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Chapter 1

Becky took Lyft. I drove our car. That meant we paid admission twice, but it would be worth it. My hands were already shaking with excitement.

We went to the swinger’s club, The Iron Bull, separately, so we could pretend we did not know each other. The idea was hers, but I liked it right away. I had no idea what would happen, but I knew men would swarm her if they thought she was alone, and all that attention would translate into hot sex for me.

But I did not anticipate the train. I got stuck at the railroad crossing at Green Street, and Becky arrived at the club alone and long before me.

I now wandered in search of my wife, and my anxiety was growing. None of the rooms are well-lit, and some are absolutely inky black. We had an encounter here that launched our marriage down a path from which there was no return. Not that either of us would ever want that old life.

This new life was thrilling.

Scary, frightening, intimidating, but thrilling.

I meandered and took in the humanity on display. I was fully clothed and received more than my share of dirty looks. I quickly realized a single man walking around a place like this, staring at strangers, gave off a bad vibe. I looked like a pervert. I found the lockers and stripped down to boxer briefs. Now I was greeted warmly. More than warmly, I had several women make it clear they found me attractive. Two even approached me and said so. I explained I searched the club for my wife, and they wished me luck.

“Come find me if you can’t find her,” one said.

I said I would.

The place was a maze. On our first visit Becky and I discovered a room without light. In the confusion, we fucked other people. We thought we were with each other but learned we were wrong. Now, as I strolled from room to room, I uncovered that Becky and I had missed a lot. The place was sprawling. There were large rooms and small, jacuzzi rooms and saunas. There were themed rooms, with leather for bondage and dungeons for torture. There was a social area for drinking and talking and an orgy room with a massive raised and padded area. I spent an hour looking for my wife but found nothing. I ordered a drink and sat next to a naked couple. They started a conversation with me, and I learned the club had a second floor.

“What’s up there?” I asked.

“Mostly group things,” the woman said.

“Bigger rooms,” her husband added.

“Thanks.”

I brought my drink with me. They pointed me at the staircase I’d missed because of the dark. At the top of the stairs was a pastel room of faint pink and powder blue. Many archways led from this place, so I picked one and found a large, padded floor and a woman, not Becky, riding a man while another fucked her ass and a third fucked her mouth. Her body was hot, so I stayed to watch, which only seemed to make her orgasm harder. I was mesmerized by the sight until I realized Becky was buried somewhere in this place and something similar might be happening to her right now. Hot as this was, I needed to find my wife. I took a few mental pictures and moved on.

In the next room, looking like the inside of a harem tent, I found Becky. She lay naked and spreadeagle on a large bed while half a dozen young and pretty nude women devoured her. Her legs rested on the backs of two girls eating her pussy. Her arms rested on the girls suckling at her breasts. My wife made out with another girl, losing herself to hot and sexy kisses as this collection of sexy femininity feasted.

I leaned against the wall. What a sight. Becky was writhing under them like a snake as they did their best to please her. I don’t know why, but I didn’t need to know why. The sounds she made lit me on fire. Would it be rude to stroke while I watched? We never learned the formal rules of this place, written or unwritten. I watched my wife succumb to their lavish attention, their only goal seemingly to drive her insane. What story had I missed by arriving late?

I’ll find out later. For now, I shoved my briefs down in front and grabbed my dick. I don’t usually watch girl on girl porn, it does little for me, but I was glued to this action. What a huge difference having your wife involved makes.

Becky cried out in orgasm and the girls practically tittered, delighted by what they made her feel. They held her down and ramped up their assault and soon Becky orgasmed again, harder, and louder. I stroked as I watched. I thought they might finish now that they’d gotten her there twice but no. The girl kissing Becky muttered some instructions and they all moved together, rolling Becky to her hands and knees as one of the women slid under. Now my wife was in a sixty-nine, eating pussy while getting eaten, but then a different girl attacked her asshole. Others feasted on Becky’s hanging breasts. My wife quickly went rigid and climaxed again.

A man entered the room to watch. He was naked, older, and sported a big hard cock with a large head. He gave me a grin and leaned against the wall too, enjoying the show like me. Becky got a finger up her ass and several in her pussy to go with the tongues slithering all over down there, and my wife cried out yet again.

“That’s someone’s wife,” the man said.

“Yes, it is,” I agreed.

“I hope he divorces her.” He stuck his hand out and we shook. “I’m Bradley.”

“I’m Cameron. Nice to meet you. Why do you hope he divorces her?”

“She’s disrespecting him. It’s offensive.”

I shook my head.

“You might be in the wrong place, Bradley. Why did you come here? Under this roof, anything goes. You say it’s offensive but what you mean is you’re offended. Just you. Do you understand you can’t decide what something is for everybody? If it’s not for you, fine, move on, leave it alone, but don’t try to label it for everyone. Maybe her husband likes the things she does. Maybe her husband gets off on her little tortures. Maybe this is one of the ways she teases him, and she likes it too. You have no idea what their marriage is like or how they conduct themselves. If you stopped judging people so hard, you’d probably get more pleasure out of things.”

He looked shocked. Another man entered the room, young, fit, with long blond hair tied in a ponytail. He was nude too, as so many are walking around this place, and he took a position with me and the other man. He slowly stroked his meat to the sapphic display we all enjoyed. Another naked man entered, short, chubby, small dick. He didn’t care. He reached around his belly and joined the rest of us. There’s something alluring about women pleasuring each other. Maybe us simple-minded men just enjoy knowing there are sexual women out in the world. Maybe we believe, deep down, what they truly crave is cock, our cock, but are so horny for sex they attack each other. If only they had a penis available to use.

Two more men joined us on the wall. Then, another. Some women joined too.

Nothing draws a crowd like a crowd. Becky lifted her head to see what went on around her and discovered a dozen men or more, all naked, jacked off watching her and her nymphets go at each other. She did not notice me. She surveyed the half-circle of cocks, a wall of stiff inches. We were every kind of man, young and old, tall and short, fat and skinny. I was just another penis lost in the crowd. The other women noticed too and their assaults on each other escalated. The feminine moans and gasps were erotic and exciting.

“Look at the faces of the other people watching,” I told Bradley. “They are mesmerized. Under this roof, there is something for everyone.”

The gathered crowd looked hypnotized. Of course, one man thought to invite himself to the love fest and approached the women with his hard penis. He reached to touch a rounded ass. A smacked hand and a sharp word backed him away. The bed full of women was not there for him, they were there for each other. We got to watch, but that was all. For most of us, that was enough.

After a while Becky’s head rose above the others. She gazed at the wall of cocks aimed at them and then narrowed her focus on one. I leaned forward to look down the line. The man that had captured her attention was a young surfer-type, messy long blond hair and freckles. He was lean, and he sported a long thick cock. Becky had her choice of men and I know what she likes.

My wife pushed one of the women eating her pussy aside and waved Surfer Dude to the edge of the bed. She moved closer, hanging her head upside-down off the edge. She opened her mouth. The dude checked with everyone around and when a few of the guys waved him forward, he stepped up and eased his cock into my wife’s mouth. No one knew she was my wife, thank God. He rested his hands backwards on his hips and began to fuck her throat.

Another man joined our band of voyeurs. He was easily the oldest man in the room, possibly the whole club, and had the look of a naked Santa Claus. He approached the bed for a better look at Becky sucking and a cock as heavy as a club hung from beneath his round belly and slapped against his hairy thighs. Becky noticed.

My wife spat Surfer Dude from her mouth. She rolled over, bringing her face close to this veiny cudgel, and lifted the man to her lips. Surfer Dude looked bewildered, replaced by a dinosaur, but got the hint and melted back into the wall of men.

“That’s a nice big cock,” Becky told Santa.

“That’s a beautiful face,” he told her.

My wife again opened her mouth for new cock, stuffing his large head and a few inches in. We all heard the slurp as she suctioned a hard vacuum on him. He steadied himself with a hand on her head and pushed his sliding glasses back up his nose.

“Can you get hard for me?” she asked, after a minute.

“I can but it might take me a while. Are you on birth control?”

Becky shook her head.

“No. Why?”

“Because I intend to fuck you with this big dick, and I have no plans on pulling out. That’s a concern because I produce a lot of semen. I mean a lot. I’d hate for you to conceive.”

“Aren’t you the perfect gentleman? How about I just swallow that huge load?”

He shook his head.

“No ma’am,” he said. “I like to cum inside girls as pretty as you. My loads are too big for you to gulp down. Trust me. It’s better my way.”

Becky weighed his words. The crafty fucker had her curious now. She stopped talking to resume sucking but I know her thoughts whipped around inside her head.

“I’ll risk it,” she said at last. “You can cum in me.”

A bomb detonated in my head. Jesus! We’d never been so deliberate. We’d been incredibly lucky so far and we’d had a couple conversations about possible ramifications, but we’d taken no steps to prevent anything, figuring we’d get around to it soon enough. Now this old timer was warning us up front, but Becky found the risk enthralling. My wild wife.

Becky freed herself from the other girls. They all turned their attention on each other while my wife spun around and opened her legs to this man. He noticed her diamond wedding ring.

“You’re married?” he said.

“Happily.”

“How long?”

“Over a year now. We hid our marriage at first because of work but no longer need to.”

“Does your husband know you’re at this club?”

She nodded.

“He’s around here somewhere,” she said, gesturing vaguely around the room.

Becky scooted closer to the edge of the bed, bringing her pussy to his dick. She rested her bare feet on his belly. He pumped his hips, rubbing the underside of his cock across her clit. She closed her eyes. She drew her feet down his belly and lifted his cock with her toes, studying him. One foot slipped under to play with his large scrotum, then she rubbed up the shaft. She grabbed the head with her toes like a fist.

“You’ve got a nice cock,” she said.

“It’s been nothing but a thorn in my side my whole life.”

She laughed, meeting his gaze.

“How so? What a funny thing to say. Most men would kill to possess a cock like yours. Every man would.”

“Damn thing has got me into trouble more times than I can count. It’s got a mind of its own. I got ten kids, all with different women.”

Becky laughed again.

“I see why you asked about birth control.”

“Ten kids I know about. I’ve probably fathered three times that number. Some aborted, some lost to miscarriage, some birthed but the mother has no idea who I was or where I am. I got kids running around out there I know nothing about.”

The crowd was restless. They wanted to see fucking, not conversation. Becky and her new friend were taking their time, and nobody liked it. I found it intriguing. I’d never seen Becky like this. I scanned the crowd. Everyone looked impatient. Surfer Dude looked crushed. How the fuck did this old man replace him with this hot young babe? Surfer Dude couldn’t figure it out. He looked frustrated and angry. He stepped away from the huge bed and slipped through the crowd. I saw him speak briefly to an older man with long red hair and then he was gone.

“That’s a lot of children,” Becky said, her feet continuing to play with him.

“That’s right,” Santa said. “I got strong seed. Last thing I need is to knock another bitch up.”

Becky dropped her gaze to his cock and balls, evaluating their potency, their power to impregnate. Her expression changed to a woman about to take a risk.

“I must admit,” she told him. “Your threat triggers all kinds of womanly feelings. I can sense the power in your penis. You’re chubby but you’re strong. Your cock and balls pulsate like they’re dying to impregnate the next dumb bitch. I feel a strange desire, like a motherly yearning, like I want to take the chance. Fathering ten kids says a lot about your virility. My cavewoman brain is pushing me to mate with you. Isn’t that funny?”

“No. I’ve seen it before. Women are complicated. Men compete with each other one way, women compete with each other in another way.”

She chewed on that.

“You’re an interesting man,” she said.

“Older men are.”

She lowered his cock until it rested atop her labia again. She opened her legs, placing the bottoms of her dainty feet against his chest.

“I think I want you to fuck me,” she said.

“I am old and fat.”

“Yeah, you are, but I don’t care about that right now. I find I have a powerful desire to be inseminated, and that desire is connected to you. Your age or the shape you’re in don’t matter much.”

He began to slide his fat cock back and forth, gliding across her clitoris, smearing her outer and inner lips. My wife was wet.

“I think I want you to try to knock me up,” she told him. “I’ve never experienced feelings like this. Isn’t that strange? I meet some man at a club, and he makes me feel things I never even felt with my husband? I think that’s strange.”

“I give a lot of women feelings like that.”

“I bet you do. That’s a lot of kids.”

Her pelvis had begun to rock, helping him slide his cock back and forth. I watched her face closely. This old fat fucker was tying my wife in knots.

“Do it,” she exhaled. “Put it in.”

“Not yet,” he said, fully in control. “I decide when.”

“Fuck me.”

“I said not yet. Behave. I will, but not yet.”

This was a test of wills. He made her wait to show her who was in charge. What discipline. I could not have a woman like Becky lying there, begging me to fuck her, and control myself. He could. He sawed that thick heavy cock across her pussy until he had my wife writhing.

“Do it,” she pleaded.

The crowd looked at this man with new respect. Becky is hot. She could have any man in the room. This bastard had her mewling, imploring him to fuck her. Nobody saw it coming. He took her ankles in his large rough hands and spread her legs wide. She cupped her breasts and moaned. She expected his cock to penetrate any second. He pulled his hips back. The tip slid down and came to rest between her lips. My wife went suddenly still, feeling him at her threshold. His hefty circumference looked too big for her, and I held my breath. He shuffled his feet closer and then leaned his weight in. Her delicate cunt began to open before his invading spear, swaddling the head in hot wet flesh as he traveled deeper. Her heartfelt moan, heard by us all, pierced my soul.

“I’m drenched,” Becky mumbled, surprised by her own reaction.

“You’ll need to be,” he rumbled.

I wondered what he meant but I soon found out. Did I think of him as kindly because of his age? Did I imagine him weak because of his weight? I’m a fool. He slowly forced her ankles farther apart as he brought his belly over hers. His cock sank deeper, pushing her small hole wide. She expanded to accept him, and I heard her moans grow louder with every inch. He took his time, driving his cock into my woman.

