and thrusting hard and deep, bruising her ass as he rammed.

“Cum! Cum inside my cheating little pussy!” She looked up at him with pure need, and then she felt it.

“OHHHH FUCKING SHIIIT YESSSSS.” Tom groaned and began shooting his load inside her and she rode the wave with him, her third orgasm washing over her as his semen shot deep.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck Tom, I love you! Please, please oh God!” She was aching for more of him and he gave it to her. Even as he was cumming, he rammed hard making the whole bed shake and her whole body stiffen in pleasure.

“I love you! Oh, holy fuck, I love you!” Tom gasped and leaned down, kissing hard, bruising Julie’s lips as they came.

Minutes later, they collapsed. Tom undid the belt and their arms wrapped around each other. Julie cuddled tightly against her husband's chest, feeling his cum dripping from her as she listened to his ragged breaths. That was easily the best sex they had ever had. They held each other tight, basking in the glow of their mutual pleasure and the taboo of what they’d just done. A fun one-off experience they could file away…

But… that wasn’t the end. It was only the beginning…

— —

Julie’s hand was down her leggings, rubbing her pussy furiously at the memory. Not just of the first time she’d given Devon a blow job, that was erotic on its own, but how intense the sex with Tom had been after. He’d taken her. Used her. Pounded her to the point she was bruised and sore the next morning. She had loved it. She’d even had to take a pregnancy test despite being on birth control a little while later.

The whole affair had been intoxicating. But she’d never imagined what it would become.

She pushed her fingers past her panties and into her wet pussy, remembering how Tom had thrust, ramming into her over and over, making her cry. When was the last time he’d done that…

When was the last time she’d let him?

Tears came to her eyes as she fingered herself. She’d cut Tom off, not just a month ago if she was being honest, but months before that, when she’d started exploring beyond what they’d originally agreed. How could she be upset with Tom when she’d gone behind his back first? When she’d been in multiple threesomes. Done things with girls that she and Tom had only whispered about. Had been filled in both holes, ass and pussy, by Devon and some… other man. Fuck, she’d never learned his name!

Her fingers rammed deep and she grit her teeth at the wash of pleasure and pain.

Tom had driven her into Devon’s arms. But she’d jumped off the knife’s edge they were walking and went into the deep ocean of depravity that Devon offered. She couldn’t tell Tom that, of course. They were already on rocky ground right now. Revealing that she’d done other things, besides just having sex with Devon outside his view, would just become a mega quake that would decimate their marriage.

She didn’t want that…

But… but then what was she supposed to do? Keep it all a secret? Could she do that? Could what she’d done stay hidden?

Doubtful.

It would come out somehow. Some time. If they managed to patch things up, maybe remove Devon from the equation, he might send the videos and pictures as revenge. Did she think Devon would risk prosecution for revenge porn? Maybe. The guy was fairly savvy with computers and the internet. He might make it look like someone hacked him and put them up online or sent them to Tom.

Fuck. Had she really let herself fall so deep into Devon’s sexual realm that she’d overlooked how horrible things could go? They were already falling apart. Tom had left. He’d been broken and she hadn’t even noticed. Was that all her fault? No. If Tom had spoken up…

Her fingers were rubbing up inside, trying to force an orgasm quickly.

She didn’t want to consider the fact that… if Tom had spoken up about what he was feeling, Julie might not have cared. Or not so much, ‘not cared’ as brushed aside his feelings and probably told him to man up. To not be such a sissy. She never really looked at him in the full context of a cuck. Tom wasn’t weak, but he’d allowed himself to get overrun by his desires. They’d clouded his judgement. That had been obvious since the first time he’d watched Julie and Devon have penetrative sex. She’d seen it in his eyes. And she’d been driven utterly crazy by that look.

When had that changed? When had things changed from her wanting desperately to see the look in Tom’s eyes as she was pleasing Devon and getting pleasure from the fat lard, to simply taking what she wanted? It was taboo and exciting and in so many ways wrong, but felt so good. But it had always been the look on Tom’s face, the sight of him jerking off, watching her so intently like she was his own personal porn star, that had driven her wild. But somewhere along the line, she’d stopped looking for him.

Even the other night… when she’d looked over to the chair where he had been sitting, it had been more of a coincidence than on purpose. The position, the way she was laying and getting used, her eyes had just fallen there. And though she’d wondered where he’d gone, she dismissed his absence just as quickly.

“Ahhh! AHHHH!!!!” Julie arched off the couch, thrusting her fingers in over and over, finally making herself reach the peak. Shuddering hard and clamping down on her fingers, she came, flooding her panties and her leggings, the wet slick feeling warm and potent.

She clenched her thighs together around her hand and let the orgasm rush through her. Trying to envision Tom. Her husband. How he’d been that first night that everything began to change. But now all she saw, instead of the lust and desire and love in his eyes, was the hurt. How broken her husband was when they’d fought and he’d left.

Oh dear god, he left.

I should have run after him. Who fucking cares if I was naked. I should have pulled him back. I should have kept him here and… and… fucking kicked Devon out and made love to my husband! When’s the last time we actually did that? Made love. Not just sex. Not just fucking. But looked in each other’s eyes as we were united and felt that same feeling we did on our wedding night. On the night he proposed. When we first kissed.

How could I have let this all go so far and fall apart so fast?

Julie started sobbing, hand still between her legs like a child with their hand trapped in a cookie jar. Like Tom, she’d let her desires get the best of her. She’d fallen for Devon. Not in a way that she thought would end in any sort of actual relationship, but she didn’t want to give up the new experiences. She didn’t want to go back to just plain old Julie. The one-man woman. Her body longed for more, and so did her mind. But her heart… oh, her heart still belonged to Tom…

But she’d lost him. There was no doubt about it. Tom wasn’t going to come back on his own, and Julie didn’t know what to do or say to make things right. Whatever right looked like.

As her orgasm subsided, Julie reached for her phone. It had fallen to the floor in her thrashing and pulled up Tom’s number.

She may not have known what to do to get back to normal. Or right. But leaving things as they were wasn’t an option, either. They had to start somewhere.

The phone rang. She didn’t expect Tom would pick up. It was clear he needed space and, for better or worse, she needed to give it to him. Even if he’d been unfair, she’d been cruel. So… they were both assholes. It was as simple as that.

Tom’s voicemail played and then beeped. “Tom…” Her voice came out strained. “I… listen, I’m sorry about… well, about what I said. And… I don’t know, maybe about everything. Things are just so tangled. But I don’t want to leave it like this. We need to talk. To work this out. I’ll give you the time you need, but please don’t just… don’t just ghost me. I’m not going anywhere. Call me or text me whenever. I’ll meet you anywhere, anytime. We can talk about everything. Please… just… let’s not let this fall apart. Okay? Just let me know you got this message, even if it’s just a thumbs up emoji or whatever. Please let me know you’re okay. I love you, honey. Maybe you don’t believe that right now, but I do. So… just… just don’t leave.” She couldn’t find any other words after the last and ended the call before she started sobbing again.

Laying back on the couch, she stared up at the ceiling, trying to push out all thoughts and feelings. They were too jumbled to understand. She needed clarity. For a long time, she lay like that, quietly and still. Time slipped by fast, the day spinning by like it was on fast forward.

At nine o’clock, her phone buzzed.

Hand shaking, she lifted it and looked at the message.

“ 👍♥️”

More tears slipped down Julie’s cheeks. It wasn’t much. But it was a start.

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 5

===========================

I didn’t like being ambushed. Having Gwen and Carrie show up at my hotel room door and practically dragging me out to dinner was not something I wanted to do. What I wanted to do was stay in my room and wallow. To watch pay-per-view movies that I wouldn’t pay attention to. Hell, maybe I’d even purchase one of those X-rated movies they sell and just jerk off like some sad, impotent man that’s lost his wife to some inferior, big dicked…dick. Because that’s exactly what I was.

I felt impotent. Displaced. Though I was still holding out a few little strings of hope that maybe my marriage could be salvaged… the truth was…

Well, I didn’t want to face the truth. Not right now.

That probably makes me pathetic. Delusional. I’m sure there would be plenty of people telling me to just peace out. Leave my wife. Leave it all. It’s how I’d felt the other day…geez, had I only been like… three days? It felt like weeks. Months. That drive away from my house, my home, and the lingering thoughts of just driving away and never looking back…

“Where were they going without ever knowing the way…” I muttered the song lyric to myself as it slumped in my chair, a fancy hamburger in front of me along with a locally brewed IPA. Whomever came up with artisanal hamburgers was insane. Why did everything need to be fancy?

“What?” Gwen looked up from her Chef Salad, eyebrow raised, fork halfway to her mouth.

Carrie was leaning back, tipping her own beer bottle to her lips and giving me a sly grin. “Love that song.” She said around the bottle.

I tapped my fingers against the table. “Classic.” I muttered.

Gwen put down her fork. “Okay, how is it you guys already have some sort of inside, mind meld, BS, after sleeping together once?” The look she was giving us wasn’t all that serious, but there was definitely a glint of curiosity in her gaze as she leveled her eyes on me.

My cheeks reddened. I still couldn’t believe that Carrie had told Gwen about what happened. I’d honestly hoped it could be something we just forgot. I was embarrassed. I felt guilty. And now my boss knew… would that create some sort of conflict of interest? Was this dinner actually a nice way of telling me I’m fired for sexual misconduct? Wouldn’t that just be the icing on the cake? Losing my wife. My home. My job. Everything. If I were paranoid, I’d think that maybe this whole thing was orchestrated, planned. But sometimes… sometimes life is just shit.

Carrie rolled her eyes. “You can’t seriously not know that song.” She leaned forward, elbows on the table, reaching for a large steak fry on her plate and swirling it around in ketchup.

Gwen sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. “I didn’t hear what he said, so how could I know or not know…”

I tuned out their discussion about the song I’d been humming. Not because I loved it. Though I did. But because it was how I felt. Where am I going? I don’t know the way? Either I’m losing my marriage or…

There was heat behind my eyes. I shut them and took a few calming breaths, grabbing my beer and taking a drink to try to hide the fact that I was on the verge of tears. I didn’t want to think how it was all falling apart. I wanted to think of when it was good. To think and remember when we were in love…

My chest tightened, burned. When was the last time Julie told me she loved me? And not just a platitude of words. A knee jerk reaction. But really told me that she loved me?

Ironically… though I’m not sure that’s the proper use of the term, it was probably one of the last times we’d had sex before I started falling apart. Before it all began to really sour for me. But it was like a rotting fruit. Inside becoming mush but outside only showing some bruises before finally withering and becoming black and putrid. I’d been suffering for so long… keeping it inside, hoping it would change. Go back to how it had begun. Instead… I’d finally burst. I’d sat in the corner too many times and had enough.

But before that… before I finally got up what little courage I had and left… I could only remember one time in the last month or more, that Julie told me she loved me… and I believed it…

— —

The room was thick with the smell of sweat and sex. I was laying back in our bed, head on our pillows, watching my wife's sensual back, slick with perspiration, ass slapping up and down on my thighs, my waist. Catching a glimpse of my cock sliding in and out of her pussy, bare and smooth, stretched around me and clinging tight as she moaned.

But she wasn’t moaning for me. I knew she wasn’t. She hadn’t moaned for me in weeks. At least… that’s how it seemed.

The bed frame creaked, mattress compressing as Devon stood in front of Julie, feet planted on either side of my legs, hand in my wife's hair guiding her mouth down his cock. The man was an unsightly lump. Naked in the soft light of the nightstand lamps, his whole body was hairy and matted, man boobs rivaling Julie’s breasts. Fat stomach sticking out and flapping when he moved. Lumpy ass and thick thighs. Seeing him there in front of Julie, guiding her back and forth, making her moan deep and guttural, made it hard for me to keep my erection.

It didn’t matter that Julie’s cunt was on fire and squeezing so tightly it was almost painful. Every glimpse I caught of the man claiming my wife sent a shudder through me and made my stomach twist and threatened to make me go soft.

“That’s it baby girl.” Devon groaned, pushing her down, down, till her nose was nestled into his sweaty pubes. “Take every inch. That’s what you want. Good, babe.” He was sneering down at her. Teeth gleaming in the light. His eyes spared me a quick glance, and that condescending look made me sick.

Julie moaned, nuzzling her nose against him. His cock deep in her throat. Groaning around him as he held her, making her breathe in his musk.

I kept hold of her hips, guiding her up and down my cock. It felt so good, but all the emotions inside were at war and made it nearly impossible to enjoy what was happening. This was supposed to be fun. A threesome. Giving Julie two cocks… but I was starting to question if she’d already experienced this.

A week before, Devon had sent me a video of him and Julie and another woman…

I shook the memory away before it took hold and made me lose focus. I tried thrusting my hips up, hitting deep inside her, my balls slapping against her clit. But the moans she gave didn’t seem to be coming from what I was doing. It was all coming from Devon.

“Suck it down. Good…oh fuck yes, look up at me when you do that. Like that Julie. Good.” Devon was smiling so wickedly.

I thrust. Fucked hard. But it didn’t seem to matter. To be good enough.

Devon pulled his cock out of her mouth and slapped it gently against her lip. “Tell me you want this.”

“Fuck…” she gasped. I couldn’t see her face. How was she looking at him? “I want it, Devon. Please. I fucking want it.”

He rubbed the tip around her lips. “Want what?”

“Your cock.” The soft sounds of kisses echoed in the room.

“Fuuuuuck.” He muttered, eyes watching my wife. “That’s good. Worship it… show me you love it.”

Julie groaned, her soft wet kisses continuing to drift to me as I tried to stay focused and keep fucking her. “Yesss…I want this big, fat cock. Please, Devon…please…”

His hand was in her hair, guiding her around, moving her head so she was kissing along this length and making her lick and scrape her teeth along his skin. “You want this inside you instead of that little dick you have now?” Again, the man’s eyes flicked to me and that sneer on his face made me want to vomit.

“YES!” she gasped, hands on his cock stroking it, kissing all over it with soft, warm, slick kisses and licks. “I fucking want you to stretch me. Fill me. Fuck, I want you to ruin my little pussy please, please, Devon, please!”

I grit my teeth at the words my wife was spewing. And I hated that they made my cock hard. Even as I was struggling inside with all my feelings, that cuckolding attitude was erotic and thrilling. A surge of anger, of humiliation, of frustration and… of desire. Of love. Made me reach up and grab my wife’s hair.

I pulled her away from Devon, who grunted in surprise and glared at me. I wrapped my arms around Julie, and for a moment we were a tangle of limbs as I moved her around. Turning her to face me. Grabbing her hips and thrusting her down onto me. Holding her hair and pulling her down to me, kissing hard, deep, thrusting my tongue into her mouth as I fucked her cunt.

“Oh…oh holy fuck…fuck Tom…Tom oh shit stop…no…no…it’s…hard…oh god fuckingshit fuck god yes fucking yes yes yes” She was crying. I was pulling her hair hard, almost hard enough that I was afraid I might pull some out. My other hand was on her ass, holding her tight, digging my nails in and thrusting relentlessly into her.

Every muscle was burning. My abs were straining. But I didn’t let up. I couldn’t. I had to fuck her. To show her I’m not pathetic. I’m not small. I’m not worthless.

I lost track of Devon. I didn’t care about him.

Julie’s tear-filled eyes met mine as I pounded like a reckless piston. “Tom!” She was whimpering.

“Oh god Julie!” I gasped, biting her lip. Kissing her hard. I couldn’t hold on much longer. I wanted to make her cum, but I couldn’t control myself.

She was whimpering. I kept her gaze as I rammed in over and over and over…

“I love you…” she whispered. Our noses touching. Sweat dripped along her eyebrows, down the slope and curve of her cheeks. My balls were slapping her ass over and over and I was gritting my teeth as my orgasm reached out to choke me.

“I…love…you…too…” I gasped, panted, breathed as my orgasm overtook me and I shot my cum deep inside my wife. It burst like a dam opening to release the waters. Shooting deep, thick, burning hot.

Julie cried. Tears all down her cheeks. Arching back, eyes closed as she whimpered and let me fuck her so hard she’d be sore tomorrow. “I love you. I love you. Oh god Tom I love you!” She whimpered and shivered.

I emptied myself… I filled her. It started dripping out down my pulsing balls.

It ended too soon.

Before my orgasm was even fully finished. Devon was reaching for her. Pulling her off me. Putting her on her back on the bed, spreading her legs and pushing himself into her, ignoring the fact that she was full of my cum. Her pussy stretched wide, and she came. She came for Devon, not for me. I may have brought her to the edge, but he pushed her over. She screamed as his massive dick stretched and sank into her.

He took hold of her neck, squeezing lightly, making her gasp and then began to thrust. Pounding. I saw his hairy, lumpy ass flexing. I watched as I lost my wife.

— —

There was no way I could have known that after that night, my sexual contact with Julie would wane to nothing. That was over a month ago. And the weeks following had been horrible… because it wasn’t even that I was cut off at first. It was because I’d lost the ability to please her. And after a few times of not being able to rise to the occasion, I was finally just blocked.

That night Devon took her from me, literally. Fucked her for another solid hour. Making her cum over and over. Shooting his own cum inside her twice, mixing it with mine. I’m sure he thought his cum was superior… that was the sort of man Devon was. As lowly as he looked and acted, he believed himself to be greater than everyone else. They just couldn’t see it.

The man was a fucking parasite. A tick. I wanted to squeeze him and make him pop and then throw him away. I wanted him to be a stain and a memory. But he was still here, still in my life, gorging himself on my wife. On what should have been mine. And what made it more emasculating was… Julie wanted him there. She’d said as much. She loved him. She liked fucking him. And she didn’t feel like she should have to give that up because my jealousy had gotten the better of me. 

I’d allowed them to get attached, and now I was paying the price.

I sat my beer down and pushed my half-eaten burger away.

Gwen and Carrie stopped their in-depth discussion about Fastball and their hit songs. Hard to believe anyone could have that much to say about the old band, but… sometimes it was nice to talk about nothing. The look Gwen was giving me… ugh, she was so genuinely concerned for me. I didn’t deserve it.

“Tom…” she began.

“Please…” I stopped her. “Just… I guess I get why you dragged me out here. If Carrie told you about…” I cleared my throat. “What we did… then she must have told you about… what’s going on at home.”

“To be fair.” Carrie said, motioning with her beer bottle. “You weren’t super clear about what was going on. Just that you hadn’t had sex in a month and Julie was basically cheating.”

I tapped my fingers against my nearly empty bottle and took a slow breath. “Yes, and…no.” I chewed at my lip. Should I tell them? If I did… how would they react? Would they think I was a freak? A degenerate? A creepy pervert? I’d read plenty of opinions about the cuckold lifestyle. How the husband was stupid for letting his wife whore herself out. There were so many negative things. And yet… they had some valid points too sometimes, in their own twisted and angry way.

But this was my life. My decisions. Opinions could be factored in. But I had to make the choices.

My phone buzzed. I knew instinctively it was Julie, and I didn’t want to answer. But society has conditioned me to check my phone nearly every few minutes and so I pull it from my pocket, checking the voicemail. I read the transcript quickly and then stared blankly at the phone.

The girls stayed quiet. Watching me. I guess it was nice that they were willing to listen. To be here for me and be patient. I traced my finger around the lip of my beer, my brain moving far too fast and yet far too slowly. The hum of the surrounding restaurant filled the void as I took an embarrassing amount of time before I finally put my phone down and started to speak. “So…” I sighed and looked up at the industrial ceiling. Exposed ductwork and concrete. “Julie and I…” I sucked at my teeth.

“Tom.” Gwen reached out and put a hand on my arm. “I promise we won’t judge you. We won’t criticize. We are just here to listen and help. If you want us to.” Her words were so sincere, and her touch was warm and comforting.

Carrie nodded solemnly. That was a surprise. She definitely wasn’t the touchy feely, heart to heart person. But she had offered to listen this morning. Even after what we’d done. They were my friends. It was nice to know I wasn’t alone.

I took a deep breath. “Julie and I have been in a cuckolding relationship for almost a year now…” Just saying the words out loud made me feel as if a pit were opening up, but instead of swallowing me, it began to burst forth with all the depravity I’d been a part of. I was a tank full to bursting and I was finally allowed to empty myself of the burden. I looked away from the girl’s, clenching my jaw as I continued to speak. “The other night we were… in the middle of things and… I just couldn’t take it anymore.” My breath shuddered. “So I left…”

— —

Julie hadn’t realized just how much space Tom had taken up in her life until he wasn’t there anymore. The house felt so empty. Her husband’s one text over an hour ago had given her hope, but it had also twisted her inside. She couldn’t sleep. Every time she closed her eyes, nightmares flashed and memories began playing on repeat. Sometimes they melded together into something horrific that she couldn’t even put words to them.

She changed out of her soaked leggings and panties, opting for an oversized t-shirt to cover herself, and started walking through the house as if she were searching for something. The source of a noise, or in this case, a lack thereof. It felt as if the house had been hollowed out. Everything was still in its place. Clutter and photos and furniture, but without Tom… she felt like a ghost in her own home.

It didn’t always feel that way. She could remember running from Tom as he attempted to tickle her. Squealing and laughing as she bolted to the living room where he caught her, tumbling to the floor where their laughter turned to kisses, pulling off his shirt, her jeans getting pulled down and making love slow and needy. Hands in her husband's hair as he entered her, lips on her neck…

Devon’s shadow loomed in the memory, and Julie’s mind immediately compared. That moment had been romantic and beautiful, but… it hadn’t been raw like it was with Devon. She knew that wasn’t fair. Comparing. Tainting a memory that she wanted to hold close and cherish, but… why couldn’t she make herself focus?

Yes, Devon’s cock was big. He fucked her like she never imagined was possible. The orgasms were earth shattering. And the things she’d done since he came into her life had exposed something inside her that had been hiding and was now too much of an integral part of her. She couldn’t just give it up.

Even for your marriage?

The thought speared itself through her heart and she let herself slump down into the living room armchair. Something inside her withered. She felt cold. Suddenly the hollow house was oppressive and that hollow feeling was inside her.

Eight months ago, the answer to that question would have been instant. I’ll give up anything to fix my marriage. Nothing is worth losing it.

The fact that she’d just questioned herself and didn’t have an answer… even now… made her sick. But she couldn’t lie. She couldn’t force an answer, even if it would have been the “moral” answer. There was no question that her marriage was… if not ruined, changed. It couldn’t go back to what it was. Doors were open. New desires exposed. She wasn’t going to run away from her sexuality.

But was Tom asking her to?

The feeling of nausea washed over her. How had she misjudged so much? Sex had clouded her mind. Devon had wormed himself into her mind and body and, on some level, a very powerful and potent level, she loved it. Wanted it. There was a thrill to it. It was the feeling of adrenaline junkies. Those that threw themselves into dangerous situations to get the blood pumping and the chemicals brewing inside and washing through their senses.

Julie stumbled from the chair and sprinted to the bathroom, vomiting into the toilet with coughs and sobs. A chill ran through her and she clutched her stomach as it threatened to boil over again.

She had no choice but to close her eyes as she knelt on the floor and let memories flash…

— —

I texted Julie.

“ 👍♥️”

We’d left the restaurant as I related my story and situation. Once I started talking, I couldn’t stop. And when it was very clear that the subject matter was very… inappropriate for public consumption, we moved from a room full of families and late night diners to my hotel.

It fell out of me as if I were being disemboweled. I confessed it all as the girls quietly listened. Truth be told, I probably told them more than was really necessary. About the humiliation. How at first I liked it, reveled in it. The complexity of feelings, loving the erotic intoxication of it all, but also feeling abused.

Just admitting that… that I felt abused… brought up even more mixed emotions. Abuse was a big word. A loaded term. Not something to be thrown around lightly. There were people out there that were being hurt. What had happened to me that I felt entitled to use the term? I’d invited another man into my marriage. Watched as he’d taken my wife. Pushed her boundaries. Threw insults at me. Demeaned me… It was self-inflicted.

And then I confessed my impotence.

That made Carrie raise an eyebrow.

“Uh. Tom…” She was sitting on the edge of the bed, leaning back on her hands as it was leaning against the dresser, arms folded and staring at the floor, afraid to meet anyone’s eyes. “I hate to break it to you… but you are far from impotent. I was still dripping this morning at work…”

Gwen, sitting next to her, legs crossed, smacked Carrie on the arm and glared. “Can you keep it in your pants! This isn’t the time.”

Carrie rubbed her arm. “Hey, I’m just saying. If Tom was impotent, then there’s no way what we did last night would have happened.” She looked back at me with genuine curiosity.

I sighed, hands gripping the edge of the dresser. “Not… It’s… complicated…”

Gwen turned from Carrie, hands holding her ankles as she gave me a comforting look. “Go ahead, Tom.”

It was a wonder how understanding Gwen was being. Carrie too. They hadn’t cringed. Hadn’t thrown insults. If they were disgusted by what my life had become and the things I’d told them, they weren’t showing it. The idea that sharing this with my boss and coworker would get me fired had long since left my mind. Gwen had agreed with Carrie. Off the clock, you can do whatever you want.

I rolled my eyes. At this point, there was no reason to hold back. I’d confessed so much.

“It was… it’s…” I let out a breath. How could I explain it? At least explain without sounding so utterly pathetic.

“So, the last time we had sex… or tried to…” My voice wavered.

Gwen got up from the bed, stepped over, and took my hand. “Would it help if maybe we opened up a little? It does seem kinda unfair that you’re unloading all of this to us and we haven’t really… well, given you a reason to trust us.”

“Speak for yourself.” Carrie smiled and let herself flop back on the bed. “We knocked boots. I think he can trust me at this point. Besides, I don’t have anything illicit to confess. But I’m no gossip…”

“You bragged about sleeping with Tom the first chance you got,” Gwen deadpanned.

“No, I did not.” Carrie pushed herself up on her elbows. “You asked for the dirty details of why I was wearing the same clothes and I told you. But I wasn’t going to go and yap at the coffee machine to any Karen or Ken about how Tom fucked my brains out.”

My cheeks reddened. Did Carrie really feel that way? Had it really been that good? Well, I mean, I certainly had a good time. But I’d been slightly drunk, so had she…

Butterflies filled my stomach. I suddenly felt like I did on my honeymoon when Julie and I first made love. Worried about my performance. Wanting to please her. Make her happy. Afraid I might see a disappointed look on her face after… but she’d been smiling and kissing and loving.

Was all that an act? Had she been lying our whole marriage? The way she responded to Devon. Screamed. Came. Cried. She’d never been like that with me. Not even at our rowdiest.

I thought back to last night. Carrie’s face twisted in pleasure. I wasn’t sure how many times she’d cum, but I was sure it had been at least once. The memory was a little fuzzy. Damn alcohol. Clearly, she’d had a good time. Why was that so hard for me to believe?

Fuck. How screwed up am I if I can’t believe that I’m good in bed? I’d been good before Devon. Right?

Ahhh! I scrubbed my face in my hands, trying to dispel the doubts and insecurities that my wife and Devon had somehow pounded into me. Ironically, while pounding Julie. Pounding my wife and, in turn, pounding self doubt deep into my brain.

Gwen sighed and turned back to me. “Would it help, Tom? If Carrie won’t share, I can. Then you don’t have to feel alone in this.”

“Share what?” I asked, genuinely curious as to what she could be talking about. I’m sure most everyone has embarrassing stories in their lives. But her getting a period during class or something like that was definitely not going to compare with me being…

“I’ve done porn.” Gwen said.

I slipped off the dresser and fell to the floor.

— —

Julie had actually humiliated her husband. The realization as she slipped into her lucid dreams made her shudder. It was all supposed to be part of the game. Part of the experience. Humiliation. Teasing. All of it was part of the erotic titillating adventure. Maybe they’d gone a little overboard? Sure, it was easy to get carried away. Sex with Devon had a way of intoxicating her. Impairing her judgement. Any rules or boundaries she and Tom had set seemed to get bulldozed, blown apart, when she was with him. She wanted it too much. Needed what it seemed only Devon could give her and the idea of holding back seemed… wrong. In fact, she remembered feeling frustrated with Tom at the very idea that he would put boundaries around her, fencing her sexuality in.

Was she lying when she promised Tom she’d respect the limits they set? She didn’t think so… not lying… but maybe somewhere deep down she knew that whatever promises they made didn’t matter. Devon was going to do what he wanted with her, and that’s exactly what Julie wanted him to do. Tom didn’t own her. Besides, he seemed to like it. He always got so hard watching. Seeing her break those promises. It was part of their game. Part of this alternative lifestyle they were diving into. And he never stopped her. Never told Devon to stop. Clearly, he was okay with it.

At least… that’s what she had convinced herself of.

She should have seen the warnings… The signs… but she was too obsessed with her own desires. Euphoria had clouded her vision. She’d lost herself. Part of her had fallen in love with Devon. What he could do to her and for her. And when you’re unprepared to love two people at the same time, the only result is chaos.

The first real warning sign was so glaringly loud that Julie, now laying on the bathroom floor, fitfully sleeping and dreaming of the memory, should have done something. Should have stopped. Should have comforted Tom. But she hadn’t.

Julie had been insisting that Tom join the fun. Mostly because she wanted more than one cock to play with. Devon had introduced her to that. Two cocks all for her. She hadn’t told Tom about that. Maybe she should. But she didn’t want to think about all the things she was hiding from him. Secrets of threesomes. Of sexual encounters that he probably never would have agreed to, and she’d have been deprived of the experience. She didn’t want to stop.

Tonight, she was on her side on the couch. Whatever lingerie she’d had was discarded, vanished somewhere in the living room. Tom was between her legs, kneeling on the couch, thrusting and grunting with determination. The look on his face was concentrated, pinched with frustration that Julie didn’t understand. His cock felt good inside her. Her lips were gripping him so tightly. Of course, it wasn’t anywhere near the stretch or grip she had on Devon when he put his massive dick inside her. But Tom was… he was the right size. Because he wasn’t as big, he could move and position in ways that Devon couldn’t. And not just because Devon was fairly heavyset with a belly that rivaled some pregnant women. Tom had skill.

He was holding her legs open, hands under her knees, thrusting deep, his balls slapping her ass, making her gasp softly. With Devon, she screamed. With Tom, it was like a soft, satisfied purr. Eyes closed, she lay on the cushions, letting her husband grip her, gliding in and out. His dick rubbing gently inside her, tantalizing and teasing the places that Devon constantly, brutally assaulted. It was a pleasant change. Her breaths came out lingering and gentle.

Tom thrust a bit harder, making her thighs slap and her breaths hitch. When she slit her eyes open to look at her husband, she saw strain on his face. Like he was trying. Trying? Since when had Tom had to try to fuck her? He’s always been good. Sure, Devon was a whole different level, but that didn’t mean she didn’t like this.

Julie had no control over the memory. She was reliving it and also viewing it from the outside. Now she saw… she saw the despair on Tom’s face. In his posture. His thrusts. He wanted her to moan like she did with Devon. To scream. It’s why he was thrusting so hard. His hands moved from her legs to push down one on her chest, one on her hip to give him better leverage and sank deeper into her.

She remembered the feeling. It was delicious. So good. He was pushing inside her. Her hands were reaching for him, gripping his hair and she was going to look at him, whisper she loved him…

Then Devon’s dick was there. He’d gone to get some water and was back, sneering at Tom as he was fucking his wife. His cock was semi hard and easily twice the size of Tom’s. Julie’s breath caught as the rotund man stepped up and smacked her lips with the head of his cock.

“I think your mouth needs something to do.” He said. Julie’s hands dropped and immediately went to his cock, circling it and stroking it as he grabbed hold of her hair and guided her mouth to him.

She took him in eagerly. All thoughts of Tom were forgotten. Even the pleasure she was getting from him inside her. It all slipped into the back of her mind as she sucked Devon’s tip, licking around the mushroom and kissing down the shaft.

“Yeah…that’s it. Worship a more worthy cock.”

Tom grunted in protest, but didn’t say anything.

Julie groaned as she ran her tongue all along Devon’s length, down to his balls that were kinky with hair that tickled and scratched at her lips and nose as she took one into her mouth and then the other, sucking with loud, slick pops. The man groaned with satisfaction as Julie gave it her all, licking and kissing and nibbling and sucking his skin.

Tom’s thrusts were slowing.

“Take it in. Swallow it.” Devon ordered softly. Julie didn’t hesitate. Mouth open and lips sliding over him, she swallowed inch after inch into her mouth and throat, looking up at her lover forgetting that her husband was even fucking her.

Julie watched from behind the veil of memory, screaming at herself to pay attention to her husband. That this wasn’t supposed to be… not like this… what was it supposed to be? How had she lost the plot? What happened? How could she have forgotten Tom?

The echoes of the words she’d thrown at him before he left filled the air as she watched the memory. A demonic soundtrack seeping into her brain as it all mixed together. 

Devon fucks me better than you!

She was swallowing Devon’s cock and pressing her nose into his pubic hair. Tom was slowing. His thrusts less and less with each glug glug glug emanated from her throat.

He makes me cum! He prioritizes my pleasure…

Her husband was panting. Teeth clenched. A pained look on his face. Not physical pain, but… emotional. Was he almost in tears?

Don’t be such a sissy!

Julie never even noticed that Tom had gone limp. He pulled out, cock deflated and slick with Julie's juices. She was preoccupied getting her throat fucked.

“That’s it Julie. Good girl. Fucking swallow it all.”

She moaned around him eagerly, legs closing. Tom got pushed towards the other end of the couch as he sat, defeated.

Devon pulled out from her mouth, slick strings of spit dripping from him to her lips and chest as she gasped for breath. Without a word and a cruel, arrogant smile, he moved down the couch. Julie watched him and her legs opened on their own. Naturally. It was then she realized that Tom was sitting at the edge of the couch watching her with a strange, blank look.

“Tom?” she started, but Devon eclipsed her view. He moved between them, taking hold of her ankles and positioning himself between her legs with his heavy cock smacking down on her pussy.

“Don’t worry about him. This is what he wants. Isn’t it Tommy Boy? Hm?” As if to be polite, even charitable, Devon put one leg up and the other on the floor so that there was a clear gap that Tom could see between his thighs to his wife. Her legs wide open and pussy slick and puffy and ready as he aimed his cock towards her.

Tom caught sight of Julie’s face. Her eyes. She met his gaze with a hungry, vicious desire as Devon’s cock descended, piercing her folds open and invading her tight tunnel.

“Ohhhh goooood!” Julie moaned, watching the man stretching her to her limit. Eyes only briefly looking back to her husband before their view of each other was severed by Devon’s dangling balls.

Tom watched his wife’s slick pussy swallow Devon inch by steady inch. She thought she’d see him get hard. Instead, her husband’s cock simply stayed small, limp, useless.

I like Devon fucking me…

Maybe I do…love Devon…

Her lover began fucking her. She was screaming. Gasping and panting and moaning loudly and without restraint. Tom got up and was walking away, cock limply swinging.

“T…Tom!” she called out as Devon grunted, sinking every inch into her and his balls slapped her ass hard. “W…wait…” It was so good. So amazing. Her orgasm was rushing towards her. “It’s…okay…It happens…” Some part of her knew that something was wrong. He’d never gone limp before during sex, at least not unless he was sick. Was he not feeling well? Did they need to stop?

Devon grabbed her chin and made her look at him. “Look at me. Fuck him. You feel that?” He rammed deep and Julie arched, eyes wide, gasping.

“FUCK YES!”

Tom vanished. After that night, she didn’t have sex with him again. Devon convinced her that it’s what Tom wanted. That he wanted to see her pleased. To be teased and humiliated because that’s what got him hard.

Julie believed it. Why wouldn’t she? It’s how things had been working. How they had been developing. And Tom didn’t talk to her. Didn’t tell her what was wrong. So… she thought things were okay. Thought it was going exactly how it was supposed to. But now she remembered the look of utter humiliation when he walked out of the room. He’d gone limp. Soft. He’d failed to fuck her to orgasm. Had that ever happened before now?

