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Chapter 1

Sometimes things happen that are completely out of your control. When they’re happening, they seem like random, chaotic events. But when you step back after the fact and reflect on what happened with the benefit of hindsight, you see the events in their entirety and realize that it wasn’t random chance, but more like fate. Like destiny.

That’s what this story is — my attempt at reflecting on the events that completely upended my marriage and my entire life. To make sense of it all. To come to terms with it. Because really, I have no choice.

My name is Brian. I’m 33 years old, but my wife, Rose, is only 24. We met when I was 28 and she was just 19. I was always attracted to younger woman, and she was not just attractive, but hot, in that jaw-dropping, instant-erection way that only some women really are. At the time, she was working in a department store and I came in to buy a pair of jeans. I could barely talk to her when she came up and asked me if I needed any help. After I picked my jaw up off the floor, and she helped me pick out a pair of jeans, I asked her if she wanted to get dinner with me sometime. It took a ton of courage for me to ask her out, but I felt I’d kick myself for years afterward if I passed up the chance to go out with such a gorgeous woman.

To my utter astonishment, she agreed to go out with me. To be fair, it wasn’t exactly an enthusiastic yes. I think her exact words were, “Uh … sure.” But we’re married now, so clearly I did something right.

My family was convinced she was gold-digging. Not that I’m rich, exactly, but I’m a software engineer and have a very well-paying job at a major firm. We live a very comfortable life. But I know that’s not why she chose to be with me. Simply put, she fell in love with me. I know it sounds crazy. I know she’s way out of my league. But I’ve known her for five years and I know in my heart and in my soul that my wife loves me. Even now, after all that’s happened in the past year.

It all started with a morning that was unremarkable in terms of our day-to-day routine. We crawled out of bed and each made a bowl of cereal (neither of us are very good cooks) as we stared at our respective phones. It wasn’t unusual for us. We typically spent more quality time with each other in the evening. The morning was our time to wake up and catch up on the news or our social media feeds.

I was in the middle of reading an article about how self-driving vehicles were going to disrupt the trucking industry when Rose asked me if I had planned anything for the weekend.

“Hmm … I don’t think so,” I said absent-mindedly. “Why?”

“Well, Clara won two tickets to a concert in the city this weekend on the radio,” she said. “She can’t make it because she’s going out of town and she wanted to know if we’d be interested in going.”

Clara was one of Rose’s closest friends. They’d known each other since grade school. She was almost a year younger than Rose and in some ways looked like Rose’s exact opposite. She was blonde where Rose was brunette, short where Rose was tall. They were both thin with hot, tight bodies, though. I won’t deny that I’ve had my fair share of fantasies about Clara. And there was plenty of exposure to fuel those fantasies. She lived just a couple blocks from us. It wasn’t unusual for her to join us for dinner or to come hang out on a lazy Sunday afternoon. But I digress.

“Hmm … who’s playing?” I asked.

“Nobody you’ve probably heard of … a local rock band called Polly Piledriver. But Clara says they’re supposed to be amazing. They’re actually pretty big.”

I ignored the dig about not having heard of them, which I assumed was meant to say that I was too old to have heard of them. The sad thing is that she was right. “Huh. Sure, why the hell not? We haven’t been to a concert in forever.” In fact, I wasn’t sure we’d ever gone to a concert together.

“Great. I’ll let her know we’ll take the tickets.”

It was such a simple conversation. Couples across the country probably have almost identical exchanges every day at the breakfast table.

But it was a conversation that set off a chain of events that would change both our lives forever. It would lead to my complete and utter humiliation, to things that I’m deeply ashamed of. But it would also lead to some of the hottest, most intensely erotic experiences of my life. And of Rose’s.


Chapter 2

That morning, Rose and I kissed and I headed off to work. I worked for a startup that developed all kinds of games for smartphones. It was actually a pretty fun job. There was one aspect of it that I really hated and unfortunately, it was an aspect that was inescapable: My boss.

His name was Henry. He knew his stuff, and he knew it. He had an ego the size of an elephant.

Unfortunately, Henry was waiting for me the second I stepped through the door.

“You’re late,” he said.

I glanced at my watch. “By not even five minutes!”

He shrugged. “Late is late. Can I see you in my office?”

“Uh, yeah … of course.” I’ll admit that a wave of panic shot through me. Was I getting fired — for being four minutes late? Henry really was an asshole!

I followed him into his office, a pit forming in my stomach. He sat down at his desk and I took a seat facing him.

“Look, I’m sorry for being late,” I said. “I was just—”

He waved his hand dismissively. “That’s not why I brought you in here. Just don’t let it happen again.”

“Oh. Okay. Well, why did you want to talk to me?”

“Joel, we have a huge project coming up. It’s going to be a lot of work, but it’s crucial to our strategy this year. I’m going to need your total and utter commitment.”

“Well … yes, of course, sir.”

“I’m glad to hear you say that. It’s good to know you’re a team player. Let me explain what this is going to require of you.”

He went about explaining the project to me in completely unnecessary detail. I’ll spare you the excruciatingly boring details, as it was all very technical. But suffice it to say, by the end of the project overview, I found myself wishing he had called me in to fire me.

When I left his office and headed to my own, I felt defeated. I was going to be staying late at the office for weeks, maybe even months, to get this project ready in time. I was barely going to have a life outside of my job.

I shared an office with a colleague, Cam. He was already seated in front of his computer when I came in, set down my bag, and plopped into my chair.

“Fuck my life,” I said.

“What’s wrong, man?”

I told him about the project Henry had assigned to me.

“That sucks,” he said. “But I was in the same boat a couple weeks ago. Shit happens.”

His lack of commiseration was annoying, so I changed the subject.

“Have you heard of the band Polly Piledriver?”

He snickered. “Yeah, those guys are wild.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re known more for their backstage antics than they are for their music,” he said. “I mean, don’t get me wrong. Their music isn’t bad. It’s even pretty good. But they’re like wild animals on and off the stage.”

“Oh. Well Rose and I are supposed to go see them this weekend.”

Cam’s eyes went wide. “Really? You’re into that kinda music?”

“Well, I don’t know much about them,” I admitted. “I don’t even know what kind of music they play.”

“Industrial. They play industrial.” He must have noticed my blank stare, because he immediately added, “Think hard rock meets electronic.”

“Ah, okay.”

“So why are you going if you’ve never even heard of them?”

“Rose’s friend won tickets on the radio but she couldn’t go so she gave them to us.”

“Are you even going to have time to go with that big project Henry just laid on you?”

I hadn’t even thought of that. Did I have enough time? Suddenly, I wasn’t sure. I quickly did the math in my head. It was Tuesday, and the concert was on Saturday. If I worked late every day this week … I thought I could stay on schedule and still make it to the concert.

“Yeah, I should be able to make it,” I said.

Cam shook his head. “Well if you can’t, I’d be happy to accompany Rose,” he said, grinning.

I frowned. It was no secret that all the men in the company who had met Rose — and even a woman or two — had the hots for her. It was a frequent source of ribbing for me. People offering to take Rose out, implying that they’d like to take her to bed. I always tried to let it roll off my shoulders, but it sometimes crossed the line of what I thought was appropriate.

Worse, it seemed like I was the only guy in the office that ever got this treatment. In hindsight, I think it’s because I’m the only one who would let it happen. Maybe I really am a coward, but even if a couple guys were in the break room openly talking about what they’d do with my wife — right in front of me — I’d just sit there and take it.

Pathetic, I know. But just wait until you hear the rest of my story.


Chapter 3

After I’d settled into work and been going at it for several hours, I needed a break and found myself searching for Polly Piledriver online. I wanted to see what Cam had been talking about when he’d mentioned the band’s “wild antics.”

According to the band’s Wikipedia page, they were an up-and-coming industrial band based right here in Chicago.

Furthermore, it appeared Cam hadn’t been lying about the band’s reputation. Their lead singer in particular was a bit of a wild child. His name was Nate Bowen. He was twenty-two years old, tall and muscular. His hair was short, spiked and super-stylized. Many of the photos accompanying the articles I was reading featured him with his shirt off, his hair damp, beads of sweat glistening off his toned pecs and defined abs. It was little wonder that so much of what I was reading was torrid gossip about the man’s sex life.

Apparently, Nate Bowen was the second coming of Mick Jagger or something. Women who had been with him said he had an almost magnetic gravity. Women were drawn to him — and so were men who were into that kinda thing — and if he wanted you, if he chose you, he’d have you. To hear these gossip rags talk about it, it was never a matter of whether or not someone wanted Nate. It was only a matter of whether or not he chose to reciprocate the attraction.

I’ll admit that I felt some kind of weird jealousy pangs as I read through tales of Nate’s sexual exploits. That must be incredible, I thought. To be able to have any woman you wanted. Apparently, Nate was known to go after his fair share of women in relationships — even married women. Rumor had it that he’d impregnated scores of women who were now being raised by unsuspecting husbands. I read it all with a mixture of amusement and skepticism. I mean, I was sure as the lead singer of a popular rock band this guy did, indeed, get a ton of ass. But the stories I was reading about his sexual exploits seemed exaggerated.

Alright, I thought to myself. Time to get back to work. I’d spent a little too much time researching about Nate Bowen and his band and needed to refocus on the actual work I needed to do if I wanted to keep my job.

It was a late night. By the time I got home, it was nearly midnight. Rose was already in bed and asleep, but she stirred as I crawled into bed beside her.

“You’re just getting in?” she asked groggily. “What time is it?”

“Midnight. Sorry, honey. This project they’ve got me working on is killing me. Unfortunately, I think it’s going to be late nights like this for the rest of the week.”

“Aww, I’m sorry baby,” she cooed. “Well, try to get some sleep.”

“Okay, babe.” I paused. The fact was, I was very horny. I always get that way when I’m in bed with my wife. I mean, she stays in great shape. She has a tight little body, and a big, juicy, bulbous ass. It was difficult not to brush up against it as I crawled into bed, and inevitably, it would give me an instant erection.

“I know it’s late,” I said, running my hand over her body and bringing it to rest on her breast, “but would you be up to—”

“Baby, I’m sorry, but no,” she interrupted. “I’m too tired. You just woke me up. I was sleeping.”

I removed my hand and pulled away from her, sitting up in bed. “No, no, of course,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

The fact was, Rose and I hadn’t been having sex much at all for probably at least the past year. It wasn’t for lack of trying on my part. But there was always an excuse with her. She was tired, or had a headache, or she was on her period (hell I didn’t care — that’s how desperate I was).

I think the last time we’d had sex was nearly two months ago. Rose had gone out with Clara to some dance club for girls night. I’d had some reservations about letting her go — I knew what kinds of things happened at those kinds of clubs — but Clara assured me she’d keep a watchful eye on Rose and make sure she stayed in line. It wasn’t the most reassuring promise I’d ever heard, but it was something.

She didn’t come home until nearly midnight, clearly wasted. She woke me up as she stumbled into the room. She quickly undressed, slid into bed and began manhandling me. It was a weird role-reversal. I was the groggy one totally not in the mood, and she was the one who was all hot and bothered, ready to go.

“What are you doing?”

“I wanna fool around,” she slurred. “Come on, get those boxers off.”

“Rose, it’s past midnight. I don’t wanna—”

“Oh come on, don’t be a prude.” She managed to slide my boxers down and her hand was on my cock. I’m sure it’ll come as no surprise that it was much easier for her to put me in the mood than it is for me to get her to my level. Within seconds, I was growing hard and reconsidering whether sleep was worth missing an opportunity to get my dick wet.

“Alright, let’s do this,” I said. I kissed her and ran my hands over her body. We didn’t waste any time. Within minutes, I was inside of her and pumping away.

The unfortunate thing is that when a guy is deprived of sex on a regular basis, his body tends to make the most of the opportunity when it arises. I swear I tried to hold back as much as I could, but it was useless. I unloaded into her in about five minutes. Well, into a condom, anyway. We weren’t ready to have kids yet. Rose took birth control, but she sometimes forgot and missed a few doses, so when we had sex, I usually wore a condom just to be safe.

I fell onto my back, basking in the glow of sexual release. But when I turned to look at Rose, it was clear from the look on her face that she was not satisfied.

“I’m sorry, baby,” I said. “Is there anything I can do for you?”

“Yeah … you can lick my fucking pussy until I get off!” she barked.

Her words took my aback. She didn’t usually talk to me like that. Clearly the alcohol combined with her sexual frustration was causing her to lash out.

I really didn’t feel like doing it — honestly, I just wanted to go to sleep — but I felt badly, so I positioned myself between her legs and began eating her out.

Her pussy was incredibly wet — almost sloppily so. As I lapped up her juices, I detected an unfamiliar, bitter taste. It was a little disturbing — did she have a yeast infection or something? — but she seemed to be responding to it, moaning and breathing heavily, and I figured I owed her since I’d cum before her … so I continued.

I lifted my head briefly. “You like that baby?” I asked.

“Sshhh,” she said, and she actually, literally pushed my head back into her pussy. “Don’t talk. Just keep eating me out.”

So I did. I slurped on her juicy little pussy as she moaned and fondled her own tits until she came to a breathless orgasm.

“Oh, fuck yes!” she screamed as she came. “Fuck yeah! Suck me, Chris!”

Yeah. In case you’ve forgotten, my name is Brian, not Chris. Needless to say, I was a bit confused by the fact that my wife had just called out another man’s name as I was licking her to a mind-blowing orgasm. I didn’t stop slurping up her pussy, but I did raise an eyebrow. When she was done and settled into bed, I wasn’t sure what to do. Should I confront her? I wondered. Should I just let it go?

I mean, hell, I’ll admit that I’ve fantasized about other women while fucking my wife. All guys do that occasionally, don’t they? It doesn’t mean I love my wife any less. It just spices things up. So if she was fantasizing about someone else — Chris Hemsworth or something — was it really a big deal? Why embarrass her by asking about it.

On the other hand, I had to wonder … this wasn’t just some random fuck session. She had been out clubbing with Clara, and come home more hot and bothered than I’d seen her in a long time. What had gotten her that way? Or, more specifically, who had gotten her that way? Had she been grinding into some young stud named Chris all night? Maybe I was being paranoid, but I was convinced that that’s what had happened. She doesn’t normally get horny just because she’s drunk. It would make more sense that someone else had … “primed” her, so to speak. Not that that was necessarily a bad thing! I suppose I should have thanked the guy. It was the best sex I’d had in months. I mean, it was the only sex I’d had in months, but still.

I must be crazy. Any other guy would have gone nuts, accused her of being unfaithful and demanded to know who Chris was so he could kick the guy’s ass. But I decided to ignore it and just be grateful for the sex.

I was dumb. Rose’s calling out another man’s name was a red flag — it was a warning of things to come.

Things I would have seen coming, if I hadn’t been so blind.


Chapter 4

I had to get up early the next couple of mornings. I was burning the candle at both ends — getting up early, going to sleep late and getting just a few hours of sleep — but I had no choice if I wanted to get this project done on time and keep from possibly getting fired.

The day of the concert, Henry came into my office for a status update. I filled him in, and then he shook his head somberly.

“So listen,” he said. He wouldn’t even look me in the eye as he spoke. “It looks like we’re going to need this completed sooner than we originally anticipated.”

I frowned. “How soon do you need it done?”

“First thing tomorrow morning.”

If I’d been sipping on coffee, I would have spit it out. “Tomorrow morning?!”

He took on a combative tone. “Is that going to be a problem?”

It was, but I wasn’t about to say that. I’m such a fucking pushover, I thought. But what was I supposed to do? If I pushed back, I could lose my job.

“No,” I said, defeated. “No, I’ll make it work. I’ll have it to you first thing in the morning.”

He patted me on the arm. “That’s what I like to hear, Brian.” I felt like such a tool, but what could I do?

I threw myself into the work, but it soon became apparent that there was no way I was going to be able to get this project done by the end of the work day. I was going to have to skip the concert … or at least the beginning of it.

I took a coffee break and called Rose.

“I’m afraid I have some bad news,” I told her.

I explained the situation, and made it clear that I was very sorry but had no choice. To my surprise, she didn’t seem that upset.

“That’s okay, sweetie,” she said. “I’ll leave your ticket at will call. Just come when you can.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “There’s a chance I may not be able to make it at all. Do you want to see if someone else can go with you?”

“Don’t worry about it. It’s not like we paid for the tickets. Just get there when you can, and if you end up not coming at all, don’t worry about it.”

“And you’re okay going to the concert by yourself … at least at first?”

“Of course. I’m not a little girl.”

“No, of course not. I didn’t mean to imply—”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll be safe. And I’ll see you when I see you — even if it’s just to pick me up.”

The thought was very annoying to me — that my wife would be going out and having fun without me while I was stuck at the office behind a keyboard. But what could I do?

Rose hung up and I got back to work. It was going to be a long night.

* * *

A couple hours later I glanced at the clock. It was a little after 7 … the concert would just be starting. I shot Rose a text: “Get there okay?”

“Yep! :),” she wrote back.

The smiley face added insult to injury. I sighed and dove back into my work. I’ll be honest … it was a little difficult to concentrate, picturing my wife at a big concert, undoubtedly filled with lots of horny, wild young men. I really, really wished I could be there to help keep an eye on her. I’d just have to trust her. I’ll admit that wasn’t easy for me to do. I suppose it was because of my own insecurity. I always imagined Rose was going to leave me for someone younger and sexier. Of course, I’d later discover that I wasn’t being nearly as paranoid as I’d thought. But I’m getting ahead of myself.

A couple hours into the concert, I texted Rose to make sure everything was still going okay. She said it was. A minute or two later, she texted me a photo.

This was the first time I’d gotten to see what she’d worn to the concert. The first thing that caught my eye was her makeup. There was a lot of it. It didn’t look bad, though. It was just that it seemed like she’d made a much greater effort to look beautiful for this concert I was absent for, as opposed to any of numerous dates with me over the years.

Then there was her outfit.

She was wearing a black, low-cut tank top that showed off, in my opinion, way too much of her breasts. There’s no question that every male eye in the venue anywhere even remotely near my wife would gravitate right to her chest.

Or maybe lower. Because in addition to the low-cut top, she was also wearing a pair of tight-fitting jeans that hugged every inch of her lower half. Any guys walking behind her would get an eyeful, watching her beautiful, round ass jiggle with each step.

I saw all this in a photo that showed her from head-to-toe, standing among a throng of people, all facing a stage occupied by what I assumed was one of the opening acts. Someone else must have taken the photo for her.

“Who took the photo?” I asked her.

“I made a new friend :),” she wrote back.

I frowned. A new friend? Or a guy trying to make a move on her?

“A new friend, huh? That’s nice. What’s their name?”

“Jill.”

A sense of relief washed over me. At least it wasn’t some skeevy guy. And at least Rose had someone to hang out with her until I could get there.

Speaking of which … I needed to get back to work. I set the phone down and starting finishing things up. At this point, I just wanted to be done and I’ll admit it — I started cutting corners. It’s not like I was writing bad code or anything. I just figured I could expedite a few things.

It still took me a good hour or so, but finally, I had something I could turn in to Henry. I shut down my computer, turned off the lights and hurried out the door.

I glanced at my watch. It was 9. The concert was probably almost over, but maybe I could catch the tail end of it. I got into my car and raced to the venue as quickly as I could. It’s a miracle I didn’t get a ticket.

When I finally got to the venue, it took me nearly twenty minutes to find parking. And it wasn’t really even that close. I sprinted to the venue and by the time I arrived I was sweaty and out of breath.

I walked up to the will-call window and was greeted by an apathetic young punk-rock-looking woman.

“Hi,” I said breathlessly. “There should be a ticket under my name. Brian West.”

She raised an eyebrow at me. “You know the show’s just about over, right?”

“I know, but my wife’s in there.”

“Alright …” She momentarily disappeared as she retrieved the ticket. She handed me a white envelope, I hurriedly thanked her, and I ran into the theater.

The music assaulted my ears immediately. It was loud, and I immediately felt old. A ticket-taker stood just inside the door, so I opened the envelope, grabbed the ticket and handed it to him. I noticed there was something else in the envelope. As I made my way into the heart of the theater I held it up and studied it

It was a backstage pass. Rose hadn’t said anything about backstage passes. Maybe she hadn’t known herself. But it made sense … Clara had won them from the radio.

Just as I was about to walk in, the music stopped. I could hear the singer speaking into the microphone and thanking everyone for coming … and then, a moment afterward, people came streaming out, headed for the exit.

Dammit! I’d missed the concert. And now I was stuck in the middle of a crowd of people.

I had to find Rose. I scanned the crowd looking for any sign of her but had no luck. I eventually got pushed back outside, so I stood out on the sidewalk waiting for my wife to emerge. The crowd began to dwindle to just a few people and still Rose was nowhere up be found. Maybe she was still inside chatting with her new friend Jill, I thought. So I went back in.

The place was completely empty, save for a couple of venue employees cleaning up. That’s when I realized … if I have a backstage ticket, Rose must have gotten one as well. That must be where she was: Backstage.

I walked over to one of the employees and held out the pass so he could see it clearly.

“How do I use this?” I asked.

He led me to a door that was more on the side of the stage rather than the back.

“Thanks.” He didn’t even bother responding; he just walked off apathetically. I shrugged and walked inside. There were six people seated backstage in a variety of worn couches and armchairs. Two of them looked like they were probably in a band … if not Polly Piledriver, then one of the opening acts. One was wearing a leather jacket and had spiked hair. The other had dreadlocks that hung past his shoulders.

There were also two women, who appeared to be concert-goers. They were seated on the laps of the two men, and it appeared I’d interrupted them in the middle of shamelessly flirting. The remaining two men appeared to be some kind of bodyguards or security personnel.

“Uh … hi,” I said. “I’m Brian. I have a backstage pass.” I held it up so they could see I wasn’t lying.

They didn’t seem to care much. The men continued flirting with the women on their laps; the guy with the dreadlocks actually started make out with his girl right in front of me.

One of the bodyguards stepped forward and addressed me. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“Brian.”

“Okay.” He disappeared for a moment and then returned with a photo of the band and a marker. I watchef as he wrote, “thanks for being a fan Brian,” then walked over to each of the two men for them to sign it. They looked annoyed, but they did it.

The bodyguard handed me the signed photo.

“What — no signature from the famous Nate Bowen?”

“Nate is currently occupied,” the bodyguard barked. “Sorry. But that’s all you’re getting.”

He didn’t seem to realize that I’d meant it as a joke, but there was no point in trying to explain. The main reason I was here was to find Rose.

“Hey, uh, I’m looking for my wife,” I said. “She also had a backstage pass. Her name is Rose. Have you seen her back here?”

It was odd. They all looked at each other like they were trying not to laugh. I mean everyone — the guys from the band, the girls, even the two body guards. Finally, though, the bodyguard who’d handed me the photo answered my question.