At last, his large scrotum came to rest against her butthole. He was fully embedded. He held himself there while she writhed against him, struggling to adjust to his solid girth. He wrapped her legs around his ass and scooped her up, lifting her off the bed like her weight was meaningless. His weight was power, and he had plenty to spare. He held her up with his arms behind her back and began to use her body to fuck his cock. My jaw dropped. He lifted her effortlessly, pumping her entire body up and down his length. Becky lost her mind, moans becoming wails. She grabbed his rounded shoulders as her feet bounced.

He flipped her around and shoved her against the large, padded bed. Her feet did not touch the floor as he began to saw in and out, driving that thick cock deep before withdrawing and ramming it home again. He held her up with one arm and folded one of her legs. He bent her far over, bowing her back while continuing to drive his hard cock home. Becky did not resist at all, welcoming his onslaught, accepting his veiny battering ram into her guts. His large body slammed hers and she seemed to revel in her helplessness, in his strength and her inability to do anything about it.

He pushed her farther up the bed and followed, keeping his cock buried. He placed her on hands and knees without breaking his rhythm and shoved her head into the mattress. The other women had stopped to watch, some concerned by his rough handling of my wife but most thrilled to see it. He rose over her, getting his feet under him so he could plunge every inch over and over. Becky groaned continuously, pulling at her own nipples, shocked by this hard fuck, loving the way he manhandled her.

“You,” he ordered, pointing at one of the girls that earlier had feasted on my wife’s pussy. “Get under there and lick her slit. I want this bitch cumming.”

The girl hurried to obey, never questioning the power of command in his voice. She crawled under my wife and lifted her mouth to Becky’s stuffed pussy. The man pumped his thick hard cock, and the girl licked my wife’s pussy and Becky cried out, ravaged by an earth-shaking orgasm.

I cast my gaze around those gathered. The crowd was amazed by this old man and his talent for fucking, but they were more amazed by Becky’s eagerness to accept it. He pounded her much smaller body and she savored it, reveling in it. Our experience at the rest stop had changed our marriage forever. Her times with Clarence, forced on us by necessity, had changed our marriage forever. I love seeing her fucked as much as I love fucking her, maybe more. She’s at her most sexual, in my mind, when I’m watching her take a big dick. If others see my wife taken from me, that’s even better. Reclaiming her is our passion.

The girl licking her from beneath moved her busy mouth to that throbbing cock. The old man grabbed Becky’s hair and pulled, yanking my wife’s head back and causing her to gasp with pain. He drove his cock all the way in and pulled it almost all the way out, long stroking my woman to an audience of many.

“Here it comes again,” Becky whined.

The girl beneath doubled her efforts, attacking both, driving their pleasures higher and higher until Becky cried out again. The big man was close behind, slowing his thrusts as his big cock spurts buckets. Semen dripped from her opening, escaping around his swollen girth. His spewing cock was covered with a lattice of veins, heart pumping fast as he gushed, inseminating Becky with buckets of steaming sperm. She ground her hips down on his meaty spike, holding his big cock deep as it erupted. He came and came and came, pouring the biggest load I’ve ever witnessed into her. The girl beneath slipped away, wiping her splattered face, licking her lips. The man held Becky’s hips as he flooded her womb and then he shoved her away, face down into the padding. His triumphant cock, still hard, was coated with sperm and my wife’s pussy juice, and he wanted all of us to see that. He raised a hand as if he intended to order some new girl to suck his cock clean, but Becky beat him to it, spinning around and stuffing his fat dick into her mouth. Her face was pure bliss as she tasted her pussy mixed with his semen.

When she opened her eyes, her gaze was aimed at me.

Shock. Surprise. Then, amusement. She held his cock upright and slithered her tongue along the length, teasing the hole at the tip still oozing sperm and then tickling a trail along a blue vein back down to his fat and hanging balls. Her eyes never left mine. She held him up for me to see. She lavished oral attention on the man, worshipping the beast that had just pumped her full. The sight was powerful. Erotic. My dick surged hard as steel in my hand.

She moved her gaze to the next voyeur, keeping our connection a secret, and she sucked the old man’s cock to appreciative eyes. The old man smacked her ass and pulled his softening dick away.

“See you around,” he said.

“Wait,” she said. “What’s your name?”

“Walter.”

“Great fuck, Walter. Give me your number and I’ll let you know if you got me pregnant.”

He belly-laughed, then realized she was serious. My balls tightened in an instant. I almost spontaneously shot my load.

“I’ve got nothing for you,” he said.

Becky playfully slapped his spongy cock.

“You got that,” she said. “And I’m going to want another fuck.”

He leaned over and whispered his number in her ear. He merged into the gathering of men. One of the women on the bed turned Becky’s face and kissed her deeply. People began to wander away. I hung around, as did a few other men, hoping maybe Becky was in the mood for a little more, but they left too when it became clear she wasn’t. Eventually, she and I were alone in this big room.

“Knocked up?” I said.

She waved it away.

“Doubtful. I have Plan B at home. It was fun talking shit with Walt, especially to an audience.”

“You do love your theater.”

“I do. The idea of pregnancy is different for me than it is for you. For you it would be something that happened to your wife. For me it’s something that happens to me, grows inside my body. Walter’s talk of ten kids made it real, made me consider the idea as part of the playing we do. I hadn’t before. I was surprised to discover it carried an erotic charge for me. I had fun with it. It felt extra kinky.”

“I got a rush too,” I admitted. “But it’s not something we’d ever actually do, right?”

“Of course not.” She looked at my erection. “Want some help with that?”

“I’d love some. I almost lost control when you mentioned getting pregnant. That’s so far over the line.”

“Breaking taboos is where all the fun is. Now that I see how hard the thought makes you, I’ll be sure to take that chance more often.”

She took my arm and eased me backward onto the bed. I used my elbows to scoot my body farther up. She crawled on top and kissed me and then swung her legs over, putting us in a sixty-nine with her on top. Her mouth enclosed my hard dick, and I closed my eyes. She’s gotten so good at sucking cock. I felt her soft pussy lips brush against my mouth, and I instinctively gobbled her vulva. She was slick and salty. He’d just cum in there but the moan she made when I began to eat chased any thoughts from my head except pleasing her. I loved her freshly fucked cunt. I pushed my tongue in and began to lick, pausing often to suck her clit. In no time she was ready to have another orgasm, but I denied her, backing off or slowing down. I was in no hurry. Yes, her cunt was well-fucked, but that sopping nastiness only made me hotter. Breaking Taboos indeed. It’s quite something to explore your wife’s pussy after another man has spent time in there. It’s quite something to eat her pussy with him present. I can tell you her jangled nerves were on edge and her excitement peaking. She couldn’t believe I was doing it, but she was enthralled that I was. How to better show a woman you love her unconditionally? I ate her pussy so well she stopped sucking my cock and lifted her head up and away. I couldn’t see her face, but her body told me her eyes were closed, her face serene. She trembled all over. I’d lick and suck and nibble her right to the edge and then backoff, over and over.

“You’re a glorious bastard,” she finally croaked.

I shoved her mouth down on my dick and held it there. Her tongue whipped around the head, and I felt my orgasm building and decided down her throat was a great place to launch it. I began eating her dripping pussy again and this time I didn’t stop. Her orgasm was epic, and I managed to start blasting away just as it trailed off.

I dried my face. We agreed to wander the club separately. Many had seen her fuck Walter, and I wasn’t ready for them to know I was her husband. I veered away at first but quickly circled back. I wanted to spy on her. I wanted to watch what she did. Instead, I noticed Surfer Dude speaking to the same red-haired man again only this time Surfer Dude was angry. He held cash in hand, and I wondered if a drug deal had gone sideways. He eventually told the red-haired man to fuck off and stormed away, shoving people.

I began my hunt for Becky again and soon found her, sipping a drink by herself and watching one woman get fucked by six men. I mentioned it was time to go home as I meandered by.

“You going to reclaim me?” she asked.

“The instant we get home.”


Chapter 2

Teddy left the board with the intention of performing a swan dive but ended up performing a splat. Everyone at the barbecue gave a collective gasp. We waited for him to reappear. He gave a wave that he was all right and we went back to our ribs.

“He won’t get naked this time,” Becky said.

“Not at his parents’ house.”

The party was to celebrate Cathrine, Cate, Teddy’s younger sister, graduating prep school. She’d take the summer off and then begin as a freshman at Berkeley. Becky and I had been working for Teddy’s dad, Edward, for a while now and things were going well. Ed wanted us to pass the bar and start working for him as lawyers.

“The big money is waiting for you,” he liked to say.

Everyone was here. Edward and Martha, Teddy’s mom, know everyone. They love social gatherings like this and will announce one for almost any reason at all. We’d been to three already and summer was just warming up.

“I’m going to swim,” Becky said. “Work on my tan.”

“I’m going to eat more ribs.”

She kissed me and left the table to enter the house. At Martha’s suggestion we’d left trunks and bikinis here, just in case. One of the men I work with dropped into Becky’s vacant chair and we started a long conversation about immigration law.

That’s why it took me so long to notice Becky had not returned. I wasn’t worried. Odds were high she ran into someone in the house and was now having a conversation like mine.

When mine ended, I decided to go casually search for her. There’s a special thrill that comes with having a wife like mine. You know she’s capable of anything. I wandered around downstairs, saying hello to this person and that person, then made my way upstairs. We’ve spent the night a few times and kind of have an unofficial room of our own. I suspected Becky was in there, changing. I opened the door, silently, just a crack. Edward Ramses, Teddy’s father and my employer, had his cock halfway down Becky’s throat. My wife worked his meat like a ravenous wolf. She was frantic, forcing him to the back of her throat, pumping his shaft with both hands, twisting as she slid them along and sucked. She was trying to make him cum as fast as she could.

I wanted to watch, but getting caught would be a disaster. I backed away and quietly closed the door. Footsteps alerted me that someone approached so I darted through the first open door and into a room. I recognized it immediately as Cate’s room and tried to make a U-turn, but the footsteps got louder and closer. The walk-in closet door was open, so I hid in there.

Cate entered her room and shut the door on the hallway. She locked it. She used her bathroom and then stood in front of her full-length mirror.

She peeled her shirt off. She popped the clasp on her bra and then there were her spectacular young tits. She slipped off her tight shorts and stepped out of them and then there was her sweet young slit, waxed bald for summer. I’d always thought of her as cute. My mind reeled to see her now as sexy. I stared. Fuck yes, I stared. I burned that hot young body into my memories for later. She moved to a large chest of drawers and opened one that contained a hundred bikini tops and bottoms. She began to rummage. I stayed in the closet and watched her through the gap by the hinges. What a delicious babe. She pulled her long blonde hair back into a ponytail and began holding various tops up to her tits. When she found one she liked she switched to bottoms. She walked to the bathroom again and returned with a large towel and stood before the mirror once more.

“I bet you notice me now, Cameron,” she told herself.

Dear God, she has a crush on me.

I sent my gaze crawling every fucking inch of this hottie.

“Cover up? Or don’t cover up?” she asked. “Piss off Mom or don’t piss off Mom?” She sighed. “Don’t piss off Mom,” she concluded.

She turned and aimed for the closet. I slid behind some hanging dresses just in time. She grabbed a long scarf and tied it around her waist, spreading the fabric to make it look pretty, and then returned to the mirror for a final look. She untied her top and let her tits spill out and then retied it, looser, showing side and under boob. What a fucking knockout. Satisfied, she left her room, leaving the door open. I waited a bit to calm the fuck down and then slipped out of the closet. The room with Edward and Becky was empty now, door wide open.

When I returned to the pool, Becky was on her back soaking up sunlight. Cate was next to her. They chatted. I returned to my seat and my ribs and said nothing. Becky and I could talk about all this when we got home.

“You guys should stay the night,” Edward said, from behind me.

I turned.

“We’d love to have you. I have an advance copy of the next Christopher Nolan movie. Nobody has it. We’ll preview it tonight. Stay.”

“Yes,” Cate echoed. “You should stay.”

“We’d love to,” Becky said, answering for us both.


Chapter 3

“Like father, like son,” Becky said, stripping off her wet bikini and joining me in the shower.

“Why do you say that?”

“Ed has a big cock just like Teddy.”

“Is that why you sucked him off earlier?”

Shock and surprise.

“How the fuck do you know that, Cam?” she asked.

“I walked in on you while you were down on your knees. I saw you.”

She plucked the soap from the tray.

“He was all over me,” she said. “As soon as I left to change, he came upstairs using a different route. He was already in our room. He waited until I was naked and then stepped out, also naked, already hard. This family is crazy.”

“All a man need do is wave a fat cock in your face.”

“Pretty much,” she admitted. “I was way too young when I sucked my first dick. I loved it. I’ve been hooked ever since. Lucky you.”

“I almost got caught spying on you,” I said. “Cate. I hid in a room that happened to be hers and she locked me in without knowing I was there. She changed clothes in front of me.”

“Hot body.”

“Smoking. She chose the bikini she thought I would like best.”

“How could you know that?”

“She spoke to the mirror as if she was speaking to me. She used my name.”

“What a horny fucking family.”

“I’m glad the other kids are away. Mom and Dad and Cate and Teddy are enough. Is Jean coming to see Teddy?”

“Yes,” Becky said. “Later. The real reason Edward hired us away from Clarence was so he could get into my pants. He told me he’s wanted me from the moment Teddy introduced us.”

We both fell silent.

“We’re back in the same situation,” I said.

“Kind of,” she agreed.

“You must fuck him or he’ll fire us, only now we can’t go back to Clarence.”

“That sounds correct. At least this time our boss knows we’re married.”

“Too bad that doesn’t stop him.”

We pondered a while.

“Our choices are few,” I said. “I say we keep working for him until we pass the bar. Then we get jobs with different companies that have nothing to do with each other. We need to be free from these lecherous bastards.”