She’d let him leave… just like she’d let him leave the house after she’d humiliated him again. Fucking Devon when she thought he was with another woman. Throwing insults in his face when he was in pain. He may have been just as petty as she was, but throwing disparaging remarks at each other like petty children wasn’t the answer.

You should have seen it, you selfish bitch! You should have seen your husband was in distress. You never went to him. When Devon was done, when he came in you, you didn’t go to him. There was no aftercare! Don’t you remember reading about that? After tearing someone down, you had to check on them and make sure everything was okay. But you didn’t! You didn’t! You forgot your husband, and you humiliated him and made him think you didn’t care!

Julie woke up on the cold bathroom floor. She pushed herself up and leaned back against the tub as she rubbed the heels of her hands against her eyes. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. Emotions were raging inside her like a bitter hurricane, throwing everything that wasn’t bolted down into the air.

She knew she’d hurt Tom. But she liked what they were doing. But somewhere along the line it had stopped being a fantasy they shared to a singular want, deep down in her belly. Julie was hungry for sex. Hungry for Devon and men like him. For the experiences she’d gotten.

And you hid those from your husband. You’re not innocent in this.

Another sudden wave of nausea washed over Julie as she brought her knees up and put her forehead on her knees, breathing slow. Everything was such a mess. She had to fix it. Glancing up at the clock on the wall, she saw it was well past eleven. Tom was probably asleep. She should be too. All this stress and worry was making her sick. She needed a clear head. Getting up slowly and carefully, she washed out her mouth and shuffled to bed.

Just like the house… it felt empty. She lay on her side on top of the covers and stared at the cool side where Tom should have been and reached out, putting her hand against the blank space, closed her eyes and imagined her hand was on her husband’s chest. Feeling his rhythmic breathing.

She let the thought ease her into sleep.

— —

Gwen’s confidence was shot. Nearly six months of lawyer meetings and phone calls and paperwork and threats and arguing and finally, finally, her divorce was finalized. And after all the T’s had been crossed and the I’s dotted, she’d been exhausted. The whole time she’d been going through the process, she’d had to take care of Danny, to balance her work and home, all while her soon to be ex-husband was fucking his secretary. 

He was getting laid while Gwen was left high and dry. Literally. She was on edge sexually as well as emotionally.

With the divorce finalized, she could finally relax. Especially since she’d won a sizable amount of money from the agreement. It freed her up. Truth be told, if she had just wanted to stay at home, she could have. The money was significant and invested properly; she'd be set for life as long as she didn’t live extravagantly. But she wanted to work. She wanted to be busy…

And so that’s all she did. For five long years, she worked and worked and worked. No dates. No sex beyond her own stimulation that never left her fully satisfied. But she endured. She built her career. She raised her son. She was successful. But she wasn’t fulfilled.

A lot can happen in five years. And having been married for several years before that, the last time she went on a date, things were different. The dating landscape had shifted from meeting people at a bar or a coffee shop to swiping right or left on someone after a few seconds of looking at a photo and about 256 characters to describe your entire personality. Meeting someone on an app just seemed… impossible. She wasn’t old, but she wasn’t young either. People seemed to move very fast and what she wanted was slow. She wanted connection. 

She also wanted to get fucked.

But after so long and being cheated on… her confidence was gone. She didn’t feel sexy. Objectively, she knew she was attractive, but it didn’t feel like anyone saw that. They just saw the business woman. The mom. The divorcee.

She wanted to be seen as a woman.

It was over coffee with a friend, confessing all of these insecurities and generally gossiping and complaining about her first world problems, that the suggestion of a certain club came up.


“A sex club?” Gwen muttered, gently swirling her nearly empty glass of red wine, looking over at her friend Ivy. 

She was a tall woman, dark brunette waves framing her face, sweet rosy cheeks and a cute smile. She could have been mistaken for the girl next door, but beneath that lovely exterior, Ivy was poisonous. Not viciously, but she wasn’t a woman to be trifled with. Married young, Ivy had helped her late husband rise to very high standing in an investment firm. They made all the right trades. All the right gambles. They became very wealthy, very quickly. And then, Ethan, her husband, had a cardiac event brought on by stress. He slipped into a coma for several months and then passed away. Ivy was heartbroken, but resilient. She had her hands in several ventures, some more public than others. But the last thing Gwen would have thought Ivy was involved in was a sex club.

“Don’t look so surprised.” Ivy’s lips curled. “When Ethan was alive, we were quite the adventurous couple. We had very healthy sexual appetites.” She was tracing a finger along the lip of her wineglass as she waited for the waiter to come give her a refill.

Gwen blushed. “Well… be that as it may, I’m not a swinger. Or… I don’t know, aren’t those places like… for perverts?”

Ivy’s laugh was sweet. “Dear, of course they are. But the sort of perversion can vary a great deal depending on the club. Yes, there are the specific kinds, the ones catering to kinks and taboos. Others are just like you said, more swinging and swapping. Club Sway is… different…”

It was the way Ivy trailed off. The look in her dark brown eyes, like rich earth hiding something deep beneath. How her voice lilted and was soft and smooth. Gwen got the chills. It didn’t take much convincing to get Gwen to go.

The check-in process was strange. Going into the private room to change, the eye mask she’d been given at the door tight against her nose and eyes made her feel like some sort of superhero, jumping into a hiding place to change their identity. And in a way, that was true. She was required to choose an alias, and all she’d been able to think of was… Stacy. As in Gwen Stacy. Spider-Woman. It was wholly unoriginal, but Gwen wasn’t very good at coming up with names.

She came in plain jeans and a t-shirt, but in the room's locker, she’d been provided a new outfit to wear in the club proper. It was a deep purple corset with pearl buttons up the front. The corset was cupless, meaning when she slipped it on and buttoned it up, her breasts were on full display, nipples hard in the cool air of the booth. A pair of sheer thin purple cheeky panties, and shiny purple stockings were all that accompanied the corset. The panties were so thin and sheer, like cheese cloth or tissue paper. They left nothing to the imagination. When she slipped them on, they pulled tight against her pussy, making her wish she’d shaved or at least trimmed. She wasn’t wild down there, but it had been a while since she’d done any sort of landscaping.

Gwen slipped the outfit on, feeling… slutty, but somehow classy at the same time. Ivy had told her everyone would be dressed similarly. Lingerie that revealed and showed off the assets of the attendees. No one would judge her. They were all there for the same reasons. And no, it wasn’t to just have sex and explore kinks.

“That’s not what Sway is about, sweety.” Ivy explained. “It’s about reclaiming your power. Your confidence. Grabbing hold of your desire with no shame and holding it up, if for no one else but yourself and declaring that it’s what you want, and no one is going to stop you from having it.” They were drinking the last bit of wine from their glasses and Ivy was leaning in close, eyes burning. “Tristan stole that from you. Stole your sexual power when he cheated. You put him in his place by divorcing him and winning all that money, but honey, he still put his dick in another chick. I can tell how that makes you feel. Like you’re inadequate. Not enough. Maybe you were never enough, and that’s why he was compelled to cheat. But I’m here to tell you that it’s the other way around. He wasn’t enough for you and he knew it. So he cheated, tried to make you feel small. That dick tried to take away your spirit. Sway is about getting it back.”

After a few calming breaths, Gwen slipped from the booth and down the hall to the main room of the club…

— —

“I honestly can’t believe I’m doing this.” Carrie leaned back against the headrest of the bed, legs out in front of her, crossed at the ankles and arms folded under her breasts.

Tom and Gwen were sitting on the end of the bed as Gwen tapped at her phone, setting up to cast to the television. Gwen looked back at Carrie. “You are the one that asked to see it.”

Carrie rolled her eyes. “Only because Tom said he’d seen it…”

“Can we not mention the fact that I admitted to watching porn?” Tom muttered, massaging his forehead like a headache was coming on.

“Tom. Come on. Pretty much everyone does to some degree. It just depends on how much and what kind. I think the bigger deal is that somehow the universe guided you to a porn video of your boss.” Carrie chuckled.

Gwen gave her a scowl.

“Hey, hey! No judgement here. Seriously. I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it. I’m sure I’m featured in a few videos that might be floating around in that vast spider web of ones and zeros.” Carrie sighed and slumped down. “And yeah, I’d like to see this infamous video… is it the only one, by the way?”

The television screen brightened and showed a room decorated in red and black with garish wallpaper that looked like vines and intricate designs, like something out of an old Victorian horror movie. A large bed was in the middle of the room with silk sheets. For a second nothing happened and then Gwen stepped into frame. The camera focused on her back as she walked towards the bed. Her ass bouncing in the sheer little panties, hair swaying in a ponytail.

“Yes. It’s the only one. Ivy convinced me to do it as a sort of liberating exercise. Sex is always kept so private and hidden that it becomes this sort of boogeyman haunting you. Allowing a camera to capture you and to broadcast your sexuality to the world is a way of shoving off that oppression.”

“You’re still wearing a mask.” Carrie pointed out, picking at a piece of lint on her shirt.

“Well… there’s something to be said for privacy and safety, too.” Gwen shrugged.

On screen, a man entered the frame and walked towards Gwen, who was now sitting on the edge of the bed, much like she was now. He was naked. His half flaccid cock swinging as he came to stand in front of her. In a sort of funny moment, he held out his hand with a grin, his face covered by a mask just like Gwen. They shook and quietly introduced themselves. The man went by Barron. Gwen introduced herself as Stacy. That made Carrie snort.

Gwen reached back and smacked Carrie’s leg.

Things progressed quickly in the video. Within moments, Gwen was swallowing the man’s cock. At first she looked timid and unsure, going slow. But she began to heat up fast, moving back and forth, up and down eagerly as she tasted him.

Gwen leaned back on her hands, one close to Tom’s as he did the same, watching the screen as if they were just watching a movie or a TV show and not porn. Carrie noticed their fingers touch. She raised an eyebrow at that.

“It was my first cock in like… geez, I think almost six years? Something like that? It all kinda blurs together, really.” Gwen said.

Tom looked back at Carrie. “And you were giving me grief for not having sex for a month?”

Carrie rolled her eyes. “Girls are like camels, Tommy. We can go a pretty long time. You boys are like water balloons. Those dangly bits between your legs get full and they feel like they are going to burst if you don't get a squirt off.”

Gwen burst out laughing, falling back onto the bed.

“Did you ever grow up past highschool?” Tom asked, trying to suppress a smile. “Besides, how would you know what it’s like to have blue balls?”

“I don’t. Just had a boyfriend once that… Well, he liked getting edged. Blue balls were his kink or whatever. Didn’t really do much for me. Not why we broke up, I’m not that shallow, but it wasn’t very satisfying for me obviously.”

Tom let out a breath. “Guess I’m not the only one with some weird kinks, huh?” He muttered it, trying to sound casual, but it was clear it was a relief.

“Tommy… come on. You can’t seriously think you’re alone in this.” Carrie sat forward, moving to slide down next to him. “Everyone’s got something. Some more than others. Cuckolding isn’t all that uncommon. It’s a spectrum. Lots of relationships indulge in it in some way or another..” She patted his thigh. Comforting people wasn’t her strong suit. She’d much rather make some sort of lewd joke or sarcastic remark, but Tom didn’t need that just now.

Gwen sat back up, whipping away a tear from her eye as she calmed down from her laughing fit. “She’s right. Hotwifing. Swinging. Cuckolding. Those really are just umbrella terms at this point.” She put a hand on his shoulder, giving it a squeeze.

On screen, Gwen was getting pushed back onto the bed and the man was crawling up between her legs. She was panting like a dog in heat, legs wide. “Please… please, I fucking need it…”

Tom flushed and chuckled. “Someone was needy.”

Gwen smacked his shoulder, but didn’t move her hand away. “Years, Tom. Years! I needed it and that guy was willing. So don’t judge.” There wasn’t any heat behind her words. She was grinning.

Carrie leaned forward to look at Gwen. “Still. You always beg like that?” Her grin was mischievous and wide.

“Only if I’m made to,” Gwen laughed.

“Oh, so you’re a sub?”

“No! Well… no. I mean, it just kinda depends on the people and the dynamic.”

“People?” Carrie raised an eyebrow. Her hand was still on Tom’s thigh, squeezing a little.

Gwen rolled her eyes. “Sexual liberation dear. I’ve done a lot. But the main thing is… I was a wreck after my divorce. I felt worthless. In a way my husband had cucked me. Taken away my confidence and agency. I had to get it back.” She turned to the screen that was focusing on her panties getting pulled down, revealing her lightly hairy pussy, puffy with need and arousal. “This was just the first time. After this, I went back several times for… lessons.” 

Carrie snorted and bit her lip. “Oh my. I’ve got to hear this.” She leaned a bit closer to Tom, hand squeezing his thigh tighter. Glancing at him, she saw his cheeks were warming, eyes trying to find a place to rest but unable to find a stopping point.

“It’s not so scandalous. Like I said, I felt worthless. We focused on that. We did some roleplay. Though Tristan had never verbally humiliated me or anything, my mind had filled in those blanks. Populated the spaces with demeaning words and things. So my lessons were… well, I guess it’s kinda unconventional, but I was dominated in a way. Demeaned. And I had to learn to stand up for myself.” Gwen’s hand moved from Tom’s shoulder down along his bicep.

Carrie saw Gwen’s eyebrow twitch. Was she surprised that he had some muscle to him? She certainly had been when they’d been having sex last night. He was able to hold her exactly how he wanted, though Carrie could have easily kicked Tom’s ass if she’d wanted to. But she had wanted him just as much as he’d needed his release. What could she say? Tom was attractive, and she liked sex. Win-win.

Tom got a far off look for a moment as he sat between the women. The sounds of Gwen’s moans on the television filled the silence. Fuck yes. Oh god you’re big! Oh, holy shit, please fuck me! Right there. THERE!

If hearing herself having sex on television was bothering Gwen, she didn’t show it. Her hand was on Tom’s bicep, touching his skin softly. Carrie kept her hand on his thigh, squeezing, moving it up a little higher. She could feel heat and hardness. She already knew what Tom was packing and honestly, she wanted to see it again. Last night had been fun, but she’d been a bit fuzzy and it all happened so fast she hadn’t really gotten much chance to just enjoy.

Carrie’s eyes met Gwen’s. She could read the look in Gwen’s green eyes. Her cheeks were flushed slightly. Their eyes darted to the television. Seeing Gwen squatting down over Barron, letting his cock slowly slip inside her. The cries from the speakers echoing in the room.

Something passed between Gwen and Carrie. Unspoken commitment. Concern. A genuine desire to help Tom. He’d confessed something so private and deep, how could they not appreciate his bravery for allowing himself to be vulnerable? Especially about something as delicate as his sex life and marriage.

Tom’s eyes were transfixed on the screen, but Carrie could tell he wasn’t really watching it. He wasn’t seeing Gwen’s ass slapping the man’s thighs. Pussy stretching around him as she moaned and cursed in pleasure. What was he thinking? The look on his face was far away, lost, as if he were searching for something and just couldn’t find it.

Carrie moved her hand further up and finally rested it between Tom’s legs, right over his growing erection. The feeling made Tom stiffen in more ways than one and he was broken from his trance, looking at Carrie, confused. She just grinned at him mischievously.

“Tom…” Gwen moved a bit closer. “I think we can help you.” She rubbed her hand up his arm and under the sleeve of his shirt, her gaze traveling up to meet his. “That is…” Her smile twisted wickedly, “If you think you’re man enough…”

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 6

===========================

The taunt had clearly thrown Tom off balance. Hurt flashed across his face. Carrie suppressed a giggle. She’d caught on to what Gwen was going to do fairly quickly. After what she’d just described, being put down and humiliated in order to overcome her insecurities, it was obvious Gwen was going to pull the same thing on Tom. Maybe Tom hadn’t been listening or was too distracted by his own thoughts or the television, but he was at a loss for words as Gwen looked at him innocently, hand rubbing up under his shirtsleeve.

“What? Carrie told me about last night. And… I suppose she just didn’t want to embarrass you. Being a bit drunk and all. Your performance just wasn’t up to her sort of standard.”

That was a blatant lie. The look on Tom’s face, from confusion to anger, told Carrie clearly that he knew it was a lie. It had to be. Carrie had told him it was good. And she wasn’t one to sugarcoat or lie about things. And besides, how would Gwen know anyway? Who was she to speak up and say something like that? It was written all over Tom’s face. He would be a terrible poker player.

Carrie read the emotions on Tom’s face and felt the reaction in his crotch. He got turned on by humiliation. Somewhere along the way, his wires had crossed, though that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing. But now it wasn’t fun for him anymore. The dynamic he had with his wife had become toxic. His kinks weren’t the problem. The problem was that he wasn’t able to speak up for himself within his own marriage. His emotions were bottled up and restrained. He’d been beaten down and was left in a deep hole with no way out.

Gwen was lowering a ladder.

“Listen Tom. It’s okay. You just need to realize that some men… they just deserve more. They’ve got the bigger dicks. Better stamina. There’s no shame in being second or third.” Gwen moved her hand from his shoulder and patted him on the back, standing up. “Most men can’t satisfy women, anyway. That’s why they become husbands. So they can have that whole sense of superiority in a relationship.”

Tom’s hand shot out and grabbed Gwen’s wrist. “Stop it.” He muttered.

“What was that, Tom?” Gwen put a hand to her ear as if she couldn’t hear him. “Were you telling me to stop telling you the truth? That you deserve to be sitting in a chair? To just watch someone better make sure your wife is pleased?” The way she was mocking him threw Carrie off completely. Sure, she’d picked up that Gwen was going to tease, but damn, the woman was good! She looked wicked and condescending, almost disgusted with Tom as he kept his grip on her wrist.

“That…that’s not true.” Tom grit his teeth.

“Oh, Tommy boy.” She leaned in and patted his cheek, making him flinch back. “It’s absolutely true. Maybe you got a little lucky last night with Carrie, being drunk and all. But I’ve always known… you’re a limp dick…”

Tom was on his feet. Carrie jumped back, watching as Tom grabbed Gwen’s other wrist and pushed her against the wall. It wasn’t overly violent, but Gwen gasped nonetheless. Tom was breathing hard, the look on his face pained and furious. “I’m not…”

“Tommy boy and his limp little toy, could never bring a lovely lady joy.” Gwen practically spat the school yard rhyme at Tom, making his eyes bulge and a vein stand out on his neck as his gaze drilled into her disgusted, indifferent glare.

Carrie watched closely from her place on the bed, ready to jump in should this take a turn. Gwen might be trying to push Tom to stand up for himself, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t capable of violence. They’d fucked hard last night, and she’d seen hidden rage in his eyes. Sometimes people snapped. 

“You think I’m limp?” Tom growled.

“You said it yourself. You couldn’t get your little toy to stand up for your wife.” Gwen’s lips pressed into a sour line. She might have been good at acting, but Carrie could tell these words didn’t come naturally to the woman and it was like sucking a lemon to say them.

Tom’s jaw tensed, flexed, his hands on Gwen's wrists pinning them next to her against the wall. His lip twitched up into a sneer. Could he tell what Gwen was doing? Carrie couldn’t read his expression. All she saw was anger and pent up sexual and emotional frustration.

He let go of Gwen’s wrists, put his hands on her shoulders, and pushed her down. Her back slid against the wall until she was squatting down in front of him, face even with his jeans. “I’m not fucking limp.” He muttered and there was such vitriol simmering in his words that Carrie’s breath caught as she watched him undo his button and zipper and pulled out his cock. 

It was ramrod straight. Thick. Raging red-purple. Gwen kept her eyes up, looking at Tom, challenging him. Pushing him. She was showing him defiance, and he needed to push past that wall. Not because she was saying no. No, always had to be respected. Carrie was a firm believer in that and she knew Gwen was too. But Tom needed to push past this sort of humiliating defiance. To realize he was worthy.

Carrie licked her lips, seeing Tom’s throbbing cock. 

“Does this look limp?” Tom whispered, staring down at Gwen.

“I’ll bet it’s not as big as the man that’s fucking your wife.” Gwen smiled.

Tom started to shake. His hand tangled itself into auburn locks and pulled, so Gwen’s chin jerked up and she was facing him. He moved her closer to his cock and smacked her across the face with it with a loud slap. “I’m.” Slap. “Not.” Slap. “Fucking.” Slap. “Limp!” He gripped Gwen’s hair and pulled her forward, pressing her closed lips to his cock head. She resisted opening.

“Does that make you feel big?” Gwen hissed. “Slapping a woman with that toy? Hm?”

“Open the fuck up.” Tom grunted.

“Is that what you want, Tommy boy? To take something? Give me a few slaps. Make me feel less? Or do you want to earn it? Earn my mouth. My pussy. All of me. Make me want it. Make me want to give it to you,” Gwen whispered, her lips started to trail along his length. Her glaring eyes were filled with sensual desire. “Don’t be a dick, Tom.” She softly kissed along the underside of his cock, making him groan. Soft, warm pressings of her lips against his throbbing vein. “Be in charge. Take control. But don’t…” She looked up at him as the tip of her tongue slowly trailed along his frenulum. “Be a dick.”

A measure of control seemed to come back to Tom. His posture was still stiff, muscles tensed and coiled, but some of the heat had slipped from his gaze.

Carrie got up from the bed, taking a step towards the two. “Don’t be a coward.” She said, starting to pull her sweater off. “Cowards take things. That whole macho manly shit is nothing but a coverup for insecure little boys. Are you a little boy? Hm Tommy?” Carrie tossed her sweater aside, her breasts bouncing in her leopard print bra. The same one Tom had seen last night.

His eyes were transfixed on her chest, and Carrie felt a shiver of pleasure. “Well, Tommy boy? Are you a fucking coward?”

Tom stared back at her, unsure what to do. She could see his mind racing. His thoughts getting locked in a traffic jam. Below him, Gwen continued to trace her lips and tongue along his cock. Smooth motions that made his member pulse and bounce.

“No…” Tom whispered after a long, uncomfortable moment.

Carrie came forward, leaning in to press her chest against Tom’s back. She ran her hands along his sides, finding the hem of his t-shirt and pulling it up to expose his skin. Pressing her bra clad breasts against him and her breath hot on his neck as she came close, giving his neck the same soft kisses as Gwen was giving his penis. “I don’t think you’re a coward, Tom.” She let the tip of her tongue trace along the back of his neck. “I just think you like watching superior men please deserving women.”

Her hand reached around him. Carrie could feel him trembling as he put his hands on the wall to steady himself, trapped now between the two women. Circling her hand around Tom’s base, she held onto his cock and tried to suppress a moan at how good it felt. She’d had plenty of experiences in her life, big and thick and all sorts of curves, but she hadn’t been lying when she’d said Tom’s cock was perfect. It was just slightly curved. It had a perfect thickness to hold in her palm. And she knew how it felt inside her. This penis was art. And she could enjoy it all day.

Tom groaned, feeling her hand take hold of him as she continued whispering. “Sometimes a man’s place is in the chair in the corner. Stroking their little toys…” She moved her hand up and down his length slowly. All the while, Gwen continued to give his tip butterfly kisses and gentle kitten licks. “Do you really think this…” She bounced his dick, making it tap against Gwen’s pursed lips. Soft little smacking kisses. “That this cock can please a woman? Let alone two women like Devon did?”

That had been surprising when Tom told them about how the man he and Julie had invited into their bedroom had taunted him with videos. It wasn’t unheard of in the realm of cuckolding, but still. Tom had been clearly beaten down and demeaned to a point that was cruel more than it was erotic and playful. And Julie hadn’t told him. She’d kept it a secret. That, in Carrie’s opinion, was just wrong. Tom deserved better. Even if she hadn’t slept with him and knew how good he was in bed, as a friend, Carrie knew Tom was worth more than how he was being treated. Kink or no kink. Cruelty was simply that, cruel.

Gwen allowed her teeth to graze along the underside of Tom’s cock as Carrie held it tight, head tilted to the side looking up at him with a piercing gaze. “Are you a coward, Tom?” Gwen breathed, letting her tongue flick against him. “Are you man enough to please two women? Can you be brave? Can you be in charge? Hmmm?” She gave his tip a kiss, and Carrie watched the glistening string of Tom’s pre-cum drip along her lips.

Tom was shaking. Hands flat against the wall like he was being frisked by a police officer. Carrie could feel his harsh, ragged breaths through his back. The tenseness of his muscles. She brought her other hand around and touched his cheek. A small reassurance in the midst of their demeaning words. Leaning closer, getting on her toes to reach his ear, Carrie whispered. “Take control Tom. Like you did last night.” Her lips gripped his earlobe and sucked gently. “Own. Us.”

They were frozen together. Gwen squatting down, mouth exploring Tom’s cock. Tom in the middle, stiff and stone still as a war raged in his mind over what he should do, how he should feel, if he was worthy of anything at all. Carrie behind, pressing herself against him, hand on him, keeping his penis directed towards Gwen’s lips. Their breaths were deep, heated, tense. 

Finally, Tom moved a hand from the wall down to Gwen’s chin. He looked down at her with a strange mixture of blank desire and strained guilt. Carrie felt bad for him. How badly had he been brought down? Everything he’d shared and still she could tell that was just the surface of what had been done to him and to his marriage. Other men would have been jumping at the chance to do what Carrie and Gwen were offering. But Tom… it was clear Tom didn’t feel like he deserved anything at all.

Carrie’s heart ached. She wasn’t much for relationships or heart to hearts. Hell, she was somewhat emotionally stunted. But she wasn’t incapable of empathy or sympathy. Tom was her friend. A good coworker. He was a good person. She nuzzled the tip of her nose against Tom’s back, between his shoulder blades. Traced her lips along his spine.

He was breathing deep. His hand cupped Gwen’s jaw, gently, almost tenderly. Her eyes met his conflicted stare, and she smiled sweetly. Carrie held his cock and pointed it towards Gwen’s mouth just as Tom guided her forward. Wordlessly encouraging her.

“That’s better.” Gwen breathed and opened her mouth, letting Tom’s cock slip past her warm lips, tightly closing around his mushroom rim.

“Oh God,” Tom muttered, a deep breathless gasp as he felt Gwen swallowing him. Carrie could tell she was moving her tongue, lapping at his cock head. She knew how he tasted. The flush in Gwen’s cheeks told her she liked it just as much as she had.

Carrie slipped the straps of her bra off and quickly unhooked it, tossing it aside so she could press her bare breasts against Tom’s back. Letting her nipples rub over his muscles as she stroked the base of his cock, letting Gwen take her time moving her mouth over him. Her lips gripping and sliding along his length, eyes closed, enjoying the feeling and taste. Carre licked along the back of Tom’s neck, every few inches kissing, sucking gently, almost enough that if she continued, he'd develop a hickey.

“Does Tommy Boy think he can handle us?” She whispered, sultry and dangerous. “Hm? Are you man enough? Or do you want to just sit in the corner? Maybe watch me and Gwen have some fun?”

Tom moaned, his face starting to contort in pleasure as they stimulated him. Gwen started to pull Tom’s pants down. Carrie moved her free hand to his ass and gripped it with her nails. “Come on Tommy. Show us that you’re a man.” Carrie growled. She was doing her best to take Gwen’s lead, though she wasn’t experienced like Gwen was in this sort of thing. Sure, she’d done some dirty, kinky talk in the bedroom before, but this seemed different. Tom was on edge, teetering between true humiliation and self defeat and possibly grabbing hold of his life and taking at least some measure of his self esteem back.

He turned his head, looking back at Carrie. She leaned closer over his shoulder and brought her lips to his. Kissing. Mouth to mouth. Opening slightly to feel his tongue. Fuck, it felt good. Carrie’s heart was racing. She was sure Tom could feel it echoing through his back. Gwen let out a soft moan below them as she swallowed more of Tom’s length.

When their lips parted, Carrie stayed close. She traced her lips along his ear cheek.

“Wh…why don’t… you get down and help her?” Tom’s voice was gravely, strained. His eyes met Carrie's and she grinned.

“Oh? Are you asking Tommy? Or telling?” There was a challenge in her voice, in her eyes.

Tom narrowed his gaze. “Get down and help her.” It wasn’t like before when he was trying to force Gwen to open her mouth. That had been a gruff and emotionless order. The sort of thing an insecure man who wanted to feel superior would do. This was a command, but more gentle, more controlled. And Carrie felt heat bubble up between her thighs at the sultry, hard sound of Tom’s words.

She nodded, kissed him slowly again on the mouth and then slid down to her knees behind him.

— —

I felt like I was in heaven, but inside I was burning up like my soul had been dragged down to hell. It was bad enough that I’d had sex with Carrie before… essentially cheating on Julie. Now… holy shit now…

I stared down at Gwen, her lips gliding over my cock, and the feel of her tongue swirling along me had me shaking. It was intense. Warm. Her tongue rough and wet and so fucking skilled it was insane. And then Carrie was there, below me, between my thighs, and I felt her tongue slowly glide along my taint, towards my balls and nip at the skin, making me gasp in pain.

Two women… fuck, two women were worshiping my cock! Was this how it had felt for Devon? The videos he’d sent me were only partial clips. Little sneak peaks. But I’d seen enough to know that he’d gotten similar treatment, though this seemed more… more…

I couldn’t think. Fuck, how could anyone think when their cock was down a woman’s throat and your balls were being lapped at and sucked on by another?

My brain was short circuiting. It was a wonder I was able to stay hard with how many places my mind was wandering off to. Thoughts of Julie… how I was betraying her. But… she’d betrayed me first. 

We never discussed what you could do. Maybe if you’d asked… 

Those words echoed. They were loud clanging gongs. Scraping nails on a chalkboard. It seemed like Julie felt she was entitled to do whatever she wanted. And I… little old me, had to ASK for permission. How was that fair? How was any of this fair?

I gasped when Gwen took every inch down her throat and Carrie swallowed my balls, encompassing my entire cock. The feeling was painful. Tight. Warm. And so fucking amazing, I felt like I was going to collapse. My heart was still pounding, blood still raging from the things they’d said to me. How they’d teased and pressed my buttons… just like Devon. Some of those words…they bit deep. They had venomous teeth. It’s why I grabbed Gwen. I’d never hurt her, but… fuck, she was being harsh… too close to home. I was so tired of getting beaten down. It was bad enough I’d been reduced to nothing in my own home. But to hear those words from a trusted friend and coworker…

Gwen dug her nails into my thighs, nose pressed to my crotch, taking my cock deeply. Carrie was under me, hands on my ass, doing the same, squeezing hard into my flesh and lapping at the balls in her mouth, gargling them lewdly.

“Oh, holy fuck!” I groaned. There was no way I was going to be able to stand much longer. But I didn’t want this to stop. I couldn’t let it stop.

Was this part of the challenge? I may not have fully been listening to what Gwen was saying about her ‘lessons’, the video on the television was too familiar and distracting, but I’d caught enough to know that she’d been humiliated as well and had found a way to claw back her self respect.

I reached down, hand in Gwen’s soft hair and my other going to Carrie’s short white hair. “Fuck…girls…er…C…Carrie…Gwen…oh god fuck I’m gonna…I can’t…” Stupid. Pathetic. How could I be so overwhelmed I couldn’t form words?

Gwen removed my cock from her mouth with a deep gasp, strands of spit dripping down her chin. “What? Can’t you handle this? Surely Tommy boy can handle a little blow job. Huh? Or maybe that’s why Julie decided to cut you off? Couldn’t last?”

Everything was red. The cool challenge in Gwen’s eyes was as hard as emerald. I gripped her hair harder, making her suck in a breath. Carrie released my balls and moved to kneel behind me, hands gripping my ass. “Yeah Tom? Hm? Think you can last long enough to please us? Or are we going to have to go somewhere else to get what we need?”

I wanted to scream. Their words were so similar. So like Devon and Julie. It was like daggers to my heart. To my gut. My already brittle pride, being crushed.

My anger was bubbling over and I wanted to take back control. But I didn’t want to be Devon. I didn’t want to be a beast, ravaging the hen house and leaving nothing but blood and feathers behind. The girls were looking up, eyes full of lust and defiance. Waiting. Patiently.

The fury began to dampen from an inferno to a simmer. Gwen and Carrie weren’t trying to hurt me… dear god. In some strange twisted way, they were trying to help. Offering themselves. Their bodies. To me. To fix me. What does a person do with that sort of knowledge?

“Get on the bed.” I breathed. My thighs were still shaking. My cock dripped spit and saliva along my thighs and balls.

Gwen grinned and Carrie let out a quick chuckle before they both got up and went to the bed, climbing on next to each other on all fours, asses out towards me and looking over their shoulders. “Like this?” Gwen asked with a sickeningly sweet, taunting voice, wiggling her behind.

I’d seen it the other day. It was round and perfect. Carrie’s was a bit smaller, but just as tight in her jeans. Both girls were presenting their rear ends to me, legs open slightly as they remained on all fours on the bed.

“Well?” Gwen goaded. “You’ve got us this far Tom… or do you still want to be little old Tommy Boy who doesn’t know how to please a woman?” She wiggled her hips.

My fists were tight at her words. Remembering that last time with Julie… how I’d faltered. Grown soft. Let all of it finally get to me, worm its way deep to the point that… what made me aroused made me sick. I hadn’t realized it at the time. It seemed like it was just the natural progression of things. Submitting to the fact that I couldn’t please my wife anymore. Someone else had to step in.

I remembered afterward. Devon left. I went to take a shower. Julie came into the bathroom, wrapped in her robe. “Tom? Are you okay?”

What was I supposed to say to that?

When I didn’t answer… neither did she. I continued to try scrubbing myself clean of the horrid, icky feeling. But it’s hard to get yourself clean when it’s all of you that’s dirty. Julie just stood in the bathroom, fiddling with the belt on her robe, watching me. I couldn’t read her expression. And I didn’t want to. I knew deep down she was disappointed. And I felt humiliated.

Eventually, she joined me in the shower. Stepping up behind me and taking hold of my lip penis. For a few minutes, she tried to stroke me to life. Pressing her tits to my back like Carried had been doing. Kissing my shoulders. Whispering dirty things… things about Devon…

It turned my stomach. Made my cock shrivel instead of harden. I couldn’t stand it. I slipped out of the shower, muttering some excuse about being tired, leaving her to shower alone.

After I was dry, I went to bed. But Julie followed, laying next to me and giving me a sweet, somewhat chaste kiss. “Do you want to feel me?” She’d asked, still trying to warm me up. Get me excited. I couldn’t tell if it was because she was still aroused and wanted me, her husband, or if she felt sorry for me and was just trying to maybe stroke my ego. Maybe give me a consolation prize. A pity fuck.

I just rolled over, telling her I was too tired. So she touched herself while she lay next to me. I heard her fingers sliding into her sex, soft wet squelches. Had she cleaned Devon’s cum out? Was it still there? Wet and warm and slick? I lay there listening to my wifes pants and moans and knew she wasn’t thinking about me. How could she? I was limp.

And now here I was again… being accused of not being able to rise to the challenge. It didn’t matter that my cock was harder than it had ever been. They were looking back at me with real opposition. Provoking me. Trying to get me to break out of this hole I’d dug myself into. Gwen wanted me to take control. But how was I supposed to?

I thought back to last night…

“Do you need to get a bit drunk, Tommy?” Gwen stared back at me, narrowing her gaze. “Does little Tommy boy need some liquid courage in order to be in charge?”

Carrie grinned. “He did do a good job last night. But he was pretty tipsy.”

That wasn’t true. Sure, I’d had a bit of a buzz, but I wasn’t anywhere near intoxicated. Neither was Carrie. She was lying. Poking at me.

