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Chapter 1

I poured the powder into the tub and added water.

“Shyla,” I told my wife. “Mix that until it’s the same consistency as honey.”

She doubles as my assistant. I’m a sculptor and a painter and even sometimes a writer, which are surefire ways to lose a ton of money, unless, like me, your stuff catches on and becomes popular.

When that happened, I could not produce enough. Everything I make sells. I have more commission work scheduled than I can do. I have work for the next two years, at least, and if things keep going this way, my wife and I will be able to retire soon.

Today, we mixed a batch for plaster casting. The male model will be here soon, but I’ve already started on the head and face. My agent says my favorite billionaire wants his likeness atop a Greek God body. Fine by me. I create all kinds of things.

The loud bell rang, meaning someone stood at our front door pressing the button, and Shyla, mixing completed, hurried to answer. I glanced at the wall clock. Most likely it was the male model for the casting. I continued my work on the bust as Shyla knew what to do. Minutes later, she led a man into our studio.

“Travis,” she said, gesturing to the man. “Meet Puck.”

I offered my hand. We shook.

“Nice to meet you, Travis,” he said.

“Likewise,” I replied.

He was exactly what you’d expect. Tall, muscular, and handsome. Cliché in every way. I continued working and my wife showed him where to change and then which stage we’d be posing him on. Casting is methodical and time-consuming, and then the model must remain motionless for an hour or so. This guy’s profile says he’s done this kind of work before, so I trust all will go smoothly.

I continued sanding the marble bust, focusing my attention on the brows. I’d captured my client’s likeness and now I just need to refine it. The model exited the dressing room in a bathrobe and Shyla led him to the stage. I joined them, explaining how he will be posed and how the strips of cloth will be placed, but he was a pro. He knew the nomenclature and requirements already. I told him to disrobe and asked Shyla to begin while I finished work on the bust. She has more than enough talent for this part. She sings exceptionally well and dances like a professional, but her other artistic talents are remarkable too. No way could I produce this volume of work without her. I shook the man’s hands and returned to sculpting.

My wife began with the coat of oil necessary to prevent the plaster from sticking to his skin. I’d seen her perform this step many times but there was something in the way she moved, something in the way her hands glided across his fit body that struck me as different. This was not merely another task to her. I realized Shyla found Puck especially attractive. Time passed.

I work with intense focus and rarely looked away but when I did, I saw the man, nude now, but covered with strips from the shoulders down, standing in the proper pose and allowing Shyla to place more soaked strips on him. His body was impressive, but his penis was what caught my eye. Shyla was at that moment applying a strip to his thigh and his large cock hung in her face. She ignored it, because she’s happily married and faithful, but the combination of her pretty countenance and his hanging, veiny tube triggered my artist’s eye. I saw the perfect juxtaposition of masculine and feminine. I stopped sculpting to absorb the sight.

She maneuvered around his hanging phallus. He kept his eyes on her, watching her move carefully and deliberately, placing the saturated strip of cloth and rubbing it into place before moving on to the next placement. She wore denim shorts and a tight T-shirt, nothing sexy, but she is a pretty woman, and she has a nice figure. She was affecting him, but I doubted she’d noticed yet. She was focused. He was slowly enlarging, gaining length and girth as blood flowed in to fill that dangling sausage. I chuckled but then grew serious as Shyla leaned forward to place a strip on the man’s inner thigh. His cock blocked her now and she had a decision to make: around, under, or lift the thing out of the way?

I felt my balls tingle pondering her choice.

Strange. Why did the situation arouse me? I pretended to work in case either of them glanced my way but that looked doubtful. She was focused on the job, and he was focused on her. She dipped her head and lifted his heavy cock on her shoulder and burrowed her way into his crotch, placing the strip between his fat, bald balls and his upper thigh. She took her time, getting it right, knowing what a stickler I am for details. The contact with her affected him and the large head flared. She smoothed the wet fabric and then reached for another. His growing cock lifted from her shoulder all by itself. At last, my wife noticed. She leaned away to look back at it, then aimed her gaze up at him. Until this moment she’d been unaware of his interest. Now she knew. What she didn’t know was she’d had the same effect on two men, as I stood with a stiff cock down my pantleg.

“Sorry,” he told her.

“Don’t be. I’m flattered.”

“I bet this happens to you every time.”

“Not every time,” she chuckled. “Sometimes we cast women.”

She plucked the next strip from the tub and leaned even closer. Hi stiff cock poked through her hair just under her ear. I had to stifle a gasp. The sight was so hot, so erotic. We’d cast plenty of male models before, but none were his size and none of them grew erect. Maybe a little, but not like this. Shyla pulled the tub closer so she could simply reach down for the next strip, leaving his erection lost in her long hair and possibly pressed against her neck. She continued her task, and he remained the patient model, but the tension was thick. He was fully erect now and gently pulsating.

My wife started on his other thigh. She delicately lifted his stiff rod with careful fingertips and swung her head under. His balls grazed the top of her head as she passed, and I sucked a sharp intake of breath. The scene was sexy as hell.

He stood on a circular platform and Shyla rotated him to do the lower back and firm round buttocks. When she rotated him back again his erection had deflated to only a heavy kielbasa hanging in her face.

“Aw,” she teased. “Did I make him fall asleep?”

The model laughed.

“Give me half a minute to look at you again,” he joked. “That will wake him up.”

Shyla turned bashful and reached for the next strip. She picked the spot on his inner thigh and began to place it. As promised, his cock began to rise again now that he could see her face.

I was proud, flattered, and aroused.

I loved that my wife could do this to him. I was delighted to see another man want her, while knowing that she’s mine. Shyla was thrilled but hiding it. She loves to make me hard and will sometimes just stare at my stiff dick in her hands. This guy could have any woman he wanted, and he wanted Shyla. My wife was probably only a little more pleased than me.

She went to work, drawing and placing until he was almost fully covered. When she had only his erection left, she rose and crossed the studio to speak to me. I played dumb.

“Travis?” She said, getting my attention. “He’s almost complete, but there’s a complication.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing’s wrong, per se, but he’s, um, hard. He’s grown erect. I don’t know if our client would want such an addition to his sculpture.”

I swung my gaze over to the model as if for the first time.

“I see what you mean,” I said.

The man had lost a little tumescence, but still had a heavy cock hanging. I made a snap decision.

“The client wants the statue body to be anatomically correct, and, honestly, I think he’d appreciate being portrayed so well endowed. Unless you’re uncomfortable doing it, I say finish the casting in the way you have been, and I’ll finish the bust. Are you comfortable with that?”

My wife turned to look at the gorgeous male specimen awaiting her.

“No problem,” she said with a giggle. “I’ve certainly had worse jobs. If you’re sure that’s what you and our client wants.”

“I am. Let me know when you’ve finished.”

She gave me a nod and returned to work. My throat felt tight, my body tense. I’d just instructed my wife to lay her hands on another man and, more specifically, his big dangling cock. My artist mind was pleased. My husband heart was nervous. I got to work on the marble face, but I stood at an angle that allowed me to watch every move Shyla made. She poured a new batch and laid a handful of strips in it, kneading them, saturating them. When she was ready, she spoke to the model who grinned and nodded and then my wife knelt before his thick, long penis. My heart was jumping around behind my ribs. Sweet Jesus! What a sight.

Shyla examined him from several angles, determining her line of attack, and then pinched the large head between thumb and forefinger. She lifted the shaft higher and draped a strip around the middle, halfway between head and pubic bone. She ran her hand down the wet fabric, smoothing away air bubbles but also stimulating the man. He was locked into his pose and would be for a while yet, so he was unable to assist her. He stood motionless and let her work.

The next strip ran lengthwise, just behind the raised crown down to the base. Shyla held his cock in her hands and applied strip after strip, stroking, smoothing, adjusting. The man grew hard as iron. I did too. Shyla’s hands gliding up and down that big dick set my heart racing. My wife was utterly focused on that man’s cock, and it thrilled me. She looked so sexy handling the thing. She had to wait a few times when he got so hard, because I could cast a statue with an erection, but she’d sit patiently, staring at his untouched meat until he deflated enough to work with again. I stayed hard the whole time.

Eventually, she finished and turned on the blow-dryers. His platform slowly rotated as the plaster was set. From this body cast I’d pour the statue in the pose our client wanted, and then affix the head. Four days from now, we’ll make a delivery and get paid. I know our billionaire client well. I know he’ll love for everyone to believe that cock belonged to him.


Chapter 2

We drove away from the mansion, quiet and subdued. We were out of that rich bastard’s neighborhood when Shyla exploded.

“Oh my God!” she shrieked.

I understood. Our client had loved the statue, loved that work of art so much he paid us double and would not take the money back.

“Double!” Shyla yelled. “DOUBLE!”

“I can’t believe it.”

“You are so talented, Baby,” she said. “You really are. People love your work.”

“Shy, that was both of us. I won’t take all the credit. You painstaking attention to detail brought us that success, just as much as anything I did.”

She slipped out of her seatbelt to hug me fiercely.

“Let’s celebrate,” she gushed. “First place we pass. Let’s go drink and dance and have fun.”

I drove. We would find no such place in this neighborhood but after ten minutes on the freeway, Shyla saw a sign.

“There,” she said, pointing.

“Dirty Dan’s?”

“Sounds just like the kind of place we need. Off ramp, mister.”

I obeyed. Several stoplights and intersections later, I pulled into the parking lot. The place was packed. The marquee announced dollar hamburgers and dollar beers. Perfect. I found a spot in the busy lot and parked. Shyla hugged my arm as we strode in. The bouncer checked our ID, and the lady took our money. We found an open table for two, small and round, with two red leather stackable chairs. The overworked waitress breezed by and took our drink order.

“Y’all here for the show?” she asked.

“We’re here for a good time,” Shyla laughed.

“To watch or to dance?”

My wife looked at me puzzled.

“What show?” I asked.

“Did you miss the big twenty-foot banner outside?” she asked.

“We must have. What show?”

She stepped away to the bar and returned with a flyer. She slapped it on the table: AMATEUR HOUR, the flyer read. ALL ENTRIES ACCEPTED. WET T-SHIRT WEDNESDAY NIGHTS, STRIPPER POLE COMPETITION SATURDAY NIGHTS. ASK YOUR WAITRESS FOR DETAILS.

“You want details?” our waitress asked.

“No, thank—” I began.

“I do!” Shyla blurted. “I want details.”

I sat back, surprised. Shyla and the waitress had a rapid-fire conversation. Shyla asked a hundred questions.

“What was that about?” I asked, after the waitress departed.

Shyla looked coy.

“It’s embarrassing,” she admitted.

“I’m your husband and I do not judge. You know this.”

“You’ll think I’m silly.”

“I won’t. I openly embrace all of humanity. As long as everyone consents, and no minors are involved, anything goes. I’m an artist. Be brave and tell me.”

My wife looked around, making sure no one would hear her terrible secret.

“I have a stripper fantasy,” she confessed.