“You should stay away from Cate. If she puts a move on you, reject her.”

“Why? Why do you get Edward, but I get nothing?”

“I don’t ‘get’ Edward. I will keep Edward happy, and we get to keep our jobs. Fuck his daughter and there’s no telling what the man might do. Dads can be protective. Stay away from Martha too. Men are funny.”

She was right but I didn’t like it.

“I think you’re pleased to have an older man you must obey,” I said.

“I won’t argue that point, your honor.”

We finished our shower and joined the others for dinner. Ed sat at one end of the long banquet table, and Martha sat at the other. Cate took a seat across from me. Ed asked Becky to sit to his right as he wanted to discuss corporate tax law with her. Jean had arrived just before we were seated and, after Becky and I said hello and everyone hugged, she moved off to hang out with Teddy. He looked at her like he was in love. She looked at him the same way.

Dinner was served. Conversations flowed. I caught Catherine staring at me several times and hoped no one else noticed. There were others at the table, friends or business associates of Ed or Martha, and each of us spent time getting to know those around us. I kept one ear towards Becky and Ed, but he kept the conversation professional. Becky is brilliant. Corporate tax law puts me to sleep.

The staff kept the food coming. I have no idea how many courses they served. We drank and ate, and dishes were removed with new dishes placed in front of us. At the end we enjoyed four different desserts, all scrumptious.

The meal ended. Some remained seated, continuing their conversations, while others drifted off to other parts of the mansion. The Ramses’ are one of the richest families in the States and their home reflected that. Edward still held Becky’s ear, so I poured some wine and ventured out to the sprawling gardens. The sun was setting and the night was warm. I waved to Teddy and Jean, seated under a huge oak, gazing into each other’s eyes. I never saw that relationship coming. I was happy for them. I wandered the hedge rows and examined in the fading light the rare flowers and intricate topiary. I found an onyx bench carved to look like a sleeping dragon and I sat. I sipped my wine and two hands slipped out of the hedge behind me and covered my eyes.

I knew it was Cate playing games but if I said her name, if I acknowledged our relationship and her interest in me, I would make it worse.

“Becky?” I said, knowing full well it was not my wife.

I heard Cate move around in front. She pressed her warm lips to mine and a surge of adrenaline shot through me. I knew it was wrong to return the kiss, but it was exciting. It felt good. I let myself enjoy it, even when her tongue slipped into my mouth to play with mine. I remembered her standing naked before her mirror, that hot young body on display.

She switched her hands, keeping my eyes covered with only one while the other dropped to my zipper. I really needed to stop this. Becky was right about the inherent dangers of crossing this line. Edward was fine crossing that line with my wife but woe unto me if I touched his horny daughter. I got annoyed. I kept my eyes closed and let Cate pull my cock out. It was dark out here now, dark and far from the house. She broke our kiss, and I felt her hot mouth envelope my cock. I moaned. Fuck yes, I did. The tongue that had just been in my mouth now began to tease my swelling cock. Her hand left my eyes to wrap around my shaft. I opened my eyes and looked down, eager to see my dick in pretty Cate’s mouth.

Martha Ramses gazed up at me, eyes laughing as she sucked.

Stunned surprise rocked me. The thought flashed through my mind that I needed to stop her and get to my feet, protesting, but that’s not what I did. Her mouth felt fantastic and calling a halt to a good blowjob is a Herculean task.

“What are you doing?” I asked, flabbergasted.

She popped me out long enough to answer.

“I just knew you had a big one,” she chuckled. “Handsome boy. Just shut up and take it. Let me do what I want.”

Her mouth engulfed me again and she gently sucked, relishing my dick like she’d been a long time without. I needed to stop this, but I simply lacked the will power. I grew stiff, rising from my crotch. She took my erection as a personal compliment. My erection spoke to her attractiveness, and she was delighted. She should be. She is an attractive older woman. Was Edward too busy these days chasing young pussy? Probably. If his actions with my wife were any indication.

Jesus Christ, this woman could suck cock. Becky attacks a dick, hungry for the sperm it will spit. She craves it and wants that load as soon as possible. Martha, Mrs. Ramses, savors the feel of a gently throbbing tube of beef in her mouth. She pleasures the cock, teases the cock, worships the cock with lips and tongue and fingers. She had me squirming in my seat. She looked up at me often, enjoying what she did to me, how much pleasure she made me feel. I sensed she’d suck my cock like that all night if I allowed it, and I consider allowing it.

I realized I’d spent the last fifteen minutes being a selfish prick. I reached for her large breasts, kneading them through her casual dress. She paused her sucking long enough to slip the straps off her shoulders and free those soft warm orbs and then I was caressing her, teasing the nipples. She overflowed my hands, heavy, firm. My dick surged harder when I realized I wanted to fuck her. Dangerous, but exciting. She moaned softly, feeling me expand in her mouth.

“Can you keep a secret?” she asked.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“Good.”

She left her spot on the grass in front of me and climbed my body like playground equipment. She shoved her dress aside and found my erection and guided me into her searing hole. I gasped but she gasped louder. She placed her feet outside my thighs, balancing on the sleeping dragon bench, and shoved her cunt down to the root of me. All those kids yet her pussy was maybe the tightest I’d ever felt. Heaven. She dragged her gripping hole up the length of me and then sat again, driving my big stiff cock into her guts.

“Mrs. Ramses,” I stammered. “We— We can’t—”

She covered my mouth with a gentle hand.

“Too late for that,” she groaned. “We already are.”

Her blowjobs might be gentle, but her fucking is not. Martha slammed her pussy down on me like she desperately pursued an orgasm. She rode me hard, unconcerned with my pleasure. She wanted what she wanted, and she used me to get it. For unknown reasons, that turned me on even more. My penis expanded to steely hardness, and she felt the change, moaning with satisfaction. Her hands locked behind my neck. Her big tits bounced in my face.

“Pinch my nipples,” she gasped.

I did. Hard. She groaned so I did it again.

“Slap me,” she said.

“I’ll leave a mark. They see it.”

She growled with frustration, leaned back, braced her hands on my knees.

“My tits,” she croaked. “Slap my tits.”

I hesitated and she looked me in the eyes.

“Do it!”

I pulled my hand back and delivered the blow.

“Harder! Make me cum! Make it sting!”

She was frenzied, desperate. I swung harder, delivering a loud smack.

“Ungh! Yeah. Like that. More.”

She feverishly rocked her hips on me. I pinched a nipple and pulled, holding her breast in place, and whacked the orb out of my grip. She squawked and her pussy seized me. I treated the other breast the same and then licked my fingers and clapped her tit hard. Before she could recover, I pulled my hand back and delivered a stinging cuff to her face. Her eyes went wide with shock, so I slapped her other cheek to balance the rosy color on her face. Her eyes rolled back in her skull. She quaked from a massive orgasm. Her pussy gushed all over my lap. I pinched her nipples, pulling and twisting the sensitive flesh and her climax shot into the clouds. She clamped both hands over her mouth, smothering her cries of intense pleasure. I smacked her tits and twisted her nipples and her orgasm lasted forever.

Once she finally collapsed against me, I wrapped her in my arms.

“Sweet boy,” she whimpered. She began to rock her hips slowly, coaxing my hard cock. She kissed my ear. “Pump it into me. Just release it. I need it in there.”

She leaned back far enough to lift a breast to my mouth. Her pussy continued to tease my inches, fluttering along my length. I licked and nibbled the same nipple I had so recently treated poorly. She practically purred. I swear her cunt continued to experience that orgasm. She stroked my hair and fed me her tit until my dick exploded. It was all so sexy. She waited until I’d shot my last and then slithered down to suck me clean, tongue-bathing my cock and balls. She thanked me, adjusted her dress and hair, and kissed my cheek, happy to saunter off with my load in her.

This family is crazy.

I gave her time to put some distance between us and then headed in the other direction, leaving the gardens by a different route. I found Becky and Edward still excitedly discussing tax law. A few men had joined them. I waved on my way up to our room. Becky smiled.

Our door was closed. I reached for the knob.

“Can you help me with something?” the sweet young voice said.

Cate stood in her doorway, wrapped in a light robe.

“Certainly,” I answered. “What?”

“I can’t open the new bottle of moisturizer. Will you twist the lid for me?”

She stepped back, angling for her bathroom. I glanced at the tall mirror. I’d seen her magnificently naked in that mirror only hours ago. I followed her to the bathroom. She let me step by and then closed the door behind me. I turned and she’d already opened her robe. I stared. I knew I should not. I knew I needed to back all the way off and get out of there.

“I lied,” she giggled.

I was literally speechless. Her young body begged to be touched. Her tits defied gravity. Her skin was smooth and vibrant. Her pretty face and bright eyes smiled at me, watching me drink in every succulent inch of her.

“Actually, I didn’t,” she corrected. “I do need that bottle of crème opened, but that’s not what I needed you for.” She took my slack hand and wedged it between her legs. “This is what I needed you for.”

“Dear God,” I mumbled.

“What? Am I not pretty enough for you, Cameron?” her face puckered into a pout. “I know I don’t have a body like Becky, but am I hot or not?”

“You are smoking hot,” I said.

She pushed my hand deeper into her crotch. She slipped an arm around my neck and pulled me down for a kiss. My hand rose all by itself to cup her firm young breast. She leaned her body into mine.

“Fuck me,” she rasped. “I’m no virgin. Don’t worry about that.”

She curled her leg around mine, mashing our hips. She ground her vulva against my fly, rubbing up and down. Her perfume filled my nostrils. She kissed me hotly again.

“I can’t,” I said.

“Why? Because Daddy owns you? You want to keep your job? I won’t tell. I like you, Cam. I like you a lot. I always have.”

What do I say? I can’t fuck you because your mom just drained my balls? No. I cannot say that. In fact, there was nothing I could say. I wanted to fuck her with every molecule of my being. She looked amazing. She smelled great. She was warm and soft and young and gorgeous.

I sank to my knees and kissed her bare mound. She gasped, caught by surprise. She may be no virgin but, based on her reaction, I might be the first man to ever kiss her pussy. I pressed my face in and exhaled hot breath on her cunt. Her legs trembled.

“What are you doing?” she muttered. “Are you going to—?”

I will never know what her next words were going to be. I’ll never know because at that moment I eased my tongue between her labia and licked her wet lips. She shivered and grabbed the bathroom counter. I pressed deeper, licking inside her fresh cunt, and she shuddered, falling against the wall. Her hands went to my head. I planted my mouth over her clit and sucked hard, drawing blood in, like I planned on leaving a hickey. She gasped and I chose that moment to drag my bumpy tongue across her clitoris. She sucked air and went rigid.

“Jesus!” she hissed.

I did it again. Then I fell to eating that sweet cunt like a pomegranate. She gushed juice. She clawed at my back, braced herself against the walls, curled a leg around my neck. I reached under to cup her butt cheeks and pull her farther into my mouth. She pulled a towel off the rack and bit it, stifling her moans and groans. I was convinced no man had ever done this to her. Her body shook when she came. I held her upright when her legs failed her. I burrowed deeper, determined to show her how girls can cum more than once. Maybe she knew that already, but maybe she didn’t. I licked and kissed and nibbled all around her sensitive mound. I pushed a finger up her pussy and teased her G-spot while sucking her clit. I used every trick I knew, driving the girl insane. I made her cum again, then I made her cum again. I had her headed for yet another towering climax when she shoved my mouth away and staggered into the wall.

“No,” she groaned. “No more. I can’t take it.”

Her legs quaked. Her hands shook. I stood as she slid down the bathroom door to sit. She grabbed her pussy with both hands and stared vapidly at the travertine.

“I’m going to go,” I said.

She nodded absentmindedly, a million miles away. I was so pleased with myself. I’d wrecked her, shown her things her body could do that she’d never known before. I’m no Casanova but I knew a lot more than her.

“You are gorgeous,” I added.

She lifted her bleary eyes to mine, then smiled weakly, waving me away.

I walked back to my room feeling proud.


Chapter 4

I shut the door behind me, dropping onto our bed on my back. It was still early but I felt wiped out. I closed my eyes.

I awoke to a pair of lips kissing me gently.

“Sorry,” Becky said. “That conversation lasted way longer than I wanted it to. Did you find something to keep you busy?”

She stepped away from the bed and began to undress.

“Yes,” I said.

“What did you do? Read? Walk through their amazing gardens?”

“I fucked Martha and gave Cate head until she shoved me away.”

Becky laughed.

“I wasn’t gone all that long,” she said.

I explained everything that happened.

“We agreed you should stay away from our boss’s daughter,” Becky said. “So, you fuck his wife and devour his child. How did things go so wrong?”

“The women in this family are aggressive.”

“That’s fair. So are the men.”

“Exactly. You fucked Teddy and sucked off Edward.”

“Actually, that’s why I woke you. Edward made me promise to rendezvous with him in the gardens, once everyone is asleep. He gave me directions to a bench that looks like a black dragon.”

I laughed.

“That’s where Martha seduced me.”

“What’s wrong with these people?”

“This whole family is horny,” I said. “When? How long before you meet him?”

“Now. You slept a while. I couldn’t leave without informing you.”

“Now?”

“Yes. He’s probably out there already. I mustn’t keep him waiting. We don’t want to piss this bastard off.”

I shook my head. How did we end up back here again? Becky spoke like she felt regret, but her eyes looked bright. Maybe to her this predicament wasn’t all that bad? Maybe she liked having extra dick forced upon her. She loves sex. Here was a bushel of it all guilt free, and with a handsome and hung older man.

“You seem eager, Becky.”

She paused a heartbeat.

“Things could be worse,” she admitted. “This is fun in a way. I want to avoid hurting your feelings so I’m being cautious, but Edward is not that bad.”

There was the truth.

“Go,” I said. “Hurry back.”

“You know I will. You know I’m only doing this because I must.”

“I get to reclaim you when you return.”

