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Chapter One

I sat at the table pretending to watch Magda
folding napkins. The warm spring sun was streaming through the
window. The pleasant murmur of her voice as she attempted to
educate me on the finer points of napkin origami sent tingles
whispering down my back.

“Then you move this corner over here like so,”
she said, picking up one edge of the napkin and moving it toward
the other. “There,” she whispered. She peered over to the tablet
propped up on the table and squinted, scanning the page for the
next instruction.

Magda had picked up the hobby a few weeks
earlier, insisting that she would fold each and every napkin for
our small wedding reception herself. It would be a sign of respect
and thanks to our guests for coming and helping us celebrate.

I had no interest in napkins or how to fold
them. Gripping my attention were Magda’s abundant breasts. She had
purchased a lovely new summer dress earlier that week. It was a
modest piece with a lovely floral print. It hugged her curvy frame
very pleasantly. And while the cut of the neckline showed only the
slightest glimpse of cleavage there was not a dress in the world
that could disguise or otherwise hide the shape of her chest.

She’d worn it to church that morning. It had
distracted me and, doubtless, a number of other men in the
congregation to the point that I couldn’t even recall what the
sermon had been about.

Her breasts had been swaying gently from side to
side with each fold she made. The sight continued to provide a
distraction impossible to resist.

“Should we try a cone next?” Magda asked.

The question stirred me from my stupor. I drew
in a breath and looked up into her big, blue eyes. “That sounds
like a good idea,” I replied.

Magda smiled. An angelic, beatific smile that
caused my heart to warm and swell all at once. Each glance at her
pretty face and curvy frame made me feel just sick with love for
her.

She proceeded to take a third napkin and whisper
the instructions she was reading from the table aloud.

My eyes fell to the hypnotic swaying of her
chest and we spent a good ten minutes like that, each in our own
worlds together.

“What are you looking at?”

The question sliced through my bubble like an
ice pick and rattled my nerves. My eyes shot to hers. My cheeks
flared red. “Napkins. You were…you were showing me how to fold the
napkins,” I replied.

A slow smile crept across her lips. She put her
hands in her lap over the purple napkin she’d been fiddling with
and the smile blossomed into a grin. “You were not looking at the
napkin, Michael,” she said quietly, shaking her head.

I cleared my throat and tried to swallow my
embarrassment.

Magda, while saintly and innocent in appearance
was no ingenue. She knew men’s minds. She certainly knew mine.

“I was,” I lied. “You were just about to finish.
It looks like a slide already,” I said, pointing to the napkin in
her lap.

Magda turned her eyes down. She picked up the
triangle of fabric, gave it a final pull, then set it on the
kitchen table. “Except I wasn’t making a slide,” she said, eyeing
her handiwork. “I was making a cone. This one is a slide,”
she said, pointing to the triangular napkin standing next to it.”
She turned to look at me again. Her smile was accusatory but
playful.

The ember of lust I’d been nurturing in my
nethers flickered into a flame.

“You were looking at my breasts.” Spoken in what
she referred to as her “naughty voice.”

Naughty Michael and his naughty thoughts. She
chided me about it often but never complained.

I couldn’t stifle the smile and quick exhale
that came with it. I stared right into those dazzling blue eyes. I
shook my head, put an elbow on the table and propped my chin up on
a fist. “You’re right,” I said. “I was looking at your
breasts.”

Magda shook her head.

The admonishment was, I knew from experience,
designed to be seductive. Sometimes I felt like a mouse she’d
caught and was playing with. It was exhilarating because the game
always ended in my favour.

“We just made love last night,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said, playing along. “I can’t
help it. You’re so beautiful I can’t take my eyes off you.”

Her smile softened and her cheeks turned rosy at
the compliment. “You’re sweet,” she replied. “But we’re supposed to
be learning to fold napkins together so you can help me.” She ran
her fingers along the tablecloth in front of the three beautifully
folded napkins.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll try to do better. I’ll pay
attention I promise,” I said, nodding to pretend like I meant
it.

Magda shook her head causing her blonde curls to
bounce along her shoulders. “Liar.”

I chuckled. She knew me better than that.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

Arousal crackled through me. Magda, my
cherub-faced church mouse fiancee, was also the most pragmatic
woman I’d ever met. And loving. I did as she’d asked and stood up
from my chair.

Her eyes fell to my crotch. To where my cock was
tenting my Sunday trousers. She lifted a hand, palm up, and crooked
her finger three times beckoning me to her.

Again I complied. Shuffling forward until I was
standing just two feet away from her.

She looked up into my eyes.

My heart melted at her stare.

“Take it out,” she whispered.

Oh god how I loved her. I unzipped my pants,
undid my belt buckle and let them fall around my ankles. Reaching
into my boxers I pulled out my rigid cock.

Magda’s eyes fell to my pelvis. She licked her
lips. Raising her hand again she swept it slowly up my
undercarriage.

Her gentle caress made me shudder.

Looking up at me again she opened her mouth,
leaned forward and slipped my cock head into it, sliding it along
her tongue.

“Oh Magda,” I whispered.

She wrapped her hand around the root of my cock,
drew her head back and started bobbing back and forth.

Pleasure crackled up my spine. My cock flexed
harder still. Each time she pulled away the seal created by the
gentle suction of her lips on my member would break with a soft,
wet smack. She paused, as if contemplating something. Drawing me
out of her mouth, she wiped a fleck of saliva off her lip and
reached around behind her back. She undid the zipper at the back of
her dress. Shrugging off the straps on her shoulders she reached
into the front of it and pulled out first one breast then the
other.

My eyes opened wider at the sight of her thick,
pink nipples. They were stiff with arousal.

Without a word she claimed me with her mouth
again and resumed her gentle swaying.

I put my hands behind my back. I would sometimes
get the urge to put them on the sides of her head. Sometimes she
liked that. Enjoyed me claiming her mouth with my organ. That
wasn’t a Sunday afternoon activity, however. This was going to be a
different sort of game.

Magda lifted her other hand. She brushed the
tips of her fingers against my swollen sack with a feather touch.
My cock lurched inside her mouth. She glanced up and smiled with
her eyes.

Magda loved giving pleasure almost as much as I
loved receiving it. I think there was an element of control that
she enjoyed. A certain feminine dominance. Not the sort of
ball-busting dominatrix fetish stuff you find online. This was
different. It was loving. It was…tender.

It drove me wild.

The muscles in my ass clenched as I felt seed
start to pool at the root of my cock. I stared down at Magda, her
mouth forming a perfect “O“ shape around my muscle. Her tongue
fluttered side to side along my glans. “Oh Magda,” I grunted.

She pulled her lips off of me. Her hand slid to
the head of my cock. Her grip was gentle but firm. She tucked her
other arm beneath her breasts and lifted them up with it before
raising her eyes to mine again. “You can finish on them if you want
to,” she said quietly.

Her hand slipped back and forth along my cock,
her grip slippery from the saliva she’d applied to it with her
mouth.

My pelvis tightened. I could feel the surge
coming. My vision tunnelled on Magda’s pretty face staring up at me
and her bosom raised beneath it. My cock twitched in her hand.

Magda, sensing my imminent release, pointed the
head of it at her breasts. She kept her rhythm steady even as my
cock started to lurch.

I grabbed a wrist behind my back and my hips
jutted forward. The dam burst inside me. “Gah,” I sputtered.

Magda kept her eyes locked on mine.

A spurt of ejaculate shot from the head of my
cock and splattered across her bulging breasts.

She glanced down, eyeing the first line of semen
and watching as another shot from me and formed a “V” shape that
dipped into the cleft of her cleavage.

The world turned sweet and blurry and warm. It
felt like someone had poured a trickle of hot water down my back. I
struggled to stay upright as Magda’s pulling slowed. She stretched
out the climax, punctuating the peak by tightening her grip on me,
then chased the tail by speeding up her jerking.

I shuddered as the final flecks of my emission
shot from me onto Magda’s tits. Her touch went from pleasurable to
ever so slightly painful as a post-orgasmic sensitivity worked it’s
way into my prick. I didn’t dare move. Magda knew what she was
doing better than I did. Never in a million years could I have
given myself an orgasm like that.

She drew the last beads of seed out of me with a
few slow strokes. Then she shook my cock, sending them flying onto
the mess already gracing her chest. She let go, tucked two hands
under her breasts and shook her shoulders side to side, giggling.
Then she looked up. “Better?” she asked softly.

“You’re amazing,” I replied.

I was rewarded with a soft smile.

“Can you hand me a napkin?” she asked. “The
cone.”

I looked at the table and suddenly the names all
made sense. The cone looked like exactly that. The slide and the
standing fan would now be seared into my mind forever. I reached
for the cone and handed it to her.

She smiled wider. “There. Now you won’t forget
which one’s which,” she said as she unfurled the napkin and used it
to wipe the goo off her chest.

Chuckling, I holstered my cock into my
underwear, pulled my pants up and fastened my belt buckle.

Magda tucked her breasts back into the bra and
dress. She slipped the straps back over her shoulders and zipped up
the back.

I leaned over her and kissed her forehead.

She looked up.

I leaned lower and softly kissed her lips. They
smelled and tasted like Magda, strawberries and honey. Beneath the
fragrance was my own dirty musk. It sent a shiver down my back.
Sweet and dirty at the same time. What could be more delicious? “I
love you,” I whispered.

“I love you too, Michael. Now sit down so you
can learn your folds too,” she said. She picked up another napkin
and placed it on the table in front of me. “Let’s start with a
standing fan,” she said.

I watched her slender hands slide along the
purple fabric. It only took a few seconds before I was back under
her spell.

Chapter Two

We were originally going to elope. Magda was a
practical girl. She thought the idea of a big wedding was outdated
and preposterous. Why weigh ourselves down with such a financial
burden so early in life?

I loved that about her, too. Unfortunately her
parents, devout Catholics and quite well off, would hear
none of it. Her father, who owned a pharmaceutical company,
joked that he would not only disown her but write her out of his
will if we didn’t have a proper wedding.

He wasn’t a hard ass. We had a good
relationship, him and I.

Magda protested at first. She could be a little
headstrong when it came to her parents telling her what to do. She
was an only child and used to getting her way.

Finally John cornered me over drinks after a
Saturday night dinner at their house. He told me that if I could
convince Magda to have a “normal” wedding he’d pay for it all.

I was shocked by his generosity. Him and Eva,
his wife, had always been kind to me. I’d been on a few family
vacations with them that they’d paid for entirely. I felt like I
owed it to him to try and convince Magda to have a real
wedding.

Thankfully she didn’t need much convincing. It
turned out she’d always dreamed of a fairy tale affair but hadn’t
wanted to put unnecessary financial pressure on me.

I was a young lawyer just starting out. My
parents had died in a car accident in my late teens and I didn’t
have much.

So our plans to elope turned into first a small
affair with only close friends and relatives. But as Eva got her
hands on the guest list, it ballooned. Soon she was playing wedding
planner and we found ourselves on the sidelines.

So Magda, practical as she was, instead of
fighting with her mother, turned her attention to something she
could control. And that’s how we started learning how to fold
napkins.

The wedding was three weeks away and mostly
everything was in place, thanks to Eva’s efforts.

I was working late most nights. Magda, who’d
studied history, was half-heartedly poking around looking for
teaching jobs. I say half-heartedly because what she really wanted,
more than anything else, was a family.

She was a good Catholic but not as devout as her
parents. We went to church every Sunday with them but she didn’t
pray at night or anything. She did, however, observe certain
doctrines. She didn’t take birth control. We didn’t use
contraceptives. And while her proclivity for intimate encounters
precluded the observance of no sex before marriage, we had to be
careful.

I was mostly fine with all of this. It made me a
little nervous that she might get pregnant. We weren’t really on
our feet financially yet. But there was always the comfort of
knowing that the Collins’ would help us if we ended up in a bind.
So I went along for the ride.

On Wednesday I got a text around noon from Magda
asking if I would come home early that evening. She was feeling
lonely and wanting to spend some time together.

I cancelled my last appointment of the day and
was home before five-thirty.

Magda greeted me in the hallway of our little
brownstone rental with a wide smile. She was wearing a casual
t-shirt and a long dress that went almost to her ankles. Over that
she’d put on an apron. The house smelled delicious.

I couldn’t help but smile at my little
home-maker of a wife. “What are you making?” I asked, setting down
my briefcase.

“A sirloin tip,” Magda said.

My eyes bugged as I wrapped a hand around her
waist and pulled her close. “Are you crazy? On a Wednesday?” I
joked.

Magda giggled and let me hug her. She put her
face against my chest. “I’ve been kind of lonely this week,” she
said.

I kissed the top of her head. “You shouldn’t be
lonely,” I said. “Why don’t you call Kristy or Anna? Go for
brunch.”

“Are you crazy? We don’t have money for
that,” she chided.

I smiled and kissed her head again. “Come on
let’s get some dinner. I’m starving. I haven’t eaten all day.”

Magda took my jacket and hung it up in the
closet. Then we both walked back to the kitchen.

I was surprised to find an open bottle of wine
on the counter and two glasses standing next to our plates. Magda
only really drank on special occasions. “What’s the occasion
tonight?” I asked, eyeing the wine.

Magda shrugged. She donned her oven mitts,
opened the stove and pulled out the roasting pan. The sirloin tip
had a perfect crust. “I don’t know,” she said, setting the mitts
down on the counter and picking up the wine. She walked to the
table and poured out two glasses. “I’ve been feeling kind of funny
about this wedding,” she said.

“Really?” I asked, a slight knot twisting in my
stomach.

“Not in a bad way,” she explained, picking up
her glass and handing me mine. She touched the glasses together
with a soft clink then took a sip. “Not like I’m getting cold feet
or anything. It’s just turned into such a big deal. Mother won’t
stop calling and asking my opinion on flowers like she even cares
what I think.”

I nodded. Magda could get as grumpy as me when
people made a big deal about celebrations. She didn’t like big
birthdays on any sort of lavish parties, really.

“I just feel like it’s not even really about us
anymore,” she complained.

I put an arm around her shoulder and squeezed.
“I know,” I said with a sigh. “But it is awfully generous of your
parents to foot the bill. And all I really care about is that we’re
going to be married. You mean everything to me, Magda.” I looked
down to find her eyes sparkling and shining a little like she was
going to cry. I leaned over her and kissed her.

My phone buzzed in my pocket as we pulled away.
“Sorry about that. Forgot to turn it off,” I said, fumbling with it
to mute the vibration.

“It’s okay,” Magda said. “You can get it if you
want. I’ll slice the roast.”

I thought of just leaving it but there was a
possibility that it might be a new client. I hated having to be
this available but that was one of the sacrifices of having your
own practice. “I’ll just take a peek and see who it is,” I said.
Swiping the phone to life, I punched in my security code and opened
the messaging app.

All good to go for Friday buddy! Bring a
change of underwear just in case LOL!

The message dampened my mood.

“Who was it?” Magda asked.

“Oh it’s just Patrick,” I muttered, silencing
the phone and slipping it back into my pocket.

“What did he want?”

“He’s just going on about the stupid bachelor
party. Being an idiot.”

Magda turned to look at me and frowned. “Has he
told you what they’re planning?” she asked.

I sighed. The last thing I wanted was a bachelor
party. But Patrick and Taylor, friends of mine from law school, had
insisted on throwing me one. They invited Douglas and Neal, a
couple of other lawyers. Originally they wanted to go out and paint
the town but I’d put my foot down. They’d finally agreed to just do
a quiet evening at Pat’s place. Just a few beers and maybe watch a
game or something. “He hasn’t told me anything,” I replied. “But I
made it very clear that I don’t want this to turn into a big
thing.”

Magda set the knife and fork down and walked
over to where I was standing. She looked up at me with a scowl.
“They better not be hiring a stripper or anything stupid like
that,” she said, putting a fist on her hip.

I started laughing. “They better not be or I’m
out of there,” I said.

Magda eyed me for a while. “Would you really
be?” she asked.

“What?”

“If they hired a stripper. Would you really be
out of there?” she asked.

My smile waned as I realized she was serious.
She even seemed a little upset. “Sweetheart of course I would be.
I’m not into that kind of thing. You know that. You know me better
than that.”

Magda stared at me for a few more moments before
turning and walking back to the counter.

I was startled by her reaction. She’d rolled her
eyes when I told her Pat was putting the party together but since
then I hadn’t heard from her about it. This was unlike her. She
almost seemed jealous. I walked up and put my hands on her
shoulders. “Hey,” I said, turning her around. “Is this what’s
bothering you?” I asked.

She huffed and looked side to side. “Maybe,” she
said.

I put a finger under her chin and lifted her
eyes to mine. “Magpie, it’s me. You can tell me.”

She clicked her tongue, rolled her eyes and
shook her head. “Oh I’m just being silly. I don’t know why this is
bothering me. I just…men. I know what you’re all like. I
guess I’m worried that you’ll have a few and do…I don’t even know
what. Just forget I said anything.”

“I will not,” I said, touching my forehead to
hers. “And you are being silly. If you think I would ever do
anything to endanger what we have then you’re not as smart as I
thought you were.” I gave her cheek a gentle pinch with a finger
and thumb.

She tilted her head back and kissed me on the
lips. “Okay,” she whispered. “I’m sorry to be a worry wart,
Mikey.”

“You don’t have to be sorry, Magpie. Just talk
to me if something’s bothering you okay? Promise?”

She looked up again and flashed a sheepish
smile. “Pink-poo’s,” she whispered, crooking her pinky finger
around mine and pulling until they parted. She spun around, picked
up her carving knife and set back to work on the roast.

It turned out perfect. A nice thick crusty skin
and beautifully pink on the inside. The Cabernet Sauvingon she
paired with it was delicious, too. We ate slowly and lingered over
our wine.

Magda said to leave the dishes, that she’d do
them the next day. She dragged me from the kitchen and up the
creaky wooden stairs to the bedroom with a glint in her eye.

Warm and slightly tipsy from the wine, I didn’t
object when she started undoing the buttons on my shirt. When she’d
got it off she ran her hands along my chest and down my stomach.
She started fiddling with my belt and looked up smiling. “I want to
do something dirty tonight,” she whispered.

A jolt of excitement shot through me. Magda
would sometimes get into these moods and it always ended
delightfully. I put a hand around the back of her neck and kissed
her softly. “That sounds exciting,” I whispered back.

“Does it?” she asked.

I furrowed my brow, puzzled by her curious
demeanour. “What do you mean by that?” I asked.

She bit her lip, leaned forward and kissed my
hairy chest before looking up into my eyes again. “I just want to
make sure you’re happy. I love you so much,” she said.

“Of course I’m happy you silly goose,” I
replied.

Her smile warmed. “Good,” she said. “So what’s
it going to be?” she asked.

I was a little caught off guard. By the question
and the fact that it was being asked on a Wednesday. These moods,
when they arrived, usually came on the weekend when we were
lounging around watching movies. This was strange but not
unwelcome. “Did you have anything in mind?” I asked.

Magda’s eyes shifted side to side. “Maybe?” she
said, giggling.

I smiled wider. “Okay. Want to share?” I
asked.

She got up on her tiptoes, leaned forward and
pressed her cheek against mine. “I want take it in my stink,” she
said, her voice barely a breath. “That way you can finish in
there.”

My eyes snapped wide open. My cock sprang to
life. I pulled away and stared at her, trying to figure out where
this was coming from. Not that I objected. “Are you sure you want
to try that?” I asked.

Magda gave a very eager nod and grinned. She
reached into my boxers and squeezed my cock. “I’m gonna’ make it
wet first,” she whispered.

My heart started thumping against my rib cage as
she sank to her knees and pulled my organ free.

She eyed it with a hungry stare that sent
arousal pulsing through me. But instead of wrapping her ruby red
lips around it she puckered them and spat.

I gasped.

Magda giggled as she worked the lubricant out
onto my shaft. “What?” she said, her voice sweet and innocent.
“Didn’t think I had it in me?”

I shook my head. “I can’t wait to find out what
else you have in you,” I replied, my voice hoarse with lust.

“Hold on,” Magda said. She untied the apron she
was still wearing, pulled it up over her head and threw it in the
direction of the hamper. She did the same with her shirt.
Unclasping her bra, she freed her bountiful breasts. Then she
worked the skirt she was wearing over her curvy rump.

My cock lurched at the sight of the hot pink
thong she had on. The tiny string disappeared between her ass
cheeks. A triangle of fabric covered the fuzzy bush she wore
short.

This was going to be an incredible evening I
could tell already.

Magda spitting on my cock again got my
attention. This time, after rubbing her hand over the head a few
times, she sank onto it with her mouth and started slathering it
with her tongue.

Instead of enjoying her touch and the view of
her gazing up into my eyes as she worked, I had to do my best to
cool myself off. This was far dirtier than anything else she’d ever
done and it had me worked up into quite a state.

Magda sucked on me for a few more minutes which
didn’t help. By the time she popped off again my seed was bubbling
and I was grateful for a moment to collect myself. I watched her
crawl up onto the bed and lay down on her back. She pointed her
feet up at the ceiling and removed the thong, flinging aside and
giggling.

I mounted the bed on my knees and waited for her
to take the lead. “So how do you want to do this?” I asked.

Magda reached over and opened the night stand
drawer. She brought out a cylindrical container and handed it to
me.

I looked down and sucked in a sharp breath as I
realized what it was. “You bought lube?” I whispered, my voice full
of disbelief.

Magda giggled. She brought her knees up against
her chest.

My eyes fell to her sex. Not only were the two
plump lips of her pussy slick with wet, her thatch of blonde pubic
hair was soaked as well.

I couldn’t believe my good luck. My cock
throbbed at the sight.

She reached around her bottom, grabbed her ass
cheeks and pried them apart.

My eyes fell lower, past her perineum. She was
spreading herself open, the normally tight ring of muscle of her
sphincter gaping, beyond it the darkness of her insides. “Put some
on,” she said, glancing at the tube of lube.

I popped the cap and squeezed. A line of clear
lubricant oozed out over my shaft. I chuckled and shook my
head.

“What?” Magda asked.

“I just can’t believe how lucky I am,” I
replied.

“You better not forget it,” Magda said, though
she sounded far more playful now.

I wondered if she was still worried about the
upcoming Friday night bash. But this was definitely not the time to
bring that up. She was in a happy place and if I could keep her
there by stuffing my cock up her back hole then who was I to ruin
that?

I smeared the lube all along my shaft, then
shuffled closer and pointed the tip of my cock at her anus. “You
ready?” I asked.

“Go slow,” she said. She was craning her neck,
trying to look at the spot our bodies would meet. Magda liked
watching me go into her.

I reached around behind her head, plumped up two
pillows and brought them under her back. That gave her the perfect
perch to watch the proceedings. “Tell me if you want me to stop,” I
said.

Magda nodded. “Do it,” she growled.

Holding my cock in one hand, keeping myself
suspended above her with the other, I pressed the tip against her
gaping hole.

Magda drew in a soft breath.

“Okay?” I asked, raising an eyebrow and looking
at her.

“I’m okay. Keep going.”

I eased forward. My hard helmet pressed past the
resistance of her eyelet and slipped into her backside.

She drew in another breath, raspier this
time.

“How is it?” I asked.

She frowned. “It feels really good,” she
answered, her voice trembling a little. “Stop asking questions
though. I’ll tell you if it’s too much. I want to feel it all the
way inside me.” With that she put a hand between her legs and
pressed a finger into her soft folds.

I felt her shudder as she started spinning
circles around her clit with the tip of her finger.

My cock was pulsing inside her tightness. I
planted a fist on the other side of her and leaned into her
body.

She whimpered and her finger started spinning
faster.

Worried I might be hurting her I almost asked if
she was okay again. Then I remembered what she’d said. I wasn’t
sure what she wanted from this but I was pretty sure it wasn’t me
asking for consent with each inch that slipped inside her. Ignoring
the impulse to check in I trowelled deeper.

Her legs swayed on either side of me like trees
in a stiff wind. Her toes curled. “Good, good, good,” she warbled.
The slick sounds of her fingers flicking at her clit filled the
room. “Deeper,” she ordered.

I obeyed. I grunted as I thrust, driving two
thirds of my length into her.

Her eyes popped open wide. “Oh my gosh…so good.
I didn’t know…I didn’t know it could feel this good,” she mewled.
Flicka-flicka-flicka went her fingers, picking up speed.
“All the way now.”

Staring down at her soaked snatch I gave a final
effort. My cock, eased by the lubricant, slipped fully into her. I
felt her squeeze it with the muscles in her ass. I grunted as I
felt a swell of pre-orgasmic fluid leak through the shaft.

Suddenly Magda grabbed a thigh with her hand.
She swung her foot toward my face and mashed the ball of it against
my lips.

My cock twitched inside her at the salty scent
of her sole. I raised an eyebrow. I’d never felt I had any sort of
foot fetish but there was something deliciously depraved about what
she’d done. I opened my mouth and sucked two of her middle toes
into it.

Magda let out a quick sigh and wiggled them
against my tongue. “Like that,” she begged. “Now fuck it. Fuck me
in the ass until you come.”

Holy mother of…

Raised in a religious house, Magda was not one
to swear. She didn’t mind if other people did, wasn’t terribly
uptight about it or anything. But to hear her asking me to
fuck her put more iron into my shaft. I put my hands on her
ass and drew myself out, then pushed deep into her again.

“Oh!” Magda cried out in pleasure. “More!
Please?”

I repeated the motion. Then again. Found a
rhythm and soon was fucking her tight ass like it was her cunt.
Every so often, over the arch of her foot, I’d catch a glimpse of
her wetting vagina as she pleasured herself. Soon my head was
spinning and I was having a hard time keeping my bubbling load
down.

“Mike? Mikey?”

My eyes shot to hers.

She shoved her toes deeper into my mouth.

“It’s coming Mikey. I’m gonna…gonna…I’m gonna
have an orgasm with your dick in my ass!”

I shuddered at what she’d said.

Her sphincter clamped down at the root of my
cock, her fingers flying in a blur over her drenched labia. She let
out a short shriek and I saw her pussy start to pulse.

I felt like quite the man as I continued
drilling into her depths. Normally I’d finish her with my mouth
either before or after we coupled. I was quite proud of myself for
lasting as long as I had, given that we’d never tried this before
and that it was intensely arousing.

But then, with Magda still fondling herself, a
clear stream of fluid rose up out of her pussy like a fountain. It
arced in the air before splashing back down onto her sex and
dribbling down over my disappearing cock.