“Really?”

“Yes. I knew a handful of girls in college, including my roommate, who stripped to pay bills. Great money. A few turned a trick now and then but most, like my roommate, just got up on stage and danced around naked. No touching. I always thought that sounded exciting.”

“You do enjoy turning men on.”

“I love it. These girls would come home with such wild stories. I envied them.”

“You never did it?”

“No! God, no. I do not have the self-esteem to pull that off. I do love the idea of every man in the room looking at me, but I could never. No way.”

“You dance beautifully. You have the body for it. Your face is pretty. It is best that you don’t. They’d fall in love. It’s too cruel.”

She laughed.

“You’re too sweet. No, I love the idea but I’m afraid it must remain a fantasy. I used to ask them to tell me everything. I wanted every detail. How bold and brave they were, standing up before everyone and declaring, this is me. Some men could be assholes, but most were kind. Horny and kind. Guys will say anything to get into a girl’s pants. We’d drink and laugh our asses off.”

I read the flyer again. It mentioned a ten o’clock start time, and that was only thirty minutes away. Our drinks came and then our food. We ate and laughed and delighted in our wonderful lives and good fortune, and then we paid the bill. I noticed young men preparing a stage at the end of the room, spreading towels and rubber mats.

“Are we going to stay for the show?” Shyla asked.

“Do you care if I gawk at wet titties under T-shirts?”

“Not at all. I’ll be gawking too. I think women are sexy.”

“I know you declined, but I want you to know if you wished to participate, I’d say you could.”

Her jaw dropped a little.

“Seriously, Travis?” she said. “You’d let all these men see me like that?”

“I would. I know what it would do to you. I know you’d fuck my brains out later at home. No, let me correct that. I know you’d fuck my brains out in the car on the drive home. You wouldn’t wait.”

She laughed. She watched the men prepare the stage. She nervously began to chew a lip.

“I just couldn’t,” she said, finally. “I’d just die.”

“You’d love it. Look around this big room. Look at all the men in here. You’d make every cock hard. Can you imagine that?”

She covered her face with her hands.

“Stop, Travis,” she said. “Don’t try to talk me into it.”

“All right. I’ll drop it. I’m just saying.”

Our conversation moved on to other things. The men finished getting the stage ready and the MC came out with a microphone. He tested the lights and sound and then announced the first contestant would hit the stage in three minutes. Shyla ignored him. Three minutes later a little pixie of a girl, with short brown hair and big boobs, came out to the cheers of the crowd. A lot more people had arrived in the last twenty minutes, coming solely for the show, and the place was standing room only. Pixie smiled and waved to the crowd and a man poured water from a beer pitcher down the front of her wife beater. She strode to the end of the stage, waving wildly and dancing a little, showing all of us her small nipples resting atop her big tits.

“We might already have our winner,” I said.

“No argument,” Shyla agreed.

One by one the girls emerged from backstage to get doused and then strut. I was surprised in this Me-Too age such a show still existed but I guess there will always be some women who like showing off, some women who are natural exhibitionists and want the attention. More power to them, I say. If you fight to give women a choice, you must be ready for some to choose things you don’t like. Every kind of woman hit that stage: tall, short, flat, buxom, skinny, chubby. One thing they all had in common was a fun and happy attitude. They reveled in the shock value and got off on displaying themselves. Some were unattractive, but some were quite pretty. One had an amazing body, the best of the night, but her energy was low for whatever reason. She came in second. Pixie Girl won the two-thousand dollars first prize.

“Wow!” Shyla said as we drove home. “Two grand. That’s a lot.”

“Having second thoughts? You could own that stage. I spotted the eventual winner right away and I can say you’d probably beat her.”

She shook her head, conflicted. That she wanted to get up there was obvious. Fear held her back.

“It sounds like you want me to get up there on that stage.”

“I never want you to do something you don’t want to do. I’m proud of how beautiful you are. I enjoy it when other men enjoy your beauty too. I just want you to decide for yourself, knowing that I will feel no shame at all if that’s what you elect to do. We carve our own path through this jungle called life.”

“Jungle called life? That’s a bit dramatic, don’t you think?”

“Yeah. I’m an artist. I do things with flair.”

We both chuckled. Then the car fell silent.

“I do want to get up there and strut around naked,” Shyla admitted. “You’re right about that. I feel empowered when I turn a man on, like I’ve beguiled him with a magical spell or something. Hard dicks make me feel good about myself.”

We chuckled again.

“But I’m conflicted,” she continued. “Women are supposed to use their power sparingly. Women that don’t hold back are considered sluts. Women that use it too little are considered prudes. I like pleasing people but pleasing everyone is impossible.”

“In this life,” I said, opting for the dramatic again. “The only person you need to please is you.” I paused for effect. “And, occasionally, me.”

We chuckled again.


Chapter 3

I told her to dress sexy. I told her we were going out, but not where. I took a circuitous route to confuse her and delay her guess, and it worked. I pulled into the parking lot, and she read the marquee: Next Door Girls.

“Is this a strip club?” she asked.

“It is. They specialize in amateur dancers. It’s farther away from home so no one will recognize us in the dark. I’m not suggesting you get on stage, I simply thought we could both use a little reconnaissance to see if our thoughts on the subject match reality. I’ve learned that my opinions are often wrong.”

She read the marquee again and glanced around at the cars in the parking lot. The place was busy. Most of the cars were expensive.

“All right,” she said, an edge of excitement in her voice. “Let’s go inside and have a drink or two. At the very least we’ll get to ogle hot women.”

Minutes later we were seated in a high-back booth against a wall. Our drink order was in, and Shyla had her gaze fixed on a hot little Asian girl doing the splits on stage. The ruby spotlight made the girl’s black hair gleam crimson. The place was wide open with a view of all four walls. Two stages held two stripper poles each, and lovely ladies gyrated there. The ruby and indigo lights were low, barely enough to avoid the low stools and couches spaced around the stages. There were two large bars, one at each end, and a private VIP area through a curtain at the back. Booths like ours were spaced out along the walls. The women on stage were cute and attractive but each had an element of authenticity to her. No lip fillers and butt implants. These were real girls with real bodies. The music was loud and upbeat and the whole place had a fun and happy vibe to it. Shyla and I found ourselves smiling often.

We drank and gawked and drank some more. We both received offers from pretty girls to use the VIP room, but we declined. When the third girl in a row told Shyla she was pretty enough to get on stage herself, my wife looked at me. I raised my hands, showed her both palms.

“Don’t look at me,” I protested. “I didn’t tell them to say that. You’re just a hottie.”

She chewed a lip. This had been her fantasy for years and now it was within reach. All she needed to do was sign up and take off some clothes. She stretched her neck to look around the place and I knew what she was thinking: How many people would see me naked?

She was considering it!

I scanned the club too. The crowd was mostly men, as you’d expect, but these days a fair number of women enjoy naked women too. I said nothing as the decision had to be completely hers, but I saw subtle signs that the mere idea was enough to arouse her. Her nipples stiffened beneath her top, her fingertips gently toyed with the smooth fabric of her dress. When she looked down at what she was wearing, I knew we were close. She gulped her drink, finished the glass.

“One song,” she told me, emphatically. “That’s all.”

I knew exactly what she meant. My heart jumped.

“Entirely up to you,” I said.

She kissed me with trembling lips and moved to the DJ booth, asking questions. I watched the man nod or shake his head or point to various places around the club. Moments later, Shyla was off. She blew me a kiss before passing through an Employees Only door guarded by a huge bouncer wearing a three-piece suit.

I sipped my drink and tried to calm myself but failed. I glanced around again at all the faces in here. Provided Shyla did not chicken out, which was a distinct possibility, we were all about to see my sexy wife scantily clad. My heart raced. I wanted to see that, but I did not know why I wanted to see that. I set my artist’s mind for self-examination to work on that riddle and sipped my drink.

I noticed Shyla had left her purse with me. Either they’d provide her with something to wear or she’d come out in a bra and panties. I tried to remember if I’d seen her dress tonight and what she might be wearing under her dress, but I had no memory. I would be surprised like the rest of them. I watched a blonde followed by a brunette, but my mind was elsewhere. Every time the spotlight hit that opening where the girls strode out onto the stage, my heart skipped a beat.

The blonde finished her songs and collected her tips and waved to the appreciative crowd. My eyes followed her to the curtains which hid the stage exit. She stepped though and before the drapes could close, my wife emerged. Her eyes told me how nervous she was, but her body hid it. She’s professionally trained and has danced in many productions, so her body knew what to do. She’s smooth and graceful and feminine and lovely, and I’m not just a proud husband describing the woman he loves. She truly is a skilled dancer. Those talents have never been used in a situation like this, but muscle memory takes over. She displayed poise and confidence and incredibly feminine sexuality. I’m not bragging when I say the audience immediately sat up and noticed the difference.

Shyla strode purposefully onto the stage. She’d let her hair down and now whipped her long tresses around. She stopped, stabbed a man seated near the stage with her piercing eyes, raw lust undisguised, and then continued to the end. She smiled at another gentleman and then abruptly stood and reached for the sash which tied her wrap-around dress closed. I held my breath. Dear God, what was I witnessing?

Shyla loosened the knot and briefly opened her dress. We all caught a glimpse of black mesh see-through bra and panties, but what they didn’t know is that I purchased those items recently for my own birthday. Shyla was wearing them tonight as a treat for me when we got home, not knowing I’d bring us here. She spun and turned and opened both sides of the dress, blasting her body in our faces. The small dark circles of her areolas were obvious, but another surprise awaited me down below. Shyla had shaved her mound bare, anticipating an evening of hot sex with her loving husband after a nice dinner date. Now it was this crowded room that were the beneficiaries of her sexy tease. She whipped that dress around and off her arms and dropped it seductively on the stage.

Shyla stood boldly before us all. The spotlight cut right through the lacy mesh covering her full breasts and petite mons. Her chest heaved and not simply from her exertions. I’d never seen her so aroused. She basked in our riveted attention, soaking up and savoring every second of our lusty desire. Pulsating music blared but otherwise the room was silent. No one spoke. She held us all enthralled and she knew it.

She descended the steps at the end of the stage, teasing the first man seated there, wandering through the crowd and touching an earlobe here or a bare arm there, flirting, locking eyes and promising more. She toyed with us as the music played and her lithe body moved, drawing our eyes and holding us rapt. She straddled a young handsome man and balanced herself with her hands on his shoulders. She bent way back, inadvertently lifting her pussy under lace and directing it towards his face. His eyes dropped to her panty-covered labia, and he licked his lips. She gyrated her hips, teasing, and then pulled herself up again before sitting on his lap. I was watching her eyes, and I knew the moment she felt his erection through his pants. She ground down a little on him, pressing that cloth-covered cock head against her entrance.

I was as hard as stone!

I felt pride and lust and a wonderful angst. Every man in the room, and most of the women too, desired my wife more than anything else. Shyla moved with panther-like grace and purpose. She stalked us. She hunted us. She was hornier than all of us combined, and we were merely her willing prey. I could have dragged her from the stage and fucked her right then, but I had to wait like everyone else.