I grit my teeth, hand going to my cock and stroking as I glared right back at Gwen. “Pull your pants down, both of you. Slow.” I ordered. I hoped my voice sounded authoritative. Not dickish. It was a balance, and I wasn’t sure how to walk the edge. Part of me couldn’t believe this was happening. Surely Gwen would pull the rug out from under me any moment. Carrie might be willing, considering we had already had sex… but Gwen? I was still trying to wrap my head around what she’d told me. What I saw on the television. Was this real? Maybe I’d had an aneurysm, or was still passed out drunk or something. This could all just be a fever dream…

No. It was real. Fuck. It was real. And I was trying to talk myself out of it. Even as I was telling them what to do… I was thinking I wasn’t enough. That I didn’t deserve this. Honestly, no one “deserved” this… but it was being presented, offered, but in order to have it… I had to be willing to step up and take it.

I’d pulled away in my marriage. Left Julie to a beast. Even encouraged her to go and be devoured. All while I watched. I’d let my uncontrolled desires take root and burrow deep and now, like some sort of mindless drone, I was a slave to the impulses. Gwen was telling me I needed to pull it up by the roots. To take hold and rip it cleanly away.

On the bed, Gwen and Carrie were unbuttoning their jeans and beginning to pull them down. Carried exposed her leopard panties, the same ones from last night, clinging to her beautiful behind. Gwen slipped her’s down over her ass and exposed a pearl white thong, shoved up between her cheeks with lace trim, digging into her skin and clinging to her pussy mound tightly, with a small dark line down the center denoting her arousal.

I couldn’t believe I was seeing two women… women I respected and thought of as friends, with their asses presented to me. Gwen reached back and put a hand on her exposed cheek. “A bit different seeing it in this light, huh?” She chuckled and made me blush, reminding me I’d walked in on her changing yesterday. But she was right. Her ass was amazing. Smooth. Tight. And fuck, seeing those panties between them made me even harder. My cock was dripping pre-cum as I stroked, staring at them.

“Are you just going to stare?” Carrie asked with a grin, the fire in her eyes was spine tingling. Geez, how did I never notice her sexuality before? The way her dyed white hair was cascading down one side of her face, slightly sweaty, obscuring one eye and giving her a look that would easily have belonged in a boudoir shoot.

I stepped forward and reached out, letting go of my cock to touch both the girl's presented cheeks. Hand moving over the slope of their hips and down along their thighs, up between their legs, skimming over their panties, making both of them suck in a soft breath.

My heart pounded. Blood roared in my ears. My brain was firing off dozens, hundreds of thoughts a second. Guilt. Anger. Frustration. Jealousy. Misery. Depression. Arousal. Need. Want. I pressed my fingers angrily against the center of both women’s cunts, panties sticking and sinking a little between their lips.

I heard their groans. Their legs opened wider, naturally wanting more. They were being obedient. But for how long? Would this last? At what point would this be ripped away? Ripped away like Julie. Taken from me. Would I be pushed aside, unable to perform and like the dunce cap kid in the corner of an old schoolroom, made to sit in humiliation and shame?

After that last time with Julie, I’d been nothing but limp. Hard when watching them. But I couldn’t get it up otherwise. Not around my wife. We would sleep in the same bed, like we did after that first spectacular failure, and nothing I did could bring my erection back. Fondling Julie while she slept. Kissing when she was awake. Nothing. It was like all the sexual arousal she’d been stirring in me since the moment I met her was gone. Withered and shriveled and turned to dust.

I’m not sure if that was the beginning of the end. Or if this entire affair was doomed to fail from the start, but it was the first genuine moment that I truly felt worthless. And no one noticed. Well… maybe Devon did. But that man couldn’t have cared any less about my feelings. He had what he wanted.

Being impotent… it’s probably the worst sort of shame a man can feel. At least the selfish sort of shame. Not being able to provide or protect, though somewhat more stereotypical and misogynistic, was worse. But this sort of shame was deep. It was a man’s body failing him. Failing his partner. And unlike women, who, if they weren’t aroused, could use lube or just fake their way through sex, men had the rotten luck of their failure being extremely obvious.

But now… now my cock was painfully hard. Pulsing with my thundering heartbeat. Two women were on all fours, on a hotel bed, allowing me to touch them. Telling me to be a man. To take control. And still, I had Devon and Julie’s nagging voices in my head. All the times they’d taunted me and demeaned me and put me in a fucking corner…

Anger and determination washed through me. I slapped the girl's pussy's. The warm wet feeling against my hands was electric. The sound of the girl's yelps sent a thrill through my spine. Darkness soaked into their panties. My teeth were grinding, my jaw tense. “Pull your fucking panties down.” I was shaking. But my voice was even, calm, firm.

They both reached back, peeling down their underwear, slipping them from between their cheeks until they slipped down their thighs to their knees. Gwen’s pussy was beautifully bare, puffy-lipped and slightly open to reveal her inner lips. Carrie’s with its little trail of auburn hair, a bit more pronounced and glistening pink. I could smell their arousal. Could smell their sweat.

“Like what you see, Tommy boy?” Carrie grinned and wiggled her ass. It made the memories of last night flash, fucking her hard and deep and making her cum. The sound of Carrie’s moans. The feeling of her warm tunnel clinging and sucking at me. Of emptying myself inside her. I wanted to do it again. I wanted to prove myself. And not to these women. Their opinions about me… well, I cared. I cared what they thought. But I wanted to prove it to myself. Prove that I wasn’t some limp little cuck. I was a man. I am a man.

My eyes went to Gwen’s pussy. She arched her back slightly and let her ass cheeks open more. “Well Tommy? Hm? What are you gonna do?” Gwen purred and looked back at me like a cat, challenging me.

That was the question… What was I going to do?

— —

Devon often had trouble sleeping. His doctors said it was because of his sleep apnea. It would jolt him awake because he’d stop breathing. With his weight and lack of general health, it was a dangerous mixture. They’d recommended some sort of breathing thing for when he slept, but that just made him even more uncomfortable. What he needed was something to wear him out. And over the last few months, that had been hot, dirty, voracious sex. He’d expected to spend the entire day with Julie, fucking her brains out. Instead, she’d sent him home early in the afternoon, after some pathetic fight with Tom.

Devon hadn’t really heard much of their fight, only some muted words and heated shouts. After the door had slammed, Julie had come in, nearly in tears, and told Devon she needed him to go.

Marital drama was not his thing, so he’d left without much argument. Though he had made sure Julie knew that she’d be coming to a club with him this coming weekend. He was excited and no amount of marriage strife or arguments was going to ruin his possible acceptance into a very exclusive society. The invitation was rare, and he’d been trying for over a year since he’d learned about it to gain access. Now he finally had his chance and some bickering between Julie and her cuck husband wasn’t going to get in the way of that.

Now he was alone in his dark and disheveled apartment and he couldn’t get back into the relaxed rhythm he’d had after fucking Julie. All afternoon had been spent being lazy, watching TV and playing some online games he’d fallen behind on. Once it was time to get some sleep, he found himself too wound up and on edge. He needed a release. The only way he was going to get it, now that he was home alone, was to key up something to watch.

He had several to choose from, but it was a fairly straightforward decision. Of all the videos he’d made over the months with Julie, it was the threesome he’d had with her and Lacy that topped the charts. Devon was a methodical sort of man when it came to doing things. He gathered up the fleshlight that he’d had stowed away under his bathroom sink. It used to get a fair amount of use but once he’d started up his relationship with Julie, it had been left to sit, unused. Now he was being forced to use it again, and though that was irksome, it wasn’t the end of the world. Grabbing some warming lube and a towel, he sat down in his computer chair after laying down the towel. The last thing he wanted was to have the ass crack sweats soaking into the cushion like some of those pathetic incels or computer geeks. Devon may have been a little slobbish, but he didn’t have bad hygiene.

Everything set, he leaned back and clicked through to a locked folder where he kept the videos and pictures he’d taken since starting this little lifestyle with Julie and her husband. They knew he had videos, though probably didn’t know how much or how many. It wasn’t a secret. Julie had expressed concern once or twice that Devon might put the videos online or sell them, and the idea had crossed his mind. But… that seemed like a quick way to get into a hell of a lot of trouble. Besides, he liked keeping this little arrangement private. Julie was his, and he got to do what he wanted, at least as long as Julie was open to it. If today was any indication, this whole arrangement might be coming to an end soon. But he was determined to hold out till at least after the visit to Club Sway. After that… Well,after that he wouldn’t need Julie anymore. She was fun, but those he’d encounter at Sway would be just as fun, if not more so.

Devon quickly scrolled through the files till he found the video he was looking for and opened it. It was nearly an hour long and all of it was good, from start to finish, but he had his favorite parts. The parts that would get him hard quick and make him cum hard. And what he needed now was a good quick jerk off so he could go to bed. Tomorrow was going to be hell, catching up on all the things he’d missed taking the day off.

Scrolling through the video, he came to one of his first favorite parts and hit play…

The hotel room was brightly lit, and the curtains were open to look out on the city. They were high up enough no one could look in and spy the lewd events taking place. The video was a bit shaky for a second and then focused back on the scene below, between Devon’s fat, hairy thighs.

A petite redhead, hair tied back in a short braid, was kneeling, wearing a black leather cupless corset that was cinched tight around her midsection. Her little breasts pushed up and nipples hard with little clips and a chain connecting them dangling between them. A black spiked collar was tightly buckled around her neck, with a thin silver chain dangling down her back. Her eyes were covered by a red leather mask, cutting off her vision. From the angle of the camera, the woman’s panties were just barely visible, the same sort of leather as the corset and riding up high between her ass cheeks. She wore five inch stiletto heels that were black with red soles.

Devon held the back of her head with his free hand, pushing the woman down firmly onto his cock, making her gag and spit drip from her lips and down her chin as she groaned. Glug Glug Gluck Gluckg. He moved her up and down with deep belly echoing groans. 

“Fuck yes like that. Fucking take it, Lace. Oh, shit!” Devon encouraged.

The woman’s face was a sheen of sweat. She had her hands held behind her back, moving up and down on Devon’s dick eagerly and submissively. Directly below her was Julie, dressed similarly in a red cupless corset and red spiked collar, but instead of panties, she had on a tiny leather skirt that was only about six inches long and didn’t cover any of her protruding ass. Her heels were the reverse of Lacy’s. Red with black soles. Julie's eyes were uncovered, looking up at the camera and at Devon as she was submissively swirling her tongue and sliding her lips all over his hairy balls.

“Goddamn girls, yes…oh shit.” He was panting hard. Chest slick with sweat so ripe that it was dripping down along his hairy belly and down to his pubic area. “Fucking worship it. God fucking yes, swallow it all, you married cunt.” Devon chuckled, the camera shaking slightly, focusing back on Lacy as she was pushed down all the way, gaging and grunting as her nose was pressed into his sweaty smelling crotch. “Like that? Hm? Little prim and proper church mom swallowing my big dick?”

He grabbed her hair and pulled her up. Lacy gasped and coughed, saliva dripping down her chin as she tried to catch her breath. “Y…yes…yes sir…I love your cock.”

Devon pulled the braid and made Lacy arch back. “You like it more than that little dick, husband? Hm?”

Lacy groaned, throat exposed, the collar digging in and rubbing against her pale skin, leaving a red mark. “Yes…god fucking yes, sir. Your cock is so big. So good. I love it.”

With a laugh, Devon pushed the married mom back down onto his cock, all the way to the back of her throat. “God!” He grunted as her throat spasmed, tightening around him and making him pulse with pleasure. “Fuck, I never would have guessed your mouth was useful for more than just our status meetings.” He was openly laughing now.

Julie never stopped sucking and licking along Devon’s balls, making them drip onto her cheeks and down her neck. Little drops and bubbles landed on her exposed tits.

“Ohhh yes baby, get lower Julie. I want you to lick my ass while this little whore has my cock in her married throat.” Devon growled.

There was no hesitation. Julie moved under Devon’s balls and by the sounds he began to make, her tongue was lapping at his sweaty ass.

Devon clicked the progress bar and started scrolling it forward. His cock was hard, and he was already inserting his dick into the opening of the fleshlight, stretching it to its limit much like he did with the women he fucked. Adjusting his position in his chair, one hand on his mouse and the other holding the fleshlight, he moved the progress bar to the next favorite spot.

The camera was close up to Julie’s beautiful plump ass. Cheeks open and skin slick with sweat and fluids, the sight of a sparkling black gem buttplug filled the camera before it panned down to the sight of her smooth, juicy cunt and the pink tongue lapping up between her labia.

Rough panting filled the microphone. Julie was squatting over Lacy’s face, her tongue lapping at Julie’s pussy, deep and slow. Lacy was still blindfolded, laying on the bed and her hands holding onto the other woman’s cheeks as she ate her out.

“That’s right. Deep. Push that fucking tongue deep.” Devon could be heard saying. “How’s that feel, Julie? Hm? How’s it feel to have your cunt eaten by a girl for the first time?”

The camera moved, shifting and shaking before it came to rest in front of Julie, her cheeks flushed and eyes lidded, mouth open, panting with the ecstasy of feeling Lacy’s tongue. “G…good.” She moaned. “Oh, it’s good…s…sir…” she stammered.

Devon’s meaty hand came into frame and caressed her cheek. “Good girl. Squat down more. Smother that little mother with your pussy.”

Julie nodded, eyelids fluttering.

The camera moved back and brought both women into frame. Julie squatted down over Lacy’s face, making Lacy bury her nose against the buttplug and mouth completely covered by her cunt. On the bed, Lacy had her legs open wide, her leather panties revealed to have a zipper down the front, and unzipped to reveal her smooth little slit that was puffy and glistening with need.

“It’s time to taste your first pussy, Julie.”

Julie’s hands were on her perked up tits over the corset. She looked over at Devon and the camera like she was in a trance. Moaning and panting. Breathing heavily through her nose as if she were high. With a short, lazy nod, Julie looked down between the other woman’s legs and leaned down, grabbing hold of Lacy’s ankles, and gently began lapping along the exposed mound in front of her face.

Devon stayed steady. Filming the two married women in a sixty-nine position, Julie grinding her pussy down against Lacy’s mouth and nose. Tongue lashing at the young mother’s wet pussy and moaning at the new, tart taste.

Coming closer, Devon smacked Julie’s ass hard and gripped it in his palm, squeezing. Then he moved his hand up along her backside and along her spine till he came to the back of her neck and gripped it, pushing Julie to eat Lacy deeper. “Eat that fucking mom cunt. Taste it. Maybe one day you’ll taste like a mom, huh Julie? You want that?” Devon grabbed hold of Julie’s honey hair and pulled her up, turning her to look at him. “You want the cunt getting licked to be a mom cunt some day?”

Julie was blushing and looking nervously into the camera. She didn’t answer. After a second, Devon pushed her back down into the pussy below her. Devon smacked her ass again, then pressed the butt plug a bit deeper into her, making her groan as she devoured Lacy.

Devon’s eyes were glued to the screen, his hand pumping the fleshlight up and down the full length of his cock, staring at the two women eating each other. Submitting to everything he wanted them to do. It was one of his best conquests. Best experiences. He’d never have thought shy church going Lacy Jordan would be such a submissive, kinky, slut. But just as he’d been dragged into Julie and Tom’s fantasy, he’d also been lassoed into Lacy’s exploration of kink and BDSM. It was unfortunate that this was the only time he got to have fun with her before she changed jobs. Her exit had left a hole in his team as well as left him yearning for more adventures with someone so kinky. Julie definitely leaned towards being submissive, but not nearly as much as Lacy had been.

But it was no use longing for what he couldn’t have. He had the memory. He had the video. That would have to be enough.

He clicked to the next portion of the video.

“Oh god! Oh fuck! FUCK ME OH GOD!” Lacy was screaming. The camera was filming them from the side. Devon behind her, holding her arms behind her back by the elbows and reaming into her pussy hard and deep, gritting his teeth and grunting with every heavy slap of his stomach and thighs against Lacy’s firm ass.

“That’s right! Fucking scream! Feel how deep I fucking am in that cunt! Married cunt! What would your kids say, you fucking whore! Huh? Seeing you like this for a fat slob like me, huh?” Devon pulled at Lacy’s arms, making her arch back more as she pressed her knees into the bed. Her tits were bouncing fast, nipples with their clips shaking as Devon continued his relentless pace.

“GOD OH GOD FUCK!” Lacy arched her head back, eyes still covered by the leather blindfold.

“Get over here! Get a closeup of me in her!” Devon grunted, still pistoning and making Lacy’s ass jiggle and turn pink with the continuing slaps.

The camera moved forward, being held by Julie, and hovered over Lacy’s ass, catching the glimpses of her cheeks flapping open to show her lips stretching and gripping on Devon’s cock.

“Fuck! Oh fucking shit.” Devon groaned. “Your pussy is so fucking tight for a mom. Oh god your husband must be fucking pathetic!”

Lacy was just whimpering and gasping as Devon rammed.

“Take it! Take my fucking cock. OH god fucking beg me to ruin you!” He leaned forward, briefly letting one of her arms go and slapping her cheek, making it quickly turn pink. “Fucking beg!” It was a gruff order, and then he was grabbing her arms again, holding her back and thrusting like he was drilling for oil.

“Please!” Lacy gasped, and her voice was halting and ragged as Devon continued his assault. “Fuck me! Fuck! Oh, holy god above you’re so big, so deep! Please Devon, please, sir! Take me! You’re stretching me! You’re so much bigger than my husband! So big! So fucking deep! Oh, heaven god yes, please please! I’m cumming. I’m going to cum!”

“That’s right! Cum on my cock! Cum for me!” Devon let go of Lacy’s arms and quickly grabbed her hips, beginning to ram in harder. “Get closer! I want to film this! Film me cumming inside her!”

Julie moved closer, the sounds of Lacy’s juicy wet cunt sloshing and splashing. The slaps of sweaty wet skin echoing. Devon’s hands pulling open her ass cheeks to show his penis disappearing into the young married mother over and over. Her lips were so tight and stretched, gripping him and sucking at him every time he pulled out.

“Oh, my god!” The whisper came from Julie…

It was Julie’s muttered words that always sent Devon over the edge. Seeing Lacy’s tight little pussy stretching on him, cumming and coating him in thick cream, just as Julie focused and whispered, it triggered Devon’s orgasm on screen as well as off.

Sitting back in his chair, he stroked the fleshlight faster and faster, beginning to grunt and unleash his torrent of cum into the silicone mold of a vagina. On screen, he was shooting his cum into Lacy. Gripping her hips and thrusting deep and groaning. He could still feel the echoes of emptying himself into the woman. Shooting thick jets into her.

Not long after that, she’d gotten dressed, put on a cute pair of satin green bikini panties and went home. She’d mentioned her husband loved watching cum drip out of her, so she needed to get home quick to give him a good show.

They never talked about what happened after that night. At work, they interacted as if nothing had happened. Lacy did her work. Devon did his. And then a month later she moved on to a different job. He’d hoped to have her more than once, but it just didn’t seem to be in the cards. But he still had Julie.

Spent, relaxing and sinking into his chair with deep breaths and a heavy pounding heart, Devon shut his eyes and exited the video. There was still about ten minutes of it left. But he could watch that another time. He’d gotten what he needed and wanted. It was a difficult task to not just suddenly fall asleep right there at his computer, fleshlight still on him and slumped in his chair. But he forced himself up and went to the bathroom to clean himself up. Maybe one day he could have Julie move in. That seemed like a long shot, of course, but if her marriage was strained, he might be able to talk her into coming and staying with him.

Then he could have her whenever he wanted. Morning and night. He wasn’t into charity, so Julie would have to ‘pay’ to stay somehow. Sex seemed like the easiest way. Though he wouldn’t frame it that way. He’d be the nice guy and offer her his place with no strings. But she’d know her place. On his cock. On her knees. That’s where she belonged.

Hopefully, after their visit to the club, he’d be one step closer to that way of life. If not… Well, life often took unexpected turns. He’d just have to ride the waves and see where he ended up.

— —

Gwen hadn’t expected Tom to be so good. Not that she’d thought he would be bad in bed or anything, he was good looking and in good shape. And even before Carrie had told her a few of the naughty details of her encounter, she’d clocked Tom as a guy who knew what he was doing in the bedroom. She’d learned to scope it out over the years after her divorce and once she’d gone through her time at Club Sway, pulling herself out of her spiralling self doubt.

But she’d never expected this level of prowess. How could Julie forsake this man and go jumping into bed with some big cocked douche? Sure, size could be fun. She’d had her share of big cocks at Sway, but size was only the tip of the iceberg. Skill. Stamina. Passion. There was so much more to sex than just a big swinging dong.

It had taken some prodding, pushing, but Tom had taken control. He was still clearly in his head, but he wasn’t holding back as much. And he certainly wasn’t having any problem getting hard. Gwen swiveled and moved her hips like a belly dancer as she sat on Tom’s lap, his cock balls deep inside her. It fit her like a glove. Her lips clinging to him and tunnel squeezing as his hands held her against him, balls pressed to her ass.

Fuck, it felt good. She swirled her hips slowly, feeling his cock head rubbing up inside, grazing her g-spot in just the right way that made her skin break out in goosebumps. Her hair was matted in sweat, hands on his firm chest as she relished in the feeling of his bare cock. Tom would move his hips in little spasms, pressing up into her and then resting again to let her move. It made him groan with just as much pleasure as Gwen was experiencing, though his moans were muffled.

Carrie was sitting on Tom’s face, facing Gwen as she ran her hands through her sweaty, short white hair. Her mouth was open in silent gasps as Tom lapped at her pussy, his nose rubbing her asshole. Gwen looked down to where Carrie’s knees were on either side of Tom’s head and caught glimpses of his wet chin and lashing tongue.

“Fuuuuuck.” Carrie sighed. “Oh, my fucking god, Tom. Oh, fucking shit…”

Tom couldn’t respond. All he could do was move his hips and press his tongue against Carrie’s clit and into her tunnel.

Gwen raked her nails over Tom’s chest, leaving little red trails. Not hurting him, just giving him a little painful stimulation. “Hear that Tom?” Gwen purred, trying not to lose herself and forget what she was trying to do. “Carrie likes what you’re doing. Looks like you actually can please a woman.” She teased, and immediately felt Tom respond.

He grunted angrily into Carrie’s pussy, making her gasp as he lashed at her more erratically with his tongue, and dug his nails into Gwen’s ass cheeks, starting to thrust into Gwen’s cunt more forcefully.

“OH!” Gwen couldn’t hold back the sudden rush of pleasure as his cock pressed and rubbed inside her in just the right spot. He was the exact right length to reach her little bundle of nerves. Others were too long. Some, too small. But Tom had a goldilocks cock. It was just right. “Oh, holy shit!”

At her exclamation, Tom pumped a bit harder, making Gwen ride, bouncing on him as he continued eating Carrie.

“Ohhhh fuck, fuck fuck.” Carrie moaned, hands going to her breasts. “Oh god can we make this our weekly status meeting instead of those boring ones we have at the office?” She chuckled as she panted, grinding and swiveling her hips against Tom’s mouth. “God Tom, you can convince me of anything with your tongue.”

Gwen was getting just as lost as Carrie. Her pussy was clutching onto Tom’s thickness. She wanted to push his buttons a bit more, but now that she was approaching her own orgasm… Maybe he’d suffered enough. When she’d been going through the same treatment at Sway, even she had been given breaks to just indulge.

“Ohhhh god yes Tom, yes… fucking right there…” Gwen gripped his sides and began to bounce along with his thrusts. Her body moved languidly, like a snake, hips and stomach and breasts swaying like a smooth wave as Tom moved inside her.

“Fuck! OH FUCK!” Tom moaned into Carrie’s cunt.

Carrie reached down, pressing Tom more firmly into her pussy. “Stop talking…fuck I’m close… God, Tom please…please!” Carrie’s nipples were rock hard, her skin beginning to glisten with a sheen of sweat and her muscles tensing as she began to ride an oncoming orgasm.

Gwen began thrusting herself down on Tom, feeling him tensing just like Carrie was. They were all on the verge of an orgasm. “Shit! Oh god, your fucking cock is good, Tom. So good!” Gwen wasn’t lying. Wasn’t trying to stroke the broken man’s ego. Tom really didn’t have anything to be ashamed of when it came to his sexual prowess. Whatever Devon had done to him in his marriage, whatever Julie had done, it was all undeserving.

With her own orgasm beginning to rush through her, Gwen grabbed Carrie by the back of the neck and pulled her into a deep kiss as they both climaxed from Tom’s attention. Their clenching and dripping pussys made Tom tumble over the edge, his hips thrusting hard and erratically into Gwen’s pussy, balls convulsing and shooting his load deep into her. Gwen felt it. The heat and sticky thickness of Tom’s semen coating her inside and flooding her. It had been a while since she’d had sex, let alone let a man cum inside her. The feeling was intoxicating and euphoric. Combine that with kissing Carrie, feeling the woman’s hands grasping at her tits and touching her’s in return, Gwen’s mind was awash in a sea of pleasure.

And things were only just getting started…

— —

“That’s right…fucking take me… fucking own me!” Carrie groaned, her face pressed against the floor-length mirror against the wall next to the bathroom. She stood, her whole body pressed to the cool surface, her breath fogging up the mirror as Tom held her by the back of the neck with one hand, and his other on her hip, her ass out just enough for him to thrust his cock into her.

Every hard plunge made Carrie press against the silver surface, thunk thunk thunk,  grunting in pleasure and a little pain. Tom’s nails were digging into her hip. His hand was tight on her neck, most likely leaving minor bruises along the sides. But Carrie didn’t mind. Tom was strangely adept at applying the right kind of pressure and force that she liked. She wasn’t a full-blown BDSM kinda girl, but she liked things a little rough, and Tom just seemed naturally inclined to give her exactly what she was looking for.

“Oh god Tom! Oh god! Fuck, come on… you can do better… be better… than… D…Devon!” She mocked him lightly, looking at him in the mirror as she met his angry stare.

“Don’t fucking say his name!” He growled and the next thrust made Carrie’s eyes roll and an orgasm burst through her as he pushed her harder against the mirror and began thrusting deeper into her pussy.

“Yes! Yes! Ooooooh fuck. Fuck me, god fuck me!” She whimpered as the pain mixing with the pleasure blossomed, her orgasm like a bursting firework, juices dripping down her thighs and down Tom’s balls.

A soft flushing sound broke the sexual tension, and the bathroom door opened. Gwen stepped out brushing back her hair and leaned against the doorframe, watching Tom’s backside as he continued fucking Carrie.

“J…jea…jealous?” Carrie breathed, watching Gwen in the mirror with a cocky grin.

“Oh, I’ll get mine soon, I’m sure. Tom doesn’t wanna be outdone by some fat slob. He’s gotta work on his stamina.” Gwen swayed forward, completely naked, tits swaying and pussy on display between her firm thighs. She gave Tom’s flexing ass a slap. “Right Tom? Hm? Think you can fuck two women all night?”

He turned to look at her, that same anger and determination and frustration burning in his gaze as he continued thrusting to Carrie from behind. “Stop it.” He growled.

Gwen touched his shoulders and leaned in, her face just an inch away from his. Carrie’s cheek pressed firmly to the mirror, but she watched them in the reflection.

“Make me stop Tom. Don’t be a pathetic limp dick. A little cuck. Show us what a real man can do.” Gwen grinned wickedly.

Tom stared back at her, the tension in his grip and plunging thrusts made Carrie arch against him as he continued fucking. “I’m not… I…” He was stuttering even as he looked infuriated.

Leaning the last few inches in, Gwen kissed Tom hard and deep. Her tongue playfully licking at his lips. “Show us Tom.” She bit his lip. “Be a man. Show your wife… prove her bull wrong.”

The mention of his wife made him fuck harder into Carrie, making her gasp in the most exquisite pleasure, making her go onto her toes as another orgasm crashed into her. Tom’s hand left Carrie’s neck and quickly grabbed Gwen by the hair, bringing her back in for a hard kiss. Lips smashing and tongues lashing. “You want me to show you?” He panted, lips barely apart as he held his grip in her hair.”

Gwen’s lustful gaze bore into Tom. “Yeah… show me Tommy boy. Tell me what you want. Make me want it too.”

Tom grunted, nostrils flaring, feeling Carrie’s contracting pussy squeezing him as he kept up his muscle burning pace. “Fuck… fuck… mmm… I want you to taste Carrie’s cunt dripping on my balls.” He finally breathed, his hips continuing their rhythm, pushing Carrie against the mirror making her whimper with ecstasy.

It was clear Tom was trying to hold onto the balance of control, demand, desire, and fury. It was clear on his dripping, sweaty face. 

Gwen licked a bead of sweat from his nose and smiled wickedly at him. “That’s my boy.” With a huge grin, Gwen knelt down beneath Tom and Carrie and began to lap at his dripping balls.

— —

Gwen’s words were like poisoned honey as I sheathed myself inside her again. On her back, legs wrapped around my waist, hands in my hair gripping almost painfully, my arms wrapped around her under her arms and pulling on her hair in turn, our eyes were locked.

“Come on Tom.” Gwen panted. I could practically see her breath. We were covered in sweat. The room’s air had been turned down to cool us off while we were engaged in the raging, burning activity of passion. “Don’t give out on me now… Make me believe you’re better than  your wife’s lover.” Every word was breathy, shallow, raw from all the moans and gasps and screams through the night.

I’d lost track of time. When we’d started. How often we’d been going at it. My mind was a jumble of feelings, touch, ecstasy, pain, pleasure. Seeing Carrie’s face contorted in perverse delight. Gwen’s intense stare as I slid myself inside her over and over. Of our faces together, sucking me, kissing my cock, coating it in saliva and dripping pre-cum. It was all accompanied by teasing words, little humiliations that drove me on. They pushed my buttons. Pressed at my sore spots. Made me want to prove myself. To prove to them that I wasn’t some pathetic man that had given his wife away.

The look in Gwen’s eyes was a burning, boiling volcano ready to explode. Her breath was hot, tangy, moist as it hit my face. Our noses almost touching, sweat dripping down along our cheeks, lips, brows. It had been at least ten minutes in this position, a slow tantric pose, movements firm but slow.

I slid himself into Gwen again, pressing completely, stretching and rubbing inside her, making her gasp, mouth hanging open as she kept eye contact. Then I moved back, gliding out of her cunt, feeling the heat and juices of our connection dripping. I only moved halfway out of her before moving right back inside, making her gasp again.

“Oh… fu… mmmm….” She wouldn’t close her eyes. She kept them locked with mine. It was otherworldly. A whole new experience that I didn’t have anything to compare it to.

Over the years, I’d looked into Julie’s eyes plenty during sex. And when we’d started our hotwifing and cuckolding adventure, I’d looked in her eyes when Devon was inside her or doing things to her. But this sort of eye contact was… it was merciless. Intense. Burning and freezing all at once. I couldn’t look away. All I was experiencing was the mind numbing pleasure of Gwen’s squeezing vagina. The feel of her sweaty warm body against mine. Nipples rubbing over my chest as mine did the same.

“That’s it Tom. That’s it. Show me what you can do…” Gwen gripped my hair tighter, her eyes challenging as I rammed back inside the divorced mother and felt my balls slap her ass, making her whole body ripple and jump with the pleasure of our union.

Carrie let out a soft snort, laying just a couple feet away from us on the bed. She was sleeping soundly, arms splayed and legs open, a thick stream of cream dripping from her pussy that I had unloaded inside her earlier. Somehow, I had managed to fuck Carrie asleep. Or maybe just exhausting her enough that right after she collapsed on the bed she was out like a light.

Now it was just me and Gwen. My muscles were burning. Everything in me was exhausted, but my cock was relentlessly hard. I moved in and out slowly, feeling the contours and ridges of Gwen’s pussy, her lips dragging along my shaft. It was amazing, all the sensation, the cool of the room on my back as the heat of our bodies fed into each other.

“Fuck!” Gwen hissed with the next plunge. “God Tom, like that… yes… just like that…”

I grit my teeth, trying to keep the slow, steady pace, but somehow that was harder than just pounding into her. The control of my muscles, my limbs, my erection, it was a study in self control that I’d never imagined I’d be involved in.

Gwen swiveled her hips a little under me, her legs tightening. “Tom…” she breathed. “Take me Tom.” She was whispering now, sultry and needy. “You want your wife back? You want your confidence, your life, everything back… then take it. Take me. Take Carrie. Take Julie.” Her fingers threaded through Tom’s hair, no longer pulling but caressing and teasing. “Take us like a real man. Not a dick. A MAN.”

Her words felt contradictory from what she’d been telling me earlier. That real men don’t ‘take’. But it was clear, even in my sex addled brain, that this sort of taking was different. It wasn’t a barbarian coming in and taking something that belonged to another. This was the sort of taking like a charismatic salesman, enticing and convincing. Gwen wanted him to convince her, and Carrie, and Julie that he was what they wanted. Needed.

“I’m…” I grunted with each word. “I… don’t… wan… want to… own…” I couldn’t finish the sentence. My cock was being squeezed so tightly inside my team lead that my head was becoming light, all the activity, the multiple times I’d cum, it was beginning to catch up to me.

“Good.” Gwen eased up and kissed me deeply, tongue sliding into my mouth as my cock slid back inside her. “Good. Women aren’t property. You’re not an owner.” Her heels dug into my lower back, pulling me deeper. “You’re a partner… you should be in this together… with Julie… with me… Carrie. It’s connection. It’s balance. Give and take. Communication.”

Gwen’s lips pressed to my mouth again, then moved down my jaw, pushing my chest up and kissing along my neck, then chest. “If you want to watch. Then watch. If you want to be humiliated and denied. Fine. But it’s about agreement. Partnership. You have to agree, Tom. You have to both want it and consent to it and get something out of it. But if you don’t… if only one person is getting something, and the other is left out… It's not love. It’s not healthy.” Her lips sucked against my nipple as I continued, moving my hips in and out of the velvet furnace of her cunt.

“I…” I was shaking from the strain. From the arousal. And from the emotion. All this teasing and pushing, it was all pointing back to my relationship and how it had been pushed through a shredder. At first it was fun. Both Julie and I had gotten something out of our meetings with Devon. But then… it had gone off the rails. Whatever agreement we’d had, it was torn and tossed aside. And the truth was, I had seen it and let it happen. I’d had plenty of opportunities to stop it, but I’d been too much of a coward.

What if I’d asked Julie to stop, and she didn’t want to? Well, that was obvious now. She wouldn’t have. Julie had admitted it. We’d gone too far. She’d been exposed and liberated. And for me to come along all of the sudden and want to take that new experience and life away from Julie was unfair.

It was all a mess. Unfair of me to want her to quit something she loved and enjoyed. Unfair that she’d lied, done things and hidden them from me. Unfair that I hadn’t been honest and instead just… run. Unfair that she would throw my feelings in my face, no matter how childish I may have handled it, my feelings were real, and she’d disregarded them. Unfair. Unfair. Unfair.

I had ruined everything by starting it. Julie had ruined our marriage by continuing and diving deeper down the rabbit hole than we’d agreed. Devon had ruined our marriage by inserting himself and pushing Julie and me further than we’d wanted to go. Everyone was at fault.

Now… Now it was a matter of who would stand up and try to fix it.

I opened his eyes, not realizing I’d closed them as all the thoughts of guilt and anger and despair washed over me. My fatigue had finally made the last wall crumble in my mind. Tears were slipping down my cheeks. Gwen’s hands were on either side of my face, thumbs gently rubbing away the tears.

“It’s my fault…” I whispered, even as I continued driving my cock deep into Gwen. The sound of her wet pussy sealing around me, juices dripping and gliding, filling my mind.

Gwen simply nodded. Quietly listening as we connected.

“I let it happen…” My breaths were becoming ragged. My orgasm was undeniable, but I tried to hold back anyway.

Her lips pressed against me even as I continued. “I didn’t stop it. I wanted to. I could have. But I just left… I said nothing… I… I don’t… I didn’t… I’ve lost her.” I was crying as I started thrusting harder, faster. The emotions mixing. The feelings twisting and mingling and becoming one huge wave of solid indefinable feeling.