My eyes went wide and the sight got the better
of me.

Magda had just squirted.

“Oh fuck,” I grunted, an obscenity I wouldn’t
normally utter even during sex. The vat of ejaculate that had been
bubbling between my legs shot through my shaft and exploded out the
head of my cock and into Magda’s innards.

Her eyes bugged at the sensation. Another wave
of pleasure swept through her, one I could feel as her ass clamped
down on the root of my prick again. She curled into a ball, fingers
still sliding side to side over her clit. The fountain sprang from
her again. Just a few inches high but this time she screamed.

Pleasure drenched my brain. My orgasm swelled,
then popped, more sperm spurting out of me and into her ass.
Wrapping my arms around her thigh I surrendered to my instincts,
pounding and pumping my cock as I tried to milk every last bit of
bliss from my climax.

Magda kept wiggling her toes in my mouth and
emitting high-pitched cries of pleasure.

And then suddenly it was over for the both of
us. I was still balls deep inside her. Her toes were still in my
mouth. She’d stopped flailing at herself with her fingers. We
locked eyes and both burst into uproarious laughter.

The moment was a slice of heaven.

We both cleaned up and fifteen minutes later
were lying in the darkness together cuddling.

“Was that everything you hoped it would be?” I
teased.

Magda looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes
narrowed. “As if you didn’t like it.”

“I think it was pretty clear that I did,” I
replied. “What brought that on?”

Magda shrugged. “I’ve been wanting to feel you
finish inside me for so long,” she whispered.

Her reply warmed my heart. “You’re incredible,”
I said.

She let a silence pass between us then looked
over her shoulder at me again. “Is there anything you want to try?”
she asked.

That, too, caught me off guard. I’d been nothing
but happy with our sex life thus far, even though we couldn’t
finish the way we both wanted. I wasn’t particularly kinky or
anything. “You’ll have to give me some time to think about that.
I’m pretty satisfied as long as you are.”

Magda smiled. “Well I’m really satisfied,” she
said softly. “And I want to make sure you are, too.”

“If something comes up I’ll let you know,” I
said.

“Promise?”

“Pinky-poo’s,” I whispered.

We locked pinky’s and pulled them apart to seal
the deal. Five minutes later we were both out.

Chapter Three

Friday evening I stopped by the house after
work. I’d told Magda not to make any dinner as we’d probably do
pizza or something with the guys. To my surprise she had a drink
waiting for me when I got home.

I smiled and wrapped my arms around her. “You’re
not still worried about this are you?” I asked her.

“About your bachelor party?” she asked.

“That’s what I mean.”

Her smile turned sly. “Finish your drink. I’ll
be right back,” she said.

I sipped and vodka soda she’d made and thumbed
through my email on my phone. I looked up from it when I heard her
walk back into the kitchen. I nearly dropped my glass. My jaw fell
slack.

Magda had changed. Or, more accurately, she’d
removed every article of clothing she’d been wearing and replaced
them with the following: a set of long, sheer black stockings on
each leg that reached all the way to her thigh and a pair of four
inch stiletto's. Aside from that she was completely naked.

My eyes wandered down her curvy figure pausing
at her breasts before falling to the tuft of hair above her pussy.
“Holy shit,” I whispered.

Magda walked, no, strutted up to me with a
confidence I didn’t think I’d ever seen in her.

“What in the hell has gotten into you?” I asked
shaking my head.

“You like it?” she murmured, running her fingers
down the front of my shirt.

“You’re spectacular,” I replied.

Magda flashed a wicked smile. She grabbed my
belt and dragged me to the counter. Made me lean back as she
squatted in front of me, balancing precariously on her high
heels.

My cock was already half-erect by the time she
pulled it out of my pants. She’d left them on, undoing the zipper.
She grabbed my shaft and eyed the head of my prick with a hungry
smile.

“What did I do to deserve this?” I
whispered.

“I just want to make sure your nice and tired
for your party. In case your friends get any stupid ideas.”

It took a moment but it dawned on me what she
was talking about. She was really acting strange about this
bachelor party. Did she know something? Had someone Patrick’s
girlfriend, who was an acquaintance of Magda’s, dropped a hint that
he was planning something salacious against my wishes?

My cock twitched as Magda drew her tongue along
the side in a long, sloppy lick. As much as I loved what she was
doing the last thing I wanted was for her to somehow feel obliged
or threatened. That wasn’t a very sexy reason for the very sexy
blowjob it seemed I was about to get. “Magpie,” I grunted as she
stroked my length. “You don’t have to do this if…”

“Shush,” she said. “I know I don’t have to. I
want to. You’re mine all mine and I just want to make sure you know
it too,” she said. A split-second later she plunged my steel-hard
rod into her mouth and her cheeks hollowed as she began to
suck.

I gripped the counter and stared down into her
eyes. This was…unprecedented and deeply pleasurable. Ignoring the
question about her motives still lingering in my mind, I sank into
my enjoyment of her affection.

She kept her fist pressed to her lips, her hand
moving in tandem with her mouth as she bobbed for seed along my
cock. The wetness of her mouth and her hot, damp palm created an
incredible heat between my legs. My load started to churn not long
after she’d started. “Oh baby you better slow down or I’m
gonna…”

She popped off and took a deep breath, ignoring
the strand of saliva clinging between the head of my cock and her
lower lip. “I don’t want to slow down. I want to make you come. I
want you to do it in my mouth this time,” she said.

My eyes opened wide. In her mouth? Another
anomaly in her behaviour and desires. Not that it had never
happened, just not spur of the moment on a Friday night. “Oh god,”
I groaned. “Are you sure? I’m really close.”

Without releasing me, she nodded and began
bobbing faster.

The muscles between my legs tightened. A hot,
throbbing ball of pleasure swelled in my groin. I groaned again and
felt the need to give her one last chance to change her mind. “I’m
coming!” I announced.

Magda dropped her hand from my cock. She braced
herself against my thighs. Then, to my utter astonishment and
depraved joy, she opened her throat and with a few wet gags sank
the entire length of my shaft into her mouth. Her nose touched my
abdomen as the first spurt of my seed shot into her stomach.

I half doubled over at the thunderclap of an
orgasm that ripped through me. The first sharp bite of pleasure was
followed by a blooming of bliss, like fireworks exploding in the
sky. Magda’s lusty stare, directly into my eyes as she accepted my
seed, propelled me to a heights of ecstasy I hadn’t known existed.
The way she wiggled her head side to side held me there, pinned in
place with my cock belching down her throat as I twitched through
an intense climax.

My body shook as the orgasm retreated. I
clutched the counter to keep myself upright.

Magda held her ground. Closed her throat around
the head of my cock like she was trying to milk every last drop I
had.

I’m not sure you can fall in love with the same
woman twice. I swear that’s what happened to me that evening. When
I finally gasped another “oh god” Magda drew herself of my cock,
pausing for a few sloppy gurgles as if she knew the dirtier she
made it the better it would be for me.

When the head of my prick finally fell out of
her mouth she wiped her lips with the backside of her hand and
stood up.

I was stunned. Frozen in place by her
performance and simultaneously unable to believe what had just
happened. “That was incredible,” I managed to whisper.

The compliment earned me a sly smile. “Good,”
she said softly. “There’s more of that waiting when you get home so
don’t be too late.” She caressed my cock with her hand before
tucking it back into my underwear and doing up my zipper. “You
better get going,” she said. She flashed another smile and goosed
my ass before spinning around and heading back up to the
bedroom.

I finished my drink in a single gulp, grabbed my
cell phone and realized I was already a half hour late, called a
cab and twenty minutes later was knocking on the door of Patrick’s
two-storey.

He opened the door holding a light beer and
wearing what I thought was a rather sombre expression for the
occasion. Patrick was…a bit of a jock. He was sharp, he’d been
recruited by one of the top law firms in the city as soon as he
graduated. He’d eagerly donned the golden handcuffs and now worked
seventy to eighty hour weeks to support his lifestyle.

We were, perhaps, unlikely friends but he’d
graduated top of his class and I admired his industriousness. I’d
expected him to welcome me with open arms and a “Hey bruh!”,
possibly with a bottle of vodka in one hand.

“Mike. Come in. Come on in.”

My sixth sense started tingling as I walked in.
There was no music playing. No raucous conversations happening
about the ball game coming up. Taylor and Douglas and Neal were all
in the kitchen looking about as sullen as Patrick had when he
opened the door.

Something was up.

I walked in and forced myself to smile. “Hey
guys. Everything all right? Somebody die?” That jangled my nerves.
The way they were behaving that may very well have been the case.
Had I just put my foot in my mouth?

“No, man. Nobody died,” Patrick said, coming up
behind me and clapping a hand on my back.

I chuckled, the awkward mood getting to me.
“Okay. What’s up?”

Patrick let out a long sigh. The four of them
exchanged worried glances.

They were up to something, I was pretty sure of
that. “Okay guys,” I said, shaking my head. “Whatever you’re
cooking up you can just stop. I told you I don’t want any strippers
popping out of birthday cakes. I just wanted to have a few beers
and a nice time.”

Douglas glanced at Neal, then down at the
ground.

Taylor couldn’t even bring himself to look at
me.

My unease got the better of me and I turned to
Patrick and folded my arms across my chest. “What the fuck is going
on?”

He set his beer down on the counter and squeezed
my shoulder. “There’s no easy way to say this,” he began.

“No easy way to say what?” I demanded.

He looked at Taylor, Douglas, then Neal, then
back at me. “We think you’re making a mistake,” he said.

My stomach twisted into a knot. “What?”

Patrick pulled his phone out of his pocket and
set it on the counter. “There’s something you need to see, bud,” he
said.

I cracked a smile and looked at the other three,
trying to drive a wedge into what was surely an act and get one of
them to crack.

Nothing.

They stood there like they’d just lost a dear
friend and were all about to burst into tears at once. If it was an
act it was a damn good one. Worry wormed into my mind. “What do I
have to see?” I asked, unable to keep my voice from shaking. I
cleared my throat and stepped up to the counter to stare at the
phone.

Patrick turned on the screen. He swiped into his
gallery and pressed a finger against one of the thumbnails. The
loading icon gave a few spins before a blurry image appeared.

My heart jumped. It looked pornographic. Out of
focus but I could make out by the tones that there was naked flesh
about to be shown.

Patrick pressed play on the device.

The image jumped to life.

“You’re filming? Don’t film me!”

My eyes bugged. My heart skipped a beat and for
a few seconds after I thought it might not start again. The voice
sounded exactly like Magda.

As the camera panned up a woman’s thighs my
throat went so tight I was struggling to breathe. Those
were…Magda’s thighs. Or at least they looked identical. When the
image panned up to her breasts I had to brace myself against the
counter. “What the fuck?” I whispered.

The image went higher. To the collarbone. Did
she have a freckle there I hadn’t noticed? Higher then to the chin.
Her chin. Her fucking chin.

“Stop!” the voice giggled. “I told you no
video!”

“Just a few seconds, baby. So I have something
to remember you by. What’s your name again?”

As the woman’s face came into focus my heart
started to race. Adrenaline was flooding through my body. I felt
like a trapped animal. I could feel all of them staring at me but I
didn’t care. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the screen.

It was Magda.

She was on her knees in what looked to be a
hotel room. Completely naked and staring up at whoever was
filming.

My knees buckled as I watched her cover her
mouth with a hand as she giggled and tried to hide her face.

“Take your hand away baby,” the deep voice said.
A hand entered the frame and pulled hers away removing any doubt
about what I was staring at. “Come on say your name,” the deep
voice urged.

Magda shot the camera a sultry look. “Magda,”
she said softly.

I felt sick to my stomach. And then, out of
nowhere, I felt a tremendous heat start to build between my legs. A
fiery arousal I’d never experienced in my life. I was watching my
wife to be naked in a hotel room with a stranger about to do god
knew what and my cock was getting hard. “What in the fucking name
of…”

A cock swung into the frame and smacked against
Magda’s cheek.

I jolted, startled by the sudden interruption
and at the vulgar sight.

“Well, Magda,” the deep voice said. “You ready
to suck a dick?”

Magda narrowed her eyes. “Turn that off,” she
said.

It crushed my heart. Magda, about to allow
herself to be defiled by another man, arguing that there should be
no evidence of the act.

“Just a little longer. Put that dick in your
mouth.”

Magda huffed and giggled and shook her head. But
then she fucking picked up the cock in her little hand and
raised it to her mouth. “My husband better not see that,” she said,
grinning.

“He won’t. I promise. Yeah. That’s it. Oh you’ve
got such a pretty little face.”

Watching Magda take that cock into her mouth and
poke the head against her cheek a few times felt like getting
pummelled in the gut by a whole football team. I suddenly became
intensely aware of the four guys staring at me. Even more aware of
the fact that my boner was now tenting my pants.

My head started to spin. I felt dizzy and
nauseous. “I need to sit down,” I said, breathless.

“Okay I can’t fucking take it anymore!” I heard
Neal say as I stumbled toward a chair and slumped into it.

Taylor and Douglas both broke into waves of
laughter, clutching their sides and doubling over.

Patrick pressed pause on the video and turned to
look at me. He started chuckling, then laughing along with the
other three.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. Why were
they laughing? They could all be jerks but they weren’t cruel. We
were good friends. How could they be laughing at me at a time like
this? “What in the fuck!?!” I roared, slamming a fist
against the table.

Patrick immediately stopped laughing and put a
hand up to calm me down. “Relax, buddy. Relax! Holy shit that was
some berserker shit you pulled there.” He started chuckling
again.

The other three were having a hell of a time
trying to quell their laughter.

I was fuming. My disbelief and dizziness had
been replaced by a hot rage as the images I’d just watched played
over and over in my mind.

“Okay,” Patrick said, holding both hands up and
walking toward me. “Relax. It’s a joke, okay? It’s just a fucking
joke.”

“A joke?” I spat. Sure didn’t look like a joke
to me. Looked like a video of my fiancee putting some other guys
cock into her mouth.

Patrick grabbed the phone and sat down next to
me. “Just calm down. Watch it again okay?”

That was the last thing I wanted to do and what
I wanted most at the same time, if that was possible. I rubbed my
sweaty palms off on my pants as I turned to look at the screen
again.

Patrick tapped the progress bar to the moment
Magda’s face came into view.

“Fucking shit,” I whispered, my eyes glued to
the screen.

He muted the sound. “Just watch closely, buddy.
There. You see that? See that flicker?”

I leaned in. Something was off, now that
I had some of my wits about me. Her face didn’t…didn’t look like it
was exactly matched up with the way her head was moving. When her
mouth opened to take the guy’s tool it looked like her chin
stretched just a little too much. Looked alien. But the more I
stared at it the more I realized this wasn’t Magda.

The breasts were a close match. The calves and
thighs, too. But this woman, whoever she was, was chubbier. Her
ears were different, too. But the face was Magda’s.

My fury subsided as it dawned on me that I’d
just been made the victim of a very clever, very juvenile prank. I
looked up at the four of them and couldn’t suppress my own smile.
“What the fuck is wrong with you guys?”

They all started howling again, slapping knees
and backs and letting it all out.

Patrick stood up, grinning, no doubt the
architect of my humiliation. He grabbed a cold one from the fridge
and tossed it to me.

I managed to catch it, crack it open and took
three huge glugs before setting it on the table.

As the laughter died down they all wandered
toward the table, grabbed chairs and sat down.

“Pretty impressive, huh bud?” Patrick asked,
clapping a hand on my back again.

I shook my head and cleared my throat. “So
that’s not Magda.”

This elicited more chuckling.

“Not Magda, my dude. But damn after watching
that you are one lucky guy. She do that shit at home for you?”

My face heated at the memory of Magda in her
stockings squatting in the kitchen and deep throating me.

Taylor’s eyes widened. “Holy shit,” he said.
“Looks like she does do that shit for him at home. Look at
him getting red!” He pointed a finger at my face.

I rubbed my face with my hands and shook my head
again. “How the hell did you guys do that?”

Patrick put his arms on the table and nodded.
“Deep fake, bruh. Some Russian dude on the internet did it. Cost a
small fortune but your reaction was totally worth it.”

“Deep fake?”

“Deep fake,” Patrick replied. “I figured we
would have spent a bunch of money on a stripper anyways. But
Magda’s been fucking hounding me about that for the last few
months.”

“She has?” I asked.

Patrick took a swig of his beer and nodded.
“Said she’d make you disown me if we got a stripper,” he said. He
turned and grinned at Taylor and Douglas, who looked away. “So I
figured we had to do something special for Mikey at his going away
party. I stumbled onto one of these on a porn website and thought
it looked like fun. Found a guy and ta-da!”

I shook my head, still having a hard time
believing what I’d seen. An itch formed somewhere beneath my gut.
“Let me…let me see that thing again,” I said, reaching for
Patrick’s phone.

Patrick raised an eyebrow at the other guys. “Uh
oh,” he said. “Looks like we uncovered a kink Mikey didn’t know he
had.” He started chuckling.

My cheeks flared red again but I didn’t care. I
pressed play on the video and sat there mesmerized as I watched
Magda-not-Magda appear on screen and appear to stuff another man’s
cock into her mouth. I hit pause and pushed the phone away when I
realized my cock was starting to harden again.

“Alright that’s enough of that shit,” Taylor
said, moving the phone away from me and back toward Patrick. He
reached into his pocket and pulled out a deck of cards.

I groaned. They all knew I hated poker. But it
seemed like they were hell-bent on having a proper “boys night” and
there wasn’t much I could do about it.

“Let’s get drunk and lose some money, boys,”
Taylor said, grinning as he shuffled the deck.

Patrick flashed me one last smug smirk.

We spent a few hours playing cards. I lost a
bunch of money, as I almost always did. The boys got tired and with
no stripper to ogle, by eleven, decided they’d had enough of trying
to make me the right kind of man. We all said our goodbyes and
shuffled out the door.

I’d spent a good portion of the evening with the
memory of the deep fake etched in my mind. I’d tried my best to
come up with all sorts of excuses for why I’d want a copy.
Unfortunately none of them obfuscated the reason I was trying to
hide: that I found the video hot and couldn’t stop thinking about
it.

As the others walked out of the house, I hung
back. “Hey man I just wanted to say thanks for this. I appreciate
you hosting,” I said, reaching out a hand to shake Patrick’s.

He flashed the same smirk he’d given me before
we started playing cards. Grabbed my hand and squeezed it, put a
hand on my shoulder and squeezed me there, too. “Already sent the
link in an email, buddy,” he said.

A deep resentment settled inside me at Mike
having read my mind. I forced a smile and turned to go.

“Hey Mikey?” Patrick said.

“What’s up?”

“If this, you know, gets you that worked up and
you need someone to fuck your wife I’m your man.”

I let out a sigh and walked down the steps to
the walkway. “Fuck off, Patrick,” I muttered, knowing that he was
still wearing that shit-eating grin.

Chapter Four

I was surprised to find Magda asleep in the
bedroom when I got home. She’d seemed so eager to please before I’d
left. But excitement swelled through me at the possibility her
slumber presented. I shuffled into the bathroom as quietly as I
could. Leaving the light off I sat down on the edge of the tub and
pulled out my phone.

Patrick’s email was the latest one in my inbox.
I tapped on the link to the file. The screen darkened for a moment,
then the video thumbnail appeared. My cock started inflating as I
tapped play.

My eyes widened as I watched the scene again.
Watched the camera pan up the woman’s body, whoever she was. The
nauseating anxiety I’d felt the first time was gone. The void it
created in my mind was quickly filled by a hungry arousal.

I grimaced at the thought that formed next. My
cock was achingly stiff. But was I really going to pull one off to
this? Wasn’t that…wrong somehow? And why the hell was I so turned
on by this mimicry of Magda with another man.

Ignoring the voice in my mind scolding me for my
depravity, I stuffed a hand into my pants and pulled out my
erection. As Magda-not-Magda put the cock in her mouth, smiled and
giggled I started stroking myself.

The video went on for longer than what I’d seen
at Patrick’s. The actress in it caressed the guy’s balls and sucked
on the head of his prick for a full minute, with him groaning in
the background. Then it cut abruptly to the actress, still on her
knees, holding her tits up and sticking her tongue out as the guy
jerked his cock just an inch from her mouth.

I drew in a sharp breath as a line of cum shot
from the head of the prick. It landed across Magda-not-Magda’s
cheek. The way she grinned in delight at having elicited the
emission had me stifling a groan. Submitting to my basest impulse I
tugged on my own cock, revelling in the lewd sight of seeing my
fake fiancee so accepting of another man’s seed.

I popped and had to yank my phone out of the way
as my wad shot out. It arced and fell onto the bathmat next to the
tub. Pleasure crackled up my spine as my orgasm peaked. I grimaced,
doing my best not to let out a loud groan as it racked through
me.

It was over in a flash. With the video still
playing on a loop I recovered. Shame and guilt crashed through me
in waves. I hit pause, returned to my inbox but hesitated with my
thumb hovering over the trash icon.

The light snapped on.

My fight or flight instinct engaged. Stuffing my
cock back into my pants I shoved the phone into my back pocket as I
stood up.

Magda came in rubbing her sleepy eyes. “Mike?”
she said softly. “I thought I heard you in here. What are you…” Her
eyes darted to my lap.

I followed her gaze and my heart sank as I saw
the line of jizz across my pants. I must’ve wiped my hand on them
as I tried to hide my cock.

“Were you masturbating?” she asked.

My shoulders slumped. I knew I was caught. My
mind was still frantically searching for a way out but I knew it
was hopeless. “Uh…sorry. Yeah,” I muttered.

Magda scowled. Her eyes narrowed. “Why?” she
asked. “Why didn’t you come wake me?”

I looked down at the ground and shook my
head.

“What were you watching?”

Fuck. She’d seen me putting my phone away. I was
humiliated.

“Did that ass hole end up hiring a stripper?”
she growled.

I shook my head. I considered lying but knew
that would only delay the train wreck this was going to be. “No. He
didn’t hire a stripper,” I muttered.

She didn’t look entirely convinced.

I knew there was only one thing to do. Come
clean. “This is so embarrassing,” I groaned.

“What?” Magda asked. “Tell me.”

It took every ounce of energy I had to pull my
phone out of my pocket. This felt like being marched to the
principal’s office knowing you’d done something terrible and with
everyone watching lined up in the hall. “Okay. Please don’t hate
me. I have no idea why I just did that,” I said quietly.

“Mike? You’re scaring me. What were you
watching?”

I knew I couldn’t just show her. She’d be deeply
embarrassed and probably incensed. I had to couch the blow with an
explanation. “The guys got together and did something stupid,” I
said.

“Okay,” Magda said.

“They all chipped in and instead of getting a
stripper got me a…” I paused, not sure if I could say it all out
loud.

“Got you a what?” Magda growled.

“A deep fake.”

She stood there staring at me for a few seconds.
Then she raised an eyebrow. “A what?”

“A deep fake. It’s a…it’s a video. I don’t know
how they do it. Some Russian on the internet did it.”

“A video? A video of what?”

“Oh god, Magda,” I groaned. “I don’t know if I
can show you this,” I said shaking my head.

“What is it? Porn?”

“It’s this…it’s like this doctored video of…of a
woman that looks…she looks like you. She has your face.”

“Really?” Magda said quietly. “What’s she
doing?”

My heart jumped at her curiosity. I thought for
sure she’d be revolted. I’d pictured her crying and jumping under
the covers. Slamming the door and kicking me out to the couch for
the night. This was…promising. “It’s gross. I don’t even…I don’t
know why I was watching it.”

Magda stared at me through a few more moments of
silence. “I want to see it.”

I sighed. “I don’t think you do,” I said. “Trust
me. I’m going to delete it and can we just forget about all of
this?”

Magda walked up to me and looked down at my
phone, then up into my eyes. “I want to see it,” she repeated.

I took a deep breath. “Fucking Patrick,” I
muttered. I tapped the phone and the screen came to life again.
Flipping to my inbox, I tapped the link. “Please don’t hate me,” I
muttered as I pressed play.

Magda and I both stared at the screen as the
video came to life. At first, just watching the camera pan up the
woman’s body, she seemed unperturbed. But when she saw her own face
on screen her eyes bugged and her jaw fell. She watched the whole
thing like that, as if unable to tear her gaze away.

My eyes darted between the video and Magda’s
reaction to it. This was not what I’d expected. I thought that a
few seconds into it she’d look away, tell me to turn it off and
either have a fit or be profoundly disappointed in me. I couldn’t
believe it that she made it to the end.

She startled as she watched the man in the video
coming on her face.

But my greatest shock came as I watched her
nipples harden beneath the white t-shirt she was wearing. She had
either just gotten very chilled in the bathroom or very aroused by
what she’d seen.

I pressed stop on the video.

Magda stared at the screen for a few more
moments before turning to look at me. Her eyes wandered around my
face, her own expression looking like pieces of this filthy puzzle
were falling into place inside her head. “You jerked off to that?”
she whispered.

My shoulders slumped at being forced to
acknowledge the accusation. “I did,” I finally said. “I’m sorry.” I
glanced up at her out of the corner of my eye.

Magda ran her tongue over her lips. “Why are you
sorry?”

Not a question I’d expected. “Um…I guess I
thought you’d think it was gross, or whatever,” I muttered.

Magda stood there pondering for what felt like
hours.

I felt like I was shrinking with each passing
minute, bracing myself for whatever her reaction to this was going
to be.

“Fucking Patrick,” she finally muttered, shaking
her head. A smile formed on her lips and she chuckled.

I couldn’t believe it. Was I really going to get
off this easy? I dared to look her in the eyes again. “You’re not
mad?”

She smirked and looked up at the ceiling. “When
I walked in here and saw you…packing up, I thought…god I didn’t
know what to think. Then when you got all sullen…just never mind.
I’m mad at Patrick, I guess. You must have freaked out when you saw
that.”

I let out a giant sigh. “I nearly had a heart
attack. I thought I was going to faint,” I admitted.

Magda started to chuckle again. “I’ll bet,” she
said. She glanced at the phone again and for a split second I could
have sworn she was going to ask me to watch the video again. Her
lips parted like she was about to say something. Then she hesitated
and looked back up at me. “You gonna’ come to bed?” she asked.

I was beside myself. Was that it? Was that all
she was going to say about it? “You’re not mad at me?” I asked,
bewildered.