“Yeah, she’s here,” he said. “Go ahead and have a seat until she’s done.”

“Until she’s … done? Done with what?”

I heard the others trying to stifle chuckles as the bodyguard placed one of his large hands on my back and forcibly guided me to a chair. “Just take a seat, and wait for your wife.”

Well, it’s not like I exactly had a choice, so I took a seat and started waiting. I pulled out my phone and sent Rose a text. “Hey, I’m here. Backstage. What are you doing? Let’s go.”

There was no response.

Neither of the band members made any effort to talk to me as I sat there waiting. In fact, almost as soon as I sat down, they began making out with the women in their laps. It made me a bit uncomfortable but if I’m being honest, it also kind of turned me on. It was like watching the beginning of a pornography film. These were really beautiful women and these guys’ hands were all over them, squeezing their plump little asses, running their hands up and down their thighs, or slipping them under their shirts. It was getting pretty hot and heavy.

The women started moaning and gyrating on top of the men’s laps. It was obvious where this was going. I just couldn’t believe that they were going to do it right in front of me, as if I wasn’t even there. The man with the dreadlocks began kissing his girl’s neck. She threw up her head as if she were in ecstasy. As he was doing this, the guy started unbuttoning her jeans.

I was enthralled by what was happening. I couldn’t look away. But then I heard the distinct sound of a woman moaning. And it wasn’t one of the women in front of me, sitting on these guys’ laps. It sounded far away, and muffled, like it was coming from behind a closed door.

The worst part? It sounded just like Rose.


Chapter 5

I didn’t even think. I just acted. I leapt up out of my seat and headed toward the sound of my wife’s moans. It was naive of me, but my first thought was that she’d been drugged or something and was waking up in a dark closet. Of course, the truth was so obvious in hindsight. I think maybe, deep down, I knew all along. But I didn’t want to be confronted with such an uncomfortable truth.

There was a short hallway, with doors on either side. They looked like dressing rooms or something. I made way down the hallway following the moans. The bodyguards didn’t react immediately — I think they were a bit shocked at my sudden reaction — but after a beat, they barked at me: “Hey, get the hell back here NOW!”

I ignored them, and I heard their footsteps as they started to chase after me. But it didn’t matter. I’d found the door the sounds were emanating from, grasped the doorknob and swung it open.

There was Rose, alright. But her back was to me. Her bare back, with her long, brown hair cascading down it. She was completely naked.

Impaling her was the largest cock I’ve ever seen in my life. It looked like it was stretching the lips of her tight little pussy to its limit. My jaw hung open, and my eyes traveled up the ample length of that swollen cock, up the length of my wife’s naked body, until they fell upon the face of the bastard fucking my wife.

It was Nate Bowen. He saw me. He was looking right at me. Staring into me. Through me. And then the bastard smiled at me. As if he’d wanted me to catch them. As if he were turned on by it. There was no attempt to hide what was happening or to stop it. He just continued hammering that monster horse cock right into my wife’s dripping cunt, like he owned it — as if she wasn’t my sweet, gracious wife, but rather some cheap whore willing to spread her legs for anyone whose cock was big enough to make her drool.

I was paralyzed. I suppose I should have marched in there and pulled my wife off that cocky bastard’s dick, punched him right in the face, and sped off. That’s what a real man would have done. But as I’ve increasingly come to realize, I’m not a real man. I don’t have the balls to challenge a real man, even when he’s dicking down my wife right in front of me like it’s no big deal.

So instead of manning up and taking action, I just stood there with my mouth open in a state of shock until the bodyguards caught up to me. Each of them grabbed one of my arms and dragged me away from the dressing room where this self-proclaimed rock god was violating my wife, and back to the chair I’d been delegated to. They shoved me into the chair, and then one of them stuck his finger right in my face.

“Don’t. Fucking. Move,” he said. “You understand?”

I was humiliated and seething, but I just nodded my head to let him know I understood and had no intention of disobeying. Even so, I wasn’t going to just sit there.

“That’s my wife in there,” I spat angrily.

“Shut up,” the bodyguard said.

“But that’s my—”

“Shut your fucking mouth before I shut it for you,” he snapped. “Don’t say a fucking word. Your wife will be out when she and Nate are done, and then you can take her home. Until then, one move, or one peep, and I’m throwing you out on the street.”

I was angry, but I wasn’t stupid. I sat on my hands and although it took every ounce of willpower I had, I bit my tongue and waited. I waited for my wife to emerge from Nate Bowen’s dressing room, as I was forced to listen to her moans and screams: “Fuck me Nate. Fuck me harder, fuck me with that big, fat cock!” “Holy shit, I can’t believe I’m fucking a rock star. Stretch me out, baby!” “Mmmm, your cock is so much bigger than my husband’s!”

That hurt. And there was nothing I could do about it. The two bodyguards were just standing there, watching me like hawks, ready to throw me out at the slightest hint of insurrection.

And the other two members of the band? They didn’t give a fuck about what was happening. They didn’t even acknowledge me or the fact that my wife was being split open by their lead singer’s massive penis. Probably because each of them now had a mouth on their own penis. I had to just sit there and watch as these two gorgeous groupies ran their tongues up and down these rock stars’ cocks, then plunged them deep down their throats, gagging and slurping in blind devotion to their fandom. It was the most perplexing mix of emotions I’ve ever experienced, sitting there in blind rage, yet also incredibly aroused by the pornographic acts taking place before me. Rock stars really don’t give a shit about anything, do they?

As the rockers in front of me hiked up the shirts of their women and pulled them onto their saliva-coated, throbbing dicks, my wife’s moans began coming at a rapid-fire pace, and as they reached peak intensity, she screamed, “Holy shit baby, I’m about to cum all over your fucking cock! I want you to cum with me! Fill me up with your hot cum!”

I was fuming, and yet, my pants were stretched into a tent that I couldn’t control. It wasn’t just the sex show taking place right in front of my eyes, I realized. I was actually getting turned on listening to another man fuck my wife.

But my mind was also filled with panic. Rose sometimes forgot to take her birth control. It wasn’t usually an issue because we had sex so infrequently. But if this rockstar who had supposedly sired scores of illegitimate children, like he had some kind of super sperm or something, came in my wife, it stood to reason that if she’d accidentally skipped a pill, there was a good chance she’d get pregnant.

Was I going to end up raising a child that wasn’t my own? Was I going to have to raise Nate Bowen’s baby?

Fuck that, I thought. If she gets pregnant, I’ll make her get an abortion.

It sounded like that’s exactly what I might need to do, because the next thing I knew, Rose was screaming at the top of her fucking lungs, way louder than she had been before, “I’m cumming Nate! I’m cumming!” Her screams were followed half a second later by Nate’s guttural grunting as he clearly began emptying his balls deep into my wife’s pussy. Unable to watch them, all I could do was imagine the sight in my head: Rose, straddling Nate and riding him like a desperate slut, arching her back with her eyes rolled into the back of her head as his balls twitched with each pump of hot sticky cum injected directly into her possibly-fertile womb. I absent-mindedly rubbed my erect penis through my jeans as I listened to them climax, followed by silence.

Now what, I wondered? Were they cuddling? Sharing gentle kisses, like two infatuated lovers? If they were, it wasn’t for long, because after only a few minutes, Rose emerged from the dressing room — her hair disheveled, her clothes wrinkled and obviously thrown on quickly and without care — with Nate beside her, his arm wrapped around her like they were a couple or something.

“Oh, hi honey!” she said cheerily as she saw me. I wasn’t sure whether she had seen me outside the dressing room but was pretending like I didn’t know she’d just gotten pounded by the man beside her, or if she truly was unaware that I knew that she’d just cheated on me.

Nate, on the other hand, knew full well that I knew, and it was obvious by the large grin on his face that he was relishing the opportunity to rub it in.

“You’re Rose’s husband?” he asked innocently. “You’re a lucky man. I was just showing her around and she’s such a bright, beautiful girl. I wish all our fans had her, uh … enthusiasm.”

I glanced at the bodyguards, who were giving me a look that said, don’t you dare try anything.

“Yeah,” I said through gritted teeth. “She’s great. That’s why I married her.”

He very conspicuously put his hand on her ass as he nudged her forward, as if giving her permission to walk over to me, as if he was her owner and he was lending her out to me.

“You know, we’re staying here for a couple days before finishing the rest of the tour,” Nate said. “We don’t normally do this, but Rose made such an impression on me … why don’t you two stop by my suite tomorrow evening and we can all get to know each other better?”

Before I could get out a “thanks, but no thanks,” Rose had already answered for us. “Of course we’ll be there! I can’t wait to see you again.”

Nate gave a knowing smile, but not to Rose. It was clearly directed at me. I wanted to slap it off his smug face … but the knowledge that the bodyguards were right there kept me in check.

“Well, great,” he said. “I’ll text you the address, Rose. You two have a great night. Thanks for coming to the show.” With that, he blew Rose a kiss, turned around and walked back to his dressing room.

Rose reached for my hand as we made for the exit, but I brushed it off. I was pissed. Needless to say, I was going to have a lot to say to her on the drive home.


Chapter 6

In short, clipped words, I recounted to Rose what I had heard and seen. She was silent throughout my story until I finally finished and then asked, “Well? What do you have to say for yourself?”

She literally shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t see what the big deal is,” she said.

Un-fucking-believable.

“Excuse me? You don’t see that the big deal is? How about that you fucked another man while I was in the next room listening to it. And need I remind you again that I actually saw you riding his cock, Rose?!”

“Look, it’s not like he was just some bum off the street,” she retorted, taking on an adversarial tone. “This is Nate Bowen, a bonafide rock star. Was I just supposed to turn down an opportunity to sleep with a celebrity? What if you ran into … I don’t know, Christina Aguilera or something … and had the opportunity to sleep with her, Brian? Are you telling me you wouldn’t take it?”

How was this suddenly about me?

“I … well I don’t … I mean, sure, I guess,” I stammered.

“See? And if you did, Brian, I’d give you a pass. Because celebrities are different. So you shouldn’t treat it like I cheated on you. You look at it like I was living out a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. It’s not like it will even go anywhere, okay? It was a one-time thing.”

I was still mad, but her words did comfort me a little. The only problem was not her, but Nate. I wasn’t so sure he saw this as a one-time thing. I suspected he wanted seconds.

Before I could vocalize my concerns, Rose’s hand was on my leg, running up and down my thigh and coming dangerously close to my cock which, despite my best intentions, was obviously erect.

“Besides,” she said, lowering her voice to a seductive near-whisper, “I’ll make it up to you when we get home.”

“W-well, okay,” I stammered, overstimulated by her touch and the prospect of getting laid. There was a part of my mind that was aware that I would be getting Nate Bowen’s sloppy seconds, and was repulsed by the thought of plunging my cock into a used pussy that had already been filled with another man’s cum. But the majority of my mind didn’t give a shit about any of that. When it came right down to it, all I wanted was to get my dick wet.

When we pulled up to the house and I parked, I ran into the house excitedly, abandoning all thoughts of my wife’s sexual transgression. I was just horny and ready to get off. I sprinted into the bedroom, pulled off my pants and shirt and leapt into bed.

Rose followed me in. She quickly stripped off her clothes and slid into bed beside me. She kissed my lips, then made her way down to my cock.

Now, I know I’m not nearly as big as the man she’d just fucked. I’m not delusional. So I was self-conscious for a moment. But the instant her hot little mouth met my throbbing cock, all my insecurities flew out the window. I was just living in the moment, enjoying the sensation of some sloppy oral loving from my wife.

“Oh, Rose, that feels amazing!”

I wasn’t lying. It was just what I needed. But I wasn’t satisfied with her mouth. I wanted to fuck her pussy.

I pushed her mouth off of my dick and started pulling her up, trying to get her to ride me. But to my surprise, she resisted.

“Honey, no,” she said. “I’m really sore from … you know, from earlier. Just let me please you with my mouth for tonight, okay?”

My face dropped. I was disappointed. But what was I going to do … turn down a perfectly good blow job?

“It’s fine,” I said. “Go ahead.”

She continued to bob her head up and down the length of my cock. I closed my eyes, tilted my head back and let myself enjoy the sensation. I took a peek at one point. I wanted to see my wife’s pretty face as she serviced me. But she looked bored. Like blowing me was a chore she couldn’t wait to finish. It made me feel bad. I bet she wouldn’t look so bored if she were sucking Nate Bowen’s massive cock. But it’s hard to feel too bad for yourself when you’re getting your dick sucked. It wasn’t long before I felt myself climaxing. Just as I started ejaculating, Rose popped my cock out of her mouth and let my cum spill onto my belly.

“I wanted you to swallow it!” I cried out in disappointment.

“Sorry, I’m just not feeling it,” she said. She left for the bathroom and came back with a couple tissues. She cleaned up my spilled cum, threw it away and then slid back into bed.

I started drifting off, but before I could do so, I noticed that Rose’s arms were folded across her arms and there appeared to be a frown on her face.

“Are … are you okay, sweetie?” I asked. Sweetie. Even as the affectionate term left my lips, I found it absurd that I had gone from seeing my wife riding another man’s dick, to calling her sweet.

“Aren’t you going to return the favor?” she asked, her voice filled with exasperation.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I—I didn’t know you wanted me to—”

“Stop grovelling like a little bitch,” she barked. “Shut up and put that mouth to good use.”

I couldn’t believe Rose was talking to me like this. I admit that it was perhaps a bit inconsiderate of me not to think about her needs. But at the same time, hadn’t the blowjob been a consolation for the fact that she had already had her needs met — by another man? But I didn’t want to argue with her. I just wanted to get to sleep. So to that end, I dutifully took my place between my wife’s legs, slid her panties off, and got to work.

I started slowly, simply kissing her beautiful, glistening pussy lips. I slipped out just the tip of my tongue and ran up and down the length. She shuddered and moaned. “Yeah, baby … that feels good,” she cooed.

I was encouraged by her enthusiasm. I started getting into it more, parting her lips with my tongue and digging it as deeply into her as I could, lapping up her juices and savoring the taste.

Now, I don’t know what was going on in my head, but it was only at this point, tongue-deep in my wife’s pussy, that it occurred to be that I was slurping down on a pussy another man had thoroughly fucked not even an hour ago … and which he had filled with his cum. Just as I realized I was eating a creampie out of my wife’s used cunt, I noticed the creamy remnants of Nate’s cum as it met my tongue. It was salty and bitter, and yet … somehow familiar. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but it felt like I’d tasted his cum before. Which was absurd — I’m 100 percent heterosexual and had never swallowed a man’s cum before.

But that’s exactly what I was doing now, I realized … gobbling up another man’s cum. I was suddenly overcome with revulsion, but when I tried to pull away, Rose held down my head.

“Don’t you fucking stop now,” she ordered. “That feels so fucking good … keep eating my used pussy until I cum.”

I couldn’t exactly argue, so I did as I was told, fought back the revulsion, and continued slurping down on my wife’s sloppy, used-up cunt with as much enthusiasm and gusto as I could muster. In the process, I could feel gobs of Nate’s cum working its way down my throat. How much cum had this kid pumped into my wife? On the bright side, maybe the fact that I was sucking out so much of his cum would lessen the chances that Rose would end up pregnant and in need of an abortion.

Finally, I felt my wife’s body tighten. She gripped the bedsheets and let out a scream as she orgasmed all over my face.

I fell onto my side of the bed, exhausted and eager for sleep. Rose bent down and kissed my cheek.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “That felt amazing.”

“I’m glad,” I mumbled, and then I drifted off to sleep.

* * *

The next morning, I awoke to discover that Rose was gone. It was Saturday, so I didn’t need to be at work and usually slept in until 10. But Rose usually slept in, too, so I was surprised by her absence. Where could she be?

The answer came to me when I checked my phone over breakfast. Rose had texted me at 9 a.m. It read, “Going shopping to get a new dress for tonight. Super excited! I’ll be home in time for lunch.”

For tonight? It took me a second before I remembered what she was talking about: We were going to Nate Bowen’s penthouse for the night. Under different circumstances, I would have found it cool to hang out with a celebrity in their penthouse. But I was not eager to spend more time with the man who had fucked my wife the previous evening, rockstar or not.

I was also annoyed that Rose was so, as she had put it, “excited” about seeing Nate again. Did she think she was going to get to fuck him again? Over my dead body! She’d been caught up by the prospect of sleeping with a celebrity, and I understood that. I probably would have done the same thing. So I gave her a pass. But that pass was a one-time thing. I wasn’t going to let her get away with it again, and if she thought she was going to, she’d be waking up from Nate Bowen’s penthouse while getting served with divorce papers.

Hopefully, it wouldn’t come to that.

I tried to take my mind off my concerns about my marriage. I finished eating, washed the dishes and did a few pushups. Then I took a shower.

My mind always tends to wander when I’m showering and this occasion was no exception. I found myself thinking about everything going on in my life. My work-life and the ridiculous project Henry had assigned to me. My increasingly diminishing sex life with my wife. And, most of all, the events of the previous night. As I thought of seeing Nate’s porn-star cock ramming itself into my wife, I couldn’t help becoming erect. It’s not really my fault; it was a hot thing to see. If I’d watched it in a porno, I for sure would have whipped out my dick and started jerking it.

The really weird part, though, is that when I started thinking about licking Nate’s cum out of Rose’s pussy, that turned me on too! I don’t know why. It was gross! But there was something just so taboo about sucking another man’s cum out of my wife’s pussy, it sent a sexual thrill throughout my entire body just to think about it.

I was just about to bring my hand to my cock and begin touching myself when I had a sudden realization. I was remembering the taste of Nate’s cum and how it had seemed so familiar. I hadn’t been able to put my finger on why it seemed so familiar, but it had just come back to me as I stood there in the shower.

It was the night Rose had come back from clubbing all hot and bothered, and had demanded that I eat her out. Her pussy had tasted weird … different than it usually tasted. I’d been too tired to really register it that much. But now that I’d tasted Nate’s cum, I realized what I’d tasted that night while eating Rose out.

It was another man’s semen.

I couldn’t believe it. My wife had cheated on me. This incident with Nate Bowen was not the first time my wife had had another man’s cock in her. It was all starting to make sense … the way she’d called out “Chris” as she had climaxed. Was it Chris’s creampie that I’d eaten that night?

I stepped out of the shower, hurriedly dressed myself and grabbed my car keys.

There were only two people who knew what had happened that night and who I could ask about it. One was Rose, but I didn’t trust her to tell me the truth. The other was Rose’s friend Clara. I was about to drive to her house and get some answers.

Clara was going to tell me who my wife had cheated on me with, and how long it had been going on.


Chapter 7

Clara only lived about ten minutes away, and I was glad when I pulled up and saw her car parked in the driveway. That meant she was probably home.

I walked up to the door and, in my agitated state, knocked on it loudly. She probably thought I was the police or something. Or some crazy asshole. Which I guess I kind of was.

Nobody came to the door, so I banged again. This time I saw the curtains pull back slightly as Clara peeked to see who was making such a racket.

“Clara — Clara, it’s me, Brian,” I shouted so she could hear me through the closed door. “Clara, I need to talk to you!”

Once she recognized me, she sprinted toward the door and pulled it wide open.

“Brian! What are you doing here? What’s wrong? Is Rose okay?”

I didn’t wait for her to invite me in. I brushed past her, walked into her living room, and then turned around to look at her as she closed the door, then faced me with a confused look on her face.

“I need to know exactly what happened when you and Rose went to that club together a couple months ago.” I was surprised by how calmly I was speaking, but there was definitely an edge to my voice. It was clear that I had not stopped by for a pleasant chat.

Clara’s already large doe eyes got huge — surprised, I think, that I had been perceptive enough to realize that something had happened, even if it had taken me two months. But of course, she wasn’t going to rat out her friend. Not that easily, anyway.

“Brian, I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said. “It was just the two of us. We went out, had some drinks, danced a little—”

“Clara, I know,” I interrupted. “I know that my wife cheated on me. I’m not asking you if she did. I just want to know how it happened so I can figure out just how mad I really need to be. So please spare me the bullshit story. You’re a good friend, but Rose has already been found out, and considering that I’m the aggrieved party here, I’d appreciate it if you would do the right thing and explain to me what happened.”

A look of defeat fell over her face. “Alright,” she said. “Sit down.” She gestured toward her couch. I sat down and she took a seat on the other end, sighed, and began telling me the truth.

“It really did start out as girls night,” she said emphatically, as if it was very important to her that I believe her. “We went out to the club and were just having a good time, getting drunk and dancing with each other. But things took a turn when we met up with Andrew.”

“Who’s Andrew?”

“He’s a guy I matched with on Tinder.” Her eyes lit up as she spoke of him. “He’s really hot. And after I got a few drinks in me, I invited him to come out and join us.”

“Okay. Then what happened?”

“Well, he came out to the club. What we weren’t expecting was that he’d bring a friend with him.”

“He brought a friend?”

She nodded. “Yes. He brought a friend.”

“A man, I’m assuming?”

She nodded again. “Yes.”

“What was his name?”

Clara hesitated for a moment, as if she weren’t sure she should be divulging this information. But finally, she shrugged her shoulders as if to say fuck it. “His name was Chris.”

Aha, I thought. I’m not crazy. Rose really had met up with some guy named Chris at the club that night. But what had actually transpired between them?

“Alright,” I said. “So Andrew shows up with his buddy Chris. Then what happened?”

“Well it started off innocent enough,” she said. “The guys bought themselves a couple drinks, and bought a few more for us. Then we headed to the dancefloor and danced together.” Her eyes rolled into the back of her head at the memory. “Oh, Andrew is such a good dancer—”

“Stay on topic.”

“Sorry. So anyway, we all ended up getting a little drunk. The dancing was getting … less innocent than it had been before. A lot more sexual.”

“How so?”

She let out a low, involuntary moan. “His hands were all over me. And I was grinding into him. I could feel him growing against my—” She stopped and cleared her throat. “I remember looking over at Rose and Chris a couple times and they were pretty much doing the same thing Andrew and I were.”

I brought my hands to my face. This was tough to hear. But I had a feeling it was about to get a whole lot worse. “It didn’t stay on the dancefloor, did it?”

She shook her head, confirming my fears. “Andrew happens to live just a few minutes away from the club. He suggested we all go back to his place, and we weren’t in any condition to think clearly. We were having fun, so we figured, why not keep it going?”

“So the two of you left with them.”

She nodded. “We all shared an Uber to Andrew’s place. The pretense was that we were just going there to hang out, maybe have another drink or two, and then we’d take an Uber home. But I think we both knew what we were really going there for. It wasn’t such a big deal for me. I’m single, and Andrew was hot. In the back of my mind, I know I shouldn’t be dragging Rose into it, but … I was drunk and, frankly, horny. I just wasn’t thinking straight. I’m sorry, Brian.”