She smiled bashfully.

“I’m counting on it.”

I watched her shed her clothes and slip on a dress. She worked her panties down and off and slipped her bra out an arm hole. Strategic. She kissed me and opened the door slowly, making sure no one saw her. She gave Cate’s bedroom door the finger.

“Hussy,” she whispered.

She closed the door and was gone.

I planned on awaiting her return but that lasted about ten minutes. I knew my way to that bench, and I knew one could approach unseen from the hedges behind it. Was it worth the risk? Did I truly want to see Edward fuck my wife? I’d seen the silhouette of his son doing it. Why not the father? Truthfully, I admitted, I just love seeing Becky get fucked. I put on a black sweatshirt to help hide and slipped out of the room.

I had to plan my route. I knew the gardens fairly well, but I’d be approaching the bench through the bushes. I had to avoid making noise. I was careful and patient and precise, but I needn’t have bothered. Away from the house like this, surrounded by walls of hedges, Edward and Becky made plenty of noise on their own. The gap that Martha had passed through earlier was enough to see my wife and her lover.

“Put it in me,” Becky pleaded.

My wife was on her knees, hugging the dragon. Ed stood behind her with stiff cock in hand, helmet head on a collision course with her slit. He paused to admire the view: sexy Becky, on her knees, pussy offered freely, firm round ass aimed at his face, full tits swaying in the breeze.

“You’re a Goddess, Becky,” he chuckled. “I’ve felt that way since the first moment I met you.”

“Pervert. I was much younger when you first met me.”

He laughed.

“True, but I saw your natural beauty even then. You’ve grown into a sensual, gorgeous woman. I’m so happy you accepted my offer of employment.”

“We both know why you wanted Cameron and me to work for you.”

He stroked his dick and stared at her pussy from behind.

“So I could keep an eye on him while I tried to get my cock in you,” he said.

Becky laughed.

“He speaks truth,” she said.

“Always.”

“That’s great, Ed, but I don’t care. Just put it in me. I’ve always wanted to fuck you too.”

He moved closer and spanked her ass with his cock, slapping her firm flesh. He wet his thumb and pushed it into her ass. She groaned.

“That feels good, Edward, but we’ve no time for extracurriculars. I want that big cock in me right now. Fuck me, goddamn it.”

She lifted her hips, enticing him. He held her butt and brought her hole down to meet him, slapped his dick on her ass a few more times, then pushed it in. My wife moaned at the penetration, truly delighted to have the man inside her at last.

“Don’t move,” she ordered, closing her eyes.

He froze. Becky pushed her pussy down his length and then dragged her slit up to the head again. He was thicker than Teddy, his son and my best friend, and Becky loves thickness. She was savoring that girth right now. She moved down and up again and shuddered.

“That’s intense,” she mumbled.

My wife fucked herself on him for long minutes, reaching under to rub her clit as she felt his hard shaft moving inside. He stared down at his dick, watching it vanish and reappear. Becky was pushing herself to cum, constrained by their need to get back to the mansion. Martha would notice Edward’s absence, and we wanted him ignorant of my awareness.

“You gonna cum for me?” he asked, watching my wife use his dick.

‘Yeah,” she moaned.

He tangled his fingers in her long hair and pulled, slowly drawing her head back. He smacked her ass a stinging blow. Becky yelped but it was just what she needed.

“Fuuuuuck!” she snarled. “Yeah!”

She grabbed a tit and twisted her nipple and boom, her orgasm hit. How gorgeous she was cumming on his hard cock. How sexy. He thought so too, a huge grin spreading across his face. He’d wanted her for years and here at last she was, cumming on his cock.

“Can I cum in you?” he asked.

She was still caught in the throes of orgasm, too entangled to speak. She nodded vigorously, mauling her breast. He held her hips firmly and began to pump his hips, driving his thick cock in and out. She gasped, bracing herself against the dragon, pushing back at him to help. He had waited for this moment a long time and it arrived quickly, her tight pussy too much to resist.

“Becky!” he snarled. “Fuck yeah, take it!”

His hips pumped faster. I knew when he fired his first jet of sperm into her because he doubled over and grunted loudly. He announced every new jet of sperm the same way, pumping his hips and grunting as a thick blast of semen fired into her. Becky encouraged him, grinding her pussy on his meat. They left themselves breathless.

I hurried back to bed. My wife joined me minutes later, sliding under the covers and grabbing my dick.

“I brought you a surprise,” she purred.

“What’s that?”

She guided my hand down between her legs.

“A pussy full of hot cum.”

I suddenly rolled her over and she squeaked with alarm, then laughed. I was hard already, waiting for her. She found my cock and guided me in.


Chapter 5

Derek and Sophia wandered The Iron Bull with us, eyes wide, expressions pure amazement. They’d dressed casually, showing little skin, and Becky and I had done the same. They would have plenty to be shocked about without their good friends walking naked beside them. It was a Saturday night, and the club was packed with writhing bodies of every type and color. Sophie looked intrigued and curious, Derek looked shocked.

“Those people are fucking,” Derek said, gesturing towards a knot of bodies on a large ottoman in the center of this room.

“They are,” I agreed. “The men watching are probably the husbands of the women taking cock.”

“Is that true?” Sophia asked, bright-eyed.

“Yes,” Becky said. “It’s quite common in here for wives to fuck men other than their husbands.”

“Have you guys done that?” Derek asked. “I mean, forgive my clumsy bluntness, but, Cameron, have you watched some dudes bang Becky?”

“I have.”

“Hot hung dudes,” Becky added.

“Were they?” Sophia asked.

“Handsome and fit,” Becky giggled. “With nice fat cocks. I got off so hard. Cameron did too, later, when we got home.”

Sophia turned her gaze to the tangled men and women.

“Don’t you get jealous?” Derek asked me.

“Not really,” I said. “Not anymore. Not for a long time. I was jealous and intimidated the first few times it happened, but I came to see those men as tools, like living dildos for Becky’s pleasure. I suppose it’s possible some man could tempt her away from me, but that possibility is so remote I don’t worry about it. What’s life without some risks now and then?”

“Sounds exciting,” Sophia said.

“It is,” Becky admitted.

We wandered the club, passing every kind of lascivious act along the way. Sophia grew ever more interested, which meant ever hornier, and Derek managed to relax a little with it all.

We entered a social area with scattered tables and comfortable chairs and Becky aimed for a sectional couch and loveseat. We passed a table where two gentlemen sat, and I noticed they casually tried to turn their heads as we walked by. The surest way to make certain someone notices you is to try to avoid them noticing you. If they’d just gone about their business, I would have sailed on by. Becky missed it and of course Sophia and Derek were oblivious, but a tiny red flag rose in my head. I kept them in my peripheral vision. They looked familiar and I waited for my memory to kick in.

Surfer Dude and the older man with long red hair. I first noticed them on one of our earlier visits to this club. I remembered Becky rejecting Surfer Dude for a fat old man, and Surfer Dude’s petty annoyance regarding her choice. I saw Surfer Dude speaking angrily to Red a short time after. Money was exchanged if I remembered correctly.

Why were they here together again and why were they trying to dodge us? Becky sat and we all joined her. Sophia studied the people around, but Derek’s attention was turned inward. My friend wrestled with his feelings.

“Cameron and I are exhibitionists,” Becky told them. “We came here to let people watch us fuck. It’s hot. We did it in a pitch-black room and accidentally found others in the dark. Once that door was opened for us, we realized the wild excitement that could be had. We started doing it intentionally.” She scooted closer, took Sophia’s hand. “An interracial couple like you, tall, gorgeous, big-breasted blonde with her well-hung black stud, would set this place on fire. I understand it plays into racial stereotypes, and of course we want to avoid perpetuating those, but there’s a lot of excitement to be found in breaking taboos. Be honest, Sophie. Isn’t the color of Derek’s skin extra thrilling? I know you love him for the man he is, but, before you fell in love, weren’t you drawn to the excitement of sex with a black man? Derek, wasn’t the idea of a hot white woman an extra thrill?”

Derek nodded slowly. Sophia giggled.

“Hell yes,” she admitted. “Derek is the only black man I’ve ever been with. I was thrilled to discover the rumors were true, at least in his case. I still get an erotic charge every time he takes me.”

“I didn’t know that,” Derek said.

“How about you, Derek?” Becky asked. “Do you like being seen out in public with this hot babe on your arm?”

“I do like it.”

“Would you like them to see how she worships your cock?”

He hesitated before answering.

“I’d love it.”

Becky gestured in a sweeping motion.

“Here’s your chance. Don’t share her with anyone, if that’s not your thing. It wasn’t ours. But I know these people would love to see your gorgeous wife with your big black cock in her mouth.”

“What do you think, Baby?” Sophia asked Derek.

The sexual tension was thick. Becky was hot, I saw it in her eyes. She was trying to convince them like she battled in court, trying to convince a jury and win her case.

“Where would we go?” Derek wondered, resistance crumbling.

“You guys could do it right here,” Becky suggested.

She rested her hand on Sophia’s shoulder. The pretty blonde looked at my wife and then her husband. She slid from the loveseat to the floor. Derek looked nervous but wanted his cock sucked and if this was how Sophia wished to do it, more power to her. Sophie drew the zipper down and fished out that long dark cock. She laid the thing flat on his khakis.

“That’s a nice cock,” Becky said.

“Thanks,” Derek said.

Sophia looked around to see who watched. These people weren’t dumb. They knew what to watch for. The whole room sat stiff with anticipation, eager for Sophia to begin the deed.

Everyone, except Surfer Dude and Red. Those two watched Becky and me.

Sophia lowered her face to her husband’s lap and slipped that black cock into her mouth. Becky was giving off so much heat I felt it from several feet away. She lifted Sophia’s hair out of the way and hooked it behind the woman’s ear. What a lovely view. An older couple left their seats to move closer. Sophia noticed and moaned softly, enjoying some exhibitionism of her own.

A man came to stand next to Becky. I was focused on Sopia and Derek, so I paid him no attention. I paid him no attention until Becky left her seat to stand and gaze into his eyes. He was taller than me and athletic without being overly muscular. His broad shoulders narrowed to a tight waist. His forearms were covered with raised veins like he’d just come from the gym. He was nude and his cock happened to land squarely between Becky’s thighs. Thank God she wore panties under her skirt tonight.

“Hi,” he told her, his voice a smooth baritone.

My wife was smitten. She opened her mouth to speak but failed. She couldn’t look away from him. He leaned his face closer, tilting slightly in anticipation of a kiss. I expected Becky to back away from this stranger, but she closed her eyes instead. Her shoulders sagged like she’d already surrendered whatever battle it was that raged inside. She leaned forward too, and their lips met. Her body tensed. Her fingers curled into loose fists. Her shoulders raised and her head tilted.

Her arms snaked around his neck. The kiss continued as I watched my wife melt into this man. She came back to herself in a rush, pushing him away and turning her desperate eyes to me.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

He lifted her chin with tender fingertips and turned her to face him again. He kissed her slowly and lovingly and I saw her melt all over again. After several heartbeats she broke the kiss and pushed away, this time running her eyes up and down his body.

“Who are you?” she asked, clearly flustered.

“Call me Adam,” he rumbled.

Becky ran her eyes over his face and body again, lingering at his hefty, imposing cock and plump balls.

“What do you want?” she asked, dazed.

“You. Just you. I’ve seen you here many times. You’re the sexiest, most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. I know that’s corny and trite, but it’s true. I’m drawn to you. In a place filled with beautiful women, I’m drawn to you alone.”

Corny? Yes. Trite? Yes. But working unholy magic on Becky’s psyche? Hell yes. My wife was thunderstruck by this hung and handsome man. She never loses her cool, but she was now. She was back in grade school and the cutest and most popular boy was confessing his love for her.

“Come with me,” he said, taking her hand.

“Where?”

“Someplace away from all these people. Someplace quiet, intimate, where we can be alone.”

“Okay.”

What the fuck?

“What are you doing, Becky?” I asked.

“I want to go with him.”

“Why?”

“He wants me.”

“You’re here with me tonight,” I insisted, feeling jealousy for the first time in a long time. “Stay.”

“You have Derek and Sophia,” she said. “I won’t be gone long.”

Sophia was busy getting Derek rock hard, but he noticed what was happening.

“We cool?” he asked.

“We’re cool,” I said. “Thanks.”

“I just want to talk to him a minute,” Becky said. “I’ll be back soon.”

My wife hadn’t lied to me for a long, long time, but she was lying to me now. The funny thing was, she believed what she said. She was lying to herself too. Adam had her under his spell. Should I make a scene? Given all the things she’s done, and I’ve allowed her to do, what was the point? She was suggesting nothing she’d not already done a dozen times. The problem at this moment was my insecurities, not her request.

“Fine,” I said. “I’ll be waiting here with Derek and Sophia.”

Adam led her away. I watched them walk, his hard naked ass flexing with each step. Everything about the man was exactly what Becky likes best. I possess most of the items on her list. He seemed to have them all.

I returned my attention to Derek and Sophia. The crowd had moved in to watch and Sophie had his big black dick hard and gleaming. He’d taken her tits out of her top and I’d always wanted to see them up close. She sucked his cock like a professional. It was hot and it turned me on, but in the back of my mind was Becky and Adam. I waited until Derek and Sophia were really into each other and digging the exhibitionism, and then I slipped quietly away, following the path that Adam had taken when he led my wife away.


Chapter 6

Their path was twisting and turning. Was he deliberately trying to lose me? Why? I peered into every room we passed, searching. I arrived at the Couples Only area and a bouncer denied me entrance.

“My wife is in there,” I told him.

“Not alone she ain’t.”

“No, she’s with a man. I want to check on her.”

“Why is your wife with another man?”

I sized this guy up. He’d definitely kick my ass.

“He asked her to go with him and she agreed.”

“Then that explains why she’s with him and not you. There are chairs against that wall. Take one and wait for her.”