“You… you haven’t…” Gwen was shaking under me, her own orgasm on the rise along with mine. “Not… oh oh fuck… fuck… not unless she says it… says it’s over… oh god Tom, oh holy god!” Every muscle in Gwen’s body was tightening, her skin was on fire. She was squeezing me closer, and I was thrusting in shorter, shallower motions. “Fuck… fuckfuck god… You haven’t lost Tom… not until she says she doesn’t want you… that she doesn’t love you… need you… you’re not done unless… unless….” She was arching into me, her words becoming whimpers as we tried to have a meaningful conversation as we both were nearing explosive orgasms.

“Un…less…w hat…!” I groaned and grunted and rammed harder each time, looking into her eyes.

“Unless… you quit…” She grabbed my shoulders, nails digging in deep enough to almost draw blood. “Don’t quit, Tom. Fuck oh god don’t quit. Don’t stop. Never fucking stop! OH FUCKING GOD!” She was screaming, arching. I wasn’t sure if we were still having the same conversation or if now it was all about her orgasm. I didn’t care.

Both of us groaned and cried out as we began to cum. Gwen’s pussy clenching down on my cock so hard it almost hurt, and then I was unleashing the last and most potent torrent of cum of the night. I pulsed, my muscles straining, my brain practically going black as my cum shot into Gwen. Gush. Gush. A burning flame thrower of seed into her depths as we came together in a tantric orgasm.

Our bodies were slick with sweat. Making our skin stick together. Holding tight and pressing firm. Gwen bit at my neck as she whimpered, riding the orgasm as it washed through her, a river that didn’t want to slow. It was a flash flood and the smooth motion of her pleasure was overflowing. My ejaculation was hard, intense. It kept pulsing, and somehow it felt like I was emptying everything into her. I could feel my cum starting to ooze out, slick around her lips and dripping down her ass and over my balls, making them stick to her.

Our panting breaths were filling each other’s ears. Filling the room. We were both whimpering and crying as our pleasure and emotion just loomed higher and higher, pushing us over the edge and trying to smother us.

“Tom… Tom…” she gasped into my neck.

“Oh, fuck…” I groaned into her hair.

“Damn.” Carrie was next to us, having woken and cuddled closer. “You guys are hot.” She giggled, still a little sleepy.

Gwen finally lay back, head on the pillow, drenched in sweat, and looked over at Carrie with an equally sleepy gaze. “Just fucking kiss me.” She rasped.

Carrie slid closer and kissed Gwen hard and deep. I stayed hovering over them, arms shaking as my orgasm finally began to subside. I watched the girls kiss slowly and warmly, and then their eyes turned to me, looking up like sultry does, awaiting their fate as headlights barreled towards them.

I let himself fall forward into Gwen’s embrace, Carrie joining as we kissed in a three-way of lips and tongues. All the while, I stayed buried inside Gwen, unable to move, too sensitive to pull out. Our hands wandered, grasping breasts, asses, sides, cheeks, hair… It was a few moments of a tangle of tongues and moans and sweat and then… we drifted off. All together. Maybe not at the exact same moment. But we came to rest in a tangle, and eventually we were all out from exhaustion.

It was hard to tell how long we were like that. I woke up and the clock said it was three in the morning. But I couldn’t remember when we’d passed out. I was laying next to Gwen now, spooning her from behind. Her and Carrie were facing each other, hands clasped as if they’d fallen asleep holding them. With an effort, I moved away from Gwen, our skin still sticking together and peeling apart uncomfortably. Once I was away, I rolled off the bed and lightly walked towards the bathroom, closing the door to relieve myself and then slipped into the shower to try to clean myself off.

The water was cold and it felt refreshing as I washed away the sweat and the cum and other fluids from the long session of fucking we’d just had. I still couldn’t believe it had happened. What I’d done. How Gwen and Carrie had pushed and prodded and gotten me to react. But most of all… I felt lighter. Like, all the weight of the past few days and the months before as everything began to fall apart, was no longer on my shoulders.

Strange to think maybe I’d ‘fucked’ the pain away. But I knew it was more than that. That last time, that last orgasm with Gwen, the words… the confession… tears… it had released a knot that had been tied inside me. Now all my emotions were loose and I could feel. Everything wasn’t solved… far from it. But at least I’d started.

Now I needed to figure out next steps.

I got out of the shower, not bothering with a towel to cover up after I was dry. The room was quiet, the only sound was the air conditioner and the girls' soft breathing as they continued to sleep on the bed. For a moment, I just stood and stared down at my two coworkers. This was going to make work awkward. Or… maybe not. Maybe we could be mature adults and just… be professional in the office and then outside… what… be awkward? Intimate? Nothing at all?

That was a whole other can of worms I’d have to deal with later.

Grabbing my phone, I looked at the last text I’d sent to Julie. Read through the transcript of the voicemail she’d left. I sat on the edge of the bed and re-read it again. And again. It was hard to imagine that Julie didn’t love me. That she was lying in the message, considering what she’d yelled at me when I’d gone back to the house. But we’d both said things, done things, acted less than mature.

Instead of confronting the problem, I ran. Then we’d yelled and blamed and argued. All of that had just made things worse. 

I sighed and put my phone aside. The only way things were going to get fixed was if I confronted them. Gwen was right. Things were only over if I stopped. The only way that was going to happen was if I confronted Julie face to face. If she didn’t want me, then she needed to say it to my face.

There was no time like the present.

Careful to stay quiet, I got dressed, trying to ignore the soreness in my muscles. I left a quick note on the nightstand so the girls didn’t think I’d abandoned them or left them with the room bill, and then slipped out… headed home.

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 7

===========================

Three days and my house no longer felt like home. Everything in it felt foreign even though it was all the same. Not a single thing had changed since leaving. But when I walked inside… it smelled different. Stale. Like when you’ve been gone on vacation and when you get back, there’s just a stagnant feel to the air. A settling of dust. The feeling of abandonment.

I walked through the house and found Julie laying in bed sleeping, sprawled out with the covers tangled and falling off. She was naked and looked sweaty and… beautiful. My heart ached looking at her. There was a time I wanted to see this sight so badly…

The memory of our wedding night, after a long day at the wedding and reception, and then we were in the hotel suite. Her dress slipping off and seeing her in a completely sheer body teddy clinging to every curve. Tits pressed tightly against the material. Her sex nicely trimmed. Watching as she lay back on the bed, spreading her legs and beckoning me to her.

I sat down on the bed next to Julie, taking her hand as she slept. A soft moan escaped her lips. A little whimper. I squeezed her hand and then picked up the sheets and tucked her in.

Part of me wanted to get in bed, our bed, and sleep with her. I was exhausted. From all the stress and anxiety. From all the sex I’d suddenly been having after having none for so long. I was sore. Worn down. And just… done.

I stopped at the bedroom door, looking back at Julie. At the photos around the room of our vacations and weddings. Thinking of the plans we were making. Of soft things said in this room while we cuddled. Talking about children when she was on top of me, riding, moaning, telling me how much she wanted me to put a baby inside her. It was all too much. Too much.

Tears slipped down my face as I just stood. Stood for I don’t know how long, but I was aching by the time I finally moved and went to the kitchen. I wasn’t sure what to do. What to say. I’d come back on a whim. After Gwen and Carrie had challenged me. Tried to build me back up.

A part of me wanted to yell. Scream. Another part just wanted to get on my knees and beg her to take me back. To start over.

I moved like a robot. It was nearly five in the morning now and though I was exhausted, there was no way I was getting to sleep. I started some coffee. Sat at the table when it was done, taking it black, and pulled out my phone. My fingers hovered over the screen, unsure what to do… No, I knew what to do. I knew what I needed to do. I was just scared. I was angry. Broken.

Done.

There were so many things to say. That we needed to say. Things I knew would hurt and probably…potentially, break us.

But we were already broken. The question was, could we put it back together?

I slumped back in my chair and took a slow sip of my coffee, grimacing at the bitter taste and heat. But it woke me up. It made me brave, or maybe foolish. I began to search for a divorce lawyer.

…

Julie woke feeling another wave of nausea. But it subsided quickly, and then she just felt sore and tired. She brushed her matted hair away from her face and slowly sat up, pulling the sheets against her chest. The smell of coffee reached her senses and helped clear the fog of dreams and nightmares from her mind.

Coffee?

Who was making coffee?

Slipping out of bed, Julie looked around for her robe but couldn’t find it, so instead went to her drawers and grabbed a pair of pink yoga pants and slipped them on, not bothering with panties. They were tighter than usual. Geez, was she gaining weight? She shook off the thought and pulled on a t-shirt and went out into the kitchen.

Sure enough, there was a half full pot of coffee, fresh and smelling Devine. Julie didn’t care where it had come from. Maybe Devon had come back… ugh, that’s the last thing she wanted right now. Even if her pussy throbbed at the idea of a morning pounding.

No. No. Get it together, Julie. Your marriage is hanging by a thread and you can’t be thinking about another man fucking you in the morning when you don’t even know where your husband is…

She froze with her mug at her lips. The warmth and aroma further clearing her mind.

Tom.

As if in a dream, Julie drifted out of the kitchen into the dining room and saw her husband sitting at the table. He had his own mug of coffee, sipping it slowly. The look on his face was… it was of utter defeat. It broke Julie’s heart.

Everything was so broken. And she was quickly realizing that a good deal of it was her fault. Hell, what had she just been thinking about not a minute ago? Devon fucking her first thing in the morning. How sick was that? Especially when her husband was on the edge. When he’d left! She needed to fix this. Fix herself. Fix them.

She wanted to run to him. To hug him. Instead, she remained numb and calm and walked in, and quietly sat down across from him. Tom remained quiet, hands on his mug, looking down. Julie reached out and put a hand on his, her wedding ring glittering in the early morning light streaming through the windows.

“Tom.” she whispered.

He looked up. There was love in his eyes. She could see it. The same look she’d seen when he proposed. When they stood making their vows. When he was towering over her, taking off his tux jacket, helping her undo his pants to finally free the penis she’d been dying for since they’d fallen in love. The depths in his eyes showed so many memories. That first memory of sliding inside her. Her gasp. The depths of concern and love in his gaze. Then the kisses. The love making. Which led to fucking. Sharing themselves with each other.

“Tom.” she repeated, squeezing his hand. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” Tom breathed, taking her hand and squeezing back.

Silence settled. They both sipped from their coffee, sitting, holding hands. When Tom finally spoke, it wasn’t what Julie was expecting.

“Do you enjoy sex with Devon more than me?”

Julie sucked in a breath as if she’d been slapped. “I…Tom…” Guilt swept through her… then anger. Was he seriously going to try and gaslight her like this?

“No lies Julie. We need… we need to clear the air. We need to be honest. No lies. No sugar coating things. Let’s do this now. Rip the bandaid. Be blunt. Tell the truth. If we want… if we want to survive this, then we can’t hold back.” The look on Tom’s face was pained. Clearly he didn’t want to tell the truth, or hear it, but his wants were immaterial. Their marriage was falling apart quickly. If they wanted to salvage anything, survive the collapsing of what they’d built, then they had to clear away the debris.

Julie’s shoulders slumped but her eye were steel. “Tom, you know that’s not a simple yes or no question. That’s not fair.”

“It’s not about fair…” He started.

“Don’t try to turn this around on me Tom. I know… I know that I’ve got some guilt in this, but so do you. Don’t try to push this on me…”

“I’m not… I’m not trying to…I know that’s not really a fair question. But… There's truth in it. Isn’t there? That you like Devon more… I don’t mean the man himself, but…” He waved a hand as if trying to encompass the words without saying them.

“Sex.” Julie sighed, slumping down and taking hold of her mug. “Yes, Tom. I… if you wanna boil it down, then yes. I enjoy sex with Devon more than I do with you. But it’s not like I didn’t like sex with you, or that I don’t like it now.”

“We haven’t had sex in two months, Julie. Don’t try to say you still like it when we haven’t done it.”

Her grip tightened on her mug. “I… well, I… I thought we were in agreement on that. That…” She blew out a breath and leaned forward, face in her hands. “What do you want me to say Tom? Sex with Devon is…” She waved a hand and then made a gesture with her fingers like an exploding firework. “And… well, with you it was just… average. That’s not a bad thing, it’s just the truth. And besides…” She cringed and then just blurted, “You were impotent. You couldn’t get it up for me. Was I just supposed to go without? You said everything was okay…”

Tom rested his head against his palm, elbow on the table. “Average.” He muttered bitterly, then took a shuddering breath. “I should have told you I was having trouble. That… seeing you… I don’t know how to explain it.” His teeth started to grind. “I just couldn’t…compare. Or… fuck, this is so complicated. I was turned on, but my body was telling me there was no point in getting an erection. I wasn’t going to get to have sex with you. I wasn’t going to satisfy you. Not compared to Devon.”

Julie started to speak, but Tom put a hand on hers, quieting her.

“I… listen, I’m not saying you are actually comparing. Not in the like… moral or… or personality sense. And I know size isn’t everything and all that stuff. But… he’s clearly got some skill… ugh!” Tom dropped his head, hands in his hair gripping. “Fuck. I don’t know what I’m saying.”

They sat quietly, awkwardly, and then Tom sat back up with a deep breath. “You like sex with him better…”

“Can we not dwell on this? What does it matter, Tom. Yes. I enjoy sex with Devon. The man is somewhat repulsive, but he’s not like… some evil megalomaniac or anything. My only enjoyment from him is… the sex.” She emphasized. “That’s all. He doesn’t make me smile. Laugh. He’s not the one I saved up with and celebrated when we bought this house. He doesn’t sit with me when I’m sick. He’s not. My. husband.” She reached out again to connect, to hold his hand, taking it firmly. “You. Are.”

“But does that really mean anything when you push me to the side? Ignore me? Shame me?”

“Tom! It’s just fucking dirty talk!” Julie stood up, a sudden wave of nausea rocking her from the sudden movement. “That’s it! You said you got off on it! That you liked it! I’ve seen you jerk off to it countless times. And when you watched, afterwards you’d fuck the living daylights out of me. It was some of the best sex we’ve ever had!” There were tears brimming in her reddening eyes.

“Better than average, then? And what happened with that. What happened to us connecting again after? Huh? I seemed to recall you cuddling up with that lardass. Sending me to the fucking couch…” Tom was on his feet too, chair tumbling back making Julie jump in surprise.

“Don’t pull that bullshit! I never sent you to sleep on the couch. You did that! You watched, got your jollies and then left.” Julie was shaking, staring her husband down with a burning in her chest and churning in her stomach.

Tom grit his teeth. “I know! Don’t you think I know! I fucked up! Okay? Is that what you want to hear?”

Julie stood still. Tom rarely, if ever, yelled. And even when he did, it wasn’t like this. This was… this was painful. His voice was deep and haggard. His jaw was set and clenched.

“Fucking hell Julie! Don’t you think these last few days, I haven’t been torturing myself about the choices I made? We made? It was supposed to be fun. And it was! But… but then it wasn’t!” His voice cracked. “At some point… it… it changed. You changed.”

Something in Julie roared to life. A fire in her belly mixing with the continuing sea sick feeling. “Oh. So this is on me? The woman. Right. Of course. Because I can’t keep my legs shut when a big dick is swinging huh? Is that it? Is this because instead of doing this so you could get your rocks off, I started enjoying it? Liking Devon’s cock. The way he eats me. Fucks me. Takes me. Because I like that, I’ve changed. So that doesn’t make it fun anymore?” Her fists were shaking at her sides.

“That’s not what I said and you know it,” Tom growled, glaring back at her.

“Well, it’s sure as hell what you meant. Why else would you ask if I like sex with him better than you? It’s a fucking competition. Well, I’m not a fucking carnival prize Tom!” She rubbed the heel of her hand against her cheek, whipping away tears. “God, you men. You just treat me like an object. A whore. And you know what Tom… sometimes I like that. I like that Devon doesn’t respect me. Just uses me. There’s no shady agenda. No false masks of being a gentleman. He wants me for pleasure and that’s what he takes.”

She brought her gaze to her husband, feeling enraged and exposed. The sight of Tom shaking, trembling. Clearly upset. But all this emotion was whirling. It was a tornado. It was set to touch down and destroy. This anger was going to tear everything apart, cast it away. And if that happened… would there be anything left? A foundation? Could they rebuild?

“Tom…” Her voice quivered. “I love you. Sex with you is good. It always has been. But Devon… it’s different. It’s all different.”

“And you don’t want to give it up.” He whispered.

She thought for a second. Gave it true weight. Julie didn’t want her marriage to fall apart. Didn’t want to lose… everything. All of this… it was too much. There didn’t seem to be any right answer. Any good way to address this. How had things gotten so fucked? So twisted.

Maybe she could blame Devon. Maybe she could blame Tom. Or herself. Or everyone. Or no one. But ultimately, it didn’t matter who was at fault. Devon had gone along with their fantasy. Who could blame him? Julie had entertained Tom’s kinky desire. Tom had indulged Julie’s curiosity and desire to please him. It was a twisted web. Tangled and threatening to strangle them all.

“You said you wanted the truth.” Julie muttered. “Well. No. I don’t want to give this up. I don’t want to stop… to stop feeling this way. Getting the best fucking sex of my life. And yes… I do care about Devon. Not like I care for you, but I do have feelings. He’s not all bad. Rough. Uncouth. A dick in general, but he’s honest with his intentions.”

“Devon’s a fucking troll.” Tom grunted.

“Well…” That anger came sweeping back into Julie’s chest. “He’s a troll with a big cock and I love it. Fucking better than your limp…” She didn’t get a chance to finish.

Tom pushed Julie up against the wall, the photos shaking and tilting. She gasped. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but it surprised her. Eyes wide she stared at Tom as he grabbed her hand and brought it to his crotch.

“I’m not…l imp” His words were gravelly, strained.

Her eyes widened slightly. Tom was hard. Very hard. Pressing against his jeans. She hadn’t felt him erect in… in so long. She’d forgotten…

Julie’s fingers were unconsciously pulling at his jean button and zipper. Their eyes were locked. Both red. Tears welling up, but being suppressed.

“Devon is still bigger.” She breathed venomously. Why was she being so mean? So angry? Angry that her husband couldn’t get erect for her unless it was because he was degraded or seeing her degraded. It had been so long since they’d just… just had sex. Made love. Fuck, she couldn’t even remember…

Her hand was inside his pants, grabbing hold of his cock. No boxers. Had he forgotten to pack underwear? Did it matter? Underwear would have gotten in the way. She gripped hold and stifled a groan at the feel.

Tom pushed a hand against her chest, her breathing slightly stunted by the pressure. “You’re a fucking whore.” His teeth were grinding.

“For Devon. I’m his whore. And you like it. You know you do, so stop with this bullshit about it not being fun…” Julie was silenced when Tom pressed his mouth to hers. Hard. Biting. His teeth sharp against her lower lip and causing a swishing taste of iron. Tom’s hand moved from her chest to her neck and gripped it tight.

Julie gasped. His hold on her wasn’t tight enough to stop her breath, but it made it harder to take in a full breath. Her hand was moving up and down his shaft, squeezing it hard. Her other hand trailed up under Tom’s shirt and she raked her nails hard against his firm stomach.

“Do you even want me?” Tom whispered, bringing his face close to hers.

“You’re… my… husband…” She gasped each word, trying to catch her breath.

“That’s not what I asked.”

Julie felt his cock pulsing. Pre-cum dripping into her hand. It was so warm. Thick. God, she’d forgotten how thick Tom’s cum was. She rubbed her thumb along his tip, pressing firmly.

Tom growled. Shivers of arousal shaking him.

“You like that?” Julie whispered, breathing shallowly. “Like me jerking you off? Is that what your coworker did for you? Or did you fuck her? Hm… couldn’t get it up for me but you got it up for some floozy at work?” Jealousy burned inside. She knew it wasn’t fair. She’d been fucking Devon for almost a year. She’d fucked others. Women. Men. And she’d kept that from Tom. But… she didn’t want to share.

It was wrong. It was so fucked up. For her to want the freedom of sexual exploration. But to limit her husband. To deprive him of not only her pussy but the possibilities of others.

“Has this limp little dick even been able to please them?” Jule glared at her husband. The emotions were a concoction of anger, hatred, pity, fear, love, and desperation. She was on fire. Her pussy was soaked. It was leaking, staining her yoga pants.

The glare her husband gave her… fuck, it made her melt.

Tom grabbed her pants and ripped them down to expose her bare cunt. They scrambled without words, just primal grunts and growls. Julie gripped his cock and angled it towards her sex. Tom pushed her more firmly against the wall, hand on her throat and the other on her hip as his cock found her molten entrance. They both let out a deep, satisfied groan as his penis pushed inside, slipping easily into her folds.

“OHHHH FUCK!” Julie gasped, arching against the wall, head tilting back and Tom gripping tighter, making her dizzy with lack of air.

“Fucking shit… ahhhhh.” Tom groaned. He began to hump against her. Thrusting deep. His balls slapping against her as he pressed, making her ass bounce against the wall.

Together they grunted, the soft sound of wet slaps and slick thrusts filling the quiet. There were no words. They were at a loss. They were just primal fucking animals. The wall shook with each thrust. A picture finally fell with a crash of glass and wood.

It didn’t stop them.

Tom rutted her. Hard. Deep. And even though Devon was larger, this was still intense, stretching and rubbing against her inside, making every nerve ending burst into flame.

“God…” Julie finally found her words again. Her thoughts scrambled and boiling with emotion. “Fuck… Fuck Tom… oh god fuck… is this… is this how you fucked that floosy?” She spat at him.

Tom roared, let go of her neck, grabbed her hips and lifted her up, making her yelp. She grabbed hold of her husband as he spun them around and quickly brought her to the table, dropped her down onto her back with her legs high and folded up. Her yoga pants were still on but pulled around her thighs. Tom manhandled her, positioning himself again and thrusting hard and deep into her cunt.

“OHGOD!” she screamed in pain. But she didn’t care that it hurt. She wanted it to hurt. She needed to be punished for neglecting her husband. For cheating. She had to admit that. She’d cheated. The least she owed Tom was… was this… unbridled passion. The sort of thing she reserved for Devon…

Her husband began to drill. Thrusting hard and fast, pressing her into the table, making it shake and move. Their mugs of coffee, now cool, started to slosh, and Tom’s fell off the table, crashing to the floor. They ignored the mess. Tom grabbed hold of Julie’s hand and pinned them over her head, angling her upturned legs to the side, and continued thrusting, fucking her tight cunt and looking at her with fire in his eyes.

Torso twisted, arms pinned, Tom looming over her, thrusting angrily into her, Julie saw the pain there. In her husband’s eyes. His movements. When Devon fucked her, it wasn’t like this. He was asserting his perceived dominance. His control over Julie and the situation. Tom was trying to claim it. To wrestle it back.

“Fuck me.” Julie panted. She wanted this. God, she wanted Tom to take her back. The realization was alarming. Bubbling up like a geyser.

How long had it been since Tom had ‘reclaimed’ her? Had she really been so blinded by the pleasure she was getting, the experiences, that…

She’d forgotten him.

Fuck.

Tom thrust and she screamed as he hit deep, firm, stretching her around his base and driving her into the table.

“Fucking shit! OH GOD!” Julie whimpered. It was painful. But good. Her body had learned so much over the last months. Devon was often relentless on her. Pulling, slapping, ramming, spanking. What would have made her flinch just weeks ago was a point of desire now. She wanted it… but Tom had never given it to her. Until now.

He drilled hard, making her ass bounce on the solid wood. Grunting, and growling as he kept up the relentless pace.

“Tom… T… Tom…” Julie breathed, but her husband didn’t listen. He turned her over, so she was bent over, legs hanging off the table, and continued thrusting. Slapping her ass hard. Gripping it and digging in his nails.

“Shut… shut up…” Tom whimpered with his efforts. He grabbed her hair and pulled, making her arch back and her tits sway in her shirt as she hovered over the table, waist pressed into the edge as she balanced like that, toes barely able to touch the floor. “I… isn’t this… what you want…” Another harsh slap on her ass. “To… argh… to get fucked? Hm?”

She was whimpering. In pain. But it was beautiful pain. Aching all over. The nausea was back, but waves of pleasure overpowered it. Her cunt squeezing her husband so tightly, dripping her love down his pounding shaft and slapping balls.

“Or…or is the…mmmm fuck, the problem that… you don’t want to be fucked by ME!” Tom pushed her down again onto the table and began hammering into her like a speeding piston.

Julie screamed in a sudden orgasm. The waves crashed over her. Inside her. Her pussy convulsed as it was pummeled, becoming puffy and sensitive, but she never wanted it to stop. Her juices gushed. Dripping and spraying over Tom’s legs and onto the floor, creating a slick puddle.

Explosions echoed in Julie’s brain and through her body. Tom didn’t let up and… wow… fuck… he’d never ever been like this before. What had he been doing while he was gone? Reading some sort of Sex for Dummies book? It wasn’t that he’d ever been bad in bed, but this… this was so unlike him and Julie was melting for it.

Maybe it was… could it have been because he’d watched her with Devon? Absorbing how the man had fucked her? Taken her? And he’d learned. Learned from watching his wife get fucked. Something about that was even more arousing. To know that her performances hadn’t been in vain.

“Fuck me!” she gasped. “Come on…Tom… fuck me! Show…show me you’re a man…”

That seemed to make the fire in her husband burn brighter and he grabbed the hair near the base of her neck, pulled her so she was on her toes, arching and ass slapping back against him and he fucked. He pounded hard and fast and never ending, making them both roar and scream in pain and passion.

“HOLY FUCKING SHIT GOD DAMN!!!!” Julie screeched and everything in her burned. Tensed. Another orgasm rocked her, and she sprayed her juices everywhere.

Tom yelled out and Julie felt him spasming inside her. Shooting his cum. Thick. Sticky. He flooded her cunt, and it dripped and slid out as it mixed with her own slick juices, adding to the mess all over the floor. He kept his grip, his thrusts slowing and becoming firm and hard, over and over, as he emptied himself inside her.

Julie cried. Tears and sobs. Hiccups. Her nose running in the potent mixture of pleasure, aching pain, and sadness. Sadness for her marriage. The pain she’d caused, and that Tom had experienced. How things had fallen apart. And even though they were joined now, in this moment, a part of Julie felt like they were miles apart.

…

Six and a half months ago

Tom was only a few feet away in the chair, watching Julie as she sat on the hotel bed, leaning back on her hands. But he was so far away. It felt like if she reached for him, he’d drift further, further, forever being just out of reach. And then Devon stepped in the way…

He was large, his belly hanging over his waist. Not grotesque, but definitely living up to the stereotypical IT guy. He was covered in hair, thick and dark all over his chest and arms and thighs… and between his legs, his thick cock swung, only just starting to get hard. Pubic hair covered him, spikey and prickly. 

Even after almost two months, Julie wasn’t used to the sight of the monster that Devon had. Thick. Heavy. Long. She’d been kissing and sucking and licking all over the monster and the dangling balls countless times now. Drooling, choking, kissing like it was a gift from heaven and deserved to be worshiped.

Devon smiled at her, his eyes moving along Julie’s body. She’d chosen to wear a new lingerie set she’d gotten for Valentine’s Day, wanting to surprise Tom with it. But if they were going to go through with this… this adventure, she figured she should dress the part for herself and both men who would have eyes on her. The bra was red lace, tightly clinging to her breasts and barely hiding her nipples behind the elegant patterns. A matching garter belt cinched her waist, straps tucked under her thong panties that were clinging as tightly as paint. The garter straps were clipped to the lace tops of red stockings that accented the firm shape of her legs.

She looked like passion. Desire. And it was all for another man. She still couldn’t wrap her head around that. That she was in this nice hotel suite to have sex with Devon… not Tom. Another man. A man from her office. And all while her husband sat and watched.

Things had progressed so quickly. It was just supposed to be a one-off Christmas Party fling. Now it had turned into something more. Devon had been pushing her. With the way he made her suck him. How he ate her. That had been unexpected and an escalation that she realized was always headed to this moment.

Devon stroked his cock, getting harder by the second and standing at attention. “God, you look good.” He muttered with that condescending grin. She hated that look, but there was something about it that… it sent a chill through her. A dangerous thrill that made her want to venture into the unknown. 

Julie looked past Devon to Tom sitting transfixed. When she’d walked out of the bathroom in her lingerie, he’d nearly choked. Up to this point, she hadn’t worn much in the way of sexy lingerie for her encounters with Devon. Simple bra and panty sets. She felt if she put forth effort for this slovenly man… he might get the wrong idea. The idea that she liked him. But this was just sex. She was doing it for Tom… and maybe a little for herself, too.

That was the most confusing part. This whole thing had started out as a drunken tease. Sucking off Devon in front of Tom. It had been fun overall, and the sex after had been intense. Amazing. It’s what had driven them to approach Devon again and drag him back into their bedroom. Julie on her knees with his cock in her mouth. Watching as Tom jerked to her performance. It always led to amazing love making afterward. Then it had progressed to Devon’s mouth between her thighs, seeing her pussy up close. Licking. Devouring.

It was surprising how good Devon was at cunnilingus. His tongue was a twisting rollercoaster, and it drove Julie wild. And his cock… 

Julie pushed the thoughts aside and shifted her attention back to Devon, standing over her, stroking himself slowly. For almost two months, things had been building to this. There was no question. No doubt. Tom wasn’t going to be satisfied with just seeing her suck Devon. And Devon wasn’t going to be satisfied with only getting his fingers and tongue inside her sex.

And… What did Julie want? In all their talk about what they were doing, the late nights with Tom in bed, talking through these strange desires. The paradox of emotions. Being disgusted. Angry. Jealous. And those emotions fueling arousal and desire. They hadn’t fully come to any sort of conclusion. She knew the things Tom liked. And Devon’s desires were clear. But Julie was still struggling to figure out exactly what she wanted. Even now… leaning back on this soft bed, legs open to expose the lacy red panties clinging so tightly to… another surprise she’d wanted to give to Tom. All of this was supposed to be his Valentine’s present. But like Christmas, what was meant for him was now going to be Devon’s.

Before she lost all sense, Julie cleared her throat. “C…on…did you remember condoms? If not, we have some.” Julie stammered. Fuck, she hated sounding so immature. She was a businesswoman. Head of her department. She should be able to keep her voice even.

Devon rolled his eyes. “Yeah. Sure.” He moved away, back to where he’d tossed his pants, bending to rifle through the pockets.

Julie cringed seeing the man's fat hairy ass, his thick thighs rubbing together as he bent and then stood back up. He waddled back over, holding a shiny black little square. “Happy?” He questioned, tossing the condom to Julie, who caught it with a surprised gasp.

“Oh…okay…” she muttered, grimacing again at her nervousness.

“Great.” Devon smiled again and took up his place, obscuring her view of her husband across the room. Was he doing that deliberately? Blocking Tom from seeing her? Or maybe he could see her… surely he’d say something if he couldn’t. After all, this was his fantasy. He was the one that told her he wanted to see her fuck Devon… or rather…

“I can’t explain it, but… I wanna see you with another cock. Like… I want to see you pleasing one. Opening for one.” He’d told her one night after Devon had left and they’d made love.

“With Devon? You want me to sleep with him?” She was shocked… but also not really surprised. What else could all this lead to?

“I mean… he’s as good as any. We know him already. We’ve already been doing all this. It just makes sense. And besides…” Tom had blushed. “His penis is pretty big…”

And now here she was, shifting forward onto the edge of the bed with Devon standing before her, cock erect, waiting for her to put the condom on. Why he couldn’t do it himself, Julie didn’t know. Probably because he was a lazy bastard.

Getting close, Julie could smell the sweat from Devon. It was a bitter BO mixed with deodorant. Not all together bad, but… a bit sharp to her senses. She ripped the packet open and took the condom out. She hesitated. “Um, let's turn…Tom needs to see.”

“Does he?” Devon whispered. “Maybe this should just be between us, hm? Sex is supposed to be intimate, right? We could always send him down to the lobby for a while. I’m sure he’d get off on that just as much as sitting in that chair. Probably even more. Knowing we are up here together. And not knowing what I’m doing to you.” His grin was wicked and seductive.

Julie was horrified that she actually considered what he said for a moment. Leaving Tom out of this? But him being here was the whole point! To watch. Get excited. And then to fuck her so well, she passed out. That couldn’t happen if he was… somewhere else. But still… the temptation…

Julie glared. “I’m not doing this without Tom.” She whispered.

Devon just rolled his eyes and shrugged. “Fine.” He turned, so that he was standing at the end of the bed with his cock almost fully erect, allowing Tom full view of his wife. “Better?” That cocky grin made her want to give the man a punch in his hefty gut.

Flicking her gaze to Tom, Julie tried to gauge how her husband was handling this. He sat in the chair, stiff and staring at Julie, his hands gripping the armrests. The look on his face screamed terrified. But the tent in his pants told a different story. Her husband was aroused to the point of a small stain starting to show on the front of his jeans.

She bit her lip, seeing it. Seeing the way her husband was so hard for this…

Devon put a finger on her chin and directed her gaze back to him. “You have a job to do, Julie.” He smiled and flexed his cock.

Swallowing back a lump in her throat, Julie reached out with the condom in hand, took the base of Devon’s cock, and began to roll the lubed latex over his head. She was already so familiar with this penis. The ridges and veins. How the thick head bloomed out before it formed the ridge and continued to the shaft. It was strange, being so intimate with it and now wrapping it up.

A soft groan slipped from Tom’s lips and Julie glanced over. Her husband was rubbing his crotch. Watching her put the condom on Devon’s massive member. She looked at her husband and raised an eyebrow. Quietly questioning if he was really sure about this. There was no going back.

He just nodded and continued staring, rubbing.

“Good girl.” Devon chuckled once the condom was completely unrolled and there was still at least a couple inches of his dick that was free. His cock bounced as he took a step closer. “Now… lay back. Let’s give that man of yours a show.”

Julie flushed. Her skin was tight and warm and she could feel Tom’s eyes on her, but she could see Devon’s. He was looking down at her with hunger. She slowly let herself slip back and lay on the bed, legs slightly parted along the corner of the mattress, half hanging off.

Devon stepped closer. “Put your hands over your head.” He instructed.

This was the part that Julie didn’t like. Devon giving her orders. But… they’d decided he would be in control… that he would lead. Because that’s what Tom wanted to see. To see Julie submit to a cock. Allow herself to be opened. To give herself to another man. And Devon just happened to be that man. Trying to find someone else seemed far too much of a risk and hassle. Devon was a known variable. They felt like they could anticipate him, understand him.

He reached down with his rough hands, touching Julie’s knee and moving upward along her stocking covered thigh and pushed. She opened her legs slowly, not exactly resisting, but not wanting this lump of a man to think she was eager to be doing this. But regardless, her thighs opened wider and exposed the gusset of her lace panties. The red threads pulled tight against her mound.

“MMMMMM.” Devon rumbled, looking down between her legs, his hand still moving upward to the tops of her stockings, to the strap that held them and gave it a little snap. “You look so amazing.”

Julie was panting, laying back with her hands over her head. It made her breasts lift, the bra containing them, but also pushing them to puff over the cups slightly. Her eyes darted to Tom again, and she saw her husband gooning, stroking his cock through his boxers. His pants were now unzipped, so his tented underwear was free.

The feeling of Devon’s hand moving higher towards her inner hip made Julie suck in a breath. Devon had touched her dozens of times before, but this felt new. Much more intimate than when he was fingering her while she sucked him off. Or when he was thrusting his digits up inside her and licking and lapping at her clit and lips. His rough hands were caressing her. Both now on her thighs, moving up and along and inward.

Heat was flooding through Julie, washing over her in waves as if she were standing close to a furnace. Devon’s hands were scratchy, thick, but with a firm grip as he moved along her thighs. His thumbs grazed over the gusset of her panties and Julie trembled. The pressure was just firm enough to part her lips and rub against the material. He pulled her a little closer, standing between her thighs and resting his cock up against her panties, the tip reaching nearly to her belly button.

Her eyes widened.