I ignored her apology. Frankly, I did blame her for doing nothing to stop Rose from violating her wedding vows. But I wasn’t focusing on that so much as I was on finding out everything that had happened that night.

“So what happened after you guys arrived at Andrew’s place?”

Clara looked sheepish. “You … you don’t really want me to tell you all that, do you? I mean … I think you have a pretty good idea what happened.”

“I need to know the details so there are no misunderstandings when I confront Rose.”

She sighed. “You’re going to confront her about it?”

I shot her a look of indignancy. “What, you expect me to pretend like it didn’t happen? To just do nothing?”

“No, I just … I guess I just hate to see you two fight.”

“Tell that to Rose. Anyway … you got to Andrew’s place. Then what happened?”

“We stumbled inside — remember, we were all pretty drunk — and Andrew came up with an excuse pretty quickly to ‘show me his bedroom.’ So we left Rose and Chris sitting on the couch in the living room while the two of us started making out on his bed. And then … well, you know. We had sex.”

“Was it any good?”

Clara looked shocked. “Brian … you don’t want to hear about my sex life.”

The fact was, I did want to hear about her sex life. As I’d pictured her and Andrew making out on the bed, I’d found myself growing hard. Clara was a beautiful young woman and the thought of some muscular, good-looking stud plowing into her was turning me on — it was like watching a porn film starring someone I knew. Which I guess was a sensation I was getting used to, after everything that has happened with Rose.

“Go on,” I said. “Let’s hear it. I’m interested.”

She seemed surprised, but she went along with the request. I’m not sure why. Maybe she was feeling sorry for me and thought a little stimulation was a way to assuage the guilt she felt at leaving my wife alone on a stranger’s couch, drunk and horny.

“He started kissing my neck,” she said. “That always drives me crazy. So when he started moving his hands under my dress, I let him. Before I knew what was happening, his fingers were inside me. I started moaning like crazy, which was funny, because—” She stopped herself and looked embarrassed.

“What?”

She shook her head, afraid to tell me what she’d been about to say.

“Go on,” I said. “It’s okay.”

“I was just going to say that it was funny … because I could hear Rose moaning, too.”

I sighed. It was time to find out exactly what had happened that night — or rather, to have what I already knew to be true confirmed by Clara.

“So she fucked him?”

She nodded. “Yes.” The word came out as a near-whisper.

“How do you know? How do you know for sure that she fucked him?”

She lowered her head. “I saw them,” she said ashamedly.

“Saw them? How?”

She shook her head, as if not wanting to answer. But I insisted. “Tell me.”

“I fucking saw them, okay!” She screamed, with much more anger than I’d been expecting. “I had to use the bathroom, and as soon as I left Andrew’s bedroom, there were Rose and Chris on the couch. She was … she was on the couch, on all fours, and Chris was fucking her from behind, just drilling her with his cock! It was impossible to miss, it was … it was long and thick, and your wife could barely take it! Okay! Is that what you wanted to hear, Brian?”

Something about watching Clara, red-faced and passionate, describing a man’s cock as “long and thick,” got me kind of hot. It was weird, because I was still upset about Rose, but I was also getting uncomfortably aroused. Clara was a beautiful woman, and just being alone with her was making my mind wander to sexual places. I figured it was about time for me to leave.

“Thanks for your help, Clara,” I said. I stood and made for the door. “It was … illuminating.”

“Wait, Brian. Don’t leave yet.”

I wanted nothing more than to leave and think about how I was going to confront Rose about her infidelity, but something possessed me to turn around and indulge Clara.

“What?” I snapped, a bit more harshly than I’d intended.

“Come sit back down for a minute,” she said, patting the seat beside her on the couch. I grumbled a bit — I really just wanted to leave — but I did as she asked.

“What Rose did to you was wrong,” she said. She placed a hand on my thigh as she spoke. “There’s no excuse for what she did, fucking another man behind your back like that. She cheated on you.”

“I know. It makes me feel like shit.”

“I know. But the way I look at it is, you’re entitled to a freebie. And I just feel so badly about any role I might have had in Rose’s indiscretion, that I thought, well … maybe I could help you out.” She began rubbing her hand up and down my thigh as she spoke.

“What … what do you mean?” I could barely speak. She looked up at me with a sly smile and began unbuttoning my jeans. I didn’t try to stop her. I just looked on in amazement, and maybe with a hint of disbelief that this was actually happening.

“So your wife had a little fun with another man. I’ll bet it wouldn’t seem like such a big deal if you got to have a little fun with another woman.” She slid my jeans down, followed by my boxers. My penis sprang free and I felt a momentary twinge of insecurity. It’s not like I have a micropenis or anything, but seeing the size of Nate’s cock had made me worry about my own size. But Clara didn’t burst into laughter or anything like that, so that was a good sign. Still … what was happening was kinda weird.

“Uh … I don’t know about this,” I said, and I pushed Clara’s hands away … though admittedly not with very much enthusiasm. “I think we should stop.”

“Why? You’re not doing anything Rose didn’t already do to you. She didn’t tell Chris to stop. In fact, at one point she was the one riding him and—”

“Okay, I get your point!” I interrupted. “Go ahead. Suck my cock!”

She seemed pleased with that response, and that’s exactly what she started doing. She wrapped her lips around my dick and started bobbing her head up and down with impressive enthusiasm. It had been a long time since Rose has sucked me off with anything but a half hearted attempt to get me off, so to have such a hot little blonde throating my cock with such gusto was like a dream come true.

The fact that I’m not huge probably made it easier for her, but she was easily able to deepthroat my cock, gagging and gurgling on it as I began to gently press into her, fucking her throat to enhance the wonderful sensations that were overtaking me.

She pulled back, and started jerking me off. “You like that?” she asked. “You like fucking my little throat with your married cock?”

“Mmm … fuck yeah,” I growled and I forced my cock back into her mouth. “Fuck your mouth is amazing … swirl your tongue around the head … yeah, just like that. Oh, fuck.”

It did occur to me, even as it was happening, that I was cheating on Rose. But Clara had actually brought up a good point: Rose had cheated on me first. This was just making the two of us even. I might as well enjoy myself rather than feel guilty.

I pulled my cock out of Clara’s mouth and took her hand, leading her to her bedroom. I pushed her onto the bed.

“Take off your clothes,” I ordered with uncharacteristic confidence. I pulled my own shirt over my head and tossed it into the corner of the room. Clara had taken off her top and was just beginning to unbutton her jeans. I pulled them off, slid her out of her panties, then climbed on top of her.

We kissed. It was the kind of passionate, tongue-twirling kiss I hadn’t experienced with Rose in quite some time. My hands found their way to her breasts and before I knew it, my mouth was engulfing her right nipple; my hand came up to fondle the other one. She moaned, exhaling hot breath directly into my ear. The sensation sent shivers down my spine. From her breast, I kissed my way down her stomach until I was faced with the sight of her glistening pussy lips.

I stuck out my tongue, dragging it along the entire length of her dripping snatch. I flicked my tongue against her engorged clit, and she seemed to really like that, moaning and writhing in response.

“That feels so fucking good, Brian,” she moaned. “Don’t stop!”

I had no intention of stopping. Not yet, anyway. I pushed my face into her wet pussy, slurping and sucking like a starving man. I don’t think I’d ever eaten a pussy so enthusiastically. I think it was something about the taboo nature of it — the fact that I was eating out a woman who wasn’t my wife. Every moan and whimper escaping Clara’s lips increased my excitement, added to the rigor of my cock.

I slid a finger into her pussy, and began focusing my tongue’s attention at her clit. I slid in one more finger, then another. I was furiously fingering her drenched cunt and lapping at her swollen cunt and it wasn’t long before Clara’s entire body began to shake as she came to a crushing orgasm.

Now it was my turn to get off. I climbed on top of her, and slid my cock into her. I started off slow, giving her a chance to recover from her orgasm. I kissed her, savoring the sweet taste of her soft lips. Slowly, I began pumping in and out of her more quickly, my cock gliding in and out easily thanks to her natural lubrication.

“Fuck me, Brian,” she gasped. “Fuck me like Chris fucked your whore wife.”

Her words should have made me angry. I should have pulled out of her, told her to fuck off, and left. But for some reason, they had the opposite effect. Being reminded of my wife’s transgressions turned me on. I abandoned the slow, measured approach I had been taking, and instead began slamming my cock into her little, tight pussy as hard and as quickly as I could, until we were shaking the bed and Clara’s eyes were rolling into the back of her head.

Unfortunately, the stimulation felt so good that I came quickly, spurting my load into her pussy as she was still in the midst of screaming and moaning in pleasure. When my thrusting ceased and I pulled out of her, there was an unmistakable glimmer of disappointment in her eyes that were like a dagger through my heart.

“Give me a minute to recover,” I said breathlessly. “I’ll finger you to another orgasm.”

I was ashamed that I’d cum so quickly. But I was also elated that I’d had the opportunity to get back at Rose. Fuck her, I thought, as I leaned over and began pleasuring Clara with my fingers and tongue. She deserves this.


Chapter 8

After bringing Clara to another orgasm, I explained that I had to get back home. I got dressed and headed for the door.

“Are you going to confront Rose?” she asked nervously.

“I have to,” I said.

She nodded. “I understand. If you didn’t, though … we could do a lot more of what we just did.”

I walked over to her. “I’d hope we could do that again regardless of whether I confronted Rose,” I said. I bent down and kissed her lips. She accepted it, though she didn’t really kiss me back.

“I just really want to maintain the status quo,” she said. “If you confront Rose, it’s going to fuck everything up. But I’m willing to satisfy you … if you’re willing to satisfy me.”

I was torn. On the one hand, I’d greatly enjoyed sleeping with Clara. On the other hand, I felt like it would be wrong to let Rose get away with what she’d done. I’d be letting her walk all over me.

Hmm … sex or dignity. It was a tough decision. One I wasn’t ready to make yet.

“I’ll think about it,” I told Clara, and I gave her one final kiss, atop her forehead, and left.

* * *

Rose’s car was parked in the driveway when I got home. I was going to have to make a decision. I could either confront her now or forget about it in the hopes that I could fuck Clara again. The memory of her snug little pussy wrapped around my cock was definitely leading me in that direction.

Fuck it, I thought. I’ll forget about it for now. I can always bring it up later. Maybe I’ll get to fuck Clara a couple more times, get it out of my system, and then I’ll confront Rose.

But I suddenly found myself asking: What would that accomplish? Would I divorce her? I could lose everything in the divorce proceedings. It would be risky for sure. On the other hand, if I pretended everything was fine, I might be able to continue having lurid, raunchy sex with my wife’s hot, blonde friend.

The decision, it seemed to me, was clear. It made sense to hold off on confronting Rose indefinitely. I had everything to lose by confronting her, and lots to gain by letting it go.

I walked in the door and announced my presence again. “Rose?” I called. “I’m home!”

“Hi honey,” she called, her voice coming from deep within the house. “I’m in the bedroom!”

I trekked up to the room, trying not to look guilty or otherwise give Rose any indication of what I’d been up to with Clara.

To my utter shock, when I walked in, Rose was wearing what looked to be brand-new lingerie, admiring herself in the mirror. It was a frilly lace garter set, with a red trim. It fit snuggly, hugging her ample curves, but it was also barely there. The bottom part, especially, left little to the imagination; a nearly-nonexistent g-string clung to the inner rim of her perfectly-shaped, round asscheeks.

“What are you wearing?!” I exclaimed with equal parts confusion and excitement.

She giggled. “Oh, I just picked up something new to wear tonight. Do you like it?” She did a slow turn so I could take in every inch of her sexy, scantily-clad body.

Normally I would have very much enjoyed the prospect of my wife buying sexy lingerie, believing it to be intended for my benefit. But after learning about Rose’s little tryst with Chris, not to mention the fact that she’d fucked Nate Bowen right in front of me, I was more than a little suspicious. After all, we were going over to Nate’s penthouse tonight. Had she bought the lingerie for his benefit? That was crazy. She wouldn’t fuck him right in front of my. I mean, okay, yes, she already had fucked him in front of me, but only because I’d caught them in the middle of going at it.

I’m crazy, I thought. Of course she bought it for you. You’re her husband.

“Yes,” I said, answering her question. “I love it. You … you look hot as hell.”

She giggled. “Thanks. Wait till you see what else I bought. Leave the room for a minute. I’ll call you back in after I’ve changed.”

I left the room. As I waited, my mind wandered, and I realized that I emphatically did not want to go over to Nate’s tonight. But what choice did I have? I’d already agreed to it.

“Okay, you can come back in now.” I wandered back into the room, thinking that nothing she could put on could top the lingerie I’d just seen her in.

I was wrong.

The dress she was wearing was made of fine, black leather — appropriate for a visit to the penthouse of the lead singer of an industrial rock band, I thought. It was tight-fitting, low cut, and jaw-dropping.

“Holy shit,” I said. “You look amazing.”

She squealed with delight. “You really think so?”

“Well … yeah. You look hot as hell.” I stepped toward her and wrapped her up in my arms, letting my hands run across her body. A part of me still suspected that none of this was truly meant for me. But another part of me didn’t care, and just wanted to enjoy the sexy body in front of me. I was becoming hot and hard. Wow … I wonder if I could go twice in one day, I thought.

“You know … we still have a couple hours before we need to head downtown,” I said. “Maybe we could …”

She pulled away. “Oh, sweetie … that is so flattering, and if I had the time I totally would … but I’m actually going to need all of that time to get ready for tonight. I’m sorry.”

“Oh … okay,” I said. “Well … I’ll go kill some time while you get ready then, I guess.”

“Thanks sweetie.” She kissed my cheek and I left for the living room, where I sat down and turned on the TV. And waited. As my wife primped and beautified herself in preparation to visit a rock star that she had wantonly fucked just yesterday.

Am I crazy?

I got sucked into a marathon of some addictive cable drama, and the time flew by. Before I knew it, Rose had emerged from the bedroom, freshly showered and moisturized, her flowing, shoulder-length hair straightened, and her makeup done up impeccably, as if she were about to head into a modeling photoshoot. And to top it all off, she was wearing that sexy-as-fuck leather dress on top of the skimpy lingerie I knew she was wearing underneath.

And yet it was all, I suspected, for another man.

I considered calling her out on it. I considered pitching a big fucking fit and demanding that she either take off that dress and the sexy lingerie and stay home with me, or walk out of that door only to come home to divorce papers. But I didn’t do any of that.

Remember, I thought, you have nothing to gain and everything to lose.

“Ready to go?” Rose asked, nonchalantly.

“Yep,” I answered, just as casually.

Here we go, I thought as we walked out the door. I had a feeling things might change between Rose and I after tonight.

I had no idea how right I was.


Chapter 9

Nate’s penthouse was located in a high-rise luxury apartment complex in downtown Chicago. I stared up at the numerous stories towering above us before we entered, imagining the kind of wealth and fame it took to buy a penthouse in a place like this.

When we entered, a doorman was seated at a desk just inside. He looked up at us. Rose was wearing a large fur coat over her sexy dress, and though she still looked sultry, it wasn’t quite enough to raise the interest of the doorman beside the slight rise of an eyebrow.

“How can I help you?” he asked as we approached.

“We’re here to see Nate Bowen,” Rose replied. “He’s expecting us.”

A skeptical look flashed across his face but, the consummate professional that he was, he quickly suppressed it. “May I have your names, please?” he asked.

“Rose and Brian West,” she replied.

“Just a moment, please. He picked up a phone, quickly dialed a number, and almost instantaneously began speaking into it. “Hello, Mr. Bowen,” he said. “I have a Mr. and Mrs. West to see you. Rose and Brian.” There was a slight pause, followed by a look of mild surprise. “Yes, I’ll show them up personally, Mr. Bowen. Thank you.” He hung up and then looked at us expectantly. “Well, come on then,” he said, and he walked out from behind the desk toward the elevator. “I’ll show you up.”

Nate’s penthouse was on the twenty-sixth floor of the building, which also happened to be the top floor. When the elevator doors opened, the doorman led us to the end of the building where a pair of french doors led, presumably, to the penthouse.

The doorman knocked on the doors for us, and after a brief moment they opened. There was Nate Bowen, in all his glory. His hair was disheveled, and he was wearing a black button-down shirt, but it was wide open and revealed his chiseled chest and abs. The faint smell of alcohol emanated from his lips.

“Hey, thanks Charlie,” he told the doorman and he gave him a high-five. The doorman looked annoyed, but seemed to be doing his best not to let on that that was the case.

“Always a pleasure, Mr. Bowen. Can I do anything else for you?”

“Nah, man, this is plenty. Have a good night, man.” The doorman nodded and walked away, and Nate’s attention turned to the two of us.

“Come on in, guys,” he said excitedly. “Welcome to mi casa.”

My jaw dropped as we entered. The penthouse looked to be about the same size as our entire house, but it was much more luxurious. Modern, minimalist furniture filled the living space, and on the walls were a mixture of post-modern paintings, which presumably came with the apartment, and a collection of band posters and set lists which Nate had haphazardly affixed with everything from thumbtacks to duct tape.

“Let me give you the tour,” he said. He led us to the kitchen, which contained a massive island and all stainless-steel appliances, as well as a full bar, and then led us to the first of three bathrooms. There were two bedrooms, and a soundproof studio where Nate said he and his band recorded some of their music.

“This place is amazing!” Rose exclaimed. She seemed giddy, barely able to conceal her excitement.

I also thought it was an incredible place, but seeing it didn’t leave me feeling giddy. More like green with envy. But I would never let on that I was jealous.

“It’s an impressive apartment,” I agreed.

“Well come, let’s get you guys a couple of drinks,” he said. He led us back to the living room and gestured for us to take a seat on the couch. We sat down, and he continued to the bar.

“I make a mean Long Island Iced Tea,” he said. “You both want one?”

“Hell yeah,” Rose said. She seemed excited to be here. Energized. I, on the other hand, was nervous.

“Um … yeah, I’ll have one,” I said.

He came back a moment later carrying two tall glasses, one in either hand. He handed them to us and then looked expectantly at Rose. “That coat looks hot,” he said. “May I take it for you?”

Rose stood and giggled. “You’re awful polite for a rock star.”

He shot her a wicked grin. “Just because I know how to rock doesn’t mean I’m without manners,” he said.

She slipped out of her coat and handed it to Nate — but he could barely take it, he was so excited.

“Hot damn that’s a sexy dress!” he exclaimed; he jolted back as if he’d just been electrocuted.

Rose giggled. “Oh, stop.”

“No, really!” He threw the coat on the floor behind him, as if it were no longer worthy of his attention. As if Rose were a magnet he was inescapably drawn to. He walked right up next to her and placed an arm around her waist, pulling her close. I just sat there, staring up at them as Nate manhandled my wife.

“I love the texture of this leather,” he said, running his hand down her back. “It’s so tight … it hugs every curve of your delicious little body …”

She slapped his hand away. “Stop!” she giggled, and then added in a whisper that I could nonetheless hear perfectly, “Brian is right there.”

“Oh come now,” Nate said. “It’s not like I haven’t had my hands on you before.” But he didn’t push it any further. He let Rose sit back down, then took a seat beside her. He casually placed a loose arm over her shoulder as if it were no big deal.

“So what did you two think of the show last night?” he asked.

“I, uh … I didn’t get to see much of it, unfortunately,” I said. “I had to work late.” I was stretching the truth of course; I hadn’t actually seen any of the show. But I didn’t want him to know that and be insulted.

“Well that’s a shame,” he said with disinterest. He turned to Rose and placed a hand on her bare thigh. “Of course, I know that Rose here had a good time last night.”

I’ve pinpointed this moment as the one that changed my life forever. I know now, thanks to hindsight, what I should have done. I should have forcibly removed Nate’s hand from my wife’s thigh, dragged her out of there, flipped Nate the bird and never looked back.

But I did nothing.

I did nothing as Nate caressed my wife’s thigh. I did nothing as he leaned in and gently kissed her neck, prompting her to lean back her head and release a primal moan. I did nothing as he pulled back and stared into her eyes, as she stared into his. I did nothing when he leaned forward and placed his lips on hers. I did nothing when she placed her hand on the back of his head, drawing him toward her rather than pushing him away, as a faithful wife would have done. I did nothing as his hands traveled up and down her body, alternating between squeezing her plump breasts and her juicy ass.

As a man who was younger than me, better looking than me, more accomplished than me and more confident than me took my wife — right in front of me — I just sat there like an impotent fool, trying to convince myself that what was taking place before my very eyes was not actually happening.

It all seemed to be happening in slow motion. Nate’s slow, deep kiss morphed into a ravenous makeout session. Their tongues circled around each other in a wanton display of passion the likes of which I’d never experienced with Rose. And it was all happening with me right there, taking it all in. It was as if they didn’t care I was there watching or, perhaps even worse, as if they’d forgotten all about me. There was no pretense that this visit was about anything more than giving Nate and Rose an opportunity to fuck each other just like they’d fucked each other the previous night.

Suddenly, it all caught up to me and I realized I had to do something. I stood and roughly pulled Nate off my wife by the shoulder.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” I screamed — but my voice broke, undermining the little bit of authority I’d hoped to convey.

Nate stood and I was suddenly reminded that he towered over me.

“What do you think you’re doing? This is my place. Am I going to have to ask you to leave, dude?”

“You’re making out with my wife!”

He considered my words for a moment, then smiled.

“So? What’s that got to do with anything? She’s not doing anything she doesn’t want to do. She made it very clear last night that she wants to ride my cock every chance she gets.”

“No,” I said sternly, angrily. “Last night was a mistake and I’ve been assured it won’t happen again.”

“And yet it just did. Or at least, the start of it. I think you should let your wife do what she wants. Because I sure as hell am going to do what I want to do, and what I want to do just so happens to be your wife.”

I clenched my jaw. “Rose, we’re leaving,” I said with all the authority I could muster.

But she didn’t move. She maintained her position on the couch as Nate sat back down beside her and wrapped his arms around her body. Rose looked up at me. There was a conflicted look in her eyes. But her choice was clear.

“I’m sorry, Brian,” she said. And with that, she resumed making out with Nate, right in front of me.

I stumbled over to a chair situated across from them and sat down in a daze. I’d manned up. I’d taken action. I’d demanded that my wife leave with me right now. But it was too little, too late.

She was his now.


Chapter 10

A real man would have walked out on both of them. Would have driven straight to a lawyer’s office and had divorce papers drafted. Would have found another woman. Someone even younger, prettier.

I did none of those things. I was paralyzed. Hypnotized, even, by the rhythmic sound of their kissing.

They’d picked up right where they had left off. They kissed passionately, desperately; their breath grew short and deep. Abruptly, Nate grabbed at her dress and began pulling it up over her head. She raised her arms to make it easier, and when he was done stripping it off, he threw it behind the couch.