To my astonishment, Magda shrugged. “I guess
there are way worse things you could be jerking off to than a video
of your wife sucking some strange guys dick,” she said, giggling
again.

That shocked the hell out of me. It was as
vulgar a thing as I’d ever heard Magda say outside the bedroom. To
add to my confusion, her nipples were still poking against the
front of her shirt.

“I have to pee,” she said. “Go get into bed,”
she ordered.

I was thrilled to comply. I didn’t dare presume
that she was going to follow up on the promise she’d made before I
left. I put on fresh underwear and a t-shirt and crawled under the
sheets.

Magda came in a short while later. She flicked
the light off and padded across the carpet to the bed.

My eyes bugged when she drew her shirt up and
off over her head, then slid her underwear down and crawled into
bed naked. Through the dim light coming from the streetlights
outside I saw her turn to me and frown as she pressed her hand
against my chest. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“You have clothes on.”

“I…I mean I didn’t…I didn’t think…” I
stammered.

She looked right at me and pouted. “Don’t you
want to have sex with me?” she whispered.

Excitement flooded through me. I was floored by
the question. My limp cock began to inflate. “Of course I do,” I
replied.

“Then what’s with the PJ’s?”

I gazed into her eyes, searching for a hint as
to why she was this interested in having sex after what she’d just
seen. “I guess I just thought that, you know, after seeing the
video you wouldn’t…wouldn’t be interested, or whatever,” I
muttered.

A long silence passed between us. Magda lay
there watching me. “Why were you masturbating to a video of me with
someone else?” she whispered.

My jaw dropped at hearing her state it so
plainly. Why the hell had I done that? “I don’t know,” I
said, shaking my head.

Magda wriggled closer to me on the bed, her eyes
still locked on mine.

I let out a sharp breath as she cupped my groin
with her hand.

“Sorry,” she said. “Did I hurt you?”

“No. I just didn’t expect that.”

Magda’s eyes wandered over my expression.
“You’re hard,” she whispered. “It turns you on to think about me
like that?”

“Like what?” I asked, breathless.

She bit her lip. “With another man?”

Chapter Five

She caressed my cock with the tips of her
fingers. Pulling back the elastic of my underwear, she reached in
with her hand and wrapped it around my shaft.

I was hard as a rock again, despite having
jerked off less than half an hour ago. “I don’t know what got into
me,” I said, unable to admit that it had, in fact, turned me
on.

Magda wrapped her other hand around my wrist and
brought it to her sex.

I shuddered as my fingers dipped between her wet
folds. Our eyes met again.

Magda studied me with what seemed like the
beginnings of a smile flirting with the corners of her mouth. She
moved my finger back and forth along her slit. “Aren’t you gonna’
ask me why I’m wet?” she whispered.

I was too stunned to say anything. I shook my
head. Even if I had been capable of speech I wasn’t sure her answer
to that question was one I wanted to hear.

Magda rolled toward me. Still holding my cock,
she swung a leg over my lap, then rose up taking the covers off of
us with her. They slid down her back revealing her gorgeous
breasts.

My hips flexed, my cock squeezing up between the
folds of Magda’s dripping slit.

She closed her eyes and ground her pelvis
against it. Reaching up she palmed her breasts. Her fingers and
thumb drifted to her nipples. She squeezed them, her hips moving
back and forward, greasing my shaft with her slick. She opened her
eyes, reached down and took my hands and pressed them against her
breasts. She looked right at me. “You jerked off to me with another
man,” she whispered.

My cock flexed beneath her.

A smile flickered on her lips. She let out a
soft moan at the pressure. Reaching down she fingered my nipples
then pinched them and giggled.

I yelped at the painful pleasure that
inflicted.

“You broke your promise,” Magda whispered.

“What?”

She slid her hips back again until I felt the
tip of my cock at her entrance. “You broke our pinky-poo’s,” she
said.

“What pinky-poo’s?” I asked. She looked more
beautiful to me in that moment than I’d ever seen her.

“You said that if something came up that you’d
tell me,” she went on.

The memory of our promise from a few days before
came roaring back into my mind. My mouth fell open. I shook my
head. “I didn’t…I didn’t know…” I muttered.

A half-smile formed on her lips. “You didn’t
know you were turned on by seeing another man spray his seed all
over me? Is that why you jerked off to it?” she asked, giggling.
She slid back and forth again.

Heat had built up between my legs at the feeling
of her greasy puss clutching me. “Magda I only just…” The end of
the sentence was lost to another groan as she slipped me deeper
inside herself and squeezed.

She put her hands on the backs of mine and made
me knead her breasts. Then she leaned forward and mashed them
against my chest, kissing the side of my neck. “Mikey’s got a
kink,” she whispered.

My cock went rigid inside her.

She started giggling again.

“It’s not…I don’t have…”

What the fuck?!? This was the least plausible of
all possible realities and yet it was happening!

“Mike,” she said, staring at me. She shook her
head and bit her lip. “It’s okay. You don’t have to be
ashamed.”

“I’m not ashamed,” I blathered. “It’s just…”

She pushed down onto me. I felt her soaked
snatch drip against my pelvis. “It’s just that you masturbated to a
video of me getting sprayed by someone else’s semen.”

I sucked in a sharp breath at her vulgarity.

She squeezed my cock with her pussy again.

“Fuck, Magda,” I groaned, ready to pop and
buried to the hilt inside her. “I think you need to get off.”

Magda giggled. “Oh I’ll get off. You’re going to
have your work cut out for you this evening, mister.” Her petals
gripped me as she clenched again.

“No I’m serious,” I grunted. “I’m really
close.”

Magda rose up, slipping me out of her wet
sheath.

I groaned and stared down at my cock twitching
between us. I was on the verge of another monstrous orgasm. I
reached down to finish myself off.

Magda swatted my hand away and rose to her
knees. She put her knees on my palms, pinning them to the bed. Then
she reached down and grabbed my slick prick.

Pre-cum oozed out the tip.

She bit her lip and stroked slowly toward the
head.

I started to shake beneath her. I could feel the
orgasm bubbling. Magda’s soft hand coaxing it out of me felt like
heaven. My cock went stiff in her grip.

“You ready?” she whispered.

“I’m so close,” I grunted again.

Magda stroked down to the root and gripped me
hard. “Ready?” she asked, wide-eyed and nodding, apparently getting
a huge thrill from dominating me.

“I’m there,” I hissed.

With a finger and thumb she stroked up to the
head.

It flipped the switch. My cock started
twitching. My eyes popped wide open as Magda pulled her hand away.
I let out a warbling moan as the promised pleasure skittered back
into my mind. I watched as cum oozed out of my cock, spilling over
onto my belly, my throbbing organ flopping against my abs, then
smacking against Magda’s pelvis as it drained.

My eyes darted to hers, then back to my cock,
then back to hers again. I groaned at the familiar feeling of my
cock emptying but without the sharp crack of bliss that normally
came with it. Then it was over and I slumped back against the
pillow. After a few seconds I looked at Magda again, who was
grinning. “What the hell was that for?” I moaned.

She leaned over me and kissed me on the lips.
“For breaking our promise,” she whispered. She was wearing a wicked
grin. She moved her hips, scratching my prick with her pubic hairs.
“Mikey?” she whispered.

“What is it?”

“I have to tell you something,” she said.

Her eyes moved side to side, like she was
searching for the words to express what she felt. She finally
locked eyes with me again. “That video turned me on, too,” she
admitted.

My cock flexed between us.

Her eyes opened wider still. Then she closed
them, tilted her head to one side and thrust her tongue into my
mouth in a hungry kiss.

Confusion and arousal flooded through me again.
Pinned to the bed by my beautiful fiancee, I returned her kiss with
a passion I’d never felt.

Magda finally pulled away. She shuffled forward,
her snatch leaving a slimy line of wet on my belly and chest before
stopping just inches from my mouth.

I looked up at Magda’s heavy tits hanging over
my head. She was holding onto the headboard. The sharp scent of her
arousal was intoxicating. “Can you kiss it?” she whispered.

I gave a few quick nods, not sure why I was so
eager to please her. There was something so sexy about this. It had
felt so depraved when it was just me in the bathroom but now,
seeing Magda turned on by it turned me on even more.

She slid forward and pressed the lips of her
cunt against my mouth.

I flicked out my tongue and ran it up the length
of her seam. Finding the nub of her clit I slurped it into my mouth
and started spinning circles around it.

Magda’s eyes fluttered shut. Her back arched,
breasts pressing forward, grinding her pussy against my mouth.
Lubricant leaked from it coating my chin.

As I feasted on her furry snatch my cock pulsed
and swayed. I couldn’t believe I was still hard after an
ejaculation.

Magda started rocking back and forth on my face.
She grabbed a tit with one hand, hanging onto the headboard with
the other and shaking the bed with each thrust against my
mouth.

I couldn’t help but wonder what was going on in
her mind, behind those closed eyes and the lusty snarl curling her
lip. Was she replaying the video? Was that why she was so very wet?
Her thighs squeezed against my cheeks.

Her hand shot from her breast to my head. She
grabbed a fistful of hair and yanked me up against her sex. “I’m
gonna’ fucken’ come on your face!”

I swore she sounded like a demon growling when
she said it.

The soft squish of her puss against my chin was
followed by gush of wet. She let out a sharp shriek and her body
started shaking.

With my mouth and nose buried against her muff I
could barely breathe. But I kept up the furious lapping at her clit
with my tongue.

Her head shot back against her shoulders. Her
hips spun a circle against my face. A trickle of her slick dribbled
up my nose.

Still, I was in heaven.

It was only when I felt her relax, when the
tension in her thighs eased, that I touched them gently and pushed
her away in an attempt to breathe.

“Oh Mike!” she chirped, shuffling off of my
face.

I sucked in a ragged breath, my lungs burning
from the lack of air.

“Oh my gosh I’m so sorry!” she said, then
started giggling.

The aching need in my pelvis was nearing the
point of pain. “Magpie, baby,” I panted. “Please. Can you finish me
again? I need it so bad.”

Her eyes widened, glimmering with mirth at my
desperate plea. She licked her lips as she slid down my body and
slipped me into herself again.

I groaned and arched my back at the hot pleasure
of her sheath. But I didn’t think I could stand the torture of
another ruined climax. And I wasn’t even sure I could get the
timing right to pull out before it happened. “Baby I’m close
again,” I muttered. “I don’t know but…maybe just use your
hand?”

To this Magda sank down onto me again. The lusty
snarl returning to her lips, she opened her mouth, stuck out her
tongue and licked her own juices off of my cheek. “I don’t care
anymore,” she whispered.

“What?” I gasped.

She shook her head. “I don’t fucking care. Shoot
it into me.”

My eyes nearly popped out of my head. “Magda you
don’t mean that. We’ve been so careful. It’s not much longer until
the wedding. You can wait.”

Pressing her hands against my chest, Magda
raised her ass off my lap then sank back down over my slimy shaft.
“Try to make me,” she snarled.

Her ass started thumping against my pelvis, tits
smacking against each other right in front of my face. Each hot
squish of her pussy gobbling up my cock sent bolts of pleasure
racing up my spine. I lost control. I, too, didn’t care about
anything but my impending release. I grabbed her hips and started
bucking up off the bed to meet each of her thrusts.

Her eyes went wide and a wild look formed on her
face. “We’re gonna’ do this,” she said, voice tinged with
disbelief.

“We’re gonna’ do this,” I panted. I could see
her moment was approaching as quickly as my own. I felt her pussy
squeeze me.

Magda leaned closer to me staring deep into my
eyes. “Do it, Mike. Breed me,” she growled.

That pulled the trigger. My cock flexed, pumping
seed deep into her tight channel.

She must have felt it because her mouth fell
open and she moaned. Her cunt started choking down on my cock,
gobbling up every drop I had to give and sucking it into her belly.
She moaned again and threw her head back, surrendering to the
pleasure of our first true coupling.

I roared over the peak of my climax. I grabbed
her waist and drilled as deep into her as I could get. I could have
stayed in that moment forever.

Alas, a few seconds later and it dissipated and
we were ourselves again. Magda stroking out the last beads of seed,
her rhythm slowing. Me lying spent and sweaty beneath her on the
bed.

Her head rolled forward and she stared at
me.

I braced myself for a regret to cast it’s shadow
on her face. It never came. “Are you okay?” I whispered.

Magda fell onto me and plunged her tongue into
my mouth again. She pulled away with a wet smack and glared at me.
“Are you kidding me? That was the hottest sex we’ve ever had.”

I stared at her wide-eyed, stunned by her sultry
gaze.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered, still unable to believe
she wasn’t feeling the least bit bad about not waiting until the
wedding. “I could have tried harder to convince you…”

“Will you shut up?” she said, grinning and
licking my lips. “I’m over it. You better get over it too because
I’m so done with waiting.” Pushing herself up with her hands she
swung a leg over my lap and dismounted.

My cock slipped out her and smacked against my
belly.

Magda stood up and started walking toward the
door.

My eyes dropped to her leg. A thick stream of my
creamy, white seed was running down the inside of her thigh.

She threw me a sultry look over her shoulder.
“Don’t you even think about falling asleep,” she said. “I’m not
done with you yet.”

Chapter Six

At three-thirty in the morning I was still
staring at the ceiling. We’d fucked two more times before Magda
finally rolled over and fell asleep next to me.

Utterly drained, I should have been exhausted.
But no matter how many times I counted backwards from one hundred I
couldn’t coax myself to sleep.

I couldn’t get the video out of my mind, or
Magda’s reaction to it. The initial thrilling panic of seeing it
seemed like it was light years away. In it’s place was the steady
thrum of desire.

I found myself contemplating something which,
just a few hours before, would have been unthinkable. What
frightened me and kept me from sleeping, was wondering whether
Magda’s reaction to the deep fake would in any way translate to the
real world. It was one thing to act out a fantasy in bed. But
surely my little angel of a fiancee wouldn’t think of acting
out the fantasy for real. Would she?

Close to four in the morning I accepted the fact
that I wasn’t sleeping that night. It didn’t matter. The next day
was free. We could nap all we wanted. I got up out of bed as gently
as I could, grabbed my phone and padded to the bathroom where I
re-watched the video three more times.

After talking down the erection that resulted, I
relieved myself and slipped back into the bedroom and into bed.

Magda rolled over to face me. She appeared to be
wide awake.

“Oh hey,” I whispered. “Sorry if I woke you
up.”

She shook her head. “You didn’t.” Her eyes
darted to my hand on the nightstand as I discreetly tried to put
the phone down, then back up to mine. “Did you watch it again?” she
asked.

I was grateful that it was still dark and that
she probably couldn’t see my face turn red. But after a moment’s
contemplation I realized there was no sense in lying. “I did,” I
replied.

She bit her lip. “Can I see it?”

My heart fluttered in my chest. “Of…of course
you can,” I stammered. Fumbling with the phone I brought it up and
turned on the screen.

Magda rolled over onto her stomach and kicked
her heels up into the air, ankles crossed like a giddy schoolgirl
about to watch her favourite television series. Her eyes were
glowing with anticipation.

I rolled onto my stomach, set the phone on the
pillow and pressed play on the video. As it played I couldn’t help
but steal quick glances at Magda to see her reaction. Each twitch
of her face tickled me between the legs. The slight gasp at seeing
Magda-not-Magda let that cock slip past her lips. Her eyes widening
as she watched her doppelganger getting her face fucked. The wince
of delighted disgust at seeing it spew it’s load across her
face.

When the video was over Magda flopped down face
first on the bed and drew a pillow over her head.

A dangerous excitement started crackling through
me at what she might be thinking. I peeled back a corner of the
pillow and peeked into her hidey-hole. “Magpie? You okay?”

She drew in a breath and let it out in a long
sigh.

“What’s on your mind?” I asked.

She narrowed her eyes and shook her head, a sly
smile spreading across her lips. “Like you don’t know,” she said,
giggling.

“It’s so wrong.”

“It’s so wrong,” she echoed.

“But you can’t help yourself can you?” I
prodded.

She huffed and pouted. “Mikey I can’t help
myself,” she whimpered.

Fresh arousal blossomed in between my legs.
“It’s just a dirty fantasy,” I said.

“It’s just a dirty fantasy.”

I waited for a minute, wondering if she might
take it upon herself to suggest it might be more. The silence felt
endless. “Unless…”

“Unless?” she asked quickly.

“Unless you want it to be something more?”

Her eyes darted up to mine, off to the side,
back to mine, then down to the sheets.

That turned up the heat. The shock of energy it
sent through me was what I imagined taking a narcotic might feel
like. As soon as it receded I wanted more. The video had been
dirty. Magda’s reaction, filthier still. Wondering to what depths
she might actually sink to scratch this itch was dizzying.
“Would you ever do it?” I whispered.

“Do it?”

“For real. Would you?” I watched her pulse
quicken in her jugular vein.

“That would be so wrong,” she said quietly.

“It would be…unconventional,” I explained,
laying out the framework for the argument I was about to make.

“Unconventional?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “We aren’t technically
married yet.”

Magda’s eyes darted side to side again. “We
aren’t, are we?” she said.

The excitement that crept into her voice was
scintillating.

“So one could make a case and say that no vows
would be broken. If, for instance, certain conventional bounds of a
relationship were breached.”

It felt like an eternity before she nodded and
looked up at me. “I suppose a case could be made,” she
whispered.

With my heart swelling at her apparent
enthusiasm, or at least lack of objections, I continued. “So that
if I were to give you, say, permission to engage in some sort of
unconventional behaviour no one would need to feel guilty about
that would they?”

She took that and contemplated it for a good few
minutes. “But I could never…” she whispered before trailing
off.

My throat tightened at seeing her so close to
the edge. A little nudge was all it would take. I could smell it.
“Why don’t we just say,” I said softly next to her ear, “that if
you’re feeling…like having some fun this weekend I won’t be one to
stand in your way.”

Magda gasped, then giggled, then shook her head,
her eyes widening in wonder perhaps at the possibilities my
statement presented. She smirked and narrowed her eyes. “Fucking
Patrick,” she whispered.

Chapter Seven

We did manage to squeeze in a few hours
of sleep after that. It was ten in the morning when I woke up to
the sun streaming through the window. Squinting against the bright
light I swung my legs over the edge of the bed and trudged to the
shower.

A good ten minute hot soak followed by a quick
blast of cold water gave me just the jolt I needed to start the
day. After throwing on some jeans and a t-shirt I walked over to
Magda’s side of the bed and gave her shoulder a gentle shake.
“Wake-up sleepy head,” I whispered.

Magda groaned and pulled the pillow over her
head, muttering something I couldn’t make out.

I knew a strong pot of coffee would coax her
from beneath the sheets. I went downstairs and put one on, thumbing
through my phone for what was new in the world. It seemed to do the
trick. I heard the shower turn on a few minutes after the coffee
started percolating. Twenty minutes later Magda came dancing down
the steps sporting a wide, beaming smile.

I couldn’t help but return it with my own. “Well
hello beautiful,” I said, putting an arm around her waist as she
came up to kiss me. “Glad to see you in such a good mood.”

Magda pecked my cheek. “Coffee please!” she
chirped.

I was happy to oblige. I poured us both a cup
and walked over to the table with mine.

Magda stayed standing by the counter, swaying in
the same summer dress I’d found so lovely on her the previous week
folding napkins. She cradled her mug and took long slips of
steaming black coffee.

I turned my attention back to my phone. My
memories of the previous evening were still looming in my mind. But
the cheerful sunshine flooding through the windows had sanitized
the darker corners of my mind. While the thought of Magda with
another man was still insanely arousing I knew this wasn’t
something I could force. If it was going to happen it had to be
organic and natural and only if Magda was really into it. For the
time being I was just content to be in her smiling company. I
turned my eyes up to look at her as she swayed over to where I was
standing.

“I have an idea,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. “Namely?” I asked,
doing my best to conceal my suddenly racing pulse.

“I want to go shopping,” she announced, doing a
little curtsy.

I raised an eyebrow. That was very unlike
Magda. She was normally as frugal as she was pragmatic and she was
wearing a dress she’d bought not even two weeks ago. But, I
remembered, I had promised to not stand in the way of any fun she
might want to have this weekend. And I was pretty sure poo-pooing
her idea would be doing just that. So instead I set my coffee down
on the table, stood up and put my phone in my pocket and gave Magda
a kiss on the forehead. “Just you let me get my wallet, Magpie,” I
said.

Magda looked delighted. She scrunched her face
up and giggled and shrugged her shoulders almost up to her
ears.

I checked the temperature on my way up to the
bedroom to grab my wallet. Warm enough for a blazer so I got that
out of the closet, too. When I got back downstairs Magda was
already waiting by the door. I kissed her again, put a hand on the
small of her back and escorted her out to the car.

“So where are we going shopping?” I asked,
backing out of the driveway.

Magda turned to look at me. “QZ Street,” she
said, sounding completely certain.

It took a moment before I remembered the store.
A moment after that a frisson of worried excitement whispered
through me. “QZ Street?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“QZ Street,” she repeated, nodding and looking
out the window at the passing scenery.

QZ Street, from what I remembered, was a
reasonably priced store but one that catered to a younger and, I
thought, racier clientele than Magda. “That the one on Norton and
seventeenth?” I asked, making sure.

“That’s the one,” Magda replied.

The muscles in my crotch tightened. I was pretty
sure none of the congregation of our church would ever be seen in
any of the outfits from QZ. Still, I wasn’t the one calling the
shots here. Magda was.

“You said have fun, right?” she asked.

I glanced at her inquisitive expression. “I said
I wouldn’t stand in your way. That’s why we’re headed to QZ.” I
turned right onto Norton street in the direction of
seventeenth.

Magda clapped her hands together gently and gave
another cute shrug.

We walked into the busy box store to the tune of
dance music thumping with big fat bass beats. Magda’s eyes went
wide and she looked at me with a weird smile. This wasn’t our usual
world and I could tell she felt a little out of place.

Magda’s attire was more along the lines of
tasteful cardigans over modest white blouses. The outfits hanging
on the rack right by the entrance were tight tops with spaghetti
strings and jeans riddled with fashion tears.

“We can leave if you want,” I said, sensing her
sudden reluctance. To my surprise, after a moments thought, Magda
shook her head and stood up a little straighter.

“No,” she said. “I want to browse around a
little.” She seemed to steel herself for this unfamiliar and
possibly slightly uncomfortable experience. She took a few
tentative steps toward the rack right in front of us. Then, when
something caught her eye down the first aisle, she started
wandering in that direction.

A strange sense of pride swelled through me.
Both of our lives had been relatively sheltered up to that point.
We spent time with people who shared our values and beliefs. We’d
definitely never stepped into this QZ Street or any other.
Watching Magda wade into the racks of clothes I imagined I felt
something akin to what a parent might, seeing their kid take her
first steps into the wider world.

It felt a little silly. Particularly because of
the circumstance that had inspired the trip in the first place. But
I happily followed her, gawking as she thumbed through some rather
revealing outfits on offer.

At one point a girl in a black tights and a
black shirt with the QZ logo came up to us smiling and offered
Magda a shopping basket.

Magda accepted and was soon piling clothes into
it on her way to the change rooms. “Don’t worry,” she said,
flashing a coy smile over her shoulder. “I’m not going to buy all
of this.”

I leaned over her and kissed her shoulder. “I’m
not worried about anything but you being happy, baby,” I
whispered.

Magda giggled.

The sound of her laughter warmed my insides. She
looked like a kid in a candy store and I couldn’t get enough of how
happy she seemed.

With the basket full we walked over to the long
row of private change rooms at the back of the store.

Magda slipped into one and closed the door
behind her.

I took my phone out to peruse the internet while
I waited for the upcoming fashion show.

A minute later Magda emerged.

My jaw dropped as I laid eyes on her.

She had donned a tight black skirt that covered
half her thighs. The top was a white…I couldn’t even name it if I
tried. It had thin straps over the shoulders but the front of it
was cut in a V shape that created a neckline that plunged almost to
her belly. The two sides were held together with a woven pattern of
string. I could clearly make see the flesh of Magda’s cleavage. I
looked around to see if anyone else could, too, before turning to
stare at Magda again.

She giggled and covered her mouth with her hand.
One foot twisted toward the other in an awkward stance. She stood
there squirming, eyes darting behind me to make sure no one else
could see her. “It’s too much,” she finally said, blushing.

I reached out and grabbed her arm as she tried
to slip back into the change room. “Hey hold on a second,” I said.
I turned her around and raked my eyes down her body again.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the way that
outfit outlined her full figure. In a different era she would have
made a perfect pin-up girl. “I mean you look incredible,” I
said.

“Really?” Magda asked, smiling sheepishly.

I nodded. “Really. You just…you’ve just got to
wear it a little different. Own it a little more.”

Magda frowned.

“Here. Come here,” I said, dragging her over and
turning her around to look at herself in the mirror. “Now stand up
a little straighter.”

She did. Her breasts bulged, testing the
elasticity of the strings keeping her breasts contained in the top.
She bit her lip. “I don’t know,” she muttered. “It’s so racy.”

“You look really hot, Magda,” I said, still
leering at her curvy figure.

She caught my eye in the mirror and I saw
excitement flicker in hers. “So you wouldn’t mind if someone else
saw me like this? Another man?” she asked.

A delicious jealousy began churning in my gut at
the suggestion. It had nothing in common with the way I’d felt at
Patrick’s place upon seeing the video. That had been an
overwhelming, uncontrollable thing. This was far different. It was
just as intoxicating but it felt like if I could just channel it in
the right direction I would become its master and use it to my
advantage. “Only one way to find I guess,” I said.

Magda got a wild look in her eye. She turned
slowly in the direction of the store and started walking back
toward the showroom.

“Hey hang on a second,” I said. There was
something missing. “What size shoe are you again?”

“Six. Sometimes six and a half?” she said.
“Wait, why? I wasn’t thinking of buying shoes today.”

“Just hang tight Magpie. I’ll be right back,” I
said. I broke into a brisk walk and headed for the shoe department.
I got a few funny looks from the ladies working there as I perused
the aisles but I couldn’t have cared less. I knew exactly what that
outfit was missing.

I found them a few minutes later. They were
leather and expensive but I didn’t care about that either. I
grabbed a size six and a six and a half and jogged back to the
change rooms. I arrived slightly out of breath. “Here,” I said,
panting and handing the boxes to Magda. “Try these on.”