“You’re going to take every inch.” Devon grinned. “Hear that Tom? Every. Single. Inch.” He didn’t even bother looking over at Julie’s husband. All of his focus was on the wife laying before him, thighs opened and willing. “Take those off.” Devon ordered, lifting and letting his cock slap down against her panties and exposed stomach.

Julie gasped, stomach tightening and an electric sensation rushing through her pussy to every part of her body. She found herself complying, reaching down without hesitation to pull down her panties and expose her smooth sex to the two men in the room.

“Shit.” Tom breathed.

She’d wanted to surprise him. To be perfectly smooth. Something he’d asked for on occasion, but she’d only ever shaved to stubble, never as creamy soft and hairless as she was now.

Devon grinned wider and looked appreciatively at her puffy mound, aroused and with a soft glisten between the closed valley of her vagina. “Just for me, huh?” He was laying the teasing on thick. His eyes gave Tom a quick appraising look and then back to Julie. “Pull your legs up. It’ll help me fit. This looks like it’s going to be tight.”

Julie could hear Tom panting. Stroking. Her gaze went to him, almost desperate.

Call it off, honey. Let’s just stop this. I know you like seeing it but… but I want you. Can’t it just be us?

She wanted to say it. To stand up, push Devon aside. It would be the sane thing to do. But… a pit in Julie’s stomach told her that she wasn’t sane. Hadn’t been since she’d first laid eyes on Devon’s cock. It had done something to her, to be so slutty. To be less than faithful and good in the eyes of her loving husband. Arousal, emotion, rational thought, it was all a tangled mess now. She was turned on by her husband getting turned on by watching her with this slob. A ring of depravity.

Even though she was looking over at her husband desperately. She just wasn’t sure if it really was the desperation of a wife and woman that wanted to end this illicit affair. Or, if it was the desperation to go through with it.

Tom was so far away. Why did he feel so far away?

Devon angled his cock head, rubbing the rubber covered tip along Julie’s slit. Her head tilted back in a soft moan, hair swaying behind her in a soft honey waterfall.

“Tell me what you want, Julie.” Devon breathed. It was clear he was just as entranced by Julie’s body and the feel of her sex through the thin condom.

She let out a groan that made her blush. The feeling of Devon rubbing against her, circling her clit, then dragging himself down along her newly smooth slit had her shaking. “Devon…” She hesitated.

“Say it, Julie. Say it in front of your husband. Tell him what you want. What you’re going to do. Look at him and say it.” Devon was firm. Confident. In charge.

Julie allowed herself to look at Tom. His eyes were wide and glazed with lust. His cock was dripping and drooling pre-cum all over himself as he stroked. It made Julie’s chest burn, seeing him lost in his lust watching as Devon rubbed against her. “H…honey… I want… I want Devon to fuck me. I want him to take me right in front of…”

She didn’t get to finish. Devon pushed his cock into Julie’s pussy. He moved slowly, but steady and continual. His cock spread her bald cunt, puffing out and slick as he entered and sheathed himself completely inside in a smooth motion that made Julie fall back on the bed. “Oh, fucking god!” she gasped, eyes wide.

His dick stretched her, his base wider and pressing firmly against her labia, balls slapping her ass.

The tension in the room twisted, pulled tight, threatening to snap. Tom groaned and came in his hand. His ejaculation shooting out all over his legs. Julie saw it through a haze of pleasure washing over her in visions of red and pink and shimmering fire orange. She’d never been so full. There were places Devon was touching that she didn’t know existed. Muscles stretching, a feeling so intense it made her shake. It was like stretching after a long period of being balled up, cramped and tightly confined. Now she was opening herself up, being pulled taut by Devon’s penis.

“That’s right, squeeze it.” Devon grunted, feeling her tighten. Pussy clenching around his girth. 

Julie panted, flat stomach tight and rising up and down, breasts jiggling in her bra as she lay back, shivering with the intensity of being so fully taken. Her head lulled to the side, and she looked over at her husband, the mess he’d made just by seeing Devon slide inside her. It sent new waves of arousal through her. She wanted to reach out. To touch him. But he sat far away from her, his cock in his hand, breathing hard. He was clearly dizzy from his orgasm.

Devon pushed Julie’s legs up higher, adjusting his stance between her thighs and moved himself slowly back, sliding out of her pussy. Her lips dragged over him, squeezing and gripping him lewdly and slick. “That’s right, just relax.” He grinned as he moved so only the head was inside and then thrust back inside, firm and sharp.

Julie arched when he rammed back inside. “HOLY FUCK!” The words slipped from her lips and her hands, over her head, gripped the bed sheets.

“That’s it. Hold on tight. I’m going to show you what a real man fucks like.” Devon chuckled and began a steady rhythm, moving in and out of Julie’s clenching cunt.

In and out, Julie’s married cunt sucked at his cock. Rubbing along the latex, making it slick and shiny with the mixture of lube and juices as she moaned, writhing beneath Devon’s towering presence. He took a firm hold of Julie’s hips, allowing him better leverage, thrusting into her depths.

“That’s it. Take me. Fuck, you’re smooth as silk.” Devon had a look of utter concentrated lust in his eyes as he began the fucking a bit more firm, his thighs slapping the underside of Julie’s legs against her ass.

“OH…oh fuck…fuck…ooooohhhh god….” Julie moaned. Her tits bounced and jiggled in the bra, starting to pop out over the lace trim. Each bounce from a thrust made her slide along the soft sheets of the bed. Julie shook her head from side to side as Devon kept up his pace, breathing even and deep as if it were practiced. His jaw was set, the look on his face telling Julie that she was in for more than just a few pumps and a dump into the condom.

Her eyes widened in realization. Devon was going to really fuck her. Dear Lord, what had they gotten themselves into? She tried to look over at Tom, but Devon shifted his position so he was blocking her view. Her connection with Tom severed with a simple side step. Now all she could see was Devon’s heavy, sweaty, hairy body and intense stare as he fucked.

Julie let out a gasping whimper as Devon thrust harder, making her tits finally bounce free of her bra and exposing her hard nipples. She quickly forgot about Tom as thundering pleasure ripped through her. “Oh, shit!” She gasped. Devon adjusted his position, putting a knee up on the bed and pushing her legs open wider, angling his cock differently inside her, rubbing even more new spots. Julie arched, moaning shallowly with the sudden stimulation on her g-spot.

The bed creaked underneath them as Devon picked up the pace. Skin slapping skin and moaning, whimpering breaths filled the room. The pungent smell of sex permeated their small sphere of existence. Wet sloshes from Julie’s pussy filled their ears as Devon continued sinking home over and over, balls smacking her fine ass.

“That’s it.” Devon whispered huskily. “Fuck Julie, so tight. Fucking tight.”

“Oh, my god you’re big,” Julie whimpered, lifting her head to look down along her sweaty slick stomach to her puffing mound as Devon pressed inside. He went down to the root, pressing firmly, making her mons flatten, lips opening and a creamy white oozing out from their union. “OHHH GO…OOO…OOOD!” She hiccuped. Whimpered. Head falling back.

“That’s right. Look at it. See how you stretch. Tom can’t do that. Only I can.” Devon growled and slowly moved back, Julie’s lips sucking, gripping, trying to keep him inside. She gasped from the sudden absence and then he thrust back in.

She came. Julie bucked off the bed, spasming as pleasure crashed through her like an earthquake. “FFUUUUCK GOD DEVON OH GOD!”

That seemed like the signal Devon was waiting for. He started fucking hard. Bringing his other leg up onto the bed, he was kneeling between her thighs and power fucking her. Ramming hard and relentless. Grunting as he stared down at her, gritting his teeth as he plowed Julie into the bed. Her tits bouncing violently.

“Say my name!” He ordered with a snarl, his balls slapping her upturned ass as he lifted it off the bed.

“D…D…Devon…” she gasped as she was rocked on the bed. “Oh goooooood please…” She was awash with pleasure.

“Fucking say my name! Tell me what you want!” He reached down, putting a hand on her sternum for support, and rammed harder into her with wet, thick slaps.

“Devon oh god Devon fuck me!” She screamed. “Fuck me please, god fuck me!”

“That’s fucking right!” He roared and somehow went at her harder. A piston in an overtaxed engine. Julie was helpless under him. Sweat dripped off his brow, falling onto her bouncing tits as he continued to bottom out again and again.

“OH MY GOD I'M CUMMMING!” She cried, arms reaching out to her sides and raking at the sheets.

“Fucking cum! Cum on my cock! That’s right! Show me you fucking love it!”

Words became lost to Julie as her orgasm brought ringing to her ears. A rushing of blood. A pounding heart. She felt herself shaking. Devon relentlessly fucking her sore pussy. And then he was grunting and groaning and unloading into the condom. She felt it swell inside. A surprising feeling, considering when she and Tom had used them on occasion, he’d never fill the little reservoir all that much. It felt like a balloon was swelling inside her.

Julie lay on her back, groaning, everything sore and shaking. Devon on top of her, the sweaty, sticky, prickly pressure of his weight oppressive, but somehow deliciously wonderful. She closed her eyes, trying to catch her breath. Stop the room from spinning.

Devon slipped out of her. Her lips continued to grip, sliding along the cream covered condom. A slick pop when he exited. She opened her eyes and saw the condom hanging from his tip full of cum. Swollen with cum. Holy fuck, that was a lot of cum. The man was panting, sweaty, but still hard. He pulled the condom off and tossed it aside.

In a daze, Julie watched the beast waddle back over to his clothes, pull out another condom, and as he returned to the bed, rolled it on.

“W…wait…” Julie panted.

Devon either didn’t hear her whimper or didn’t care. He grabbed hold of her hips and turned her over, maneuvering her so she was up on all fours and facing Tom, who was staring back at her with a mask of horror, lust, pain, and heart wrenching jealousy.

Something inside Julie burst into flame. Seeing that look on Tom’s face. There was a love in his eyes she recognized, mixed and overpowered by his blazing lust, to see Julie be bad.

She stared right into his eyes as she felt Devon position himself behind her, spanking her firm ass. “Tom, go clean yourself up and get us some drinks. We need to hydrate.” Devon gripped hold of Julie’s ass, kneading it like dough and pulling it open to see her slick folds and puckered asshole.

“Wh…what?” Tom stammered, looking at Devon with disgust and then at Julie.


“It’s…it’s okay Tom. Go. Please. Devon’s…right.” Julie panted, shaking on her hands and knees feeling Devon rubbing his thumb along her asshole with interest.

“Julie…” Tom swallowed.

“Tom…” She looked him right in the eye. “Go.” Something inside her snapped. The tension had been building. And even as she’d been getting pounded, it hadn’t broken. But that simple word from her lips as Devon was behind her, rubbing his cock along her slit, was like the scissors of the Fates, severing a lifeline.

Tom got up on shaky legs and pulled up his pants, zipping himself up and stumbling towards the door. Just as he was slipping out into the hall, Devon thrust himself back into Julie and she cried out in ecstasy.

For the next hour, Devon fucked her. On all fours, pulling her hair and spanking her ass red. Making her bounce on him, riding reverse, facing her husband who was as still as a statue watching his wife get fucked. Riding him, facing the man as he pulled her hair back, making her arch and slathering her tits with his tongue. Prone, laying flat on the bed, folding her arms behind her back and ramming down hard, his stomach slapping her already burning ass.

He filled two more condoms, tossing each one at Tom’s feet when he was done and needed to switch out.

They ended with Devon laying back, leaning against the headboard panting. He was covered with sweat. Julie between his legs, wiggling her ass back at her husband as she sucked his semi hard cock. Her labia was red, puffy. Ass marked with slaps and a few bruises from Devon’s firm grip. She felt Tom’s eyes on her ass and pussy, spreading her legs a bit more so her husband could see just how abused her cunt was.

Devon emptied his balls one last time into her mouth, making her keep it in her mouth. Pulling her off, ordering her to drool all over his dick. “Lick it back up. Drool it again. Over and over until I tell you to stop.” He told her through heavy pants, holding her hair up so he could watch. She did it for several minutes until Devon’s cock was soft and the dripping slurry of spit and cum was foaming and dripping. “Swallow it.” He ordered.

Julie didn’t even hesitate.

Less than ten minutes later, Devon left. Julie collapsed on the bed, panting. Exhausted. Unable to move without feeling aches and soreness. She turned to face Tom, sitting in his chair a few feet away. She hadn’t noticed when he’d come back from getting them drinks. Devon had chugged a Gatorade sometime between sessions of stretching her out. Julie was exhausted and thirsty.

She stared at her husband across the room. So far away. 

She fell asleep laying on the bed soaked in sweat and fluids. When she woke up in the morning, Tom was still in the chair and she was alone, shaking from the best sex she’d ever had and feeling like Tom was a million miles away.

…

Time lost meaning. Tom and Julie fucked. They would scream at each other…

“What am I supposed to say, Tom? That I don’t like big cock?”

“And you just expect me to go without?”

“That’s what you wanted!”

“I never fucking said I wanted to be shut out of intimacy with my wife!”

“But I thought it was intimate! That you were getting some sort of connection…”

“Oh please! You can’t tell me it was all for me. How many times have you fucked Devon without telling me? And all the other things you’ve done.”

“Wh…what other things?”

“Devon sent me the photos, Julie. Of you! Of you in a threesome with him and some other woman! Of you and him and some other man… double penetrating you! For God’s sake Julie! What else have you done that Devon hasn’t bragged about?!”

They yelled and blamed. Accused and cursed. And somehow, inevitably, it would deteriorate into grabbing each other, kissing, biting, sucking and fucking.

Julie confessed. She confessed to letting Devon talk her into other experiences. The threesome where she got double penetrated. Devon and the other man… she never got his name… or maybe she had but couldn't remember it… Daren? Daryl? It was another D name. She was mortified that Devon had secretly shown Tom the videos… she never would have been okay with that sort of teasing-torment.

And when she copped to the threesome with another woman, someone that had worked in the IT department a few months ago before transitioning jobs, Tom pushed her onto the couch and began to devour her. Her legs wrapped around his head as he licked and sucked violently.

“Did that other woman like this cheating cunt?” He growled and pulled her labia open with his thumbs, pressing his tongue inside her and making Julie grab the back of the couch for support.

“Yes!” she gasped, legs trembling. “She fucking licked every inch of me. My asshole. My cunt. She fingered me with her wedding ring finger, Tom. Fuck, it scrapped against my clit and I fucking came so hard!”

Tom thrust two fingers up into her and rubbed her g-spot hard and rough and she bucked and cried out and almost immediately began to squirt all over her husband. Spraying him in her warm, slick juices. Then he was lapping up her cunt again. Sucking her lips, pulling at them with his mouth.

“FUCK! FUCK! OH FUCKING SHIT TOM FUCK!” She writhed and twisted, holding onto the back of the couch over her head as she cried out in passion.

When that finished, Tom confessed to sleeping with Carrie the night before. When Julie called, Carrie answered. They’d been laying in bed together after fucking intense and hard.

At that admission, she’d pinned Tom into his favorite recliner and began sucking his cock. It didn’t matter that earlier he’d cum inside her, fucking her on the dining room table. He was ready to go in an instant. Tom had tapped into some bottomless well of arousal. Maybe it was all the pent up rage and guilt and desperation. Maybe it was something completely different, his love for his wife and desire to keep her. Or… it was just desire. Pure and simple need.

When Tom tried to grab her hair, she slapped his hand away, gripped his balls, squeezing them painfully and swallowed his cock deep over and over, making it hit the back of her throat, no doubt bruising it. But she didn’t care. She went at her husband’s cock relentlessly. Sloppy. Drooling and spitting and gagging. Saliva dripped and coated Tom’s balls and thighs. It stretched and dripped in strings like slime when she pulled back to catch her breath. Her eyes watering. Spitting on his cock. Licking it up again, swishing the fluid around and then dripping it all over his dick.

“Fuck! Holy fuck Julie!” He groaned. The feeling of her throat was amazing and painful. Squeezing him and sucking his cock raw, making it irritated and red as drool oozed and dribbled down all over his lap.

She would pull his cock from her mouth, taking a minute to swallow air, and stroked his cock up and down like a paint shaker. “You fucked some coworker floosy with this dick?!” she growled. “You fucking cheater. You fucking degenerate pervert. Watching me fuck wasn’t enough? Hm? You went limp for your wife, but could get it up for a whore at the office?” She squeezed his base, making him cry out in pain. Cock pulsing and leaking thick beads of pre-cum.

“Yeah!” He grunted. “I fucking did. Who else was I going to get it from? Not you! You gave your cunt to that fat fucking slob!” Tom grunted back.

His cock vanished into her throat again and this time she didn’t stop until Tom was jerking, spasming, and thrusting his hips up and shooting his burning cum into her throat. Julie gagged, coughed, the cum came up and splashed onto his cock, but she kept her mouth on him licking and sucking and milking him.

It was pent up rage. Anger. Pain. Disappointment. Desire. Every emotion was flowing through them and through the house.

Some portion of the argument led to Tom standing in the hall, Julie’s legs wrapped around his waist, arms around his neck. Tom had his fingers dug in deep on her ass and was lifting her, guiding her up and down on his cock. Her head was tossed back, sweaty hair swaying as she rode him in the air. “Yes…yes…” she panted loudly. “Fuck! Oh god Fuck Tom!”

Another led to a whole new position neither of them had tried before. Amazon. Tom’s legs were up, knees bent. Julie was riding him, back of her thighs slapping the back of his, squatting and thrusting herself down onto his hard cock, hands on his ankles. A more dominant position for a woman. Julie’s eyes were rolling up as she rode him. Tom groaned as he watched her take him in over and over, creaming, dripping down over his stomach and ass. They grunted together, slapping skin and wet smacks, all the confirmation they needed to know they were feeling good.

The day wore on and the arguments and anger began to boil down and down until their words were soft, desperate, sweet. Whispers of wanting each other. How sorry they were. Missing each other. The sex became more tender. Still firm and urgent, but with a softer edge.

A sense of euphoria filled Julie. Something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Maybe things would be okay. They could work through this. It was just a rough patch. Admittedly a very odd rough patch. How exactly did you navigate this sort of thing? There were blogs, books, videos, all sorts of things that might help them figure out how to make… something work. Julie didn’t want to give up this sexual life. And she knew Tom liked it, at least at first. Maybe it was just the way they were doing it. They hadn’t put down firm enough rules. Discussed things properly. And yes, Julie had gone passed whatever boundaries they’d set up, even if they were flimsy. She could own up to that. And Tom could own up not speaking his mind, standing up for himself and how he was feeling.

They could do this. It made Julie press herself harder against Tom. Bent over the dryer, she had no idea how they’d stumbled into this area of the house in their sex crazed arguments. Her breasts were pressed to the cold metal, her hips getting driven into the machine and making hit rattle and thump up against the floor and wall.

Her husband thrust over and over, sinking deep into her sore cunt. “Tom…oh god Tom, more…please more…”

He slapped her ass cheek and she hissed in pleasure. “Fuck! God Tom… I’m… mmm so happy you’re…home…oh god so good…”

Tom didn’t respond. He just kept thrusting firmly. Making Julie’s ass bounce.

“Tom?” She looked back at him.

He slowed his thrusts, panting. Flushed and sweaty. He gripped her ass, caressed her hips. “J…Julie…”

“Tom… you’re…coming home… right?” She turned, his cock slipping from her leaving a hollow feeling. “Right? I mean… we… we are going to work this out…”

Tom’s eyes welled with tears. “But what if we can’t? Julie…we can’t… we can’t assume that we are going to be able to get over this…”

“W… what do you mean? Of course we can. What other option is there…” Julie’s throat closed and eyes widened.. 

He looked away. “Divorce…”

Divorce.

Julie heard the word and burst into tears. Tom tried to assure her he’d only done a search. That he hadn’t started anything… yet. And it was that lingering ‘yet’ that made them stumble into the bedroom. Kissing, breathing each other in deeply. Every time Tom tried to talk more, Julie quieted him with her body.

They fell into bed. Julie on her back, hands holding Tom’s arms that were planted on either side of her. Legs wrapped around him as he plunged himself into her depths that were sore, tight, and pulsing with the pounding she’d taken over the entire day. She was exhausted. Sticky with sweat and fluids. Her nails scraped Tom’s skin, leaving red marks, adding to the bites and bruises she’d given him. He’d given her plenty in return from their brutal, hard, feral love making. 

She stared up into her husband’s eyes. Her’s were red rimmed. Watching her husband’s pained expression. They’d run out of words. Out of insults. Accusations. Guilt. Now they were as emotionally raw as their bodies.

He moved in and out. Slow. Steady. Their skin sensitive. But they wouldn’t stop. Couldn’t. Her pussy was throbbing in pain, but she wanted the pain. She wanted him inside her. Wrapping her legs tighter, pulling him just a little deeper and sucking in a sore breath.

“Julie…” Tom’s voice was raw from screaming, yelling, crying.

“I want it… don’t stop.” She breathed, leaning up and kissing hard, deep. Their lips cracked, chapped and swollen.

Tom sank in completely. Each thrust pressing against her bruised labia, making her whimper into his mouth.

“Julie…” He whispered again between breaths as their lips parted.

She bit. She didn’t want him to talk. She knew…something deep in her knew…

He groaned, moving his hips, grinding and sliding through her slick folds.

“Please… Julie…” Tom sobbed.

“Don’t.” She whimpered back, tears slipping down her cheeks. Kissing him again. “Don’t. Just stay. Stay Tom. Here. Don’t go.”

Somewhere in all the shouting. The crying. The admissions of guilt and frustration and debauchery… that singular word had sent spikes and blades through them both.

Their lips pressed together, salty with the tears they were both crying. They rolled over, moving around on the bed until they were sitting, Julie on his lap, legs around him, arms around his back and sinking in her nails. “Please…p…please Tom… I’m…I’m sorry.”

He bounced her up and down. The delicious pain of his cock deep inside her. It didn’t matter that he couldn’t stretch her or get as deep as Devon. His cock felt so good. Like it belonged. How had she been missing it for so long? Why did she think she could deny this man, the man she’d fallen in love with? Married? Built a life together?

Why had she let things crumble? All for sex.

Wet slaps splashed, mixing with their moans as they held each other tight.

“I’m…sorry…too.” Tom bit her shoulder, and she felt him spasming inside again. Shooting whatever was left inside him, filling her pussy. She’d lost count how many times he’d done it. There’d been a few where she swallowed. Where he came on her chest. In her hands. But the best was when he filled her pussy, sore and sweet and slick. She wanted more. So much more.

“Then don’t go.” She pressed her face into the crook of his neck.

They held each other tight.

“I love you, Julie.” He whispered. Kissing her neck softly.

“I love you so much.” She echoed, pulling back and leaning down, kissing along her sweaty chest. “Stay. Make love to me. I’ll let you do anything to me. With me. I’m yours, Tom.”

He brushed back her hair, matted and sticky and tangled with sweat and cum. Tilting her face up. Looking deep into her eyes. “I… can’t stay… I… we… we need to… figure this out, Julie. And… I’m not going to be selfish. You have feelings for Devon, even if it’s just about the sex. It’s something you want. And I just… I don't know if I want that. That sort of relationship.”

Tom fell back on the bed and Julie pressed herself to him, cuddling tight, sobbing. “Then I won’t do it. I’ll stay with you. Only you…”

His lips on her forehead quieted her. “No, Julie. We both know that wouldn’t work. I’d be restraining you. Holding you back from a life you wanted to experience. With or without Devon. And… I can’t. I won’t do that. I know I said…” He cleared his throat. “I said I was… looking at divorce…”

Julie whimpered, curling tighter into a ball against him.

“But… I’m not going to… to be rash. We need some time. We said a lot today. Things that needed to be said. Should have been said earlier and in less…uh, violent ways.” He chuckled and rested his head on the pillow.

“Sorry I bit you.” Julie laughed sadly.

“Which bite? My ass? Tongue. Or when you bit under my nut sack.”

They both broke up in laughter mixed with sobs and snot filled snorts.

“All of it. But… none of it either.” Julie rubbed her face against Tom’s chest. “I… you’re right. I know you’re right, honey.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “We need… to figure this out… figure out who we are… apart and…who we want to be together…if we want to be together.”

Tom nodded, his breathing beginning to even out.

“But… for tonight… please Tom… stay.” Julie looked up at her husband. He was fast asleep, arm tight around her shoulders. For a few minutes she watched him, quietly observing him and taking in every facet of him. Then, she pulled the covers up from their tangled mess, covered herself and her husband, cuddled tighter against his warm chest, and fell asleep.

She wasn’t sure how long she slept… but it wasn’t long enough. When she woke, feeling sore and aching, she was alone. The bed was empty. Tom was gone. Again. But this time there was a note placed on the pillow.

Julie plucked it and read it through tears.

“I love you. I’m not leaving. But I can’t stay.”

It was so simple. Explaining nothing. But saying everything. She crumpled the letter as she pressed it to her chest and cried.

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 8

===========================

Hotel room coffee wasn’t great, but not the worst I’d ever had. I remember working at Wal-mart when I was young and drinking the sludge that passed for coffee that was made in the breakroom. Compared to that, hotel room coffee was gourmet. It was still bland, but it did the job.

I nursed my cup as I sat at the little desk in the room, staring at my computer. Most of the morning, since I’d gotten back from my… Julie’s… house, had been spent going through all the legal jargon and mambo jumbo regarding divorce. It hurt to think about it. But it seemed like the only real route.

Yesterday had been… wild. Julie and I hadn’t been that passionate… probably ever. Free and uninhibited. Mean. Lustful. Greedy. I’d cum so much. Her orgasms had absolutely been real. Sometimes I wondered if she actually came with me. Now I knew for sure she could, and did. We’d poured ourselves out and hadn’t killed each other. But there just… wasn’t an easy way out of the hole we’d dug.

Julie wanted Devon. Not the man himself, but the sex. She loved me, but she didn’t want to give up this new side of herself. The new adventures and feelings.

If that had been all it was, the desire for amazing sex, maybe I could forgive easier. But she’d lied. Gone behind my back. And any sorry that she gave me was… hollow. She’d enjoyed what she did. She didn’t regret it. What he regretted was that she’d been caught, or at least regretted how she’d gone about it. And she didn’t want to give any of it up. She may love me… but it just didn’t seem like that was enough.

That was what hurt the most. Sex… honestly, I could get over it. Passed it. But it was the betrayal, the fact that love for each other just wasn’t enough.

And I really didn’t have anyone to blame but myself. I started this. I pushed it. Blaming Julie for enjoying it was unfair. I could be mad about the lies, but I couldn’t be mad that my wife had found out she loved sex. Kinky, dirty, exploratory. It was ‌part of her. And I loved her too much to try to suppress that. I wasn’t going to be some misogynistic asshole who tried to control a woman’s sexuality. If that’s what she wanted, then she could have it. I wouldn’t stop her.

But I wasn’t going to sit around, knowing my wife didn’t feel like I was enough, or worth the effort and respect it would take for her to be honest.

It had taken my leaving. Us shouting and her demeaning and mocking me for us to finally pull down the walls we’d built and reveal all the truths. And that wasn’t healthy. It was toxic. It was dangerous. And the very last thing I wanted… was to hate my wife. To hate the woman I loved.

It was best to end it now, while I still loved her. Could still love her. While we could part ways and still be able to rebuild our lives.

The bathroom door opened suddenly, steam billowing out in misty clouds. “I seriously thought you were going to join me.” Carrie came out of the mist as if she were a creature of it, pale, white hair damp as she was drying it with a fluffy towel. Her curves moved fluidly and luscious as she stepped into the room with a playful grin.

“I… uh…” Geez how could I still feel awkward about Carrie walking around naked when I’d had sex with her multiple times already. For whatever reason, Carrie had still been at the hotel when I’d come back this morning. I’d been gone all day yesterday and really hadn’t expected the girls to stay. They had lives. Gwen had a son at home. Work. But when I’d gotten back this morning, she was laying in bed, stretching and just waking up. Gwen had left because she needed to check in with her babysitter and then go into the office.

For my part, I’d decided to take the rest of the week off.

Carrie chuckled, breasts bouncing. “It’s fine Tommy boy. You’ve got a lot on your mind.” The look she flashed me was sympathetic. “Would it cheer you up at all to see this?” She sat down on the bed, bouncing and then spread her legs. Her pussy was smooth. No more little landing strip. Pale and soft and with pink lips peeking out.

I sucked in a breath.

“Knew it! You’re a bald man! Love that taboo smoothness, huh?” She laughed and reached down, gliding her fingers along her labia and peeling the lips open to show off her pink.

My pulse quickened. My cock hardened. And my chest burned. My heart clenched. I shut my eyes and leaned forward, face in my hands as I put my elbows on the desk.

“Hey… you okay?” Carrie got up and came over, a soft hand on my shoulder before she noticed what was on my computer screen. “Oh…” Her voice was soft. She squeezed my shoulder. “Do I need to go? Do you need some time…”

I reached out and wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her close, my face against her waist as I started to sob.

Carrie gently tangled her fingers in my hair. “It’s okay… hey… it’s okay, Tom.” It didn’t seem to bother her that I was crying and holding her while she was naked and she’d just flashed me her bald slit. All that sexual tension had vanished for the moment.

I don’t know how long I remained like that. Holding her. Just holding on to someone, something. At some point I stopped crying and just pushed my face against her soft skin. I could hear her heartbeat and the soft gurgling of her stomach.

“Are you hungry?” I chuckled when I finally came back to myself.

Carrie snorted and stepped back, hands on my shoulders. “I could eat.”

…

“Take all your dates to hotel continental breakfasts?” Carrie asked as she took a bite of her bagel. It was slathered in cream cheese, some of it getting on her upper lip. She ran a finger along her lip and licked off the topping. It wasn’t ‌overtly sexual, but it made my stomach do a flip. Especially since I knew how skillful she was with those lips.

“Uh… Date? No… I…” Her comment threw me off even more than that little lip motion.

“Don’t worry. I’m a simple girl. Besides, you've already gotten in my pants. No need to dispense with the big flashy nights out. This is nice.” She winked at me.

“Carrie…” I blushed, looking down at my bowl of dry cereal and cup of slightly better coffee than what I’d had up in the room.

“Tom…” She reached over and put a hand on mine. “Chill. I’m sorry. I’m just teasing.” There was genuine care in her voice and touch.

“Sorry.” I muttered. “I’m just… messed up.”

She nodded. “Yeah. That’s pretty obvious. And, like, I know me and Gwen sort of… tried to help the other day… not sure if we helped or if we made it worse or more confusing. Sex is complicated. Twist that with emotions and love and commitment and… well, it’s a pretty foul sort of soup.”

I chuckled. “Okay. Sure.”

Smiling, she patted my hand. “Listen. You’re going through something right now… there’s no manual for it. Not even really right or wrong. There’s just what you need to do. To be happy. Comfortable. Whole. If that’s divorce… well, that sucks. If it’s trying to work it out… that’s gonna have its own sucky moments too. Or, if maybe, you want to figure out this whole… cuckolding, hotwifing… whatever, then yeah it’s gonna take you through the ringer for sure. But you need to know that you’re not alone in this. Sex aside. Gwen and I are here for you.”

Her eyes lingered on mine. A comfortable silence. I nodded. I could feel her sincerity. It was comforting in a way. Hard to swallow, of course. My private problems, messy and devilish, were exposed. And for someone to acknowledge them and not judge or even criticize, was almost too much to hope for. But Carrie was doing just that. So was Gwen.

“I… don’t know what to do.” I muttered, taking my hand from hers and picking up my coffee. “I love her. I know that sounds stupid. She’s cheated. This whole thing. It’s blown up in our faces. Or in my face. I don’t know. She likes it. Can I really fault her for that? And if I tell her to stop, it’s like pulling out the rug I laid out for her. It’s unfair.”

“It’s also unfair that instead of being in it with you, she pushed you to the side and went out on her own without your consent. Whatever dynamic you guys had, she didn’t respect it, Tom. You can be in this sort of lifestyle and have respect and honesty. That’s what it’s supposed to be. Trust. Full and complete. She broke that. It doesn’t matter if she likes it. That’s not what you’re upset about. Not really. It’s that you aren’t a part of it anymore. Cuckolding is supposed to involve all parties in some way. But if one is just, cast aside, then it’s cheating. Nothing more.” Carrie’s voice was firm and fierce. It almost felt like she had a personal stake in my marriage.

“I could have spoken up…”

“Yeah. You could have. And you didn’t. You chickened out, Tom. That’s the truth. You didn’t man up. You hid instead of confronting things when they started falling apart. No one is saying Julie is the sole guilty party here. And I’m not gonna coddle you. You fucked up.” She crunched ‌another bite of her bagel. “But that doesn’t mean your feelings are invalid or what she did is somehow negated.”

What she said was making sense. But it was still hard to grasp. Probably because emotions made things slippery. What should have been easy to understand and take hold of became like a greased up pig, bucking and squealing, hard to grab or even keep a grip on.

Carrie sat back, dusting off her hands as she finished her bagel. “Tom… you deserve better. Your kink isn’t wrong. And if it’s not something you want to entertain anymore, then you have every right to ask to stop. If that’s a nonnegotiable for Julie, well… then I think you have your answer.”

I cringed. She was right. Fuck. Why did Scary Carrie have to be sensible? In all the conversations yesterday between sessions of fucking, Julie never once said she was willing to give it all up. To go back to our monogamous marriage. But I hadn’t asked her to either. Because… Well, I didn't want to either. Julie had discovered something about herself when we started things with Devon. But now… now I’d discovered something too. Carrie and Gwen had shown me.

Maybe I did like being a cuckold… sometimes. I couldn’t deny watching Julie get fucked wasn’t amazingly hot. I still remember plenty of times that it was erotic and fun and amazing. But it was tainted too. But maybe that wasn’t because of the lifestyle, but because of the person we’d chosen to include.

Devon. He was the problem.

At first, he’d just been a willing participant. But he’d changed things. Pushed us. Taken us to places we weren’t ready for… or maybe we didn’t even want to go. We just didn’t know how to tell him no. We’d been too wrapped up in our own arousal and excitement to notice that we were going down a road that didn’t lead to a destination we wanted to arrive at.

But I couldn’t blame Devon completely. I’d gone along. Julie had too. We hadn’t been forced. We’d chosen. So, everyone was guilty. All three corners of the pyramid we’d created were flawed, and now the cracks had become too wide, too many, and everything was falling apart.

I rubbed my eyes with the heels of my hands, trying to dispel the anger and fatigue I felt. Carrie was right. It was over. My marriage was over. Maybe I did want to salvage it, but the way things were now… we couldn’t just start to rebuild on the rubble of what had collapsed. That wasn’t a solid foundation. I still believed in hope. But… things really were over.

We had to clear away the rubble. And divorce was the bulldozer that would push it all away. Maybe it would clear the path for something new. Maybe Julie and I could rebuild. But… we would never know until we ended the thing that was crumbling. Some things just couldn’t be repaired.

I whipped away a tear from my cheek. Carrie watched me quietly. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work?” I asked awkwardly, wanting to change the subject away from my failed marriage.

Carrie gave a blushing grin. “Uh. I took the day off. Figured you might need a friend.”

I chuckled. “Thanks Carrie.”

She shrugged and looked away, cheeks red. “Don’t mention it. Besides, that project was driving me a little crazy. Sometimes you just gotta step away and clear your head, ya know?”

We sat in silence for a few minutes, sipping our coffee. I munched my cereal absently. The small breakfast area buzzed with activity. People coming in, yawning and grabbing what meager breakfast foods the hotel offered. Kids were loud and bouncing around asking for cereal and waffles. The television aired some nonsense news that no one listened to.

As things calmed down within me, still a twisting storm but much more distant now that I knew what I needed to do, I was struck with a crazy and somewhat… odd idea.

“Carrie?” I asked, bringing my gaze back to her.

“Hm?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Would you actually… wanna go out on a date?”

Her eyes widened, and her cheeks went beat red.

“Oh…” She muttered, and then… slowly… a smile formed on her lips.