“Holy shit,” he said, taking in the sight of Rose’s shapely body punctuated by the frilly edges of her new lingerie.

She giggled. “You like? I picked it out just for you.”

“I love! Stand up and turn around. Let me take all of this in.”

She did so all too eagerly, as if she’d just been waiting patiently to show off for him. She stood and faced him, placing a hand on her hip and striking a sexy pose.

“You’re fucking gorgeous, Rose,” he said. “Now turn around — slowly — and let me see you from behind.”

She obeyed his request and turned slowly, until she was turned completely away from him … and facing me. She looked directly into my eyes for a moment, and I saw a flash of guilt or sympathy — maybe a combination of both — as if she were trying to apologize for everything that had happened and for everything that was about to happen.

But it didn’t last long. Something in her face, in her eyes, changed, and although her face was pointed directly at mine, she was looking right through me now as if I were a ghost.

Nate was splayed out on the couch, as if he were watching a sports game on TV; as if admiring scantily-clad married women was something he casually did every weekend.

“You have such a sexy little body,” he told her. “Bend down for me so I can get a good look at that juicy ass.”

She bent down and stuck out her ass for him. Her lips grew into a wide grin and she slapped her ass, then shook it with her her hands so the ample cheeks jiggled. “Yeah? You like that ass?” she taunted. When he let out an enthusiastic, “Hell yeah!” she responded with: “Yeah? Well, what are you going to do about it?”

“I’ll show you.” He leapt up and with icy determination, he marched right up to her and gave her ass a hard slap, causing a loud smacking sound to fill the room.

Rose squealed; Nate turned her around, bent her down and kissed her long and deep. He picked her up, seemingly effortlessly, and threw her over his shoulder, carrying her away — to the bedroom, I assumed.

I wasn’t sure what to do. Should I leave? Should I just sit there until they were done? No. I wasn’t going to leave my wife alone with that asshole.

I stormed after them. When I caught up to them, Nate had thrown Rose onto his King-sized bed and was taking off his shirt when he saw me approaching.

He laughed. “Here for the show? Go on, take a seat,” he said, and he gestured toward a chair in the corner of the room.

Here for the show. What an absurd, emasculating thing to say to me. And yet …

I thought back to the previous night, of the sight of Nate’s thick, veiny cock stretching out Rose’s tiny pink pussy. It had looked so erotic. So … beautiful, in a way. But I’d only gotten a tiny glimpse of it. And suddenly, remembering how sexy it had looked, I found myself wanting more.

I wanted to watch the show.

With my cheeks red and hot from embarrassment and shame, I slunk over to the chair and sat down. It was like a show of subservience to him, like I was dutifully carrying out his orders.

But that was the extent of his acknowledgement of me. As soon as he’d said it, he’d turned away from me and turned his attention back to Rose. He crawled onto the bed, laying on his back beside her. He put his hands behind his back and smiled at her.

“Get to work,” he said cockily.

“Mmm … yes daddy,” she cooed.

Yes daddy? What had gotten into her? She had never — never — talked like that to me. I felt a pang of jealousy rush over me.

She crawled across the bed on all fours until she was situated between his legs. Slowly, seductively, she unbuttoned his jeans, then pulled down the zipper, never taking her eyes off his the entire time, as if she were making sure he was pleased with what she was doing.

She pulled the jeans down until they were scrunched down to his ankles, then she pulled them past his ankles and off. She ran her hands up and down his legs, then grasped the elastic of the boxer briefs he was wearing. She paused for a moment, as if bracing for the inevitable reunion with Nate’s big, beautiful cock.

She pulled the briefs down in one fluid motion and Nate’s semi-erect cock bounced into her face. She giggled with delight, and without a moment’s hesitation, she leaned her head forward and swallowed his big veiny monster, moaning as it immediately began growing in her mouth, the already tight fit growing even tighter as he stretched her lips to their limit.

“Fuck that feels good,” Nate hissed. “Slurp up that thick cock, you married slut.”

I couldn’t believe he was talking to her like that … degrading her like that. Treating her like she was a cheap hooker or something.

But what was even harder for me to believe was how much Rose was responding to his degradation, nodding her head up and down emphatically — as much as she could with his cock in her mouth, anyway — and picking up the speed with which she was excitedly sliding her mouth up and down the considerable length of his rigid shaft. I couldn’t believe how much the size of his cock was stretching her poor little mouth. It was almost grotesque.

And yet, even the grotesqueness of it excited me. I glanced down at my crotch and saw that I was pitching what was possibly the biggest tent of my life. Absent-mindedly, almost subconsciously, I began stroking myself through my jeans.

The room filled with the sounds of Rose slurping, gagging and choking on Nate’s massive tool, as he looked down on her, both encouraging her and degrading her at the same time. “That’s a good little cock whore,” he said, patting her head.

But it wasn’t enough for him just to sit back and let her service him. I was alarmed when he firmly grabbed either side of her head, and began pumping his cock in and out of her mouth with maniacal force. Rose choked and sputtered as he jackhammered her throat. I seriously thought he was going to kill her — that she was going to choke to death on his cock.

“Hey!” I shouted, standing, preparing myself mentally to pull Nate off my wife and be her hero. But to my surprise, it was Rose, not Nate, who responded to my exclamation.

“Dammit, Brian!” she snapped at me. She had pulled back from Nate’s cock, causing long lines of slobber and precum to drip from her mouth. As she chided me, she stroked Nate’s cock, as if it was unacceptable for him to be without her sexual stimulation for even a moment. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“I—I was just trying to—”

“Can’t you see I’m trying to suck a cock here? You’re embarrassing me! Either sit down and shut up or we’re going to have to ask you to leave.”

I didn’t say anything. My mouth hung open in shock at the way my wife had just spoken to me. Timidly, I slunk back to the chair and left the two of them alone to indulge in their debauchery in peace.

Nate grabbed her head again and resumed the couple’s face-fucking session. Every minute or so Rose would need to tap out, pulling back and gasping, greedily inhaling as much air as possible before Nate inevitably shoved his veiny, throbbing cock back down her throat. It was a miracle she was able to take the brutal treatment she was receiving from him.

After a few more minutes of brutal throat fucking, Nate seemed ready to move on to other activities. “Come on,” he said, pulling her to her feet. “Get on the bed.”

She was still clad in her frilly lingerie. Nate positioned her so that she was on all fours sticking her juicy ass up in the air, facing me. She wiggled it seductively — for Nate’s benefit, I was sure, not mine — and turned her head around to look over her shoulder at Nate’s reaction. But he gave no acknowledgement; he was hyper-focused on the task at hand.

Roughly, he gripped the skimpy g-string resting between her plump ass cheeks, and slid it down her legs, then off. He threw it behind him and it happened to land in my lap. As if on autopilot, not even fully aware of what I was doing, I picked it up and brought it to my nose, deeply inhaling the musky scents of my wife’s ass and pussy. I was being turned on from all of my senses: The sound of my wife’s moaning and whimpering; the sight of her tight, lithe body squirming on the bed as Nate manhandled it; the scent and taste of her arousal-soaked panties and, finally, the touch of my own hand rubbing my cock through my pants. Without thinking, I undid my jeans, pulled out my cock and began playing with it as I took in the sight of what could essentially be called a live sex show.

With Rose’s panties removed, Nate bent down and began licking and sucking her pussy from behind. She gasped, and then began moaning uncontrollably, screaming out to Nate that he was eating her out so well and that it felt so fucking good. Nate began rubbing her clit as he ate her and it didn’t take long for Rose to announce in a series of ear-splitting screams that she was cumming.

Before she was able to fully recover from her first orgasm, Nate started on the next one. He mounted her, sliding into her dripping cunt from behind. From the angle I was sitting at, I was just able to witness his gargantuan cock stretching my wife’s poor little pussy to its limit. But she didn’t seem to mind; in fact, she encouraged him.

“Oh fuck yes,” she shouted at him through gritted teeth. “Stretch out that little pink pussy with your big cock. It feels so good, daddy!”

He laughed and smacked her ass as he began picking up speed, sliding his impossibly swollen member in and out of her with shocking speed and force. The sound of him slapping into her with each thrust reverberated throughout the room; I wouldn’t have been surprised if everyone in the building could hear it.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” Rose screamed. “Fuck me, daddy! Just like that! Tear my little pussy apart with your big, sexy cock!”

He leaned forward and grabbed a handful of her long, brown hair. He pulled on it, allowing him to pump into her even harder. Rose was obviously in pain, but she seemed to be loving every minute of it. It even appeared that she was fucking him back, pushing her battered pussy into his cock as he firmly pulled her hair, her beautiful, fat ass cheeks jiggling violently with each thrust.

She was peering at Nate over her shoulder, staring directly into his eyes with what I can only describe as pure lust. He leaned forward and kissed her. It was not a loving kiss, or a sweet kiss. It was a wet, sloppy, lustful kiss, their tongues entangling together as they moaned into each other’s mouths. I watched them make out like that for several minutes, Nate pumping his cock deep into Rose’s pussy the entire time.

I thought he was getting ready to cum in her, judging by the almost frantic pace with which he was fucking her, but he stopped suddenly. He pulled out of her, his cock soaking in the light, slick from the sexual juices that were covering it, and laid down on his back beside Rose. He pulled her on top of him, and she lowered herself onto his member, impaling herself with that throbbing, unbelievably engorged beast.

Now they were fucking face to face, and the way they were staring into each other’s eyes made it clear that there was an intense passion to their lovemaking, more so, I was afraid to admit, than when Rose and I made love. It wasn’t that they were in love with each other — I doubt that would have even been possible given the short amount of time they’d known each other — but their lust for one another was so strong, I think they would have continued violently fucking even if a tornado had ripped through the penthouse and torn it to shreds.

Rose was riding him enthusiastically, arching her back as she did so. She rubbed her tits in Nate’s face and he closed his eyes, enjoying the sensation of her supple skin brushing over his. He gripped one and guided its nipple into his mouth, sucking and gently biting it, which seemed to drive Rose wild. Then he switched to the other, swirling his tongue around her areola as he pinched her other nipple between his fingers.

Suddenly, Nate looked up straight at me. It was as if he’d forgotten all about me but suddenly remembered that I was there.

“Hey, you!” he shouted.

Like an idiot, I pointed at myself and asked, “Who, me?” Of course he was talking to me; there was no one else in the room.

“No shit I’m talking to you,” he said. His words were clipped, as his breath was short on account of the aerobic activity he was currently engaged in.

“Uh … yes?”

“Come over here.”

I was too aroused to argue with him, or to wonder what he wanted. I just did as I was told and wandered over to the foot of the bed.

“Crouch down and get your face right in there,” he said, pointing to the giant cock continually disappearing into my wife’s pussy.

I did as instructed, but not without question. “Why?” I asked.

“I want you to have an up-close view of my cock as it spews all my hot cum into your wife’s pussy,” he said. He didn’t slow down his thrusting for even a second as he spoke.

I was shocked. It was degrading … forcing me to sit there and watch, up close and personal, as he inseminated the tight, fertile pussy that was supposed to belong to me. And yet … I was mesmerized by the sight of their lovemaking. I found myself furiously stroking my cock as I watched their firm bodies bounce against each other.

I probably hadn’t really been willing to admit it to myself, but now, sitting right next to Nate’s cock and playing with my own, the size difference was obvious. I looked like a toddler next to a real man. Self-consciousness suddenly washed over me. How had I ever been able to please a woman at all with this tiny, barely-there penis? My cheeks turned red with shame and yet, for some reason, my tiny little dick grew harder than ever as I stroked it furiously.

I stared straight ahead, transfixed by the sight of Nate’s thick cock stretching my wife’s lovely pussy to its limit with each inward stroke. Rose’s cries grew more frantic and Nate’s grunting became more guttural as he picked up speed, slamming his cock deep into her cunt with frightening force. I watched as he tensed up and let out a roar. He stopped thrusting, instead holding his cock deep inside of my wife. I watched as his balls pumped in time with each squirt of hot, sticky cum he was shooting directly into Rose’s fertile womb. If she’d forgotten to take her birth control, there was no way she wouldn’t get pregnant after this.

Slowly, Nate pulled out of my wife’s pussy, and as he did, gobs of his sticky cum leaked out of her. I was so close that I could smell it.

“Bon appetit,” Nate said as he collapsed onto his back beside Rose, who had turned around and was now on her back as well, laying beside her lover.

“Huh?”

“Eat up.” He pointed to the cum leaking out of Rose’s pussy, which looked red and must have been sore after the brutal pounding she’d just taken.

“Oh, uh … erm … sorry,” I said, scrunching my face up in disgust. “I’m not into that.” I’d already eaten cum out of Rose’s pussy — once knowingly and once unwittingly — and I wasn’t eager to do it again.

Nate laughed. “You do now,” he said. Though he’d said it with a laugh, there was an edge to his voice. “You don’t have a choice. I insist. Clean up your wife.”

I gulped. It sounded like I was being forced to do this.

I bent my head down inches from my wife’s dripping pussy. The stench of Nate’s cum stung my nostrils. I looked up at Rose and flashed her the most pathetic look I could muster.

“Rose … you don’t really want me to do this, do you?”

She looked back at me. She looked somewhat spacey, in a loose, relaxed — maybe even exhausted — state in the wake of her orgasm. The look on her face now was a mixture of pity and annoyance.

“Do as you’re told, Brian,” she ordered firmly. “Lick up my lover’s cum. Clean up my pussy.” She paused, then added, “It’s not like you haven’t done it before.” I heard Nate chuckle at that. He must not have known that I’d sucked his cum out of Rose the other night — but he certainly knew now.

Rose placed a hand on the back of my head and pushed my face into her sloppy, cum-filled cunt. I gagged, but resigned myself to my fate, sticking out my tongue and lapping up a hearty helping of Nate Bowen’s baby batter. I swallowed, letting the slimy liquid slide down my throat and into my belly.

I was not a fan of the taste of semen. But more than the taste, there was something about the experience of eating cum — of being forced to eat cum — that I found terribly taboo and very, very exciting. I began jerking myself off enthusiastically as I continued lapping gooey cum out of the soft folds of Rose’s pussy.

Before I knew it, I was cumming myself, spurts of my own cum dripping into my hand. Overwhelmed by the sensation of my own orgasm I stopped slurping up the contents of Rose’s pussy, but she pressed my head back down, insisting that I finish cleaning and pleasuring her before enjoying my own sexual gratification.

When I was done, having cleaned my wife of as much of Nate’s seed as possible and having brought her to another orgasm (albeit one much smaller than Nate had given her) I tried to climb up on the bed to lay beside Rose, but she pushed me away.

“Go sit back in the chair,” she demanded. “Nate and I aren’t through with each other yet.”

I slunk back to the chair, feeling chastised, jealous and a little angry — and yet also, somehow, still aroused. I couldn’t understand how I could be filled with such disparate emotions all at once. But I was.

In my lethargic post-orgasmic state, I sat in my chair and watched as Nate and Rose cuddled in bed, both of them still completely naked and languidly running their hands over each other’s naked bodies. They kissed, slow, luxurious kisses, much different from the hot, frantic kissing of their lovemaking.

I could literally see their passion for each other slowly growing again. Their kisses, and their breath, grew faster and hotter. Rather than caressing Rose’s body, Nate’s hand found itself between her legs, brazenly fingering her pussy in full view of me as their tongues danced around each other.

As his massive cock grew rock hard and began to throb, Nate aimed it at Rose’s worn pussy and plunged it deep inside of her. She squealed in delight and just like that they were back at it. It was clear to me that this pattern was going to continue for a long time, perhaps for the rest of the night.

I sighed. It looked like I was going to be eating a lot of cum.


Chapter 11

I must have fallen asleep at some point. I woke up in the middle of the night. My hand was on my cock. I’d furiously masturbated no less than four times and eaten several more of Nate’s loads. He’d forced me to “clean up” Rose each time he filled her up.

And now, in the middle of the night they were still going at it. I couldn’t believe Nate’s stamina. How many loads did this guy have in him? It almost seemed unnatural.

I got up, walked to the bathroom and relieved myself. Instead of walking back into the room and sitting in the chair, which had grown uncomfortable, I laid down on Nate’s couch and closed my eyes, falling asleep to the sounds of slurping mouths, slapping bodies and impassioned moaning.

* * *

The next morning, I awoke with my neck feeling stiff. It took me a moment to remember where I was, but gradually the memories of everything that had occurred the previous night returned to me. I shook my head, barely able to believe it.

I walked into the bedroom. Nate and Rose were asleep, wrapped up in the bed covers, looking like newlyweds the morning after the first night of their honeymoon. Which made it sting all the more — Rose and I certainly hadn’t looked like that after our honeymoon.

I left and was going to make myself at home in Nate’s kitchen, but it was barren. There wasn’t even a carton of milk in the fridge. I frowned, pulled up a food delivery app on my phone, and ordered some pancakes from a nearby cafe. They arrived a few minutes later, but I had to go meet them out front. I left the door to the penthouse open slightly so I could get back in after retrieving the food.

When I had the pancakes, I settled down at the kitchen table up enjoy them. Just as I’d taken the first couple of bites, Nate and Rose emerged from the bedroom, both of them naked … the alluring aroma of the pancakes must have wafted into the bedroom and awakened them.

Nate let out an amused chuckle. “Where in the hell did you get pancakes?” he asked.

I shrugged. “I ordered in,” I said.

Nate walked over beside me and placed his massive cock over my pancakes. “How about some of your special frosting,” he said with an obnoxious laugh, pretending to jerk himself off. “I don’t think you got your fill last night.” What’s worse, it wasn’t just him laughing. Rose was guffawing like this stunt was the funniest thing she’d ever heard.

I recoiled, grabbing my plate of pancakes and leaping away from the table, and from Nate. “Gross! Knock it off!” I yelled. I was painfully aware that I sounded like an offended second-grader.

Nate ignored my protests and instead focused in on a perceived slight against both of them. “Hey, you didn’t get any for me or Rose?” he asked, feigning hurt. “What, just because I fuck your wife silly you’re not going to get me breakfast?”

He was obviously being an asshole, but Rose was serious when she said, “Those look delicious, Brian. Come on, don’t be stingy. Share with us.”

Of course, Rose has a way of melting my heart when she acts sad, and her pleas worked like a charm on me.

“Oh, alright,” I said. Without hesitation, they each retrieved their own plates. Nate shoved me aside and doled out the pancakes … three for him, three for Rose and one for me.

“Hey, how come I only get one?”

Nate scoffed at that. “Hey man, the two of us were up all night engaged in some very strenuous aerobics. We’re famished. And I mean, after all … all you really did was sit there. I think you can make due with one pancake.” He and Rose both laughed and dug into their pancakes. I sat there and fumed, refusing to eat my pancake until finally I was overcome with hunger. I begrudgingly took a bite, and then another, thinking to myself all the while that I couldn’t wait to get the hell out of here.

* * *

Finally, Nate and Rose both got dressed and it was time for us to leave. I waited by the door as they said goodbye to each other. It was a long goodbye, as they made out with each other for a good five minutes before finally breaking the kiss. Nate patted Rose on her ass as she made for the door.

“Always a pleasure, Rose,” he said. “We’ll have to do this again.”

She smiled like a schoolgirl with a massive crush. “I’d love that,” she said. With that, we walked out the door.

I was solemn and silent as we made our way to the car. Pouting. Just like a child, but I couldn’t help it. I was humiliated by everything that had happened last night. And angry, too. None of this was supposed to have happened. Rose fucking Nate was supposed to have been a one-time thing, but it was starting to look like a regular occurrence.

We’d parked just a couple blocks away and when we’d gotten settled inside the car and i began pulling out of our parking space, I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

“What the fuck happened last night?”

Rose looked totally oblivious, perfectly innocent. “What do you mean?”

“I mean you fucked Nate Bowen literally all night. What the fuck was that all about?!”

“Well, babe … he’s a celebrity, remember? I get a free pass.”

“You get a free pass once,” I snarled. “You do not get carte blanche to cheat on me every fucking night as long as it’s with a celebrity. It was supposed to be a one-time thing and you’re totally taking advantage.”

Rose shrugged her shoulders as if it were no big deal. “Well, it was just a misunderstanding, then.”

Misunderstanding my ass. But I gave her the benefit of the doubt for the time being.

“Okay,” I said. “So you won’t see him again, then?”

A conflicted look came over her face and she didn’t answer. But I was insistent. I needed a definitive answer.

“Well? You won’t see him again, right?”

“Brian …” She looked pained. “I’m sorry, but I can’t promise you that. Nate and I … we have a connection now. A hunger for each other. And that’s not something I can just turn off.”

“Rose, I’m your husband. He’s just some … some rockstar.”

She paused and I could tell she was choosing her words carefully. But, true to her nature, she wasn’t about to hold back.

“Brian, do you realize that Nate is, hands down, the largest man I’ve ever been with? Length, girth, however you measure it, he stretched me out and hit me deeper than any man ever has. Now, I love you, Brian. I wouldn’t have married you if I didn’t. But I didn’t exactly marry you because of the sex. If you really loved me back, would you keep on denying me the best sex of my life? The multiple, toe-curling orgasms? If you really loved me, you’d insist that I see Nate as often as possible; that I’m fulfilled sexually.”

Her words took me aback. Was she really arguing that if I didn’t let her go on fucking Nate as often as she wanted, that that meant I didn’t love her? Was she out of her mind?

I didn’t respond immediately. I was gathering my thoughts, trying to think of what I could even say to that. Eventually, I just decided to give up, at least for now.

“Fine,” I said. “If that’s how it’s going to be, then fine.” We were both silent for the rest of the drive. I’m not even going to lie: It was very tense.

When we got home, Rose announced that she was going to take a bath. As she got undressed and filled the tub, I was still fuming and decided that I needed to get some air. No, not just some air. I needed to get even.

“I’m leaving!” I shouted up to Rose. “I need to clear my head!” I didn’t even wait to see if she’d heard me. I walked out the door, climbed into my car and headed to Clara’s. I hoped she was there … and that she was in a feisty mood.


Chapter 12

The drive calmed me somewhat, but I was still determined to get back at Rose for her blatant cheating, even if it was only to even out a tally that only existed in my own mind.

Plus, although I was hesitant to admit it to myself, I couldn’t stop thinking about the sex Clara and I had had. It had probably been some of the hottest sex of my life. And I wanted to do it again. And again. As often as I could get away with.

I was in for disappointment, however, at least for now: As I pulled up to her house, there was no car in the driveway. It looked like she wasn’t home.

Still, I wanted to be sure. Maybe she’d lent the car to a friend or something. I parked, walked up to the door, and knocked.

Sure enough, there was no answer. Feeling rather dejected, I trudged back to my car and just sat in it for a moment, trying to make sense of everything that happened in the last couple of days and wondering what I should do with myself now.