She straddled the next man too but facing away from him, grinding her firm ass in his face. She lowered her pussy to his lap too, on the hunt now for hard dicks, and found what she needed. She rocked her pussy back and forth over his stiff dick before moving to the next man. She sat on his lap facing him and arched her back, thrusting her big tits in his face. Her thin and lacy bra looked ready to burst, barely holding back her twin orbs. Her nipples were exposed for all to see, and we all stared.

I had no idea she could be this sexy. I had no idea she had all this bottled up inside her. I pictured her questioning her college roommates, collecting every detail of a life spent teasing. She left this last man by dragging her breasts across his face as she stood.

One by one she went around the tables at the front of the stage, teasing, flirting, and then subtly searching for and finding the erection she’d caused. That’s what she wanted. That’s how she was paid. That was her currency. Men stuffed money into her bra and panties but what Shyla really wanted was knowing she’d made yet another man erect. God, I wanted to fuck her so much.

She never made it to our booth. I never expected her to. In truth she was only absent from the stage a short while, although it felt like a long time. She climbed the steps and continued dancing when the next song started. She worked her way to the front and seductively moved her hips and shoulders, making and holding eye contact with every man. As the music climbed towards a crescendo, she reached behind and found the clasp to her bra. As the music peaked, she popped that clasp and allowed her bra to slide down her arms, freeing her large breasts. No longer smushed behind tight lace, her nipples quickly rose to stiff points. Her dancing shifted slightly to give her breasts more motion and we all sat hypnotized.

Money flew at her. The music began to fade away. She collected the cash and her bra and waved and smiled at the crowd. They loved her. She seemed to snap out of the same spell she’d cast on all of us, suddenly shy and bashful. She hid her tits behind her arms and collected the money with alligator arms, laughing like she could not believe what she’d just done. Honestly, I couldn’t either.

I was rock hard and jealous, filled with torment, and hornier than ever.

She vanished through the curtained aperture and the next girl, another blonde, came out to replace her. I watched that Employee Only door like a hawk and soon she emerged, dressed again, trying to make herself small and slip through the crowd unnoticed. Several men stopped her as she passed, handing her more money and business cards. She arrived at our booth laughing and delirious. She slid across the seat before I could speak and planted a hot and lingering kiss on my mouth. Our tongues writhed. I grabbed her tit and squeezed.

“Take me home,” she panted. “Fuck me. Fuck your naughty wife.”

“You were so hot,” I said, talking at the same time. “My God, you were amazing.”

We kissed again and she leaned back a little to see my eyes.

“You’re not mad?” she asked. “You don’t regret what I did?”

“Not in the least, Shy. That was incredible. I mean fucking incredible. You owned the room. Nobody could resist your Siren’s call.”

“That makes me happy. I was so worried I’d gone too far.”

“It was all fun and games. How many dicks did you make hard, not counting mine? You went from man to man, like a bee in a field of flowers, teasing until you got the erection you desired.”

Shyla froze. She thought that had been her secret, her private little obsession. She was shocked to learn her husband had known all along.

“I made you hard?” she asked, trying to redirect the conversation.

“Like a diamond,” I said. “But don’t worry, Baby. I know turning men on is a big part of it for you. I know you love that power. I know you love all those eyes on you but the real thrill is a room full of stiff dicks. I won’t deny you that. I admit I get jealous but it’s a strange kind of jealousy. It fuels my excitement. I like it. It’s a hurt that feels good.”

“Like when you smack my ass during sex?”

“I think exactly like that, yes.”

We kissed again.

“We can go home now or stay and watch more girls dance,” she said. “It’s up to you. I’m fine either way.”

“If we go home now, are you going to fuck my brains out?”

“Um hm,” she casually answered, tipping the last drops from the bottom of her glass. “And then, after you’ve passed out because you can’t take anymore, I’m going to break it off and keep fucking myself with it.”

I signaled the waitress we were ready to leave.


Chapter 4

“Son of a bitch!” I exclaimed, ending the call.

“What’s wrong?” Shyla asked.

“Eddy fucked up the bachelor party.”

“Eddy always fucks up everything. Who gave him the bachelor party responsibility. That’s the real fuck up.”

“Good point, but it was Randolph.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, the man who holds the purse strings.”

“Got to keep the billionaires happy.”

“That’s a good rule to live by,” I said. “Which is why I hope you don’t get mad.”

She made a face.

“What is there for me to get mad about?”

“Eddy was in charge of arranging the strippers. He lives in that world. He knows everybody.”

“Makes sense then that Randolph would give Eddy that job.”

“Yes, except Eddy also loves his cocaine, and now he’s in lockup downtown and won’t be out until at least Monday. Too late to help us. The task falls to me, and the party is tonight. I’ve called every place. There’s no one available.”

I stopped talking and looked at her. Her innocent face smiled back.

”Oh,” she said, suddenly understanding. “Wait. What? No way.”

“I have no other option. Eddy is the only one that knows you and he’s in jail. You’re a natural dancer, the men are all older and well-behaved, and there will be a ton of money in the room. Lastly, and most important, you love stripping in front of men.”

“Goddamn it, Travis.”

“You know I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t need to ask. You’ll save my ass, Eddy’s ass, and keep a billionaire happy, which is something you just said was important to do.”

She rolled her eyes and then closed them, tipping her head back and aiming her face at the ceiling. Her mind raced, seeking some other solution. I’d welcome it if she found one.

“Fine,” she said after a minute.

“This might be the wrong time to say this, but maybe you’ll have fun. It’s a private event at Randolph’s chateau. There are only ten men invited, nine with Eddy in jail. Eight, if you don’t count your husband.”

“Why wouldn’t I count my husband?”

“I figured the problem was men who have not yet seen you naked, seeing you naked at the party. I have seen you naked so seeing you naked again would be no problem for you.”

She laughed.

“Besides, I got the impression you enjoyed yourself at Next Door Girls. Am I wrong? You had a lot of fun driving us all crazy.”

“I did.”

“This is the same thing on a smaller scale.”

“The small scale is what worries me. In a room at a house? Me alone with ten men. The intimacy is a little daunting.”

“I’ll be there to keep you safe.”

“My hero.”

I grinned.

“Except it’s you who is stripping me naked and throwing me in with them,” she said. “My own husband is whoring me out.”

My face fell.

“I’m teasing,” she said. “About most of it. You are using me to save your own ass though. Remember this the next time I want something expensive.”

She got me good. I laughed and smacked her firm butt.

“You might want to shower and change,” I said. “The party starts in two hours. The stripper is scheduled to arrive an hour after that. I suggest you Uber.”

“We’ll need to act like we don’t know each other.”

“That’s a good idea, Shy. Maybe you can do your makeup heavy and do something with your hair you’ll never do again. In fact, you can adopt an entirely different persona. Have fun with it. I need to get ready and go. I should be there before the first guests arrive.”

We kissed. I took a quick shower, tossed on some linen pants and a cotton shirt, kissed her again, and bolted out the door. Randolph’s chateau was up on the hills overlooking the city. He went small, for a chateau, with only six bedrooms and eight bathrooms. He packed the place with every other luxury, however, so if you desired to play chess while floating in a pool and drinking margaritas and watching the latest movie on a large screen, the chateau was the place.

The groom was his nephew. I’ve never met the lad, but others have described him as intelligent, quiet, and reserved. He met his bride to be in college and proposed after a year and here we are, about to give him a night he’ll never forget. The other men were friends of Randolph and I’d never met them either. They were well connected and wealthy in their own right so forming a bond now would almost certainly lead to sales later. Randolph loved to talk me up as the next big thing.

I was there before anyone and received the food and drink deliveries as they came in. I had some hired help, two maids and a bodyguard, so we got things squared away quickly. I was carrying beer to the refrigerator when I noticed the statue I’d made for him in the den. The likeness of the face was perfect. My gaze dropped to the larger than average penis and I remembered Shyla’s hands working on the man. Puck, if I recalled his name correctly.

The first man arrived for the party, Emerson, and the others soon followed. Randolph arrived last with Nicodemus, the nephew, and whiskey flowed and cigar smoke filled the room. We all congratulated the young man. We moved to the game room to shoot some billiards and then swam a bit to cool off. We were all sitting on towels talking when the doorbell, a loud gong, rang.

“I’ll get it,” I offered.

I hurried. The door had beveled glass panels, so I saw the shape of Shyla outside. I was unexpectedly nervous. This was a bold move. Could we pull it off? I opened the door and swung it wide.

It was Shyla, but it wasn’t Shyla. My wife had transformed into a thousand-dollar stripper. Eyeshadow, eyeliner, heavy lipstick, and blush, I was amazed at how she’d transformed her face. I hate to admit it, but she was far sexier. She wore an astonishingly short skirt and tight top with a pushup bra to put her tits in your face. Vampish, yes, and on any other woman I wouldn’t like it, but on Shyla, just for tonight, it was breathtaking. She was holding nothing back. If she was going to do this, she was going to go all the way. I realized this probably felt more like what her roommates in college did, not the amateur hour with her husband standing guard.

“You hired a stripper?” she asked my dumbfounded face.

“Yes!” I blurted, trying to recover. “Yes. Sure. Come on in.”

She stepped inside and I closed the door behind her.

“You look fantastic,” I muttered. “Stunning.”

“Oh my God. Thank you for saying that. I have no idea what I’m doing. I was afraid I looked foolish.”

I ran my eyes up and down and let her catch me doing it.

“No,” I said. “You are hotter than the sun. Jesus.”

She stood a little taller. She smiled.

“Show time,” she said, handing me some music.

I ushered her into the room with the men. Eyes went wide. Jaws dropped. If she still needed an ego boost after what I’d said, this was it. I felt her excitement rise like she’d been given an injection. She left my side, floating across the room like she no longer needed me.

“Which one is Randolph?” she asked.

The man’s hand shot up. She stepped close and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

“That means,” she said, resting her barely covered ass on the leather couch. “That you are Nico, our guest of honor.”

Shy Nico smiled weakly.

“Nice to meet you, Nico,” my wife purred.

“Nice to meet you,” he said. “You’re very pretty.”

“Thank you. Nobody told me you’d be so handsome. You’re gorgeous.”

She kissed his cheek too and stood, locating the stage I’d set up for her. I hurried to the bank of light switches and dimmed them, loaded her music, and waited for her signal. She got ready and then softly laughed, seductive and playful. I started the music. And then I hit the stage with a dull red spotlight. She was ready, slowly easing into her sexy routine. I recognized the music as what she sometimes played while we made love. That got to me. My balls tingled. Why did she pick this music? She had to know it would affect me. Maybe that was her game. Tease me for putting her in this situation. Get me back, playfully, for these outrageous circumstances.