…

Julie stood in the CVS aisle, eyes still red-rimmed from crying most of the morning when she’d woken up alone. She couldn’t blame Tom. Even after connecting yesterday, they hadn’t resolved anything. Not really. And he was hurt. She’d done that. They were both to blame, but she was the one who had relegated her husband to a voyeur in his own marriage. She’d cheated. Broken trust. Explored without consent or approval.

They were supposed to be in this together, and she’d left him at the first opportunity.

She was a bitch…

God, I’m a bitch… literally…

The shelf in front of her was lined with almost a dozen different pregnancy tests. Some that took an hour. Some less. They all boasted how accurate they were. The quality. The ease of use. A bunch of technical jargon and medical speak that she didn’t understand or really care about.

She already knew the answer. But she needed to be sure. One hundred percent sure. At least about this one portion of the situation. The next would be much more complicated.

Grabbing the cheapest test… and then grabbing another more expensive one, Julie turned and marched down the aisle back to the front of the store. She tossed the tests onto the counter and pulled out her phone, tapping the machine to pay as the cashier, a pimply faced teen girl who didn’t seem to be paying any attention, scanned her items and tossed them into a bag.

Julie took the bag and left, driving home as quickly as she could and immediately went to the bathroom, ripping open the boxes, reading the instructions, and steeling herself for the results.

…

Gwen sat at her desk, sifting through various project updates and emails, itching to leave. The past couple of days had been strange. And that was putting it mildly. Finding out about Tom’s situation. Falling into bed with him. And not just him, but Carrie too.

Thankfully, her son didn’t suspect anything. He just figured she was working late. And… in a way she was. She was out with coworkers after all. They just weren’t working on a company project. Somehow Gwen had roped herself into trying to help Tom navigate a very complicated situation.

What was going on with him far exceeded the things she’d gone through. Her husband had just cheated. Straight adultery. Julie… Well, she had cheated, that was clear. But the whole thing had been started consensually. It had just morphed and grew and like cancer, took on a shape of its own that was toxic. As much as Gwen wanted Tom to find a way to navigate and come out on the other side with a healthy marriage…

She leaned back, shutting her email and letting out a heavy sigh. Tom was going to get a divorce. The question wasn’t if, but when. Unless something drastically changed for Julie, and it didn’t seem like it was going to, according to what Tom had told her and Carrie, then this was just a train headed for a cliff. Simple as that.

And Tom was such a sweet guy… it was unfair. Just because he’d come across a kink, something that aroused him, shouldn’t mean his marriage should suffer and end. But… if Ivy and Club Sway had taught her anything, kinks and fetishes that were allowed to run wild before they were properly understood and regulated… often ended in tragedy.

Case in point.

A flutter rushed through Gwen as she thought about Tom. It really was surprising that Julie would sideline him. He was so good in bed! And Carrie was right, his cock was art. It was sort of laughable to think about honestly, but if there was a sort of stereotypical ‘perfect penis’ Tom had it.

She chuckled and shook her head. It didn’t help that she’d had a crush on Tom the moment he’d joined her team. It had been innocent, of course. He was good looking. Great at his job. And honestly, his marriage was a selling point for him too. He was clearly a good husband. And after what Gwen had been through, seeing a man treat a woman well was a huge green flag in her book. And that’s why she wanted to help him. He was her friend. And he was a good man. He deserved…

“Hm.” Gwen sat up straighter and smiled. Tom deserved something special. Something to pull him out of his misery and his spiral. And Gwen knew just what to do.

Grabbing her phone, she pulled up Ivy’s phone number.

“Well! Been a while since I’ve gotten a call from you, my little Spider.” Ivy’s voice was clear and sweet.

Gwen snorted a laugh. “Please. No need for nicknames, Ivy. This is more a professional call than a… uh, spicy one.”

Ivy’s chuckle was clear as a bell. “Fair enough, Gwen. What can I help you with?”

“Well, I have a situation I think you might be able to help with.” Over the next few minutes, Gwen laid out the situation with Tom, though she left his name out of it. She wanted this to be purely objective, and since she was speaking about someone else's marital issues, it wouldn’t be right to name him and possibly out him. Though if secrets were safe with anyone, they were safe with Ivy. She was like a Swiss bank. No one was getting in.

“Well… that does sound heartbreaking. Cuckolding isn’t for the weak willed…” Ivy mused.

“Tom’s not weak.” Gwen blurted and then blushed, biting her lip. Shit, she’d said his name. She hadn’t meant to do that. Too late now. “Sorry. I… I just mean that Tom isn’t weak. He just went into something he didn’t fully understand with someone that… wasn’t respectful of boundaries. I think all three of them jumped into this lifestyle without properly preparing themselves. They didn’t do the paperwork.”

She didn’t mean literal paperwork, of course. But in her time with Ivy, it was how she’d come to think about the layout of rules, boundaries, desires and restrictions for a certain sort of sexual dynamic. At Sway, it was paramount that rules be discussed, kept, and enforced. Breaking them meant swift punishment. At the very least, you’d be thrown out of the club. At worst… well, Gwen had heard stories.

“Mmmm.” Ivy was quiet for a moment. “Well. I think we can help your friend… Tom, was it? We can definitely help him. If you’re looking to bring him in, we can organize something special for him. In fact, I’ll be his Guide the whole night, unless that will bother you?”

Gwen cleared her throat. “Why would that bother me?”

Ivy chuckled knowingly. “Oh, my dear little Spider. You should know by now, you can’t hide from me. The way you jumped to Tom’s defence… you have an interest in him. I suspect you’ve even fucked him? Am I right?”

Gwen let out a sigh. “Yeah…”

“Well… sounds like he left an impression. I’ll be eager to Guide him through the night. But if it’s going to cause you discomfort or the wrong sort of jealousy, then we can arrange something else.”

“No. I think… I think you would be better than someone else. But… would I be able to accompany him too?”

“Hmm.” Gwen could almost picture Ivy tapping her soft red lips. “Two Guides? Or would you be his Pet? Oh, don’t even try to start dear. I know you’re not into Pet play. I was just teasing. Now. I think both of us by his side would be an acceptable treat.”

“Thank you.” Gwen muttered sincerely. “When were you thinking we could arrange the visit?”

“This Saturday would work well. I know it’s short notice. But we have several things going on, some prospective new members. So, your friend coming along would fit well with our planned activities.”

Gwen was nodding, thinking. “I’ll see if I can convince him. Since I already talked to him about it, I think he will be curious enough. Though he’s in a fragile state…”

“Don’t worry, dear. Trust me. I will treat him with silk gloves. We will take good care of him.”

“I really appreciate it.” Gwen stood up, shutting down her computer and grabbing her things as she held the phone to her ear with her shoulder.

“Don’t mention it, dear. It’ll be good to see you again. I’ll have a special outfit arranged for you when you arrive. You’ll need to get me Tom’s measurements as well, or at least send me a picture so I can make an educated guess.”

“I’ll do that.” She was shuffling a few things, sliding her laptop into her bag as she was moving around her desk, eager to leave for the day.

“Oh… and dear?”

“Yeah?”

“I suggest you go and fuck that man well so he can be prepared for what’s coming.” Ivy’s laughter was both wicked and warm as she hung up, leaving Gwen’s cheeks burning red as she put away her phone and marched out the door.

…

It had been a while… years really… since I’d been on a date. Obviously the last real ‘date’ I’d been on had been with Julie the night I asked her to marry me. After that we were engaged. Dating didn’t seem like a thing anymore. Of course, I’d read some blogs and books that said you should never stop dating your spouse.

Maybe that was part of my problem. I’d stopped dating Julie. Stopped fully appreciating her. And then I’d wanted something new to spice things up and chose something utterly ruinous and toxic. But at the time… at the time I’d just wanted to see her. To see her pleasured. It was one thing to have the POV of sex with her, but to sit on the outside and watch… It was a whole new realm of erotic.

But now it had rusted. Rotted. I didn’t want that life anymore. At least… not the way we had cultivated it. I wasn’t exactly sure what I wanted. But I knew I didn’t want what me and Julie had. Not what it had turned into.

All the events over the past few days had proved that. And today was just another one of those events. A simple, no strings, casual date with Carrie.

It had definitely seemed odd for me, a married man (marriage falling apart or not I was still wed to Julie by law) asking out a woman. A coworker, no less. But Carrie didn’t seem bothered by it at all. It probably helped that she knew my situation. And even though she knew it all… she wasn’t at all concerned.

After our mediocre breakfast at the hotel. We went out and simply strolled around downtown. We went into a few shops. Bought nothing. Got lunch at a dive burger place. Went to the nearby park and sat, talking. Mostly about nothing.

It was simple. Light. No expectations. No attempts to impress. We were just… with each other.

And yet it had still led us back to the hotel. Where now I was laid back, a sheen of sweat on my bare chest, hands lightly on Carrie’s hips as she slowly moved against me. Her pussy swallowed every inch of me. Her hips swirled, the feel of her inside was blazing and perfect. Hands in her hair, breasts out bouncing as she moved, she had the widest smile on her face.

“Fuuuuuck.” She breathed.

I chuckled. I wasn’t sure why. Nothing was funny. But I just felt… good.

Carrie looked down at me with a smirk, hands going to her tits, holding them and jiggling them slightly. “Something funny about being balls deep inside me?” She raised an eyebrow.

I started laughing, still holding onto her. Carrie’s resolve broke, and she fell forward onto me, breasts pressing and nipples dragging against mine as she laughed too.

Our laughter didn’t stop our movements. She kept grinding her hips against me, and I would periodically thrust up my hips, my balls slapping her ass.

“God, you’re good at that.” She laughed, biting my shoulder as she smiled. It was like we were high on laughing gas.

“You’re fucking tight.” I huffed and gave her ass a spank.

“Maybe you’re just big?” She chuckled and licked along my neck.

“Fuuuck Carrie, squeeze me like that again… shit it’s gonna make me cum.”

“Do it.” She whispered playfully, nipping at my ear. “Fucking fill your coworker with your thick cum, Tommy boy. Be bad.”

I started humping up into her, our mouths stretched in smiles. Breaths heavy with chuckles and pants as we fucked. Her ass bounced, my balls slapped her cheeks, her newly bald slit swallowed me over and over, and she clawed at my chest and bit at my throat like she was a vampire trying to drink me dry.

“Yeah, yeah! Like that. Fuck me… oh god Tom fucking shoot inside me. Do it. You deserve to cum in me. Do it!” She was gasping now. “Give your date your semen. Come on, dirty boy. Do it!”

I groaned louder, thrusting harder. Hands on her ass holding her still so I could pound up into her tight little cunt.

“Yes! Yes! OH fucking god YES TOMMY FUCKING DO IT!” Carried screamed, arching up, tits swaying in my face.

“Oh shit! Shit! Take it. Fuck, oh god I’m cumming, Carrie… I’m fucking cumming!” I grunted out as I kept ramming in deep, my load shooting into her depths just as the hotel door opened.

Gwen slipped inside quickly, shutting the door like she was running from a serial killer. “Geez, you guys! I could practically hear you from down the hall!” She scolded, putting down her bag and staring at us like she was a mother scolding her children.

Carried groaned, arching, her pussy spasming around me in orgasm as I kept shooting my last couple ropes of cum inside her. “Fu…fuck off, Gweny. Tom’s pounding the shit out of me, and I’m gonna scream if I want to.” She smiled and laughed wickedly.

I lay back, hands still on Carrie’s ass, my cock spasming, the feeling of my cum dripping out of her and along my exposed shaft and balls.

Gwen let out a sigh. “You’re ridiculous.” She muttered, slipping off her heels and walking over to us, unbuttoning her blouse.

I watched confused for a second, seeing her slip her satin green blouse off, revealing a completely sheer purple bra, her nipples standing out erect already.

“Uh…what…” I muttered for a minute.

“What? Are you a one woman man now? Are you exclusive with Carrie or something?” Gwen asked with a smirk, unzipping her black skirt, letting it fall to expose the matching sheer g-string she was wearing, stepping out of the skirt.

“Wh… no…I just… uh…” I was at a loss. This day was… strange. Divorce research. A date. Casual sex. And now my boss just… coming by to… to fuck? What was my life?

“Carrie, mind giving me and Tom some time? I need to talk to him about something.” Gwen cocked her hip, hand resting there and smiling politely, but with clear authority. She was asking, but she expected Carrie to go along with it.

Carrie shrugged, rolling off of me with a sigh and then sliding off the bed and stretching. “I’ll go on a coffee run. That should give you the time you need, right?” She didn’t look to Gwen for an answer as she walked over to her clothes and picked up her panties, quickly slipping on the blue, high hipped briefs, encasing my cum inside her. She didn’t even seem to care that her panties were instantly stained.

“That’ll work. Get me a Sugar Cookie latte.” Gwen said.

“Sugar’s gonna go to your ass.” Carrie chuckled as she slipped on her shorts and grabbed her shirt off the chair, pulling it on.

“Bitch,” Gwen quipped with a grin.

“Whore.” Carrie laughed and then was out the door.

I stared after her for a minute. She was just so confident walking out, panties stained with cum. My cum. Why was that so arousing?

Gwen climbed onto the bed, coming over to me and straddling my lap. My cock was limp and it was going to be a minute before I could get hard again. It didn’t matter that Gwen was… undoubtedly sexy looking, and now that she was straddling me, her pussy lips pressing through the thin material of her panties against the soft, messy underside of my cock, it was enough to make any man erect. I needed time to recover.

She settled down, gentle. Her hands touched my chest, soft and warm. With slow, steady movements, Gwen began to rub herself along my flaccid length. She shut her eyes and let herself get lost in the feel of me against her. The warmth of me and the softness of her panties.

“So good.” She whispered.

My hands moved to her thighs, rubbing up and down along her creamy skin. “Gwen…” I whispered back.

She grinned. “Tom… have a good day?” She raised an eyebrow.

“Uh…y…yeah…” I stammered.

“Good. You deserve it. But just so you know, I expect you back in the office next week. We really do need to get going on this project, and you’re essential.” She let out a breathy sigh even as she talked about work. Pressing herself a little more firmly against me.

“O…oh…okay…” I groaned, laying back and just slowly let her glide along me, my hands rubbing against her.

“Tom… this is weird, isn’t it?” Gwen looked down at me with smokey, sizzling eyes.

I nodded. My voice getting lost in the feel of her heat pouring through her panties.

“Think the universe is giving you some luck after all the shit you’ve been through?” She asked, moving her hips slowly and rhythmically, wet material of her panties rubbing along my shaft.

I couldn’t hold back a chuckle. “Well… maybe… but… I don’t know if this… makes up for all the emotional baggage I’m going to have.” 

Gwen smiled at him sympathetically. “I know Tom. I’m sorry. Have you… made a decision?” She never stopped moving like a sensuous snake, my cock slowly regaining its rigidity as she stimulated it with her mound.

“I… don’t know.” I admitted, hands still holding her gently. “I… I don’t think we are going to make it.” It came out as a husky whisper.

Her hips stopped, and she leaned down, hands on either side of my head, looking me in the eye. “I’m sorry. So sorry, Tom. I really wanted to help you. I thought…” She looked away suddenly, looking guilty.

“Hey, hey you did.” I smiled as best I could. “This is all so crazy. It’s… it’s fucked up in every way imaginable, honestly. Nothing about this is normal. But… I dug my grave. And I was probably going to wallow in it. But you and Carrie, you’ve pulled me out of it. I’m still aching. Hurt. And I don’t know how this is all going to work out. But, in your own weird ways, you’ve helped me get back some of my dignity.”

Gwen grinned. “Nothing like fucking two pretty women to make a man feel good, right?”

I slapped her ass. “I wouldn’t have worded it that way but, yeah.”

We laughed. Even as they relaxed, Gwen continued rubbing herself against me. Wordlessly bringing my cock back to life for another round. These women really had inspired me to up my game. Not that I really felt I had any. Before, with Julie, we might have been able to go twice in a night if we were wound up enough. Gwen and Carrie seemed to have pulled something out of me. Or maybe it was just because of how sexually frustrated I’d become over the course of Julie and I’s cuckolding gone wrong.

A month without sex could really mess someone up. Though that was sort of unfair too. It wasn’t as if this was a use it or lose it sort of proposition. In a way, it was like riding a bike or tying your shoes. You just didn’t forget it. You might be rusty at first… or you might hop right back on, do a wheelie, and make everyone gasp.

Or… maybe I just needed the right partners.

That thought made me cringe. Made guilt well up in the pit of my stomach even as Gwen pushed her mound against me, the thin material like tissue paper threatening to rip when I glanced down, witnessed her labia puffing out around the edges of her panties. It was beyond erotic.

I’d always had terrific sex with Julie. Yesterday had only reconfirmed that. We could still come together. Could fuck like rabbits or horny grunting cave people. There was still love there. Passion. And… maybe it was too hopeful, maybe naïve, but I felt a hint of that commitment, those vows and promises we’d made. Our love was still there… somewhere. But our reckless desires and curiosities had broken and overshadowed it. We had driven fast and furiously onto a road we didn’t have a map for and found ourselves flying over a cliff.

We might survive. Or… like in so many movies, crash, burn, and explode into a spectacular spectacle of pyrotechnics.

“Earth to Tom.” Gwen smiled. “I’m rubbing my cunt against you, and you look like you’re off in space. Something more interesting in that head of yours than my pussy?” her chuckle was warm and friendly.

“S…sorry, I just…”

Gwen rolled off me, laying on her side next to me and reaching down, tracing a finger lightly along my semi-hard penis. “It’s okay, Tom. You’ve got a lot on your mind and… as much as I’m trying to help, I know this can also be a distraction.” Even as she was playing with my cock, she was calm and sincere. “You’ve been pent up. You’ve been pushed down. You’re trying to rebuild yourself, and that’s not going to happen overnight. It’s not going to happen just by fucking me and Carrie. It may help build that confidence back, but it’s not gonna magically solve your problems.”

“Are you saying you don’t have a magic pussy?” I asked with a grin.

Gwen’s eyes narrowed playfully. She tented her leg, opening her thighs to show the plastered thin panties against her slit. “You mean this?” Her hand moved and caressed ‌the smooth mound, peeling away the panties. “This pussy that you filled with cum the other day? You don’t think it’s magic?”

“I don’t know… it’s definitely special.”

She lay back, moving her finger between her slick folds with a sigh. “I like to think it’s pretty enchanting.” With two fingers, she opened her lips.

I sat up, looking between her legs as she played with herself. My heart pounding and cock getting harder by the second.

“Mmmm, it’s warm and sweet. Maybe I’m that wicked witch with the house made of sweets. Tempting you to come inside, only for you to be shoved into a burning oven. Blazing hot and needy, wanting to devour you.” She looked at me with a frightening passion that finally made me erect to the point of oozing slick pre-cum.

“I’m pretty sure I’d run right inside without a second thought.” I muttered, starting to stroke myself.

“Mmmm, then this wicked witch would gobble you up, Tom. Whole. Everything.” She sank a finger inside herself, moaning softly. “Fuck, you are way too good at tempting me, Tom.” Gwen chuckled, gently fingering herself as she looked back at me seriously, but with a sultry edge. “I came here to talk with you about something…”

“Could have fooled me.” I said, stroking my length, watching her whole body begin to flush and redden as she stimulated her depths.

She rolled her eyes. “Yeah… that’s my fault. I heard you and Carrie and… just needed to feel you again for a minute before…” Her finger slipped out of her pussy and she casually brought it to her lips and licked it clean before moving back onto her side, chin in her hand and looked at me fully and seriously. “Before I asked you about something.”

I let go of my cock and settled back onto the bed. “Ask me what?” I’d already unburdened myself about far more than I’d probably ever have confessed to a therapist. What more could she want to ask me? What more could she want to know?

Gwen leaned in slightly and spoke with a curious grin. “Would you have any interest in accompanying me to Club Sway?”

…

Julie’s world had changed in just a few minutes. A few hours. She sat at the dining table, fingers tracing along the surface absently, remembering that just a short time ago her husband had fucked her hard against it. Had fucked her all over the house. Like they were newlyweds. It had been some of the best sex she’d had in a long time.

Devon did wonders in bed. But with Tom… it had been so raw. Angry. Passionate in a way that bordered on insane. She’d forgotten. Forgotten how good her husband felt. The tenderness of his touch, how it sent fire through her veins and electricity all through her skin. He had a way of making her feel alive.

But sex with Devon was like slipping into a drug den. Letting herself succumb to the delicious feeling of something addictive and dangerous. It was taboo. Different. Strange. And yes… ultimately it was ‘better’. But she was starting to think that those sorts of terms and ways of thinking were reductive. Binary. 

Emotions. Feelings. Sensations. They all varied from person to person and situation to situation.

What she’d said to Tom had been true. But maybe it was only a surface-like truth. That the details were deeper, and she just hadn’t been able to move past the shimmering reflection in the waters of her sexual exploration.

And because she’d been shallow… only watching the surface and not paying attention to what was underneath, she’d ruined her marriage. Maybe even her life. Was sex with Devon really worth it? To have lost so much. To be losing so much?

Julie didn’t need anyone to tell her that Tom was on the edge. Divorce was the clearest option. And though he loved her, and she desperately loved him, they’d broken the bond and the vows they’d had. She doubted that there was any way to fix it. He would always suspect that she was lying to him, that she was secretly pining for Devon, or at least yearning for someone with a bigger cock or who was more dominant in bed. And she’d probably always wonder if he would be happier sitting in the corner, or if she was doing enough to make him feel wanted.

There was too much baggage. Too many mistakes. And now all Julie was left with was an empty bed… her hand went to her stomach and she let out a soft sob. What was she going to tell Tom? Should she? And what about Devon… oh god she didn’t want to have that conversation with Devon. Because she knew, unlike Tom, that Devon wouldn’t care. Tom would be devastated and furious. But he’d care.

You could have him back. He’d come back to you because of it.

Julie’s stomach curdled at the thought. She’d rather die than manipulate Tom like that. No… she had to figure something else out.

Her phone buzzed. The notification was from Devon. ‘Be ready by seven on Saturday.’

“Ugh.” Julie groaned, ignoring the message. She’d almost forgotten about promising Devon she’d go to some weird sex club on Saturday. Honestly, she didn’t want to go. For the first time… she didn’t want anything to do with Devon. Great sex or not, he’d become a cancer. The best way to cure cancer was to cut it out. She needed to excise Devon from her life. Which would be difficult considering they worked in the same building.

Maybe she should quit.

Just the thought somehow made the burden on her shoulders feel lighter. She should quit. Move on. Cut things off with Devon and crawl back to Tom. Try to salvage something of her marriage.

Easier said than done, of course. But it was the right thing… or at least the best thing.

But first…

Julie picked up her phone and quickly dialed the number for her doctor.

…

Gwen stared at herself in the mirror as she brushed her teeth. She was borrowing Tom’s brush and paste since she obviously hadn’t brought any of her own. This wasn’t an overnight visit. She had to get back home to her son. Being away from him this week had cost her a good deal in overtime for her babysitter.

Her lingerie was discarded on the floor behind her at the foot of the bed, and she could still feel Tom’s semen dripping along her thigh. She really needed to clean up and get going, but the feeling of hot cum inside her, dripping, was just one of those things she missed about having regular sex and wanted to make it last as long as possible.

Pulling back her hair and leaning down, she spit and washed out her mouth. She cleaned the toothbrush and put it back in Tom’s toiletry bag. The sound of Tom splashing in the shower brought her eyes to his silhouette behind the frosted curtain. She was tempted to jump in with him. There were brief glimpses of his cock flopping as he washed himself, and the desire to suck it was spine-tingling.

But the clock on the nightstand, glowing red with the time seven thirty, told her she needed to go. There would be other opportunities for sex. Gwen was sure about that.

She picked up her underwear and slipped them back on, though they were so thin it hardly mattered if she wore them or not. Carrie was lounging back on the bed, a coffee cup in hand and naked as the day she was born, scrolling absently through her phone.

“You headed out? Don’t wanna stick around for another round?” Carrie smiled as she sipped from the to-go lid.

“We’ve got work tomorrow. And I have a kid at home. We can’t all just be free spirits like you.” Gwen rolled her eyes, putting her skirt back on.

“Why is he even showering? I’m going to get him dirty again.” Carrie snorted, her tits bouncing with mirth.

“Maybe because I squirted all over him? Got sticky. Maybe he doesn’t wanna fuck you when he’s drenched.” Gwen winked at her friend.

“What do I care if he’s covered in your squirt? He should have just let me lick it off.”

“God, you’re a degenerate.” Gwen shook her head, pulling on her blouse and buttoning it back up.

“You’re sleeping with him too, Gweny. So what’s that make you?” Carrie turned, sitting on the edge of the bed and putting her phone down, eyeing Gwen with a grin.

“It makes me a sexually frustrated single mom who sees an opportunity for some fun.” Gwen went to the mirror and straightened her skirt, smoothed down her blouse, and fixed her hair as best she could.

“Well, I’m a single lady who hasn’t been getting regular dick, and I just found probably the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen. I’m gonna milk that thing for all it’s worth as long as he’s gonna let me.” Carrie laughed.

“Sure, sure. Just don’t take advantage of him too much, okay? Seriously. He’s got it rough.” Gwen looked back at Carrie in the mirror.

Carrie raised an eyebrow. “I’m a bitch, not a monster. I’ll take care of him, Gwen.”

A flush reached Gwen’s cheeks and chest. Something about Carrie’s words… They sounded really sincere.

She watched her friend for a minute as she sipped her coffee and sat on the bed, one knee propped up with a thoughtful look on her face.

Maybe she should talk with Carrie. This week was… odd. A rollercoaster. Anyone could get lost in the shuffle of sex and drama. She wasn’t sure what Carrie was thinking or how casual she really felt about sex, but if Gwen was to learn anything from Tom’s situation, it was that staying quiet was the last thing she should do.

There would be time for that. Maybe tomorrow at work she’d pull her aside. Go to lunch. Girl talk.

Already making plans, Gwen turned from the mirror and went to pick up her bag when she was struck with a sudden, intrusive thought.

Did I take my pill? Yesterday? This morning?

She stood at the door, holding her bag and staring at the floor trying to remember. But she couldn’t find the answer. Had she?

“Are you leaving?” Tom’s voice broke her concentration, and the worry and thought slipped away. He was stepping out of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist and still glistening with water, as he grabbed another towel to dry off his hair.

“Yeah. Can’t leave Dustin alone again. He might forget he has a mother.” Gwen smiled.

“Oh, right. Sorry. You know you don’t have to come over or… uh… I guess I really don’t know what to say here.” Tom scratched ‌his wet hair.

Gwen laughed. “Yeah. Not sure how we define this. But don’t worry, Tom. I’m a big girl. I’ve been doing this single-mom thing a while and, believe it or not, you’re not the first booty call I’ve gone out to and left him home with a sitter. A woman has needs.” She gave him a wink. “Are you still okay with Saturday?”

Tom scrubbed a towel over his hair. “Uh… yeah, sure. We can… uh, are you gonna pick me up, I guess?”

Gwen nodded. “I’ll be here at six. Dress nice.” With a quick blown kiss, Gwen turned and opened the door, slipping out of the room.

Before the door closed, she glimpsed Carrie slipping off the bed, her bouncing nude ass shaking as she walked up to Tom, yanked off the towel around his waist and gave him a playful shove so his back hit the wall.

A quick thrill of jealousy ran through her, but she quieted it down and left to get home and make her son dinner.

Cuckold Consequences - Ch 9

===========================

Saturday

Julie was in a fog. Completely disassociated from her life. It had been a few days since her doctor's appointment and since then she’d been walking through life as if she were a drone. A robot. No feelings or desires. She simply did what was required.

She got up and went to work. She completed her projects. She ate. She slept. It was a pattern and if anyone noticed anything wrong they simply wrote it off as Julie being focused or maybe they suspected something was wrong, but decided it wasn’t their business. At least not unless it jeopardized their jobs.

Devon didn’t bother Julie, and that was really the only thing she felt thankful for. He didn’t text and didn’t call or come by during work hours. It was as if they were perfect strangers again and honestly, deep down, Julie wished that was the case.

She’d give anything to go back to that Christmas party and tell Tom no. To pull him with her, forget about teasing and titillating some other man, and ravish her husband so any fantasy he might have had was forgotten.

But that wasn’t her life. This was.

The mess she was in. The choices she needed to make. It was all here and now and though she was running on autopilot, she knew sooner rather than later, there were going to be storms and choices she was going to have to weather.

Tom hadn’t contacted her since they’d tried to fuck each other to death. Silence seemed better than the alternative. She didn’t have any more energy to argue. What was done was done.

They’d dived into this lifestyle unprepared and it had been a white water river that had dashed them against the rocks. They didn’t have a raft. Their life jackets were shredded and the shore seemed so far away. If there was any hope, it was slim. Maybe they’d drown. Maybe they'd just be pulled apart and end up on opposite sides of the shore. Julie wasn’t sure what would happen. And a part of her just didn’t want to know. Silence was golden. Being in the dark meant she didn’t have to deal with the ugliness of the truth that her life had become.

When Saturday finally came, Julie had nearly forgotten about Devon’s invitation to accompany him to some sort of club. She couldn’t find the strength to say no. Not because she’d given up hope, but because she was simply running on auto and unable to make any real decisions. Getting the news from the doctor had simply shut her down. The other results that would either help or kill her were still weeks away, and that was being optimistic. So… when Devon texted that he was on his way and that she needed to dress nice and get ready to go, she simply went into her closet and pulled out a nice silk yellow dress and began to get ready.

She didn't much care what would happen tonight. The hints were there. Devon wasn’t being shy about the sort of club this was. Julie did manage to tell him that this was the last time. She’d go with him and do whatever he wanted. A deep dark part of her even wanted to simply indulge. To let herself go. Let all the stress and sadness and anger of the past week vanish and just be… an object. Just one last time.

She liked what Devon did to her in bed. But beyond that, Devon was repugnant as a person. She wasn’t going to date him or go to dinner with him or pursue some sort of domestic like relationship. He was only a dick. A big fat dick. This whole dynamic was supposed to be fun. Dangerous and kinky and erotic. But somewhere along the line it had become poisonous. Or maybe it had always been that way and they hadn’t noticed.

After Tom’s departure, Julie had done a little research and what she’d found out about the cuckolding and hotwifing lifestyle had shaken her. There were lots of layers. Lots of different types of dynamics. But what she’d found out was that she and Tom had neglected so many important things. Communication being one of the key ingredients to a healthy relationship. Julie had neglected Tom. In fact, she’d abused him. And not in a fun way.

Without seeking out Tom and giving him proper aftercare, she’d allowed him to deteriorate. He was a frog in a pot of water that had slowly heated up and finally he’d begun to boil alive. But somehow, he’d managed to jump free before he died. Now he was limping around, wounded and on the verge of death, but still trying. Julie had been that pot. Devon had been that water. She could see now that she’d essentially tried to kill her husband. Maybe not literally, but she’d damaged his ego, his spirit, his heart.

In some ways… Julie was actually disgusted by Tom’s behavior. His lack of courage. Maybe she’d dropped the ball on a lot of things, but Tom had just taken it. He’d let Julie push him aside. Let Devon take over in the bedroom. He’d sat in the corner like one of those wimpy cucks and said absolutely nothing. Maybe if he’d spoken up, Julie might have been able to do something about it, but he’d been silent.

She wasn’t innocent, but she wasn’t completely at fault either.

If she were being more sensible, she’d just go cold turkey. Delete Devon’s number and get a restraining order against him or something. But she wasn’t in her right mind. She was broken and shattered and lost in a fog. So she went through the motions of getting ready, knowing full well that tonight would be the last time she indulged in anything involving Devon.

She wanted her marriage back. And though this step was probably foolish, it was all she could bring herself to do until Tom began talking to her again. If he would talk to her again.

…

The room was the size of a changing room you’d find in a clothing store with a tall locker, mirror and bench to sit on. I’d pulled out the package that had been left inside the locker for me and stripped myself of my nice shirt and slacks. Gwen had insisted I dress nice even though the clothes I wore wouldn’t be the ones I’d have on in the club proper. Those were on the bench in front of me. And… I was still trying to figure out what exactly I’d gotten myself into.

This past week was… insane.

Only a week. How the fuck was that possible. It felt like months. Years. How could my whole life be so drastically turned upside down in just a handful of days?

Naked, I sat down next to the small bundle of… I guess you could call them clothes, put my elbows on my knees and leaned forward, face in my hands. I tried to slow my mind down. To think about each and every thing that had transpired to take me here.

That night with Devon and Julie… it was as if I’d been pulled out of a fugue state. Coming back to myself after a long mental absence. Seeing my wife so utterly used and loving it. Photos and videos sent to me by Devon of their affair… and what else could I really call it but an affair? She’d gone behind my back and done things with Devon that I hadn’t been a part of. She hadn’t told me about it. Probably wasn’t planning on telling me. And even now I knew she hadn’t told me everything. Julie had confessed to some things she and Devon had done when I wasn’t around when we were anger banging. But I knew there was more.

Did that matter now? Did it matter how much she’d done? It wasn’t so much about the actions as it was about the respect and the lies and the dismissal of my feelings. My identity. Julie had come to see me as a cuck. A man that couldn’t satisfy. A man she could demean and laugh at and ridicule while she was given everything. She’d taken my dignity. My pride. And she’d done it flippantly and without really understanding what it was she was doing.

That’s probably what made it worse.

Something done with knowledge and intention might be seen as bad, evil even. But to dismiss and ignore to the point that when you finally pull someone’s heart out you don’t even realize the bloody beating thing in your hand is something important, well… smarter people than me can glen whatever truth there is there. They can argue which is worse. Ignorance or intent. But for me… for me it was worse.

Julie had forgotten me. I was just a prop. She’d figured it out too late and even now I don’t think she fully grasped what she’d done. What I’d allowed her to do. What Devon had helped do.

No one was innocent. There was blame to share in equal measure.

Whatever had made me come to my senses had been the spark that ignited the fuse. Now it was almost burned down to the quick and the dynamite it was attached to was ready to blow. This whole week I’d been inching towards it. Leaving the house. Sleeping with Carrie and Gwen. Going on a date with Carrie. And now agreeing to come to Club Sway… where I would no doubt be involved in things that people thought only happened in porn.

My life was a mess to say the least. I’d somehow managed to scrape back a few shreds of my dignity and pride and self worth thanks to Carrie and Gwen. They’d shown me I wasn’t worthless. That I wasn’t weak. They helped me understand that what had happened to me, to Julie, to my marriage, wasn’t healthy. We needed help. Fucking them… well in a way that was healing, but also selfish. I’d been deprived for months. My frustration had built up to the point I couldn’t think straight. But now… now I was clear headed.

I’d been on the phone with a divorce lawyer this morning as I lay around in my hotel room. I hadn’t set anything in motion yet, but I was laying the groundwork. If it came to it, I wanted the divorce to be simple. Irreconcilable differences. Fifty fifty split. An amicable dissolution of something I thought would be forever.

I didn’t hate Julie. Far from it. I loved her. So much. And part of me wanted to try to work it out. To try to salvage what was the shipwreck of our marriage. But I just… couldn’t see a way. She’d made it clear she liked what they were doing, though admitted we had probably gone too far too fast. She didn’t want to give up the sexual freedom she’d found. And I guess that meant that I wasn’t enough. Not on my own anyway.

Life had been simple once. We were just a loving married couple. Thinking about a family one day. Working towards a dream. And now that dream was gone, fading away like mist burning off in the morning sun. We’d been living in the dark and now light was shining on our misguided sins against each other. There were choices to make. None of them easy. No path was smooth or straight.

I scrubbed my hands through my hair and stood up. All of those things would need to be dealt with soon enough, but tonight… Tonight Gwen had brought me here for some special treatment and by god I was going to enjoy it. Tomorrow I might have to file for divorce. Decide how my life is going to be divided and where I would end up. Would I keep dating Carrie? Sleeping with her and Gwen? What about Gwen? Was she interested in me? I’d be stupid not to be interested in her.