I was still mad at Rose, at the way she had so casually discarded our wedding vows as if they were nothing, and I wanted to do something to disrespect those vows myself. If Clara wasn’t around to help me commit adultery, I’d have to figure something else out. And almost instantly, the answer came to me. I’d go to an ATM, take out a couple hundred dollars … and hit up a strip club.

I hadn’t been to a strip club since my bachelor party. To be honest, I was a little nervous to visit one, especially by myself and in the middle of the day. I wasn’t sure I’d even know how to react. But I couldn’t go back home feeling like this, and it was the only thing I could think of that might help.

The closest club was located inside a seedy-looking strip mall. I parked my car and made extra sure to lock it — this seemed like the kind of neighborhood that was veritably crawling with car prowlers. Then I took a deep breath and walked inside.

As soon as I walked through the door I was confronted by a friendly-looking bouncer. But his cheerful demeanor couldn’t mask his sheer size: He towered above me at what must have been nearly seven feet tall. He was ripped, bulging biceps straining against the sleeves of the black t-shirt he wore.

“Ten dollar cover,” he said.

That seemed reasonable to me, so I pulled a crisp ten-dollar bill out of my wallet and handed it to him. He let me walk past him into the den of debauchery that awaited me.

As soon as I sat down, a scantily-clad woman sidled up beside me and wrapped a long, skinny arm over my shoulder.

“Hey, baby,” she nearly whispered into my ear. “How about a dance?”

A dance sounded like a lot of fun, but I’d just gotten there and I needed to acclimate to my surroundings.

“Uh … thanks, but not right now,” I said. “Maybe later.”

She gave me an obviously fake smile and walked away. Alone for now, I turned my eyes toward the stage. A tall, lithe young woman — probably in her early or mid twenties — was dancing erotically around a stripper pole. She had short brown hair and was wearing a pair of red panties and no top, allowing her ample breasts to sway with her movements. Her eyes were cold, stoic, as she moved her body in a manner calculated to make men drool. I was no exception: I was entranced.

I sat watching her as she danced through two songs. When she was done dancing, she was replaced by a gaunt blonde woman who looked to be in her mid-thirties and possibly addicted to crack. Needless to say, I wasn’t quite as entranced by the show she was putting on.

To my delight, the brown-haired woman I’d been watching before her walked up to me and placed an arm around my shoulder.

“Hi sweetie,” she said. Her voice was high and sexy. “Wanna dance?”

I was nearly speechless, but managed to nod my head meekly and choke out a response. “Yeah, I think I would,” I said.

She smiled widely at my response — why wouldn’t she; she was in for a nice payday — and took my hand in hers. I stood, and she led me away from the stage toward the back of the building.

As we walked, we passes by a sign that caught my eye. It was advertising the VIP room — $200 for a half-hour.

“Can we do that?” I asked, pointing at the sign.

She followed my finger to the sign and when she saw what I was asking her, her eyes lit up.

“Absolutely, sweetie,” she said. “Let’s go.”

She led me into a private room and I sat down on the couch. I handed her the cash and she didn’t waste any time. She took off her flimsy top and began dancing on top of me, rubbing her perky tits in my face. Who knew how many faces those tits had been in today … but I tried not to think about that.

She turned around and sat on my lap, grinding her juicy ass into my crotch. My body responded immediately. I grew a powerful erection and my dick strained against my jeans. I cursed myself for not thinking to change into sweatpants.

“Can I touch you?” I asked.

“We’re all alone, baby,” she said. She continued grinding on me as she spoke. “You can do whatever you want to me — but some of it will cost you extra.”

I was both dumbfounded and elated. She was basically telling me that I could fuck her — as long as I ponied up some cash. I wasn’t sure yet if I wanted to fuck a stripper — just think of the venereal diseases she was probably carrying; and I didn’t have a condom on me — but I would at least try to have as much fun as I could. Might as well get the most bang for my buck.

She turned around and shoved her tits in my face. I greedily slurped her right nipple into my mouth and squeezed her other breast with my hand. I moaned as I embraced the soft flesh with my mouth.

In the heat of the moment, I tried to kiss her, but she pulled away.

“Nuh-uh,” she said, shaking her head. “None of that.”

“Sorry,” I said sheepishly. “I just got caught up.”

She didn’t acknowledge the apology, but she continued writhing on top of me and that was good enough. Eventually, she crouched down below my crotch and unbuttoned the fly.

“Do you have anything extra for me?” she asked.

I pulled out my wallet and took out a twenty, handed it to her. She shook her head. I took out another twenty. She shook her head.

“If you want a nice reward you’ve got to pay a nice price,” she said.

I frowned. I pulled out three more twenties and added them to the others. One hundred bucks.

Her eyes lit up. “That’s more like it,” she said, grabbing the cash out of my hand. “Now sit back and relax. I think you’re going to like this.”

I did as she instructed. I melted into the chair and waited with baited breath for the release that was about to come.

She pulled my pants down around my ankles, followed by my boxers. My dick sprang free. I’m sure she’d seen larger ones … I mean, she’s a stripper after all, and apparently a very slutty one … but she did a good job making me feel like it was something to be proud of. She gasped in delight, then flicked out her tongue, circling it around the head. I moaned, but tried not to be too loud … I wasn’t sure if oral sex in the VIP room was frowned upon by management.

She bobbed her head up and down excitedly and I moaned appreciatively. After a few minutes of this, she lifted her head and asked, “You ready for more?”

“More what?”

“More of me,” she said, and her eyes pointed down, making it clear which hole I could violate next if I wanted. But I also realized it probably wasn’t going to be free … or cheap.

“Another hundred bucks?” I asked.

She chuckled. “It’s going to cost you a lot more than that if you want the good stuff,” she said. I pulled out my wallet. I had withdrawn $500 at the ATM. I pulled out the remainder of my money and handed it to her. “How about four-hundred dollars?”

“You know, I like doing business with you,” she said, smiling. “We should do it more often.”

The thing was, I agreed with her. I just wasn’t sure I could afford it.

She pushed me back along the length of the couch so I was flat on my back. She stood, pulled off her barely-there panties, and straddled me.

Her pussy was surprisingly tight for a stripper who had probably done this dozens if not hundreds or thousands of times.

“Don’t you … don’t you have a condom?” I asked. It was a stupid thing to say — obviously, it was too late for condoms.

But she answered anyway. “No. Don’t worry about it. Just sit back and enjoy the ride.”

I did just that. She writhed on top of me, lowering and raising herself up and down the length of my rigid dick. It was blissful. In the back of my mind I was perhaps a bit guilty and worried about contracting a venereal disease. But those fears were vastly overpowered by the pleasurable sensations that were overwhelming me. For a stripper, her cunt was surprisingly tight and juicy and it seemed to grip my dick firmly.

Meanwhile, she was rubbing her big, juicy tits in my face. Sure, they were fake as hell, but I didn’t care. The flesh itself was real enough and it felt fantastic as the warm, smooth skin was pressed into my face. I sucked and slurped the hard nipples into my mouth, first one, then the other, switching between them frantically like a madman as this beautiful whore bounced up and down on my throbbing cock.

It was all too much, and I felt myself building toward a powerful orgasm.

“I’m — I’m going to cum!” I shouted apprehensively.

“Mmm yeah baby,” she shouted back. “Cum in my tight pussy!”

“But … but I’m not wearing a condom!” I gasped.

Finally seeming to realize my fear, she assured me it was a non-issue. “It’s fine; I’m on the pill. Fill me up, baby. Get your money’s worth.”

That was all I needed to hear. I let myself cum, squirting hot, sticky spurts of semen deep into her used-up, slutty cunt.

I was limp afterward, lying prostrate on the couch. She hadn’t cum herself, but I didn’t have a problem with that. For her, this was all business, not pleasure. She was providing a service and she’d done a damned good job of it.

I thanked her as I buttoned up my pants and headed out of the VIP room.

“No problem,” she said, kissing me on the cheek. “Let’s do it again sometime soon.”

I assured her I’d be back sometime in the near future.


Chapter 13

I still didn’t want to head home right away so I stayed at the club for a few more hours watching the girls dance as I basked in the afterglow of my orgasm.

But it started getting late and I decided that, unless I wanted to live at the strip club, I should head home.

As I was heading out of the club I thought I’d try texting Clara on the off chance that she was home now.

“Hey,” I wrote. “I’m out of the house for a bit and was wondering if you wanted to get together?” Vague enough, but it should be clear to her what I meant by “get together.”

There was no immediate response. I waited in the car for several minutes to give her some time to respond, but there was nothing. So I put the car in drive and headed home.

When I pulled up to the house, I was in for a shock. Parked in our driveway was Clara’s car. Plus, there was another car there that I didn’t recognize: A shiny black Escalade.

What in the world is going on? I wondered.

I parked the car and cautiously walked toward the front door, as if something dangerous awaited me inside. I took a deep breath as I grasped the door handle. Then I turned it, pushed the door open and entered.

“Hello?” There was no response. There weren’t any lights on downstairs, as if no one was home … but that made no sense considering the cars parked outside.

I tried again, calling a little louder, “Hello? Rose? Clara?” There was no response, but this time I thought I heard the faint sound of giggling coming from upstairs. Maybe Rose and Clara were up there gossiping or something.

Slowly, I made my way up the stairs. My mind wandered as I headed up. What if I walked in on Rose and Clara in the middle of a sexy pillow fight? My cock twitched at the thought. I half hoped that little fantasy would come true.

But nothing could have prepared me for what I was actually about to walk in on.

The door to the bedroom was closed, but I could hear Rose and Clara giggling through the door … but I also heard what sounded like a man gently chuckling. Confused and a little apprehensive, I turned the door handle and walked into the room.

On the bed were both Clara and Rose. They weren’t naked, but they almost were. Rose was wearing a set of sexy lingerie — she must have bought it at the same time as she’d bought the lingerie from the other day. Clara was wearing a pair of small, pink panties and a matching bra. They both looked sexy as hell and for a brief moment I thought maybe my lesbian fantasy had come true.

But those hopes were immediately dashed, because sitting right there between the two women, clad in nothing more than a pair of tight-fitting boxer briefs, was Nate Bowen.

My jaw dropped. I didn’t know what to think at first. But it was clear that I’d caught all three of them in a compromising position.

But they didn’t seem to be reacting like that’s what was happening. They just continued giggling as Nate ran his hands over the women’s soft, smooth flesh.

“Oh, hi honey,” Rose said.

“What … what’s going on?!” I asked incredulously.

“Oh, well, um …. Mmm …” She paused as Nate gently kissed the base of her neck. “Sorry. Uh … Clara came over to talk and I told her about some of the, well … fun I’ve had with Nate over the last couple of days. Naturally, she was jealous.”

“I was so pissed at myself for giving you guys my tickets!” she said, and giggled.

“I felt badly, so I called Nate and explained the situation. I invited him to come over and meet my sexy, blonde friend.”

“And how could I say no to that?” Nate said with a cheeky grin.

“So I invited the two of them to come over, we popped open a bottle of wine and now … well, here we are,” Rose said.

I couldn’t believe it. What the fuck was happening? This asshole was taking over my life! Not only had he had his way with my wife, now he was on his way to seducing her friend as well — the friend that I’d hoped would become my fuck buddy in the face of my wife’s infidelity. It was like I couldn’t touch anything without Nate fucking Bowen coming along and sticking his dick in it.

“I want you to leave,” I told him.

Nate gave a look of faux shock. “Who — me?” he asked, gesturing toward himself.

Rose and Clara immediately sprang to his defense.

“Come on Brian,” Rose chided me. “Nate’s not going anywhere. I invited him here.”

“He hasn’t done anything wrong,” Clara added.

“Look,” Nate said, grinning. “Seems to me you have a choice. Either you can make a big stink and leave in a huff, very possibly straining your relationship with your wife beyond repair, or you can be a good, obedient little boy, take a seat in the corner, and enjoy the show — just like you’ve done the past two nights.”

I couldn’t stand the smug grin on his face. I was boiling with rage. But I couldn’t help but admit that he was right. I didn’t like that he was right. I didn’t like the fact that he had so thoroughly seduced my wife and appeared to be halfway to doing the same with Clara. But it’s what had happened and I didn’t have any say in the matter.

Defeated, I walked to the corner chair that Nate had directed me to and slumped into it.

Nate laughed. “Good decision,” he said, pulling both of the women in close to him. “And hey, two gorgeous women this time? Should be quite a show for you! Enjoy!”

As soon as he was done speaking he turned and kissed Rose slowly, yet forcefully, on the lips. He stared into her eyes as their lips parted. Then, slowly, he turned to Clara and kissed her just as sensually as he’d kissed Rose. He repeated this a couple times, trading slow, simmering kisses back and forth, causing them to grow hot and horny for him. Rose and Clara moaned deeply with each parting of the lips, and their eyes burned with lust for him as they waited for their turn to kiss him again.

Then he stopped abruptly. “Let’s switch things up a bit,” he said. He pulled down his boxer shorts and let his massive cock spring free. He motioned for Clara to move down the bed to take him into her mouth. At the same time, he stripped off Rose’s panties and brought her on top of his face.

And that was the scene I was forced to watch for several minutes: Clara’s mouth eagerly gulping up Nate’s cock, her long blond hair bouncing up and down with the movement, as Nate enthusiastically slurped on Rose’s pussy, causing her to cry out with pleasure.

“Holy shit!” Rose cried. I’ll admit that I found the sight of her lithe, fluid body writhing on top of Nate’s face to be incredibly hot, and I found myself once again rubbing myself through my pants. It was becoming an increasingly common habit — not one I was proud of, but one I couldn’t help.

My eyes turned to Clara. Her sweet little lips were wrapped around Nate’s veiny cock, his sheer girth stretching them to their absolute limit. Every now and then Nate would thrust his hips, mercilessly fucking her throat and causing her to gag and spit all over his cock. As she recovered, I got a glimpse of Nate’s magnificent cock glistening with her saliva and even I, as a completely heterosexual man without a gay bone in my body, had to admit that it was a glorious sight. He truly had a cock that belonged in porn films or magazines.

I couldn’t hold it any longer. I unzipped my pants, pulled out my erect penis and began playing with it as I watched my wife, her best friend, and a rockstar pleasuring each other with their mouths. I was still angry … but fuck, this shit was just too hot to ignore!

As I jerked myself off, painfully aware that my dick was several sizes smaller than Nate’s, I felt like I was watching a live taping of a porn film.

Nate abruptly pushed Rose aside, pushed Clara off his cock, and stood.

“I don’t know about you,” he said, addressing me, “But I sure would like to see these two beautiful women pleasuring each other.”

As much as I did want to see Rose and Clara getting it on, I know they would resist this kind of thing. The two of them had known each other since childhood — they were like sisters. As hot as it would be to see, I didn’t think there was any way they were going to suck and fuck each other.

My suspicion was soon vindicated: Rose and Clara shared a horrified look and pushed back against Nate’s request. “Uh … I don’t think I can do that with her,” Clara said. “She’s my best friend.” Rose nodded her head in agreement.

Nate bent down and cradled Clara’s head in his hands and kissed her deeply. Then he did the same to Rose.

“I’m not going to make either of you do anything you don’t want to do,” he said. “But I know that I would love to see you two together and I think you’d enjoy it more than you think.” He paused for a moment, as if in thought, then continued. “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you two start with a kiss. See how it feels … try it on, so to speak. It can just be a peck. And if you like it, let the next one linger a little longer … and the next longer than that, and so on.”

I thought he was being very heavy handed, almost pressuring them into it. I expected them to continue resisting his proposal, but to my surprise, they glanced at each other, nodded approvingly and even smiled.

“Okay,” Clara said. “We can at least give it a try. Right Rose?”

Rose nodded, gazing into her friend’s eyes with excitement. “Sure,” she said. “Let’s do it. You only live once, right?”

With that, they slowly, deliberately inched their lips toward each other, their eyes closing. Their lips met, just barely, then parted. There was a moment of hesitation as they assessed what had just happened. Then their lips met again and, just as Nate had suggested, they lingered just a little bit longer than they had before. Clara’s expression was one of uncertainty, perhaps with a bit of confusion as she tried to discern how she felt about what was happening.

Rose, on the other hand, seemed to have taken an instant liking to the lesbian kissing. Her lips grew into a wide smile as they left Clara’s. The next time their lips met, she put her hands on either side of her friend’s head. The resulting kiss was world’s apart from the earlier ones. Rose parted her lips and Clara followed her lead. This was not a friendly kiss, but rather a passionate one, deep and hard and wet. Rose’s tongue darted forward and I could see their tongues twirling together intimately.

When the two of them finally finished, their lips parted and Clara’s eyes grew wide. “Wow!” she exclaimed, smiling broadly.

My cock had grown rock-hard watching my wife and her best friend, both naked, kissing each other. I was still pissed at Nate, but I was also becoming increasingly excited about where the night might be headed … about the show that it looked like the girls might be about to put on.

They began kissing earnestly now, in much the same way I’d seen Rose and Nate kissing over the last couple days. They nibbled on each other’s lower lips and hungrily sucked each other’s tongues into their mouths. As they passionately made out, their breathing grew heavier and they moaned at each other in pleasure. There could be no doubt about it now — the reservations were gone. Rose and Clara enjoyed kissing each other — and it looked like they were about to find out if they enjoyed doing a whole lot more than that with each other.

Rose began kissing Clara’s neck, and she threw her head back, overwhelmed by the sensation. As Rose kissed her friend — her soon-to-be lover — her hands roamed over her smooth, tight body … running up her back, down the curves of her supple ass, over her large, juicy breasts. It was a beautiful sight, these two young, gorgeous women entangling their smooth, lithe bodies in a display of wanton foreplay.

And yet, wanton wasn’t quite the right word. Don’t get me wrong, there was no mistaking the lust that was evident in both women’s eyes. But it went beyond that. These were women that had been friends since childhood, and so their lovemaking felt like the culmination of something that had been simmering under the surface for years. There was a tenderness in their touch, a discerning look in their eyes, that made it clear that this was so much more than a one-time fuck. I watched as Rose moved from Clara’s neck, kissing her way down to her breasts, and I realized at that moment that there was no way this could ever be a one-time thing. No matter what happened with Nate, whether he was in the picture or not, Rose and Clara had discovered something new about their relationship. They had discovered something that perhaps they hadn’t realized they’d wanted, but was in fact a deep, aching longing deep within them. There was no doubt that they would be doing this again and again and again, as often as they could get their hands on each other.

But I tried not to think of it like that. I was stroking my dick and all I wanted was to get off. As Rose began sucking on Clara’s breasts, which were rocking up and down with her rapid breath, I felt myself about to cum, but I tried to hold off. Rose nibbled gently on Clara’s dark nipples; Clara gasped and grabbed a handful of Rose’s hair as if she were holding on for dear life.

“Oh, Rose!” she gasped.

But Rose was just beginning. She moved on from Clara’s breasts, and kissed across her stomach. Clara arched her back, and the sight of her stretching her sexy stomach almost made me cum right there. But I tried to hold off. I wanted to see more before I let myself blow my load.

Finally, Rose was face-to-face with Clara’s delicious little snatch. Even from my position, I could see it glistening from her excitement. Rose paused for a moment, taking it in. As far as I knew, Rose had never been with a woman before. This was undoubtedly an exciting new experience for her — but probably also a bit nerve-racking. When she’d had a moment to process what was happening, she stuck out her tongue and gave her friend’s pussy a cautious, tentative lick.

Clara’s reaction was immediate. She bucked her hips and let out a long, loud moan. Her face was immediately painted with a look of desperation — desperation for Rose’s tongue sliding up and down the length of her pussy.

Rose’s reaction was less immediate. She seemed to be taking in the taste of her friend’s juices, trying to decide whether to go running for the hills or to start lapping it up in earnest. Lucky for Clara — and for Nate and I, who were both looking on in rapt excitement — Rose chose the latter course of action. She ran her tongue up and down the entire slippery length of Clara’s delicious pussy, dug her tongue deep inside it, flicked her tongue along Clara’s delicate clit. Soon, she was sucking and slurping between her friend’s legs like a woman possessed.

“Oh fuck yes!” Clara cried out. She pushed Rose’s face firmly into her pussy, veritably begging her to suck her harder — and Rose was doing her best to comply, shaking her head like a mad woman as she maniacally licked and sucked and slurped Clara’s pussy, which was sopping wet with Rose’s spit and Clara’s own sexual juices. Clara bucked her hips involuntarily into her friend’s mouth, and within moments she was crying out with an intense orgasm.

She lay on the bed for a moment, catching her breath and revelling in her blissful state of sexual release. Rose crawled up the bed until she was beside her, and they shared a long, languid kiss. Clara broke the kiss abruptly and then crawled down between Rose’s legs.

“Your turn,” she said with a wink.

There was no hesitation this time, just pure, unbridled passion. She slid her tongue into Rose’s drenched pussy, digging it deep inside her. Rose moaned and played with her nipples as Clara snaked her tongue across every inch of Rose’s pussy. She ran her hands up and down Rose’s long, smooth legs as she devoured her pussy with a ferocious hunger I never would have expected to see in her.

Suddenly, Rose reached for her friend. “Mmmm … I wanna make you cum again, baby,” she said. She reached out and helped her friend position herself so that her pussy was directly over her head, while leaving her own pussy within reach of Rose’s mouth. Nate and I watched with wide smiles as Rose and Clara embraced the 69 position and the room filled with the sounds of both women slurping on each other’s juicy, wet pussies.

It didn’t take long for them to begin cumming on each other’s mouths, grinding and gyrating as earth-shattering orgasms rocked over both of their bodies. They collapsed onto the bed, turning around to face each other and entangling their bodies together in a post-coital embrace.

Nate gave them a moment to recover, but then he approached the bed, looking eager.

“Thanks for the awesome show,” he said, “But I’m done sitting on the sidelines.”


Chapter 14

Nate jumped up onto the bed and began arranging the women as he wished; they obeyed him submissively. He positioned Rose on her back at the front of the bed, her head propped up with pillows. He positioned Clara on all fours, her head situated firmly between Rose’s legs, and her ass sticking up and out toward the foot of the bed.

Clara didn’t even wait for Nate to tell her what to do. She knew exactly what he wanted her to do, and it just so happened to be exactly what she herself wanted to do. It seemed she was becoming quite addicted to the taste of Rose’s pussy. No doubt whenever she and Rose had “girl’s night” from now on, they would be doing a lot more than shopping or going out for drinks — they’d probably be spending a lot of time in the bedroom.