She opened the lid on one of the boxes and
peeked in. Her eyes widened. “Michael! These are a hundred and
fifty…”

“Just don’t worry about it okay? Just try them
on. We don’t have to buy them if you don’t like them. For me? We’re
supposed to be having fun here right?”

Magda’s eyes narrowed but she was smiling.
“I’m supposed to be having fun. You’re supposed to be
staying out of my way, remember?”

I smirked at her teasing. “I remember. Now go in
and do as I say like a good little wife.”

Her smile turned coy again. “Not your wife yet,
remember?” she teased.

It tickled me in all the right ways. My pulse
quickened as she ducked back into the change room to try on the
boots. When she emerged a minute later I was floored. “Holy shit,”
I whispered.

“Now, now,” Magda said but couldn’t keep herself
from giggling.

“Stand up straight, baby. The way I showed you,”
I urged. The aching need that had tightened my crotch when I saw
her in the outfit had turned very, very greedy.

Magda arched her back. The heel on the boots
caused her ass to tighten and rise making it look even bigger and
more beautiful than usual. She wasn’t Magda any more. Not with what
she was wearing. She’d transformed into a sex kitten. A man-eater.
A seductress.

She glanced sideways at her reflection in the
mirror. Her smile faded and her lips parted. It was like she was
seeing herself for the first time. Like she’d never even
contemplated that she could look so good. Putting hand on her tummy
she pressed her breasts out farther still. When she looked at my
reflection there was an excitement in her stare I’d never seen
before. “You like this?” she asked softly.

“Magpie I love you any way you come but…you look
just unbelievably stunning. Like, god, how am I this lucky?”

She blushed slightly but didn’t shy away from my
stare. “Should I take it for a test run?” she asked. She still
sounded the tiniest bit unsure.

“Let me get out there first,” I said.

“Why?”

“So I can pretend I don’t know you. I want to
see how many heads you turn without a man on your arm.”

That idea seemed to thrill Magda to no end. She
waited in the corridor as I walked back into the retail section and
tucked myself in between a few racks of baseball caps.

A few seconds later I saw her emerge from the
change room corridor.

My eyes darted around the store. It was mostly
filled with women. But a few of them had dragged boyfriends and
husbands out for a Saturday morning shop. Those heads turned first.
Not only did they turn, eyes bugged and stayed glued as Magda put
on her best bimbo act and strolled around the store pretending to
look lost.

A bulge formed in my crotch as my cock
stiffened. I watched one guy walk into a display table and knock
over a stack of sweaters. His girlfriend scolded him for being
clumsy. Then she got an eyeful of what had been distracting him.
Her face turned red. She dropped her shopping basket on the floor,
grabbed him by the wrist and dragged his ass out of there,
fuming.

Magda pretended not to notice. When a sales
assistant came up to her asking if she needed help she said
something and the clerk scurried away. Magda stood there waiting.
Her cheeks were a little red but I’d be damned if she didn’t look
like she was enjoying the attention.

The clerk came back a minute later with a skirt
in a different size.

Magda took it, thanked her, then slowly made her
way back to the change rooms.

An older guy that had been staring at her ass
caught me watching him. He shot me an angry look and stormed off in
search of his wife.

My heart was pounding so hard I thought it was
going to jump right out of my throat. I felt every bit the pervert
voyeur, spying on other people spying on my fiancee, but I couldn’t
help myself. There was something dangerous and exhilarating about
this and I loved it. As I walked back into the corridor Magda’s
change room door opened. She peeked out and gave a few quick waves,
beckoning me in.

Unsure of her motives, I glanced over my
shoulder to make sure the coast was clear before ducking inside.
“Well?” I said, my eyes wandering down to her bust again. “How’d
that feel?”

Magda said nothing. Instead, she put one foot up
on the small bench and shoved my hand between her legs.

My cock throbbed as my fingers touched the
fabric of her panties. They were drenched with wet. “Oh my god,
Magda,” I chortled.

She bit her lip. Her hips tilted forward, the
motion causing my fingers to rub against her underwear.

“Magda!” I hissed. “What are you doing? We’re in
a public change room!” This was so far beyond Magda’s normal
behaviour that I was wondering if she was feeling okay.

She leaned forward and pressed her lips against
mine in a hungry kiss. “I need it Mike,” she whispered after
pulling away.

My eyes went wider still. “Here? Can’t it wait
until…”

“Just do it please? I’m really close already.
The door’s locked anyways…”

I shook my head in disbelief. But the request
proved to alluring to resist. Giving my shy, normally reserved
fiancee a fingering in a store change room was unbelievably
dangerous and sexy. “Hold still then,” I whispered. Peeling the
damp fabric of her panties back with my thumb, I eased a my middle
finger into her slippery folds.

Magda sucked in a breath and let out a tiny
squeal.

My hand shot up and over her mouth. “Gotta be
quiet, Magpie,” I whispered.

Her eyes bugged as I dipped deeper into her sex.
Her pussy drooled slick onto my palm. I started drawing my middle
finger in and out of her, accompanied by the sound of her her pussy
squishing around it.

Her hips started bucking in time with my
thrusts. She grabbed my arm with both hands and held on for dear
life as her body started trembling.

I couldn’t believe this was happening but I
loved every second of it.

She forced out air against my palm as she came.
Her body quaking and quivering, she dug her fingernails into the
flesh of my arm as she rammed my finger deeper inside herself.

The climax only lasted a few seconds. It left
her panting, a bead of sweat having formed on her brow. She leaned
back against the wall to catch her breath.

I pulled my hand out from between her legs. It
was soaked with her wet. Having nothing to wipe it on I used the
back of my pants hoping it didn’t leave a stain. “That’s it,” I
said. “Get that stuff off and let’s go,” I ordered.

“Don’t you want to see me in anything else?”

I fixed my gaze on her puzzled expression. “The
only thing I want to see you in is our bed with your legs in the
air,” I growled.

A moment later Magda was shoving me out the door
and getting changed. A moment after that we were both running to
the car, me carrying the big paper shopping bag from our purchase
at QZ Street.

Chapter Eight

We fell into the house, nearly tripping over
each other as we kissed and shed clothes in our wake. Stumbling up
the stairs, desperate to stay in each other’s arms, we tumbled onto
the bed half naked.

I stripped the shirt I was wearing.

Magda undid her bra and freed her beautiful
breasts.

Yanking of my underwear and crawling out of it,
I leaned over Magda, grabbed hers and tugged them down her
legs.

Her thighs parted revealing a still soaked pussy
that needed to be sated.

I leaned in. The perfume of her arousal was
sharp and sweet all at once. A glance up showed she was staring
down her body at me.

“Eat me, baby,” she pleaded.

I didn’t need a second invitation. I pressed my
lips against her cunt and shoved my tongue between the folds.

Magda’s back arched on the bed. She put a hand
on the back of my head and drew my mouth up to her clit.

I slurped it in and started suckling.

“Oh fuck!” she shrieked.

For a second I thought I’d hurt her. But her
hand pressing on the back of my head proved me wrong. She needed
another climax more than she needed anything.

I slipped two fingers into her pussy and started
pumping as I sucked on her clit and swept my tongue in circles
around it.

“Yes…yes…yes…” Magda started singing. She
squirmed under my mouth, working her pelvis to help me thrust
deeper and keep my mouth on her at the same time.

My cock was so hard and ready to burst I knew I
wouldn’t last long inside her. I wanted to give her all the
pleasure she craved before popping myself. Slipping my fingers out
of her I dragged the middle finger of my other hand along her
soaked slit. Tucking the two fingers back in, I pressed the tip of
the other against her back hole.

Magda shuddered. Her eyes snapped open and she
looked down at me. “Do it,” she hissed.

I eased the finger past her sphincter and into
the heat of her anus.

Magda sucked in a breath.

I started pumping faster into her pussy as it
began to clamp on my hand. My jaw was getting sore but I was in
heaven about how turned on Magda was. I felt her clit engorge
against my tongue.

She shrieked. A hiss of air escaped from her
puss. Her juices splattered along my chin. She twisted beneath me
and moaned as she hit the peak of her climax. “Harder! Fuck me
harder!” she demanded.

I started pistoning my fingers into her, my
knuckles landing in wet slaps against her opening.

She screamed again as another wave rolled
through her. A moment later the tension left her body and her head
rolled to one side.

I slowed my thrusting, sweeping gently over her
throbbing clit with my tongue.

She put her hand on my forehead and pushed me
gently away.

I rose up, my cock standing rigid and crawled in
between her parted legs. She was so wet and used her pussy offered
no resistance as I slipped in. The softness of her inside walls a
balm on the throbbing ache between my legs. “Oh fuck,” I groaned as
I sheathed my length inside her.

Magda’s eyes fluttered open and she turned her
head to look at me. A soft smile dawned on her lips. “You’re all
wet,” she whispered.

I raised a hand to clean her mess off my chin
but she stopped me.

“Come here,” she said.

I leaned forward.

Magda licked my lips with her tongue before
thrusting it into my mouth against mine.

My cock throbbed inside her at the nasty
kiss.

Magda chuckled and pulled away. “Michael,” she
said, giggling. “You like it so dirty.”

“God Magda you’re so hot.”

She giggled again. Her tongue flicked out and
licked my chin, then my cheeks.

I started thrusting in and out of her.

“You want me to be your dirty girl?” she
whispered right next to my ear.

I grunted and grabbed the root of my cock to
stem my release. She was being so hot and filthy but I didn’t know
if Magda wanted me to finish inside her again.

Magda looked up at me with her big, blue eyes.
“You want to do it inside me again?” she asked.

“Whatever you want, baby.”

“Tell me,” she said.

“I want to do it inside you so bad.”

“What do you want to do inside me?” Magda
teased, squeezing her pussy around my member.

A shiver raced through me at the realization
that Magda wanted some dirty talk. “I want to fuck all my seed into
you. I want to fuck all my seed into your pussy and breed you.”

“Oh Michael,” she moaned, her mouth opening in a
lewd snarl.

My emission postponed, I decided to try and see
how dirty she wanted to go. “You gonna’ take all my sperm in your
pussy like a good girl?”

Magda grabbed a nipple between a finger and
thumb and squeezed it.

“Say it,” I growled.

“I’m gonna’ take all your seed inside me like a
good girl,” she mewled.

I started thrusting again. Gently gliding in and
out of her, doing my best to contain myself and draw out this
thrilling rut as best I could. “You see all those men staring at
you in the store?” I asked, testing the waters of our new
hobby.

“Yes,” Magda whispered, along with a few
vigorous nods.

“You know what they all wanted don’t you?” I
asked. The wet sounds of my cock slipping out of her got louder as
her arousal sent more lubricant gushing from her.

“What did they want Mike?” she whispered,
sounding desperate to hear what I was about to describe.

“They all wanted to be where I am right now. In
between your beautiful legs with their thick cocks buried inside
your pussy.”

She gasped, wrapped her arms around me and dug
her nails into my back. “Michael!”

A smile curled one corner of my lips. “They
wanted to be digging into your hungry pussy until they spilled all
their seed in you.”

“Oh god!” she moaned, eyes closing, head falling
back against the bed. Her sex started choking my cock again.

She was loving this. I decided to roll the dice
and try my luck at one more. “You know what you looked like out
there don’t you?”

Her eyes shot open and locked onto mine. “Tell
me,” she begged, her voice hoarse.

“You looked like a little slut.”

Her back arched, cunt gripping me like she
hanging on for dear life.

“You want to be a little cum slut for me right?
Lie on your back and let another man spill his cum into you.” I
couldn’t read the expression on her face as I said it. For a moment
I thought I’d gone one step too far. Then she locked eyes with
me.

“I want to feel another man come inside me,” she
whispered.

I shuddered. My orgasm snapped like a worn
elastic. My body bucked and shook, instinct driving me to wedge my
hard cock deep into her soft puss. It gurgled and spat and shot the
load that had been building inside me since we’d walked into QZ. I
groaned as I crested the peak.

Magda tightened her arms around me.

I felt her quake as another orgasm unleashed
inside her.

We grunted and fucked our way through that
shared climax until we were both sweaty and spent. I stayed inside
her for a minute, savouring the wet heat and the feeling of our
mingled juices running out over the lip of her pussy and trickling
down my nut sack.

I finally pulled my softening cock out of her
and rolled onto my back next to her on the bed. I pressed an arm
against my forehead as I tried to catch my breath. The sentence
that had triggered my climax kept bouncing around in my head.

I want to feel another man come inside
me.

Of course that was preposterous. What we were
doing was risky enough, given that we’d both wanted to wait until
the wedding for that sort of sex. We hadn’t even dipped our toes in
the pool of this little fantasy. That seemed like diving into the
deep end head first.

But try as I might, I couldn’t shake the arousal
that soon started to harden my cock again. Magda with her legs
wrapped around someone elses trunk, her body shaking as another man
ejaculated into her unprotected sex. The image would haunt me for
weeks.

***

“Would you really do it?” I suppose I picked a
bizarre time to ask the question. We’d spent the rest of the day
lounging in bed. We ordered Chinese food and watched an old TV show
that was now on Netflix from when we’d just started dating.

We had romantic, slow sex that night and were
just about to fall asleep. But I couldn’t get the damn idea out of
my head. I don’t know what prompted me to ask. I just had to know
if she’d been serious or if that had just been part of our
game.

“What did you say?” Magda asked, her eyes
already a little bleary. She rolled over to face me.

My gut tightened at what her response was going
to be. “I said would you really do it?”

Her brow furrowed. “Do what?” she asked.

“Would you really let another man…finish inside
you?” It was hard to be nasty when we weren’t in the throes of
passion.

Magda let out an awkward guffaw. “Michael!” she
chided. After a moment her smile faded. “You’re not serious?”

I steeled myself for what I was about to ask. I
wasn’t sure just how far Magda was willing to take this. But that
day an urgency had settled over me. Now I didn’t just want this to
be Magda having fun. I wanted to know how if Magda would really
give this a try. “Do you think you could really go through with
it?”

Her expression turned serious. “Are you…are you
asking me if I’d really sleep with another man?” she asked
softly.

“That’s what I’m asking,” I said, nodding.

Magda’s searching gaze wandered around my
expression. She put a hand on my cheek. “Michael I know this has
been on your mind since you saw that video. Last night was fun. And
so was today.” Her eyes darted to one side before meeting mine
again. “But are you really serious about this?”

I sighed. It was a question I hadn’t quite
answered myself. Although the fantasy would not let me out of it’s
grip I couldn’t be sure that the reality would measure up to my
expectations. “I think so? Maybe?” I replied.

Magda let out a breath and shook her head. “I
don’t know,” she whispered, then bit her lip. “It’s so wrong but I
can’t stop thinking about it either,” she admitted. “Who would we
even find to do a thing like that with? We don’t know those sorts
of people.”

She had a point. Our mutual friends were mostly
from church. I certainly wasn’t going to ask one of the guys from
work if they wouldn’t mind taking a stab at my fiancee. It was
definitely an obstacle.

“Why don’t we just go to sleep?” Magda
suggested. “I’m tired. As sexy as this all is I need to take my
mind off of it for a little bit. Okay?”

She was right. We probably both needed that. I
leaned forward and kissed her forehead. “Night baby. I love
you.”

She smiled. “I love you too,” she whispered
before rolling back over and closing her eyes.

It took a while but I managed to fall into a
restless sleep. Twice I woke up drenched in sweat from the
filthiest dreams I’d ever had. All of them revolved around Magda
with other men. Faceless brutes who used her body in punishing ways
and finished inside her. I’d change my soaked shirt and crawl back
into bed to have the same thing happen.

The third time it did, however, I woke to find
Magda missing. I held my breath trying to hear where she was in the
house. After a few seconds of silence I heard it. The softest
rhythmic pulse of…something. A shadow of a sound.

I slipped out of bed and walked to the door
trying to pinpoint the source of the noise. My eyes were drawn to
the dim glow of a blue light coming from the crack between the
bathroom door and the frame. My heart started to race as I looked
back to the nightstand to find my phone missing.

Being careful to avoid the spots where I knew
the floor creaked, I shuffled over to the bathroom door, held my
breath and peered in. My heart skipped a beat.

Magda was sitting on the toilet with her phone
in my hand. She was staring at it intently, her wild expression
bathed in the blue light from the screen. She had her hand between
her legs and was spinning the tips of two fingers around her clit.
The speaker was set to the lowest volume but I could clearly make
out what was being said. She was watching the video and
masturbating.

While I wanted nothing more than to stand there
and stare at her I didn’t want to scare or embarrass her if she
discovered me. I tiptoed back to the bedroom and waited by the
door. After a few minutes I heard her stifled whimper.

A resolve hardened inside me at the realization
that Magda wanted this as much as I did. Why else would she be
flicking her bean on the can in the middle of the night? It also
became clear that she wouldn’t be the one to take the plunge into
our dark, shared fantasy.

She was going to need a little encouragement and
a little help from me.

Chapter Nine

Sitting in church the next morning was a new
sort of torture. Magda had opted to wear a pretty white dress with
lace, elbow-length sleeves, the hem of which reached just below her
knees. Her shapely calves were on full display. And while the
neckline was modest no dress could conceal the size of her
breasts.

But my eyes had not been on her as we walked
into the building. Instead they’d darted from one set of men’s eyes
to another. I’d never paid much attention to how much attention
Magda received but it quickly became clear how blind I had
been.

I could see now that most men found it
impossible not to steal a glance or three of her beautiful body.
Married or not I watched on after another pretend to gaze up at the
stained glass windows, their eyes pausing as their gaze drifted
past where Magda and I were sitting.

Some of them noticed me watching and quickly
looked away. Others pretended they didn’t, or maybe they didn’t
care, and greedily stared for as long as they possibly could.

I was distracted to the point of madness.
Instead of following with the hymns or listening to the sermon my
eyes wandered along the pews picking out potential suitors for
Magda.

There was David, chair of the churches food bank
committee. He was in his mid-thirties and single and I’d seen him
trying not to leer at Magda as we walked in. He was sporty and fit
and handsome. But I scoffed at the possibility of being able to
engineer a situation in which he’d take the bait and bed Magda. Too
much of a prude, I surmised.

Mark, the burly forty year old accountant was
married. But I briefly considered him because there’d been rumours
of an indiscretion with a younger parishioner, one Elizabeth
Watkins who no one had seen for a few months since. But it still
seemed too risky. I knew him as an acquaintance and had no idea if
he’d keep his trap shut about that sort of thing. Didn’t really
seem like Magda’s type, either.

Just as the mass was ending my eyes fell on a
newcomer. A handsome looking guy, probably in his early twenties.
He had a muscular build and a square jaw and looked very
serious when he prayed.

A flicker of excitement blossomed inside me. Was
he from out of town and just visiting? The congregation was small
and most of us knew each other by name but I’d never seen him.

So when the mass was ended and we were told to
go in peace I almost jumped up and darted across the church to
greet him. I suppressed that urge but put a hand on Magda’s back
and hurried her up toward the exit.

“What are you doing?” she asked, puzzled by my
urgency.

“Who is that?” I asked, nodding toward the
guy.

Magda followed my gaze and shook her head. “I
don’t know. Why?” she asked. Her eyes widened as she clued in on
why I was asking the question. “Michael no!” she hissed.

“Hush,” I whispered. “I just want to say hello.
What if he’s knew and doesn’t know anyone?”

“Michael stop it!” she said, trying to swat my
hand away from her back and turn around.

I didn’t relent. Winding my way through the
crowd I made it out the door and onto the front steps just as he
was descending them. “Excuse me,” I said.

He turned to look at me.

I flashed a wide smile. “I hope you don’t mind I
haven’t seen you here before. Are you new in town? I just wanted to
say hello and introduce myself. I’m Mike. Mike Richards,” I said,
extending a hand. My heart was pattering. The tension left my
shoulders when he smiled, gripped my hand and shook it.

“Benjamin Kowalski,” he said. “My friends call
me Ben. It’s really nice of you to say hello. I just moved to town
last week.”

Excitement crackled inside me. “This is my
fiancee Magda,” I said. I watched Ben like a hawk as he turned to
shake Magda’s hand. A tightness formed in my crotch as I saw him do
his level best to stare right into her eyes as he greeted her.

Magda, despite her earlier protest, put on her
most angelic smile and tilted her head. “It’s a pleasure to meet
you Ben. What brings you to town?” she asked. There wasn’t a hint
of shame or embarrassment in her expression.

Unfortunately I saw no desire there, either. But
at least she wasn’t fuming.

“It’s great to meet you, too,” Ben said. “I’m
working a contract at Sipco. Translating some of their internal
training materials into Spanish.”

Magda’s eyes lit up. “How interesting!” she
said.

Ben chuckled and shook his head. “That’s nice of
you to say but it’s not, really. It’s good money though. Might turn
into a full-time gig if it works out.”

I’d just opened my mouth to extend an invitation
to dinner when Magda cut me off.

“Do you know anyone in town?” she asked.

“Uh, no. Not yet. Like I said I just got in and
it’s been pretty busy.”

Magda nodded. “Then you’ve got no plans for
Sunday dinner?” she asked.

Ben paused for a moment. “Uh, no. I don’t
actually.”

“Would you like to join us at our house?” Magda
asked. “It’s just the two of us. Nothing fancy. Or do you have
plans already?”

Ben seemed a little taken aback by her
offer.

I was floored. My wicked mind was already
spinning up the dirtiest of visions.

“Wow,” Ben said. “That’s really gracious. I’d
love to if it’s not too much trouble.”

“It’ll be absolutely no trouble at all,” Magda
said. “We’d love some company. Can we pick you up? Where are
you staying?”

“Oh thanks,” Ben said. “But I’ve…I’ve got a
car,” he said, jerking his thumb over his shoulder toward the
parking lot.

“Okay great!” Magda said. She pulled out a tiny
pencil and a stack of post-it notes from her clutch and handed the
purse to me. She wrote out our address and her phone number in neat
lines and offered it to Ben. “There’s our address and my number in
case you get lost. Come by around five?”

Ben looked at the piece of paper and nodded.
“Five sounds great. This is really nice of you folks. Thank-you,”
he said, seeming genuinely touched by the offer. “Can I bring
anything?”

I was just about to tell him it was our pleasure
when Magda cut in again.

“Absolutely not. Just yourself and a big
appetite. I’m thawing a roast and we usually have leftovers for
days,” Magda said, smiling.

Ben nodded. “Okay. Great. Well thanks again. I
guess I’ll see you at five?”

“See you then!” Magda chirped.

We both watched Ben walk off toward his car.

When Magda took her purse back the look she shot
me made me think she was going to swat me over the head with
it.

“What?” I asked, feigning innocence.

“Nothing!” she said, smiling sarcastically.
“Shall we?”

I knew I was in for it when she started walking
toward the parking lot without waiting for me to answer.

I shuffled off after her wondering if I’d
poisoned this whole thing by being so blatant.

Magda didn’t say a word until we were on the
road headed home. She folded her arms over her chest and turned to
look at me. “Are you ashamed of yourself yet?” she asked.

“Why would I be ashamed of myself?”

Magda shook her head and stared out the
windshield.

A glimmer of hope sparked somewhere deep inside
me. She wasn’t livid. She actually didn’t even seem that mad. Could
she actually be contemplating this?

“Picking a perfectly respectable young man who
probably hasn’t even had his first experience with a woman and
doing it in church of all places Michael?”

“I was just trying to be kind,” I lied
again.

“Oh you stop it!” she snapped.

I gripped the steering wheel a little tighter
until I heard her start to giggle. Glancing in her direction I saw
her shaking her head as she tittered. My insides turned squishy.
“Why do you think he hasn’t…had an experience?” I asked.

Magda’s laughing faded and she shrugged, the
smile still on her face. “You can just tell.”

“You can?”

“Most times you can,” she said nonchalantly.

We drove on in silence for a few minutes. The
wheels in my mind were grinding, trying to find the perfect thing
to say to nudge Magda toward contemplating the possibility of
helping Ben with his first experience. Unable to gauge what would
work best, I picked one at random. “Wouldn’t it kind of dirty and
fun, an experienced older woman showing cheerful Ben the ropes?” I
decided to keep the predatory growl out of my voice as I said
it.

Magda whacked me on the arm. “I told you to stop
it,” she said.

But to my delight and elation she said nothing
else. Didn’t turn and glare and make it clear that this was a no-go
for her. Didn’t start fuming like she certainly would have if she
was really turned off by the prospect of corrupting Ben.

Instead, she drifted off into her own thoughts
the rest of the way home and didn’t say another word about it.

I thought it would be best to keep my mouth shut
as well. But the ember of hope flickered into a flame of desire and
arousal. Whether Magda was considering my proposition seriously or
not, it was going to be a fun evening.

I’d make sure of it.

Chapter Ten

As soon as we got home Magda ordered me to the
grocery store to pick out a roast. Her mood was light and cheery
and I gladly obliged. I picked out two bottles of red wine to go
with it. We normally only drank on special occasions and even then
Magda would only have half a glass with dinner. But I felt that if
I could lubricate the situation sufficiently it might pull all of
us toward the nucleus of this situation.

I returned home and Magda raised an eye at the
wine but didn’t say anything. She set to preparing the roast then
popped it into the oven around two in the afternoon. Before going
upstairs to shower and change she asked me to set the table.

I was left wondering what was running through
her mind as I set out cutlery and plates and glasses for the wine.
I was dying to ply her with questions and find out if she was game
for a little play. But for some reason that seemed like a dangerous
game. We were both in uncharted waters. Sometimes you just had to
let the wind decide where you were going.

Her shower took an unusually long time, even for
Magda. After it was over she spent another half hour or so in the
bathroom, then that long again in the bedroom.

I was on pins and needles by the time she
finally descended the stairs. My breath caught in my throat when I
first laid eyes on her.

She was wearing the same dress she had to
church. But instead of the sensible white shoes she’d worn with it,
she’d changed into the boots we’d bought the previous day. The
tight brown leather around her calves and the way they clacked on
the tile as she walked into the kitchen were a perfect counterpoint
to the saintly dress. The good girl turned bad, the angelic cum
slut thirsty for a drink.

“My god, Magda you look amazing,” I
whispered.

She flashed a smug smile but seemed to enjoy
both the compliment and my attention. “You don’t think they’re too
much?” she asked.

I chortled. “I feel sorry for poor Ben,” I
replied.

Magda screwed her face up. “Why?”

“He’s going to spend the whole evening trying to
keep his erection in check and his eyes off of you,” I said, the
thought causing a tightness and heat to form in my own crotch.