She moved with a natural sensuous grace. I’m her husband and I love her, so my opinion was undoubtedly biased, but if I set that aside for a second and just looked at her as if I were a stranger, or as if I were simply one of the guys present tonight, I saw how incredibly sexy the woman was. Her outfit barely hid anything. Breasts threatened to spill out. The curve of her butt cheeks flashed often. Simple dance moves often provided a sexy upskirt look and the titillating triangle of red lace panties hidden there.

She was driving us crazy.

She finished that song as she returned to the stage, and then dug into the gym bag she’d brought with her. She lifted a pair of bikini bottoms for men, an elephant’s face with room for the penis down the trunk. A gag gift to tease and gently humiliate the young man. She held them spread between her fingers, so we all got a good look.

“Put those on,” she said, throwing the bottoms in his lap. “Then I start round two.”

We laughed. Nico looked embarrassed. Shyla started the next song and crossed her arms on her chest, waiting, impatiently tapping her toe to get the young man moving. He looked at us to see if there was a way to get out of this but all he saw were faces of stone.

“You gotta do what the stripper tells you to do,” Randolph said.

Nico sighed, resigned to his humiliation. He untied his tennis shoes and pulled off his T-shirt. The man had a six-pack and some muscle definition.

“I think she meant for you to go change in the bathroom,” one of the men said, laughing. “Not right here.”

Nico stopped, even more embarrassed.

“Ignore Charles,” another man said. “Go ahead. You’re almost finished anyway.”

Nico was unsure how to proceed. He looked to Uncle Randolph who simply shrugged and vaguely gestured towards the bathroom. Nico misunderstood and hooked his thumbs in his pants and pushed everything down, underwear included.

“Whoa!” Charles exclaimed. “Haha! I did not see that coming!”

Nico was hung. The young man had seven or eight inches of soft, wide penis hanging down. Charles further embarrassed the young man because apparently Nico had no idea about how nature had favored him. He quickly fumbled for the elephant bikini bottoms and pulled them up his legs, sliding his dong into the trunk. His cock did not properly fit, leaving a couple inches exposed at the root. He quickly sat down, wishing all this would be over. I glanced at Shyla for her reaction, but my wife was unreadable.

Shyla slowly danced as she left the stage to wander among us men. We kept our hands to ourselves, feasting on the delicious sight of her. She reached Nico and nudged his knees apart, standing between them, dancing only for him. He looked away often, at first, but gradually came to stare at my wife, running his gaze again and again over every inch of her.

The elephant’s trunk began to stretch and fill.

Shyla turned her back on the young man and bent at the waist, drawing her shirt skirt up and over her ass. With the red panties in our faces, I noticed up close they were see-through. I ogled her smashed and folded labia, looking a little swollen, a sure sign all this excited her as much as it excited me. I glanced down the row of men seated on the couch. Every one of us showed a bulge at the crotch.

Shyla turned to face Nico again and lifted his hands from his lap. She placed his palms against her lacy red bra, pushing the boundaries of what a stripper is paid to do but yeah, this was for Nico. The man left his hands where she’d put them, afraid to do something inappropriate.

“Squeeze my big tits,” she told him, her voice husky.

Now I understood how aroused Shyla actually was. She played it cool but the strain in her voice revealed everything. I adjusted my erection inside my jeans, suddenly aware how hard she had me.

Nico obeyed. All eyes were on his hands kneading my wife’s full tits. Even Shyla watched his hands on her. Then her gaze jumped to the cock in his lap. The elephant’s trunk had risen to half-mast, and my wife bit her bottom lip. The lad was thick, maybe three-fingers wide, and the thin fabric holding him back strained to contain him. Shyla covered his hands with her own and helped him play with her breasts, then she danced away, buying herself time. She returned to the stage and began a series of slow gyrations that had us all mesmerized. She seemed to lose focus for a moment as she swept her gaze down the couch and discovered each of us hard for her. She turned her back to collect herself and try to calm down, and then she reached under her skirt and drew her sheer red panties down. Holy Mother of Christ, there was her sweet little pussy for all of us to see.

“Forgive me, Honey,” one of the men said, speaking to his absent wife, drawing down his zipper to free his tortured penis.

He slow-stroked himself as he studied Shyla.

“Good idea,” Charles said, freeing his cramped penis too.

One by one each man did the same. Randolph hesitated and then joined in. I did not hesitate at all. When Shyla turned to once again face us, she was greeted by a forest of erect dicks. Only Nico, the husband to be, abstained.

“You gentlemen sure know how to make a girl feel sexy,” my wife exhaled.

“You are sexy,” Randolph growled. “Well done, Travis.”

“Thank you,” I said. “She came highly recommended.”

“Did I?” Shyla chuckled. “That’s good to know. A woman’s reputation is so important. Men can behave like scoundrels, but a woman must act prim and proper if she wants to be respected.”

Shyla pulled her top off and tossed it away. She reached behind her back and popped the clasp on her bra. I’d seen that move before. She shimmied her arms and the bra slid down and then there they were in all their glory. She dropped the brasserie to one side. She kicked her red panties in the other direction. She danced a little pirouette and then seductively rotated her hips as she pushed the short skirt off her hips. She stood tall, basking in our riveted attention, nude except for her high heeled shoes. She was radiant.

“You are the politest guest of honor I’ve ever worked with,” she told Nico.

“I don’t know what to do,” he admitted. “My fiancée says the same thing. I’m sorry. My dad’s never around. I have no friends my age. Who’s supposed to tell me about this stuff?”

My heart went out to him. Shyla’s did too.

“I am,” she said, placing a leg against each of his inner thighs.

She walked her stance wider, forcing his legs to open, exposing the elephant to us. The trunk now curved up from his lap, thin fabric glued tightly to his girth.

“Women like me,” she purred. “Have always educated sweet boys like you.”

My wife leaned over him, briefly dangling her breasts in his face before kissing him on the mouth.

“I’m afraid I’ll lose her,” Nico mumbled, coming up for air. “She knows so much more than me.”

“Let’s fix that,” Shyla said.

My wife’s hand drifted down. Her slim and delicate fingers curled around that elephant trunk, diamond wedding ring glittering in the low light, and she squeezed, squeezed his thick and rigid shaft. Shyla held another man’s cock in her hand. I thought my mind would melt. I thought my heart would explode. I played it cool like the other men but on the inside, a hurricane raged. Shyla scanned up and down the row of erect dicks, including mine, before making her next move. She stood and turned her back on the young man and then settled her ass on his lap. She leaned her back against his chest and guided his stiff cock around in front. His clothed meat stood guard at the entrance to her bare pussy, arching up like a spike between her labia. She held him there with a hand and rocked her hips, drawing her clit up and down the length of him, rubbing herself along the top of his dick.

“That feels good,” he muttered, buried under her.

“Yes, it does,” she agreed. “Better for me than for you, though, which seems a little unfair.”

She held him tightly against her pussy, using his dick to masturbate. The dude was fat and unyielding now, fully engorged and hard as steel. Shyla ground her pussy against him, breathing faster. I realized she headed towards an orgasm, and I softly moaned. A few guys heard me.

“She’s so hot,” Charles murmured.

“She is,” I agreed.

Shyla slipped a finger under the thin material of his bikini bottom and pulled it aside, revealing the man’s veiny fat cock. Precum leaked like crazy, a strand connecting the tip of his dick to the fabric. Shyla was staring at his meat and rubbed her thumb over his opening, smearing his oozing jizz around the tip. Her hips moved faster now, as she chased her climax, with longer strokes and greater pressure. She dragged her clit up and down his inches, bare skin on bare skin. I’ve never seen anything even close to that erotic before.

“Fuck, yeah,” she whimpered.

“She’s gonna cum,” Randolph said.

Half an inch. That’s all it took. Half an inch too high and her opening came down on the tip of his cock, snagging the point and directing him backward, backward, and into her steaming tunnel. Nico and Shyla groaned loudly as his cock plowed into her hot wet passage, filling my wife with hard young dick. Charles reached for a breast. Randolph reached in to rub her clit. I sat stunned, rocked by a thunderbolt. His fat dick forced her hole wide around the shaft, pulling her inner pussy lips tight around his girth. Half his cock was buried inside her body. I couldn’t breathe. I could only stare. She lifted her hips and he almost escaped but Nico grabbed her hips from behind and forced her down, sinking every inch. Shyla’s head flew back, her mouth opened, a strange, strangled cry drifted out. She filled her lungs and then cried out, wailing at her stuffed cunt, desperately sucking air.

Charles pulled her nipple as her orgasm hit. My wife went wild, thrashing atop Nico, planting her feet on the floor and powering her tight pussy up and down his length. She fucked herself on him, in hot pursuit of a second climax while still not finished with the first. Randolph tortured her clit while Charles added his free hand, teasing and caressing her breasts as she came. It was a glorious sight, and my artist brain devoured every millisecond of it, but my husband brain ran in circles. There was no denying the heat and passion and raw eroticism of the moment, but, goddamn it, that was my wife packed full of cock. I watched in silence, time slowed.

“Nnngghh!” Nico cried, forcing Shyla’s hips down hard, driving his dick all the way in and forcing her to stop. Her legs scrambled to keep fucking him and they fought each other, Nico holding her down as he pumped his gallons of hot young cum into her and my wife, working her pussy up and down his dick, chasing yet another climax. Milky fluid leaked from around his shaft. Shyla succeeded in reaching another orgasm, not as powerful as her first two but longer lasting. She slumped on top of him, eyes closed.

We all looked at each other.

“Let’s get them up,” Randolph said, lifting Shyla’s hand. “They can have the master bedroom.”

“Wait. What?” I asked.

“They’ll want to shower,” he said. “Clean themselves up. They might want to go again, who knows. Nico has the advantage of youth, so he’ll probably be able to get hard again soon, and this girl seems eager to teach him. Help them stand.”

I was dumbfounded. I helped Shyla lift herself off Nico’s deflating cock. Sperm ran down her inner thighs. Randolph led Nico towards the double doors of the bedroom and held out his hand for Shyla. She took it as my mind raced for a reason she should leave right now. I could not think of one, not one that sounded believable. Randolph held their hands like a proud mentor and guided them to the bedroom. He opened the doors and ushered them inside. Shyla glanced back at all of us, her eyes lingering a little longer on mine, and then Randolph closed the door, sealing the lovers inside. Panic settled on me like a devil. I battled myself to get calm.

Randolph returned to the couch and laughed. The others joined him for real. I forced mine. I stared at the doors where Shyla had vanished.

“That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen,” one of the men said.

“I must agree,” said another. “The woman is this gorgeous mix of innocent and sexy. Nico had no idea what to do with her. She took the reins and guided him and we all got to enjoy the hottest sex scene ever. I will wake up the wife when I get home.”

“You’re welcome to stay the night,” Randolph said. “All of you. I’ll understand if you have other engagements but I’m staying with Nico.”

They started working out the details of who was staying and which bedrooms they got but all I did was stare at those goddamn double doors. What was happening behind them? I was dying to know. Shyla would conclude it was pointless to slam on the brakes now. Nico was in her, leaking out of her. I imagined she’d shower after the sex but then anything could happen. My frustration grew in step with my angst but also, surprisingly, my arousal.