Clara indulged her addiction, longing forward and burying her face in Rose’s snatch, forcing her to arch her back, close her eyes and let a long, low moan escape her lips. Meanwhile, Nate came up behind Clara and guided his cock to her pussy. It slid in easily, aided by the lubrication of Clara’s ample excitement. Even so, it stretched Clara’s little pussy to its limit, her lips clinging to the massive, thick rod as if trying to pull it deeper into Clara’s voracious cunt. Desperately, Clara fucked Nate’s massive cock, rocking back and forth with the motion of the pair’s already-vigorous lovemaking.

Clara raised her head and turned around to face Nate. It allowed me to see her lips, which were wet and glistening from the sweet, delicious nectar of Rose’s pussy. “Ooh shit … fuck me!” she cried. “Fuck me Nate! Fuck me with that fat, thick cock. Oh fuck, it’s so big! You’re stretching me out! Fill me up! Fill me with cum!” Her eyes seemed to roll into the back of her head, and then her lips returned to her friend’s pussy, and she continued lapping it up as if her life depended on it.

I watched the three-person train with envy, wishing I could join in, but knowing that Nate would never allow it. It seemed unfair. Rose was my wife. Clara was supposed to be my fuck buddy. But it was Nate who had somehow, inexplicably, wrapped both of them around his little finger.

I shook my head. Maybe it wasn’t so inexplicable. It was easy to see why the two women would be so addicted to Nate’s cock — the thing was huge. Undoubtedly, it reached depths I could never hope to reach with my own cock. I’d always considered myself average size, but compared to Nate’s monstrous cock, mine looked like that of a prepubescent boy.

Rose and Clara had both tasted a real man’s cock, and I feared they were never going to go back to my teeny weeny ever again.

So I contented myself to stroke that teeny weeny as I watched my wife fucking a rock star and her hot, blonde friend right in front of me. The sight was incredibly erotic — Rose writhing with Clara’s face buried between her legs, and Nate burying his massive cock into her tiny little pussy, her juicy ass cheeks jiggling provocatively with each thrust. I felt an orgasm building. I closed my eyes, leaned my head back, and felt the cum erupt from my cock. It dribbled into my hand, and when it was done, I wiped it on my shirt — there wasn’t a tissue nearby, and I didn’t want to miss a second of this show to go get one. Even though I’d just cum, my dick was already starting to grow hard again.

Nate decided that he wanted a piece of Rose’s pussy as well. He pulled out of Clara and directed her to sit on the edge of the bed, then motioned for Rose to sit next to her. He raised Rose’s legs and then entered her, slowly sliding the entire length of his cock into her pussy. She moaned; he bent down and kissed her, as Clara leaned over and took Rose’s erect nipple into her mouth, gently nibbling it and overwhelming Rose with pleasure.

Nate began pumping his cock in and out of Rose’s pussy furiously. Rose wrapped her legs around his body, trying desperately to push him deeper into her, even though he was already filling her pussy completely.

“I want your cum in me!” she yelled desperately. “Impregnate me! Give me a baby!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Rose was not just begging Nate to fuck her, but to put a baby in her? Was she serious? Did she really plan to have another man’s baby while remaining married to me? Did she expect me to raise it? There was no way I would subject myself to that kind of humiliation!

Thankfully, I was saved from the humiliation of watching Nate empty his balls into my wife again … for now, at least.

“Not quite yet,” Nate said with a laugh. “But I love your enthusiasm, baby.” He bent down and kissed her while he was still inside her, but he pulled out of her as their lips parted and turned to Clara.

He lifted her legs and forced his cock, glistening with Rose’s juices, into her drenched cunt. “Oooh … yeah … fuck me daddy,” Clara cooed as she fucked Nate back. “Your big cock feels so good in my little pussy. Does that pussy feel good on your cock, daddy?”

Nate seemed to love the way she was calling him “daddy,” and he began fucking her harder, with rapid-fire speed. The sound of their skin slapping against each other echoed throughout the room. Clara gripped the bedsheets and threw her head back in ecstacy. “Yes yes yes yes!” she squealed. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, daddy! Fill me with your cum!”

Nate laughed. He continued fucking her, but ignored her request for him to fill her up with his seed. After a few minutes, he pulled out of her, backed away from the bed and stroked his giant, erect cock with his hand.

“If you two are hungry for my cum, you’re going to have to earn it,” he said. “But don’t worry. I have plenty of hot loads to share with both you beautiful women tonight.”

The women jumped off the bed and kneeled at Nate’s feet, not wasting a second to prove that they were worthy of this rockstar’s cum. Rose was the first to take his cock in her mouth, swallowing it whole, all the way down to the base. She choked and gagged, and pulled away with a loud gasp. Clara immediately took advantage of Nate’s exposed cock and wrapped her lips around it. But she took a different tact than Rose; rather than deepthroating his entire cock in one gulp, she opted to quickly bob her head up and down, up and down. She paused to flick her tongue under the head of his cock.

As Clara serviced Nate’s shaft and bulbous head, Rose turned her attention to his large balls, which sagged and swayed impressively. As Clara slurped on his cock, Rose caressed his sweaty ballsack with her tongue, running it back and forth and savoring the musky, sweaty taste. She couldn’t wait for those heavy balls to pump out Nate’s hot, sticky cum, no matter where it ended up — on her face, down her throat, or straight into the depths of her fertile womb.

Nate moaned with pleasure at the sensation of two gorgeous women pleasuring his throbbing dick. He ran his fingers through their hair and gave them ample encouragement. “Yeah, that feels fucking good … suck that big cock, you beautiful whores. Slurp it down your whore throats. Make me cum all over those pretty little faces.” Rose and Clara simply moaned in response, and, if anything, slobbered all over Nate’s cock with even more enthusiasm.

By now, my little dick was once again fully hard and I was jerking off enthusiastically again. I had decided — perhaps unconsciously — to set aside my jealousy and anger for now and simply enjoy the show. I had jerked off many a time to porn depicting two slutty whores servicing one lucky cock, and now I had the privilege of watching that exact scenario unfold in real life.

It was soon clear that Nate was reaching the point of no return. His breath was growing heavy, to nothing more than mere grunting. He pulled his cock out of Clara’s hungry mouth, and began jerking himself off.

“Come and get it, girls,” he hissed through clenched teeth. They stuck out their tongues and batted their eyes, eager for the creamy treat Nate’s cock had in store for them. They licked their lips, and Rose even flicked her tongue against the bottom of his throbbing, swollen head.

He roared with the first spurts of silky, white ribbons of cum that soared out of his cock and rained down on the girls’ faces. The first line of cum landed diagonally across both girls, starting on Rose’s forehead, then trailing down Clara’s cheeks and mouth.

The next wave splashed all over their outstretched tongues. They gobbled up the cum eagerly. As they sucked it down, I found myself subconsciously licking my lips. Maybe I’d been developing a taste for the cum I’d been sucking out of Rose’s pussy the last couple of days, but as crazy as it seemed, it was almost like I wanted that cum splashing onto my own tongue. The idea was so surprising and taboo to me that I found myself spurting my own little load of cum all over my hands. By the time I was finished, Nate was still not even halfway through with his own explosive orgasm.

By the time he was finally done, every inch of both their faces was coated in his gooey semen. It was Clara that acted first, slowly licking a huge glob of cum off Rose’s cheek. She gulped it down greedily and then went back for more.

Rose sucked the cum off Clara’s lips, and the gesture turned into a wanton kiss. The women’s tongues twirled together. It was one of the most erotic sights I’d ever seen, these two women making out, their faces covered in cum.

But Nate stopped the fun all of a sudden, and turned to look at me.

“You’ve been a good little observer, hubby,” he said. His tone was condescending. “Since you’ve been such a good little boy, why don’t you come over here and have a snack?”

Part of me did want to slap the bastard for his condescension, but I was done resisting the opportunity to swallow some of that gooey cum. And to lick it off the faces of two women who were so beautiful? Lucky me!

I sprang from my seat and kneeled down on the ground beside the two beauties. I bent down so that my face was inches from Rose’s, and I lapped up the cum from her face … tentatively at first, but then more fervently, until I was eating the cum off her face like a starving man devouring a freshly baked cake. I don’t quite know what came over me — my only excuse is that I was caught up by all the visual stimulation and was in an extraordinarily aroused state. In such a state, I was liable to do things no straight man would have normally done. Like eagerly lick another man’s cum off my wife’s face.

It didn’t take me long to slurp up most of Nate’s cum and, unfortunately, he didn’t give me any more time with the women than what was needed to accomplish the task at hand. “That’s enough,” he barked, grabbing my shoulder and pulling me away. “You can go sit in the corner again.”

I slunk away with a belly full of hot cum and a dick that was rock-hard. I wanted nothing more than to touch Rose and Clara’s beautiful, sexy bodies some more, but I would take what I could get.

I expected them to be done for the evening, but it looked like Nate was just getting started. He jumped back into the bed and situated himself between the two women, and began making out with them again, alternating between one and the other, running his hands down their backs and thighs.

“I want you to cum inside me now,” Clara gasped as Nate’s lips pulled away from a kiss. “I need your cum inside me!”

“Me too!” Rose chimed in. “I need you to coat every inch of me with your hot cum.”

Nate chuckled, loving what he was hearing. “Well I can only impregnate one of you at a time, but let’s have some fun and we’ll play it by ear as to who gets a nice cum injection first.”

I bristled at the way he’d put it: impregnate one of you. I was still worried about Rose ending up pregnant from all of this. But maybe I was overreacting. This was all just fantasy for them, right? I’m sure Nate had no real desire to impregnate another man’s wife. That would just be … crazy. Wouldn’t it?

I stopped worrying about it after I watched Clara climb on top of Nate and lower herself onto his hard cock. The show was happening whether I liked it or not … might as well enjoy it.

I was amazed that Nate was hard again so soon after he’d blown his load all over Rose and Clara’s faces. He was an animal, a beast — a stud. And he was nowhere near finished with these girls for the night.

Once Clara was firmly sitting with his cock buried deep inside her, Nate began jackhammering it into her and she immediately began crying out in ecstacy. I wondered how her tight little pussy could handle the relentless beating it was getting after everything it had already been through today. It must be loosening, I realized. Her pussy was stretching out to accommodate Nate’s massive dick. The effects might be temporary for now, but eventually it might be permanent. If Rose and Clara continued fucking Nate on a regular basis, their tight little pussies would grow loose and they’d be ruined for any man that didn’t have a massive cock — myself included. Not only would I be unable to fuck my own wife, I would be unable to carry on an affair with her best friend … the prospect of which had once given me hope in the wake of Rose’s affair with Nate.

But could it really even be called an affair? Affairs are things carried out in secret, but almost from the start, Rose had been fucking Nate right in front of my face. And I’d let it happen. I’d let it get to this point, where Nate was fucking — no, impregnating — not just my wife, but also my fuck buddy, and forcing me to eat his cum off their faces and out of their pussies. Is this what my life had come to, I wondered? Was I destined to live like this for the rest of my life?

I shook my head. No. Things were bad now, but the fact was, Nate would have to leave on tour soon. That meant Rose and Clara would be unable up continue fucking him on the regular. My life would return to normal — or at least to some semblance of normalcy in the wake of my wife’s blatant, humiliating affair with this so-called rock star.

But for now my life was about as far from normal as it could get as I watched Nate’s rigid cock pistoning in and out of Clara’s poor, relentlessly punished pussy. As she cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain, Rose lowered herself onto Nate’s face, so that even as he was hammering away at Clara, his tongue was snaking its way into my wife’s pussy as she grinded on his face. He was pleasuring two women at once, and judging by the looks on their faces and the sounds of their ecstatic screaming, he was much better at pleasuring two women than I was at pleasuring even one.

As Clara and Rose both hovered over Nate, they turned to each other and kissed. There was no build-up; they just immediately began devouring each other’s faces, overwhelmed by the pleasure and desire and eroticism of everything that was happening. Rose firmly gripped the sides of Clara’s head; Clara was sticking out her tongue and Rose was sucking and slurping on it, almost as if it were a little dick. To this day, the sight is one of the most depraved and erotic I’ve ever seen — three bodies seemingly entwined almost as if they were one entity, slurping and sucking and fucking each other.

When Rose wasn’t sucking on Clara’s tongue, Clara was moaning and begging Nate to impregnate her.

“You fuck me so good,” she cried out to him. “Cum in me, please! I’m begging you! Fill me up with that hot cum!”

Nate could only hold out for so long with that kind of talk, and it wasn’t long before he was making Clara’s begging worthwhile. Rose backed away as it became clear that Nate was nearing his climax. With a loud grunt, his body stiffened and he buried his cock deep inside Clara’s womb. There was none of the sliding in and out; the head of his cock was firmly situated next to Clara’s womb. I could see his testicles, tight against his body, pumping with each squirt of sperm. He roared as he emptied those large, low-hanging balls into her.

When he was done, Clara climbed off of him and laid down on the bed. She turned onto her back and rocked herself backward. I laughed at first — she looked silly — but then I realized what she was actually doing. She was trying to get pregnant! She was actually putting herself in a position where gravity would help Nate’s sperm find its way to her fertile eggs.

Would Rose be next? It seemed I was about to find out.

After eagerly emptying his balls into Clara’s cunt, Nate had collapsed onto the bed, perhaps looking forward to a brief respite before Rose required the same treatment he’d just given her friend. But Rose couldn’t wait. She immediately knelt beside the edge of the bed and positioned herself between Nate’s legs. She stuck out her tongue and slid it up and down the length of Nate’s limp, but still very formidable, cock. She wanted to shorten his refractory period, to get his cock nice and hard again even though it hadn’t even been one full minute since he’d blown his load in Clara. I could see desperation in her eyes. She was desperate for his cock — desperate for his cum.

She took him into her mouth. It took a little longer than normal, due to the heavy workout it had gotten today, but Nate’s cock was soon growing in Rose’s mouth as she slid her lips up and down the thick, veiny shaft, moaning with pleasure as she did so.

Nate lovingly caressed Rose’s cheek as she pleasured him. She looked up into his eyes with a look that, yes, was full of lust, but also something more. Could it be that my wife was actually falling in love with another man — with this cocky (no pun intended), hard-partying rock star? I couldn’t wait for him to go on tour and leave us to our lives again!

Before long, Nate’s cock couldn’t grow any harder. It throbbed visibly as he thrust it in and out of Rose’s hot lips, forcing it all the way down her throat. As I looked on, I realized that Rose looked like a whore the way she was opening her mouth wide for Nate’s cock. More than that, she was acting like a whore. And that’s when it really hit me: She was a whore. She was Nate’s whore. And she would do anything for him as long as he gave her that big cock and filled her with his white hot cum. And that’s exactly what she was doing now; milking his cock for every ounce of cum he could give her.

She became like a woman possessed, gagging and slurping hurriedly on his cock, deepthroating it with everything she had. But she wasn’t milking this cock for her mouth. In the end, she wanted to be milking Nate’s massive cock with her pussy.

She pulled away from his cock and looked up at him with fire in her eyes. “Fuck me,” she demanded. “Slide that massive cock into me and flood my cunt with your cum.”

He didn’t even say a word in response. He stood, lifted her up and lowered her onto his cock. For awhile, he fucked her just like that, holding her in his arms and bouncing her up and down his cock. It seemed to me to be a brazen display of strength, stamina and dominance directed specifically at me. Mocking me. Humiliating me.

Nate threw Rose onto the bed and re-mounted her. He began plowing into her and she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him into her, desperately making sure that every last inch of him was pushed as deep into her cunt as possible. The sound of her frantic, desperate moans filled the air as she offered Nate all the encouragement he needed: “Oh yes, fuck me! Destroy my little cunt! Stretch me out! I don’t ever want to feel my husband’s tiny little cock ever again! He can’t hit me half as deep as you can!”

Her words were difficult to hear and I had no idea why she had to drag me into this lurid affair and be so intentionally hurtful. It was humiliating enough to see another man — a younger, handsomer, more well-hung man — take my wife right in front of me. But did she need to add insult to injury by mocking my manhood right in front of me as if I weren’t even there?

But maybe to her it really was like I wasn’t even there. Her lust for Nate’s cock seemed to consume her, to put her in some kind of tantric-like trance. I wondered what it must be like to experience pleasure like she was experiencing right now. It was something neither Nate nor I would never experience.

As Nate furiously thrust his cock in and out of my wife, their bodies slapping together in a thunderous rhythm, her pleasure built to a crescendo. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she let out a high-pitched scream that I’m sure attracted the attention of the neighbors and raised more than a few of their eyebrows. As she came, Nate grunted loudly and plunged himself fully into her. I could tell just by looking at his cock buried deep in her pussy that he was spewing his sticky sperm directly into Rose’s fertile womb. His balls were pulled tight into his body and pumped with each spurt into my wife.

Their twin climaxes seemed suspended in time, as if they’d always been and always would be. It was painful for me to watch, to see the raw passion they shared for one another. That should be me, I thought. It should be me burying my cock in my wife’s gorgeous pussy. It should be me spewing my cum into her, giving her my child.

Instead, it was Nate Fucking Bowen. And although I prayed I was wrong, deep down I knew that in that moment, Nate had impregnated my wife if he hadn’t already.


Chapter 15

When Nate pulled his cock out of my wife’s pussy, thick gobs of cum trailed out behind it. Some of it clung to his cock. Much of it seeped out of Rose’s pussy. He had completely filled her and there was nowhere for all of the excess to go but to slowly leak out of her.

Rose leaned back just as Clara had done earlier, optimizing her chances of becoming pregnant with Nate’s baby, letting every drop of his cum ooze into every available crevice within her womb. I think, up to that point, it was the most emasculated I had ever felt, seeing my wife not only disregard the possibility of becoming pregnant with another man’s child, but actively working to make that scenario a reality. I had no say in the matter apparently.

As Clara and Rose did their thing, Nate turned to me absent-mindedly, almost as if he were just noticing me for the first time.

“Hey,” he said to me. “Get over here.”

I was confused. I was beginning to get a sense of the pattern, and this was normally the part of the evening when he called me over to clean up his sex partner by slurping all of his cum out of her pussy. But Clara and Rose both clearly didn’t want that to happen now — they were doing everything in their power to keep Nate’s cum inside them.

“I, uh … I don’t think they want me to …” I stuttered, gesturing toward Clara and Rose.

“Did I ask for your fucking opinion?” Nate asked with a sudden surge of rage. “I told you to get over here, so get yourself and your tiny little dick over here.”

My cheeks burned red at his words, but I did as I was told. I hurried over to the side of the bed and he motioned for me to kneel. I shrugged. Maybe I was going to get to lick the women’s pussies after all.

But I was wrong. Oh man, was I ever wrong.

“Stop looking at them,” Nate barked at me. I guess I’d been eyeing Rose and Clara hungrily. I turned to look at Nate and he positioned his cock directly in front of my face.

“Uh, what the fuck—” I started.

“Go on,” he said. “Clean it off.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Look at that cum clinging to my cock. Clean it off.”

Eww. I didn’t want to even look at Nate’s cock, let alone touch it. But it didn’t look like I had much of a choice so I reached out a hand.

He slapped my face.

“What the fuck do you think you’re going?” he asked.

“I’m — I’m cleaning up—”

“With your tongue!”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“Wh—what?”

“Clean off my cock … with your tongue.”

I’m sure the look on my face made it very clear just how disgusted I was by that notion. There was no way in hell I was going to lick the cum off this bastard’s cock!

“Sorry,” I said firmly. “I don’t do shit like that. I’m sure you can—”

To my surprise, he pulled the back of my hair, hard, and spoke to me in the most degrading tone of voice I’ve ever heard even to this day.

“You do whatever I tell you to do you pathetic piece of shit,” he spat. “Over the past few days you’ve proven to me, to Rose and to Clara exactly what a pathetic excuse for a man you are.”

Tears formed in my eyes. He was right, of course. I had let all of this happen to me. From the very first moment I caught Rose cheating on me with Nate, I should have drawn a line in the sand. But I didn’t. I let it happen, justifying my inaction by telling myself that things would eventually go back to normal. I’d given them an inch and they had taken a mile.

I couldn’t take any more of Nate’s abuse and humiliation. He had broken me. With tears in my eyes I stuck out my tongue and brought it to Nate’s cock, licking off a glob of his sticky cum. In the process I could feel the rigidity of his cock and for some reason I couldn’t fathom, the sensation sent a thrill through me. My own cock throbbed with pleasure.

I swallowed the cum, and let out a moan. There was no denying it any more. I loved the taste of Nate’s cum. I loved the sensation of it sliding down my throat. Was I becoming a cumslut? It kind of seemed that way, but I couldn’t fathom such a thought — I was straight! It was all very confusing to me.

Nate laughed. “Look okay you, you fucking fag,” he said. “Acting all defiant and shit when you know damn well you love putting your tongue on my cock … moaning and shit. Come on, finish the job.”

He was right. There was no denying it now. I leaned forward and slid my tongue across every inch of Nate’s glorious cock, scraping up every drop of cum that clung to it. He put a hand on the back of my head.

“Wow, that feels good … almost as good as your wife’s tongue!” he said. Rose and Clara laughed, a bit condescendingly. Maybe that’s why I did what I did next … to try to show them up.

With one sudden gulp, I swallowed Nate’s cock in its entirety, surprising even myself with how easily I was able to deepthroat his huge, monstrous dick. Don’t get me wrong, I still gagged and spit all over that throbbing monster, but it’s not like I immediately spit it out. I was able to slide it up and down my throat a few times before I was forced to spit it out so I could breathe and keep from passing out.

But Nate was impressed with my skills nonetheless. “Not bad, faggot,” he said. “Don’t stop. Let’s put your skills to the test.”

He pushed his cock back into my mouth and forced it down my throat. It was very confusing, but … I actually found myself enjoying the way his massive cock was stretching my lips open. I felt like such a faggot in that moment! Nate began fucking my throat with ferocious speed, just as I’d seen him do to Rose and Clara multiple times. But now I was experiencing it firsthand rather than merely observing. I tried my absolute best to take his cock, but I had no experience with this kind of thing, and I choked and gagged horribly. Nate didn’t care. When I tried to pull away, he grasped my head and held it still, pumping away at my throat despite the fact that I could have passed out at any time.

Finally, he mercifully pulled out of my mouth and I was able to catch my breath — just barely. As soon as I’d taken a couple desperate gasps, his cock was back in my mouth, pummeling away, turning me into a submissive faggot. I remember realizing, even as it was happening, that I was not behaving how a straight man should act … how a straight man would act in this situation. A straight man would have punched Nate a long time ago. He would have never let it get this far.

But I had let it come this far. I had let Nate fuck my wife. And now I was letting him fuck my face.

My hand absent-mindedly found its way to my rigid penis and I began fondling myself. I was just so turned on by what was happening. Don’t get me wrong; I was completely humiliated by what Nate was doing to me, but the whole thing was also so taboo and I couldn’t help the way my body was reacting to the situation.