“I need to see her.”

“And she needs to be with him. She made that clear when she walked off with him and left you alone.”

I wanted to punch him.

“Did you even see them?” I asked. “He’s tall, mop of dark hair, naked. She’s pretty, wearing a short skirt, black boots, and a small white top.”

“I saw them.”

“Great! So, they’re in there for sure?”

“They are.”

“Will you check on her?”

“No. I will monitor the entrance, like I’m doing now.”

I whined with frustration. I turned my back on him and joined the few other husbands waiting for their wives. They all had expressions of annoyance, vexed at the separation from their wives or girlfriends. We were eaten alive by our imaginations. What was going on beyond that door? We all knew exactly what.

A woman took the chair next to me.

“I overheard your conversation with the doorman,” she murmured. “My husband is in there with some floozy. I was thinking you and I could go in together, as a couple, to find our spouses. What do you think?”

“Great fucking idea,” I said.

“Kiss me.”

“What? Why?”

So the bouncer can see lightning has struck and we’re a couple now too.

I leaned in to kiss her. She took my hand and placed it over her breast. I played with her more than I should, given our charade. She let me.

“Okay,” she finally said. “Let’s go.”

We approached the doorman together and he gave us a nod.

“Lockers in the first room,” he said. “Disrobe. Clothing is not allowed beyond the first room.”

“We understand,” my new friend said.

He let us through. Inside was a room with lockers on all four wood-paneled walls. An open doorway beaconed on the far wall. We quickly stripped and locked our clothes away.

“Good luck,” she told me.

“You too. What’s your name?”

“Ingrid. What’s yours?”

“Cameron. Good luck, Ingrid.”

We hugged naked. Once though the open doorway, she went left, I went right. There were dozens of small intimate rooms back here. This area was not for free-wheeling sex. This was for couples looking for privacy. Each room had two small windows, for safety, but they weren’t designed to make viewing easy. It was darker in the hallways than inside the rooms so I could gaze into each window without being discovered. I saw a lot of lovemaking going on before I finally found Becky. I should have been prepared for the sight, given all I’d seen up to now, but I wasn’t.

They were on a large bed against the far wall. Becky was on her back. She’d brought her legs up, folding them alongside his body in a vulnerable and intimate pose. They kissed deeply as his smooth muscular ass gently rose and fell, his thick firm cock sluicing in and out of her tight pussy. She was stretched around his plump circumference, a tight ring sealed around his girth. Her pussy clung to him on every withdrawal, clung like she hated him to leave. He had no plans for doing that. I saw in the way he moved in her that this was a cherished moment for him too. They gazed into each other’s eyes intensely as they made out. They touched with reverence. He was in no hurry to orgasm, and neither was she.

Their lovemaking crushed me. 

My wife didn’t want to cum, she wanted to feel him inside her. She didn’t want pleasure for herself, she wanted to please him. He felt those things too. I heard voices and stepped away from the window and saw Ingrid scolding her husband as she led him out. I hurried to the window again as they passed.

Adam now pressed Becky’s legs over her body, bringing her cunt off the bed and exposing her, holding her in a helpless position as his big cock sawed gently in and out. Becky was thrilled to be his. She wanted him to take everything. My eyeballs ached to see the way she gave herself so completely, but my bastard cock began to rise. Jealousy tore me apart. My heart ached to see her with him like this. It was pure agony.

I was throbbing hard in less than a minute but dared not touch myself. Jacking off to this display felt wrong. Could I even reclaim her from this? What I witnessed through that window was much more than hot sex. Their connection was real, powerful, true. The world is filled with attractive men, and I always knew the danger was there each time we played with others, but now it had found me. I wanted to punch the glass. I wanted to kick the door open and rip her away from him. I knew such things did not work that way. Pulling her away would only make her want him more.

I would need to wait this out.

Their lovemaking lasted a long time. Becky forgot she was here with Derek and Sophia. Becky forgot she was here with me. Hell, Becky probably forgot she was married. I watched them for a long time. I saw when she orgasmed on his stiff spike, and I saw when she rolled him onto his back and climaxed again. I saw when she pulled him out so she could suck and lick his daunting cock all over and I saw when she gratefully slid him back in. Worst of all, I saw when he unleashed a massive flood of sperm into her and she clung to him, using her heels in his ass to pull him deep as he shot. I thought his climax would spell the end of their session, but I was wrong. They cuddled. Cuddled! Talking softly and sweetly and sharing their thoughts.

My stiff cock raged at me.

I couldn’t interrupt. I couldn’t barge in and make noise. Humbled, I returned to the first room and dressed and found Derek and Sophia fucking for the crowd. Sophia was on fire and Derek was hard as black iron. We’d found something new for them, something they both loved.

When Becky returned, she carried her clothes over her arm. She’d lost her panties and bra somewhere. Derek and Sophia checked her out, noticing the streaks of leaking sperm running down both legs. Their eyes darted to me, but I avoided their gaze. I had no answer ready. I tried to act like this was no big deal, like Becky had done similar things before and we were cool. But the memories of my wife in Adam’s arms haunted me. I knew, in my heart, something had changed. Becky was different. Dread filled me.


Chapter 7

I was at my desk when Becky entered my office. We avoid each other at work, maintaining complete professionalism.

“I’m going to see him after work tonight,” she murmured. “Don’t be mad.”

I instantly knew whom she meant.

“I think that’s a bad idea,” I said.

“I know, and I’m sorry. I can’t help it. I think about him all the time.”

“Ouch.”

“I need to be honest with you,” she said. “You’re my husband.”

“I am. I understand. I want you to be. I will be too and that hurts to hear.”

“It’s weird, Cam. It’s like the guy was created for me. We click so well. I feel like I’ve known him my whole life, but we only just met.”

I cut to the heart of my fears.

“Are you going to leave me for him?”

She hesitated. Maybe a hundredth of a second. Only someone that knows her as well as I do would have even noticed. I did.

“No,” she said. “He’s a fling. A terrifying, deeply emotional fling. I’m sure it won’t last but it’s going to get intense before it ends.”

“What if it doesn’t. What if we do?”

Her lips trembled. Her eyes turned misty. This dude owned her and there was nothing I could do about it. Human chemistry is a mysterious and magical thing. Love at first sight is real. Lust at first sight is real too. Some people we just connect with. Sometimes that connection is deeply powerful. Marriage is supposed to be the foreswearing of all other desires and attractions and a promise to remain true to one person only, despite the ups and downs of human existence. The deepest connections form when both parties adhere to this and work to stay together. Becky and I had loosened the rivets that hold a marriage together by allowing intimacies to form with others. That was how Adam got in. Now my wife was connected to him and all I could do was hope that hot connection burned itself out.

“I can’t imagine life without you,” she said, voice quivering. “I really want this thing with Adam to be purely about sex.”

“It feels like more than that.”

She nodded sadly.

“You’re right,” she admitted. “It does.”

I took a deep breath. For richer, for poorer. Through sickness and in health. I’d honor my vows to her right up to the bitter end, if that’s where this thing led.

“What’s your plan for after work?” I asked.

She gave a little shrug.

“Honesty?”

“Always,” I insisted. “Every time.”

“We’ll probably just go back to his place and make love all night. Sorry, fuck all night. That’s what I want to do.”

“I saw you,” I blurted. “That night in the club. You and Adam in the couples only area. I found a way in. I watched through the small window.”

Her hand rose to cover her mouth. Dismay filled her eyes. She knew what I’d seen that night.

“It isn’t fucking,” I said. “It is lovemaking.”

She wiped tears off her cheeks.

“I need to get back to work,” she said. “I won’t spend the night, but I will be home late. I hope you’re still up and waiting for me.”

She left my office. My heart felt like it was breaking so why the fuck was my dick rising? An erection at work would be awkward so I turned my attention to the case I was doing background research on and threw myself into it. My erection faded slowly. How stupid would I feel if I lost her to another man? It was all sexy fun and games until now. I never serious imagined a man could fuck her away from me. Adam must be perfect for her. I resigned myself to sticking to the end. No ending my marriage early to spare myself hurt. She might be veering off into uncharted waters, but I still loved her, and I still wanted her. I wanted to remain married to her. That was the simple truth.

The day crawled by. I watched the clock obsessively. It stung like hell when, eager to be in his arms again, she shut down early and rushed out the door. I got hard again. That seemed to be my default response to the psychic pain of her infidelity: get hard. It happened several times during the workday too. Weird. Outwardly I was a sophisticated intellectual with an extensive education, but, deep down, I was still just a caveman. I watched her grab her jacket and hurry out the door and boom, my dick sprang up. Idiot.

I worked late because the idea of waiting in our home for her to return sounded agonizing. I couldn’t stay all night though, so eventually I did go home. I was right about the torment. I wandered the house, gazing at the photos of things we’d done together, photos of us with friends and family, and the dagger in my guts twisted like a snake. She was with him right now. He was in her right now. I entered our bathroom and stared at her sundries on the counter. Inconsequential things like a bottle of perfume or a tube of mascara now seemed significant. She’d scented herself for him. She’d done her makeup just so for him.

Out in the bedroom I noticed she’d left her underwear drawer partially open in her haste to get dressed this morning. Which pair had she selected? I was sure it was something sexy, something she believed he’d enjoy finding on her.

“Fuck!” I shouted.

I slammed the drawer closed. I was avoiding alcohol. That road seemed perilous. Drinks would only make things worse. Also, I wanted to be ready when she got home. That seemed a little pathetic to me, waiting and hoping for his scraps like that, but there it was. I wanted to be inside her so badly my skeleton felt brittle.

I grew erect again because of course I did. I have a ridiculous penis. I don’t know what part of my brain it is connected to but together they had a lot of fun with me. I had no fun at all. Pants made my spontaneous erections uncomfortable, so I took them off, walking around the house bottomless. My hard dick was like the prow of a ship, leading me. I tried watching porn, but it all fell flat. How could it complete with the images torturing me in my head? I stroked a few times and discovered my sensitivity was off the charts. I left my penis alone. Last thing I needed was Becky to come home to a limp dick already drained. I stayed hard and I stayed alert.

Hours passed.

Despite my anxiety and the torment I suffered waiting, I grew drowsy. I reclined on our sofa to wait but drifted off. I awoke hours later, still alone. He was fucking her and fucking her and fucking her, I knew it. I felt it in my heart. The connection we shared told me all about his thick cock pumping her pussy. I almost felt her passion and pleasure. I gave up and went to bed. She’d be home when she got home.


Chapter 8

She did not come home.

Worried, I checked my phone. She’d sent several texts informing me of her decision to stay with him tonight. She didn’t want me to worry. One was a photograph of his proud erection, gleaming with her wetness, like she’d just pulled the thing out of her, held upright by her left hand so I could see the wedding ring I’d placed on her finger. I know she meant for the text to be playful, and I know she was trying to reduce the interaction to something purely sexual, but she missed the mark. Electing to stay the night said more than a teasing picture of his hard dick.

I zoomed in on him. If ever there was a cock capable of convincing a wife to leave her husband, this was it. The beast was thick as my wrist, veined, proportioned, hard as iron and long enough to reach the deepest parts of her. I was sure that’s where he was when he ejaculated. How many times? He’d had all night to inject all he could. It’s what I would have done in his shoes.

I got ready for work. I left his picture on my screen in the kitchen while I made coffee and ate breakfast. I left his picture open while I shaved and brushed my teeth. I left his picture open while I dressed and drove to work and sat at my desk. I got there first, and Becky arrived soon after, wearing new clothes. I imagined he’d purchased them for her before he asked her to spend the night and she said yes. She wore a simple, professional black dress with her hair pulled back in her signature, no-nonsense ponytail. Her eyes looked for me the instant she came through the front door, scrutinizing me, studying my expression, trying to deduce what I was feeling. I let her see the anguish. I wasn’t going to play the tough-guy game. She moved to her desk, and I went for more coffee. She followed. We were alone in the staff room.

“How was your night?” I asked.

She poured.

“Legendary,” she said, adding a dollop of cream. “Epic. I can barely walk.”

I sipped, testing the heat. Too hot. Added more cream.

“How was yours?” she asked.

“Same.”

She laughed. The tension fractured.

“All night?” I said, annoyed.

“I’m sorry. I sent texts explaining.”

“You sent texts notifying, not explaining.”

“That’s fair. I thought an explanation would be too painful. Honey, I’m not coming home after all. Adam fucks like a god and I cannot get enough of his cock. Better?”

“No. Yes. But I don’t believe it was all about his cock.”

“A lot of it was about his cock.”

“I won’t ask how many times you orgasmed.”

“Yeah,” she chuckled. “Don’t.”

“How many times did he?”

“Stay off this path, Cam, Honey. Some things are better left unsaid. Just know I’m back and be happy.”

“How many?” I repeated. “And where?”

She drank some coffee, studied my face.

“Five,” she said. “All of them in my pussy. Actually, given his length, straight into my uterus. He’s been leaking from me for hours and it’s turning me on again.”

Anguish squeezed my heart, so of course my dick started to rise. Becky looked at the front of my pants.

“Are you getting hard?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I told him I wanted to swallow his load, but he told me no. He insisted on shooting everything in my womb. I explained how much I love sucking dick and drinking cum, but he insisted. I liked how bossy he was. I liked how much he needed to claim my cunt. It was hot. Are you dying to fuck me, Cameron?”

“Yes,” I croaked.

“Lunch break? On the roof?”

“God, yes.”

She reached under her dress and then showed me her slick and sparkling fingers, coated with his sperm.

“There’s so much,” she said. “He cums buckets anyway but five times? I am basting in semen. I’m soaking in his seed. I’m—”

“Shut up. Just, stop talking. Jesus, my dick is about to explode.”