“You seem quiet,” Randolph said to me.

“Yeah, just worried about repercussions. Did you notice she wears a wedding ring? I hope we don’t need to deal with an angry husband. Intercourse was never part of the stripper package.”

He waved me off.

“I’ll just throw money at the guy,” he said. “Every man has a price. Hell, she was so sexy I’m thinking about fucking her too. I’ll give the man so much cash he’ll sell her to me. I’ll rent her a couple times a month.”

Ha. Ha. Big laugh. Randolph was so pleased with himself and his power. I glanced at the bedroom door again. What was taking place behind it? Randolph studied my face.

“I think I understand,” he said.

“Understand what?”

“This elevated level of concern.”

“Is that what I have?”

“It’s written all over your face, Travis. I think you wanted that woman for yourself and you’re frustrated that Nico has her. Maybe you planned on taking her to a hotel after the party.”

“Something like that.”

“I knew it. I could tell. Don’t worry. How long can that young man last?”

We stared at the bedroom door together. Too much time had passed. If Shyla was going to shower and excuse herself, she would have been out here by now. The other men said goodnight at various times, leaving for home or headed off to sleep. After a while even Randolph left. I sat on that couch and looked at that door until sleep claimed me hours later.


Chapter 5

“Wake up, sleepy head,” the voice said.

I opened my eyes. A grinning Shyla leaned over me, dressed in her tight top and short skirt again, but clutching her bra and panties. The chateau was dark and quiet.

“Let’s go,” she said, and this time I smelled the cum on her breath. “Before that maniac wakes up and wants me again.”

“He fucked you?”

She leaned back, reassessing my level of grogginess.

“That’s a silly question,” she said. “Come on, I’ll tell you in the car.”

I grabbed my car keys and my jacket, slipping my coat around her shoulders.

“Chivalry,” she murmured. “Even after all that.”

We slipped out the front door and hurried to my car. The mountain wind was cold. I checked my phone and discovered it was just after four in the morning. I held her door open and hurried around. In minutes we were winding our way down that twisting mountain road.

“So,” I said, after waiting as long as I could. “He fucked you?”

She rested her feet on the dashboard, dropping her high heels on the floor.

“He fucked me,” she admitted. “He fucked me, and fucked me, and fucked me, and then he fucked me again.” She separated her feet and lifted the front of her short skirt. “See?”

I glanced down, trying to keep one eye on the road. Her pussy was bright pink, swollen, and raw. Her inner lips protruded, also swollen. She spread her labia with two fingers, determined to hide nothing from me, and fished out a drop of pure white semen. Her words already had my dick rising but the sight of that sperm clinging to her finger sent blood surging. I gasped.

“I bet you’re getting hard,” she giggled. “I bet you hated being on the wrong side of that door.”

“Fucking hell, Shyla. I thought you were just going to strip tonight.”

“So did I. But you were there. You saw how things played out. Every time things escalated, I waited to hear you say something to slow them down or back them off, but you never did. All I remembered was you telling me to keep the billionaires happy. So, I did. Incredibly happy.”

I tried to be furious. I searched around inside for some anger to throw at her, but I found none. All I found was titillation and excitement.

“You sucked him off too?” I asked.

She leaned against the passenger door, opened her legs a little wider. She was exploring my reactions as much as I was. She was learning things about me at the same time I was learning them myself.

“Yes,” she said. “I did suck him off. He has a real nice cock. It makes me cum.”

“Big?”

“It is big, and I enjoyed that aspect very much, but it’s also young and strong. He’d get hard again so quickly after he cums. He was ravenous for me, Travis. He could not get enough. I turned him on so much his body trembled, and you know what turning on a man does to me. After he’d fucked me a few times my pussy got too tender so, there at the last, I sucked him off instead of fucking him again.”

“How many times?”

“I only sucked him off once.”

“No,” I said, my heart thumping inside my chest. “How many times did he fuck you? How many times did he cum inside you?”

“Oh. Yeah, I guess that does matter more. Five, I think.”

“Five!”

“He’s a little stud, Travis, and his cock is fine, fine, fine.”

“You don’t have to be so pleased with yourself.”

“Why not? My loving husband just pimped me out. My husband just used me to keep a client happy. I would never have placed myself in that situation. You put me there. I made the best of things. Should I pretend to hate it? Nico is good looking and has a nice body and his dick was simply a delight. The man was so hot for me. Of course I’m pleased with myself, just like you would be if I asked you to satisfy some hot babe as a favor to me. I’m guilt-free as far as I’m concerned. What I find much more interesting is this.”

She leaned across the seats and grabbed my hard dick through my pants. I jumped, startled by her sudden action.

“You like it when I’m a bad wife,” she said, laughing.

I had no comeback. She gripped my hard penis like she clutched a trophy.

I drove in sullen silence. She was right, but that truth made me nervous. There are some doors you leave locked. As soon as that thought traveled through my mind, I rebelled. My artist’s soul rejected that stance. No door should remain locked, no subject is taboo. One’s moral compass guides them but that’s all about behavior. We all need to behave with kindness and empathy, but our thoughts are our own and we should not fear them. We should not lock them away. Ever.

I turned and faced my fear and realized I was afraid that if I allowed Shyla to explore this new freedom, I’d lose her to it. I loathed that idea but, if that was to be my fate, then better to lose her now rather than later.

“You’re right,” I admitted. “I do like it when you’re a naughty wife. I like it when you give your sexual self free reign. No, I don’t like it, I love it. I love it when you’re bad. I love it when you’re wildly sexual and it doesn’t have to be with only me.”

She smiled sweetly but said nothing. She leaned over and kissed my cheek and then lowered her head to my lap. I heard my zipper fall and then felt her hot mouth engulf me. I gasped.

“Cum in my mouth,” she said, pausing long enough to speak. “My pussy is too tender from Nico’s thick cock. You don’t get to fuck me tonight. You probably won’t fuck me for days. But I admit I’m hot for you. I love that you’re hard for me even after what I did. I love that you put your jacket around my shoulders even after I fucked another man and I love that you opened my car door for me, knowing what happened behind that bedroom door. You’re a class act, Travis, and I love you. I always will.”

She lowered her head over my lap. I felt her hot breath on my cock and balls.

“Right now,” she said. “I want to swallow your load after having so recently swallowed his. I want to be a woman who once sucked off two men in a row. I’m going to suck your cock and I want you to cum in my mouth too, just like Nico. So, Baby, fire when ready. Blast it all right down my throat. I want it.”

She got to work on me, and I did not last long. I was stressed and agitated and made incredibly horny by what she’d done. I carried so much sexual tension in my body that her vacuuming mouth forced me to explode. She ripped my climax from me, demanding the milk of my balls, and she gulped me down to mix with Nico.

She was masturbating fast and furiously when I shot, and I’m not sure, but I think she may have orgasmed too.


Chapter 6

Shyla finished her set and left the stage. This was fun for both of us now. We’d hit the amateur hour several times over the last few weeks, and she was acquiring a fan base. Men looked forward to seeing her. Her feet barely touched the ground. I made friends with the bouncers and the DJ. I sat in the booth, far from the stage, and sipped my drink. Shyla had one more set and then we’d race home and fuck like animals.

An older gentleman with a slight beer-belly approached and asked if he could speak with me briefly. I’d seen him at the club many times, so I said sure and gestured at an empty chair. He sat.

“My name is Rodrigo Gonzales,” he said. “I own this club plus a few others. Nothing fancy. I know Shyla is your wife because I’ve asked around and while house rules prevent a husband from being inside the club while his wife dances, I’ve decided to make an exception to that rule for you.”

“Thank you. Why?”

He gave me a formal nod.

“Because my employees say you’re cool, and because I want Shyla to come work for me. Enough of this amateur stuff. She’s better than that. She dances like an angel. She’s pretty. She has a lovely body. But mostly because my customers love her. I get several requests a night. Each time she’s on the stage men ask what her regular nights are. They want to schedule time to watch her. Have you ever heard of such a thing? Truly, they love her. Sadly, I cannot provide my valued customers with that information because Shyla comes and goes as she pleases. I’d like to pay her to be here on Friday and Saturday nights, nine to one. She’ll make a lot of money.”

“We have a lot of money.”

He looked at me funny.

“Why does she dance?”

“She dances,” I said. “Because it pleases her, because she loves to capture all the men’s attention, because she feels empowered when she makes them want her.”

“She’ll have crowds three times this size. Four.”

“I’ll tell her about it. No promises.”

“Of course. Thank you. She’s good for my business.”

I watched him walk away.

Shyla soon came out for her final set and then joined me in our booth. I told her about the offer, and she got nervous.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Everything’s perfect right now. Why mess with it?”

“Bigger crowds. Bigger thrill. Totally up to you.”

Three days later she decided to go for it.

“I can always quit, right?” she said.

Two days after that I found myself sitting closer to the stage. The Saturday night crowd was nothing like the weekday crowd. These men brought energy. These men were out for a good time. Drink flowed and voices were raised. Shyla was intimidated her first set, all that bashfulness rushing back. Her second set was better and by her third appearance on the stage, she was feeding off their energy. She whipped her hair around, strutted her long legs, teased with her big tits, and they began to notice.

One man noticed a lot.

He was a distinguished older gentleman, with gray at the temples and in his mustache. He was well dressed and looked bored until Shyla hit the stage. She soon had him wrapped around her finger. He’d speak to her each time she danced in front of his seat. Sometimes she’d shake her head no, and sometimes she’d nod yes. I wondered what they were talking about.

She finished this set and left the stage, but circled around to his small table when she exited the dressing room. She accepted the offered chair and they talked, leaning close to hear each other over the music. While out on the floor between sets most of the dancers wore light, short lingerie style robes. Shyla did too, but she’d allowed hers to loosen, the two halves falling away from her chest as she leaned in to speak to the man. His eyes deliberately roamed her exposed breasts, and she let him. He must have been tipping well.

He placed his hand over hers and spoke earnestly. Shyla listened to this man, her face only inches from his. They had a natural intimacy I found unsettling, like Shyla was genuinely attracted to him for who he was. I know that’s what strippers are supposed to portray, but I believe I can read my wife deeper than that. She was truly drawn to him. They leaned together, their bodies blocking my view. Finally, he spoke his last words and leaned back, waiting for her decision.

My wife stood and took his hand in hers. I did not understand until I saw her lead him to the VIP room. She spoke to the bouncer standing guard. He nodded and spoke into his walkie-talkie, and then my wife and her new favorite man passed through the curtain, and she was gone.

I tried to stay calm. I really did. But the more I replayed Shyla’s encounter with the man, the more nervous I became. That she was utterly cut off from me was beyond question. No way could I get back there and even if I did, the booths are high backed on three sides with a black drape at the front. The only way to see what went on in that booth was to be in that booth.