I didn’t know how much more I could take, but I sensed that the end was near. I could feel Nate’s already gargantuan cock swelling just a little more as he built toward an incredible climax. My eyes widened as I realized what was about to happen. Nate Bowen was about to shoot a load of his sticky semen straight down my throat.

The first blast did just that — it soared down my throat and I gagged uncontrollably. The next blast filled my mouth, and was followed by another, then another. I choked and it sent gob after gob of pungent, potent cum drooling out my mouth. But Nate still wasn’t done; he just kept pumping his hot juicy cum into me. I marveled at the amount of cum spewing out of his cock; how was it possible after all the cum he’d already deposited into Rose and Clara?

It was a good thing I’d eaten so much of Nate’s cum out of my wife’s pussy the last couple days, because it meant I found the taste of the gooey baby batter not just tolerable, but even delicious. As Nate finally shot out the last stream of cum, he mercifully withdrew his cock from my mouth. I absent-mindedly licked my lips, slurping up all the gobs of cum there.

It was at this point that my own orgasm built to its breaking point. I stroked my little dick furiously and soon it was spewing out cum in a pathetic imitation of the onslaught Nate had just unleashed on my mouth. The cum coated my hand, and I felt a certain sense of loneliness in that moment. Nate had had ample opportunity to deposit his cum into other people … Rose and Clara’s pussies, for example, and my mouth. But my orgasm was just deposited into my hand … it felt so pathetic.

It didn’t help that Nate looked down on me with contempt. He laughed cruelly and said, “Ha, look at the little fag … he just blew his load in his hand!” His cruel comment was made even worse when Rose and Clara both laughed along.


Chapter 16

As I retreated to the bathroom to clean up, Nate, Rose and Clara lounged together on the bed. I left them to themselves and spent the night on the couch.

The next morning, I awoke to the sounds of sexual screaming emanating from the bedroom. It seemed the trio had gotten an early start to their day’s fucking. I didn’t want to have anything to do with it this time, so I wandered into the kitchen and poured myself some cereal.

They went at it for hours. I wondered if they were going to remain in the bedroom for the entire day, but finally, around lunchtime, they descended down the stairs.

“How about some lunch?” Nate asked.

“Uh … what about it?” I asked.

“Make us some,” he almost snarled.

I’ll be honest — he scared me. So without a word I got up, went back into the kitchen and began making soup and sandwiches for the sex-crazed trio before me. I was stewing the entire time, and all I could think about was being overjoyed that Nate would be leaving soon.

* * *

After Nate left that evening, things went back to normal … kind of. Things weren’t quite the same between Rose and I, and I doubted they ever would be. But at least there was some return to normalcy, to routine. I’d come home from work; we’d have dinner. We’d watch TV, then we’d go to bed.

But that was pretty much where the normalcy ended. Things were different in the bedroom now. Rose never said as much, of course, but it was clear that her affair with Nate had changed her sexual preferences — and those preferences no longer included me. I can’t pretend I know exactly what it was that did in our sex life, but if I had to guess, I’d say it was the size of Nate’s cock. The way he’d stretched out her pussy, which had been so tight when I’d married her, had undoubtedly ruined her for me. Forever.

But Rose was still interested in another kind of sexual touch — from Clara. Nate has evidently awakened something in both women, and it wasn’t unusual now for Clara to come over and eat dinner with us in the kitchen … only for the two women to retreat to the bedroom to enjoy “dessert” together. The sound of their lovemaking often filled the house all night, and I’d be stuck listening to it from afar as I slept on the couch. But that was okay. I’ll admit it: I masturbated to the sounds of them fucking every single time they did so.

There was only one other thing I thought about when I was masturbating — which is the only time I ever received any sexual pleasure at all anymore — and that was the thought of sucking on Nate’s huge, veiny cock again. Something inside me had snapped when he’d filled my mouth with his cum that night, and the more I tried to fight it, the more I ended up submitting to it. Try as I might, I just couldn’t get the mental image of Nate’s throbbing, cum-spewing cock out of my head. Was I turning gay or something, I wondered? I shook my head. No, it wasn’t a matter of gay or straight. It was a matter of power. I was mesmerized by the incredible amount of power exuded by that magnificent cock. There was something incredibly erotic about the power it held over Rose, over Clara and even over myself, and I just couldn’t help thinking about it when I was touching my own cock, which was so much smaller and more pathetic by comparison.

So yes — things had taken on some degree of normalcy, but that all changed one evening when I returned home from work. Clara’s car was parked in the driveway and I expected to walk in and hear their impassioned moans as they made love.

But the house was quiet when I entered, and I immediately thought something must be wrong. “Rose?” I called out worriedly.

“Up here,” she called back. “Go ahead and come up, Brian — you’re going to want to see this.” Her voice had come from our upstairs bedroom.

With some trepidation, as I still wasn’t sure what was going on, I climbed the stairs and made my way to the bedroom. No one was in there, but I saw that the light was on in the adjoining bathroom and put two and two together.

I walked into the bathroom. Clara was seated on the toilet and Rose was sitting on the edge of the tub. It was a bizarre sight and I wondered why they had called me up here — were they planning to humiliate me somehow — maybe by pissing on me or something disgusting like that?

It turned out that the explanation was a lot more straightforward than that. Clara pulled a pregnancy test from between her legs and stared at it as she waited for the results to show.

Gradually, an image formed. Clara gaped at it, turned it around to face Rose, and then again to face me. It was two pink lines. I wasn’t sure exactly what that meant but I had a pretty good idea. My suspicion was confirmed when Clara’s lips grew into a wide smile.

“I’m pregnant!” she squealed excitedly. Rose’s face also grew into a smile to match Clara’s. She bolted off the side of the tub and threw her arms around her friend and lover in a tight hug.

“I knew you would be!” she exclaimed. “I’m so happy for you!”

I was dumbfounded. Obviously, Clara was pregnant with Nate’s child, not mine. And it seemed she could not be any more excited to be carrying the rock star’s child inside her.

But next came the moment I was really dreading.

“My turn!” Rose yelled. Clara stood and allowed Rose to take her place on the toilet. Clara handed her an unused pregnancy test.

Sweat dripped from my forehead as Rose administered the test. Would it come up positive just as Clara’s had? If Rose was pregnant with Nate’s child, then my humiliation would be complete. He would truly have cuckolded me and taken over my life. If I had to raise that man’s child, a day would never go by again in which I didn’t think of him and the way he had satisfied my wife better than I ever could with his monstrous cock. The fact that he had knocked Clara up was bad enough, but all she had ever been to me was a cheap screw. Rose was my wife, and if she was pregnant, I didn’t know how I could live with myself knowing I would be raising another man’s child.

With dread, I watched as she pulled the pregnancy test up to her face and waited for the answer to her prayers — and to my nightmares — to appear before her eyes. Finally, after a few moments, she held the test up to Clara. In the split second before she turned the test to me, my mind raced erratically: Please don’t be positive. Please don’t be positive. PLEASE DON’T BE POSITIVE!

She turned the test to me and it came into clear view.

Two pink lines. Positive.

My wife was pregnant with Nate Bowen’s child. All of that hot, thick cum he had pumped directly into her womb had done exactly as it was designed to do. It had fought its way to her fertile egg and one of his powerful sperms had managed to penetrate it, like some sick recreation of what Nate had been doing to my wife. And now I would be stuck raising another man’s child.

It did occur to me that I didn’t have to raise Nate’s child. I’m not an idiot. I could have left Rose and refused to have anything to do with her or her bastard child. But if I’m being honest, I was terribly frightened that I would never be able to find another woman as hot as Rose to marry me. Even if I could never stick my dick in her ever again, she still served as a kind of societal status symbol. I may not be a rich man, but I had a hot wife. But if I left her, what would I have? Nothing.

At least Nate was finally out of our lives, I reasoned. Maybe I could learn to accept his child as my own. Maybe, eventually, Rose would even come to love and respect me as she once had. After all, if I acted like the father of her child, wasn’t it only right that she treat me like it? I knew things would never quite be the same, but maybe they could at least move in the right direction.

Little did I know just how naive I was.


Epilogue

Months passed, and Rose and Clara began to show. Both of their breasts grew larger, their bellies swelled, and they seemed to have that “glow” about them that so many people describe in pregnant women. I don’t have a pregnancy fetish or anything, but I somehow found myself going crazy over both of them as the children in their bellies grew. Maybe it was a combination of the chastity both women had imposed on me by refusing to sleep with me, and the fact that they continued to fuck each other regularly in my marital bed.

Still, there were signs of normalcy. Rose and I went out and bought clothes and other accessories for the baby. We bought extras for Clara, of course. And I came along to the doctor’s office as Rose got all the prenatal care she needed to ensure a healthy birth. It was blissful. It felt like we were a real married couple again, not merely a pathetic cuckold and his adulterous wife.

But one day that sense of normalcy came crashing down all around me. I came home one evening to find both Rose and Clara sitting around a laptop computer, staring at it intently.

“What are you guys staring at?” I asked as I came around to stand behind them so I could see the screen. Before they even had a chance to answer, I saw exactly what they were staring at.

It was a tour schedule … for Polly Piledriver.

“Uh … why are you two looking at this?” I asked. “Are you planning to see them when they’re performing in town?” The thought filled my mind with dread … no doubt they’d both get to go backstage after the show and get stuffed by Nate’s massive cock. Maybe some of the other band members would even join in this time.

Rose laughed, a bit condescendingly. “Not just while they’re in town.”

My heart sank. “What do you mean?” I asked.

Clara was the one to respond. A devilish look overtook her face. “We’re going on tour with them,” she said. She turned to look at Rose and their faces seemed to be overcome with joy. “Just imagine Rose … going backstage every night.”

I couldn’t believe what they were saying. They were just going to leave me here while they went on tour, traveling the country with some rock band? What the hell were they thinking?

I overreacted. “You two can’t do this!” I shouted. “You can’t just leave me here while you travel the country acting like a bunch of whores!”

They didn’t like my tone, and made it clear.

“You’re in no fucking position to tell us what to do,” Rose declared. “If you don’t like it, you can leave.”

She had called my bluff.

“Fine,” I said. “You guys go.”

“But you’re coming with us,” Clara said, as if this was good news for me — as if the reason for my anger was because I felt left out rather than because I didn’t want my wife fucking someone else.

“What are you talking about?” I said. “I have work.”

“Yeah, but you have plenty of vacation days saved up, don’t you?” Rose said.

“Well yeah, but I was saving those up so we could go to Europe—”

Rose chuckled. “Let’s get serious, that trip is never going to happen,” she said. “And using them to go on tour with us is way more important.”

“But why do I have to go?”

Rose held a hand to her stomach. “We’re due in just about three months,” she said. “It’s a six-month tour. We’re going to need someone to look after the babies when we’re hanging out with the band.”

What was I — some glorified nanny? I was going to burp the babies and change their diapers while their mothers, my wife and one-time lover, were backstage giving the members of the band blowjobs?

But then again, what choice did I really have if I wanted to keep my trophy wife?

I sighed. My life was spiraling out of control, but all I could do was accept it. Maybe even try to embrace it.

“When do we leave?”
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“What are you thinking about?”

John hesitated a moment. It was the question every man dreaded. If he told his fiancee, Khloe, the woman he was set to marry in three short months, what he was actually thinking, he was bound to end up sleeping on the couch touching himself to sleep instead of climaxing in his bride-to-be’s hot, tight pussy.

“I’m just thinking about how sexy you look on top of me,” he said.

“Mmhmm,” she said through gritted teeth as she rocked back and forth on his cock. “Now do you wanna tell me what you’re really thinking about?”

He sighed. “Well, a certain fantasy was running through my head…” He leaned up and took one of her breasts into his mouth, hoping to distract her from the current line of questioning.

“Mmmm, that feels good,” she cooed, pressing her nipple deeper into his mouth. There was a pause and she said, “Tell me your fantasy.”

“I’m embarrassed,” he said.

“You never have to be embarrassed with me,” she said.

“I know,” he said. But he hesitated.

She leaned forward and gently sucked on his earlobe. “Tell me,” she whispered, pushing her breath into his ear and sending a warm chill through his spine.

“I was just thinking how hot it would be to see you with another man,” he said.

She didn’t seem upset at all.

“Is that right?” she asked. “Would you like it if another man was fucking my ass from behind right now?”

Hearing her vocalize his fantasy sent a rush through him. He fucked her harder, pounding his cock as deep into her sopping cunt as he could. He wondered how much deeper a well-endowed stud would be able to reach.

He was emboldened now, and he spoke his true fantasies without fear of repercussion.

“Actually,” he hissed between moans, “I’d really like to see a big black man pounding your pussy while I sit in the corner of the room and watch.”

“Oh really,” she said. This time she sounded genuinely surprised. John was afraid she’d been hurt by the fact that he wasn’t also fucking her in his fantasy.

But after a moment, she seemed to regain her composure.

“Well,” she said, and she let out a little chuckle, “We may be able to arrange that. You want a big black cock to tear this pussy up, huh?”

“Holy shit, yes,” he gasped, thrilled to hear her utter the words “big black cock.” “Would you like that?” he asked cautiously.

“Oh, I’d love it,” she said, her voice especially sultry now. “I can’t tell you how many times I’ve imagined it was a large black man I was riding instead of you.”

His hips thrust hard, and their skin slapped against each other so loudly John thought the next door neighbors could surely hear their debauchery.

“Really?” John gasped.

“It’s crossed my mind,” she said coyly.

“That’s so fucking hot,” he said. “Holy shit, I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m—” His hot cum shot into her, wet and sticky. John melted into the bed and pulled Khloe close to him.

“Did that feel good?” she asked.

“It felt amazing.”

“I’m glad you liked it. I almost came, too.”

“You didn’t cum? Oh baby, let me take care of you …”

“That’s alright,” she said. “It’s late and I want you to enjoy your orgasm.”

“Oh baby, I insist, ” he said. He pushed her onto her back and she didn’t object. He brought my hands between her legs and ran his fingers up and down the length of her glistening slit.

“Does that feel good?” he asked.

“It’s amazing,” she moaned.

“Yeah? And how about this?” He thrust his middle and index fingers into her and pressed them firmly against her g-spot, rubbing them furiously.

“Oh my gosh, oh my gosh,” she moaned. “Don’t stop, don’t stop!” Soon she was climaxing against his fingers.

She fell onto his chest and they began to fall asleep in each other’s arms.

But John’s heart beat fast in his chest as he thought about fantasy he’d revealed to Khloe. It was his most illicit secret. The dirtiest and the deepest. Had she really been turned on by the thought of being taken by another man, or had she just been placating him?

He figured at first that he’d just let it go. But the more he thought about it, the more he imagined her actually with another man and he felt himself growing hard again. HE had to know for sure if there was a chance his fantasy could become reality.

“Khloe … did you mean it when you said you’ve thought about being with other men?”

She thought a moment.

“Not really,” she said. “It was mostly just in the heat of the moment. I don’t really have a desire to be with anyone but you.”

His heart sank with disappointment, but he tried not to show it. Besides, shouldn’t he be relieved? Hadn’t his fantasy also been a product of “the heat of the moment?” Could he really stand to see his beloved fiancee get used by another man like some kind of cheap whore?

His erection grew harder at the thought, and he tried to think of something less sexy before Khloe noticed.

“Why do you ask? Is that something you want?”

“I … I don’t know,” John muttered. He couldn’t believe they were even talking about this. “The thought of it really turns me on. But I don’t know that I could actually go through with it… actually watch you with another man.”

“I think I’m the same way,” she said. “It’s kind of a fun thought while we’re fucking — all sorts of nasty things turn me on while we’re fucking — but I don’t think it’s something I’m really capable of. You’re the only one I need.” She snuggled into him. They shared a kiss and began falling asleep.

As he drifted off, John thought about Khloe’s words. The reason all kinds of nasty fantasies turned her on while they were fucking was because she was incredibly aroused. If some guy came along who could press her buttons it wouldn’t take much to get her to cheat. Because she wouldn’t be thinking about cheating. She wouldn’t be thinking about John. Or thinking at all for that matter. She would simply need whoever was before her, on a deep, primal, instinctual level. Whoever it was, she would fuck his brains out like some kind of wild animal.

The thought filled John with rage and jealousy. He’d heard too many stories of cheating girlfriends and wives. It seemed women were all too eager to stray if the right bastard came along and they thought they could get away with it.

He knew it would inevitably happen to Khloe someday. He only hoped that when it did happen, he could be there to witness it — and to enjoy it.

* * *

John had his first taste of cuckoldry in middle school, though he didn’t realize it at the time.

He’d managed to get a girlfriend in the sixth grade. Sondra had beautiful almond skin that attracted John to her the moment he set eyes on her. He could hardly believe it when they bonded over reading the same horror novels and eventually started dating.

But he had never even kissed a girl before and beyond hand holding he didn’t know how to initiate anything further — even a kiss. At times, he could sense Sondra’s frustration when they were alone together, holding hands, the perfect moment for a kiss… and he just sat there. Sweat poured out of him. He felt like such a wuss.

Each time he felt her slipping away from him more and more, but he couldn’t bring himself to lean over and plant his lips on hers.

After they’d dated a couple months, Sondra invited John to her birthday party. He’d never been to a party before, and he didn’t know what to expect.

When he showed up, he was relieved to see everyone sitting around watching a horror movie. He poured himself a cup of soda and sat down.

After the movie ended, however, one of the kids suggested they start dancing.

Like many adolescent boys, John was not confident in his dancing abilities. Dancefloors scared him more than the monsters in horror films. He felt a knot form in his stomach.

John, not sure how to voice his objection to dancing, said nothing and Sondra went to her room, retrieved a boombox and put on some slow, smooth R&B music.

“Come on,” she said, offering John her hand.

“I … I don’t know,” John said. “I’m not much of a dancer.”

“Just try,” she said warmly.

But when he said he couldn’t dance, he meant he really couldn’t dance. The thought of everyone’s eyes on him as he struggled to look like anything but a buffoon made his cheeks turn red.

“I really can’t dance,” he insisted. “I’m sorry.”

“Oh … okay, then,” she said, obviously a bit hurt. But almost immediately one of their classmates, a Hispanic kid named Justin, swooped in to the save the day.

“Dance with me,” he said, flashing Sondra a big grin.

She turned to John hesitantly. “Would you mind, John…?”

He did, but what was he supposed to say? He was the one that had put them in this situation. He couldn’t very well deny his girlfriend the opportunity to dance if he wasn’t fulfilling his end of the relationship, could he?

“Go for it,” he told her.

Justin took her hand and led her onto the makeshift dance floor. Some rousing number came on and they danced energetically, but the next song that came on was a slow R&B ballad by Usher.

Immediately, Justin’s hands wrapped around Sondra’s waist; her arms came up and she wrapped them around his neck.

John sat and stared, mouth slightly agape. But it wasn’t all that unusual; everyone danced with everyone at middle school dances and it wasn’t really a big deal.

But as he sat watching the two of them dance together, saw Justin’s hands slowly moving downward toward Sondra’s ass, John couldn’t believe his classmate’s audacity — he was sitting right there! But Justin continued on as if John wasn’t even at the party.

John sat transfixed as Justin firmly gripped each of Sondra’s ass cheeks in his hands, gave them a hearty squeeze, then slid his hands underneath her shirt and up her sides. Sondra acquiesced to it all, doing nothing to stop his roaming hands and actually seeming to enjoy it, her head tilted to one side, eyes closed, smiling warmly.

Justin looked up, saw John staring, and winked at him.

John couldn’t believe it. Justin had been moving in on his girl as if he wasn’t there, but with that wink, he’d acknowledged that he knew full well John was there watching what was happening. He just didn’t care. He liked feeling Sondra up and, apparently, Sondra liked it too. And if John didn’t like it, what was he supposed to do about it?

Nothing, apparently. And that’s exactly what John did. Nothing.

But even in the midst of his anger and jealousy, something else stirred. Something he’d never experienced before. For some reason he couldn’t fathom, watching Justin feel up his girlfriend turned him on. He found himself getting an erection and folded his leg in such a way that no one would be able to tell.

What the hell is wrong with me? he wondered.

As the night wore on, the music eventually came to an end and everyone started leaving as their parents came to pick them up.

When John’s mom pulled up, he walked into Sondra’s room to say goodbye and wish her one last happy birthday. But when he peered inside, he saw Sondra on her back, Justin on top of her. They were making out. Not gently. Not romantically. Their tongues swirled around each other. Justin bit Sondra’s lip, and she moaned.

John couldn’t believe it. He walked away, then cleared his throat and made his footsteps heavy so they could hear him coming.

They were both sitting on the edge of the bed when he walked in, breathing heavily but trying to look nonchalant.

“Hey Sondra,” he said. “My mom’s here, I just wanted to say goodbye.”

He pecked her on the cheek and then turned to Justin.

“Where are your parents?” he asked.

“My parents are out of town,” he said. “They said it would be OK if I spent the night.”

“Here?” John asked, shocked.

“Right here,” he said, and John couldn’t help but feel he was referring to Sondra’s bed.

“It’s fine,” Sondra said. “We’re just friends. We’ll probably be up all night talking.” She turned and smiled slyly at Justin.

“Oh yes, I’m sure we’ll be up all night,” he said.

John couldn’t believe what he was hearing, but what could he do? Confront them about what he’d seen and ruin Sondra’s birthday? And what if he and Justin got in a fight? He knew he’d be on the losing end of that battle.

No, he thought. Best just to say goodnight and talk to Sondra about it in the morning.

He left them alone in her bedroom.

As he lay in bed that night, he couldn’t stop thinking about Justin and Sondra, shamelessly making out. His blood burned hot with jealousy, but to his befuddlement, his cock grew hard against his boxers.

He felt ashamed as he freed his penis from his boxers, pinched it between his thumb and his index and middle fingers, and jerked off. A couple minutes after he’d cum, his thoughts drifted again to his cheating girlfriend, and he grew hard again. He came four times that night thinking about Sondra and Justin and the very naughty birthday gift he was probably giving her.

What is wrong with me? he thought. Finally, he pushed the thoughts out of his mind and resolved to confront Sondra in the morning. He’d threaten to break up with her if she didn’t beg for forgiveness.

But the next day at school, he couldn’t bring himself to even bring it up. What if she didn’t care if he broke up with her? He couldn’t risk it. Their relationship continued as usual until one day, a couple weeks later, of her own volition, Sondra broke up with him.

John wasn’t surprised. He’d seen it coming.

What he hadn’t seen coming was that she would start dating Justin immediately afterward.

The day after the break-up, he walked by her locker. Justin had her pressed against it, and they were making out almost as heavily as they had been on her birthday.

John’s face flushed with embarrassment and he tried to hurry past before either of them saw him.

Just when he thought he was in the clear, Justin called his name.

“Hey John,” he said. John looked up and gave a sheepish wave.