She softly sucked her fingers clean and left the room. I adjusted my erection and hurried to my desk. I concentrated on work and accomplished a lot, but I watched the clock closely. Lunch arrived and I rode the elevator to the roof. There’s a section set aside, away from the helicopter pad, that is surrounded by high glass walls. Inside is a picnic table and benches. A lovely place for lunch if you can find the time. I sat on one of the benches and waited for Becky. Soon the elevator doors opened and there she was. She sauntered, giving me time to gawk at my wayward, unfaithful wife. A crooked smile spread across her lips. My dick began to rise. There was no use trying to deny my feelings. I was in love with the woman. I wanted her desperately. She stepped inside the walled area and took the seat next to me. She had a small vegetable plate from the cafeteria downstairs.

“I suppose you want details?” she said, teasing.

“When we’re home and in bed. Preferably while I’m fucking your brains out. Since we’re at work, maybe just give me an overview.”

She did. He’d met her at his front door dressed in only white boxer briefs. They’d talked for a few minutes and then she’d caressed his straining bulge. He’d leaned back and she’d lowered her head to his lap, freed him, and they were off. Clothes flew. They fucked in his living room, kitchen, bathroom, and bedroom. He fucked her on the floor. He fucked her outside on his balcony where the neighbors could see. He was ravenous, she said, and could not get enough of her. He loved to eat pussy and drove her insane. His desire for her did the same to her. I listened and grew erect, because that’s what I do now.

We hit a natural pause, and she bit a carrot.

“Are you hard?” she asked.

“Yup.”

“Unzip. Take it out. I’m going to sit on it.”

“There are cameras up here on the roof.”

“Nothing wrong with a wife sitting on her husband’s lap while they enjoy lunch. Take it out.”

I did. She discreetly lifted her dress in back and settled her hot and steaming cunt around me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and smiled. She kissed my forehead, fully aware that her scalding cunt was a swamp of their combined juices. I was enveloped in a slick furnace of flesh. I gasped and she chuckled. He’d flooded my wife, and he now lubricated me. My mind did cartwheels to feel him in her. She knew it.

“How do you like it?” she asked.

“I can barely hold back.”

“So don’t. Pump it into me. Ejaculate your seed and mix it with his. It all turns me on. What a night. What a life.”

She flexed her pussy and clamped down around my inches. She lifted half an inch and settled again, lifted and settled. She milked my cock. To the casual observer, she simply sat on my lap while we talked.

“He’s too big and hard for me. Seriously. He’s more than I can handle. His cock dominates me, and I love it. He leaves me sore and tender, and I love it. I miss him the moment he pulls out. I want him in me again the moment he leaves. I want him right now. I love you, Cameron, but I’m already looking forward to the next time he fucks me and leaves my pussy aching.”

It was too much to take. She knew what she was doing. I groaned and my cock convulsed, and I spurt straight up into her. She gasped and ground her ass into my lap, driving me as deep as she could. My head exploded to the thought I was laying my seed down on top of his. She’d carry us both for days.


Chapter 9

“Would you like to watch him fuck me?” she asked. “He likes showing off as much as we do. He doesn’t remember you so you could get right up next to us.”

We were in bed after a long day at work. I had documents spread before me and she did too. Sleep was a long way off. We’d gotten in bed to read but then she’d remembered something and then I did too. Soon we were both working again, only this time in bed.

“You watched us through that small window at the club,” she continued. “I’d love to let him fuck me in front of a crowd. You could be in that crowd. You could be right next to me. You could see him in me up close. Does that sound hot?”

“That does sound hot,” I admitted.

In the weeks since she’d spent the night at his place, we’d fallen into an uneasy truce. We’d stopped going to The Iron Bull. Adam was Becky’s sole lover. She split her time between her two men and while I wanted and needed her to acknowledge I was her husband, I didn’t push the issue. Instinct told me to let this run the course. They’d gotten close, really close, but she hadn’t withdrawn from me to do it. Our relationship was still just as intimate. She was simply intimate with two men instead of one.

“This Saturday night,” she stated. “I’ll let him know. I’ll put on a show for you, Baby. You’ll see your pretty wife turned inside out by that big cock.”

The next few days passed quickly. We were both busy at work. Edward was sniffing around, hoping to score with Becky again, and she had to balance his attention and us keeping our jobs against fucking Adam and me.

Saturday arrived.

Becky took Lyft. I drove our car. I got there first so I could watch the entrance and keep track of her. I stripped and put my clothes in a locker. Adam and Becky walked in together. My wife did not follow our plan. My wife did not take Lyft. Adam went and picked her up, which meant she’d already sucked cock on the drive over. They came through the foyer and sailed by the huge iron sculpture of the bull and headed directly for the lockers. They were eager to get naked, eager to fuck with an audience. I followed discreetly and then found a spot to watch. I ordered a drink and leaned back in my chair. They soon emerged from the locker area, homecoming king and queen, and meandered towards an open area with comfy chairs and loveseats. Becky met my eyes on the sly, launching a wicked smile my way, but what really caught my eye was the red-haired man watching events unfold. Surfer Dude was absent, but Red was glued.

Becky got things started because she was too horny to wait. They began kissing and the crowd noticed. She straddled Adam’s lap and offered her tits to his mouth. His cock rose like an elephant’s trunk, eventually curving upward to nestle between her butt cheeks. He was long and fat and covered with pulsating veins. She bounced her ass up and down his length. The crowd fell silent. Becky lifted her ass a little higher each time, causing his cock to snag a little before sliding upwards. Finally, she rose high enough that the tip spread her pussy lips. When she brought her ass down again, his cock penetrated her cunt. She stiffened, he moaned. The crowd fell silent. She pulled her cunt down his length, and we all watched amazed. What a fucking erotic sight. I glanced around at the faces of the people watching and froze.

Derek and Sophia, naked, watching along with everyone else.

Their stares jumped from Becky’s penetration to me, back and forth, concern etched on their faces. They watched Becky fuck another man and they worried about my feelings. Bless them. I gave Derek a curt nod and he whispered something to Sophia. She looked unconvinced. Our friends watched Becky take new cock and my goddamn penis began to rise. I hated that they were witness to my humiliation, but in a bizarre way I also loved it. Hard dicks do not lie. I might regret their presence but something in me found it exciting.

I continued my sweep of the crowd, drawing a perverse pleasure from Becky’s public display. Many here had seen us together. They all knew she was my wife. Yet here she was dragging her wet pussy up and down this stud’s hard cock, milking his seed, not mine. I was on an adrenaline drip, feeling a lovely rush of shame and excitement each time my gaze landed on a face that recognized me and understood what was happening.

Then my gaze landed on an older red-haired man, and the knowing look he shared with Adam behind Becky’s back, and a bomb exploded in my head. It’s funny how all the pieces of a puzzle can float around in your mind and never connect. Then, one thing lines them all up.

Adam and Red know each other.

Surfer Dude and Red know each other.

My mind raced backwards through memories of Red and the men I’d seen him with. They always had one eye on us. Now that I was thinking about it, they always had a sense of purpose about the way they watched. Red and his entourage were no casual voyeurs, Red and his people were on a mission. My mind made an intuitive leap, just as Becky voiced a heartfelt moan.

Surfer Dude was a plant, someone sent to seduce Becky. She’d rejected him for Santa, and he’d gotten upset. Because he failed, Red needed to send another man, Adam, and Adam had succeeded. He was perfect for Becky. To find someone perfect for Becky, someone would need to know her exceptionally well, and have cause to want revenge, and there was only one person on this planet that fit those criteria.

Clarence.

Our former boss had fallen in love with Becky, and she’d broken his heart. I knew with absolute certainty that Adam had been sent by that bastard to destroy our marriage. I gasped out loud when I remembered Becky’s comments about how Adam insisted he ejaculate in her pussy. I realized the depths of their intentions. Clarence did not merely desire to force a divorce. Clarence wanted Becky to become pregnant with another man’s baby. Clarence wanted the ultimate revenge on both of us.

Becky whimpered as she fucked herself on Adam’s cock. The crowd watched her passion, mesmerized. She put on a good show for them and especially for me but that’s because her desire was real. Adam had slipped through her defenses to steal her heart, just like he’d been paid to do. My wife sank all the way down on the man and held herself there, moving her hips in tiny circles. Adam’s cock reached far up into her, crushing her cervix, and my wife couldn’t be happier. My gaze dropped to his massive balls and the huge load they carried, and a chill frosted my heart. These men were trying to impregnate my wife!

My mind raced. What should I do? I considered throwing myself at Adam, knocking his cock out of her. The man was much bigger than me. I’d lose that fight. I considered approaching Red, telling him I figured out his game. He’d laugh in my face and point to Adam fucking my wife.

Becky arched her back and lifted her arms over her head. Her sweet voice rose in a melodious cry as a sweeping orgasm raced through her. Her nipples rose to stiff points. Goosebumps washed across her skin. She ground her pussy all the way down on his cock and came hard. He grabbed her hips and held her in place, forcing his big cock even deeper, then sent a thrill racing through the crowd when he grunted and clenched his big nuts. The first blast of sperm injected directly into her womb and her passion soared. I was too late to stop them. Red wore an evil grin. Perhaps this would be the one that took?

“Goddamn it!” I yelled, but nobody cared.

The crowd was enthralled by the beautiful couple fucking. Their passion was real. Their desire was real. They made sex look like art. I knew the terrible dark secret. Fear seized me. I watched Adam’s hefty testicles rise and fall with each new spurt. Her pussy was a tight ring around his girth, sealing every drop of potent sperm within. How would I even tell her? She had real feelings for the man. How could I tell my wife it was all a twisted joke, a nefarious plan to bring us down. I watched Becky writhe in ecstasy atop his spear, eager to get him deep, eager to capture every drop of his huge load.

His orgasm lasted a long time and when it ended, she fell against his muscular body, kissing him hotly. He returned her fevered lust, but I knew the snake that lurked within. This news would hurt her deeply and I was saddened by that. I felt for her. She had real feelings for this man and while I did feel some relief that he would be leaving us, I love her and would never wish any pain on her.

She continued to straddle his lap as his cock turned soft inside her. Before too long he softened enough to flop out and a gush of milky sperm followed. The crowd murmured and the raw sexuality of it. One woman left her seat to lick his jizz off the floor. A man joined her. The woman raised her head to lick his cock and balls clean and Becky turned to watch her, a wistful smile curled my wife’s lips, like, you can adore him all you want but he belongs to me. My poor Becky.

After a while Adam excused himself to use the restroom. I watched him closely, noting how he turned sharply just before entering to meet Red. Becky languished on the sofa, spent. She leaned against the back and opened her legs and a gush of sperm leaked out, running across the cushion to drip to the floor. She dabbed her fingertips in the tiny stream, rubbing them together to feel the slick film. I was stunned by the size of the load he’d injected.

This was my moment, and I took it.

She smiled wanly at my approach.

“Did you like the show?” she asked. “How hot was that? Everyone loved it.”

“I have to tell you something,” I blurted. “You’re going to hate it. It’s going to hurt. I’m sorry, but there’s no way around the truth.”

She was instantly serious. I drew her attention to Red and Adam having a serious conversation in the corner.

“I strongly suspect that red haired man works for Clarence,” I said. “I also suspect that Adam is a plant, someone sent to destroy our marriage. Before you protest and say this is exactly what a frightened and jealous husband would say, watch them talk.”

I stepped back. Whatever she’d planned on saying died in her throat. She’d raised a finger but that now drifted slowly to her lap. Adam and Red argued about something with the older man who gestured for Adam to get back in there. Becky saw it and she’s no dummy. She could read the signs as well as me. If you think I took any pleasure in the emotional pain my wife began to feel, discovering that a man she had feelings for had been using her, you’re wrong. Way wrong. When Becky’s eyes filled with tears, mine did too. She’s my wife and I love her.

“I’m so sorry,” I murmured. “I hope I’m wrong.”

“You’re not,” she sniffed. “I see it. I remember that red haired man speaking to that surfer guy after I rejected him. I thought the surfer’s reaction was strange at the time. Now it makes sense. Clarence is a piece of shit. So is Adam.”

We watched Red scold Adam.

“I guess we had it coming,” Becky said. “But it still hurts. I tricked Clarence, hid our marriage, and allowed him to believe there could be something between us. I’m shocked he put this much effort into revenge but in many ways he’s an immature man. I can’t tell you how much I hate that I have a pussy filled to the brink with Adam’s semen. Stupid girl. I want to go home and douche. I don’t want that bastard in me anymore. I don’t want him in me ever again.”

Derek and Sophia joined us.

“Are you guys okay?” Sophia said. “Beck, you look like you just saw a ghost.”

Becky glared at Adam.

“Not a ghost,” she said. “A dead man.”


Chapter 10

Adam called like crazy the next few days, but Becky sent him to voicemail every time. He did not leave a message. She was distant and withdrawn but I expected she would be. That relationship had been real to her. I doted on my wife and made sure she ate and got enough sleep and after a few days she warmed up.

Tonight, I’d taken her to a five-star restaurant and we were on the drive home after a lovely scrumptious dinner. She laid her head on my shoulder.

“I love you,” she said after a moment.

“I love you too.”

“No, Cameron. I love you.”

I didn’t say it again. I felt more was coming and I was right.

“I fell for that guy,” she continued. “I admit I did. Clarence and I spent a lot of time together. We had a lot of intimate conversations. He learned my secrets and then used them against me to find a man that would slip through my defenses. Adam had my number from the instant I laid eyes on him.”

She took my hand in hers and gazed up at me.

“But you stayed by my side through it all. You never wavered. I know things got really hard for you. I know I hurt you with my choices. I’m sorry. But now, coming out the other side, I feel more love for you than I ever have. Even when my heart was broken over another man you cared for me, showing me love, showing me kindness, tending to me. What husband would do the same in your shoes? No one. I love you with all my heart, Cam. I will for the rest of my life.”

I squeezed her hand. She’d brought tears to my eyes.