She snorted and dismissed my concern with a wave
as she walked to the oven to check on the roast.

I came up behind her just as she put on her oven
mitts. “Magpie are you really going to do this?” I asked, kissing
her shoulder.

“I’m going to have a nice dinner with the lovely
young man we invited over. We’ll see what happens after that,” she
said.

That made me as giddy as a kid at Christmas. The
fact that she was even contemplating that something might happen
made me love her twice as much. I wrapped my arms around her and
squeezed.

“I’m not making any promises,” she said over her
shoulder. “I’m not about to corrupt a young man against his
will.”

“Of course,” I sighed. “I’d never ask you to do
that.” But the truth was that I wanted to fall to my knees and beg
her to make this dream of ours come true. I realized, though, that
ultimately that decision would be in her hands.

We sipped wine and Magda babbled on about
napkins as we waited for five.

I did my best to pay attention but attention
proved a scarce commodity that afternoon. My mind wandered between
trying not to stare at Magda’s beautiful body and those wicked
boots and my imagination churning up visions of what Ben would do
to Magda if she let him. Or, perhaps, what Magda would do to Ben if
he caved.

I jumped when the doorbell rang, nearly spilling
half a glass of wine into my lap.

Magda chuckled and shook her head. “Men,” she
muttered.

I saw her eyes fall to the lump in my crotch as
I crossed the living room to go open the door.


I took a few moments to talk my erection down
before opening the door and greeting Ben with a smile. A pang of
empathy shot through me as I laid eyes on him standing there
holding a big bouquet of spring flowers. “Ben!” I said, stepping
aside to let him in. “Come in. Please. You really didn’t need
to…”

But Ben was already looking past me. I followed
his gaze to see Magda leaning against the entrance to the living
room. The way her brow arched at the sight of the flowers shook me
to my very core.

“Oh Ben,” she said, clacking across the floor to
greet him. “They’re gorgeous. You really didn’t need to, though. I
told you not to bring anything!” She smiled as she took the
flowers.

Exhilaration ripped through me as I watched her
lean forward and press her cheek against his.

“Thank-you. That’s very kind,” she said
softly.

Ben’s face turned red. He turned his eyes down
to the ground and grinned looking like he was going to
aw-shucks-golly-gosh his way right out of there and back to
his car. But he pulled it together. Only stole the briefest of
glances at Magda’s chest before meeting her caring gaze again.

It could have been my imagination but I could
have sworn that Magda stood up a little straighter to push her
breasts into his face. My mind wandered back to the store the day
before. To the discovery of how wet just parading through and
drawing men’s stares had made her. Was she having a similar
reaction now?

“Can I get you a glass of wine?” Magda
asked.

Ben scowled. “I don’t usually…er, sure,” he
said, brightening. “I guess this is kind of a special occasion.
Making new friends right?”

I saw in that moment that Magda had been right.
Ben was as green as they came. Wet behind the ears when it came to
women. I felt a pang of remorse at dragging him into our den of
snakes. But seeing him concentrating on Magda’s face, doing his
level best not to let his instincts get the better of him and check
her out properly chased that away quite quickly.

“Mike? Do you mind? I’ll get a vase and put
these in some water.”

“I don’t mind at all,” I muttered, skittering
back into the kitchen and grabbing another wine glass, my hand
trembling. When I returned to the living room I found Magda seated
on the couch with one leg folded over the other and Ben in the arm
chair next to her, his arms on his knees, fingers laced together.
He looked a little on edge. “Here’s your wine, Ben,” I said,
handing him the glass.

He looked up rosy-cheeked and smiled. “Thanks,
Michael,” he said.

“My friends call me Mike.”

He nodded. “Mike it is,” he said before taking a
sip.

I settled onto the couch next to Magda and
picked up my own glass.

“So Ben tell us something about yourself,” Magda
said, patting my knee.

I shifted in my seat, adjusting my pants to try
and hide the bulge that was growing again.

“Well like I said I’m doing translation. I
graduated from Imperial U last year. Double major in Spanish and
English. That’s how I got into translating.”

“Are you from out west?” Magda asked.

“Sure am. Translating isn’t really what I want
to be doing, though,” Ben said.

“And what’s that? If you don’t mind my
asking?”

“No not at all,” Ben replied. He took another
sip of his wine. His cheeks had turned even redder from the
alcohol. “I really want to be a writer. Maybe a journalist? I don’t
know. I like words though. And I’m kind of an introvert. So, then
again, maybe journalism isn’t the best idea,” he said,
chuckling.

“How else would you make money writing?” Magda
asked.

Ben blushed and grinned. “Well…what I’d
really like to do is write fiction,” he admitted.

Magda’s face brightened at his reply. “Oh wow!
That would be incredible! What sort of books do you like to
read?”

The question seemed to excite Ben. He launched
into an eager explanation of authors and genres he preferred.

Magda listened attentively, nodding to show her
interest.

I disappeared inside myself. Ben’s soft voice
became a low drone, a pleasant humming accompaniment to me
indulging the most vulgar musings of my imagination. I’m not sure
how long we sat there but each glance they exchanged, each smile
and laugh only ratcheted up the tension building inside of me.

“Well that all sounds lovely doesn’t it Mike?”
Magda asked, turning to me.

The question pulled me from my reverie and back
into the room with them. “Fascinating,” I replied. I was normally
pretty good at small talk but with everything I had on my mind I
could barely put two words together.

Magda sighed and a slightly awkward silence
descended on the room. She turned to Ben and smiled. “Must be hard
being so far away from home,” Magda asked, changing the subject.
“Probably miss your girlfriend.”

The question inspired a flash of heat below my
gut. My eyes darted to her smiling face, then to Ben.

Ben turned an even deeper shade of red. “Oh I
d…I don’t have a girlfriend,” he stammered, chuckling
awkwardly.

Magda frowned. “Oh,” she said, her eyes
wandering away from Ben’s. “I’m sorry I didn’t mean to pry,” she
said quietly.

“Oh I didn’t think you were prying. Actually,
the truth is I’m not terribly good with women,” he admitted.

Magda’s lips parted ever so slightly as she
turned to look at Ben again. Something flickered in her eyes. She
licked her lips. “Well that I don’t believe for a second,” she
said, her voice almost teasing.

Ben seemed to shrink a bit. He wiped his lips
with the back of his finger but obviously had no idea what to
say.

“A handsome young man like you?”

My heart started to patter and my jaw felt a
little slack. I couldn’t believe it. Magda was goading him, nudging
him into what was obviously an uncomfortable position.

Ben didn’t know where to look.

“And so well spoken,” Magda said, leaning closer
to him.

This time Ben couldn’t resist but look up at
her. Their eyes met and he held her gaze for far longer than
propriety dictated. “Uh…thanks,” he muttered, his voice
gravelly.

A Cheshire smile formed on Magda’s lips. “You’re
welcome,” she whispered.

My cock throbbed. I was as spellbound as Ben by
her performance.

She let a silence stretch out again, studying
Ben like an animal stalking it’s prey.

My heart soared when, finally, she uncrossed her
legs then re-crossed them the other way. And not just because she
looked damned sexy as she did it. The way Ben’s eyes darted down to
those boots that got me so worked up I thought I might crack in
two.

Seemed like he might, too.

Magda finished her glass of wine and leaned over
the arm of the couch, toward Ben. “Should we eat?” she asked
innocently.

Chapter Eleven

We opened the second bottle of wine with dinner.
Magda expertly kept up the chatter, asking Ben questions and
drawing him out of himself. The roast, along with the mashed
potatoes and carrots and peas she made to go with it, were
delicious.

Ben offered to do the dishes but Magda shooed
him away with a wave.

“Mikey why don’t you see if you can dig up a
digestif somewhere? I think we still have some brandy in the hutch
from Christmas?”

Ben opened his mouth and for a moment I thought
he was going to say he really shouldn’t.

“What do you say Ben?” I asked, unable to resist
applying a little pressure if it helped the situation along.

He shrugged, then donned a cheerful smile. “Okay
I guess,” he replied. Two glasses of wine had relaxed him and
though his face was still red he was having less trouble keeping up
his end of the conversation with Magda.

I grinned and walked to the hutch in the living
room. Grabbed three snifters and the bottle of hooch. Setting them
on the coffee table I poured brandy into each one and put the
bottle away. This time, however, I took a seat in the armchair,
settling in with my drink.

Magda emerged with Ben in tow a few minutes
later laughing at something he’d said.

Ben looked very pleased with himself. Until he
saw where I was seated. As Magda took a seat on the couch he stood
there staring for a moment, unsure of what to do.

I hate to admit it but his discomfort only added
to my excitement. I’m not sure why. It certainly had something to
do with what Magda had said earlier about corrupting a nice young
man. There was something deliciously thrilling about that idea. “Oh
I’m sorry, Ben, I took your seat,” I said, pretending like I was
about to get up. “I usually sit here when we watch TV.”

And just when I thought he was going to take me
up on my offer, he held up a hand. “Oh…no, that’s fine,” he said,
waving his hand. “I didn’t realize that was your chair. I’m…I’m
fine on the couch if…if that’s alright with everyone?” Poor guy
looked so out of his element I almost felt sorry for him again.

Almost.

Magda smiled and patted the seat next to her.
“Of course it is!” she quipped. “Why wouldn’t it be?” She followed
this up with a giggle.

Ben shuffled around the coffee table and sank
into the far end of the couch.

Magda scowled. “Ben I can barely see you you’re
so far away. There’s no need to be shy,” she said.

Ben took a breath and held it for a moment
before flashing an awkward grin and sidling a little closer to
Magda.

My throat tightened as I saw her hand reach out
and fall on Ben’s knee. She gave him a squeeze. “There,” she said
quietly. “That’s better.”

My eyes bulged as they wandered up Ben’s thigh
and saw the outline of his inflating cock. I quickly looked away
and scratched the back of my head, hoping he hadn’t noticed me
looking.

Letting go of Ben’s knee, Magda turned and gave
me a pointed stare, one eye raised.

I gripped the armrest, my heart now thundering.
Was this it? Was this a signal? I could only hope and pray that it
was. “Um, I think…and Ben I don’t mean to be rude at all, but there
are a few things I need to catch up on before work tomorrow
and…”

Ben immediately made to get up. “I’m sorry,” he
muttered. “I’ve probably overstayed my welcome.”

“Nonsense.” Magda’s hand shot to his knee again
and kept him firmly in place.

I was so breathless I could barely speak.
“Absolutely not,” I managed to say as I stood up. “You two enjoy
each other’s company. Finish your drink and if you want
another…”

“Oh I really shouldn’t,” Ben said, shaking his
head. “I still have to…” He hesitated. “I suppose I shouldn’t drive
home tonight. I’ll get a cab.”

“Not now you won’t,” Magda said, her voice
certain. “You’re not both leaving me here to drink alone. Michael
you go ahead. Ben will keep me company.”

Ben looked utterly perplexed.

It wasn’t the most elegant sequitur to leaving
Magda alone with Ben but she handled it impeccably well.

“I’ll come say good night when you’re leaving,
Ben,” I said, able to breathe a little easier again.

“If you’re sure?” Ben said. It was obvious that
he didn’t at all mind a chance to spend some time alone with Magda,
though he was doing his best to be a gentleman about it.

“Absolutely,” I replied. “You two enjoy
yourselves.” Smiling, I turned and made my way toward the hallway.
Standing in front of the stairs I realized that I should probably
take my briefcase in case Ben got suspicious. I grabbed that from
the front hall, then made a production of walking back to the
kitchen and returning with a full glass of water. By the time I
passed the entrance to the living room, Magda and Ben were involved
in another, what looked to be far more intimate, conversation. I
walked up the stairs, threw the briefcase on the bed, loudly closed
the door, then stood on the landing and held my breath trying to
hear what they were saying.

“…was always sort of a dream of mine,” I heard
Ben say softly.

“I think becoming a writer is a wonderful dream.
And I have no doubt you’ll realize it, Ben,” Magda replied.

“Aw, thanks,” Ben said.

Silence.

I swore I could feel the heat and tension from
the living room wafting up the stairs.

Ben cleared his throat. “I really want to thank
you guys for having me over,” he said. “It’s so nice to feel like
I’ll have some friends here.”

Magda said nothing.

My hands balled to fists wondering what they
were doing. God how I wanted to be a fly on the wall in the living
room right then. Suddenly I heard someone shift on the couch.

“Uh I’m sorry what are you doing?” Ben
asked.

My heart soared. This was it. She was going for
it! And I wasn’t going to be there to see.

“I saw how you were looking at me all evening,
Ben,” Magda said quietly.

“I beg your pardon?” Ben asked.

“You’re not going to lie to me are you?”

“Lie to you?” There was a slight panic in Ben’s
voice.

A vice tightened around my stomach. Was she
moving too fast? Was she going to scare him off? I said a prayer
begging Magda to slow down and take her time with this
seduction.

“Come on, Ben,” she whispered. “Do we really
have to play this game? Are you honestly going to tell me you
weren’t checking me out over dinner?”

Seconds ticked by. Maybe a minute.

“I’m sorry,” Ben finally muttered.

I had to stifle an enormous sigh of relief. She
had him. She had him in her clutches. My slutty little minx was
going in for the kill. I’d never felt more excitement in my
life.

“You don’t have to be sorry,” Magda said. “Do
you think I’d have my hand on your knee if I was angry with
you?”

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” Ben muttered after
another lengthy silence.

“Are we doing something?”

A thrill rushed through me. Now Ben was the
mouse to Magda’s cat. She was pawing at him and I knew she was
grinning inside at the power that gave her.

“You…I…” Ben stammered.

“Do you find me attractive, Ben?” Magda
whispered.

For a few moments the only sound that could be
heard in the house was the clock ticking in the kitchen.

“Of course I do,” he finally said.

My heart jumped into my throat at his
admission.

“Are you going to do something about it?”

“Magda, please,” Ben muttered.

“What is it Ben?”

“I mean, really? Mike? He’s upstairs? You’re
engaged?”

I heard someone shift on the couch. Closing my
eyes I imagined Magda putting her arm behind Ben’s head and resting
her hand on his shoulder.

“Why don’t you let me worry about Mike?”

“That’s not right,” Ben shot back.

“That’s awfully presumptuous of you.”

“What?”

“You telling us how we should run our
marriage.”

“What?” he whispered again.

“Mike and I have an agreement, Ben. An
understanding.”

I was perched on a knife’s edge. Once again I
felt like the situation could fall either way. End with Ben racing
out the front door and never speaking to us again or with Magda
ending up in his arms. It was all up to her in that moment.

Just say the right thing. Please.

“I really like you, Ben. I really enjoyed myself
this evening. I know Mike did, too. And I can tell you that we’d
both really appreciate it if you kissed me right now.”

Pow.

My breath caught in my throat and I held it.

“Are you…are you serious?” Ben whispered.

“I don’t joke around about these things,” Magda
said.

The sound of their lips meeting in a sticky kiss
drained the colour from my face. It was surreal thinking that I was
listening to my beautiful Magda, having seduced our guest, sharing
an intimate moment with him. The moment seemed to last forever. The
sounds of their lips smacking together drifted up the stairs. My
cock throbbed in my pants. I had to grab hold of the railing to
keep myself from falling over, I was so dizzy. Finally I heard them
pull away from each other. More silence followed.

“That was really nice,” Magda whispered. “Was it
nice for you?”

Ben let out a breath. “You’re so beautiful,” he
said.

His words were like a punch to the gut. I
doubled over in painful ecstasy.

“You’re sweet.” A pause. The sound of fingers
sliding along fabric. “Ben,” Magda purred. “Your cock is so
hard.”

The sudden rustling of fabric, then footsteps,
tore me from my spell.

“What’s the matter?” Magda asked. “What’s
wrong.”

I pressed my back against the wall as I heard
Ben making his way into the hallway. “This is wrong,” he said. “I
need to go. I’m sorry I…thank-you. For dinner. And the drinks. I
hope…please tell Mike, er, Michael I said goodbye.”

My heart sank as I heard the door open and shut.
I wanted to claw at my hair and scream “fuck!” I couldn’t believe
she’d blown it. She’d been so close! I let my pulse settle before
stumbling down the stairs and into the living room. I stopped at
the entrance.

To my surprise, Magda was staring out the
window, snifter of brandy in hand, smiling. She turned to look at
me. “Everything you hoped it would be?” she asked.

My eyes went wide and my jaw dropped. I
staggered forward, slumping onto the far end of the couch away from
Magda. I picked up her hand and kissed the back of it. “Baby you
did so well. You tried your best. Thank-you,” I whispered, kissing
her hand again. Even though it hadn’t worked out I was ecstatic at
the scene that had played out between them. My cock was achingly
stiff and I couldn’t wait to get her to bed.

“Tried my best?” Magda asked, her smile
widening.

I looked up and into her eyes. “It’s okay,” I
said, shaking my head and trying to reassure her that I wasn’t
disappointed. “It’s okay we’ll find someone else.” I knew there was
no way I was letting this go, given how far we’d come.

“Why on earth would we need to find somebody
else?” Magda asked.

I had no idea what she was talking about. Was
she joking? Was this all part of the game? “I’m just saying
it’s…don’t get mad. I’m just saying it’s okay that Ben’s gone. You
did your best.”

Magda tilted her head back and chuckled. She set
her glass down on the table, turned to face me and leaned back into
the couch. She raised one leg, putting her boot on the pillow and
pulled her dress up her legs.

My eyes fell to the sight of her drenched
snatch. She hadn’t been wearing underwear all evening. “What are
you doing?”

“Ben might have left but he’ll be back.” She
kept her eyes locked on mine.

“What?”

“A man doesn’t get that close that easily and
then just walk away.” Her voice was low and throaty.

Lust surged through me at how sure of herself
she seemed. At how tawdry this all was and at how much she seemed
to be enjoying the role of seductress. “You little slut,” I
growled, crawling up onto the couch and undoing my belt.

Magda let out a wicked chuckle, opening her legs
wider to invite me into herself.

I crawled up between them and pressed the head
of my prick against her wet sex. “You kissed him,” I growled.

Magda smirked.

Without warning I speared her with my cock.

She gasped and looked up at me. “I didn’t just
kiss him. I touched his cock, too. Do you like that? Do you like
that I had my hand on another man’s dick.”

“You fucking slut,” I growled again. The passion
consumed me. My hips started thrusting, cock plunging in and out of
Magda’s tight wetness.

She held her dress up by the hem and looked down
between us, then back up at me. “You want more next time?” she
asked.

Grunting and plowing I barely had the breath to
speak. “Fuck yes,” I muttered.

Magda rose up off the couch and kissed my cheek.
“You want me to take his cock in my mouth?”

My orgasm cracked like a bat on a baseball. I
let out an ungodly, animal grunt and shuddered, my cock flexing and
belching deep inside Magda’s pussy.

She sucked in a breath. Her eyes went wide, then
shut tight and she shrieked as an orgasm came out of nowhere and
gripped her. Her pussy squeezed my rutting muscle. Her thighs shook
against me.

I kept jabbing and jabbing into her even as I
crested. Even as I felt like I was coming out the other end each
time I thought of Magda taking Ben’s cock into her mouth I squeezed
another few drops of pleasure from my emission.

Even as Magda sank back onto the couch,
giggling, her legs still spread as she allowed me to use her and
finish as I pleased, I kept fucking. It was only when I could feel
my heart hammering inside my chest again that I slowed, then
stopped completely.

Magda covered her mouth with a hand. As it
slipped from her lips her maniacal grin faded, replaced by an
intense and hungry expression. She grabbed my head with both hands,
pulled me down and plunged her tongue into my mouth in a hot kiss.
She pulled away and stared deep into my eyes. “That was so fucking
hot,” she seethed.

Love for her gushed from my heart, warming my
belly. “I love you so much,” I said through clenched teeth.

Magda pulled my mouth to hers again.

Chapter Twelve

Just before noon the next day I was sitting in
my office about to unpack the lunch Magda had made me when my
secretary called. “What is it June?”

“There’s someone here to see you,” she said.

I furrowed my brow and glanced at my calendar. I
didn’t have any appointments scheduled until tomorrow afternoon and
I seldom got drop-ins. “Who is it?” I asked.

“It’s a Mr. Kowalski. Uh…Ben? Yes. Ben
Kowalski.”

My gut tightened.

“Shall I ask him to come in or are you busy?”
June asked, oblivious to who this was and what he might be doing
here.

I entertained a few fleeting hypotheses about
the reason for Ben’s visit. Some more nefarious than others,
perhaps because of my legal training. I quickly dismissed all of
them. Ben wasn’t the type to come unhinged. I wasn’t sure how I
could be so certain about that but I was. And sending him away felt
cowardly. I stood up from my desk, straightened my tie and smiled
into the phone. “Go ahead and send him in, June.”

“Right away,” June replied.

A moment later the door opened and Ben stepped
in. He had no compunction about meeting my gaze. He closed the door
behind him, walked the dozen steps across the floor and stretched
out a hand in greeting.

“Ben,” I said, giving him a warm handshake.
“What a pleasant surprise.”

“It’s nice to see you again, Mike,” he said,
giving a curt nod.

I took a step back and waited for him to collect
his thoughts.

“I’m sure you know why I’m here,” he said after
a moment’s pause.

I opened my mouth to speak and had no idea what
to say. The last thing I’d expected was to see him today. I felt
like I’d been caught with my pants down. In front of the judge and
unprepared. “Uh…I can’t say I am,” I lied.

“Magda didn’t tell you about what happened last
night?” he asked, his eyes not leaving mine.

My cheeks flushed at his directness and I knew I
had no option but to level with him. I sighed. My shoulders slumped
as the tension left them. At least we wouldn’t be dancing around
this. I liked that about him. “Why don’t you have a seat, Ben,” I
said, motioning toward the chair. I walked around my desk as Ben
sat in front of it. Lacing my fingers I leaned forward and looked
straight at him. “I’m aware of what happened yesterday, yes,” I
answered.

Ben smirked.

I raised an eye. “Was that the wrong thing to
say?” I asked.

Ben shook his head. “No. That was just a
lawyer’s answer.”

This caused a faint grin to crack on my lips. I
chuckled and looked down at the desk. “Touche, Ben. Touche.” I
looked back up to see his smile had faded, his expression now
serious. “What can I do for you?”

“What’s going on here?” he asked.

My instinct was to start asking questions,
leading him away from the answer he was digging for. It felt a
little too…personal, I suppose. We were practically strangers. But
there was a sliver of guilt still wedged in my mind. In a way we’d
used Ben, Magda and I. And that wasn’t the sort of people we were.
Not that we hadn’t enjoyed his company. But we’d had him over for
dinner under less than honest circumstances. I took a deep breath
and let out a sigh. “That’s a fair question,” I said.

Ben simply sat there staring at me and
waiting.

“I suppose I should start with an apology,” I
said. I rubbed the back of my neck, my discomfort at having to
reveal my crazy fantasy growing. “I didn’t…” I exhaled again,
trying to find the right words. “This is deeply personal,” I said,
trying again.

“So is having your fiancee ask me to kiss her on
your couch,” Ben replied.

I nodded gravely. “Fair enough. Fair enough.
Magda and I have an…understanding.”

“An agreement,” Ben said.

“Exactly.”

“You’re swingers?”

“Something like that,” I replied.

“And you want her to…swing with me?” Ben
said.

It took all my strength to suppress my laughter
at the innocent way he’d asked the question. “In a manner of
speaking, yes,” I said, looking him straight in the eye. “Look I’m
sorry about the way this came about. It was wrong. I should have…I
really did want to have you over since you were new. We like making
people feel welcome. But then, well, Magda mentioned that she found
you quite attractive and…”

It was a tiny white lie. It seemed to do the
trick. Ben’s stiff posture eased a bit.

“I guess I should be flattered,” he said.

“Aren’t you?”

“I’m not sure what to think,” he said, shaking
his head and looking away.

Suddenly the mouse was in my court, so to speak.
More guilt crept through me but I explained it away by saying that
Ben had come to my office for a reason. Perhaps that reason was to
be convinced to take Magda up on our offer? Perhaps he
wanted a little more coaxing before he dove in. “Look Ben, let me
put it this way. We had a great time with you last night before
any…before I left to go upstairs. We really enjoyed your company. I
simply…made an exit because Magda made it clear that she wanted
some time alone with you. Now I feel awfully bad if we made you
uncomfortable. But sometimes there’s no…good way to introduce the
topic except for in the heat of the moment, if you will. We just
decided to run with it and see what happened. I hope you don’t hold
it against us but I wouldn’t blame you if you did.”

I thought it was a lawyerly sort of way of
talking myself out of a tight spot. Peppered with a few
half-truths, sure, but what in life isn’t?

Best of all Ben seemed if not convinced, at
least contemplating what I’d said instead of storming out. I gave
him a good long while to think about it.

He leaned forward, balled a hand into a fist and
palmed it. “I’m not sure what to say,” he said with a heavy
sigh.

Once again I felt like we were at a delicate
turning point. I could tip the situation one way or the other, if I
just said the right thing. I didn’t want to lead Ben into something
he didn’t want to do. But my need to fulfill my fantasy was
bordering on desperation. “I think we can afford to be honest with
each other, Ben. Now that everything’s out in the open. You can
speak freely to me. I mean it.”

Ben rubbed his face with his hand and stared
down at the desk. After a few minutes he looked up at me. “I need
to think about this,” he said quietly.

I gave a small nod. “Of course. Take all the
time you need.”

And that seemed to be all that was left to be
said.

Ben rose, cleared his throat and turned to walk
to the door.

As I watched him go I, for some reason, felt him
slipping away. And as much as I wanted to come to his own decision
I couldn’t resist giving it just one more shot. “And Ben?” I said a
moment before he turned the door handle.

He turned and looked over his shoulder at
me.

“I hope that, no matter what happens, we can
remain friends. Of course that’s up to you but I hope we can.”

He answered with a nod and a moment later he was
gone.

I slumped back in my chair and let out a large
sigh. I felt like I’d handled the situation as best as I could
have. There was nothing to do but get back to work.

I wrapped up the day early, around four in the
afternoon. I told June she could head home and hit the road myself.
I drove in silence, feeling like I needed some time to think. I’ll
admit I wrestled some more with my own guilt at drawing Ben into
our game. But by the time I’d pulled into the driveway I’d managed
to convince myself that I’d been as honest with him as I possibly
could have been, with the exception of those few white lies.