Weeks had passed since her encounter with Nico. My angst at allowing another man inside her had mostly faded. We still felt the rush every time she stripped but no actual sex had taken place except between us, and that sex had been out of this world. We’d never felt closer. What she’d done with Nico had ignited a fire for us both, but there was never a suggestion that she do it again with someone else. No, this man represented a huge escalation. She had to know I was dying out here.

I fretted. Lord did I fret. I chewed a fingernail, and I chewed the ice at the bottom of my glass. Time passed so slowly. Her next set would be coming around but that would grant me no reprieve. When a girl takes a client into the VIP area, she tells the bouncer, and he radios the change to the other girls. Her set would be covered. VIP girls can take as long as they want, provided their mark is handing over cash.

What was Shyla doing? I easily pictured that man’s cock slipping in and out of her mouth. Would she blow him at work? Most of the other dancers didn’t hesitate. They’d almost suck dick for free. Fucking the client cost more and fucking bareback cost a lot more. Jesus! Was my wife fucking this guy without a condom?

I groaned and the two guys at the table next to me gave me a weird look. I rested my head in my hands. My guts were a bag of snakes wrestling. The waitress came by to check on drinks and I changed my order to a whiskey neat. I pounded it in one gulp.

How much time had gone by?

I counted backward. If the average song was five minutes and each girl danced to three songs, then accounting for conversation and flirting each girl was on stage between fifteen and twenty minutes.

“Goddamn it!” I barked.

Shyla had been gone around forty-five minutes already.

“You want to calm down, buddy?” the table next to me said.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’m stressing out.”

Forty-five minutes. Shyla was riding his lap for sure. She sucked his cock first and then mounted him and now fed him her big titties while riding his lap. Sound faded. My internal focus created a perfect vision of Shyla fucking.

When the curtain opened and my wife reappeared, I jumped, startled. She hurried backstage and then came out to dance two songs later. I scrutinized every inch of her body. When her top came off, her nipples looked swollen and stiff. When her bottoms came off her pussy looked puffy. I moved closer and laid a five-dollar bill on the edge. She danced my way, pretending she didn’t know me.

“Yes,” she said, before I asked anything.

“Yes what?”

She leaned down to retrieve the money, her mouth close to my ear.

“Yes,” she whispered, hot and sultry, sending shivers up my spine. “I fucked him, and yes, he has a big cock.”

She stood and squared her shoulders, using the same smile on me she used on every other man, and then she danced away before I could ask more questions. She left me spinning. I watched her work the stage and realized how every man there was simply a marionette, and she controlled the strings. We get teased a lot about thinking with our dicks but as I searched the faces gazing up at my wife, I understood it was true. Their relationship with her was superficial and transactional and they were content with that. They wanted to gawk at her, and she was happy to let them.

She squatted before a good-looking young man and kept her knees tight. They swapped a few words, he made her laugh, and she slowly parted her thighs. Wider and wider she went and then she spread her labia too. His face registered shock and then intense shock. I read his lips from across the long stage.

You just fucked someone?

Shyla bit her bottom lip to prevent a wicked grin and nodded rapidly. He jammed his hand into his pocket and slapped money down for her. The laugh she’d tried to stop burst forth. Did he see sperm inside her? Had her pussy dripped cum onto the stage? I felt sure it had. She’d taunted him with another man’s semen, dangling the fantasy that he too might get a chance. Sweet Jesus, she was good at this.

My dick throbbed inside my pants. My artist’s eye was captivated by every sexy thing she did. My artist’s imagination was ignited by the reality of what she did. She was no actress. She wasn’t pretending. Best of all, she did these things not out of a sense of revenge or retribution for my having handed her to Nico, but rather because handing her to Nico had made us both aware of something but hadn’t known we would love.

She leaned back and shuffled her pussy closer to the edge of the stage. The man was not allowed to touch her, but he got his face so close the bouncer watching took a step towards him. I was sure that good-looking young man smelled the sperm inside her. She teased him with her cunt, closer and closer, daring him to try something. He knew better, but God, the look of desire on his face was intense. My wife allowed him to examine her cheating slit up close and personal. I read her lips too.

You want to fuck me? she asked, voice drowned out by the pulsing music.

Yes! he answered.

She rose to her feet. She left his money on the stage.

Are you hard?

He leaned back and showed her his crotch. Shyla shivered despite the heat and sweat. My wife loves making men hard. She abandoned him like she had me, dancing away to the next man. He held his head in his hands, devastated by her feminine aura, obliterated by his own desires. I watched him wrestle with his lust and eventually noticed the man she’d taken to the VIP section had returned to his seat. Shyla worked the stage and all of our imaginations and then her set concluded and she left the stage, handing things off to the next girl.


Chapter 7

“His name is Thomas Paine,” Shyla said, teasing my cock through my pants as I drove. “Spelled like ouch with an e. He writes and sells screenplays and has produced several hits. He’s smart and funny and he says I’m the most desirable woman he’s ever seen. How could I refuse a man that says something like that? No way. I can’t.” She squeezed my shaft, following the length down to my balls nestled in my underwear. “But you don’t want to hear about the man,” she continued. “You want to hear about how he fucked me with his fat cock. You want to hear about how he pulled it out while I was speaking with him. He told me I’d made him hard, so I told him to prove it. Discreetly, he did. But that only made me want him more. I was already going to fuck him just for who he is. That thing was the last straw.  I enjoy big ones, but I know they’re a fantastic thrill for you, my sweet husband, so I gave this man what he so desperately wanted of me.”

“You fucked him in the VIP room.”

She squeezed my dick again, decided I was hard enough to stroke, and began jerking me through my pants.

“I did,” she said. “More accurately, he fucked me. The man may be older, but he’s lost nothing to age. He pinned me down in that small booth and filled me with throbbing cock. I had my legs spread so wide they rested on each wall. I hope Chris, the DJ, got a good show. Thomas pounded me until I orgasmed and, being the perfect gentleman, he thought he should stop. I grabbed his ass and made him continue until he erupted inside me. God, it was so hot and sexy.”

I moaned, forcing myself to concentrate on the road. I pictured perfectly every detail she fed me.

“When he pulled out, he was still mostly hard, so I whipped around and sucked on it. Men love that shit. His cock was leaking sperm into my mouth. I knew I had to hurry to the stage, but I wanted to spend more time with him. I’d never done anything like that with a customer. I felt so sexy. Unfortunately, I took too long and had to hit the stage without cleaning up. Imagine my surprise when the men responded with bold naked lust over my used cunt. I got hot all over again.”

She drew my zipper down and slid my stiff dick into her mouth. I presumed she’d finished the story telling. I drove and let her orally worship my meat, imagining all the things she said she’d done.

“Wait,” I said, after a few minutes. “What do you mean Chris the DJ got a good show? He was back there with you?”

She stopped sucking to answer.

“No, Baby,” she said. “Every booth has a starlight camera aimed down into it. They can see everything despite the darkness. The owner lets girls make extra money any way they wish, but he does not tolerate violence against his dancers, or any kind of drug use. Chris has a whole bank of monitors he keeps an eye on and will call security in an instant.”

Blood surged to my cock. My first thought was that a recording probably existed of what Shyla had done with that man, and I wanted to see it, but then I leaped to the DJ booth and my ability to watch my wife in real time. She started sucking again but I grabbed a handful of her hair and pried her mouth away until her eyes met mine.

“Get me into that DJ booth,” I said. “And then fuck him again. Fuck anyone. I want to watch you. I want to watch my lovely wife take cock.”

Her eyes went wide as understanding hit.

“I want to see you hungry for it,” I said.

She stopped sucking.

“I can pick a new man each night,” she said, tonging my twitching penis. “I can tease them all, make them hard, then take one back to the VIP room and fuck his brains out, all in front of my husband. Oh my God.”

She swooped on my stiff dick, forcing so much into her mouth and down her throat that she gagged. She was picturing herself fucking another man for me, her audience of one, her husband, watching her enjoy the man she wanted most that night. She was thrilled beyond words.


Chapter 8

I tried to work in my studio, but forget about it. My hands trembled too much already. Tonight would be my first night with DJ Chris and I could barely speak. My mouth was desert dry, my legs weak. Shyla had taken an Uber to the club already. I was trying to finish up some last-minute items but finally shoved everything aside. I could concentrate on one thing only: watching my lovely wife get fucked. I’d see her, briefly, with Nico, but that was in a loud and crowded room. She was putting on a show for all of us. This would be simply her and the man of her choosing. I was amped.

I cleared some paperwork from my workbench and noticed a receipt of payment. The cash I’d given Puck to model for us. I remembered the statue in Randolph’s den and then the images of Shyla applying strips of soaked cloth to Puck’s body. He was the catalyst that ignited all this change.

I’d scrawled his phone number across the slip of paper.

An idea popped into my head, and I acted on it before giving it much thought. I needed to be impulsive about this. I texted Puck and told him that Shyla would be stripping tonight and where, if he had any desire to see her nude.

What followed was a rapid-fire exchange of texts where I explained, omitting details about her fucking certain clients, but inviting him to come see her. She’d held his fat cock in hand. She’d wanted him. Now let’s see if she picked him. I thought about telling Shyla what I’d done but decided a surprise was better. I cleaned up, showered, and drove to the club. I found my favorite table and settled in.

Three girls later, Shyla hit the stage. She was on fire tonight, fueled by my earlier consent. She held nothing back tonight, flirting with a gleam in her eye and a wicked smile on her lips. She was a girl possessed, horny as fuck and making sure everyone saw it. She’d never looked sexier.

Puck entered the club and wandered towards the stage. I wanted an unbiased interaction, so I hid my face from both of them. Shyla took several minutes to discover Puck in the audience but once she did, she burst with joy. She smiled and laughed with delight, genuinely thrilled to see him there. After that, she danced for him and only him. Poor guy. Everyone was wondering what he was to her. A couple guys told him to ask her out, since she was so clearly interested in him. He glanced around for me, but I stayed hidden. Adding a covert element to my game made everything more exciting.

Shyla finished the first song and began the next. Her top hit the ground and her bottoms soon followed. She may have given Puck most of her attention but that did not slow the men in the audience down. She’d become a favorite here at the club. She worked the crowd but made sure they understood Puck held her fancy.

Finally, she dropped to the stage right in front of him. She writhed and undulated, grinding and teasing and offering her wet cunt right in his face. He adjusted the crotch of his jeans again and again, obviously rock hard. Shyla loved that. The song was winding down when he made his move, waving her closer to whisper something in her ear. Her face lit up. Her eyes got big. She nodded yes enthusiastically, agreeing, I believed, to lead Puck back to the VIP section.

This was happening. I gulped the last of my drink to steel my nerves and hurried to the DJ booth. I’d worked out the details with Chris and Rodrigo already. The bouncer guarding the door smirked at me, fully aware why I wanted in. I got the impression he’d seen the tape with Thomas and Shyla and probably thought I was a little bitch for allowing my wife to do that. To each his own. He knocked on the door and Chris let me in. The monitors were on the far side of the booth and a chair had thoughtfully been placed for me. I turned to look at Chris.