All good questions. But tonight… Tonight I wasn’t going to think with the head on my shoulders. The man downstairs was going to call the shots and I was just going to go along for the ride.

…

Bright adjusted their eye mask, white lace that clung tightly to the contours of their nose and cheeks. They looked themselves over in the bathroom mirror, admiring the new outfit they’d been issued tonight to help with a special guest. Their bra was merely a strip of white lace that held their little tits tightly, pink nipples pressing against the intricate pattern. The panties were custom, with a cock sleeve to fit their penis tight like a second skin or condom, and a string going up between their ass cheeks. It was the most exposed they’d been in a sexual situation. It was embarrassing and yet at the same time empowering.

There was no hiding their body in this outfit. They were exposed. On display. And not a single person in the club was judging them. In fact, they’d gotten several offers since coming in a half hour ago. But Ivy had requested their assistance tonight and after getting briefed on the details knew that tonight might not be a night of sexual gratification. At least not in the traditional sense.

Ivy’s guest was due any minute and they wanted to be ready to assist the Mistress of the house in any way she wished.

Bright brushed back their hair and gave their cheeks a couple soft slaps psyching themselves up.

“Nervous?”

The voice made Bright jump and then turn to see Cherish standing with a large grin on her beautifully red lips. She was a tall woman, dark auburn hair falling in waves. Behind the eyemask that was in the pattern of a spider web, her eyes almost glowed a deep emerald green. Bright’s cock went erect immediately seeing Cherish’s body on display. She wore a sheer mesh bodysuit, the patter that of spider webs interconnecting in mesmerizing patterns. Her beautiful tits were completely free, hanging out of two openings in the mesh, little dark black web pasties on her nipples that let just the tip of her nubs show. Heavenly thighs were encased in dark shiny latex stockings with stiletto heels that gave her another couple inches. The mesh patterns came together at her crotch, over her smooth cunt framing it perfectly.

“Geez!” Bright laughed and blushed, embarrassed and yet not that their cock was straining against the lace cock sleeve of their panties.

Cherish chuckled. “I know. Ivy really went overboard. But tonight's sort of special. I’ve invited a guest.”

Bright’s eyes widened. “Really? You are the one that set this up?” A part of them felt jealous. Cherish, or rather, Gwen, had set Bright up with the invite to Club Sway. It made them feel special. But was Gwen just giving these invites out like candy?

“Oh don’t look so jealous.” Cherish walked forward to the mirror over the long marble sink with slow moving waterfalls rather than faucets. “This is a special situation. Otherwise I only give out invites rarely, if ever. This will only be my fourth time.” She looked herself over in the mirror, adjusting the mesh around her breasts and making sure their eyemask was on tight.

“What’s so special about this invite?” Bright folded their arms under their breasts, genuinely curious.

Cherish hesitated. “Let’s just say this friend got themselves into a bit of a difficult situation that really fucked with their head. I’ve been trying to help pull them out of it but there's only so much I can do. I need professional help.”

Bright laughed. “And you’re bringing them here? Maybe therapy would be better? Well, depending on what sort of situation we are talking about.”

“He needs Ivy’s brand of treatment. Some confidence about themselves. Their sexuality. I’m sure therapy is gonna be on the list at some point, Lord knows he’s gonna need it considering what he’s been through. But for now…” Cherish grinned wickedly and turned to Bright. “Tonight he needs to get his brains utterly fucked up beyond recognition.”

Again Bright laughed, chuckling, making their breasts bounce and sway in the tight lace wrap. “Well. I’ll be happy to help. But I think Ivy just has me assisting, like, being a gopher sort of thing.” Their cock was still raging hard looking at Cherish.

She looked down at Bright’s erection and giggled. “Well I appreciate that. Who knows, maybe you’ll get pulled into the mix. But before we go out… would you like a little relief? Can’t have you being distracted when Ivy needs you focused.” Cherish took a step towards Bright, almost a foot taller than them in the heels, and caressed her hand along the length of their penis, nails tracing the lace over the burning soft skin.

“Mmmm… I wouldn’t mind.” Bright grinned. They’d only been to the Club a couple times in the last week, but in that short time they’d learned a lot. Especially with the educational videos that the club provided on their private site. “Why don’t you squat down little spider and put your pretty red lips to good use.”

“Ohhhh someone's gotten feisty.” Cherish whispered leaning down close, her lips brushing against the corner of Bright’s mouth. “Maybe sometime soon you can be even more… feisty when it’s just the two of us.”

Bright moved their hand slowly between Cherish’s thighs and touched the burning soft skin of her tight slit. “I’ve been dying to bury myself inside this little hole.”

“It’s tight. Are you sure that lovely thick cock will fit? Hmmm? Maybe you’ll have to force it in.”

A low growl rumbled from Bright’s throat. “We will have to see. But for now… kiss it. All over. I want your lipstick to rub off all over the lace.”

Cherish giggled and squatted down, her ass pressing against the spiked heels of her boots. She put her hands behind her back like a good girl and moved her mouth to the pulsing lace covered rod before her and began to slowly kiss. Firm. Letting her lips rub and smear the thick red lipstick on the white lace. Cum started to dribble and ooze through the material, staining Cherish’s lips and further making the lipstick rub and smear and stain.

“Ohhhh fuck.” Bright moaned, hands going to their tits and squeezing their nipples. “Like that Cherish. Yessss, your mouth is so good.”

“Wait till you get to fuck it.” She purred and continued kissing all over. The lace was quickly turning pinkish red all along the length and tip and over the lace encased balls.

Bright began to pant, feeling their balls stir with boiling need for release. More and more precum was leaking out from the tip, oozing and seeping through the lace, dripping in thick drops down their length only to be slowly kissed and licked up by Cherish’s tongue.

“Mmmm tastes so good.” Cherish hissed and began to kiss over and over along the oozing tip.

Bright’s thoughts were beginning to dim, being overtaken by lust and need, the power of an orgasm to completely blind their mind. They still were having trouble reconciling that this woman kneeling and licking and swallowing their semen was their kind, but rigid boss at work. How were they supposed to look them in the eye after events like this? But those thoughts were for a later time. Now…

“Uhhhhhhuhhhuhhh!” Bright began to cum, the lace preventing their semen from shooting in the long streams they’d usually have. Instead it gushed and dripped and trickled out.

Cherish opened her mouth, tongue out just barely touching their tip and letting the cum dribble down onto it. She looked up at Bright with burning eyes as they continued to grunt and release.

It was all over far too quickly and though the release felt good and did help to clear Bright’s mind, they still felt need. Their cock softened but didn’t fully become flaccid. They felt the warmth and stickiness of their semen coating the panties, now clinging even tighter along their whole length.

The lovely woman stood back up and seductively traced a finger along her lips and sucked it off with a loud smack. “Mmm. You are so sweet.” She winked, eliciting a laugh from them both.

“Well, enough of our pregame fun. We have a job to do.” Cherish turned back to the mirror one last time to check her lipstick which was now a bit lighter having smeared and left many prints all over Bright’s panties.

Bright noticed that the woman’s pussy seemed more pink, flushed and glistening with arousal. It made their cock stir again.

“Right.” They said, pulling themselves away from what they wanted and focusing on the job they’d been recruited for tonight.

…

Standing before Ivy was both unnerving and blood boiling. She was sex. Pure and simple. The woman was as tall as me, her dark brunette hair wavy and pulled over one shoulder with what looked like pink tinsel woven in. Her body was exquisite and barely covered. The pink body suit was all sparse lace flowers and thin straps that clasped at the back of her neck, along her back and the bottoms only a small lace flower sticking up between her taught ass cheeks. The crotch of the lingerie was fully transparent showing a flowering vagina with soft pink lips that opened like a tulip and pressed against a similar lace flower.

As exposed as she was, with delicate lingerie and pink stiletto heels, there was nothing soft about her. She was fully confident and in control and to my shock, I had no doubt if she told me to kneel and lick the toe of her heel, I’d do it.

Scary.

She smiled, her lips a delicious bubblegum pink that matched her glittery eyeshadow, the eyeliner a darker shade of pink making her dark eyes pop out dangerously. “Have you chosen a name?”

I glanced around the lobby of the club. Rich. Decident. Marble and gold and expense. There were others, but they’d given me and Ivy a wide berth and were clearly not listening. This woman gave off the true air of control and authority. No doubt she wasn’t a woman to be trifled with and if anyone tried to eavesdrop, they would be dealt with.

“Um…” I cleared my throat and scratched my neck. “Sure.”

“What is it? I need to know what to call you while I give you the grand special tour.” Her smile was wicked and dangerous. Seductive.

“Sure.” I repeated.

Her head cocked. “Are we playing a game of Who’s on first?” She grinned playfully.

I chuckled. “Sorry. The name I’ve chosen is Sure.”

Ivy nodded slowly, eyes narrowing as she considered what I said. “Hmm. As in… cocksure?” There was that wicked grin again that made my cock harden further.

Blood rushing to my erection was pleasurable but also painful. Part of my outfit was a cock ring that my instructions had told me to put on, circling around my base and balls and holding my erection continually. The rest of my outfit was barely anything. A black bowtie. Shiny black sleeves that connected along my back. Black socks and shiny black shoes. That was it. I was otherwise naked, exposed, and wholly embarrassed and yet confident.

There were men and women and others milling around the club who were dressed just as scandalous and strange. I got looks, but none of them were judgemental or disgusted. In fact, all of them were lustful or appraising. Many eyes lingered on my throbbing erection. Which only made it more stiff.

Ivy kept her seductive grin on as she took a closer step to me. “I think that’s a good name. You’re… Sure, of yourself. As you should be.” Her eyes slid down along my body to my throbbing dick. “Very cocksure.” Her tongue licked her lips. “Hmmm… so, are you ready for the tour? I have an idea of where we can start, where we go from there… will be up to you.”

I cleared my throat, pulling at the tight bowtie. “I… sounds good. Lead the way.”

“We have to wait just a moment for… ah, there they are.” Ivy gave a demure wave to a couple of people crossing the lobby from the restrooms. One was a shorter looking individual who had beautiful small breasts barely held in a strip of white lace and a cock in lace panties bouncing, the lace was stained with red lipstick and looked wet and sticky from what I could only surmise was cum. I wasn’t sure what sex the person was or how they wanted to define themselves so I kept my mouth shut.

The other was clearly a woman and… oh shit it was Gwen. No question. I’d become familiar with her body over the last few days and there was no denying that the woman walking towards me in a body stocking of spiderweb patterned lace. I knew she was a member, obviously because she’d invited me, and we’d come to the club together, but this wasn’t something I’d expected.

She winked at me through her mask and blew a little kiss. Her and the other individual came to stand next to Ivy and I.

“Sure, this is Cherish and Bright.” Ivy motioned to Gwen and the other individual. “Bright goes by they/them, if you’re curious and want to be polite. Though slut and whore work well too.” Her smile was utterly wicked and Bright’s cheeks burned. Ivy let out a soft chuckle and turned to Bright, giving them a soft kiss on the cheek. “They will be assisting us as we give you the grand tour. Bright is only observing. Cherish however…” Ivy stepped close to the other woman and reached between her legs, a single finger tracing through the folds that were tightly held in the mesh of her bodysuit. “She is readily available. As well as me.” Ivy turned back to face me and gave a wink.

Cherish seemed surprised that Ivy was offering herself, though it was only a fleeting moment and it passed. Gwen had said she knew Ivy. That this had all been arranged. Honestly I hadn’t been expecting to be spending time with Gwen, though not exactly surprised. And Bright… Bright definitely seemed familiar. But I didn’t want to jump to conclusions.

If I was right and Bright was actually Jami… the only one missing was Carrie. But she’d actually gone home tonight for a change. Most of her time this week had been spent with me in my hotel when she wasn’t at work. We hadn’t gone on any more dates, not yet anyway, but I was actually finding myself eager to do so.

That feeling was exciting and unsettling. My marriage… it was essentially over. Had been for a while now. Longer than this week. This week had just been the breaking point. The illusion was shattered. Julie had cut me out of our relationship long ago. Maybe even from the very beginning. Not consciously, but the moment she’d stepped into this new realm of pleasure and taboo and risk, she’d relished in it. It fit her. Ignited something that had obviously always been there. She was a submissive, cuckolding slut.

And that wasn’t me being mean or degrading. It was who she was. A part of her sexuality that had been laying dormant and undisturbed. But now it was alive and roaring and wandering the whole of the earth looking for prey. Julie was alive.

Ivy took my hand and began to lead me through the club. Halls and rooms. Open areas and closed off private sections. I saw whips and chains. I saw leather straps and velvet. The smell of sex was thick and intoxicating as well as stomach churning, like the many fragrances of a bakery. I caught glimpses of people engaging in numerous activities. Some as simple as sensually dancing. A small stage for a strip show with men and women alike surrounding it, watching. Of course I also saw sex. Lots and lots of sex. In all sorts of positions, costumes. Moans and screams and cries. Yelps and pleas. Whips snapping. Hands slapping soft flesh. Splashing juices. It was an orgy of the senses that had my cock so hard with the ring it was becoming engorged and purple, like it might burst.

“Don’t worry.” Ivy whispered as she looped her arm through mine and lay her head against my shoulder. “We will get you some relief very soon. I have a nice relaxing introduction for you and then we can go over some of the possibilities that might be of help to you tonight.” Her other hand reached down and caressed my member, making me grit my teeth at the sensation.

“Mmm, Gwen wasn’t lying when she told me about you. So nice. A very beautiful cock. It’s going to feel so good inside me, Sure. So. Fucking. Good.” She nipped at my ear. It was clear that by what she said that it wasn’t an invitation, it was a promise.

As we made our way down a dark maroon hall, plush with black crushed velvet carpet, we passed by a small open room, double doors wide. In the center of the room a rather hairy rotund man lay on a lush rug, a woman straddling his lap impaling herself over and over on his thick erection. The walls of the room were covered in mirrors, as well as the ceiling, allowing anyone and everyone to see every angle. There were others standing in the room, watching and waiting. Behind the woman another man stood, squatting down, pulling the woman’s hair violently back and ramming his cock into her asshole. Though the room was lined with mirrors the lighting was dim so as not to blind everyone. It was hard to make out details, though it was hardly necessary.

The woman was dressed in leather straps with silver rings allowing her nipples to poke through. A collar at her neck, tight and clearly cutting off a bit of her air. Thigh high leather stiletto heels, licked against the carpet as she rode the fat man, ass slapping his wet hairy thighs as well as smacking against the more fit man fucking her ass. She was arched back, breasts bouncing as she was pulled by her hair. Another man was standing next to her pulling her mouth open with both hands and spitting into her mouth.

“Fucking whore! This is what you want. Swallow it you bitch!” He slapped the woman, making her cry out. The man in her ass rammed hard, pulled her hair. “No whining you little pig!”

Below her, the hairy seal of a man held her ass tight, thrusting his cock into her cunt over and over with wet squelching lewdness that made my mind swim. The woman’s face was half covered by a white doll-like mask obscuring her eyes and nose and cheeks. With whimpering cries she swallowed the spit after gargling it. I’m not sure she meant to do that but it was erotic either way.

“Good fucking cunt. Now swallow my fucking balls.” The man that had spit in her mouth took her hair from the man ass fucking her and pulled her roughly down to his dangling midsized cock, lifting it up to show his swollen balls. He had a cock ring around them, much like I did around my shaft. The dangling sack was bulging and swelling with blood as it was tightly held. Without waiting, he shoved the balls into the woman’s mouth. Smacking her cheek. “All. Take them all bitch! Fucking ball sucking pig!”

I watched the action, astounded. Obviously I knew there were people that liked this sort of thing. Hell, I’d even indulged in some of it, though never to this sort of degree. It was arousing and sickening. It was the mixture I’d first felt that night watching Julie and Devon in the hotel room. It was that thrill of wrong. Of being useless, forced to watch. But still present. It was this horrifying paradox I just couldn’t resolve. And maybe that’s why it was so intoxicating. A poison that made your heart pound and life rush before your eyes but didn’t quite kill you. It just brought you to the edge. 

“If you want, you can join in.” Ivy suggested. “That young woman seems very eager. A prospective member on a visit much like yourself.”

I shook my head. I was trying to get away from this degradation. To pull myself away from it. Gwen and Carrie had pushed me this week. Pulled me out of my spiral and gave me back some of my dignity and integrity. Though my self worth and image still needed a lot of work. A week of exploratory sex and a night at an exclusive sex club wasn’t going to heal all the deep wounds that were festering within me. But this was like the deluge of antibiotics a doctor would prescribe when a patient was fighting an infection. First get things under control, then start going in with targeted precision.

I was going to need a therapist. That would probably come along with the divorce lawyer. The courts would probably insist upon marital counseling. And that didn’t seem like such a bad idea. As bad as things were, and as much as I believed we were too far gone, I did still love Julie. I didn’t want to divorce her.

As for what that meant for me and Carrie… or Gwen… ugh. Things felt even more complicated now.

How had I gone from no sex and feeling like nothing, to being part of a tiny harem within a week? Was I in some sort of bad sex story? Some male fantasy? Or maybe my luck was just that good?

“No. I… I think I need something less…” I tried to find the words.

Ivy nodded and trailed one of her nails along my jawline. “Less volatile and more… sensual. Yes. I know what you mean. Come. I have the perfect thing planned for you my Cock Sure friend.”

She pulled me away from the room of mirrors, Cherish and Bright following closely behind and the cries and wails and gasps of the woman being roughly gangbanged fading away.

…

Julie’s mind had left her body. She could still hear. Feel. She was experiencing everything that her physical self was being put through, but she was also afloat in nothingness. Watching the last several months of her life slowly play out before her while in the background a porn played, a movie where she was the star, but wasn’t getting paid.

She watched the happy parts of her life slowly twist and crumble and stain. Like poorly stored film, left to decay. 

Before she’d pleaded ignorance of Tom’s withering mental state, but now she could see clearly. It had always been right in front of her.

When she was getting fucked, filled by Devon’s cock and spewing out the demeaning words her debauchery conjured, she saw the conflicting emotions on her husband’s face. Arousal. Excitement. Pain. Acidic experiences that were getting etched into his flesh and his bones. She witnessed how he was broken down bit by bit, and all the while she ignored it.

Tom wasn’t blameless. He could have spoken. There’d been plenty of moments he could have.

One moment played before her. One among many.

Sweat soaked. Legs dripping with her squirted juices and Devon’s cum dripping along her inner thighs. Pussy puffy and pink from how violently Devon had fucked her. Pushed against the floor length mirror in the bedroom, breasts smashed to the glass, hair pulled back and his cock thrusting into her, she’d stared back at Tom, sitting in that now familiar chair.

Somehow…a moment of clarity… Julie stared back at her husband as she was used like a cheap whore and mouthed “are you okay?”. 

Tom hadn’t said a word. Instead he’d watched as Devon pushed her face against the mirror, arching her back and ass out and spreading her legs, lunging inside her over and over. His heavy balls swaying and slapping her clit.

“Ohhh holy fuck take my cock you bitch. Fucking swallow every inch! Show him what that pretty cunt can do!” Devon’s grunts were grizzled and thready from his heavy breathing.

Julie took Tom’s silence as acceptance.

All his silence. All this time. He hadn’t been accepting. He’d been screaming. He had a mouth. But no voice. She’d taken it from him. Julie had neutered her husband. Taken his confidence. His dignity.

Worse.

She’d taken the love they’d shared and allowed Devon to spray his cum all over it. Coating it with his musky scent and stickiness. Every page of their lives was now plastered together by that human glue Devon had a seemingly limitless supply of.

And she loved it. Or at least… she had loved it.

Some primal abyss had cracked open inside of her when they started this affair with Devon. Thrilling and dangerous and new. But that was before there were consequences. Their actions had finally caught up with them. Emotions that had been set aside were now raw and bleeding. She’d neglected her husband, and done it willingly and gladly.

Tom had indulged in the taboo paradox of hate and love and desire and sickness. Now sickness had won. If he’d stayed any longer, there was no doubt that Tom’s fate would have been…

Julie let tears slip down her cheeks. It didn’t matter how good her body felt from the two cocks deep in her holes and the other stuffed down her throat. The hands on her tits pulling and twisting and sucking. The spanks and slaps that made her sting but also made her blood rush. She was in utter despair. Her mind was swirling with blackness and self defeat. It was a swirling nightmare of vile words and actions. Of feelings and things that were thought but never said but were just as sharp and deadly.

If Tom hadn’t found the strength to pull himself free. To walk away. Julie imagined it… as she was taken and used and abused…

Tom’s eyes hollow. Sitting naked and defeated. Worthless.

Her mind's eyes were colored in red. Life. Seeping out.

Tom would never have survived. He’d have ended it. And Julie wouldn’t have been able to blame him. Because it would have been all on her. Because of her words and actions. Because of how she’d neglected what she’d promised to him on their wedding day. To love and cherish.

Oh Tom. You deserve better.

This is what I deserve. I’m just holes. I’m just an object. After what I’ve done to you… after… how could I have let… how could…

It was still too early, but she could imagine her belly swelling. Of what it would look like. She’d imagined it many times and it had been so joyous.

Now? It was sickening. This wasn’t how it was supposed to happen and she didn’t even know what to do.

Her marriage was over. No doubt Tom was looking into divorce. Even after their day of words and intense relations, she’d felt and seen in her husband how broken things were.

Julie surrendered herself to the carnage of being passed around the room. Used. Filled and fucked. It was more than she deserved. This was pleasure. She wanted pain. Needed to be punished. Needed to be put in her place.

The feeling of thick cum shooting inside her already seeded womb made her eyes roll and an orgasm wash over her like blazing heat from a deadly furnace. Another feeling of shooting semen into her rectum. A spray in her throat and gushing goo onto her face and tits. She was an object. This was what she deserved.

So Julie let go. She abandoned her consciousness and floated in her guilt and numbness and let the men and whomever around her have their way.

And quietly and secretly during it all… she imagined Tom. His eyes on her. Witnessing her debauchery and wishing she could just tell him one more time that she loved him.

…

This would be a perfect way to die. After all the bullshit I’d been through in the last months, in the last week, laying like this being worshipped by two of the most beautiful women and watching an equally attractive person standing alongside, stroking themselves in a pair of erotic fitted panties with oil soaking through the fabric making me question my sexuality and what I found arousing, then I could die happy. Or at least die not feeling miserable.

The room Ivy had taken us to was cozy, with a fireplace blazing, a soft fur rug and large circular bed in the center. The light was low, mostly coming from the fire. I was on my back, legs lifted up and spread. Ivy knelt over my face, her pristine slit glistening in the firelight just inches above my face. I could smell her musk, her scent, the pheromones wafting from her sex and little glittering droplets falling to my open mouth. She tasted like mint and salt. Her ass was shaped firmly like a heart, in perfect view as I stared up along her back and spine.

Behind me, helping hold my legs open and spreading my ass cheeks, Cherish was kneeling down with her tongue plunging deeply into my asshole. I was effectively upside down, feeling Cherishe’s tongue licking around my rim and then pushing in. Ivy was right next to her, leaning in over my dangling legs and licking and sucking along my sack and taint. It was torture and bliss. I couldn’t hold back the moans as the girls slathered their spit and saliva all over my nether region.

Thewwww. Cherish spit into my asshole and slowly licked it up, her tongue slithering deeply. Ivy was softly gasping as she suckled one testicle and then pulled off, sucking at the tight skin and then diving in for the next.

My cock was throbbing and dripping precum down my stomach as it hung in the air over me.

Just behind Ivy, Bright stood with a bottle of oil dripping all down their front, their breasts exposed and shining and their cock rock hard and the lace of their panties clinging tightly as they slowly moved their free hand up and down, adding to the erotic visuals.

I’d never been aroused by the male anatomy and honestly wasn’t bi curious at all. But after months of watching Devon plunge his cock into my wife in numerous positions, watching her worship and slobber and suck and kiss it, I had to admit that something had sparked inside me about the visual. I had no desire to touch or taste at all, but watching it… especially when it was on the nicely sensual body that Bright had, was just making my arousal that much harder to control as the two beautiful women rimmed me.

“Your ass tastes so bitter, Sure.” Cherish moaned and put her lips all around my puckered hole and lapped fast and fluttery.

“MMM his balls taste so fucking salty. So full of something sweet.” Ivy crooned, wiggling her ass over my face and reaching back to peel open her ass and pussy lips. “You wanna put that sweet cream in this little hole, Sure? Hm? Wanna breed me?”

I groaned, unable to find words due to all the sensations that were robbing me of any way of forming speech.

“What do you think, Sure? Am I lying? Is the mistress of the house teasing you about shooting your boiling cum inside and getting me pregnant? Or am I telling the truth? Maybe I prepared just for you. A special treat for a friend. Hmmm?” Ivy’s tongue lashed at my dangling throbbing member.

“How about it, Sure? Wanna fuck a baby into a stranger?” She slapped at her plump pussy lips and a splash of her glistening drips fell onto my face.

“FUCK.” I grunted, legs trembling.

Cherish slapped my hairy ass. “Hold still. I’m enjoying my meal.” She giggled and to my surprise and horror her finger pressed inside along with her twisting tongue.

“Mmmm fuck, push in…just to there sweet heart. That’s where his prostate is. Do you feel it?” Ivy instructed, one hand still holding herself open to my eyes and her other going to hold the back of Cherish’s head.

My eyes darted back to watch Bright as they stroked their covered cock and balls, dripping and glistening and shining in the firelight. Both hands were now moving all over their genitals, groaning and watching me getting worshiped.

The press of Cherish’s finger made me gasp and nearly explode.

“Hold. Hold still honey bunch. Sweet little Spider. Don’t make him blow yet… not till he’s inside me.”

“Why do you get him first?” Cherish giggled as she lightly wiggled her finger and traced her lips along my rim.

“Because I own this establishment. You’re both guests. And the second I saw his pretty cock I knew I was going to let him make me fucking scream.” Ivy stood up, legs wide as she stood over me and looked down with a wide smile. “You ready for some more fun? Are you Cock Sure enough?”

I was panting, trying to keep myself from cumming too soon. This was overwhelming in a whole new way. I thought fucking Gwen and Carrie together had been a challenge. But this… this was a whole new level. Ivy knew what she was doing. It was more than just the atmosphere of the room, it was every detail. The smell. The visuals. Lighting. She had everything set up perfectly to keep someone on edge and aroused.

Cherish continued rubbing against my prostate, her tongue still lapping at my taint and rim as Ivy positioned herself over me, my legs dangling and open as she positioned herself between them.

Looking up I had the perfect view of her smooth mound, her hand grabbing hold of my cock and bringing it to her entrance. This was like a combination of the pile driver and amazon position. Or something. I wasn’t very well versed in sexual position names. Squatting slightly, standing between my open legs as I was upside down, Ivy slowly lowered her slit onto my engorged purple head.

“Oh…oh holy fuck…” Ivy gasped as my head peeled open her lips, pressed to her tight warm dripping hole and slowly slipped inside like a tight fist covered in lotion. “Ohhhhhhh fuuuuuckkkkk.” She gasped loudly as I sank in deeper, watching this amazing position. The pressure on my cock. The feeling of her tight warmth squeezing so heavenly.

Cherish pressed against my prostate and continued licking.

“Bright!” Ivy gasped, looking back, hair flying wildly. “Get that panty covered cock in my ass, now!” It was a lustful order that made my whole body shudder and more precum began to pour out, but this time filling up Ivy’s pristine pink tunnel.

Bright didn’t even hesitate. Clearly in need just as much as all of us were. They came forward, standing over me and behind Ivy as she was squatting a bit lower, my cock entering deeper and opening her cheeks to give Bright access.

They kept their panties on, like a skin tight oiled condom made of lace, slick and warm, they placed their cock at Ivy’s puckered pink star and pressed inside with a gurgling groan.

I watched as their lace covered member vanished with slick ease into Ivy’s asshole, my cock sliding balls deep into her cunt and balls pressed to her clit. Cherish’s tongue deep in my ass along with her pressing finger teasing me and urging me to go over the edge. I could only imagine she was also rubbing her pussy as we were entangled in this strange erotic knot.

Oil dripped down along with juices from Ivy’s pussy and my own overflowing precum, splashing my face mixing with my sweat. It was disgusting and somehow so arousing that…

I was losing my breath. Things were beginning to black out.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck!” Ivy was bouncing herself on me. Bright was fucking deeply into her ass and holding her hips as they pressed their oiled tits to Ivy’s back. “Fuck me! Ohhh fuck me fuck fuck!” She screamed out.

Cherish slathered my ass with her spit and tongue. We were all moaning. Panting. Screaming.

“Fill my cunt Tom! Fill it!” Ivy screamed, letting my name loose to the whole room.

But I didn’t care about my anonymity anymore. It was likely everyone knew everyone here. Or would by the end of the night. 

I stared up at Ivy’s stuffed holes and couldn’t hold back. My orgasm rocked me to my core. Cum shooting out so powerfully and painfully I blacked out for a solid five seconds as I gushed inside the woman, flooding her pussy with my potent hot sperm. It overflowed quickly, getting pushed out as Bright gasped and thrust and began cumming in their panties and in Ivy’s asshole.

Ivy was right there with all of us. Screaming in orgasm. Cherish licking and kissing and gasping as she too succumbed to her own orgasm.

We were a mewling, moaning, crying beast of four backs. Twisted skin, sweat, holes. We froze in our pleasure. The world was swimming and spinning. Crackling sizzles from the fire soon became the only thing we could hear as we collapsed into a heap on the soft rug. Our mess leaking and dripping out onto the fibers, making them sticky and slick.

I let myself lay there, staring into the flame, wondering if they were the fires of Hell and this was supposed to be some sort of torment. It was fitting enough. My life had gone to hell because of my perverted desires and taboo kinks. But this didn’t feel like infernal torment. Maybe this was baptism by fire. Cleansing the pain and filth through pleasure.

Either way, I knew the longer I stayed and the more I participated, the hotter I was going to burn.
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The coffee was smooth, rich, and the light taste of Bailey's gave it a tart bitterness that sent shivers through my entire body. Flames flickered in the fireplace, adding to the warmth the coffee and liquor was sending through my bloodstream. Ivy sat in the armchair next to me, sipping her own drink with the sort of elegance I would have expected from a period piece movie. She’d shed her body suit and now sat in unhindered glory, skin glowing with a sheen of sweat from our earlier activities and the warmth of the fire.

Cherish and Bright had left on some errand for Ivy after our foursome had ended. It was also so she and I could have some privacy. Some quiet.

“As much as this place is about pleasure, it’s about healing too. We use the sensations of the flesh to help clear and heal our minds through various methods.” She’d recited the words as if they were simple and sacred, handing me a mug of spiked coffee while she was completely nude. The sight of her bare breasts gently swaying and her exposed vagina, still puffy and shimmering with my cum was burned into my mind.

Now she was sitting back in her chair, legs crossed and a sweet content smile on her lips watching the fire. Content to let the silence fill the room as we basked in the afterglow of our copulation.

“I… appreciate you letting me visit…” I started, unsure if I should be breaking the silence.

Ivy turned to me, her eyes reflecting the flames. “You’re not just visiting dear. If you want, I am offering you a full fledged membership. No fee necessary.” She winked.

“Oh… um… really?” I took a contemplative sip of my coffee.

“Gwen’s recommendation goes a long way with me. And you’ve more than proved your adequacy when it comes to sex. As for your other issues, I believe I can help if you’d like. From what I’ve gathered, Gwen and her friend have already begun the process. But she’s not a certified therapist, so her efforts are amateur at best. Good intentioned but not up to the standards I hold here at Sway.” She spoke with such clear confidence, her face alight with control and a certain level of arrogance that definitely seemed earned.

“Therapy huh? I’ve heard of sex therapy. Guess I didn’t picture it like this.” I chuckled.

Ivy’s laughter was tinkling sickles of ice. “Oh there are many kinds of therapy. And when it comes to sex, it’s as nuanced and varied as any. It’s just a matter of finding the sort that fits your needs. I think we’ve pinpointed that you need desire. To be wanted and seen as someone worthy of attention and praise. From what I’ve been told, you’ve suffered at the hands of an improper cuckolding relationship. No aftercare. Humiliation that was never agreed upon. But I’ll need to hear it from your own lips to get a full understanding.”

I blushed and looked away, clenching my jaw. “I’m not… sure…”

Ivy waved a hand. “Calm down Tom. I’m not asking you to confess here and now. All in due time, if you want. I’m simply offering. You have a place here. We can help. And for what it’s worth, Gwen is truly worried.”

That made me smile. Gwen was worried. Genuinely. So was Carrie. I had people that cared. We were definitely in a very odd situation, but their honest concern was something that wasn’t alien to me. It was something I’d been lacking the last several months.

“So… Tom…” We’d dispensed with our aliases since we were alone. Ivy had assured me that this room was soundproof as well as protected against any sort of listening devices. Not that I had any reason to believe my problems would be of interest to anyone beyond myself and Julie. “Are you considering divorce?”

The question stung. Ivy didn’t seem to be someone that beat around the bush. “I… think so.” It came out as a heavy sigh. “I just… I don’t know how we come back from this. From what we’ve done. And it’s not all Julie’s fault. I should have stepped up. I… I wasn’t a man…” My voice cracked.

Ivy reached out and touched my hand. “You are as much a man as any, Tom. What you're describing is simply a failing that we all suffer from. Instead of standing up for yourself, you chose the route that seemed the least difficult. You allowed this other man to trample over you. You allowed your wife to take hold of the relationship completely, and not in an agreed upon sharing and shifting of power. It’s easy to let others take. It’s harder to hold onto things. Even dignity and pride.”

Her fingers laced with mine and she squeezed gently. “Your failing doesn’t mean you are a failure. It doesn’t make you inadequate. It just makes you human. How you face the consequences, that’s what makes the difference. You could have rolled over, become a true cuck and allowed your wife and her bull to crush you. Instead, you got up and walked away.”

Ivy stood, setting her coffee aside on an end table, then turned to fully face me. The fire light cast shadows along her delicate creamy skin. Her small breasts were full, her hips wide and her mons swollen from our earlier fucking. But it was her eyes that held me. Firm and serious and in control. “You got yourself into a maze without a guide to show you the way through and back out. You got lost. Desperate. And what did you do, Thomas. You started clawing your way through the hedges and climbing over walls. Instead of letting yourself get dominated, you pushed back and made your own way. It hasn’t been pretty. And you’re far from getting out of the maze just yet. But these are the first steps. Be proud of them. Proud of yourself.”

Carefully, tenderly, Ivy approached and straddled my bare lap, my semi-erect cock brushing against her smooth as silk lips. It was sexual and yet casual. There was no effort or pressure, just a simple touch of our most intimate parts. She took my coffee, sipped it with a smile and then sat it down next to hers. “Your sexual prowess was never in question Tom. Not by anyone but you. From what I’ve sampled and Gwen has told me, there’s no way Julie didn’t and doesn’t know that you are good in bed.” She moved her hips like a slow rolling wave, her lips rubbing against my hardening shaft.

“And ass for this other man, he doesn’t sound like a true Bull to me. Those who practice the role of a Bull in the bedroom and in a relationship, know limits. They understand when to push and when to back away. They make sure all parties are comfortable and enjoy the experience. Those that seek to dominate and steal and humiliate in these, childish ways, are just that. Children. Pathetic people who are trying to show off. To belittle those they think are beneath them. Cuckold relationships, or any relationship really, is always based on trust and equality. Even when you play with power dynamics, dominants and submissives, there is always equality. No one is so high and above that they can simply ignore their partner's needs.”

Ivy’s arms wrapped around my neck, her hips moving luxuriously and smoothly as her pussy glided along my shaft making me groan. “There’s a great deal for you to learn, Tom.” Her lips found the corner of my mouth. “And I will be happy to teach you. But first, you need to shed this guilt and self doubt. Accept that you took part in fracturing your marriage. Accept that it may lead to your marriage’s dissolution. But don’t feel guilty. Take this lesson. Take these mistakes. And learn from them.”