I stepped out of the car, grabbed my briefcase
out of the backseat and walked up the path to the stairs. Pulling
my keys out of my pocket I was about to slip one into the lock when
the door swung open. I startled as Magda appeared behind it,
smiling. “You scared me,” I said, chuckling.

“I’m sorry,” she purred. “You’re home
early.”

“I needed a little time to myself you’ll never
believe who stopped by the office today,” I said, stepping into the
house.

Magda stepped to the side to let me in. “You’ll
never believe who’s here,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat as my gaze settled on
Ben sitting at the table in the kitchen.

Chapter Thirteen

I stood there staring, dumbfounded to find Ben
in our house.

“Why don’t you come inside?” Magda asked
quietly.

I nodded, set down my briefcase and walked to
the kitchen.

Ben looked up as I walked in, his expression
sort of…grim.

I, of course, began to wonder how long he’d been
there. Had he arrived shortly after leaving my office? This sent a
jolt of panic through me. Not entirely unpleasurable, but the sort
of feeling that grips you as you’re going over the first big hill
on a roller coaster. The world didn’t look quite the same viewed
through that lens.

Magda came up behind me and put a hand on my
back. “Ben just got her a few minutes before you did,” she said, as
if reading my mind along with my insecurities about seeing Ben
there. “We were just having a chat.”

“It’s good to see you again, Ben,” I said, not
sure if I meant it. I guess I’d expected that him thinking about it
meant a few days, or at least sleeping on it. The last thing I’d
expected getting home was to find him there.

A silence passed between us.

Magda cleared her throat. “Do you want to tell
Mike what you told me Ben?” she asked.

Ben nodded. He couldn’t bring himself to look at
me. “I thought about what you said,” he muttered, his voice a
little froggy. “I think…I think I want to do it.”

Another silence fell over us.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Magda glance
at me. The smallest half-smile formed on her lips.

I opened my mouth to speak but had no idea what
to say. This was what I’d wanted. What we’d wanted. But now that it
was happening it felt surreal.

“Did I make it weird?” Ben asked.

Magda broke the tension with a giggle. “No, Ben.
You didn’t make it weird. I think…I think we’re all just getting
used to this idea. I know Mike and are anyways.”

“Me too,” Ben muttered.

The clock ticked off a few seconds and I felt
like if I didn’t do something to urge the situation along it might
evaporate and we would lose our chance at this. “Should we have a
drink?” I asked.

Magda frowned.

Ben shook his head. “I don’t think that’s the
best idea for me right now,” he said.

I shrugged. That was it? That was my big play?
“Should we go upstairs?”

Ben flashed a sheepish smile at the way Magda
giggled at the suggestion. It faded. He wrung his hands together
and his face started to turn red. “There’s something I have to tell
you first,” he said, his voice breaking at the end of the
sentence.

Magda glanced at me then turned to look at Ben.
“What is it Ben?” she asked.

He locked eyes with her. He looked terrified.
“I’ve never been with a woman before,” he said.

My eyes widened at his admission. But a
delightful sensation began to bubble inside me. Something I
couldn’t quite name. The awkwardness Ben’s confession infused into
the situation was a sickly-sweet icing on this pornographic cake. I
was startled when Magda walked over to where he was sitting and put
a hand on his shoulder.

He looked up at her with big puppy dog eyes and
for a second I thought he was going to start crying.

“Oh honey,” she purred.

Another thrill rippled through me at her
mothering tone.

“It is so brave of you to share that with us,”
she said softly.

Ben flashed a stiff smile up at her.

I would have bet the house on Magda calling the
whole thing off in that moment. I’m not sure why. Just a feeling I
had, I guess. It floored me when she didn’t.

“I think Mike’s right. Why don’t we all go
upstairs?” she suggested instead.

I couldn’t believe it. Not only was Magda not
interested in cancelling our little excursion into pre-marital
infidelity, she actually seemed more eager to get on with it.

Ben’s mouth fell open. “Uh…are you sure?” he
said, as if he’d been expecting the same thing I had.

“Of course I’m sure,” Magda whispered. Her eyes
darted down his frame and settled on the lump in his lap.

Ben stood up and folded his hands over his
crotch, obviously embarrassed by his erection.

“Come on,” Magda said. “Follow me.” She walked
past me not giving me a second glance.

Ben turned his eyes down toward the ground but
followed her like an obedient puppy.

My heart soared at what I was about to witness.
I waited until they’d both disappeared up the stairs. Trudging up
in single file after them seemed weird. When Ben reached the
landing I quietly slipped up the stairs and peered around the door
frame into the bedroom.

Magda was seated on the bed with her hands in
her lap.

Ben was standing in the center of the room,
still the picture of shame, head bent, eyes turned to the ground.
It was a deliciously awkward scene but Magda was so composed you’d
have thought she’d done this a million times in the past. She stood
up and approached Ben. Put a finger under his chin and lifted his
eyes to meet hers.

My heart melted when she smiled at him.

“You’re nervous aren’t you?” she asked
softly.

Ben nodded.

“Don’t be. I promise I’ll be gentle.”

Ben smirked.

Magda chuckled. Then, without hesitating, she
pulled her shirt off over her head.

Ben’s eyes dipped to her ample bosom and stayed
glued there.

Magda reached up and undid the clasp of her bra
between her breasts. She pulled the bra apart, revealing her bare
breasts, the nipples already stiff with excitement.

I felt like I’d entered a waking dream. What
would have been unthinkable just a week ago was coming true and it
was more erotic than I ever could have imagined it would be.

Ben’s face turned a deeper shade of red as he
gaze at Magda’s glorious rack.

Magda looked as confident as I’d ever seen her.
She reached down, took Ben’s wrist and guided his hand up toward
her chest. She pressed his palm against her breast.

A bead of sweat broke on my brow.

Ben gasped at his first touch of a woman’s soft
tit.

“Do you like it? Do you like the way it feels?”
Magda whispered.

Ben’s eyes darted to hers. “So much,” he
whispered back.

“I want you to take your shirt off, Ben,” she
said.

With trembling hands he started fiddling with
his buttons. He managed to get the top three open, then lost all
dexterity. Giving up, he pulled the shirt off over his head, the
sleeves turning inside out as his cuffs were too tight to slip over
his hands. He yanked one and the button popped.

“Here,” Magda said, reaching out to help him.
She reached under the other sleeve and undid the button at the
cuff. The shirt slipped off and fell to the floor. Magda’s eyes
wandered over Ben’s impressive physique.

He was obviously a regular at the gym. He had
chiselled abs and firm pectoral muscles. His biceps were thick and
the muscles in his forearm were clearly defined even though he
wasn’t flexing.

Magda stole a glance at me out of the corner of
her eye and bit her lip. She was obviously impressed. She raised
her hands, pressed her palms against his chest, then let them drift
down his torso, her fingers bumping along the ridges on his
abdomen. “You’re very handsome Ben,” she said.

Ben went beet red.

“I’m going to take your pants off okay?”

He nodded.

Magda undid his belt buckle, the button and the
zipper beneath it. She let the pants fall down around his
ankles.

The bulge in his crotch grew, unrestrained by
the fabric of his pants.

“I’m going to take your underwear off too. Is
that okay?” she asked.

Ben nodded again.

Magda hooked her fingers into the elastic and
drew it down off his hips.

I lost the ability to breathe as I watched her
sink to her knees. My jaw fell as Ben’s nine inch tool lurched out
from his boxers. His endowment was impressive.

Magda leaned back to keep it from slapping her
across the face. Her eyes widened at the sight of Ben’s prick.

Ben looked like he wanted to crawl under the bed
and never come out again.

Magda worked his underwear all the way down to
his ankles but kept her eyes on his cock. She looked…rather
impressed. “Ben. Wow,” she said, her voice breathy.

Wow.

The word gripped me by the throat and wouldn’t
let go. Uttered by my wife to be at her first sight of another
man’s cock.

My own erection was raging. I grabbed myself and
squeezed, stifling a groan at the almost painful pleasure the touch
sent shooting up my spine.

Magda couldn’t stop staring.

Ben was watching her, his cock twitching,
pre-cum already leaking out the tip. His excitement, inspired, no
doubt, by his first sight of a half-naked woman kneeling in front
of him.

My guts twisted as Magda looked up at him and
smiled. My angelic slut grinning with excitement at the prospect of
his girth trowelling up into her.

“Is it…is it okay?” Ben muttered.

Magda chuckled and covered her mouth with a
hand.

Ben grimaced.

“It’s…it’s really big, Ben,” she said.

“It is?” he asked, arching his brow.

Magda nodded. “Yeah,” she said. “That’s a really
big penis.”

Ben let out an awkward chortle.

Magda stared up his body and into his eyes. “Can
I touch it?” she asked quietly.

My heart was racing.

Ben nodded.

Magda bit her lip and slowly raised her hand
toward his shaft. She wrapped her dainty fingers around it and
squeezed.

More clear fluid leaked from the tip of Ben’s
cock. It beaded, then a drip fell and landed in between Magda’s
breasts. As it started rolling between them it left a sticky wet
line in it’s trail.

“You’re really close aren’t you?” Magda
asked.

Ben covered his face with his hands and groaned.
“I’m sorry,” he muttered, his voice muffled by his palms.

Magda reached up and touched his arm. “Hey. It’s
okay. It’s your first time. I get it.”

Ben peeked out from between his fingers. “We
can…we can stop if you want,” he said.

Magda shook her head. “I don’t want to stop,”
she said. “I’m gonna’ stroke you Ben. If it happens just let it
okay?”

Ben pulled his lips between his teeth and gave a
stiff nod.

Magda’s lovely hand slid down to the root of his
cock, then back up toward the head. She stopped with her finger and
thumb just beneath his glans. “Does that feel good?” she asked.

“So good,” Ben grunted. “So good it hurts.”

Applying more pressure, Magda slipped her
fingers over the bulbous head of his throbbing organ. She covered
the head and rubbed it for a bit collecting the lubricant seeping
from it. Then she slipped her slick palm back over his shaft,
coating it in his own wet.

Her nipples were so stiff they looked like they
might pop off. The scent of her own arousal had filled the room,
even through the jeans she was wearing. She looked up at Ben with
those big blue eyes.

The look she was giving him brought a memory
crashing through my mind. That Sunday afternoon before all of this
had started, when she’d been teaching me to fold napkins and given
me that very same look as I stood over her with my cock in
her hand. The juxtaposition of now seeing her handling Ben’s was
riveting.

“I’m gonna’ make you come now, Ben,” she said,
her voice as gentle as ever. “I want you to come on my chest.”

I nearly popped as Magda’s slick hand started
sliding back and forth along Ben’s shaft.

It took three strokes for him to start groaning.
Another three and he was bending forward, almost doubled over, his
whole body twitching with excitement. “It’s gonna’ happen,” he
grunted.

Magda rose up a little higher on her knees. She
thrust her chest out and patted it with her other hand, her eyes
not leaving Ben’s for an instant. “I want you to do it right here,”
she said.

Ben didn’t stand a chance. He let out a breath
like he was going to wretch and a vein bulged on his forehead. His
cock went rigid. A squirt of pearly semen shot from it with a soft
hiss and splattered across Magda’s tits.

I gripped the door frame with one hand and held
my cock with the other, trying desperately not to waste my own
climax before I could get my hands on Magda.

Magda gasped and a delighted smile formed on her
lips. She stole a glance at her freshly soiled breasts, then looked
up and into the dark eye of the snake she was milking.

Another blast gushed from Ben.

Magda, distracted by the vile sight of Ben’s
spunk on her chest, forgot her handiwork for a moment. She pointed
his hose a little too high. A few drops of his load caught her on
the chin before she jerked it back down toward her breasts.

She looked down, studying the organ as it
emptied onto her pale flesh. Ever so slowly she cupped one breast
and lifted it toward Ben’s prick. She mashed the head against her
soft flesh and looked up at Ben, her soft smile turning wicked.

The room started to spin around me as it dawned
on me that she was really, really enjoying this.

Ben let out a final “ungh” as the last of his
emission left him. His eyes darted between Magda’s and her
cum-covered bosom as if he couldn’t get enough of either sight. He
huffed and his shoulders slumped. “I’m really sorry,” he
muttered.

Wide-eyed Magda shook her head. “I have a
feeling we won’t have any trouble getting you back up again soon,”
she said. She looked up at Ben. “In the meantime do you want to see
what a woman’s vagina looks like?”

Ben’s cock twitched in her hand.

Chapter Fourteen

Peeling her tight jeans off of her ass, Magda
kept her eyes on Ben’s.

He stood there catching his breath and not
knowing where to look.

Thankfully both of them were either studiously
ignoring me or had forgotten I was there at all. I was left stewing
in the bubbling juices of my own lust and trying to control myself
and keep from coming in my pants.

Ben sucked in a sharp breath as Magda removed
her pants and panties and came to stand fully naked before him.

She chewed on her lip for a moment, then took a
few steps back and sat down onto the bed.

Ben’s eyes shot to her sex.

Magda slowly rolled onto her back, shuffled up
onto the bed and spread her legs.

Ben’s mouth opened at about the same pace as
Magda’s thighs. As he laid eyes on the most sacred place known to
man a wondrous little “ah” escaped him.

Magda smiled. Ben’s cum had started caking on
her chest but she didn’t seem to care. She reached down between her
legs, put two fingers from each hand on her labia and parted them.
A trickle of clear lubricant oozed out of her. She was drenched
with wet.

Ben’s eyes bugged as he stared at her
entrance.

“Come here Ben,” she whispered.

Ben stepped out of his pants and underwear. His
cock had barely deflated and now it was starting to harden again.
He shuffled toward the bed until he was towering over Magda.

“I want you to put your mouth on it,” she said.
“Can you get on your knees?”

Ben gave an eager nod and sank to his knees. He
looked up at Magda, as if making sure this was really what she
wanted.

Magda gave a nod.

I braced myself for what I was about to see.

Ben lowered his mouth slowly. His nostrils
flared and he drew in a huge sniff of Magda’s wet scent. It was a
little gross but the poor guy probably couldn’t help himself.

Magda didn’t seem to mind. She let go of one
side of her sex, reached around behind Ben’s head and put a hand on
it, drawing him closer.

Ben looked up one last time just as his mouth
pressed against her drooling hole. His tongue flicked up and down
Magda’s slit in sloppy licks. He tilted his head and sucked on her
pussy lips, which made her giggle.

“Hang on honey,” Magda said, sitting up a little
straighter and pulling Ben’s face off her snatch. “You’re tickling
me.”

“Sorry,” Ben muttered. His eyes were glued to
her pussy.

“Here. Put your mouth here,” Magda instructed,
easing his mouth into place over her clit. She shuddered as his
cheeks hollowed and he sucked it into his lips. “Now lick it,” she
whispered. “Oh…oh…yeah. Like that. That’s good Ben.”

I stared, awe-struck by the sight of Ben’s
muscular frame planted firmly between Magda’s legs.

She turned her head to one side and locked eyes
with me. She raised a hand and crooked her finger, beckoning me to
her.

I was terrified that just walking across the
room would cause me to pop. My groin was tight, my heart was racing
and yet I never wanted this to end. Shuffling across the room, I
came to stand over Magda.

She reached up and grabbed my shirt and pulled
me down into a kiss.

Ben seemed oblivious, happily munching away at
Magda’s muff.

Magda pulled away from our kiss and pressed her
cheek against mine to whisper in my hear. “I want you to feel it
when he makes me come.”

A shiver of pleasure bolted down my spine,
stiffening my cock even more.

“That’s it Ben,” Magda panted, still holding me
but staring down at Ben’s face between her legs. “Keep it up. Just
like that. You’re doing really good,” she whimpered.

I felt the climax take her even before she
moaned. Her hand, still on my shirt, started shaking. She turned to
look at me, a lusty snarl curling her lip. Yanking me forward she
plunged her tongue into my mouth as she crested. She moaned again,
the sound bouncing echoing in my mouth and tickling my nose.

My toes curled on the carpet. Feeling Magda
climax by another man’s mouth was indescribably arousing. My cock
started to leak.

As Magda’s orgasm receded she let go of me and
gave me a gentle push backwards. She put her hands on Ben’s head
and raised it.

He emerged from between her thighs with his
mouth and chin drenched in her wet. He, too, was panting and his
erection was as stiff as when Magda had first doffed his
underwear.

Magda turned to look at me. “You ready for
this?” she asked.

“God yes,” I whispered.

Ben’s gaze stayed locked on Magda, his eyes full
of wonder and worship for his new goddess.

Magda turned to him and smiled. “Do you want to
try to put yourself inside me?” she asked softly.

“God yes,” Ben echoed.

Magda leaned back onto her elbows and spread her
legs wider still. Her furry wet puss split open in invitation.

Ben stared at it and a moment later his
procreative instinct gripped him and he clambered up onto the
bed.

Magda put a hand on his chest as his cock jerked
and twitched an inch from her sex. “Ben can you listen? You have to
listen to this. It’s really important,” she said.

Ben gave a slight nod.

“If you feel like it’s going to happen you have
to pull out of me okay? You can’t finish inside.” Her eyes darted
to mine for an instant.

Ben furrowed his brow. “Is it too risky?” he
asked. “I feel like I’m really close again.”

Magda chewed her lip. She looked down at his
endowment and I could tell she was doing a cost benefit. “It’s
going to be okay. Just be really careful,” she said.

Ben gave another nod. He looked down at his cock
as he pressed the tip against Magda’s furry puss.

Magda reached between her legs. She wrapped her
hand around the shaft of his prick and drew him closer.

I gasped as I watched the head of his cock slip
into her greased up slit.

Ben sucked in a breath and his body shook at the
pleasure of Magda’s tight lips.

Magda’s lips parted. She stared down to where
their bodies met. “Oh my god,” she whispered.

“Is it okay?” Ben asked. “Am I doing it
okay?”

Magda gave a quick nod. “You’re doing really
great Ben. It’s really thick. Just go slow and if you feel like you
have to pull out then just yank it out of me.”

Ben’s expression filled with resolve as he
nodded. He eased his hips forward, sheathing more of his expansive
prick inside my Magda.

I was on the edge of a monumental emission.
Watching Ben glide into my fiancee made my vision tunnel and the
room close in around me.

Ben grunted. He threw his head back against his
shoulders and squeezed his eyes shut.

Magda let out a little squeak as more of his
cock stretched her. Her eyes danced between me and the sight of Ben
burrowing down into her sex. She looked crazed. Like an animal who
had no idea what was happening to it but loved it nonetheless. Her
toes curled and turned in, ankles resting on Ben’s haunches.
“Deeper Ben,” she begged. “Put it deeper into me.”

That was all poor Ben could take. He grunted and
jerked his hips back, his cock head popping out of Magda and
instant before it started to spew.

Magda gasped at the sudden lack of pressure
between her legs. Her hand shot to Ben’s organ and started
pumping.

Ben let out a long “grrurhh,” as he stared at
sight of his cock disgorging the contents of his testicles onto
Magda’s pussy lips and pelvis.

Magda kept a steady rhythm, pumping and milking
until there was just a thin dribble of spunk dangling from the tip
of Ben’s prick. She wiped her thumb over the head of his cock, then
shook off the remainder onto herself. She leaned back onto both
elbows looking extremely pleased with herself.

Ben’s shame returned. He looked away from both
of us and crawled off the bed, not sure what to do with
himself.

His discomfort stirred me from my stupor. I
looked at Magda.

She nodded toward the door.

Ben was already getting dressed.

I slipped out of the room and down the stairs.
Ben joined me a minute or so later, blushing and rubbing the back
of his neck. He still looked embarrassed but there was a
post-coital easing of the tension he’d been carrying. He bravely
looked me in the eye and sighed.

“Ben that was incredible,” I said.

His eyes opened a little wider.

“I can’t tell you how grateful I am that you
showed up here this afternoon.”

Ben shook his head. “I should be thanking you,”
he said. “I’ve been wanting to…get that over with since, like,
forever.”

I chuckled, tickled by the fact that Ben’s first
experience had been with Magda. “I should go upstairs,” I said.

“Of course,” Ben replied.

“But Ben,” I said, stepping closer. “You will
come back won’t you?” I couldn’t help but ask if Ben would make a
follow up visit.

“Uh…if you’re sure?”

“Positive. I’ll text you later okay?” I was
nearly dancing on the spot with the anticipation of going back
upstairs to Magda.

“For sure,” he said. He seemed to understand my
urgent need. Stepping around me he let himself out and closed the
door as he left.

I dashed up the stairs taking two at a time and
peeling off clothes as I went.

Magda was in the same position she’d been in
when I’d left. Legs spread, sperm covering her chest and pelvis and
pussy lips. She turned to me as I walked in. “Dirty enough for
you?”

Chapter Fifteen

Stripping my underwear I crawled between Magda’s
legs, my eyes darting between hers and the mess Ben had left on her
creamy flesh.

With the ease of a trained wrestler Magda locked
her legs around my trunk and threw me onto my back on the bed,
nearly winding me. She grabbed my cock and pointed it at her pussy
with one hand, planting the other on my chest.

I’d never seen her like this. It was as if her
encounter with Ben had unleashed a wild side neither of us had
known was there. She groaned as she sank down onto my shaft, her
pussy clutching me.

“Oh fuck baby,” I panted, groaning and straining
against the climax that was ready to boil over inside me.

Magda dug her claws into my chest. “Don’t you
fucking blow in me, Mike,” she seethed. “I need this.” Her ass rose
then fell and she began riding me like a cowgirl on a bucking
bronco. Her ass cheeks thwaped against my lap.

Biting my tongue to try and keep myself from
coming with the pain I reached up, grabbed her tits and squeezed
them.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Fucking harder!” she
demanded.

My fingers fell to her pointy nipples. I
squeezed and twisted them.

Magda shrieked as pain laced through her
pleasure. Her pussy started to squeeze.

I closed my eyes, worried that the sight of her
riding me would send me careening over the edge. I tried to think
of anything but the wet tightness around my cock, but failed.
“Baby,” I grunted. “I can’t. I’m gonna’ come inside you.”

Magda started whimpering with each exhale. Her
brow furrowed, lips pouting. “Almost…there,” she mewled. “Here it
comes.” Three more twerks on my lap and she made the finish line.
“Here!” she screamed.

Every muscle in body contracted at once. My
orgasm popped like a cork off a bottle of champagne. My cock
started pumping, spewing genetic material into Magda’s fertile
pussy.

She screamed again at the feeling.

A massive shudder of pleasure raced up my spine.
The light in the room seemed to bend. For a moment nothing in the
universe existed except Magda’s pussy drawing off my meat then
gobbling it back up inside herself.

I was in heaven.

The orgasm stretched out, both of us shaking and
panting and sweating through it together. Then it snapped and
started to leak out between us.

Magda’s furious thrusting slowed. She slid up
and down my member, draining it’s contents up into herself. Then
she fell down onto my chest and wrapped her arms around my
neck.

We stayed like that for what must have been
minutes, neither of us saying a thing.

Finally Magda lifted herself up and looked into
my eyes, grinning.

I shook my head. “That was…incredible,” I
whispered.

Magda leaned forward and stuffed her tongue into
my mouth in a kiss. It was wet and sloppy and every bit as hot as
seeing her with Ben had been. She pulled away, wiped the saliva off
her mouth with the back of her hand but stayed atop me. “That was
surreal,” she said.

“Good surreal?” I asked.

“The best.” She lifted a leg over my lap, let my
cock fall out of her and shuffled down and off the bed. “But now
that it’s over I need to wash up. Stay right there.”

I did as she ordered, listening to the sounds of
her showering in the bathroom. She walked back in ten minutes
later, flopped down on the bed next to me and crawled under the
sheets. “Are you going to bed?” I asked, glancing at the clock. It
wasn’t even eight.

“I want cuddles,” she purred.

I grinned, slipped under the covers next to her,
pressed my chest against her back and wrapped my arms around her.
“You okay?” I asked.

“Way better than okay,” she whispered.

The excitement that inspired made my cock twitch
against her leg.

She smirked and looked over her shoulder at me.
“I guess that means I don’t need to ask how you’re doing.
Pervert.”

I hugged her tighter. “You were incredible,” I
said.

“Thanks. That was kind of sweet, being able to
do that for Ben. I’d say I’ll try to get him to last longer next
time but there’s so much pent up energy in there I’m not sure
that’s possible.”

Hearing her already talking about a next time
drove me to edge of insanity. “You really liked it that much?”

This time she rolled onto her back and looked
deep into my eyes. “The way you were looking at me when he was
inside me? Yeah,” she chortled. “I really liked it that much.”

I couldn’t believe how lucky I was.

She studied my expression for a few minutes.
“What is it?” she asked.

“What’s what?”

“What is it about this that turns you on so
much?”

I shook my head. “I really don’t know. It’s
dirty. It’s kind of wrong, at least according to polite society.
But seeing you looking so sexy it just…it does crazy things to me.”
I leaned over and kissed her forehead and stroked her hair. “What
about you?” I asked softly.

Magda shrugged. “Same stuff, I guess. It does
feel wrong but that makes it even better, if that makes any sense.
Letting another man inside me?” She shook her head. “It’s just
so…hot.”

“You’ll do it again?” I blurted.

Magda glanced at me, then started laughing.
“Will I do it again? Good luck stopping me,” she said, turning onto
her side again.

The tiniest frisson of worry shimmered through
me. But even that was exciting in my aroused state. Thinking of
Magda losing control so much that there wouldn’t be any way
to stop her was terrifyingly hot. And it made me want desperately
to nudge her in that direction. Just to see how far she’d really
go. “Can I ask if he’ll come back tomorrow?” I whispered.

Magda smiled and closed her eyes. “Beat you to
it,” she said. “He’ll be here after he finishes work.”

That was startling. My mind darted back and I
remembered that Magda and Ben had been alone in the room as I went
to wait for him downstairs. Had she really invited him back? The
idea was dizzying. “You already…”

“That’s what I said,” Magda interrupted. She
glanced over her shoulder at me. “That okay?” she asked, one eye
raised.

“Way better than okay,” I replied, kissing her
shoulder. I had no idea how I was going to sleep that night, nor
how I was going to get through work the next day.

Chapter Sixteen

I somehow managed to get a few hours sleep after
tossing and turning until about two in the morning. The next day
was hell, though. I was groggy, bleary-eyed and had a ton of
meetings with clients. Somehow I managed to keep it together. My
excitement at our new hobby kept me going and energy built inside
me all day until it was time to leave.