“I treated you poorly,” she went on. “I know that. It was exciting at the moment but never something we agreed on in advance. I just pursued what I wanted with disregard for you, telling myself it was all part of the game we played. I think you truly suffered. I hate knowing that I hurt you.” Her voice cracked, heavy with emotion. “I’ll never do that again. I think we should take a big step back. I think we should let things settle. Can we do that? Can we just be a boring married couple for a while?”

“Of course. Whatever you want, Baby.”

She pondered something.

“I should have been a porn actress,” she said.

“I haven’t heard that one in a while.”

“It’s true. No attachments. I get all the big dicks I want. You get to watch me fuck. I collect a nice fat check at the end of the day. Perfection. No expensive schooling needed. Just a warm wet hole. None of that hurt feelings shit to deal with.”

“Sounds like you missed your calling.”


Chapter 11

Our gang, Danny and Laurie, Derek and Sophia, Teddy and Jean, waited on the pizza as the Kansas City Chiefs drove down the field. The doorbell rang and Becky jumped up to answer it. Danny lifted his head like he was thinking about making a comment but then thought better of it.

“Hang on, Beck,” Jean said. “Let’s have fun with this guy. Come on, girls.”

Sophia and Laurie joined Becky and Jean at the door.

“I’m thinking topless,” Jean said.

Sophia laughed.

“His eyes are going to bug out,” she chuckled.

We men turned to watch as all four women shed their shirts and bras. Eight gorgeous titties stared back at us. This was the price we paid for an early start on the beer before the food arrived.

“Open the door, Becky,” Jean said.

My wife swung the door wide. A young man stood frozen, shock immobile but the feminine beauty before him. He’d jack off to this later.

“He’s cute,” Jean said. “Invite him inside.”

His eyes went big. Becky grabbed his wrist and pulled him in. Laurie handled the boxes of pizza. The dude was dazed but playing along. Becky shut the door. The girls propelled him against the wall and stepped close, telling him how cute he was.

Jean dropped to her knees and freed his cock.

Teddy laughed.

Laurie stepped back to watch it all. Sophia cast a glance at Derek and then joined Jean on her knees. The dude stopped moving. Jean slipped his cock into her mouth. Becky kissed his cheek and whispered something in his ear. He nodded vigorously. Sophia stole his cock from Jean and sucked too. They passed the head back and forth using their tongues.

“Should we stop them?” Danny asked.

“No,” Derek said. “They’re drunk already. Let them have their fun. Bro ain’t complaining.”

No, he wasn’t. His shocked face was locked in place. His gaze jumped from lovely set of titties to a pretty girl sucking his dick. Becky kissed his mouth, caught up in the moment. We’d done nothing since that horrible night months ago.

Derek, Danny, and Teddy turned their attention to the game. I watched the ladies. Jean had gained considerable skill when sucking cock but Sophia wanted her turns too. I delighted in their battles for the thing. Becky’s kiss turned sexy and then she pulled the dude’s head down to her tits. She cast a glance at me and found me smiling. That was all the encouragement she needed. She knelt and Joined Jean and Sophia on the man’s cock. They took turns sucking the head or dipping under to gob on his balls. He got hard despite the public assault and soon had room for all three at the same time. I thought he might have a heart attack. He looked overwhelmed.

Jean added a hand when she was ready for him to ejaculate. Becky moved under and took his balls into her mouth. They all seemed intent on making the dude orgasm and soon did. Jean gulped it down like a pro. How far she’d come in such a short time but dating wild Teddy will do that to you.

The man went off like a firework. His hips jerked and his face contorted. Jean sucked as she swallowed and then they were finished with him. Becky signed the bill, adding a big tip, and away he went. The ladies returned to watch the game but none of them put their shirts back on.

Becky leaned backward against my chest. We watched the television for a few minutes before she tilted her head to look up at me.

“Iron Bull this weekend?” she casually asked.

“If that’s what you want,” I said.

“It is. I need to wash a nasty taste from my mouth.”

I understood. We’d allowed Adam into an inner circle. It had been our special thing until he defiled it with lies. We needed to take it back, make it ours again.


Chapter 12

Cate adjusted her bikini top, but it didn’t help much. She’d purchased one several sizes too small and her young, firm tits spilled out on every side. Not that it mattered much. Her top was white, and I was fairly certain she’d cut the lining out. Faint dark circles of areola showed through. Normally parents get upset over that kind of thing but not Cate’s parents. Martha was busy trying to seduce me and not get caught and Edward was busy trying to seduce Becky and not get caught. Lies everywhere one looked. At least Teddy and Jean were having fun in their own little world. Teddy had taught Jean how to pleasure a big cock and now that’s all the girl wanted to do. I’ve never known such a willing sex slave.

Maybe I did.

Becky sat in the lounge chair next to Ed and played the game. We’d been worried Clarence might try to sabotage our careers by giving Ed a call and warning him we could not be trusted, but apparently his ego was too big for that. We’d bested him twice and he’d gone underground. I kept my eyes open because men like that never forgive and never forget, but for now we were good.

Martha had asked me to rub sunscreen on her back and I’d obeyed, keeping one eye on my wayward wife. Becky had bounced back after Adam, bounced back hungrier than ever. She chatted with Edward now, absentmindedly toying with the small diamonds of fabric which covered her nipples, adjusting again and again, slowly nudging the cloth back to expose more and more breast. Ed was salivating. Martha was oblivious. Cate was not amused.

Martha softly moaned and raised her hips ever so slightly. I casually slipped my fingertips under the edge of her bikini bottoms and grazed her fuzzy labia. She fought back a gasp. Becky and Edward discussed a troubling case, but I knew what they truly did. My wife was horny. She would debate the case until they left the poolside to return to the house and check the paperwork. Of course, Becky’s true intention was just to get the man inside and away from his wife. Then she would help herself to his cock. I let my fingers creep farther under Martha’s bottoms and split her inner pussy lips, teasing her clit. She bit the towel against her face. Cate tilted her chair back to face the sun and I pushed a strong finger into her mother. Martha chomped down on her towel harder, stifling a moan. Cate put her AirPods in and started a song and I began to work my finger, banging Martha right out in the open.

How different our lives are now.

I spread the lotion with one hand while pumping my finger in her with the other. I’d make her cum, right in front of her hot daughter. Our efforts to avoid detection only made everything hotter. I added a thumb to tease Martha’s clit and that did it. Her whole body went rigid, and her jaw clamped down on the towel and she orgasmed under the hot sun. Beautiful. It lasted a long time and then she collapsed, wilting into her lounge chair, soon falling asleep.

I repositioned my chair to face the sun but also to enjoy a generous view of Cate. Her eyes were closed, her toes tapped out the rhythm of her music. My gaze moved up her legs to her tight little camel toe, flat stomach, full firm breasts, and lovely face. Becky had warned me away from the girl and my wife was probably right, but damn, the draw of her was strong. Young bodies are built for breeding. Becky was up in the mansion right now with Edward’s cock either down her throat or stuffed in her cunt and yet I was out here merely fingerbanging Martha.

I wanted Cate.

I used my time well. Martha was out and Cate had her eyes closed so I took my sweet time, ogling every inch of the young hottie. What a delight. Eventually Martha awoke and said she needed a shower and wandered up the hill to the big house. Eyes closed and headphones in, Cate was unaware her mother had left us. I gawked at the young beauty so long my dick got hard in my swim trunks.

“Are you staring at me?” she asked without opening her eyes.

Why hide the truth?

“Yes,” I said.”

“Why?”

“Because either God or the Devil blessed you with an amazing body and a pretty face, and I can’t look away.”

She opened her eyes, checking for bullshit. She found only sincerity.

“Why can’t boys my age talk like you?” she complained.

“Date older men,”

“You are not all that much older than me,” she said.

I laughed. She had a point.

“No,” I admitted. “But the years separating us are really big years. A lot happens to a person.”

“You know my dad is probably fucking your wife right now?”

“Yeah.”

She looked shocked.

“You don’t seem upset.”

“Becky and I play by different rules. We aren’t like most couples.”

“You both fuck around or just her? Is that why you only ate my pussy and didn’t fuck me when you could?”

“Something like that.”

Cate looked at me with new eyes.

“My parents aren’t careful,” she said. “Door get left open, if they even take it to a private room in the first place. I’ve seen things. Your hot young wife is getting railed right now. My dad is a big man, if you know what I mean.”

I tried to swallow in a throat suddenly gone dry.

“I’m aware.”

“You’re aware that your lovely new bride is taking big cock as we speak? You’re aware of that?”

I cleared my throat. My dick was beginning to expand and that spelled trouble.

“How do you know my dad is big?”

“I caught Becky sucking him off earlier.”

“That’s nasty. You going to kiss that mouth?”

I nodded. Cate had me in full retreat.

“Do I see your dick getting hard talking about this?”

“I’m afraid so.”

“That’s hot. My dad will pound Becky senseless. He’s rough. I’ve seen him with others. Has my mother put a move on you yet?”

“No,” I lied.

“She will. I have the horniest parents in the world. Teddy and I got that gene too. All us kids did. I still want to have sex with you, Cam. Even more now since you ate my pussy so well. That was nice. I once let a boy I know do it to me, but he wasn’t nearly as good as you. You want to eat my pussy again?”

“Hell yes.”

“My parents are occupied.” She slid a finger in front along her bikini bottoms and tugged them aside, revealing her small bald cunt. “Here it is. Go ahead.”

Her pussy was a tight little hairless slit. My mouth watered. We were probably safer out here than in a room up at the house, so I slithered out of my chair and kissed her thigh.

“Awesome,” she said. “Are you really going to?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my God.” She moved her feet apart, lifting them off the lounge chair and placing them on the pebbled concrete. “Oh my God.”

I leaned over her crotch. I took her bottoms from her fingers and pulled them to the side. I wriggled my tongue between her firm labia and found her clit. She gasped.

“Take your tits out,” I said. “Let me see them.”

“Okay.”

She pulled the fabric away, exposing her nipples. Her face was pure shock. She’d thought to taunt me, never believing I would act. I lifted my eyes higher and met her gaze. I sucked her clit and pushed my thumb into her juicy cunt.

“Why does it feel so much better when someone else does it?” she mumbled.

I didn’t answer. I assumed her question was rhetorical and besides, my mouth was already busy. I grabbed a breast with my free hand and teased the stiff nipple. I soon had her young pussy gushing wetness. I should not be doing this, but I couldn’t stop. I got the perverse idea of using the same finger in Cate that I’d just used to get Martha off and pushed it deep. Cate gasped and pressed her hips down, forcing that finger deeper. I felt a dirty rush of excitement. I was literally mixing mother-daughter pussy juice together. It would be hot to make Cate cum on my finger like her mother had, but I wanted more. I was moving her towards climax fast, so I suddenly stood and checked on the house. We were safe. I was standing over her now, so I pulled the front of my trunk down, flopping my cock in her face. She grabbed it without hesitation and stuffed the head in her mouth. Heat fried my mind. She was sucking my cock! I looked down to see that pretty face.

“I have no idea what I’m doing,” she laughed. “I just know this is what you want, so I’m doing it.”

I let her struggle with my dick. She was right. She had no idea how to give a blowjob. Still, the sight was amazing. I got rock hard, which thrilled her.

“Did I do that to you?” she wondered.

“Shut up. You know you did. Spread your legs.”

She eagerly threw her knees wide. She grabbed her bikini bottoms and pulled them aside, making an offer of her cunt. I knelt on the lounge and brought my cock close. We both stared at it moving closer.

“You put it in,” I said.

She grabbed my cock and brought me to her pussy. She rubbed the head up and down to wet it and then tugged me closer.

“Don’t cum in me,” she whimpered. “I’m not on birth control.”

I was about to answer when she slipped the head inside. Her hot pussy forced all thoughts from my mind. I flexed my ass to drive my cock deep and marveled at how tight she was. Unreal. I flexed again, shoving half my dick deep, and she groaned and lifted her legs.

“You’re fucking huge,” she said.

“I’m not,” I rumbled. “But thanks for saying so. You have the tightest cunt I’ve ever felt.”

She groaned again, thrilled by this tidbit of information, and reached for her clit, rubbing as I slowly pushed the rest of my cock into her. Sweet Jesus, what a sensation. Her pussy was a hot wet glove gripping me tightly. I gasped, moving in and out, amazed. We got lost in each other quickly.

“Choke me,” she said. “It makes me cum harder.”

I grabbed her throat and squeezed.

“Harder,” she rasped.

I did. I pinned her to the lounge chair by her throat and began sawing my cock in and out. She squirmed, she struggled, she writhed beneath me, pumping her pussy up and down my inches. I held my grip on her throat and leaned down to bite a swollen nipple. That, combined with everything else happening to her, put her over the edge. She would have screamed except I choked that off, which only made her cum harder. I pumped fast, sending her climax into orbit, and only barely managed to pull out in time. She was just coming down when I went off, spurting long robes of hot jizz all over her body. Some splashed her tits. Some made it to her face. She opened her mouth to catch what I pumped out and I aimed for her tongue, eager to get my seed inside her body anyway I could.

We heard voices on the balcony outside her parents’ bedroom. I flopped to my own chair and we both adjusted our swimsuits quickly. She started laughing. I looked over. She had sperm hanging from her chin and nose. She had puddles between her tits. She rose and jumped into the pool, swimming the length underwater. She emerged and retook her chair and I marveled at how her thin swimsuit clung to every inch of her, showing off everything.

“Jesus, Cate. You’re like a dessert on two legs.”

“I expected sperm to taste a lot worse,” she said, licking her lips. “My friends warned me it was like poison.”

“I guess different men have different flavors.”

“How fun,” she said. “I’ll get some birth control pills. I want you to fuck me again right away.”

I pondered for only a second.

“All right. Do it.”