“Uh … hey, guys,” he said.

Sondra looked over at him. She was beaming, radiant. She looked happier than she’d ever been with John.

“See you around,” she said.

Without even waiting for a response, they turned away from him and resumed their makeout session. John walked away awkwardly. He took off his backpack and held it in front of his waist, hoping he didn’t look too conspicuous. He darted into the bathroom and hurried into a stall so he could take care of the raging erection in his pants.

John didn’t fare much better with women through middle school or high school. He lost his virginity his freshman year at college to a woman he wasn’t attracted to.

But in college, he began to gain some confidence. He started taking classes in his chosen field — accounting — and realized he had some aptitude for it. Being in a new environment forced him to improve his social skills and he found himself able to hold a conversation.

While he was gaining confidence, John realized he couldn’t compete with many of the men who dominated the campus — such as his roommate, Terrance.

Terrance was a young black man who played football for the university. He was built like a rock. Standing at six-foot-three, John often found himself peeking at Terrance’s washboard abs when he was changing. The man was a beast.

Terrance was always bringing girls to the dorm; skinny, beautiful women John would have loved to have had in his own bed.

Most of the girls were white, although Terrance didn’t discriminate. Often, John would stumble into the dorm room half-drunk with a girl, waking John up. John would pretend to be asleep, but before Terrance and his girl even got into bed, John’s dick grew hard and strained against his boxers.

As he listened to the girl slurp on Terrance’s cock, or listened to her barely stifled moans as he rammed his giant black cock into her, John carefully stroked his little penis — gently enough that Terrance and whoever he was fucking wouldn’t notice. Of course, they were so preoccupied there was virtually no chance of them noticing.

John couldn’t help feeling jealous of his roommate, but he never gave any hint of his jealousy to Terrance. He was beginning to accept his fate as a sexless wimp who would probably only get laid a handful of times in his life.

One fall evening, John discovered online dating, and suddenly, the floodgates opened. Kind of.

He found he could hold a conversation much easier through the written word than he could in person. His sharp wit and storytelling skills was able to captivate quite a few women.

Meeting them in person was another story. More often than not, his dates were disappointed after seeing him in the flesh. There was almost never a second date.

Then he met Jenna, a girl he met online who went to the same college. When he saw her in person for the first time, he felt he’d fallen in love.

She had a slim, hourglass figure and the sharp facial features of a runway model. Her hair was jet black and fell gracefully to her shoulders. Her eyes were big and bright and John got lost looking into them.

To his surprise, she seemed to like him, too. They had a lot in common — a love of literature, indie rock and cinema, and pizza — and it seemed like John might have actually found his first college girlfriend. At least, he hoped so.

He texted her after class one day and asked if she wanted to hang out at his dorm.

“I don’t know,” she texted back. “Is it too early to be seeing your dorm? What if it’s a mess? Lol.”

“I think you’re overdue for a visit,” he texted back with a winky face.

He found her waiting outside the dormitory building.

“Well hello,” he said and he pecked her on the cheek.

“Hey,” she said. “Shall we?”

“We shall,” he said, and he led her to his room.

As they walked in, they heard moaning. John was surprised at first, and then realized Terrance had a girl in the room. He and Jenna both stared for a moment, watching as Terrance’s muscular ass flexed with each thrust into a skinny blond woman whose eyes were rolled into the back of her head. The angle was such that they could see most of Terrance’s cock as it pistoned in and out of the little slut on his bed. It looked to be at least 10 inches long.

Suddenly, the woman on the bed opened her eyes and saw John and Jenna gaping at her. She screamed.

“I—I’m so sorry!” John cried. Terrance looked over his shoulder and upon seeing John, laughed.

“No problem,” he said. “You might want to come back in a couple hours. Unless you want to watch?” He shot John a wink.

“Um, no, that’s okay,” John said, flustered. “We’ll come back.”

He took Jenna to the study room on the first floor of the dorm, trying to make small talk, but he could tell her mind wasn’t on him.

“I think I’m going to head back to my dorm,” she said finally. “I’ll have to stop by at a more … appropriate time.”

“For sure,” John said, sounding embarrassed. “I’ll coordinate it with Terrance next time.”

After Jenna left, John waited in the study room for an hour before heading back up to his room. Terrance had said his sex session could last “a couple hours,” but John couldn’t imagine he really meant it.

But when he arrived at the door, he heard loud moans and Terrance’s grunting. He couldn’t believe they were still going at it.

They’ll be done any minute, he thought, and he took a seat against the wall just outside the door, and waited.

Almost an hour later, the door finally swung open and the blond, looking quite disheveled, stumbled out of the room.

“See you next time,” Terrance said. The blond just giggled and waved as she walked off.

“I’m really sorry about earlier,” John said apologetically as he walked into the room.

“Don’t worry about it,” Terrance said. “How come I never walk in on you getting laid in here?”

“Oh, uh … I don’t know,” John said, at a lost for words. He thought the question was kind of rude.

“Who was that pretty little brunette with you?” Terrance asked.

“Oh, uh, that was my friend Jenna,” John said. He didn’t know why he called her his “friend.” He guessed it was because technically they weren’t in a relationship. They were starting to hang out together quite a bit, and they flirted shamelessly with each other, but they still hadn’t even kissed. John thought back to Sondra and the fact that he’d never kissed her once the entire time they’d dated.

“She’s a little hottie,” Terrance said. John didn’t like the tone in his voice and the look in his eyes as he said it.

* * *

A couple weeks later, Terrance invited John to a party. John was shocked. Terrance hadn’t invited him to a party once, and they’d been roommates almost a year.

As John was looking through his clothes, trying to pick out a good outfit, Terrance walked over and put his hand on John’s shoulder.

“Hey, that brunette girl — the one you brought over the other day …”

“Jenna?”

“Yeah, Jenna. You should invite her to the party too,” Terrance said.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” John said. “She’s not really the partying type…”

Terrance laughed. “Every girl’s the partying type once she’s got a few drinks in her,” he said. “Give her a call, I’m sure she’ll come out.”

“Alright, well I’ll invite her,” John said.

Jenna sounded distracted when she answered the call. “Hello?”

“Hey, I was wondering if you wanted to go to a party with me tonight,” he said.

“A party? I don’t know, I’m studying for a test tonight. I really don’t think I can.”

“Ah, come on, it’s going to be fun,” John said, feeling like he had to put up a bit of a fight in front of Terrance. “I’d love to see you there.”

“I’m sorry, I really just don’t think I can.”

John was about to tell her that was fine, when Terrance snatched the phone out of his hands.

“Jenna?” he asked.

John could only hear Terrance’s end of the conversation.

“This is Terrance, John’s roommate,” he said. “Why aren’t you coming out tonight? It’s going to be a blast. Mmhmm. Mmhmm. Awww, come on, girl, you know you’ll have more fun with me tonight than you will with your nose buried in a book.”

As Terrance continued to sweet talk the woman of John’s dreams, John sat there, seething. He couldn’t believe Terrance had just snatched his phone out of his hands like that. He was surprised when Terrance dropped it back into his lap. He hadn’t even heard the last part of the conversation.

“What the fuck was that all about?” John snapped. “You don’t just grab someone’s phone without asking them.”

“You were flailing,” Terrance said. “I stepped in, and it worked — she’s coming.”

“She — she is?”

“Yep.” He had a big grin on his face.

“Oh. Well, thanks.”

“No problem.”

John couldn’t help but feel Terrance hadn’t persuaded Jenna to come to the party for his benefit.

* * *

“I’ve got to head out to the party now,” Terrance said. “I’m bringing some of the drinks. But you don’t want to show up too early. Wait like an hour.”

“I don’t want to show up too late,” John said.

“Trust me, you won’t,” Terrance said. “These things take a little time to get going. If you show up too early, you’ll just be waiting around looking at your feet. Give it an hour, and the party will be bumpin’.”

John hadn’t been to a single college party before, so he nodded in affirmation. Terrance surely knew better than he did.

While he waited, he sent Jenna a text.

“Can’t wait to see you at the party tonight,” he wrote.

An hour went by and he still hadn’t gotten a response. He figured she must still be getting ready. He shrugged and headed out.

The party was hosted by one of the fraternities on campus. It was within walking distance of the dorm, so he headed out on foot.

He heard the deep hum of music before he could even see the frat house. It was big, but old. It almost looked run-down, and the only indication it was occupied by a rowdy frat was a couple Greek letters hanging above the door.

John walked up the porch. He wasn’t sure if he should knock, but he decided not to. He opened the door and stepped inside.

His jaw dropped. The entire first floor of the house was apparently serving as a makeshift dance floor. A disco ball hung from the ceiling and professional audio speakers sat in the corner blasting music so loud, John feared for the safety of his eardrums.

The biggest shock of all, though, was that John was one of only about five white men at the party. All the rest were black men. Tall, muscular, built black men. Some of them even put Terrance to shame.

While black men dominated the males represented at the party, the other end of the gender spectrum was much more diverse. There were a handful of black women, yes, but most of the women present appeared to be white. Some of the women had dark skin, some were Asian, but the majority were a mixture of blond and brunette white women, with a few redheads here and there.

The women danced with the men in ways John had never actually seen. They pushed their ample asses into the crotches of the men, who were holding them from behind. It was a wanton sexual act, the only thing remotely musical about it being the rhythmic way the women rotated their hips into their partners.

“Hey.” John turned around to see a chubby white guy with a beer can in his hand.

“Hi,” John shouted over the music.

“I’m Geoff,” the guy shouted. He pulled a beer out of his pocket and handed it to John. “You look like you could use one of these.”

“Thanks.”

Geoff took a step forward, standing side by side with John. He pointed toward one of the women on the dance floor — a leggy redhead who was currently grinding furiously into a well-built black man who had to be at least seven feet tall.

“That’s my girlfriend,” he said.

John was taken aback. “You let her dance with another guy like that? Why don’t you stop her?”

“Why would I stop something so beautiful?” Geoff said. “They’re gorgeous together. Look at me. I’m not exactly a prime specimen here. But that man over there — well, he looks perfect for her, doesn’t he? They’re beautiful together.”

As they talked, the man she was dancing with spun her around, lowered his head and brought his lips to hers. She melted into his arms, the man’s thick brown lips devouring her thin red ones.

“Aren’t you going to do anything?” John asked. “Aren’t you going to stop him?”

Geoff laughed. “Stop him? This was the whole point of us coming here. You know this is a black fraternity, right? This happens all the time here.”

John sipped on his beer nervously as he watched Geoff’s girlfriend make out with her dance partner, who was now sliding his hands under her pants and squeezing her ass. John felt his penis stir.

He brought the beer up for another sip and found it was empty.

“Here, let me get you another one,” Geoff said. He led John over to the kitchen and grabbed a beer out of the fridge.

“You wanna do a shot with it?” he asked.

John shook his head. “I’m not a big drinker,” he said.

Geoff laughed. “Look where you are,” he said. “When in Rome.”

John shrugged uncomfortably. “Okay,” he said. “Might as well.”

Geoff took a flask out of his pocket, took a swig and chased it with his beer. He handed it to John, who took a swig, grimaced, and chased it with beer.

They took another few swigs, and finished their beers.

“Did anyone give you the tour?” Geoff asked. John shook his head no. “Well come on, I’ll show you around.”

“So you’ve been here before, then?” John asked as they climbed the stairs to the second story.

“Plenty of times,” Geoff said. “Amy insisted on it one night. Heard this was the place to go for parties. I was reluctant at first, but what choice did I have? Turned out it was the best decision I ever made.”

“How so?”

“It awakened something in me,” he said. “As soon as we walked through the door, Amy had half a dozen guys swarming her, asking her dance and even kissing on her right in front of me. It was like I was invisible. At first, I was livid. But as I watched the way Amy reacted to their attention, the way she leaned into them, twirled her hair as she talked to them, and rubbed their legs close to their crotches, I found myself getting so hard.”

John thought back to the erection he’d sprung while watching Justin dance with Sondra.

“I can understand that,” he said. “It’s only dancing, after all.”

Geoff laughed. “Sure,” he said.

Geoff led him to a balcony that overlooked the first floor. From their position, they could see the entire lower dance floor. And that’s when John saw them.

In a dark corner of the room just off the dance floor stood a large recliner. Sitting in the recliner was Terrance. Sitting on his lap, facing him, was Jenna. And they were kissing passionately.

What the fuck is happening? John thought.

Geoff seemed to sense John’s discomfort and bewilderment.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

John pointed to the couple below.

“That’s my roomate,” he said. “And he’s making out with the girl I have a crush on.”

Geoff winced.

“Ouch, man. That’s tough.” He hesitated. “I have to say, though … they look pretty hot together.”

Even though John felt himself getting hard as he watched Jess grind into Terrance as they kissed, the last thing he wanted to hear was how hot they looked together.

“I don’t want to hear that right now,” he said.

“I understand,” Geoff said. “But you’re looking at this the wrong way. You’re lucky the guy your crush is fucking is your roommate. If you want to, I bet you could watch them while they’re going at it.”

“I’ve got to get out of here,” John said. He sprinted down the stairs, out the door, and hurried back to his dorm room.

* * *

Around three in the morning, Terrance came stumbling into the room.

He made such a ruckus that it woke John up immediately.

“Hey man,” Terrance said. “Didn’t see you at the party. Where were you?”

John was annoyed that Terrance didn’t seem the least bit apologetic for waking him up.

“I was there,” John said. “Briefly.”

“You shouldn’t have skipped out early, man,” he said. “Things just got crazier as the night went on.”

“Things were already pretty crazy while I was there,” John said. “I saw you with Jenna, Terrance. I saw the two of you making out. What the fuck?”

Terrance chuckled. “Yeah, she and I had a great night. So what?”

John couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“So what? So she’s the fucking love of my life, that’s what!”

Terrance looked genuinely surprised.

“You told me she was just a friend,” he said.

John sighed. He knew that would come back to bite him in the ass.

“Well, yeah,” he said. “It’s not like we’re dating or anything. But, well … I’d like to be.”

Terrance let out a whistle.

“I’m sorry man. I didn’t know.”

And that was the thing, John realized. He didn’t have a clue. John should have said something, but he hadn’t, and now he was dealing with the consequences.

“It’s … it’s okay,” he said. “I should have said something. I’m sorry.”

“I’m sorry too,” Terrance said. “But look, she and I really hit it off last night. I think there might be something there between us. Seeing as how I made a move first … you wouldn’t mind if I kept seeing her, would you?”

What the fuck did he expect him to say, John thought? It wasn’t okay for Terrance to continue dating the girl he was crushing on, the girl he was practically in love with. And he expected him to just allow it?

On the other hand, what else was he supposed to say?

“Yeah … I guess.”

Terrance smiled. “Thanks, man. You’re the best.”

* * *

The next evening, John was at his desk, studying, when Terrance and Jenna walked in, holding hands.

“Hey John,” Terrance said.

“Hi, John,” Jenna said, offering a timid wave.

“Hey guys,” John said. “What’s up?”

“Just coming back from an early dinner and I wanted to show Jenna our place,” Terrance said. “We’re going to go catch a movie pretty soon, you wanna come with?”

John couldn’t stomach the thought of spending time with the two of them together.

“No thanks,” he said. “You two have fun.”

* * *

John woke up that night to the sound of giggling as Terrance and Jenna walked into the room. He kept his eyes closed, pretending to still be asleep. He wished he actually was.

He heard Terrance and Jenna climb onto Terrance’s bed, and heard the sound of their kisses.

“Stop, stop,” Jenna said. “John’s right over there …”

“Don’t worry about it,” Terrance said as he kissed her neck. “He’s sound asleep. Relax …”

And it sounded like that’s exactly what she did as she succumbed to the sensation of his full lips on her soft, ivory neck. She let out a low, sensual moan and John couldn’t help feeling his cock twitch. He just wished Jenna had been moaning as a result of his kisses, not Terrance’s.

He sat there, eyes closed tightly, as their breathing grew heavier. John’s breathing grew heavier as well, as his mind reeled with a combination of lust, jealousy and frustration.

He heard the sound of a zipper being undone, and then a gasp from Jenna.

“Wow!” she said, not even bothering to be quiet anymore. “That is fucking huge.”

“Go ahead,” Terrance said.

A few minutes went by and John assumed that she was playing with Terrance’s penis.

“I’m getting so wet,” Jenna said. “Wanna feel?” Terrance didn’t answer, but John heard the rustling of clothes that seemed to indicate he was pulling off Jenna’s pants. As Terrance’s fingers entered Jenna’s wet pussy, she moaned loudly; if John actually had been sleeping, it certainly would have woken him up, but at this point, both Jenna and Terrance seemed to have forgotten John was even in the room.

“I want that monster in my mouth,” Jenna said, and almost immediately John heard her sloppily and greedily slurping on Terrance’s cock. With a twinge of shame, he pulled his cock free of his boxers and began gently and slowly stroking it, careful not to bring attention to himself. He pictured Jenna slobbering on Terrance’s cock. He wondered how big it was.

“Hold up,” Terrance said, sounding like he was close to cumming. “I ain’t gonna nut in your mouth. Turn around.”

“Yeah, fuck me with that big black cock,” Jenna said.

Terrance didn’t respond; he just chuckled.

There was a moment of silence. John imagined Terrance lining his cock up to Jenna’s pussy, then gently rubbing it against her lips, torturing her into a crazed state of sexual arousal.

Jenna moaned. “Put it in me,” she hissed. “Don’t tease me. Just fuck me. Fuck the shit out of me, Terrance.”

He went on teasing her for another couple minutes, chuckling at her obvious frustration. Her moans grew more guttural, more crazed.

But finally, he’d had enough. John could tell the instant Terrance plunged his cock deep into the woman he loved (or at least, that he thought he loved); her moans solidified into a scream of ecstasy.

John couldn’t believe he was hearing his roomate fuck the woman he had been dating, and yet, he was more sexually aroused than he had been in his entire life. He stroked his cock more quickly now, growing bolder; there was no chance Terrance or Jenna would hear him. They were in their own world.

The rhythmic slapping of Terrance’s balls against Jenna’s ass filled the room, accompanied by Jenna’s screaming and the occasional grunt from Terrance. More than once, hoots and hollers came from dorm-mates passing by; Terrance and Jenna were making absolutely no effort to be quiet.

“Oh yes, fuck me,” she gasped. “I’m gonna cum.”

“I’m gonna cum too, baby.”

“Cum inside me,” she said. “Don’t pull out. I need your hot cum inside me, Terrance.”

As Terrance grunted, shooting his load deep into Jenna’s unprotected pussy, John shot his own load into his hand.

As he listened to Terrance and Jenna cooing and cuddling in post-coital bliss, he fell asleep, realizing that something about his sexuality had awakened within him and would never be the same.

* * *

The day after John revealed his fantasy to Khloe, they sat in bed together reading. John was in the middle of a particularly engaging chapter in his mystery thriller when Khloe leaned over and began nibbling on his earlobe.

“Someone’s feisty tonight,” John said.

“I was just thinking about how much fun we had last night,” she said with a giggle.

“Oh really?” John wondered if she was thinking about the sex they’d had, or the fantasies they’d shared.

“Yeah,” she said. “I was thinking we could have a repeat performance.”

“I think that could be arranged.” He pushed her onto her back and bit her neck between her head and her shoulder.

“Oh yesss, right there,” she cooed.

His hands stroked her hair, then slid down the side of her body until they found their way between her legs. He rubbed her through her panties and her whole body writhed with pleasure.

“That’s it,” she said. “Rub mommy’s little pussy.”

He kissed her on the lips, and as he did so, he slipped his hand under her panties and caressed her wet, swollen labia.

“So,” he said, seeing an opportunity to catch her when her guard was down and turn the tables, “tell me what you’re thinking about.”

She hesitated, and looked up at him anxiously.

“Go on,” he said, giving her his best reassuring grin. “Tell me.”

“Well…,” she said. “To be honest, I was thinking about what it would be like to take a giant black cock.”

John couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

“You’re just saying that to try to turn me on,” he said.

She giggled. “A little,” she admitted. “But honestly, ever since you brought it up last night, I’ve found myself … curious.”

“Curious?”

“Well … I may have looked up some interracial porn on my phone while I was at work,” she said.

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” John said. “That’s so hot.”

“Mmmm … yeah, you think so?”

“I do,” John said, and he slipped her panties off. He brought his lips to her pussy and kissed it gently. “I think that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.”

“Why don’t you show me how hot you think it is?”

With that, John plunged his face into his fiance’s hot, glistening pussy, dug his tongue between its lips as far as he could manage. She moaned and writhed, pushing her pussy into his face.

“That feels so good, baby,” she said.

“Not as good as a black cock would feel buried in your cunt,” John said, lifting his lips up from her pussy.

“Well I don’t know about that,” she said. “I haven’t tried one yet.” She giggled.

He sat up, and traced a finger up and down the length of her wet, swollen lips.

“We’ll have to change that soon,” he said.

“How’s that?”

“Well, if I took you out to a club, I’m sure it wouldn’t take you long to pick up a black guy or two,” John said. “I’d love to see you grinding up against a large black stud.”

“Now that’s interesting,” she said.

“Yes, it is,” John said, and he plunged two fingers into her cunt. “Think about how much thicker their fingers will be, how much they’ll fill your pussy,” he said.

Unbeknownst to Khloe, John was stroking his cock with his other hand; he was just too excited.

“Holy shit, that feels so good,” she said. “John, you make me feel so good.”

“You shouldn’t be thinking about me,” he said. “You should be thinking about your first black lover, and how hard he’s going to make you cum.”

With that, she shuddered and came, whimpering; John silently came with her, shooting his load onto the bed.

He withdrew his fingers and kissed her gently.

“That was amazing,” she said as John embraced her. “Let me return the favor.”

“I actually, uh … I actually already came,” he said.

“What?” she asked, surprised.

“I got excited,” he said. “I couldn’t help touching myself. I came right after you did.”

“Oh baby … that’s cute. Just come here and cuddle with me then.”

John wasn’t sure how he felt about Khloe calling him “cute,” but he did as she said and crawled into bed beside her. They fell asleep in each other’s arms.
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Six sizzling-hot books for the price of one, chronicling John’s transformation from a pathetic cuckold to a cock-craving, cum-guzzling sissy bitch.
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Cuckolded By Her Ex

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B07BQYGMQF

Chris and his wife, Brittany, go out for drinks, Brittany runs into her ex-boyfriend, a tall, fit rapper named Turrell. Chris must deal with his jealousy as Brittany reconnects with her ex in a very intimate way …
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A Steamy Affair

https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B079KR65MR

David and Cynthia are having marital problems, and when the shower breaks, Cynthia is left home alone to wait for the plumber. When the plumber — a young, tall black stud — arrives, Cynthia is determined to have him fix her pipes.
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