My cock was hard, pressing against Ivy’s languid movement, feeling the nub of her clit pressing against my vein, her mons caressing and circling my shaft.

A few tears slipped down my cheeks. Ivy slowly licked them away and then kissed me deeply, my salt mixing with the bitterness and acidity of the coffee and liquor. My hands grabbed hold of Ivy’s waist and continued the motion of the ocean that her body was mimicking.

“It’s alright Tom.” She whispered against my mouth. “Let go.” My cock slid lower and the head nestled into the tightness of her opening. “No shame. It’s not wrong to cry. Let it go Thomas. Let all this tension go. Channel it into something new.”

Her tunnel began to accept me, swallowing my head as she pressed down and my cock throbbed erect. Ivy groaned softly as I slid inside her, feeling the burning fire of her walls and skin. The moisture thick and slick. She settled down onto me completely in one smooth motion, continuing to whisper and kiss my lips. Her body was a comfort as I began to let loose the final tears I’d been holding onto. The guilt and shame at having failed as a husband. I’d failed Julie. Myself. We had broken our vows. Our bond. But sometimes… things broke. Maybe they could be fixed. Maybe they simply had to be thrown away and something new had to be put in its place.

Ivy rode slow. Up and down my length as I cried, grasping hold of her, letting her body touch me, caress me, take me in, accepting me for all that I was and still taking pleasure. I’d failed. But I wasn’t a failure. It thrummed in her body as her breasts pressed to my chest and her teeth nipped at my jaw.

I don’t know for how long we were like that. Slow and steady. Dripping sweat and our coffee going cold. Our peaks began to build slowly and steadily and when we finally released, Ivy’s juices pouring and dripping out all over my legs and balls and my own climax gushing and filling every inch inside her, we collapsed in a tight hug. Our breaths were shaky and shallow.

“Mmm, I think you may have had a breakthrough.” Ivy peeled herself away from me, our skin sticky and clinging as she sat up in my lap. My cock was still inside, buried deep even as it was slowly shrinking.

I laughed, holding her around the waist as she grinned at me.

Someone cleared their throat, grabbing Ivy’s attention. The sultry sweet look she’d been giving me was quickly replaced by one of business and purpose.

“Yes? What is it?” She didn’t move from my lap, her hands remained on my shoulders, but the rigid way she sat told me that this intrusion wasn’t expected.

“Ma’am, we have a small situation.” It was Gwen’s voice. Or rather Cherish. My mind was having a hard time keeping up with things at the moment after such an intense orgasm.

“Oh? Care to elaborate?” Now Ivy was slipping off my lap, my cum dripping from her slit didn’t seem to bother her as she marched towards Cherish. I pushed myself up on shaky legs, turning to face them.

“It’s… um…” Cherish cleared her throat nervously and looked from Ivy and then to me, clearly torn. “Ma’am… um… it’s about… it concerns Sure… or…. Oh fuck it.” Cherish sighed and gave me her full attention. “Tom. It’s Julie. She’s here.”

…

Morning sickness and gangbangs don’t mix. Julie was only mildly aware of being thankful that she was able to make it to the bathroom before she began to vomit. She hugged the high end toilet, heaving up cum and whatever she’d managed to stomach before she’d come to the club with Devon. Muscles spasmed, heaved, tightened and twisted. Her whole body was like a sensitive twitching nerve that made her stomach squeeze, making her spew into the toilet bowl. Embarrassingly, it made all her muscles clench, thus pushing out the torrents of cum that had been pumped into her pussy and asshole onto the cold marble floor beneath her, sticking to her clammy skin, sending new shivers through her body, triggering another spasm in her abdomen.

The sounds of her sickness echoed in the bathroom, a ringing bell that signified just how nauseating her life had become. Everything was sore and with her violent heaves, it only made things worse. Her head pounded. Her throat was raw and tasted like bile and acid. The fluids dripped from her nose and she had to struggle not to sniff. Her breathing came in deep gasps through her mouth, trying to fill her lungs before another bout of sickness overtook her.

Everything in the world spun and though she closed her eyes, trying to block it all out, she still felt like she was falling down the side of a mountain.

“Julie?”

Laying next to the toilet, forehead pressed to the cool porcelain of the base, she let herself relish in the sound of Tom’s voice. A memory. The sound of her loving husband’s voice and the steady cool hand rubbing along her back, trying to comfort her. He’d done it so many times over the years when she was sick. A comforting, steady, solid presence when she was in a sea of fever and nausea. This must have been more than morning sickness if she was hallucinating about her husband in a sex club bathroom. Or maybe it was just that sickness being exacerbated by the brutal gangbang she’d just been subjected to.

Things were murky. She remembered getting to the club with Devon, dressing in an outfit, though where it had gone and where it was now was lost to her. He’d paraded her around and offered her to any and all willing participants. That was how she’d ended up in a room full of mirrors watching herself getting utterly used in ways she’d never imagined. She was pretty sure at one point there were three cocks inside her, two in her pussy and one in her ass. Then someone had stuffed another down her throat. Air tight plus an extra.

She recalled the gushing of cum from strange cocks. In her throat. Ass. Cunt. She was nothing but a receptacle. A cum dump. A whore. It’s what she’d let herself become.

No wonder Tom left. Ran. Sprinted away from her.

He deserved better.

Julie heard echoing sobs. Someone in the bathroom was crying. Maybe they could commiserate together if she could get herself up from the floor. But it was cool. So cool.

“She’s hot… fever… get me a towel…”

Where was that voice coming from? Why did it sound like Tom? Tom had left her. He was off fucking some other woman.

The lights overhead were bright as she opened her eyes. Her vision was watery, blurred. But even through that filter of tears and… maybe cum… she saw Tom over her. That beautiful face she’d fallen in love with. The man she’d ruined because of her selfishness. Her lust.

“Tom.” She sighed. This must be a dream. Or at best a hallucination. But if this was the only time she was going to see him again, she had to unburden herself. “Tom honey, I love you. I’m so sorry… you’re not the one that left, I am. I left you alone. Abandoned you. We were supposed to be in things together and… and I pushed you aside. It felt so good. Liberating. But I left you behind. I didn't bring you with me like I was supposed to. I should have wanted to share the experience with you, instead I whored myself out for my own pleasure and neglected you.”

Tom was shaking his head, saying something but she kept talking feeling almost delirious with the need to make this phantom image of her husband understand.

“I didn’t love you the way you deserved. The way I promised. I’m… I’m not sorry we started doing it, but I’m sorry for how stupidly we dove in. We should have talked. I should have taken care of you first. I understand why you left. Why you’re not coming back. But… you need to know I love you. Truely. I don’t want you to go…”

Oh. The woman sobbing was her. She was shaking with her cries and whimpers. Her stomach was clenching, threatening another bout of nausea.

“Julie… it’s okay… just rest… shhhh… we can talk all about this later.” A damp towel was being pressed to her face.

Julie’s vision began to clear and the image of Tom became more focused. He was there. Wearing a robe. Kneeling next to her and pressing the cool of the towel to her face. There were others there too, standing a couple feet from them. Women. Two of them. They wore eye masks like she had been before throwing it off when she’d collapsed to the porcelain throne. One was dressed in a black, weblike body suit. The other wore a floral body suit. The women were pure sex, even in her state of delirium she felt arousal at their presence. She wasn’t bi-sexual, but after all the things she’d participated in, sexual contact with a woman had become something interesting and fun.

“Tom?” She looked up at her husband, confusion setting in as the heat and dizziness from her nausea began to fade. “You’re… here?”

He nodded and shrugged. “Great minds think alike I guess.”

Julie snorted in laughter and then groaned as a spike was driven through her brain. “Ohhh fuck.” She moaned and lay back, realizing her head was being cradled in Tom’s lap.

“Take it easy.” He muttered.

“I’ve sent Bright to get a medical kit. There should be some ibuprofen in there. That will help with your headache.” The woman wearing the floral lingerie came forward, holding a waterbottle, offering it to Julie. “Until they get here, drink. You may be dehydrated.”

Julie took it with shaking hands and downed almost the entire bottle in a few deep gulps. She lay her head back into her husband’s lap and for a single second allowed herself a sigh of contentment feeling the warmth of the man she loved.

“What’s going on here? Why’d you run off?” The voice was Devon’s. Booming in the bathroom and making Julie’s pounding head feel like it was stuck in a drum getting banged on by a child.

“Excuse me. But this is not a situation of your concern.” The floral woman’s voice was firm, diplomatic, but as cold as ice as she turned and faced the rotund man.

Devon stood before the woman, naked and sneering. His hairy stomach was sweat slicked and he still wore his eyemask as he took in the scene before him, eyes finally landing on Julie as she lay in Tom’s lap. The sneer he wore deepened when he saw Tom. “Listen, she came with me. If you want to reconcile your marriage or whatever, do it later. Not on my time. We are here to get accepted into this club, and that’s not gonna happen if you get all soft about some rough fucking. We can tell anyone that’s gonna use your mouth to try not gagging you so hard so you don’t upchuck.”

Julie knew Devon was crass. Rude. Self absorbed. None of that was new to her. In fact, the way he was speaking to her was pretty par for the course in her experience. At one point something about his dominant rudeness had been attractive. Not in a romantic way but in a lustful way. The primal way of a caveman taking the woman he wanted and using her. She’d indulged in that. Relished it. But now… it was almost as if a spell had been broken. Or maybe she’d vomited up the demon that had been poisoning her body. Or… maybe she was finally just done, and instead of letting her vagina lead her around, she was using her brain.

The man was repulsive. Not bodily, though he was definitely not the healthiest person, but in his spirit. He was too narcissistic to see anything or anyone beyond himself. And what was worse, Julie saw herself reflected in his attitude. It’s what Tom must have seen, at least subconsciously. That’s why he’d left.

Tom’s eyes burned with hellish fury. “Would you shut the fuck up Devon. She’s clearly not feeling well. And despite what you might think, Julie isn’t some sex doll you can just use at your discretion."

“She’s been my sex doll for months now, cuck.” Devon scoffed. His attitude was far more crude than either of them had been used to since engaging in this odd dynamic. Whatever pretense Devon had kept up was gone now. “And tonight she’s my key to finally getting an ocean of pussy. If she’s got an upset tummy then get her some pepto, clean her up, and let’s get back out there. I’ll even let you have her for a bit too Tommy Boy…”

The woman in floral lingerie suddenly stepped between Devon and Tom. Though Devon was twice as big as her in width, they were close to the same height and she was staring the man down like he was a roach she was about to stomp on. She’d removed her mask, face stern and uncompromising. When she spoke, her voice was venomous steel. “I will not have you speaking to one of my guests this way. Not without consent. And seeing as this woman is not in the right frame of mind or body to be consenting to anything, I’m going to give you one warning to leave this establishment before I have you removed.”

Devon glared at the woman, his sneer turning to one of disdain. “Removed? I was invited and some skinny whore isn’t going to…”

The woman moved lightning fast, her fist sank into Devon’s soft belly making him deflate like a whoopie cushion. He sputtered spittle and air, stumbling backwards like a blubbering bag of lard. Before Devon could collapse to the floor, she grabbed him by the hair and her knee thrust up as she pushed his head down, the two colliding and a gush of blood and snot bursting forth as Devon fell to the floor with a wet, skin slick slap, like steak getting thrown onto the floor.

Stalking over to where Devon had fallen, the woman looked down with eyes that blazed with disgust and venom. “You don’t have permission to call me a whore. And you most certainly do not have any right to demand anything from a guest, especially one who is clearly sick. Whatever hope you had of becoming a member has been universally and eternally revoked. Get your fat ass up and out of my establishment before I have it removed for you.”

Devon groaned from the ground, blood seeping through his hands as he held them against his nose. He looked like a sweaty wart rising from the pristine floor.

The woman dressed in a black body suite crouched down next to Tom. “Come with me, we can get Julie dressed and you can take her home.”

Tom was staring daggers at Devon who was starting to struggle getting up, flopping around like a beached whale. Julie could see the desire in Tom’s eyes. The desire to attack. To get revenge. Reaching up she gently touched Tom’s cheek, bringing his attention back to her. “Tom… it’s not him you’re mad at. It’s me.”

Her husband stared down at her with a struggling look of anger and frustration, but it melted quickly and he shook his head. “No. Not anymore.” Without another word he carefully lifted her up, cradling her in his arms and with the women in black walking ahead of them, started for the door. Tom didn’t seem at all concerned with the fluids dripping from Julie’s pussy and ass as it seeped out onto his robe.

“Why are you here?” She whispered as they passed Devon. He had scrambled to his feet, the woman who’d put him on the ground watching him like a panther, ready to spring and murder her prey.

A sad smile formed on Tom’s face as they left the bathroom and started marching through the establishment’s darkly lit halls. “Fate.” He muttered finally.

Julie leaned her head against his shoulder, wrapping her arms around his neck and started to cry.

…

I had a lot to process. But my brain was like an old computer with 512 Megabytes of ram and what was needed was gigs. The couch in the living room was soft, but right now it felt like I was sitting on jagged stone. The house was quiet. A silence that felt final. Like the whole of my life and Julie’s life up to this point had finally come to an end.

Maybe something else would begin. But right now it all just felt impossible.

Leaving the club… it was like walking out of a dream. I’d gone from being denied in my marriage, starving for attention and sex, to swimming in pussy. And now I was back where I started, in a home that should have been mine but felt foreign. My wife—yes she was still my wife. I still wore my ring and we were still legally bound—was laying in the master bedroom sleeping.

Whatever fever had taken hold of her had thankfully subsided. While I was getting dressed, Cherish was helping Julie get dressed talking softly to her like she was a child who was falling asleep and needed to stay awake just a little longer.

The woman calling herself Cherish removed her mask confirming the obvious suspicion that it was Gwen. She gave Julie some water and some antacids and then came over to me with the most serious look I’d ever seen any woman have.

“Tom,” She kept her voice low, standing close to me as I pulled up my pants. “Did you know?”

“Know what?” I asked, exhausted. “That she would be here? That Devon was bringing her? I didn’t know about this place until you told me about it the other day Gwen.” I muttered.

Gwen shook her head. “No, Tom.” She bit her lip, glanced back to Julie as she was sitting on a cushioned bench sipping her water. “Did you know that she’s pregnant?”

I think I must have blacked out. Thankfully I didn’t fall over or anything, but for a solid minute the entirety of existence just vanished and I was in a void. No despair. No joy. Just… nothing. Then it all rushed back and I found myself staring at Gwen, her hands on my shoulders for stability and grounding.

“Tom.” She whispered. “Tom, take a breath okay. Take a breath.”

“Ar…are you…su…sure?” I stammered, looking passed Gwen to my wife. News like this should have been euphoric. We’d talked about children. Had even been planning to start sometime soon, at least before we had started down this road of debauchery. But now our marriage was hanging by a thread, all but over. That would make divorce far more complicated.

A wave of nausea hit me and my eyes widened suddenly at a damning and soul crushing realization. It had been weeks since Julie and I had had sex… at least before our all day session of argument and hate fucking. But there was no way she’d know she was pregnant a few days after our marathon. That meant she’d gotten pregnant… when… weeks ago… I still wasn’t fully clear on how women monitored their cycles and all that, but I knew it took a couple weeks at minimum, maybe more, to actually suspect and confirm.

Julie had been fucking Devon over and over. Me? I’d had her… some weeks back for the last time before I’d been fully cut off.

The chances of that baby being mine… were… oh god.

I slumped against the wall and tried to hold my sanity together. Tears were dripping down my cheeks and I was clenching my teeth tight enough to crack a tooth. Gwen was kneeling down with me, hands still on my shoulders helping keep me grounded. It was clear she knew the implications of Julie’s pregnancy.

“W…wh…what do…do I do…?” I whispered through gasping hiccups.

Gwen sighed and cupped my cheek in her hand. “You take her home. Take care of your wife. And when she's better, rested, you talk. Be an adult. Don’t run this time, Tom. You’re better than that.”

“You… think I should…”

She shook her head. “I’m not telling you what to do, or what to decide. You have to do that. You and Julie. Don’t concern yourself with what other people will think. Decide what is right for you. For her.” Her forehead pressed gently to mine. “It’s going to be hard Tom. Impossible maybe. But you have to do it. You’ve already pulled yourself out of a pit. This is just a new challenge. I’m here to talk. I won’t judge. I know Carrie won’t either if you’d rather discuss things with her. But ultimately you and Julie have to figure this one out.”

Gwen was right of course. So I’d brought Julie home and put her to bed. And now I was sitting in the living room I’d found myself sleeping in on multiple occasions while my wife had let herself get fucked. While I’d let her get taken from me.

I wondered if Devon knew. Did it matter? I suppose legally it did. If he was the father, which was the likely reality, then he’d have some sort of legal claim. How difficult would he be? Would he drag Julie to court?

That made me laugh. The image of that lard ball flopping around on the floor after having been punched by Ivy was still vivid and probably would be for the rest of my life.

Devon wouldn’t want anything to do with a child. Julie was on her own…

Unless I stepped up.

“Fuck.” I muttered and leaned back on the couch. Was I really considering the idea of staying with Julie and raising another man’s child? That would be the ultimate cuckolding. Stuck raising another man’s progeny.

Did I even want to be a dad? Before all of this, yes. Yes I’d wanted it all. With Julie. But now that was all corrupted. Tainted. I just couldn’t see a future…

“Tom?” It was a soft whisper, carrying through the silence and darkness of the living room.

Julie stepped into a soft beam of moonlight. She wore her fuzzy robe closed tight. Her hair was wet, glistening in the silver light. She must have showered. Her skin had a glow to it in the lunar light that made her look like a ghost. A ghost of his wife. The woman he’d loved. Still loved.

But did I love her enough?

We stared at each other as if the few feet between us was a chasm so deep the things lurking down in the dark were ancient and unknown.

Time slipped by. Outside the soft sounds of cicadas chirping helped break the unbearable quiet. The moonlight was unbroken, a cloudless sky and twinkling stars in an inky sky promised mysteries and unknown wonders and terrors. But all of that felt like it was compacted and thrust between Julie and I in the cramped space of our living room.

It was just us. Sitting. Staring. And trying to decide if the gulf between us was worth attempting to bridge or if the risk of falling into the darkness and being devoured was too great.

I didn’t have an answer. But I knew that this time I wasn’t simply going to leave. I would see this through, no matter the outcome. 
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Epilogue

One Month Later

The packet amongst the mail was like a waiting viper. I kept looking at it over my shoulder as I made coffee. It was from the law services of Krup and Krup. Reputable and fair. They specialized in domestic matters… and divorce. I set my coffee mug down and poured, letting the smell of the bitter brew push aside the sourness I felt in my stomach.

Shuffling footsteps broke the steamy spell. Julie came into the kitchen, pulling on her fuzzy robe, casually tying it over her swelling stomach. She was around three months along now. I still didn’t fully understand the whole cycle thing and how the doctors and women determined that detail, but it didn’t really matter much. She was pregnant. That was the long and short of it. Julie maintained that she wasn’t sure who the father was. But to me it was pretty clear. I hadn’t had sex with her for nearly those entire three months. Devon had, multiple times. And… according to Julie, so had a few others during the window of when she had conceived.

It couldn’t be mine. It was the final cuckold blow to our little disastrous experiment.

Not only had our lust and illicit desires brought our marriage to ruin, it had brought about a child that would now have to survive in a very complicated world. A great deal of details had yet to be figured out. It seemed like we were just pushing them down the road. But we couldn’t hide from them forever. Every day Julie’s belly grew, and so did our problems.

We had started taking some steps. Small ones. Long and hard conversations. Tears. Therapy. Self reflection. But those were all just little pieces of a much bigger puzzle that we had yet to determine what the final picture was.

As complicated as it all was, when I saw her with that morning glow in her cheeks, hair slightly disheveled from sleep, her stormy blue-gray eyes full of exhausted hope, it was impossible not to see her as the woman I loved. 

She shuffled over to the counter next to me. I handed her a cup. Our fingers brushed and she gave me a sleepy smile. “Thanks.” There was a moment of nervous hesitation and then she leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. It was supposed to be tender and chaste. But that didn’t stop her lips from being warm. Tempting.

I’d held my ground since bringing her home from Club Sway. After cleaning her up, seeing how bruised and battered the activities had left her, I tucked her into bed and set about trying to think through how my life had gone so wrong.

There was a part of me that screamed and raged that I should simply leave. Julie had pushed me aside. Abandoned me. Abandoned our love for the lust of her flesh and desire. But she was human. She wasn’t solely to blame. I’d started it. I’d set us on the path. Now here we were. Estranged. Pregnant. Facing ruin.

But, she was still my wife. I’d promised for better or worse and we were at the worst. That didn’t mean I was staying. That didn’t mean we had reconciled. But it was far more complicated than staying or leaving. I’d already left once, and though that had led me down a road towards healing, it was still cowardly.

Julie had done something similar. Diving into debauchery. Clinging to Devon, not because she loved him but because of how he made her feel physically. Our choices hadn’t been based on thoughtful logic, but impulsive emotion. We had tried to speak one thing and then did something completely different. Our actions and words weren’t in sync with each other, because we hadn’t taken the time to consider anything. We just acted. Dove in and tried to swim, when we didn’t know how.

I watched as she moved to the table and sat down, holding her mug, letting her eyes fall on the pile of mail and the packet from the law firm. The look on her face, the one of quiet contemplation, wavered, but settled quickly. She reached out to the stack of letters.

I turned away, not wanting to see her touch the papers that would dissolve our marriage. I’d had them sent over, but I was still unsure if I was going to go through with it. If it was what I wanted. What we needed.

Since that night, Julie and I both had been seeing a therapist. Talking through the events of the last year. Of how things had come to such utter disaster. We’d had a couple of sessions together, but mostly it was one on one work. We had things to figure out about who we were as individuals, which would in turn decide who we were as a couple. If we could even be a couple.

So many what ifs.

Did Julie deserve to be forgiven? Honestly…

I took a slow breath and sipped my coffee. Everyone deserved forgiveness. I wasn’t very religious, but I did believe in the concept that everyone had fallen short. We all made mistakes. Some bigger than others. Did that mean we all deserve loneliness and brutal disregard? If that was true then I deserved just as much scorn as she did. So did Devon.

We hadn’t talked about the man in the middle much beyond our joint sessions with the therapist. It was clear Julie was done with Devon. Had been even before that night at Sway. But she’d been in such a shocked state after finding out about her pregnancy that she’d just… followed along. Devon had never been a good man or really a good partner in their cuckolding explorations. He was egotistical, self absorbed, and more concerned about his own pleasure than anything regarding the couple he was participating with.

Whatever sexual haze Julie had been in had finally lifted. Seeing Devon so maliciously disregard her health and choice, and then getting put down so easily by Ivy had been a glass shattering moment. He may have been a good fuck, but he wasn’t fucking good for her.

I still wished I’d been the one to punch the dick… in the dick. But there seemed to be something oddly fitting that Ivy, a beautiful and sexually free woman, would simply punch and end the man’s dominant reign. She’d asserted dominance flawlessly. She hadn’t used fear or cruelty. She was just… in charge. Devon had left in disgrace, crawling away to lick his wounds.

Julie had taken time off from work, for several reasons, but one of the biggest reasons was that Devon worked in the same office and seeing him wasn’t something she could handle at the moment. Luckily, just a few days ago, it was announced that Devon was moving on from the company. It wasn’t clear if he was fired or leaving voluntarily or maybe being pressured out, but regardless, he would no longer be a factor in their lives.

The soft sound of an envelope ripping sent shivers down my spine, little needles stabbing at the base of my skull and scraping against my teeth. I put my coffee down and stared out the window as I listened to the rustle of paper.

I tried to be fair in the divorce. 50/50 split straight down the middle for everything. I’d even put in for alimony and… child support. It may not have been my child, but she was pregnant because of me and I wasn’t some monster that was going to throw a woman out on the street. This wasn’t the Scarlet Letter. I wasn’t going to brand her and push her to the fringes of society.

I’d been taught to be more civilized.

I’d be a man. I’d take care of the woman I’d promised to, even if we didn’t stay together as man and wife. I wouldn’t run away again. Not this time.

“Oh god.” Juile gasped, her coffee falling from her hand and splashing on the floor. The cup shattering, just like our marriage.

Somehow I was able to keep my composure, to keep the tears at bay. “I’m… sorry Julie. Listen…” I cleared my throat, gripping the counter. “We don’t… you don’t have to sign anything right now. I just… had them drawn up… I didn’t know… don’t know…”

Ugh. What was I supposed to say? It wasn’t like I’d blind sided her with the idea of divorce. It had come up in our joint therapy sessions. But to see it on paper. In ink. A mere couple of signatures away from being true and permanent… that was something completely different than simply discussing it.

I turned to face her, ready for tears and anger and who knew what else. Julie’s face was red, eyes watering over with tears as she held a piece of paper in hands that were shaking.

It wasn’t the divorce papers. The packet was still sitting on the table, untouched and unopened.

“Julie?” I asked, suddenly confused.

She turned from the paper, eyes wide and glistening. The look on her face was… well… it was like a mask of joy and pain and sorrow and… and every emotion that was possible for a person to feel. Or at least that’s how it seemed. She looked back at the paper, eyes darting over the information on it and then back to me.

“It’s… oh god… Tom… I…” She hiccuped and whipped her tears onto the sleeve of her robe. “When… when I found out… I was, pregant… I… god this… I submitted for a paternity test. It… wasn’t hard to get samples for the test. But it was going to take time… fucking too much time… but… I… Tom…” She was up on her feet, stumbling to me and grabbing me by the cheeks, the paper falling to the floor. “It’s yours.”

“What?” She wasn’t making any sense.

“Yours. The baby. It’s yours. It’s not Devon’s. Not some other stranger. It’s yours!” She was sobbing and falling to the floor, to her knees, wrapping her arms around her stomach as if cradling the baby that was in her belly.

“H…but…but how?” I stammered. My whole body felt limp. It didn’t make sense. I hadn’t had sex with Julie in weeks. When we finally did, she was already… How many weeks? How did that stupid fertility and conception calendar work?!

Julie was thinking too, eyes still wide as she held her stomach trembling. “The last time… when you took me… it must have been then.”

“But… Devon… he fucked you… more… more than me. How…”

Julie sniffed, her face streaked with tears and snot. “It takes one sperm, Tom. Just one. Out of fucking millions. And it was yours. Yours swam the fastest. The hardest.” She was laughing hysterically now. “Your swimmers were more potent than that lard ass.”

I cracked a smile and snorted before I could help myself. Julie was climbing to her feet again and wrapping her arms tightly around me. “Oh, Tom…”

As wonderful as this moment was… it didn’t change much. I wrapped my arms around her and pressed my cheek to her hair. “Julie… I… I don’t want to… ruin this, but… even though it’s mine… I…”

Julie was nodding already. “I know, Tom. I know. It doesn’t magically change things. It doesn’t mean suddenly all is forgiven and that you’ll just take me back, no harm no foul.” She pulled back and looked up at me. “But no matter what, no matter if we stay together or not, knowing that this baby is yours… It makes me happy. There’s no one else's child I’d rather have than yours, even if you’re not my husband. You’re still the father.”

There were tears in my eyes. That was true. Maybe we wouldn’t be husband and wife when all of the dust settled. But this child would be ours. Mine and hers. A part of both of us. And that was something to be thankful for. It was something worth celebrating.

Julie gasped and looked down, my pajama pants tenting. “Oh!” Her cheeks flushed. “I… oh…”

I blushed. It had been a month since I’d had sex at all. I’d stayed in touch with Carrie and Gwen of course, outside of work and while we were engaged in our jobs. But we’d maintained a healthy distance from any sexual activity. The girls recognized that I needed time and space, especially having learned about Julie’s pregnancy. They were respectful and patient.

Of course, Carrie was dropping some not so subtle hints that she was interested in going on another date with me. My current marital status and potential parental status didn’t seem to bother her at all. And Gwen, well she didn’t really seem to be interested in a romantic relationship, but she did mention that the sex was great and she wouldn’t mind having more.

That made me feel good. To be wanted. To know I was able to please someone. The whole ordeal with Devon had left me scared, but I wasn’t dead. Therapy was helping. The therapist we ended up seeing was recommended by Ivy. Someone that specialized in sexual issues and non-traditional couple dynamics and relationships. I’d spoken with Ivy on the phone a few times as well, discussing particularly hard issues and things I’d faced. She was a good listening ear. And she continued to affirm that the invitation to Club Sway was always open to me and to Julie, if we wished to come back.

That was a decision for another day.

Now… suddenly I was rock hard and my balls were aching. In all the turmoil, not only had I remained celebit, but I’d also held off masturbating. I wanted a clear head, not one drowning in sexual thoughts and wants and needs. I’d practically been living like a priest.

The air was tense, straining from the news, the relief, the stress, anxiety…

Fuck. I’m a dad! A dad!!!!

Something primal rumbled and burned in my blood. My eyes roamed over Julie, the robe having slipped open revealing her breasts, already starting to fill out as her belly began to grow. The only thing under the robe was a silky looking thong clinging to her pussy. A soft matting of hair under it.

My hands trembled as I touched her stomach for the first time. I’d been trying my best to ignore it, to not look at her in any lingering way, afraid I might slip into old habits. The last thing Julie and I needed was false hope to further muddy the waters. But now the primal energy between us, something that had been clawing its way through both of us, was now finally clawing its way out.

It was only a soft swell, smooth and tight. Her breath caught as she felt my cautious touch. Tears welling up in her eyes again as she put her hand over mine on her stomach. “Ours.” She whispered. No matter what happened between us, that was a truth that would never break.

I nodded, my breathing shallow and strained as I moved my hand lower, along the slope and down, sliding along the gusset of her panties, her hand still over mine as I felt the heat between her thighs. My eyes were glued to her stomach. To her breasts, her dark nipples hardening, feeling the warmth become slick along the front of her panties.

“T…Tom…” Julie whimpered. She’d been almost as celibate as me, though I’d heard her a time or two masturbating while taking a shower or in the bedroom. I wasn’t sharing a room with her, most nights I was either in the guest room or on the couch, but the house was small and Julie was loud.

I slid my hand into her panties and felt the slickness of her folds, her juices already matting her pubic hair. Her shuddering whimper made my cock throb. The way her stomach moved… It was primally arousing.

Julie’s robe slipped off and fell to the floor, covering some of the mess her coffee had made when it spilled, soaking into the fabric. I reached around her, grabbing hold of her ass cheeks and lifting her up and settling her down onto the kitchen table. Her arms wrapped around my neck for stability. I moved her panties aside and she spared a hand to pull down my pajama bottoms, freeing my pulsing member.

We were frantic. Hungry. The ancient need inside of us, that need that came with two beings coming together to breed, was overpowering any sort of rational thought we had. I was at the perfect height to line up my cock with her sweet opening and I slid in like a well oiled piston.

“Oh holy fucking god almighty!” Julie cried out. Her walls were burning silk, a soft fire so hot I felt like I was going to get burned. But I was steel. Being pushed into the refining fires of a furnace. An oven. An oven that was already cooking up a baby. My baby.

I gripped her ass tighter, digging my nails in and pushing deep into her pussy until my pubic bone was pressing against her swollen clit.

“FUCK!” She screamed, arching back and cumming immediately. I felt her squeezing me and I’d been so on edge for so long… my eyes burned as I watched her sweat and tremble and then my eyes found her stomach again, swelling and growing… mine. Our child.

Any other time before today I probably would have been utterly embarrassed and humiliated because of my sudden, uncontrollable ejaculation. But this time, this time it was right. It was good. We were both at the very precipice of our need and just this one moment of connection was enough to make us explode together.

I shot rope after rope of semen into her, filling her already fertilized womb. My breath came in ragged gasps, shallow and deep as I tried not to black out from the intensity of my orgasm. Julie’s nails dug into my back as she shook, whimpering out nonsense as her orgasm washed over her in a never ending wave, squeezing and milking my cock.

Our juices dripped out onto the table and the floor under us. Our bodies were slick and sticky as we held close to each other, trembling through the blinding intensity of our union.

As quickly as it happened, it began to fade. The tide receded. Julie laid her head on my chest, panting. “F…fuck…oh fuck…” She swallowed air over and over, like she’d just run a mile. “Tom… holy fuck…” She started to laugh and I couldn’t help but join her as I pressed my forehead against the crown of her head.

“Yeah.” I muttered.

Ding! Dong!

The doorbell rang, breaking the lustful spell that was holding us.

I took a slow step back, afraid I might slip on spilled coffee or the mess we’d made from our… could I really call it fucking if all I did was put tab A into slot B? I hadn’t thrust or pounded. It was just one motion and it was over.

Julie brushed back her hair and looked down at the mess between her legs, still able to see past her belly, for now. “Fuck… I think you put a gallon in me. If I wasn’t already pregnant…” She chuckled.

I eyed her belly and that same primal feeling welled up in me again, my dripping cock started to stir again for a second, but I shook off the raging horny animal that was prowling inside me. I pulled up my pants and looked towards the living room and the front door. “Guess I’ll get it since… uh… yeah you’re not really decent.”

Julie rolled her eyes and smirked. “I’ll go get cleaned up.” She gingerly slipped off the table, being careful to not step and slip on anything or accidentally cut herself on the shattered mug.

I watched her go for just a moment, her soft ass swaying, hips already getting a little wider making that back side even more plump. Fuck, I was in trouble. I may not know exactly what I want to happen in the long run with our relationship, but… I don’t think I was going to be able to hold off fucking her again for another month.

Pushing all that away, I went to the front door and opened it to see who was coming around this early in the morning. Usually solicitors and all those sales people came around in the afternoon.

Outside the door, Gwen stood patiently wearing a simple black t-shirt and pair of blue jeans. She smiled at me warmly, though there was a little nervousness in the way her eyes moved. “Morning, Tom. I’m sorry to bother you this early.”

“Uh. No. No, it's fine. Um… what’s up?” If it was a work problem, she would have called. So maybe this was something more personal.

I’d told her and Carrie that I’d moved back to my house, and that Julie was still there. We were cohabitating. Man and wife on paper, but… maybe not in the deeper sense. They knew we were trying to figure things out. And with the added surprise of a baby, that just made things more complicated. Though still flirtatious, the girls had been giving him space, but still dropping plenty of hints that they’d be open to sexual exploits or more.

Was Gwen here because she was tired of waiting? Was this a booty call?

I blushed at the thought.

“Well, there’s something I need to talk to you about. It’s… about what we were doing a month ago.”

Ah. So it was about that.

“Oh. Um… Gwen, listen. I really appreciate what you and Carrie did for me. And are doing. You’re great friends and… well, maybe more. I don’t know. Things are just… well, they are fucking complicated. And I just got some news…”

Gwen nodded and then shook her head with a nervous smile. “I know, Tom. I know. And I wouldn’t be here… well I don’t want to complicate things further. I’m not asking you for anything. I mean, I do like you… you’re a wonderful man and any woman would really be lucky to have you. I don’t know what’s going to go on with you and Julie, or you and Carrie for that matter… but… it’s your decision to make and neither of us are going to put pressure on you.”

She stopped suddenly and hesitated, taking a deep breath. “But… that’s not why I’m here.”

“Tom? Who is it?” Julie called from down the hall, her footsteps approaching.

I looked over my shoulder, ready to answer.

“Tom. I’m pregnant.” Gwen’s words made me freeze.

Julie appeared next to me, dressed in a soft flowing pink nightgown that went down to her knees. “Oh… Hi Gwen. What brings you here this morning?” Julie asked kindly.

I turned back to face my boss. My coworker. My friend. A brief lover. She must have seen the surprise and scepticism in my eyes because she pulled something out from her back pocket. It was a small sandwich bag with three white sticks inside. Pregnancy tests. All three declared…

Positive.

The three of us stood there in the doorway, in silence, not one of us positive what to do next.
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