When I got home I found Magda traipsing around
the house barefoot in a loose white t-shirt and sweats. No bra. Her
nipples were stiff beneath the shirt and poking out against the
fabric. I was mesmerized by the sight of them and Magda’s unusually
casual outfit, considering Ben was coming over.

She flashed me a knowing smile when she caught
me checking out her tits.

I walked over to where she was standing by the
kitchen counter and put my arms around her and kissed her neck.
“When’s he going to be here?” I asked.

“I’m not sure,” she replied. “He said after
work, probably around six or six-thirty.”

I glanced at the clock on the wall. It said five
forty-five. “Can we sneak one in?” I asked. I really wanted to
enjoy watching Magda seduce Ben without the hungry itch goading my
hand between my legs.

Magda smirked. “No way, buster. I’m all showered
and ready for him and you’ll just get me all messy and sweaty. Come
here. I want to show you something.” She took me by the hand and
led me upstairs.

I was startled to find the bedroom slightly
rearranged. She’d put one of the chairs from the kitchen in the
corner of the room. Next to it stood a nightstand. On top of that
stood a bottle of clear lube, a box of tissues and a cylindrical,
red container with a bow on top. I furrowed my brow. “What’s this?”
I asked.

“It’s a present,” Magda replied, eyes glinting.
“Open it.”

I walked over to my new masturbation station and
picked up the box. Pulling the bow apart I took off the lid and
pulled out a long, black tube. It had a cap on one end. My eyes
popped wide as I turned it over to look at the other side. The
flesh-textured, pink material that protruded from the body of the
implement was shaped like a vagina. I looked up at Magda, who
started giggling. “What is this?” I asked.

“It’s a fleshlight,” she replied. “You put your
cock in it. The tissue are just there in case you make a mess,” she
said, pointing at the box.

I shook my head. “I can’t believe this is
happening,” I whispered, staring at the fleshlight as I turned it
over in my hand. “Where did you get this?”

Magda walked over to where I was standing and
put a hand on my shoulder. She bit her lip as she smiled up at me.
“I went naughty shopping today,” she said. “Want to see what else I
got?”

“Uh, of course?”

She walked over to the dresser, opened the top
drawer and pulled out the largest penis-shaped dildo I’d ever
seen.

My eyes bugged again. “Magda?” I could hardly
believe this was the same woman I’d proposed to.

She sauntered back over, swinging the floppy
dildo side to side. She looked up at me with her sparkling blue
eyes and smiled. “Don’t you Magda me,” she said softly. “You
started all this.”

Which wasn’t technically true, though I suppose
me masturbating to that deep fake was what tripped all this off.
“Fucking Patrick,” I muttered.

Magda raised an eye.

“I’m gonna’ have to buy that guy a beer.”

She threw her head back and laughed, smacking my
chest with the dildo.

I looked down at the thing. It was so wide I
could barely get a hand around it. “What are you going to do
this?”

Magda’s smile turned sly. She stood up on her
toes and put her lips close to my ear. “I want you to put in my ass
later. After I’m done fucking Ben. I want it in my ass hole while
you fuck me okay?”

I didn’t have time to respond because the
doorbell rang downstairs.

Magda jumped, skipped across the room and put
the dildo back into the drawer. “Stay here,” she said before
disappearing out the door and down the stairs.

I heard Ben’s low voice saying hello. Heard them
make some small talk, then heard them both mounting the stairs. It
was only when they walked in that I realized I was still standing
by my station with the fleshlight in hand.

Ben flashed a surprisingly easy smile at me and
waved. “Hey Mike!” he said.

I was a little shocked by how cheerful he was,
given his discomfort the previous day. “Ben,” I said. “Thanks for
coming. You seem…chipper.”

He chuckled and started taking off his
jacket.

Magda drew a breath, then paused. She patted Ben
on the arm, then walked back over to where I was standing. “I
forgot to tell you. Ben and I had a chat today.”

“What?” My heart did a little dance inside my
chest.

“I called him,” she said, keeping her voice low
as if trying to keep Ben from hearing. “I just wanted to talk to
him without you there. He was sheepish yesterday. I wanted to tell
him he could relax. Enjoy himself, you know?”

I found it a tiny bit worrisome that Magda had
called him on her own. But it wasn’t a big thing and I certainly
wasn’t going to make a big deal out of it at that moment.

“Is that okay? I wanted this to be a nice time
for everyone,” she went on. “You’re not upset or anything are
you?”

“No,” I said and fully meant it. The lengths to
which Magda was going to feed the hungry beast of my fantasy were
extraordinary.

“Okay good. So I kind of also told him about
what I bought you. Just so he wouldn’t be, you know, surprised or
weirded out or anything.”

“Okay,” I replied. Normally I would have been
unsettled by such a violation of my privacy. But Magda was probably
right. Poor guy might have run off crying if he showed up and I had
my dick buried inside a plastic sleeve.

“Okay,” Magda said, her smile widening again.
“Now sit down and enjoy the show. I want today to be all about
you.”

My brow arched at her suggestion. All about me?
I wasn’t sure what that meant but it certainly sounded interesting.
What Magda had said earlier, about trying out her new dildo once
she was finished with Ben, was still bouncing around in my mind,
too. The two combined did a great job of easing my worry as I took
a seat in the chair Magda had arranged. I watched her saunter over
to Ben and run her hands down his chest. “Did you do what I asked
you Ben?” she asked.

My throat tightened a bit. What she’d asked?
What the heck had she…

Ben nodded.

“Just once?” Magda asked.

He rubbed the back of his neck. “Actually three
times,” he said.

Magda grinned. She glanced over her shoulder at
me and winked. “Perfect,” she said, turning back to him.

My cock started to inflate.

Ben’s eyes bobbed from Magda’s to her nipples
poking against the fabric of her shirt.

Magda obviously noticed but said nothing. She
reached between his legs and cupped his package. “Wow. Not even
hard yet. I’m impressed. It’ll give me something to work with,” she
said, giggling.

That tipped me off. In addition to preparing Ben
for what was waiting for him when he got here, she’d obviously
asked him to masturbate so the show she’d arranged would last
longer.

A fucking saint of a woman.

She loosened Ben’s tie and started unbuttoning
his shirt. Once the buttons were undone she slipped it off over his
shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

Ben leaned over and tried to kiss her.

Magda giggled and looked away. “Easy tiger.
We’ll get there.”

I shuddered with arousal. Ben looked even more
different today than he had the day before. He was confident, calm
and collected. More than that, the look in his eyes was predatory
and not submissive. With his cherry popped his masculine instincts
had taken over.

Magda undid his belt and pants and let them fell
to the floor. She reached into his underwear and hauled out his
semi-erect cock as she sank to her knees. Putting her other hand on
his leg, she turned him so he was standing sideways to me. Holding
his cock, she turned her eyes on me.

I was panting already. Seeing Magda manipulating
that thick phallus toward her lips brought the achy feeling roaring
back between my legs. When she smiled with the head just inches
from her mouth I almost fell off of my chair.

“You like that baby?” she asked, giving me
another wink.

Ben pretended like I wasn’t there.

I wondered if this was another instruction from
Magda or if he just decided to enjoy himself? I opened my mouth to
speak but was rendered speechless when Magda’s tongue flicked out
and licked the head of Ben’s prick.

She licked a circle around it, lingering on the
tip, then the frenulum. As his cock started to harden she looked up
at him with her mouth open and her tongue sticking out.

Ben took himself in hand. He hesitated for a
brief moment, clearing his throat, as if he was unsure of what to
do next. His expression hardened. He stepped forward, wagged his
dick up and down and slapped it on Magda’s cheeks and forehead.

Magda giggled as she looked over at me to see my
reaction to the new low of her depravity.

I was stunned. Slack-jawed and bug-eyed I sat
staring at the scene playing out in our bedroom.

“Who’s your little slut?” Magda whispered up at
Ben.

“You are.” The words came out on their own. I
couldn’t help myself.

Magda giggled and Ben smirked.

It became clear to me in that moment that Magda
had given Ben a few other instructions during their conversation.
What I was about to witness had been choreographed in advance by my
loving bride-to-be. I nearly shed a tear as my heart burst with
love for her.

Ben, emboldened by Magda’s tutelage and his trio
of emissions, pointed the head of his cock at her mouth and plunged
it in.

I gasped and clutched the edges of the chair as
I watched inch after inch of him disappearing past her lips.

He paused when Magda emitted a wet “gack” as the
head of his prick kissed the back of her throat.

But Magda, instead of gagging and pulling
herself off of him, waggled her head side to side and made a
gurgling, choking sound, like she just couldn’t get enough of his
dick down her throat.

He leaned in and I watched in delighted horror
as the outline of his cock bulged the muscles in her neck. My
excitement doubled when I saw her nipples stiffen even harder at
the breach.

Just as Magda had taken it upon herself to break
him in yesterday, she now seemed intent on teaching him how to be a
dominant lover.

When her face started turning red Ben eased his
cock out of her throat.

Magda coughed and a fleck of spittle flew from
the corner of her mouth.

Ben, perturbed by her reaction, pulled his cock
completely out. His stern expression softened into worry. “Are
you…are you okay?” he asked, breaking character and reverting to
his former self.

This time Magda smirked. “That all you got?” she
growled, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She was
clearly unfazed by his intrusion and dead set on playing out the
scene.

Ben, reassured, narrowed his eyes and thrust his
cock back into her open, waiting mouth. He shoved about six inches
into her, then reached out and tucked a stray tress of her blonde
hair behind her ear.

This gave me the perfect view of Magda’s
profile. She could just look at me out of the corner of her eye as
Ben started pulling out and pushing in.

I looked down at the fleshlight I was still
holding. What I really wanted was to save myself for when Magda was
done with Ben. But depending on how many acts she’d planned out for
this dirty play I knew there was a good chance I wouldn’t last.
Might as well enjoy myself.

I undid my zipper, pulled out my stiff cock and
eyed the bottle of lube on the nightstand. I looked back up to find
that Ben was starting to lose control. He’d put one hand on the
back of Magda’s head and the other on her chin. His hips were
jutting back and forth in rough thrusts, stabbing his engorged cock
into Magda’s open mouth. His face had turned red and he was
sweating.

Magda locked eyes with me, tears streaming down
her cheeks from Ben using her face. Ever so slowly, she reached
down and grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it up, revealing
her breasts.

Ben glanced down, his trance-like expression
twisting to shock at the sight of Magda’s tits. “Oh god,” he
warbled. He yanked his dick out of her mouth, spread his knees and
started furiously stroking himself.

Magda looked up at him, arching her back and
proudly displaying her tits and tongue for his pleasure.

Ben came with a grunt. A wad of his ejaculate
arced through the air and landed on Magda’s tits with a wet
splat.

Magda swatted his hand away, impaled herself on
his cock again and started bobbing back and forth.

Ben’s face twisted in agonized pleasure. One
eyelid twitched in time with his flexing cock as Magda unloaded him
into her mouth. He finished quickly and staggered back a few steps.
His member fell from Magda’s lips.

She cupped a hand under her chin and closed her
mouth to keep his semen in.

Ben looked dizzy enough to fall over as he
watched Magda finish her performance.

To my unbridled delight, she stood up, walked
over to where I was sitting, leaned over me and opened her
mouth.

My eyes widened at the sight of Ben’s seed
swimming along her tongue and teeth.

She stayed like that for a few moments, then,
turning her head down, let the whole sticky mess spill over her
lips and land on her chest. With her fingers splayed she rubbed it
into her tits. Finally, she looked up at me again wearing a
half-grin. “Dirty enough for you?” she whispered, the scent of
semen on her breath.

I shook my head in disbelief. “I don’t deserve
you,” I said.

Magda smiled and seemed quite pleased by this.
She pulled her shirt fully off and over her head, then slipped her
sweat pants off her legs.

As my eyes fell with them I saw that a dark
stain had formed in their seat. The mouth-fucking Ben had given
Magda had extracted enough lubricant from her pussy to soak through
the thick cotton of her track pants and darken the fabric with wet.
She’d liked what he’d done to her. Probably asked for it on the
phone earlier.

I shuddered at the thrilling notion.

As my eyes rose to meet hers again, Magda winked
a third time. “You ready for the grand finale?” she asked.

I clutched the fleshlight to my chest, terrified
of what awaited me if I said yes. I opened my mouth and forced the
air out of my lungs. “Yes,” I whispered.

Magda leaned sideways, grabbed the bottle of
lube on the nightstand, flipped it upside down and popped the cap
off. She squeezed it. A glob of clear lubricant splattered out of
it with a wet fart. It landed on the vagina-like lips of the device
I was holding. “Your gonna need that,” she whispered. Then she spun
around and sauntered to the bed.

Ben, who’d been quietly stroking himself in the
background, had achieved another erection, presumably his fifth
that day. He walked over to where Magda was lying prostrate on the
bed. As he approached she raised her legs until her toes were
pointed toward the ceiling. She wrapped her arms around them to
hold them in place, then spread them even wider. This stretched
open the furry petals of her flower.

Ben’s eyes sank to her sex. His cock throbbed at
the sight. He mounted the bed on his knees and pointed it at
Magda’s pussy.

“Fuck me, Ben,” she whispered. “Fuck me in the
pussy.”

My throat went tight at the vulgar language. My
eyes stayed glued on Ben’s long cock as he brushed her soaked lips
apart a little wider, then seated the head of it between them.

I felt a momentary panic shoot through me. While
it wasn’t exactly the same as him finishing inside of her I
wondered if there wasn’t some risk to him going in bare. He had
just ejaculated, after all. What if there were still sperm
lingering in his urethra?

What shocked me even more, however, was how my
cock hardened at the thought. As I stared at Ben gliding into
Magda’s cunt, I couldn’t help but imagine that he had no intention
of pulling out. That I would sit there and watch as Ben approached
his climax, then unloaded the contents of his nuts deep into her
fertile sex. The thought was so darkly thrilling I could barely
stand it.

Ben let out a groan as he sheathed himself
inside Magda’s tightness.

Her lip curled up in a lusty snarl as his girth
stretched her. “Oh my god that’s good,” she moaned. Her head fell
to one side and her eyes met mine. “He feels so good inside my
pussy baby,” she whimpered.

Ben’s brow furrowed into an intense look of
concentration as he started thrusting. Despite his
preparations and the climax he’d just had, he seemed to be
struggling with controlling yet another emission.

Magda rocked beneath him on the bed. Her big
breasts undulating and slapping together as he slipped in and out
of her body.

I looked down at the fleshlight, pressed the
lips against my cock head and slowly slipped myself into it. And
while the sensation paled in comparison to living flesh, it
sharpened my arousal to a razor’s edge. My cock lurched inside the
thing as I looked up at Magda again.

Ben looked even more worried. The muscles in his
jaw were flexed. He was sweating. His eyes darted side to side,
looking anywhere but at Magda’s body or the deliciously pained
expression twisted along her face.

Again the idea loomed large in my mind. That Ben
would simply not be able to control himself or pull out in time.
That the warm, wet succour of Magda’s tight pussy would prove
irresistible and would draw his seed out of him along with a sharp
shout. It nearly made me pop. I had to slow my stroking, then stop
completely, pulling the toy off of my cock because I was so
close.

Ben was fucking in a steady rhythm, his ass
cheeks flexing and releasing with each thrust and tug back out.

Magda was panting, still holding her legs in the
air. Her toes now curled as she closed in on her own pleasure.

Suddenly Ben grunted again. “Ungh. I think I’ve
got to…”

“Oh no!” Magda gasped. “I’m almost there! Don’t
stop now, please!” She let go of one leg and wrapped her hand
behind Ben’s back.

I slid to the edge of my chair, my mouth falling
open in joy and terror at the insanely dangerous game she was
playing.

Ben turned his head to one side and closed his
eyes but kept his rhythm steady.

Magda’s panting got louder. “Yes,” she
whispered. “Yes. Yes! Yes!” she screamed.

“Oh no,” Ben moaned.

I put a hand over my mouth.

Magda looked up at Ben. Her eyes narrowed.
Letting go of her other leg she swung it behind him and locked
ankles behind his thighs. She grabbed his ass with both hands and
started pounding his cock into herself. She turned to look at me.
Her expression softened. She mouthed the words “I love you” as Ben
started to shake above her.

“Oh no!” he roared.

Magda threw her head back against the bed. An
orgasm racked through her. Her hips rose to meet each of Ben’s
rough thrusts as her pussy guzzled seed.

Ben, realizing he was trapped, submitted to his
own climax. His even rhythm turned to fitful jerks and spasms as he
chased the pleasure coursing through his body.

My heart skipped a few beats at what I was
watching. My dark and dreamy nightmare coming true before my eyes.
Another man inseminating Magda as I watched. My cock started to
leak.

Ben and Magda shook and shuddered through the
peak of their pleasure. The bed groaned beneath them. Then the
tension left their bodies and the sobering reality of what had just
transpired descended on us all.

Magda looked at me sheepishly and bit her
lip.

“Oh god,” Ben moaned. He pulled himself off of
her, his cock falling out of her pussy and smacking against his
leg. “Oh god I’m sorry,” he said, shaking his head.

I swallowed the saliva that had pooled in my
mouth and shook my own.

Magda turned to Ben. “You should probably go,”
she said, her voice so sweet and innocent and guilty all at
once.

Ben nodded. Without looking at me he scooped up
his clothes and slipped out into the hall. A minute later the door
closed downstairs.

Magda closed her legs but kept her knees up in
the air. Ben’s ejaculate squished out from between her pussy
lips.

I somehow managed to stand up and stagger toward
the bed. “Oh my god Magda what have you done?” I whispered, unable
to take my eyes off of her leaking sex. I glanced up at her and saw
a flicker of mirth in her expression. I pressed a palm against my
forehead. “Magda? What did you do? Why did you let him…”

Magda’s eyes fell to her gift that I was still
holding, then back up to mine. “You didn’t use your toy,” she said,
pouting.

I looked down at the thing and let it fall from
my hand to the carpet. “Didn’t use…what the fuck are you talking
about? Why did you let him come inside you?” Despite the torment of
seeing Magda filled with Ben’s seed rushing through me I felt no
rage. I had an unquenchable fascination with staring at her soiled
sex.

“Did I make you angry?” she whispered.

I couldn’t believe it but she was actually
teasing me about this. Had she lost her mind? Or was I the
one going crazy?

“Maybe it would help if you fucked me too?”
Magda suggested.

And somehow that seemed like exactly the
right thing to do. Maybe it was instinct. Some primal need to
reclaim my mate, to mark her with my own essence and make her mine
again. I didn’t have the space in my mind to try and parse the
reason.

A smile flickered to life on Magda’s lips as I
dropped my pants and crawled onto the bed on hands and knees. Her
thighs parted, more of Ben’s semen running from the parted folds of
her pussy.

My cock was rock hard. I pressed it against her
entrance, leaning over her and staring into her eyes.

She gasped as I slipped the head of my cock
inside her. “Oh god that’s hot,” she whispered.

Ben’s mess gushed out from inside her and coated
my nut sack. I shuddered at the filthy pleasure I took in replaying
Magda clinging to him, forcing him to finish inside her instead of
pull out. As I drove my shaft deep into her pussy I let my head
fall against her shoulder.

Tendrils of bliss shot up from my groin and
soaked my mind with heat. My hips started thrusting, rutting my
achingly stiff prick into Magda’s oozing snatch.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and locked
ankles behind me, the same way she’d done with Ben.

I groaned as she scratched her nails along my
back.

“Did you like it?” she whispered. “Did you like
seeing Ben filling me?”

My body stiffened at the question and my cock
twitched inside her. “Baby that was so wrong,” I groaned.

“But you liked it didn’t you? I saw the way you
were watching me. I can feel how hard you are. Tell me you liked it
Mike. Please?”

I groaned again as my climax threatened to crack
inside me and drown out the world for a few seconds. Magda’s
insistence that I admit to the depraved lust that swelled through
me at seeing Ben come inside her, possibly impregnating her, drove
me to the edge. “Oh Magda,” I panted. I pulled away and stared into
her twinkling eyes. She looked…diabolical. “I love it. I loved
watching him come inside you. You looked so beautiful…” My voice
strained and I grimaced as an orgasm started twisting through me.
My cock hardened inside her.

“Oh Mike!” she gasped. Her pussy tensed around
my muscle. She cried out and threw her head back against the pillow
as we came together.

It was the most intense climax I’d ever
experienced. Wave after wave of it crashed over me and in the
troughs the visions came. Magda hanging onto Ben as he unloaded
inside her. Her turning to me and mouthing the words “I love you”
the moment before it happened. It all twisted together into a
sticky, wet heat that shot from my cock into Magda’s cunt.

Then it was over and the real world came roaring
back in. My heart pounding with fear and dread at what had just
happened. I eased out of Magda and fell onto my side next to her,
panting. I stared into her eyes as she turned and smiled at me.
“Magda what’s happening to you?” I begged. How could she not be
just as terrified of the consequences of our dangerous game as I
was?

She raised her hand and palmed my cheek. Leaning
in, she kissed me gently on the lips. “Wasn’t that amazing?” she
whispered.

“Magda we have to do something about…”

“Mike,” she said, her voice soft and tender.
“Relax.”

Relax?

Relax?!?

I opened my mouth to speak but Magda put a
finger on my lips.

“I have to tell you something. I thought of
telling you earlier but then…I just got caught up in the moment and
thought…god that was so sexy. Watching you staring at me like that
oh my god I’ve never been so turned on,” she whispered.

I shook my head, still unable to make out why
she was being so calm about all this.

“Mikey? I’m pregnant.”

Chapter Seventeen

“What?” I managed to say after what felt like an
eternity of silence.

Magda grinned, then giggled. She chewed on her
lower lip as she cuddled closer to me. “I’m pregnant,” she said
again.

“With…” I couldn’t bring myself to finish the
sentence.

Magda giggled again. “With our baby, sweetheart.
With our baby.”

“How…how do you…” I stammered, my mind
racing.

“I think it happened after that first time. I’m
surprised you didn’t notice that I missed my period. I took the
test a few days ago but then…well, things just got so racy and…I
wanted to do this for you. I don’t know why. There was just
something so dangerous and dirty about it. Do you hate me?”

Relief swelled through me. This was quickly
followed by the thought that we were going to be parents. My heart
swelled with love for Magda. “Oh baby,” I whispered, kissing her on
the forehead.

Magda pulled away and smiled up at me. “One heck
of a ride, huh?” she asked.

“You’re incredible,” I replied.

Magda seemed tickled by how enamoured I was with
her in that moment.

My mood darkened when I thought back to Ben.

“What’s the matter? You look worried,” Magda
said.

“Did Ben…I mean poor Ben he thought…”

She shook her head. “Yeah Ben’s fine. I told
him. I asked him if he could play along and he was more than happy
to.”

I let out a long sigh. I was having a hard time
believing Magda could be so conniving. I smiled at how well she’d
played me. “You crafty little slut,” I said.

Magda burst into giggles again. “I knew you’d
like it,” she said as her laughter waned.

I loved it. Every single bit. How Magda had
taken the reins and whipped our shared fantasy into the wildest
ride of my life. How her own sexuality had changed, how she’d
become more dominant and demanding. I’d never forget watching her
seduce Ben and give him his first experience.

We lay in silence for a while. The room darkened
around us. Magda seemed perfectly content drifting in and out of
sleep in the crook of my arm.

Around nine she roused and slipped out of bed to
go to the bathroom. She came back a minute later, skipped across
the room and dove under the sheets. “What you thinking about?” she
asked softly.

I sighed. There was a downside to all this. I
was glad the wedding was coming up. Thrilled that Magda was
pregnant and happy that she wouldn’t be showing for the next month
or two. It would save us having to answer questions. But I realized
that this was probably going to be the end of our little adventure.
For quite some time.

“You okay?”

“Totally. I was just…don’t get me wrong I’m so
happy that you’re pregnant,” I said.

“But?” Magda prompted.

“This was just so fun. I’m kind of sad it’s
coming to an end, as crazy as that might sound.”

“That doesn’t sound too crazy. I kind of feel
that way too,” she admitted.

I gazed into her loving eyes, smiled and shook
my head. “Fucking Patrick,” I whispered.

Magda raised an eyebrow. “You still mad at him?”
she asked.

I sighed and fell back against the pillow, then
pressed the back of my hand against my forehead. “I don’t think I’m
mad at him, no. He was just being Patrick with that video. And if
he hadn’t done that well…”

“We wouldn’t be here would we?” Magda asked.

I shook my head again. “We wouldn’t be here at
all.”

“He did kind of do us a favour with that deep
fake, didn’t he?” she asked.

“I guess,” I muttered. “Funny as it sounds I
kind of want to thank him for being such a dick. That and teach him
a lesson at the same time.” I glanced down at her. She was wearing
a wicked smile again. “Uh oh,” I said. “What does that
mean?”

Magda chuckled.

“Double uh oh,” I said. “What? Why are you
laughing?”

Magda got up on one elbow and put her other hand
on my chest. “Maybe there is something we can do for him,” she said
softly.

My eyes opened wide at what she might be
suggesting. “You’re not serious,” I said, my voice low.

She gazed at me, eyes twinkling, but didn’t say
anything.

“Magda are you really suggesting…”

“Fucking Patrick?” she whispered.

I shuddered as she said it. It had been one
thing to lure a stranger into our bed. Imagining Magda fucking
Patrick was entirely something else. There was our friendship to
consider, first and foremost. What she was proposing could
seriously mess with that. But as I ruminated on the idea a new and
potent heat began to stir in my groin.

I started actually contemplating the suggestion.
Wondering if she could pull it off. There was no way Patrick would
have sex with Magda, was there? I certainly wasn’t going to ask him
to. And he wouldn’t do something like that behind my back. Or would
he? I looked at Magda who was wearing a wicked half-grin. “Are you
going to stay this evil?” I asked.

She threw her head back and started cackling,
like she had taken it as a compliment.

The sight and sound of her laughing next to me,
knowing she was hatching a depraved and diabolical scheme to try
and seduce Patrick had my cock inflating again. “What exactly are
you cooking up in that head of yours?” I asked.

“What?” she said, still giggling. “You said you
wanted to thank him didn’t you? And teach him a lesson? Maybe
there’s a way we can do both. Kill two birds with one pussy, so to
speak.” She burst out laughing again at her own cleverness and this
time I joined in.