“I don’t judge,” he said. “Life is short. Whatever floats your boat. If you and Shyla dig it, that’s all that matters. My boyfriend loves when I cum on his face. We all have our own things.”

“Thanks for the chair.” I said.

“Brother, you can take it out and wank it if that’s what you want.”

He briefly explained how the control stick moved each camera and how I can zoom in and out. Everything had a faint green tint, but he said that’s because the VIP section was bathed in a special light invisible to the human eye but easily picked up by the special cameras. I was shocked at how good the picture quality was. Two girls already had clients back there and one of the girls already had a hard cock in her mouth. I zoomed on that, practicing with the cameras until I had the hang of it and then watching that pretty girl suck a mean dick. I scanned the other monitors frequently, awaiting Shyla and Puck. She took longer than I thought she would but perhaps they stayed to talk a bit. She wore her usual sheer wrap, leading Puck by the hand. I zoomed on his face, hoping to see the anticipation.

It wasn’t Puck! Shyla led Nico by the hand!

What had happened after I left? I pulled back to get a broader picture and discovered Randolph had joined his nephew in the VIP section. They all moved slowly because to them the area was almost pitch black. Shyla led them before a somewhat larger booth and turned to kiss Nico hotly on the mouth. He carefully stepped inside. Randolph approached and Shyla grabbed him too, kissing the older man deeply. I was shocked, shocked that Randolph was joining in, shocked that Puck had been tossed aside, and shocked at the real lust my wife showed for both. Randolph grabbed her big tit and squeezed. Behind her, newly brave Nico quickly shed his clothes. He joined them and guided Shyla’s hand to his growing cock. My wife tugged that meat with urgent need. She kissed Nico again, and then things happened fast.

In moments all three were fully naked. The billionaire must have paid off Rodrigo and the security staff. Shyla crouched to suck Nico’s big young cock and then pushed and pulled Randolph into place so she could suck him at the same time too. It must run in the family. Randolph sported an oversized cock too. No wonder he was fine with the sculpture I’d made for him. It wasn’t that far from the truth. Shyla had two big hard dicks in her face and eagerly worked them both. I don’t know why watching my wife act so slutty turned me on, but it did. God help me, it did. She smeared those dicks all over her face, sucking fat balls and licking sensitive taints. Nico pumped his hard cock through her long hair and Randolph made my wife open wide so he could settle his bald scrotum in her mouth. He barely fit, but she sucked on him anyway, pulling the wrinkled skin away from his body.

Randolph sat on the padded bench and spread his thighs. Shyla followed his movements, sure to keep him sealed behind her lips. She moved to all fours on the floor and Nico quickly moved behind her, pushing his cock in to fuck her doggie style. I had no sound with my images, but as Nico pushed that fat cock deep, I heard Shyla’s heartfelt moan in my brain. Randolph held her head in both hands and forced her mouth down his veiny spear. To them she was merely the stripper from the bachelor party, eager to be used. Randolph was accustomed to enjoying the things he’d paid for, and he'd paid for Shyla. She was his to do with as he pleased. The two men took advantage of my wife’s body, and, despite my simmering misgivings, my penis began to grow inside my pants.

After a while Randolph issued new instructions. I watched helplessly as Shyla crawled up his body, straddling his hips, reaching down to guide his thick cock into her. She kissed the man and lifted her ass: an offering to Nico. The shy young man knew exactly what to do and I held my breath as he got into position. He pressed the head of his cock against Shyla’s tight sphincter and eased himself through that snug ring. My wife reared back, shoulders stiff, eyes staring blankly at the ceiling, mouth open in a long, loud groan. Two cocks! Two cocks in her at the same time. My imagination had never pictured such a moment yet now I faced that reality. I worried for her until I noticed it was she that rocked her hips, she that fucked herself on them. The moment stunned me. Randolph pulled her closer to feast on her nipples and Shyla soon went rigid, muscles taut all over her body.

“I’d say your wife just orgasmed,” Chris offered.

I jumped. He’d moved closer and I’d been unaware, so focused on the monitor and the debauchery it displayed.

“I’d say you were right,” I rasped.

“It’s hot,” he continued. “Right? She’s your loving and devoted wife but here she is also some lusty porn star looking bitch. I’d love to watch my man fuck someone. As long as everyone knows it’s just sex, it’s really fucking hot sex. Your girl loves those two big men. I’ve seen that older one in here before but not the younger one. Do you know them? She seems to know them.”

“I know them.”

“Well, this is going to make every get-together awkward now. Sharing the room with a couple of guys that know what your wife feels like on the inside? Sounds problematic. I think it’s better when they’re strangers.”

“None of this was planned,” I said. “Everything just worked out this way.”

We watched the screens together while his latest song played. Shyla was losing her mind with a fat cock moving in her pussy and another fat cock moving up her ass. These guys were overwhelming her senses. Her body went rigid again.

“That’s another orgasm,” Chris said.

“I’m aware.”

“You know she’s our hottest dancer right now, right? Men call to learn her schedule. They won’t come to the club unless she’s going to be dancing. You scored yourself a true hottie.”

I did not answer. Nico had crawled higher over her body, and I saw his young and veiny dick easing in and out. Shyla’s asshole was stretched into a tight ring around his girth. Chris was as riveted as me.

Randolph and Nico sent their hands roaming all over her body. My wife was writhing between them. The men fucked her deep and slow and she returned the favor, grinding her pussy and ass against them.

Eventually, Nico began to pump his hips faster.

“He’s gonna cum,” Chris shared.

I didn’t respond. Chris was merely thinking out loud. He was right though. Nico was climbing that mountain, holding Shyla firmly, drilling her asshole. His head slowly lifted. Chris lifted his head too, unknowingly mirroring the hot sex he watched. When Nico shuddered and convulsed, blasting hot globs of sperm up my wife’s ass, Chris sighed deeply.

“So very hot,” he muttered.

Nico leaned on Shyla after he came but not enough to stop her from rocking her hips and fucking Randolph. She loved the sensation of a cock in her ass as she rode another in her pussy. She tossed her hair wildly as another climax shook her and then Randolph thrust one final time, hard, lifting his ass off the bench.

“That man’s cumming in your wife’s pussy,” Chris informed me.

“Yes, he is.”

“You should eat that pussy when you get her home tonight. Show that gorgeous woman some real love and devotion. Trust me, she’ll love you for it. Nothing says I worship you like eating a pussy after it’s been fucked.”

“How would you know that?”

He made a face like I’d hurt him.

“I have straight friends, Travis. Everybody tells the DJ everything.”

We watched the monitors again. Randolph was pumping an ocean of semen into Shyla, like he hadn’t cum in a month. My wife ground her hips down on the man like she was hungry, desperate for him to give her every drop.

“You should have seen her the other night,” Chris said. “Some gray-haired older dude. He pounded the shit out of her in that booth near the fire exit. Such a stud. She went out and danced with a pussy full of jizz. Epic. What a legend.”

“I wonder if she’ll go out and dance now with a load in each hole.”

“Ten to one she does. Your woman is a badass.”

Randolph and Nico extracted their long soft cocks from my wife’s body. They’d made their deposits in her and she practically purred. They dressed quickly and exited the VIP area. Shyla pulled on her tiny stripper outfit and her sheer wrap and then looked up at the hidden camera. My wife blew me a kiss. Chris belly laughed.

“Like I said,” he chuckled. “Legend.”


Chapter 9

I waited in the car. The parking lot was almost empty. Shyla took three other men back to the VIP section but all they got was blowjobs. Still, watching her suck on a cock was thrilling too. Puck was long gone and so were Randolph and Nico.

At last, Shyla emerged.

She looked sleepy and a little worn out, but she’d had a busy night. I ran around to open the door for her, but she backed in and plopped her butt on the seat. She held the door open with a knee and reached for my hands. I took hers.

“Are you okay?” she asked, earnestly. “That can’t be easy to watch.”

“It totally fucks me up,” I admitted. “But it also totally makes me hard. I especially love watching you dance with a used pussy. So wicked. So naughty. The club patrons go a little extra crazy for you when they think they have a chance. I love to see how badly they want you.”

She spread her knees wider, glancing around the empty lot to make sure we were alone. She wore sheer panties but pulled them aside to show me her naked cunt.

“I am such a bad girl,” she said. “Such a nasty wife.”

I barely heard her. A droplet of semen was oozing from her cunt to drip to the worn asphalt. The eroticism of the moment paralyzed me. She saw where my intense stare went and followed me down to her pussy.

“Oops,” she muttered. “Hello, Randolph. Or maybe that’s Rodrigo.”

Her words didn’t register for a moment.

“What?” I asked.

She spread her legs wider.

“After you left to go wait in the car, Rodrigo asked me to come to his office. I thought I might be in trouble after my threesome stunt but no, he’d watched the tape and was horny as hell. He fucked me from behind, bent over his desk. I should probably quit working here. I might be losing control.”

Again, I barely heard her. Two men filled her pussy right now? The heat in my body reached boiling. I remembered Chris’s words and dropped to my knees on weak legs. I lifted one of her legs on my shoulder and buried my face in her cheating cunt. God! It was all so raw and real. I tipped her back a little to get to her pussy better and I pushed my tongue all the way in. She tasted like a gorgeous, unfaithful woman. She tasted like she loved cock. Her used pussy drove me insane in an instant. She yelped but then groaned, grabbing my head and holding me. I tongued all around her labia and then tortured her clit.

“You like that?” she growled. “You like your nasty wife?”

“I love it,” I said.

“I know you do,” she whimpered, leaning back as my tongue probed and teased. “You must, to want me this way now. Show me, Baby.”

I did. Shyla had an earth-shattering climax in the parking lot of the strip club where she danced.


Chapter 10

I ended the call. Shyla studied me, aware something bad had happened.

“That sounded like terrible news,” she said.

“It was. Do you remember Charles from the bachelor party? Older man. Overweight. Balding.

“I remember him. He played with my tits and tweaked my nipples as I came on Nico’s dick.”

“Yep. That’s the man. He died a few days ago. Randolph called to let me know the funeral is in two days.”

“That’s so sad.”

“He was overweight but not that bad. It just proves, once again, life is short. Randolph asked me to come as Charles considered me a friend. He also ordered a second statue but told me to hold off until all this Charles stuff has passed.”

“Puck,” Shyla muttered, suddenly lost in thought.

“Yes,” I agreed. “Puck.”

My voice startled her from her reverie. She smiled at me.

“I no longer feel like working today,” she said.

I glanced around our artist’s studio. We had projects everywhere, with deadlines, but she was right.

“Let’s go out for dinner,” I said. “Indulge in decadent dessert, drink some expensive wine and enjoy life. I’ll raise a toast to departed Charles.”

“Did you even know him well?”

“Hardly at all. I did paint his portrait a few years ago but the relationship was mostly transactional. Still, we should attend. He liked me more than I realized.”