Chapter 13

I confessed to Becky right away. No way would I keep Cate a secret from her. She was annoyed, but mostly because she and Edward had gotten interrupted by important phone calls and then by Martha returning to the house. She’d felt his cock through his trunks but that’s all. Because he was her boss there would always be an element of coercion, but she loved to submit. She loved that she had to.

We were driving home as the sun set and she was busy complaining about how horny she was with nothing to be done about it. I apologized and offered to eat her pussy until she came, but she declined.

“I want cock, Cameron. I need dick. I need to be fucked, not licked. I need to feel a hard dick in me.”

I drove for a while before an idea formed.

“We will pass The Iron Bull on the way home,” I said. “Maybe we should stop in for you? I doubt Clarence is still having us followed.”

“Yes,” she said. “That sounds like a great idea. Give me a few minutes and then follow me in.”

She fidgeted. Edward had left her frustrated, but Cate was a total babe and Becky did not like that. I took the off ramp and soon pulled into the parking lot. Becky laid an amazing kiss on me, long and heartfelt, and then ducked out the door and vanished inside the building. I waited as long as I could before following her in.

I coasted around all the places I usually find her but no luck. I expanded my search, eventually entering an area we’d never explored before. In this section people walked around wearing outfits of lace and leather. Several men had their heads wrapped in leather masks. Some had their cocks encircled by rings of stainless steel. The whole place had a much harder feel to it, a hardcore feel. I saw piercings and ball gags. I saw men and women led around by leashes. Fascinated by the complexities of human sexuality, I was distracted from my search for Becky. I wandered around these dark halls absorbing the sights and sounds. I was nervous, a little frightened, but also captivated by the many ways people achieve arousal. I spied Bradley leaning against a wall and sipping a drink. He raised a silent toast to me, enjoying all the different ways humans can enjoy sex. Becky had never expressed an interest in this kind of kink, so I took a few more looks around and tried to retrace my steps. I got turned around in these twisting, dimly lit hallways and found myself entering a new area.

I found her.

Two men were binding her to a half-table, like a doctor’s examination platform, and they were busy securing her wrists. Her feet were flat on a step, her legs, spread wide, were bent at the knees, her upper body lying on a firm pad. Her ankles were already fixed to the table and the men busied themselves with her final clasps. Her arms extended over her head on the table. Being tied up is not her thing. She’d somehow gotten mixed up with the wrong people.

“Hang on, guys,” I said, moving up on them. “She’s with me. Get her out of this. We got separated.”

“No, Cameron,” she said. “I signed up for this. Let it happen.”

“What? Why? Since when? What’s going on?”

“Look at the wall beyond my feet,” she said. “See that opening covered by a black curtain? This table is on wheels. My lower half will be rolled through that opening. On the other side a crowd awaits me. I have no idea who they are. They will have access to my lower body. They will touch, lick, and hopefully fuck me, and I won’t know who’s doing it. They have twenty minutes to use my body however they wish. I’ve consented to be bound that long. Doesn’t that sound hot, Baby? Afterwards I’ll wander around the club and have no idea who used me. I won’t know if some man staring at me was inside my pussy earlier. I won’t know if some woman ate my pussy. This will be truly anonymous, nameless sex. That sounds hot.”

“It’s like the first time we came to this club,” I said. “The Blackout Room.”

“It is. Only this time is intentional and I’m the center of attention. I saw a woman do this just before you got here. It was wild. Stand back, Honey. The table is starting to roll. Here I go. Wish me luck.”

She was nervous and trying to hide it behind flippancy. I took a step back. The platform she was tied to slowly crept towards the shaped opening in the wall. Her lower half would pass through into a room on the other side. People in there would do things to her. I walked beside the table as it approached the wall.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked.

“No,” she rasped. “I’m not. I’m nervous. The woman lost her mind. She couldn’t get away from everything they did to her. Stay with me.”

The platform reached the wall and her feet passed through the black curtain. The table kept moving, sliding her knees, thighs, hips. When she stopped moving only her body from the breasts up remained on this side with me. She jumped when someone touched her.

“There are hands all over me,” she whimpered. “Someone just put my pussy in their mouth. Oh! God. A finger is pushing up my asshole. Nuugh! Cam, Baby, I feel tongues licking my pussy! God, this feels amazing, Baby. There are so many. How many people are over there?”

I held her hand. She squeezed. The curtain covered the small gap around her body, so I saw nothing of the other room. Her eyes suddenly went wide.

“I feel strong hands forcing my things apart. God, Baby, they’re all over me. It’s a feeding frenzy. I’m gonna cum. I can’t stop it. Jesus. Fuuuuuck!”

Her face contorted and her body went stiff. Air whistled between her teeth. My wife orgasmed hard, squeezing my hand again, panting.

“Baby,” she gasped. “I feel a hard cock against my leg. He’s burning hot. I feel pressure at my cunt. His cock is at my opening. Oh, Baby, he’s going to fuck me. Here it comes, Cam. Cam! Unnngh! Fucking Christ, he’s thick!”

Her body began a rhythmic jarring as some man on the other side of that wall began to fuck my wife, working his cock deeper with every thrust. Becky groaned constantly, still caught in the remnants of her climax. The man groaned and his gravely voice sounded familiar. He groaned again, saying something about impregnating a bitch. Then it hit me.

Santa. That old fat fucker was back again. He couldn’t know this was Becky he stuffed. He was merely following the demands of a cock that always led him into trouble. I kept my deductions to myself. Becky wanted anonymous sex and I would make sure she got it.

“They’re still licking me, Honey,” she whimpered. “He’s fucking me with a huge cock but they’re still all over me. I feel tongues on my clit. I feel tongues licking my asshole. Jesus, Babe, they’re like a school of piranha. They’re all over me. They’re everywhere. Jesus! I’m gonna cum again. I can’t stop it. Aaaagh!”

That big cock pumped her body, and all those mouths attacked her flesh. Becky was slowly losing her grip on reality. I saw her slipping away. The pleasure was too much to handle. Tied down she was forced to take it, leaving her nerves frazzled and fried. She struggled against the straps that held her, but she barely moved. Her restraints kept her securely in place, which greatly heightened everything being done to her on the other side of that wall. My dick stiffened. I began stroking, watching her exquisite torture.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Jerk off for me. Jack your cock, Cam.”

I did. She was helpless, a slave to her own rampant desires, flustered nerve endings tormented mercilessly by faceless strangers until she orgasmed again, then soon orgasmed again. She was whimpering, sobbing on the verge of madness, throwing her useless strength against her bindings while a fat cock pounded her, while she was devoured.

Eventually it became too much to bear. She tossed her head, wailing. Her body rocked from each powerful thrust. Soon her body went still. I heard a man roar through the wall. He was ejaculating inside her. He partially withdrew and slammed it home, spurting another ocean of jizz. More mouths descended on her exposed flesh, her legs and stomach and pussy, and my wife writhed, gasping and moaning. She watched me stroke. Then she gasped loudly.

“He’s gone,” she mumbled.

She closed her eyes. I could only imagine what all those mouths did to her now. She jumped again when hands forced her legs apart again.

“A new cock,” she whimpered, opening her eyes to gaze into mine. “Pressing. I feel my pussy spreading to take him. He’s stretching me, Baby. He’s big too. Unngh! He just forced it deep.”

Her body began to shudder from each thrust. She closed her eyes, lost to bliss. I held her hand as her body shook each time he drove his cock in. I jerked off, watching her gorgeous tits bounce. Her pleasure climbed rapidly, and I was thrilled yet another hard dick would make her cum.

“I feel hot sperm splattering all over me,” she moaned. “There are men over there watching. They’re ejaculating on me, Cam. God, I love this.”

Her body jolted as a faceless man fucked her. I never expected something like this to happen when we pulled into the parking lot. She was just an offered hole to those on the other side. A pretty pussy and tight body. They used her and she loved it.

Her quickening breath brought me back. She was going to orgasm again. I jerked faster and then she filled the room with wailing, setting those beyond the wall into a feeding frenzy. The man inside battered her helpless cunt, pounding her body, hips slapping and smacking. A deep voice rumbled that he was close and then Becky was weeping. The man bellowed and I imagined his hard fat cock spewing white lava into her uterus. Becky must have felt him spraying because she lost all control, throwing her head side to side, still weeping from pure ecstasy. He stayed fully buried and they forced her to orgasm again while he was still in her. One by one, they drifted away. At last, he pulled his soft cock out of her.

It was over.

The table began a slow journey into our room once more. Becky was a sticky mess from the tits down. Saliva and bite marks covered her soft skin. Pools of semen sat gleaming, men who never got the chance to fuck her had nevertheless jerked off all over her skin. She was bathed in male essence.

The men who tied her wrists reappeared and set her free. I helped my wife stand. Her weak legs trembled. Another woman entered the room to take her turn on the moving bed. I led Becky away, looking back to see the woman submit to having her hands tied. She looked unsure of her actions, like fear and regret were already creeping in. I gave her a reassuring grin, but I doubted it helped. She’d learn soon enough what it meant to ride that bed.


Chapter 14

Teddy and Jean sat around the campfire with Becky and me. Danny and Laurie had already retired to their tent, eager for lovemaking. Derek and Sophia had wandered off to view the lake at night under the stars, but we all knew that meant fucking.

“You guys have mellowed,” Teddy told us over the flames.

Becky nodded thoughtfully.

“We have,” she agreed. “We’ve always been a little crazy but then we really got wild, throwing the rules away. We got out of our system whatever it was we needed to get out. These days we like to drink quietly with friends. What about you, Theodore Ramses the Third? Jean has settled your ass down.”

He kissed the back of Jean’s hand.

“It’s true,” he said. “She makes me want to be a better version of myself. I guess we’re all just growing up.”

“I know I am,” Jean said.

We watched the flames jump and dance.

“You kids inspired Derek and Sophie,” Teddy said. “They went to that sex club with you and now they are all over each other all the time. What happened there?”

Becky laughed.

“We showed them other options,” I said. “Their sex-world was pretty small. It’s much bigger now.”

“Whatever it was you did,” Jean said. “Sophia loved it. She’s glowing all the time. Maybe Teddy and I should visit that club with you? What do you think, Babe? Would you like to fuck me in front of people? I think I’d like that.”

“Hell yes,” Teddy said. “I welcome any chance to show you off. You’ll make every dick in the room hard. They’ll all want you, but I’ll be the only one that gets you.”

“You sure about that?” Jean teased. “There might be some other handsome, hung, rich dude there that lures me away.”

He took her hand and placed it on his crotch.

“Then I’d just need to win you back,” he chuckled.

Laurie moaned from the tent. The sounds of her pleasure drifted through our camp. We all looked at each other, grinning.

“Speaking of settling down,” Teddy said. “Danny plans on retiring from the fight game. He wants a regular job with regular hours. I think he and Laurie plan on having kids soon.”

“That’s fantastic,” Becky said. “More power to them. I’m happy they’re so happy.”

“I think Teddy is right,” I said. “Our reckless youth is coming to an end. We all head into serious career choices, serious life choices. I think we are about to become responsible adults.”

“I agree,” Teddy said.

We sipped our beers and let the conversation meander to less serious subjects, but the thought stayed with each of us. It was time. We’d enjoyed years of undisciplined behavior, but to accomplish the things we all wanted, it was time to get serious. Eventually, we doused the fire and separated into our tents. Becky and I lay in the dark. She took my hand.

“I’m not ready to completely quit that life,” she admitted. “I accept that we need to dial it back, sure. But quit? No, not yet. I’m not ready to give up something so exciting. I want to make money and be successful but there’s nothing like new dick. You know how much I love sex. I can be wiser in my choices, leave out friends and employers, people we know, but I don’t want to give it all up.”

“I’m happy to hear you say that. I want to keep going too. We can leave out those you mentioned and stick with hot, anonymous sex.”

“And big cocks,” she muttered. “I want to stick with big cocks.”

“Yes,” I agreed. “Nothing looks sexier than Becky impaled on the end of a nice fat cock. We know what we like.”

Jean’s soft moan came through the canvas wall, followed by Laurie’s heartfelt groan. Our friends were a horny bunch.

“Our friends are a horny bunch,” Becky said.

I laughed.

“I was just thinking that exact thing,” I said.

She scooted closer.

“Take it out,” she said. “Let me suck it. They got me worked up.”


Chapter 15

Clarence finished reading and slid the documents across the table. Murder smoldered in his eyes. Becky ignored him but I smiled pleasantly. Time had passed and we’d been busy. Becky and I passed the bar and Edward promoted us that same day. Then, because we were both licensed now, he asked our help on a matter most sensitive, a matter he’d kept hidden from the partners.

Ed had proof Clarence, a long-time nemesis, had violated his ethics oath and opened himself to damages from former clients. Edward knew our history with the man, at least some of it, and thought we should be the ones to drop the bomb.

We took great pleasure in doing so.

“You kids don’t know what you’re doing,” Clarence said. “I can hit back, and I hit hard. You’ll see.”

“We’re familiar with your attempts at revenge,” Becky said. “Frankly, we’re not impressed. These papers will go in a safe back at our office. Mister Ramses insisted we first give you a chance to tell on yourself and do that right thing. Your sanctions will be painful but not fatal. Learn the lesson and move on.”

Clarence glared at us.

“I admit we should have lied to you,” Becky said. “And I’m sorry you fell in love with me. I know those feelings were real. But relationships end every day and that’s no reason to destroy someone. You didn’t get what you wanted. Grow up. That happens to all of us all the time.”

Clarence was seething. No one spoke to him like this.

“Do you know what she did?” he asked me. “She cheated on you. She’s a whore. You’d be wise to never trust her again.”

I laughed in his face.

“I trust her completely, utterly, and with my life. I know what she did. We both paid the price for your stupid policy. That’s behind us now and you need to let it go.”

He sat back in the chair, skeptical. He grabbed his briefcase and stood, ready to storm out, our words falling on his deaf ears.

“It’s not cheating if I’m in on it,” I added. “Tell Adam we say hello.”

End.
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