As my laughter faded it dawned on me that she
was really being serious. She was actually proposing this. I gazed
deep into her smiling eyes. “Are you really saying that you want
to…fuck Patrick?” Saying it out loud hurt in the best way.

“I’m saying,” Magda whispered leaning over me,
“I want to fuck with Patrick. Maybe give him the same kind
of scare? Along with a little thank-you for his troubles.” She
paused studying my expression trying to glean how I was taking the
proposition.

My heart was thumping hard. The blood had
drained from my face right down into my cock.

“What do you think?” she whispered after a few
minutes of silence.

I drew in a breath and let it out in a sigh. The
longer I thought about it the more interested I was in seeing how
Magda would pull this off. “And how do you think we’re going to get
Patrick in on this?” I asked quietly. “I’m not texting him ‘hey you
want to fuck my wife?’”

“I don’t think that would be necessary.”

I chortled. “Wow. Ben really got you high on
yourself. You actually think Patrick would jump in the sack with
you behind my back? Come on Magda. We’re friends.”

Magda’s eyes narrowed, like what I’d said had
been a challenge. One she was more than willing to accept. “He’s
also a man, Michael.”

I couldn’t believe what she was saying. “You
really are plain evil now,” I whispered. “You think you could
Patrick to sleep with you. Just like that?”

She leaned closer, her lips just inches from
mine. “Not just that, sweetheart. I’d give him the same scare I
gave you tonight. You could even sit in the closet and watch if you
wanted.”

The slight smile I’d been wearing faded. I shook
my head. “I don’t know, Magda. That seems kind of cruel. Drawing
him into our game and not telling him? Isn’t that…wrong
somehow?”

“Wasn’t it wrong somehow to fake a video of your
fiancee sucking off some stranger and then show it to him at his
bachelor party in front of his friends?”

She had a point. And my cock was rock hard again
just thinking of how she’d pull it off. “He wouldn’t go for it,” I
muttered, not sounding terribly convinced. “I mean you’re a
bombshell but…he’s my friend.”

Magda started chuckling. “You think I couldn’t
pull it off?” she asked.

It wasn’t that at all. I was terrified and
incredibly aroused because I knew she could. She’d discovered a
side of herself neither of us knew existed and I loved it. My only
worry was how easily she could stash it back away.

“I’d put on a good show for you,” she teased,
grinning and twisting her finger into my side.

Her mirth was what did it. She was genuinely
enjoying this. And I realized that, more than anything, what I
loved about it was seeing Magda this playful and carefree. “Alright
Linda Lovelace, what’s your big plan then?”

Magda’s grin spread wider still. “Okay,” she
said, leaning closer and whispering. ”Here’s what I’m
thinking…”

Chapter Eighteen

Which was how I found myself sitting in our
bedroom closet on a Friday evening two weeks later.

Magda had spent the week laying the groundwork.
She’d started by texting Patrick to ask if he might know why I’d
been acting weird.

He’d joked about cold feet before the wedding,
or maybe I was having an affair.

But when Magda pressed him, telling him she’d
found me watching porn of women sleeping with other men while their
husbands watched, he called her a minute later.

She put him on speaker so I could hear.

“Magda?”

“Patrick. Thanks for calling. Sorry to be a
bother but…”

“You’re not a bother,” he’d said.

And already I could hear the slight hint of
desire in his voice. Magda heard it too because when I looked at
her she rolled her eyes then raised one eyebrow as a “See? I told
you so.” She played the part of concerned and slightly vulnerable
fiancee to perfection. “I just didn’t know who else to turn to,”
she said, her voice equal parts confused and innocent. The perfect
honey trap for any man, really.

“Hey. It’s okay,” Patrick replied. “So tell me
again what you found him doing?”

Magda sighed and gave a very vivid recounting of
all the evidence she’d found about my brand new porn addiction. She
peppered this with hints of how hurt and rejected she felt. How I
hadn’t been paying as much attention to her. How she missed our
intimacy.

And Patrick? Fucking Patrick played right into
it. Told her she could always count on him for a shoulder to cry on
or just to share her feelings.

Prick.

It went on and on with Magda calling him almost
daily and texting him, too. Until finally she’d told him I had to
work late and would he mind terribly stopping by so they could
chat?

Patrick nearly fell over himself saying that
yes! Of course it would be no problem and he was just so flattered
at the trust she was showing…blah blah blah.

For the first few days I couldn’t believe it. I
couldn’t believe he’d actually be that big of a jerk, to go and
fuck my fiancee behind my back and right before our wedding. But
watching Magda work her magic so masterfully and lure him in with
the bait of her own frailty was so thrilling I stopped caring about
Patrick at all. He sort of became this life-sized blow up doll in
my mind. A toy in my and Magda’s game.

So that Friday he showed up with a bottle of
wine. I saw him standing at the door and fixing his hair on my
doorbell camera app, even before he rang the doorbell.

Magda had put on the same tight sweats and
t-shirt she looked casually stunning in. When the doorbell rang she
skipped over to the closet and eased the door open. “You ready?”
she asked, grinning.

I’d spent the week talking myself up to that
moment. I’d been dreaming about it at night. Distracted by it
during the day. And now that it was there I was on pins and needles
about watching Magda seal the deal. “I’m ready,” I said.

Magda leaned in and kissed me, then slid the
door shut.

A few moments later I heard her open the door
downstairs. “Oh Patrick you’re sweet,” she cooed. “You didn’t have
to do that,” she said, obviously referring to the wine he’d
brought.

God how I wished I could see him. Sauntering
into my house and sniffing out whether there was even the faintest
whiff of a possibility that he could bed Magda.

“Hey it’s totally no problem,” he said. “I just
want to be there for you you know?”

Yeah. Right. Fucking Patrick.

I heard them walk into the kitchen. Heard the
cork pop on the bottle and the gentle glug of glasses being filled.
Then Magda lured him back out to the living room, where everything
they were saying drifted up the stairs to where I could hear.

“So…have things been any better with you and
Mike?” Patrick asked, his voice laced with fake sympathy.

Magda sighed and took a sip from her glass. “I
guess. I wonder if maybe it is just cold feet. I did some reading
about it on the internet and sometimes that happens.”

There was a short silence before Patrick spoke
again. “Magda have you tried talking to him about this?”

Which sort of caught me off guard. That wasn’t
how this was supposed to play. At least it wasn’t how it had played
out in my mind.

“Um, no. I haven’t…I haven’t had the heart to
start the conversation.”

“No I get that,” Patrick said.

I sat up straighter in my chair. Now he really
did sound concerned. Not just that, it sounded like he was
about to…try to help. For real.

“So listen I know this stuff is personal and I
don’t want to get too involved but I have a friend who’s a marriage
therapist. I could give you his number. Super chill guy. He
apparently is really good at it.”

Hearing Magda cough put me even more on edge. I
don’t know how but I could sense she hadn’t been expecting this
either.

“You know that’s sweet Patrick, but I really
just wanted someone to talk to. I’m so glad you could come. And
this wine is really hitting the spot.”

Okay. She was rallying. That was good. But I
could tell by her voice that she’d lost some of the confident
swagger she’d had going into this.

“You know what I really miss?” she asked softly
after another silence.

“What’s that?” Patrick asked.

“I miss the intimacy,” Magda nearly whispered.
“We haven’t been…you know, doing it a lot lately.”

A moment later I heard Patrick clear his throat.
“I’m sorry to hear that,” he said.

And I really could not tell which side of this
he was going to land on. It was going to be all up to Magda.

“Hey Patrick?” Magda asked quietly.

“Oh, hey, Magda, oh no…oh I don’t…no, no, I
don’t think so…” Patrick started muttering and I heard him
squirming on the couch.

I stifled a laugh that threatened to come
bubbling out of me. I wanted so badly to watch Magda working her
magic on him. Had she put a hand on his leg? Had she moved closer
on the couch? Was Patrick going to cave?

“Is something wrong?” Magda whispered.

“Well you’re hand’s on my thigh and I just…I
don’t think…oh god…” Patrick said, then trailed away.

I got so giddy I nearly fell off my stool.

“I know it’s a lot to ask,” Magda went on. “But
I have needs. Needs that Mike just isn’t meeting right now.
He’d never find out. It would be our little secret,” she
whispered.

Patrick groaned. “Magda you can’t be serious
about this. Mike and I are buds and I could never…oh my god those
are fucking incredible.”

It took a moment for it to dawn on me that Magda
had obviously just lifted her shirt and exposed herself to Patrick.
I stifled a groan as my cock flexed between my legs. Magda’s
blatant use of her sexuality to disarm Patrick violated all
boundaries of decency and civility. And I loved it. I loved what
she was doing to him. I loved that I could practically hear
his resolve cracking in the face of her two beautiful tits.

“Do you want to touch them?” Magda
whispered.

Silence.

A long silence in which I imagined Patrick
writhing and trying to squirm away from Magda, his eyes glued to
her breasts. I imagined the mental gymnastics he was surely
performing as he tried to justify what he obviously knew was the
wrong thing to do.

“Here,” I heard Magda say.

“Oh I don’t know,” Patrick muttered. “Oh my
god,” he hissed.

I thought Magda must have picked up his hand and
pressed it against her breast. I couldn’t imagine what else she
might have done.

“Patrick?”

“What is it?”

“You’re going to take me upstairs and fuck me
now okay?”

“Jeez Magda did you have to say it like that?”
Patrick moaned. “I don’t know if…” He sounded like he was about to
start crying. “Holy shit. What are you…gah! Oh god you’re so
wet.”

My heart bounced as I realized Magda had just
stuffed Patrick’s hand into her sweats and mashed his fingers
against her pussy.

“Can you stop talking and just get this done?”
Magda said. “I need this. I need you inside of me.”

I had to put a hand over my mouth to keep from
bursting out laughing.

There was rustling downstairs and then the
stairs creaked as they mounted them.

I drew in a breath and held it, leaning back
into the shadows of the closet as they walked into the room.

Magda spun around on tiptoes, swept her shirt
off over her head, then pulled her sweats down off her ass and let
them fall to the floor. She stepped out of them and stood proudly
before Patrick, breasts thrust forward, ass raised to entice
him.

Patrick covered his mouth with a hand as his
eyes wandered up and down her curvy frame pausing at all the
naughtiest bits.

“Take your clothes off,” Magda ordered, giving a
slight nod.

Patrick still seemed to be wrestling with a
final sliver of guilt at betraying his friend.

Magda took two steps back, sat down on the bed
and spread her legs. She put two fingers on her pussy and splayed
the lips, staring right into Patrick’s eyes. “Fine leave them on.
But come over here and eat me,” she said, deadpan.

Patrick’s eyes bugged and he folded like a
tissue. Wilting onto the floor he crawled toward her on all fours,
eyeing the tight entrance to her fleshy pocket.

Magda put a hand on the back of his head as he
neared, and drew him between her thighs. She looked down at him and
a smile blossomed on her lips. “Good boy,” she purred. “Now
lick.”

Patrick’s tongue flicked out of his mouth and he
started slathering up and down her pussy lips like his life
depended on it. Ever so often he would glance up looking desperate,
as if to see whether his mouthing was pleasing to Magda.

Between one of these glances Magda looked toward
the closet out of the corner of her eye and flashed a wider smile
in my direction. She kept him firmly planted between her legs with
her hand, squeezing her thighs against his cheeks to help keep him
in place.

Her chest started rising a little higher with
each breath and I knew she was approaching an orgasm.

Gone for me was any shred of guilt or doubt or
fear. I was bursting with exhilarating arousal at watching Magda
have her way with Patrick.

Her nipples stiffened and a moment later her
body shuddered. Her legs shook against Patrick’s face. She drew in
a sharp breath and closed her eyes and let the pleasure his mouth
had brought wash over her in waves.

Patrick kept up his licking like a champ.
Staring up at Magda with wide eyes he put his big hands on her
thighs to keep his balance. It was only when Magda took her hand
off the back of his head that he slowed, then pulled away. His
mouth was a mess of wet.

Magda looked down past her enormous breasts and
straight into Patrick’s eyes. She put the tip of her finger on his
lips, then slipped it into his mouth.

Patrick squeezed his eyes shut tight as he
sucked it.

I wondered if guilt was still racking him but
didn’t really care. He was too far gone now and I knew there was no
way he’d be able to resist taking it all the way.

“Good boy,” Magda said again. “Now take your
dick out and fuck me.”

Patrick opened his eyes and looked up at her. “I
don’t know Magda,” he muttered shaking his head. “I don’t know.
When’s Mike coming back?”

Magda put her hands on his arms and started
pulling him to his feet. “Later,” she said. “Come on Patrick. You
can do this. It’s okay.”

Patrick eyed Magda’s pussy as he continued
shaking his head. He stood up and towered over her. Wiped his mouth
with the back of his hand. “Of for fuck’s sake,” he grunted.

Magda leaned back on her elbows and spread her
legs. The glorious sight of her fully bared sex splitting open was
what did it.

“Fuck it,” Patrick growled. He unzipped, reached
into his underwear and yanked out his prick. It was stiff and a
good seven inches. He was no Ben but it would do.

Magda glanced down at it and a smile flickered
at the corner of her mouth. She was obviously pleased with
herself.

“Fuck Magda I don’t have a fucking condom or
anything,” Patrick cursed.

Magda put her hands on his waist and pulled him
in toward herself. “It’s okay,” she reassured. “It’s gonna’ be
okay.”

Patrick looked worried even as he sank to his
knees between her legs. “You’re on something right? There’s no way
this can…you know what? I’ll pull out. I’ll pull out just in case,”
he said, like he didn’t really want to know if there was any
danger.

I was on the edge of my seat. Watching Magda
play Patrick like a toy trumpet had me almost giggling with glee.
My eyes widened as I stared at the throbbing head of his cock press
against her pussy lips, then slip in.

Patrick groaned and released his weight, sinking
the full length of his shaft into Magda’s sweaty sex.

She arched her back, cooed and closed her eyes.
“Oh fuck yes I needed this so badly,” she admitted.

Patrick put his hands on her sides, then swept
them up and pawed at her tits. He kneaded them, staring at her
chest like he couldn’t believe he was touching something so
perfect. He started thrusting and as he did, Magda started rocking
her hips back and forth in time with his rhythm.

“Oh fuck your so tight,” he grunted.

Magda was lost. Eyes closed, head turned to one
side she savoured the feeling of Patrick’s tool sliding in and out
of her.

My own cock was throbbing as I watched their
coupled bodies moving in tandem. Patrick’s big frame nearly
blocking my view of Magda. He fell lower, pressing his chest
against hers, his hips starting to fuck faster as her sloppy pussy
lured him toward an orgasm.

He started grunting and growling, digging deeper
into her with his cock and harder too, so her body shook beneath
him. When he slowed, the motion of his rut becoming more
deliberate, I knew he was close.

Magda opened her eyes and turned to look at me
over his shoulder. She winked.

I dug my nails into my thighs feeling like I was
going to melt from the excitement rushing through me.

With the same expert move she’d used on me, she
locked her legs behind Patrick’s ass and, using the momentum of his
thrust, flipped him onto his back on the bed. She rose up and
planted her hands on his chest, pinning him in place.

His eyes popped wide open in shock at being
manhandled by a woman of Magda’s stature. “Magda?” he grunted.

Magda’s ass rose then fell, her pussy greasing
his organ as she swallowed it into herself.

Patrick started to look a little panicked. His
eyes darted to her tits, to her groin where their bodies met, then
back up to hers. “Magda you gotta get off soon,” he whimpered.

The devilish smile that formed on her lips at
what he’d said tickled me between the legs.

“Oh I’ll get off soon. I’m almost there.”

Patrick started panting. “Fuck no. I mean me
too. You better…we better not…”

Magda took one hand of his chest and put her
thumb on his lower lip. She slipped it into his mouth as her ass
slapped harder against his lap. “Shh. It’s okay.”

Patrick tried to pull away but Magda grabbed his
chin. His eyes bugged. He tried to speak.

Magda just shoved her thumb deeper into his
mouth. “Oh fuck Patrick. You’re gonna’ make me come,” she
whispered.

Patrick started flailing beneath her. Trying to
buck her off, desperately trying to pull out of her before he
popped.

Magda’s lips parted and she sucked in a breath.
“I’m gonna’ come okay? I’m gonna’ come all over you,” she said, her
eyes widening with excitement. “Okay? You ready?”

I watched as Patrick melted. Buried inside
Magda’s hot, tight sheath, he just gave up. He nodded and mouthed
an ‘okay,’ the word muffled by her thumb still in his mouth.

Magda’s face scrunched up. The room was filled
with the thwat-thwat-thwat of wet flesh against wet flesh.
She screamed.

Patrick’s body went rigid. His hips jutted up,
driving his muscle as deep into Magda is it could get.

From my vantage point, with Magda suspended
above him, I watched his cock pumping and pulsing, disgorging the
contents of his balls into Magda’s creamy puss.

Time seemed to freeze.

Then the back end of their shared orgasm kicked
in. They both burst back into rutting, slamming and smacking
against each other as they rode out the tail end of their
pleasure.

Patrick let out a loud groan.

Magda started panting. She pulled her thumb out
of his mouth and dug her nails into his shirt.

I saw her pussy squeeze his organ, milking the
last of his load out of it.

Then she fell forward, collapsing on his chest
and trying to catch her breath.

Patrick spent a few seconds staring up at the
ceiling before tapping her on the shoulder. “Magda? Mags? We
gotta’, we can’t stay like this. I gotta’ go. Shit. Shit. Shit.
What the fuck just happened. Oh shit…”

He managed to roll her limp frame off of
himself, jump up and stuff his cock back into his pants, eyes
darting around the room, over his shoulder and toward the door.

“Oh Patrick,” Magda purred from the bed. “That
was just what I needed.”

Patrick pressed a hand against his forehead and
shook his head. He leaned over the bed, put his hands out and waved
them. “Magda no one can ever know about this. Please.
Promise me. Please?” he begged.

A smile curled Magda’s lips. “Pinky promise,”
she whispered, already looking sleepy.

“Okay,” Patrick panted. “Okay. I’m gonna’ go
now. Okay? You should…you get cleaned up. So Mike doesn’t come home
and…oh fuck!” he said, slapping his forehead. “Fucking Mike.” He
bit his fist. “I gotta’ go,” he muttered one last time before
turning and thumping down the stairs and out the door.

I felt kind of sorry for him for a second. Then
I opened the closet door and stepped into the room.

Magda rolled over, tits flopping sideways. She
put one knee up. Just enough to give me a view of Patrick’s mess
oozing out of her. She propped her head up on a hand. “Do you think
he learned his lesson?” she whispered, giggling.

I shook my head. “Pure evil,” I said. “You
little slut.”

Magda laughed.

I dropped my pants and pulled my shirt off over
my head. “I hope you’re not too tired because I’ve got a lesson or
two to teach you,” I said, crawling onto the bed.

“Ooh!” Magda cooed, opening her legs in
welcome.

Chapter Nineteen

“Patrick. What a pleasant surprise.” I was on my
way to work the next morning when my phone rang. Patrick’s name had
popped up on the screen on my dash so I decided to take it. “To
what do I owe the pleasure?” I couldn’t help stringing him along,
though I figured he must have had one rough night if he was calling
me.

“Buddy, Mike, we’ve got to talk.”

I stifled a chuckle. “Okay. Shoot. What’s
up?”

“No, no. Not like this. Can we meet? Coffee? No.
Not coffee. Can you swing by Riverside Park? I’m, like, two minutes
away from there.”

“Uh…sure. Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Just…can you be there? I’ll be there. In the
parking lot.”

“Sure, buddy. Sure.”

Patrick hung up before I could say anything
else. And I will admit that in that moment a small wave of guilt
swept through me. A deep fake was one thing. We’d really busted out
the big guns on him. He sounded like he felt terrible. I hoped this
wasn’t going to damage our friendship but what was done was
done.

I pulled into the Riverside parking lot ten
minutes later. Patrick’s was the only other car there. I parked,
killed the engine and stepped outside.

He was leaning against his trunk, arms folded
over his chest, head slumped forward. He looked terrible. Like he
hadn’t slept for a minute. He flashed a glance in my direction
before looking away.

I knew I couldn’t drag this out any longer. It
was time to come clean. “Hey Patrick,” I said, walking up to where
he was standing.

He held up a hand. “Before you say anything just
let me get this out. I’m a fucking terrible person and if you hate
me and never want to talk to me again I will still hate myself but
I won’t blame you and just…fuck, Mike. I fucked up so hard.”

Oh boy. Maybe we’d gone a little too far in our
game. “I know you fucked Magda.”

Patrick’s head snapped up. He locked eyes with
me, hands falling to his sides like he was ready to defend himself
if I wanted to fight. His mouth fell open and he stared at me like
that for a good minute.

I did my best not to grin.

“What?” he finally whispered.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I’m
kind of the ass hole here,” I said.

“What?” he repeated.

I rubbed a hand across my mouth. “It’s a long
story for over a beer sometime but I’ll give you the short version.
And I guess I should say if you hate me after this I’ll totally get
it too.”

Patrick shook his head, dumbfounded by what I
was saying.

“Magda saw me watching that video. I showed it
to her. She…kind of got into it. She fucked another guy a few weeks
ago. And then…we were kind of lying there and joking about whether
we should thank you or teach you a lesson and, well, Magda thought
why not both? Sorry. When I saw you out here I really felt like a
dick.”

Another minute passed before Patrick blinked.
“Magda told you she fucked me?” he asked, his voice hoarse.

I rubbed the back of my neck. “I was in the
closet last night. Sorry about that, too.”

Patrick turned his eyes toward the ground and
shook his head.

I saw the pieces start to fall into place in his
mind.

“Dude she…I fucking…she made me finish
inside her. I can’t believe I just said that to you.”

I took another breath and let out a sigh. “Yeah.
That. Maybe that was over the line. She’s pregnant. Due in eight
months. Sorry. Maybe that was offside. I don’t know. She’s been
kind of crazy lately.”

Two more minutes passed with us just standing
there before Patrick put a hand up to his head. He shook it and the
smallest of smiles sprouted along his lips. “Oh you fucking got
me so good!” he roared.

Twelve hours of angst and worry and guilt came
roaring out of him in a massive “fuck!” He doubled over and slapped
his hands against his thighs.

A few people turned, casting worried frowns from
the sidewalk a few hundred yards away.

Patrick spun around and for a moment I thought
he was going to throw a punch. He shook his head instead, the smile
turning to a grin. He stuck a finger up in the air at me. “You
fucking ass hole,” he said, grinning wider still.

I finally allowed myself a chuckle. “Yeah it was
kind of an ass hole thing to do. Still, you got to fuck Magda.”

He turned and looked off to the side. “I got to
fuck Magda,” he echoed, then shook his head. “No man,” he said
smirking. “I didn’t get to fuck Magda. Magda fucked me.”

I laughed at this.

“You have got to be the luckiest fucking guy on
this planet. Your wife is a god damned beast!” He started
laughing alongside me, walked up and clapped a big hand on my back.
“Dude I am seriously impressed. I thought that deep fake was the
fucking pinnacle of pranks. You totally took it to the next level.
Fuck.”

“No hard feelings then?” I asked.

“No hard feelings for now.” Patrick narrowed his
eyes. “But you better watch your back, bro. I’ll be damned if I let
Mikey one up me.”

We shook hands and got back into our cars after
promising to meet for beers later that week.

A few days later things had settled down.
Between Patrick and I and Magda, too. There was just one tiny thing
bothering me as I pulled into the driveway after work. I walked
into the house and right up to Magda who was stirring soup in the
kitchen. I kissed her forehead. “Feeling okay today?” I asked.

“Feeling great,” she said. “Guess who I heard
from?”

I raised an eyebrow.

“Ben. He texted to say thanks. Seems like we
really helped him get over the first time jitters. He’s got a
girlfriend. I invited them for dinner.”

My eyes widened.

“Obviously not that sort of dinner,”
Magda said, bursting into giggles. “I promised we wouldn’t share
any of the details with her. You want soup?”

I smiled. “I want soup,” I said. “Let me just
get changed.” I walked upstairs, shed my work clothes and slipped
into a pair of old sweats and a t-shirt. I was just about to rejoin
Magda in the kitchen when I felt a funny itch. Pulling my phone out
of my pocket I swiped it open and tapped to the video that had
started all this.

My cock hardened as soon as I saw the woman’s
figure. I didn’t hear Magda creeping up the stairs until she was
standing in the door to the bedroom. “What?” I asked, smiling at
being caught.

“Pervert,” she said, grinning.

“It’s a fake.”

“Right. A deep fake,” she replied. “Still I bet
you wish it was real.” She threw her leg over mine and straddled
me.

“Soup not gonna burn?” I asked, my erection
rising already.

Magda leaned forward and pressed her cheek
against mine. “I turned the burner off.”

“You’re smart, Magpie,” I whispered back.

“Smart and horny,” Magda said, her hands already
working into my pants.

I made a note to thank Patrick for that damn
deep fake again.











Also by Jason Lenov






***

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story
check out some of my others or drop by Thirteenth Line
Publications to sign up for the newsletter and get
notified of all our new releases!

Also by Jason Lenov for Thirteenth
Line

Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a seedy
motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will cope with having to
share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with only two channels on TV,
Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor, the situation turns
explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage but
things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an opportunity to add a little
spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey allows herself to be
convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden fantasy and a secret
from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative
lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of
his wife.

Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and
Keira's hidden desires.

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife
lifestyle.

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes
difficult to find.

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old
crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she
was.

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he
remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with
other men.

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of
Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult
choice.

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as
he tries to be the man she seems to want?

The Sowing Song

Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his
bride-to-be.

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated
village half-way across the world, he can't say no.

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him
down a dark but thrilling path.

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the
Sowing Song sung?

The Summer House

When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her
friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's
shocked into action.

A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an
enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his
wife.

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and
Rob finds the perfect one to rent.

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they
meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their
newly discovered fantasy?

Dear Diary : A Hotwife
Fantasy

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he
wants more attention from his wife.

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak
inside.

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are
splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their
marriage.

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a
hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their
life.

Will their marriage be able to survive?

The Village Wife: A Hotwife
Fantasy

Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's
taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs
require.

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the
next step in their life.

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as
the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused
to fend off their advances.

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to
be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires.

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the
village wife?

Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage,
Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest
but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and
wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their
marriage?
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