Shyla gave me a look like she was waiting for me to say something.

“What?” I asked.

“We? We should attend? Won’t that be awkward when you show up with the stripper? You know, the woman that Nico and Randolph fucked? Oops, she’s your wife? Sorry for sticking my dick in her bro.”

I was laughing. She had a good point.

“But they know I’m married,” I said. “They will expect my wife to be there with me. You met Randolph when we delivered the sculpture, and he never realized you were the same woman under all that stage makeup and hairspray. He compartmentalizes people. He can’t imagine that those two women are the same person. Dress conservatively for the funeral and maybe even wear your reading glasses. They’ll have no clue.”

“I’ll be like a female Clark Kent.”

“Exactly.”

We turned off the lights and went to dinner. I ordered an extra glass of cabernet and let it sit at an empty table setting in honor of Charles. Once we got home, Shyla experimented with dozens of different outfits, covering herself from wrists to ankles until she found one which sufficiently hid her.

Days later we arrived at the funeral early and offered to help if we could, but Randolph had paid for a service to handle everything. Shyla and I hung back, hiding, using the somber occasion to avoid eye contact with anyone. I wandered over to refill our ice water and noticed Nico stroll through the room. He spotted Shyla and stopped dead. Fuck. Our cover was blown. Figures the young and smitten guy would see through her disguise. My mind raced for a cover story, but fate had an even bigger surprise in store for us.

Thomas.

Thomas entered the room, alone, and wandered towards the bar. Shyla was having a nervous conversation with Nico, denying everything, insisting she wasn’t the woman he said she was, when she spotted her gentleman client from the club and quickly moved to slip her arm through his.

“I’m here with Thomas,” she asserted.

Thomas was no dummy. He saw through her disguise too and elation lit up his face. He perceived what Shyla was doing, even if he had no idea why, and stepped beautifully into the role she was asking him to play. If Shyla needed him to be her man, he was more than happy to do so.

“Sorry,” Nico apologized. “You look very much like a dear friend of mine.”

“No worries,” Thomas said.

Nico noticed Randolph across the room and waved his uncle over. Introductions were made and I heard Thomas identify Shyla as his fiancée.

Just like that, in the blink of an eye, I was dropped from the equation. I sat down the extra glass of water I carried, and now pretended I had apparently come to the funeral alone. Shyla caught my eye and gave me a what-the-fuck-do-I-do look while Thomas, Nico, and Randolph all chatted, but all I could do was shrug. We were in the fire now. Best to just ride this thing out.

Thomas looked delighted. He didn’t care why Shyla was at the funeral. He was thrilled she’d glued herself to him. I overheard Thomas mention that Charles helped promote one of his screenplays and that’s how he knew him. Just pure dumb luck placed him here when it did.

A pastor announced the service would begin shortly and we should take our seats. Shyla kept her arm looped through Thomas’s and they went to find a seat together in the next room. I sat in a chair towards the back so I could keep an eye on everyone. He tried to be sly about it, but Nico kept stealing glances at my wife, convinced she was lying. I gave the young man credit for being attracted to Shyla even when she looked like a librarian.

People filed in, filling the large room, and the service began. I estimated about two hundred came to pay their respects. Clearly there was more to Charles than I knew. Charles’s widow took the podium to speak first and then Randolph added some words. An old man waited his turn in the wings. I checked on Thomas and my wife and had to smother a gasp. Thomas had his long coat resting across his lap and my wife held his hand, but from my angle I saw her other hand was slowly stroking his cock under the coat and out of sight. A lump formed in my throat. Randolph finished speaking and the old man, a business partner, stepped up to the microphone and said some kind things about Charles.

At last, the service concluded, and we were all invited to the gravesite where last words would be spoken. The crowd moved that way and I followed, keeping Shyla and Thomas in front of me. The cemetery grounds were expansive and opulent, with immaculate landscaping. Manicured hedges and beautiful topiary flourished everywhere. Lovely, but also providing lots of covers, which Thomas and Shyla quickly made use of. They darted into a small garden area away from the others and then quickly hurried to a sheltered spot under a huge willow tree. The ground was covered with fallen white blossoms. Thomas moved to seat them both on a carved stone bench, but Shyla had other ideas. She pushed the man and made him sit and then glanced around to make sure they were unseen. She dropped to her knees. She was hungry for that cock, eager to see it and hold it again. My wife unzipped his pants and lifted his penis into the sunlight, marveling at his impressive weapon.

I felt conflicted. We were at a funeral for fuck’s sake. Yet, Shyla blatant desire for the man thrilled me. She hadn’t seen him in a long time and within minutes she had his cock in her hand. That’s a level of lust I’d never seen from her. She slid her hand to the base of his cock and turned him side to side. Granted, he was big, but I think she also loved the shape of him. Can penises be pretty? Shyla certainly seemed to think so. My wife grinned like an idiot. She was speaking to him, but I couldn’t hear her words.

I plotted a path around the garden that would bring me closer but keep me hidden. I arrived at my new location to the sight of Shyla gently, reverently languishing attention all over the head of his cock, like she expected to spend the rest of the day blowing him. I watched her drag her tongue up and down his length, painting every inch of him, making him hard enough to ride. We all knew where that dick was headed.

Thomas murmured sweet things to her, telling her how pretty she is, telling her how much he wanted her. He melted my wife a hundred times in just a few minutes. When she had him stiff as a glass dildo, she stood and shucked her panties down her legs. She stuffed them in his shirt pocket and pulled her no-nonsense ankle-length business skirt up her legs. She crawled onto his lap and used his cock like a blind man’s cane to find her opening. Poised at her hole, I saw now how his girth would spread her. No wonder she loved this cock. The man was about to stretch my wife’s pussy wide. Shyla sat perched atop his meat spear for a moment as she relaxed her leg muscles and let gravity do the work. Her labia parted, then spread, then wrapped themselves in a circular hug around his shaft and eased towards his neatly trimmed pubic hair. His cock was invading her body with excruciating sluggishness.

Shyla whimpered, then moaned, then kind of fell apart. He held her around the waist, watching her expressions change as she accepted his erection. He smiled, loving what he could do to this empowered and independent woman. Her nipples grew so stiff they formed pokies through her blouse and bra. Holy hell my wife is hot.

An inch or so of dick remained when Shyla stopped descending. He’d reached all the way up inside her and was now probably pressed firmly against her cervix. She barely moved at all, euphoric and overwhelmed. Her hips rocked front to back just an inch or so as she ground herself down on him. I could almost feel that fat beefy stake up inside me. He was so rigid and unyielding. She had to feel every stiff inch lodged in her guts. My wife fucked herself on him, pressing down with all her weight, desperate to get another inch inside. Her face told me he felt fantastic. I could only imagine what that was like. He placed a thumb over her clit and circled her nub and she gasped.

“Like that,” she croaked, nodding.

He already knew how to please her. He toyed with her, spiking her pleasure before backing away. He teased until she was ready to explode and then he held her hips and forced her downward, easing that last stiff inch into her body and triggering a massive orgasm. My wife sobbed from pleasure sitting up there, stuffed with cock.

I soon heard voices and so did the lovers. Thomas and Shyla fell silent. A smaller group had separated from the larger group at the gravesite and headed back before the others. They passed so close, just a foot of hedge wall away, but noticed nothing.

The moment they were gone Thomas lifted Shyla from his lap and spun her around. He placed her ankles on his shoulders and began sawing his thick rod in and out. Shyla knew she was about to cum again and bit down on her purse.

“I won’t lose you again,” he growled, hips pumping. “Fate brought us back together. I want to see you outside the club. I want to see you in real life. I want your phone number. Tell me you’ll fuck me all the time.”

My wife hesitated. The man was asking a lot and she worried how I’d take it. He slowed his thrusts, allowing her to savor the exquisite sensations, and then stopped completely. He pushed his cock all the way in and held himself buried in her. She tried to rock her pelvis on his cock. He backed away and she whined in frustration. He pushed himself deep again and she exhaled with delight.

“All right,” she agreed. “I will fuck you all the time. I will fuck you any time you want. Any place you want. Just call me. I’ll come running. I’ll run to you and this cock.”

“What about your husband?”

“You want to fuck him too?”

Thomas barked a short laugh and Shyla chuckled.

“No,” he said. “But will he give you to me?”

She moved her legs to cross her ankles behind his back. She pulled him forward, forcing his cock deeper.

“My husband would hold my legs open to you. My husband will undress me right before your eyes and hand me over. My husband loves that I fuck you and wants to be inches from the bed when you cum in me. There’s so much we can do.” She pulled him down for a kiss. “Now shut up and fuck me. We need to get back to the service and I need your sperm in my pussy.”

Thomas filled his hands with her tits, squeezing blouse and bra together. He fucked my wife deep and strong and soon began to growl.

“Here it comes,” he warned.

Shyla wrapped herself around him as best she could.

“I want it,” she hissed. “Shoot your hot sperm in me.”

God, I love seeing this side of her. I would have jacked off if I wasn’t so afraid of getting caught. Shyla rubbed her clit until she climaxed again and then, moments later, Thomas blasted a massive load into her womb, pumping out more and more. His strangled grunts excited me further. He was spewing seed all over inside her.

I turned to leave before they finished. I took a short cut through the garden area and emerged at the rear of the gathered crowd. A minute later a disheveled and breathless Shy and Thomas joined the group from the side. She met my gaze with a devilish grin. Thomas still had her panties in his shirt pocket.


Epilogue

Randolph examined my many sketches and used the red pen to circle six.

“Very good choices,” I said. “I’ll get started right away.”

“Use the same male model as last time,” he instructed. “For the female, call that stripper you brought to Nico’s bachelor party. I’d love to capture that body in stone. God, what a woman. She deserves to be immortalized.”

“Will do, and I couldn’t agree more.”

Randolph so thoroughly enjoyed the first sculpture I’d made for him and the controversy it generated, that he’d decided he needed to add a room to his huge home and construct an erotic garden of similar statues. This time, however, he wanted male and female posed together. Shyla was hidden from sight but heard every word.

“Be sure to include penetration,” Randolph said. “I don’t want some lame collection of pretend erotica. I want the real thing, Hardcore stuff. Dick stuffed into cunt. You got it? I like the idea of paying to put those two people together. Strokes my ego. What do you think? Will they go for it?”

“Offer them enough money and they will.”

He scoffed.

“Money is nothing. Pay them whatever it takes. Get it done. Arrange for that woman from the party and the guy from the first statue to fuck each other while you capture it in stone. The room I’m building is really going to be something special.”

“I’ll make sure it is.”

He shook my hand.

“Where’s your wife?” he asked, looking around. “Why have I never met her?”

“She’s a busy woman,” I said. “She leaves me alone when I’m working in the studio. She has her own interests. She loves to dance.”

“You’re a lucky man. I hope you know that.”

“Every day,” I admitted. “I tell myself that every day. Now get out of here so I can get started. You just dumped a ton of work in my lap.”

End.
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